




EARLY	BIRD	BOOKS
FRESH	EBOOK	DEALS,	DELIVERED	DAILY

LOVE	TO	READ?
LOVE	GREAT	SALES?

GET	FANTASTIC	DEALS	ON	BESTSELLING
EBOOKS

DELIVERED	TO	YOUR	INBOX	EVERY	DAY!

http://www.earlybirdbooks.com/?utm_campaign=Early%20Bird%20Books&utm_source=In%20Book%20Ad&utm_medium=Referral&utm_content=front


The Galaxy’s Greatest Newsletter
Delivered to Your Inbox

Get awesome tales of fantasy and science
fiction once a week.

Visit us at www.theportalist.com

http://theportalist.com/subscribe/?utm_source=In%20Book%20Ad&utm_medium=referral
http://theportalist.com/subscribe/?utm_source=In%20Book%20Ad&utm_medium=referral


The	Web’s	Creepiest	Newsletter
Delivered	to	Your	Inbox

Get	chilling	stories	of
true	crime,	mystery,	horror,

and	the	paranormal,
twice	a	week.

http://www.the-line-up.com/newsletter-form/?utm_source=In%20Book%20Ad&utm_medium=content%20back&utm_campaign=ebook%20back%20ad


Wild	Seed

The	Patternist	Series

Octavia	E.	Butler



To	Arthur	Guy
To	Ernestine	Walker

To	Phyllis	White	for	listening.



Contents

BOOK	ONE	Covenant	1690
Chapter	One
Chapter	Two
Chapter	Three
Chapter	Four
Chapter	Five
Chapter	Six

BOOK	TWO	Lot’s	Children	1741
Chapter	Seven
Chapter	Eight
Chapter	Nine
Chapter	Ten

BOOK	THREE	Canaan	1840
Chapter	Eleven
Chapter	Twelve
Chapter	Thirteen
Chapter	Fourteen

Epilogue

Preview:	Mind	of	My	Mind

A	Biography	of	Octavia	Butler



BOOK	ONE

Covenant

1690



Chapter	One

DORO	DISCOVERED	THE	WOMAN	by	accident	when	he	went	to	see	what
was	left	of	one	of	his	seed	villages.	The	village	was	a	comfortable
mud-walled	place	surrounded	by	grasslands	and	scattered	trees.	But
Doro	realized	even	before	he	reached	it	 that	 its	people	were	gone.
Slavers	had	been	to	it	before	him.	With	their	guns	and	their	greed,
they	had	undone	in	a	few	hours	the	work	of	a	thousand	years.	Those
villagers	 they	 had	 not	 herded	 away,	 they	 had	 slaughtered.	 Doro
found	 human	 bones,	 hair,	 bits	 of	 desiccated	 flesh	 missed	 by
scavengers.	He	 stood	 over	 a	 very	 small	 skeleton—the	 bones	 of	 a
child—and	wondered	where	 the	 survivors	 had	 been	 taken.	Which
country	or	New	World	colony?	How	far	would	he	have	to	travel	to
find	the	remnants	of	what	had	been	a	healthy,	vigorous	people?

Finally,	 he	 stumbled	 away	 from	 the	 ruins	 bitterly	 angry,	 not
knowing	or	caring	where	he	went.	It	was	a	matter	of	pride	with	him
that	 he	 protected	 his	 own.	 Not	 the	 individuals,	 perhaps,	 but	 the
groups.	 They	 gave	 him	 their	 loyalty,	 their	 obedience,	 and	 he
protected	them.

He	had	failed.
He	wandered	 southwest	 toward	 the	 forest,	 leaving	 as	 he	 had

arrived—alone,	 unarmed,	without	 supplies,	 accepting	 the	 savanna
and	 later	 the	 forest	 as	 easily	 as	 he	 accepted	 any	 terrain.	 He	 was
killed	 several	 times—by	 disease,	 by	 animals,	 by	 hostile	 people.
This	 was	 a	 harsh	 land.	 Yet	 he	 continued	 to	 move	 southwest,
unthinkingly	veering	away	from	the	section	of	the	coast	where	his
ship	 awaited	 him.	After	 a	while,	 he	 realized	 it	was	 no	 longer	 his
anger	 at	 the	 loss	 of	 his	 seed	 village	 that	 drove	 him.	 It	 was
something	new—an	impulse,	a	feeling,	a	kind	of	mental	undertow
pulling	at	him.	He	could	have	resisted	it	easily,	but	he	did	not.	He
felt	 there	 was	 something	 for	 him	 farther	 on,	 a	 little	 farther,	 just
ahead.	He	trusted	such	feelings.



He	had	not	been	this	far	west	for	several	hundred	years,	 thus
he	could	be	certain	that	whatever,	whoever	he	found	would	be	new
to	him—new	and	potentially	valuable.	He	moved	on	eagerly.

The	 feeling	 became	 sharper	 and	 finer,	 resolving	 itself	 into	 a
kind	 of	 signal	 he	 would	 normally	 have	 expected	 to	 receive	 only
from	 people	 he	 knew—people	 like	 his	 lost	 villagers	 whom	 he
should	be	 tracking	now	before	 they	were	 forced	 to	mix	 their	 seed
with	foreigners	and	breed	away	all	the	special	qualities	he	valued	in
them.	But	he	continued	on	southwest,	closing	slowly	on	his	quarry.

Anyanwu’s	ears	and	eyes	were	far	sharper	than	those	of	other
people.	She	had	increased	their	sensitivity	deliberately	after	the	first
time	men	came	stalking	her,	 their	machetes	 ready,	 their	 intentions
clear.	She	had	had	 to	kill	 seven	 times	on	 that	 terrible	day—seven
frightened	men	who	could	have	been	 spared—and	 she	had	nearly
died	herself,	 all	 because	 she	 let	 people	 come	upon	her	 unnoticed.
Never	again.

Now,	 for	 instance,	 she	 was	 very	 much	 aware	 of	 the	 lone
intruder	who	 prowled	 the	 bush	 near	 her.	He	 kept	 himself	 hidden,
moved	 toward	 her	 like	 smoke,	 but	 she	 heard	 him,	 followed	 him
with	her	ears.

Giving	no	outward	 sign,	 she	went	on	 tending	her	garden.	As
long	as	she	knew	where	 the	 intruder	was,	she	had	no	fear	of	him.
Perhaps	he	would	lose	his	courage	and	go	away.	Meanwhile,	there
were	weeds	among	her	 coco	yams	and	her	herbs.	The	herbs	were
not	the	traditional	ones	grown	or	gathered	by	her	people.	Only	she
grew	 them	 as	 medicines	 for	 healing,	 used	 them	 when	 people
brought	 their	 sick	 to	her.	Often	 she	needed	no	medicines,	but	 she
kept	 that	 to	 herself.	 She	 served	 her	 people	 by	 giving	 them	 relief
from	pain	and	sickness.	Also,	she	enriched	them	by	allowing	them
to	 spread	word	of	her	 abilities	 to	neighboring	people.	She	was	an
oracle.	 A	 woman	 through	 whom	 a	 god	 spoke.	 Strangers	 paid
heavily	for	her	services.	They	paid	her	people,	 then	they	paid	her.
That	 was	 as	 it	 should	 have	 been.	 Her	 people	 could	 see	 that	 they
benefited	 from	her	 presence,	 and	 that	 they	 had	 reason	 to	 fear	 her



abilities.	Thus	was	she	protected	from	them—and	they	from	her—
most	of	the	time.	But	now	and	then	one	of	them	overcame	his	fear
and	found	reason	to	try	to	end	her	long	life.

The	 intruder	was	moving	 close,	 still	 not	 allowing	 her	 to	 see
him.	No	person	of	honest	 intentions	would	approach	so	stealthily.
Who	was	he	then?	A	thief?	A	murderer?	Someone	who	blamed	her
for	 the	death	of	 a	 kinsman	or	 some	other	misfortune?	During	her
various	 youths,	 she	 had	 been	 blamed	 several	 times	 for	 causing
misfortune.	She	had	been	fed	poison	in	the	test	for	witchcraft.	Each
time,	 she	 had	 taken	 the	 test	 willingly,	 knowing	 that	 she	 had
bewitched	 no	 one—and	 knowing	 that	 no	 ordinary	 man	 with	 his
scanty	knowledge	of	poisons	could	harm	her.	She	knew	more	about
poisons,	had	ingested	more	poisons	in	her	long	life	than	any	of	her
people	could	 imagine.	Each	 time	she	passed	 the	 test,	her	accusers
had	been	ridiculed	and	fined	for	their	false	charges.	In	each	of	her
lives	as	she	grew	older,	people	ceased	to	accuse	her—though	not	all
ceased	to	believe	she	was	a	witch.	Some	sought	to	take	matters	into
their	own	hands	and	kill	her	regardless	of	the	tests.

The	 intruder	 finally	moved	onto	 the	narrow	path	 to	approach
her	 openly—now	 that	 he	 had	 had	 enough	 of	 spying	 on	 her.	 She
looked	up	as	though	becoming	aware	of	him	for	the	first	time.

He	was	a	stranger,	a	fine	man	taller	than	most	and	broader	at
the	 shoulders.	His	 skin	was	 as	dark	as	her	own,	 and	his	 face	was
broad	and	handsome,	the	mouth	slightly	smiling.	He	was	young—
not	yet	thirty,	she	thought.	Surely	too	young	to	be	any	threat	to	her.
Yet	something	about	him	worried	her.	His	sudden	openness	after	so
much	stealth,	perhaps.	Who	was	he?	What	did	he	want?

When	 he	 was	 near	 enough,	 he	 spoke	 to	 her,	 and	 his	 words
made	her	frown	in	confusion.	They	were	foreign	words,	completely
incomprehensible	to	her,	but	there	was	a	strange	familiarity	to	them
—as	though	she	should	have	understood.	She	stood	up,	concealing
uncharacteristic	nervousness.	“Who	are	you?”	she	asked.

He	lifted	his	head	slightly	as	she	spoke,	seemed	to	listen.
“How	can	we	speak?”	she	asked.	“You	must	be	from	very	far

away	if	your	speech	is	so	different.”



“Very	far,”	he	said	in	her	own	language.	His	words	were	clear
to	her	now,	though	he	had	an	accent	that	reminded	her	of	the	way
people	spoke	long	ago	when	she	was	truly	young.	She	did	not	like
it.	Everything	about	him	made	her	uneasy.

“So	you	can	speak,”	she	said.
“I	am	remembering.	It	has	been	a	long	time	since	I	spoke	your

language.”	He	came	closer,	 peering	at	her.	Finally,	he	 smiled	 and
shook	his	head.	“You	are	something	more	than	an	old	woman,”	he
said.	“Perhaps	you	are	not	an	old	woman	at	all.”

She	drew	back	in	confusion.	How	could	he	know	anything	of
what	 she	was?	How	could	he	 even	guess	with	nothing	more	 than
her	appearance	and	a	few	words	as	evidence?	“I	am	old,”	she	said,
masking	 her	 fear	with	 anger.	 “I	 could	 be	 your	mother’s	mother!”
She	could	have	been	an	ancestor	of	his	mother’s	mother.	But	 she
kept	that	to	herself.	“Who	are	you?”	she	demanded.

“I	could	be	your	mother’s	father,”	he	said.
She	 took	 another	 step	 backward,	 somehow	 controlling	 her

growing	fear.	This	man	was	not	what	he	seemed	to	be.	His	words
should	 have	 come	 to	 her	 as	mocking	 nonsense,	 but	 instead,	 they
seemed	to	reveal	as	much	and	as	little	as	her	own.

“Be	still,”	he	told	her.	“I	mean	you	no	harm.”
“Who	are	you?”	she	repeated.
“Doro.”
“Doro?”	 She	 said	 the	 strange	 word	 twice	 more.	 “Is	 that	 a

name?”
“It	 is	 my	 name.	 Among	 my	 people,	 it	 means	 the	 east—the

direction	from	which	the	sun	comes.”
She	 put	 one	 hand	 to	 her	 face.	 “This	 is	 a	 trick,”	 she	 said.

“Someone	is	laughing.”
“You	know	better.	When	were	you	last	frightened	by	a	trick?”
Not	for	more	years	than	she	could	remember;	he	was	right.	But

the	names	…The	coincidence	was	like	a	sign.	“Do	you	know	who	I
am?”	she	asked.	“Did	you	come	here	knowing,	or	…	?”

“I	came	here	because	of	you.	I	knew	nothing	about	you	except
that	 you	were	 unusual	 and	 you	were	 here.	Awareness	 of	 you	 has



pulled	me	a	great	distance	out	of	my	way.”
“Awareness?”
“I	 had	 a	 feeling	 …People	 as	 different	 as	 you	 attract	 me

somehow,	call	me,	even	over	great	distances.”
“I	did	not	call	you.”
“You	 exist	 and	you	 are	 different.	That	was	 enough	 to	 attract

me.	Now	tell	me	who	you	are.”
“You	must	be	the	only	man	in	this	country	who	has	not	heard

of	me.	I	am	Anyanwu.”
He	 repeated	 her	 name	 and	 glanced	 upward,	 understanding.

Sun,	her	name	meant.	Anyanwu:	the	sun.	He	nodded.	“Our	peoples
missed	each	other	by	many	years	 and	a	great	distance,	Anyanwu,
and	yet	somehow	they	named	us	well.”

“As	 though	 we	 were	 intended	 to	 meet.	 Doro,	 who	 are	 your
people?”

“They	were	 called	Kush	 in	my	 time.	Their	 land	 is	 far	 to	 the
east	of	here.	I	was	born	to	them,	but	they	have	not	been	my	people
for	many	years.	 I	have	not	 seen	 them	for	perhaps	 twelve	 times	as
long	as	you	have	been	alive.	When	I	was	thirteen	years	old,	I	was
separated	from	them.	Now	my	people	are	those	who	give	me	their
loyalty.”

“And	 now	 you	 think	 you	 know	my	 age,”	 she	 said.	 “That	 is
something	my	own	people	do	not	know.”

“No	doubt	you	have	moved	 from	 town	 to	 town	 to	help	 them
forget.”	He	looked	around,	saw	a	fallen	tree	nearby.	He	went	to	sit
on	 it.	Anyanwu	followed	almost	against	her	will.	As	much	as	 this
man	confused	and	frightened	her,	he	also	intrigued	her.	It	had	been
so	long	since	something	had	happened	to	her	that	had	not	happened
before—many	times	before.	He	spoke	again.

“I	 do	 nothing	 to	 conceal	my	 age,”	 he	 said,	 “yet	 some	of	my
people	 have	 found	 it	more	 comfortable	 to	 forget—since	 they	 can
neither	kill	me	nor	become	what	I	am.”

She	 went	 closer	 to	 him	 and	 peered	 down	 at	 him.	 He	 was
clearly	 proclaiming	himself	 like	 her—long-lived	 and	powerful.	 In
all	her	years,	she	had	not	known	even	one	other	person	like	herself.



She	had	long	ago	given	up,	accepted	her	solitude.	But	now	…
“Go	on	talking,”	she	said.	“You	have	much	to	tell	me.”
He	had	been	watching	her,	looking	at	her	eyes	with	a	curiosity

that	most	people	tried	to	hide	from	her.	People	said	her	eyes	were
like	 babies’	 eyes—the	whites	 too	white,	 the	 browns	 too	 deep	 and
clear.	No	adult,	and	certainly	no	old	woman	should	have	such	eyes,
they	 said.	 And	 they	 avoided	 her	 gaze.	 Doro’s	 eyes	 were	 very
ordinary,	 but	 he	 could	 stare	 at	 her	 as	 children	 stared.	 He	 had	 no
fear,	and	probably	no	shame.

He	startled	her	by	taking	her	hand	and	pulling	her	down	beside
him	on	the	tree	trunk.	She	could	have	broken	his	grip	easily,	but	she
did	 not.	 “I’ve	 come	 a	 long	 way	 today,”	 he	 told	 her.	 “This	 body
needs	rest	if	it	is	to	continue	to	serve	me.”

She	thought	about	 that.	This	body	needs	rest.	What	 a	 strange
way	he	had	of	speaking.

“I	came	to	this	territory	last	about	three	hundred	years	ago,”	he
said.	“I	was	looking	for	a	group	of	my	people	who	had	strayed,	but
they	were	 killed	 before	 I	 found	 them.	Your	 people	were	 not	 here
then,	 and	 you	 had	 not	 been	 born.	 I	 know	 that	 because	 your
difference	did	not	call	me.	I	think	you	are	the	fruit	of	my	people’s
passing	by	yours,	though.”

“Do	you	mean	that	your	people	may	be	my	kinsmen?”
“Yes.”	 He	 was	 examining	 her	 face	 very	 carefully,	 perhaps

seeking	some	resemblance.	He	would	not	find	it.	The	face	she	was
wearing	was	not	her	true	face.

“Your	 people	 have	 crossed	 the	 Niger”—he	 hesitated,
frowning,	then	gave	the	river	its	proper	name—“the	Orumili.	When
I	saw	them	last,	they	lived	on	the	other	side	in	Benin.”

“We	crossed	 long	ago,”	she	said.	“Children	born	 in	 that	 time
have	grown	old	and	died.	We	were	Ado	and	Idu,	subject	to	Benin
before	 the	 crossing.	 Then	 we	 fought	 with	 Benin	 and	 crossed	 the
river	to	Onitsha	to	become	free	people,	our	own	masters.”

“What	 happened	 to	 the	 Oze	 people	 who	 were	 here	 before
you?”

“Some	ran	away.	Others	became	our	slaves.”



“So	you	were	driven	from	Benin,	then	you	drove	others	from
here—or	enslaved	them.”

Anyanwu	 looked	away,	 spoke	woodenly.	“It	 is	better	 to	be	a
master	than	to	be	a	slave.”	Her	husband	at	the	time	of	the	migration
had	said	that.	He	had	seen	himself	becoming	a	great	man—master
of	 a	 large	 household	 with	 many	 wives,	 children,	 and	 slaves.
Anyanwu,	on	the	other	hand,	had	been	a	slave	twice	in	her	life	and
had	escaped	only	by	changing	her	identity	completely	and	finding	a
husband	 in	a	different	 town.	She	knew	some	people	were	masters
and	 some	were	 slaves.	That	was	 the	way	 it	 had	 always	been.	But
her	 own	 experience	 had	 taught	 her	 to	 hate	 slavery.	 She	 had	 even
found	it	difficult	to	be	a	good	wife	in	her	most	recent	years	because
of	 the	 way	 a	 woman	 must	 bow	 her	 head	 and	 be	 subject	 to	 her
husband.	It	was	better	to	be	as	she	was—a	priestess	who	spoke	with
the	voice	of	a	god	and	was	feared	and	obeyed.	But	what	was	that?
She	 had	 become	 a	 kind	 of	master	 herself.	 “Sometimes,	 one	must
become	a	master	to	avoid	becoming	a	slave,”	she	said	softly.

“Yes,”	he	agreed.
She	deliberately	turned	her	attention	to	the	new	things	he	had

given	her	 to	 think	about.	Her	age,	 for	 instance.	He	was	 right.	She
was	about	three	hundred	years	old—something	none	of	her	people
would	have	believed.	And	he	had	said	something	else—something
that	 brought	 alive	 one	 of	 her	 oldest	 memories.	 There	 had	 been
whispers	 when	 she	 was	 a	 girl	 that	 her	 father	 could	 not	 beget
children,	that	she	was	the	daughter	not	only	of	another	man,	but	of
a	visiting	stranger.	She	had	asked	her	mother	about	this,	and	for	the
first	and	only	time	in	her	life,	her	mother	had	struck	her.	From	then
on,	she	had	accepted	the	story	as	true.	But	she	had	never	been	able
to	 learn	 anything	 about	 the	 stranger.	 She	would	not	 have	 cared—
her	 mother’s	 husband	 claimed	 her	 as	 his	 daughter	 and	 he	 was	 a
good	man—but	 she	 had	 always	 wondered	 whether	 the	 stranger’s
people	were	more	like	her.

“Are	 they	 all	 dead?”	 she	 asked	Doro.	 “These	…	kinsmen	 of
mine?”

“Yes.”



“Then	they	were	not	like	me.”
“They	might	have	been	after	many	more	generations.	You	are

not	only	their	child.	Your	Onitsha	kinsmen	must	have	been	unusual
in	their	own	right.”

Anyanwu	nodded	 slowly.	She	could	 think	of	 several	unusual
things	 about	her	mother.	The	woman	had	 stature	 and	 influence	 in
spite	 of	 the	 gossip	 about	 her.	 Her	 husband	 was	 a	 member	 of	 a
highly	 respected	 clan,	well	 known	 for	 its	magical	 abilities,	 but	 in
his	household,	it	was	Anyanwu’s	mother	who	made	magic.	She	had
highly	 accurate	 prophetic	 dreams.	 She	 made	 medicine	 to	 cure
disease	and	 to	protect	 the	people	from	evil.	At	market,	no	woman
was	 a	better	 trader.	She	 seemed	 to	know	 just	 how	 to	bargain—as
though	 she	 could	 read	 the	 thoughts	 in	 the	 other	 women’s	minds.
She	became	very	wealthy.

It	 was	 said	 that	 Anyanwu’s	 clan,	 the	 clan	 of	 her	 mother’s
husband,	had	members	who	could	change	their	shapes,	take	animal
forms	at	will,	but	Anyanwu	had	seen	no	such	strangeness	in	them.
It	 was	 her	 mother	 in	 whom	 she	 found	 strangeness,	 closeness,
empathy	that	went	beyond	what	could	be	expected	between	mother
and	daughter.	She	and	her	mother	had	shared	a	unity	of	spirit	 that
actually	 did	 involve	 some	 exchange	 of	 thoughts	 and	 feelings,
though	 they	 were	 careful	 not	 to	 flaunt	 this	 before	 others.	 If
Anyanwu	felt	pain,	her	mother,	busy	trading	at	some	distant	market,
knew	 of	 the	 pain	 and	 came	 home.	 Anyanwu	 had	 no	 more	 than
ghosts	of	that	early	closeness	with	her	own	children	and	with	three
of	her	husbands.	And	she	had	sought	for	years	through	her	clan,	her
mother’s	clan,	and	others	for	even	a	ghost	of	her	greatest	difference,
the	shape	changing.	She	had	collected	many	frightening	stories,	but
had	met	no	other	person	who,	 like	herself,	 could	demonstrate	 this
ability.	Not	 until	 now,	 perhaps.	 She	 looked	 at	Doro.	What	was	 it
she	felt	about	him—what	strangeness?	She	had	shared	no	thoughts
with	 him,	 but	 something	 about	 him	 reminded	 her	 of	 her	 mother.
Another	ghost.

“Are	you	my	kinsman?”	she	asked.
“No,”	he	said.	“But	your	kinsmen	had	given	me	their	loyalty.



That	is	no	small	thing.”
“Is	that	why	you	came	when	…	when	my	difference	attracted

you?”
He	shook	his	head.	“I	came	to	see	what	you	were.”
She	frowned,	suddenly	cautious.	“I	am	myself.	You	see	me.”
“As	you	see	me.	Do	you	imagine	you	see	everything?”
She	did	not	answer.
“A	 lie	offends	me,	Anyanwu,	 and	what	 I	 see	of	you	 is	 a	 lie.

Show	me	what	you	really	are.”
“You	see	what	you	will	see!”
“Are	you	afraid	to	show	me?”
“…	 No.”	 It	 was	 not	 fear.	 What	 was	 it?	 A	 lifetime	 of

concealment,	of	commanding	herself	never	to	play	with	her	abilities
before	others,	 never	 to	 show	 them	off	 as	mere	 tricks,	 never	 to	 let
her	people	or	any	people	know	the	full	extent	of	her	power	unless
she	were	 fighting	 for	her	 life.	Should	 she	break	her	 tradition	now
simply	 because	 this	 stranger	 asked	 her	 to?	 He	 had	 done	 much
talking,	 but	 what	 had	 he	 actually	 shown	 her	 about	 himself?
Nothing.

“Can	my	concealment	be	a	lie	if	yours	is	not?”	she	asked.
“Mine	is,”	he	admitted.
“Then	show	me	what	you	are.	Give	me	the	trust	you	ask	me	to

give	you.”
“You	have	my	trust,	Anyanwu,	but	knowing	what	I	am	would

only	frighten	you.”
“Am	I	a	child	then?”	she	asked	angrily.	“Are	you	my	mother

who	must	shield	me	from	adult	truths?”
He	refused	to	be	insulted.	“Most	of	my	people	are	grateful	to

me	for	shielding	them	from	my	particular	truth,”	he	said.
“So	you	say	I	have	seen	nothing.”
He	 stood	 up,	 and	 she	 stood	 to	 face	 him,	 her	 small	 withered

body	 fully	 in	 the	 shadow	of	his.	She	was	 little	more	 than	half	his
size,	but	it	was	no	new	thing	for	her	to	face	larger	people	and	either
bend	 them	 to	 her	 will	 with	 words	 or	 beat	 them	 into	 submission
physically.	 In	 fact,	 she	 could	 have	 made	 herself	 as	 large	 as	 any



man,	 but	 she	 chose	 to	 let	 her	 smallness	 go	 on	 deceiving	 people.
Most	 often,	 it	 put	 strangers	 at	 their	 ease	 because	 she	 seemed
harmless.	Also,	it	caused	would-be	attackers	to	underestimate	her.

Doro	stared	down	at	her.	“Sometimes	only	a	burn	will	teach	a
child	to	respect	fire,”	he	said.	“Come	with	me	to	one	of	the	villages
of	your	town,	Anyanwu.	There	I	will	show	you	what	you	think	you
want	to	see.”

“What	will	you	do?”	she	asked	warily.
“I	 will	 let	 you	 choose	 someone—an	 enemy	 or	 only	 some

useless	person	that	your	people	would	be	better	without.	Then	I	will
kill	him.”

“Kill!”
“I	kill,	Anyanwu.	That	is	how	I	keep	my	youth,	my	strength.	I

can	do	only	one	thing	to	show	you	what	I	am,	and	that	is	kill	a	man
and	wear	his	body	 like	a	cloth.”	He	breathed	deeply.	 “This	 is	not
the	 body	 I	 was	 born	 into.	 It’s	 not	 the	 tenth	 I’ve	 worn,	 nor	 the
hundredth,	nor	the	thousandth.	Your	gift	seems	to	be	a	gentle	one.
Mine	is	not.”

“You	are	a	spirit,”	she	cried	in	alarm.
“I	told	you	you	were	a	child,”	he	said.	“See	how	you	frighten

yourself?”
He	was	like	an	ogbanje,	an	evil	child	spirit	born	to	one	woman

again	 and	 again,	 only	 to	 die	 and	 give	 the	mother	 pain.	A	woman
tormented	by	an	ogbanje	could	give	birth	many	times	and	still	have
no	 living	 child.	 But	Doro	was	 an	 adult.	He	 did	 not	 enter	 and	 re-
enter	his	mother’s	womb.	He	did	not	want	 the	bodies	of	children.
He	preferred	to	steal	the	bodies	of	men.

“You	are	a	spirit!”	she	insisted,	her	voice	shrill	with	fear.	All
the	while	part	of	her	mind	wondered	why	she	was	believing	him	so
easily.	She	knew	many	 tricks	herself,	many	 frightening	 lies.	Why
should	she	react	now	like	the	most	ignorant	stranger	brought	before
her	believing	that	a	god	spoke	through	her?	Yet	she	did	believe,	and
she	was	afraid.	This	man	was	far	more	unusual	than	she	was.	This
man	was	not	a	man.

When	he	touched	her	arm	lightly,	unexpectedly,	she	screamed.



He	 made	 a	 sound	 of	 disgust.	 “Woman,	 if	 you	 bring	 your
people	here	with	your	noise,	I	will	have	no	choice	but	to	kill	some
of	them.”

She	stood	still,	believing	this	also.	“Did	you	kill	anyone	as	you
came	here?”	she	whispered.

“No.	 I	went	 to	great	 trouble	 to	 avoid	killing	 for	 your	 sake.	 I
thought	you	might	have	kinsmen	here.”

“Generations	of	kinsmen.	Sons	 and	 their	 sons	 and	even	 their
sons.”

“I	would	not	want	to	kill	one	of	your	sons.”
“Why?”	She	was	relieved	but	curious.	“What	are	they	to	you?”
“How	would	you	 receive	me	 if	 I	 came	 to	you	 clothed	 in	 the

flesh	of	one	of	your	sons?”
She	drew	back,	not	knowing	how	to	imagine	such	a	thing.
“You	see?	Your	children	should	not	be	wasted	anyway.	They

may	be	good—”	He	spoke	a	word	in	another	language.	She	heard	it
clearly,	but	it	meant	nothing	to	her.	The	word	was	seed.

“What	is	seed?”	she	asked.
“People	too	valuable	to	be	casually	killed,”	he	said.	Then	more

softly,	“You	must	show	me	what	you	are.”
“How	can	my	sons	be	of	value	to	you?”
He	 gave	 her	 a	 long	 silent	 look,	 then	 spoke	 with	 that	 same

softness.	“I	may	have	to	go	to	them,	Anyanwu.	They	may	be	more
tractable	than	their	mother.”

She	could	not	recall	ever	having	been	threatened	so	gently—or
so	effectively.	Her	sons	…	“Come,”	she	whispered.	“It	is	too	open
for	me	to	show	you	here.”

With	concealed	excitement,	Doro	followed	the	small,	wizened
woman	 to	 her	 tiny	 compound.	The	 compound	wall—made	of	 red
clay	and	over	six	feet	high—would	give	them	the	privacy	Anyanwu
wanted.

“My	 sons	 would	 do	 you	 no	 good,”	 she	 told	 him	 as	 they
walked.	“They	are	good	men,	but	they	know	very	little.”

“They	are	not	like	you—any	of	them?”
“None.”



“And	your	daughters?”
“Nor	them.	I	watched	them	carefully	until	 they	went	away	to

their	husbands’	 towns.	They	are	 like	my	mother.	They	exert	great
influence	 on	 their	 husbands	 and	 on	 other	 women,	 but	 nothing
beyond	that.	They	live	their	lives	and	they	die.”

“They	die…	?”
She	 opened	 the	 wooden	 door	 and	 led	 him	 through	 the	 wall,

then	barred	the	door	after	him.
“They	die,”	she	said	sadly.	“Like	their	fathers.”
“Perhaps	if	your	sons	and	daughters	married	each	other	…”
“Abomination!”	 she	 said	 with	 alarm.	 “We	 are	 not	 animals

here,	Doro!”
He	 shrugged.	 He	 had	 spent	 most	 of	 his	 life	 ignoring	 such

protests	and	causing	the	protestors	to	change	their	minds.	People’s
morals	 rarely	 survived	 confrontations	with	him.	For	 now,	 though,
gentleness.	This	woman	was	valuable.	If	she	were	only	half	as	old
as	he	thought,	she	would	be	the	oldest	person	he	had	ever	met—and
she	 was	 still	 spry.	 She	 was	 descended	 from	 people	 whose
abnormally	 long	 lives,	 resistance	 to	 disease,	 and	 budding	 special
abilities	 made	 them	 very	 important	 to	 him.	 People	 who,	 like	 so
many	others,	 had	 fallen	victim	 to	 slavers	or	 tribal	 enemies.	There
had	been	so	few	of	them.	Nothing	must	happen	to	this	one	survivor,
this	 fortunate	 little	hybrid.	Above	all,	 she	must	be	protected	 from
Doro	himself.	He	must	not	kill	her	out	of	anger	or	by	accident—and
accidents	could	happen	so	easily	in	this	country.	He	must	take	her
away	with	him	to	one	of	his	more	secure	seed	towns.	Perhaps	in	her
strangeness,	 she	 could	 still	 bear	 young,	 and	 perhaps	 with	 the
powerful	mates	 he	 could	 get	 her,	 this	 time	 her	 children	would	 be
worthy	of	her.	If	not,	there	were	always	her	existing	children.

“Will	 you	 watch,	 Doro?”	 she	 asked.	 “This	 is	 what	 you
demanded	to	see.”

He	 focused	 his	 attention	 on	 her,	 and	 she	 began	 to	 rub	 her
hands.	 The	 hands	 were	 bird	 claws,	 long-fingered,	 withered,	 and
bony.	As	 he	watched,	 they	 began	 to	 fill	 out,	 to	 grow	 smooth	 and
young-looking.	Her	 arms	 and	 shoulders	 began	 to	 fill	 out	 and	 her



sagging	breasts	drew	themselves	up	round	and	high.	Her	hips	grew
round	beneath	her	cloth,	causing	him	to	want	to	strip	the	cloth	from
her.	Lastly,	she	touched	her	face	and	molded	away	her	wrinkles.	An
old	 scar	beneath	one	eye	vanished.	The	 flesh	became	 smooth	 and
firm,	and	the	woman	startlingly	beautiful.

Finally,	 she	 stood	 before	 him	 looking	 not	 yet	 twenty.	 She
cleared	her	throat	and	spoke	to	him	in	a	soft,	young	woman’s	voice.
“Is	this	enough?”

For	 a	moment	 he	 could	 only	 stare	 at	 her.	 “Is	 this	 truly	 you,
Anyanwu?”

“As	 I	 am.	As	 I	 would	 always	 be	 if	 I	 did	 not	 age	 or	 change
myself	for	others.	This	shape	flows	back	to	me	very	easily.	Others
are	harder	to	take.”

“Others!”
“Did	you	think	I	could	take	only	one?”	She	began	molding	her

malleable	 body	 into	 another	 shape.	 “I	 took	 animal	 shapes	 to
frighten	 my	 people	 when	 they	 wanted	 to	 kill	 me,”	 she	 said.	 “I
became	a	leopard	and	spat	at	them.	They	believe	in	such	things,	but
they	 do	 not	 like	 to	 see	 them	 proved.	 Then	 I	 became	 a	 sacred
python,	 and	no	one	dared	 to	harm	me.	The	python	 shape	brought
me	 luck.	 We	 were	 needing	 rain	 then	 to	 save	 the	 yam	 crop,	 and
while	I	was	a	python,	the	rains	came.	The	people	decided	my	magic
was	good	and	 it	 took	 them	a	 long	 time	 to	want	 to	kill	me	again.”
She	was	becoming	a	small,	well-muscled	man	as	she	spoke.

Now	Doro	did	 try	 to	 strip	away	her	 cloth,	moving	 slowly	 so
that	she	would	understand.	He	felt	her	strength	for	a	moment	when
she	 caught	 his	 hand	 and,	 with	 no	 special	 effort,	 almost	 broke	 it.
Then,	as	he	controlled	his	surprise,	prevented	himself	from	reacting
to	the	pain,	she	untied	her	cloth	herself	and	took	it	off.	For	several
seconds,	he	was	more	impressed	with	that	casual	grip	than	with	her
body,	 but	 he	 could	 not	 help	 noticing	 that	 she	 had	 become
thoroughly	male.

“Could	you	father	a	child?”	he	asked.
“In	time.	Not	now.”
“Have	you?”



“Yes.	But	only	girl	children.”
He	 shook	 his	 head,	 laughing.	 The	 woman	 was	 far	 beyond

anything	he	had	imagined.	“I’m	surprised	your	people	have	let	you
live,”	he	said.

“Do	you	think	I	would	let	them	kill	me?”	she	asked.
He	 laughed	 again.	 “What	 will	 you	 do	 then,	 Anyanwu?	 Stay

here	with	 them,	convincing	each	new	generation	 that	you	are	best
let	alone—or	will	you	come	with	me?”

She	 tied	 her	 cloth	 around	 her	 again,	 then	 stared	 at	 him,	 her
large	too-clear	eyes	looking	deceptively	gentle	in	her	young	man’s
face.	“Is	that	what	you	want?”	she	asked.	“For	me	to	go	with	you?”

“Yes.”
“That	is	your	true	reason	for	coming	here	then.”
He	thought	he	heard	fear	in	her	voice,	and	his	throbbing	hand

convinced	him	that	she	must	not	be	unduly	frightened.	She	was	too
powerful.	She	might	force	him	to	kill	her.	He	spoke	honestly.

“I	 let	myself	be	drawn	here	because	people	who	had	pledged
loyalty	to	me	had	been	taken	away	in	slavery,”	he	said.	“I	went	to
their	village	to	get	them,	take	them	to	a	safer	home,	and	I	found	…
only	what	 the	 slavers	had	 left.	 I	went	away,	not	 caring	where	my
feet	took	me.	When	they	brought	me	here,	I	was	surprised,	and	for
the	first	time	in	many	days,	I	was	pleased.”

“It	seems	your	people	are	often	taken	from	you.”
“It	does	not	seem	so,	it	is	so.	That	is	why	I	am	gathering	them

all	closer	together	in	a	new	place.	It	will	be	easier	for	me	to	protect
them	there.”

“I	have	always	protected	myself.”
I	 can	 see	 that.	You	will	 be	 very	 valuable	 to	me.	 I	 think	 you

could	protect	others	as	well	as	yourself.”
“Shall	I	leave	my	people	to	help	you	protect	yours?”
“You	 should	 leave	 so	 that	 finally	you	 can	be	with	your	 own

kind.”
“With	one	who	kills	men	and	shrouds	himself	 in	 their	skins?

We	are	not	alike,	Doro.”
Doro	 sighed,	 looked	 over	 at	 her	 house—a	 small,	 rectangular



building	whose	steeply	sloping	thatched	roof	dipped	to	within	a	few
feet	of	the	ground.	Its	walls	were	made	of	the	same	red	earth	as	the
compound	wall.	He	wondered	obscurely	whether	the	red	earth	was
the	same	clay	he	had	seen	in	Indian	dwellings	in	southwestern	parts
of	 the	 North	 American	 continent.	 But	 more	 immediately,	 he
wondered	 whether	 there	 were	 couches	 in	 Anyanwu’s	 house,	 and
food	 and	 water.	 He	 was	 almost	 too	 tired	 and	 hungry	 to	 go	 on
arguing	with	the	woman.

“Give	 me	 food,	 Anyanwu,”	 he	 said.	 “Then	 I	 will	 have	 the
strength	to	entice	you	away	from	this	place.”

She	 looked	 startled,	 then	 laughed	 almost	 reluctantly.	 It
occurred	to	him	that	she	did	not	want	him	to	stay	and	eat,	did	not
want	him	to	stay	at	all.	She	believed	the	things	he	had	told	her,	and
she	feared	that	he	could	entice	her	away.	She	wanted	him	to	leave
—or	 part	 of	 her	 did.	 Surely	 there	 was	 another	 part	 that	 was
intrigued,	 that	wondered	what	would	happen	 if	 she	 left	her	home,
walked	away	with	this	stranger.	She	was	too	alert,	too	alive	not	to
have	 the	 kind	 of	 mind	 that	 probed	 and	 reached	 and	 got	 her	 into
trouble	now	and	then.

“A	 bit	 of	 yam,	 at	 least,	 Anyanwu,”	 he	 said	 smiling.	 “I	 have
eaten	nothing	today.”	He	knew	she	would	feed	him.

Without	a	word,	she	walked	away	to	another	smaller	building
and	 returned	 with	 two	 large	 yams.	 Then	 she	 led	 him	 into	 her
kitchen	and	gave	him	a	deerskin	to	sit	on	since	he	carried	nothing
other	 than	 the	 cloth	 around	 his	 loins.	 Still	 in	 her	male	 guise,	 she
courteously	shared	a	kola	nut	and	a	little	palm	wine	with	him.	Then
she	began	 to	 prepare	 food.	Besides	 the	 yams,	 she	 had	vegetables,
smoked	fish,	and	palm	oil.	She	built	up	a	fire	from	the	live	coals	in
the	 tripod	of	 stones	 that	 formed	her	hearth,	 then	put	a	clay	pot	of
water	on	to	boil.	She	began	to	peel	the	yams.	She	would	cut	them
up	and	boil	the	pieces	until	they	were	tender	enough	to	be	pounded
as	 her	 people	 liked	 them.	 Perhaps	 she	 would	 make	 soup	 of	 the
vegetables,	oil,	and	fish,	but	that	would	take	time.

“What	do	you	do?”	she	asked	him	as	she	worked.	“Steal	food
when	you	are	hungry?”



“Yes,”	 he	 said.	 He	 stole	 more	 than	 food.	 If	 there	 were	 no
people	he	knew	near	him,	or	if	he	went	to	people	he	knew	and	they
did	not	welcome	him,	he	simply	took	a	new	strong,	young	body.	No
person,	no	group	could	stop	him	from	doing	this.	No	one	could	stop
him	from	doing	anything	at	all.

“A	thief,”	said	Anyanwu	with	disgust	that	he	did	not	think	was
quite	real.	“You	steal,	you	kill.	What	else	do	you	do?”

“I	build,”	he	said	quietly.	“I	search	the	land	for	people	who	are
a	little	different—or	very	different.	I	search	them	out,	I	bring	them
together	in	groups,	I	begin	to	build	them	into	a	strong	new	people.”

She	stared	at	him	 in	surprise.	“They	 let	you	do	 this—let	you
take	them	from	their	people,	their	families?”

“Some	 bring	 their	 families	 with	 them.	 Many	 do	 not	 have
families.	Their	differences	have	made	them	outcasts.	They	are	glad
to	follow	me.”

“Always?”
“Often	enough,”	he	said.
“What	 happens	 when	 people	 will	 not	 follow	 you?	 What

happens	if	 they	say,	‘It	seems	too	many	of	your	people	are	dying,
Doro.	We	will	stay	where	we	are	and	live.’”

He	got	 up	 and	went	 to	 the	 doorway	of	 the	 next	 room	where
two	 hard	 but	 inviting	 clay	 couches	 had	 been	 built	 out	 from	 the
walls.	 He	 had	 to	 sleep.	 In	 spite	 of	 the	 youth	 and	 strength	 of	 the
body	 he	 was	 wearing,	 it	 was	 only	 an	 ordinary	 body.	 If	 he	 were
careful	with	it—gave	it	proper	rest	and	food,	did	not	allow	it	to	be
injured—it	 would	 last	 him	 a	 few	 more	 weeks.	 If	 he	 drove	 it,
though,	as	he	had	been	driving	it	to	reach	Anyanwu,	he	would	use	it
up	much	 sooner.	He	held	his	hands	before	him,	palms	down,	and
was	not	surprised	to	see	that	they	were	shaking.

“Anyanwu,	I	must	sleep.	Wake	me	when	the	food	is	ready.”
“Wait!”
The	sharpness	of	her	voice	stopped	him,	made	him	look	back.
Answer,	she	said.	What	happens	when	people	will	not	follow

you?”
Was	that	all?	He	ignored	her,	climbed	onto	one	of	the	couches,



lay	 down	 on	 the	 mat	 that	 covered	 it,	 and	 closed	 his	 eyes.	 He
thought	he	heard	her	come	into	the	room	and	go	out	again	before	he
drifted	 off	 to	 sleep,	 but	 he	 paid	 no	 attention.	 He	 had	 long	 ago
discovered	 that	 people	 were	 much	 more	 cooperative	 if	 he	 made
them	 answer	 questions	 like	 hers	 for	 themselves.	 Only	 the	 stupid
actually	needed	to	hear	his	answer,	and	this	woman	was	not	stupid.

When	 she	woke	him,	 the	 house	was	 full	 of	 the	 odor	 of	 food
and	he	got	up	alert	and	ravenous.	He	sat	with	her,	washed	his	hands
absently	in	the	bowl	of	water	she	gave	him,	then	used	his	fingers	to
scoop	up	a	bit	of	pounded	yam	from	his	platter	and	dip	it	 into	the
common	pot	of	peppery	soup.	The	food	was	good	and	filling,	and
for	 some	 time	he	concentrated	on	 it,	 ignoring	Anyanwu	except	 to
notice	that	she	was	also	eating	and	did	not	seem	inclined	to	talk.	He
recalled	 distantly	 that	 there	 had	 been	 some	 small	 religious
ceremony	 between	 the	washing	 of	 hands	 and	 the	 eating	when	 he
had	last	been	with	her	people.	An	offering	of	food	and	palm	wine	to
the	 gods.	 He	 asked	 about	 it	 once	 he	 had	 taken	 the	 edge	 off	 his
hunger.

She	glanced	at	him.	“What	gods	do	you	respect?”
“None.”
“And	why	not?”
“I	help	myself,”	he	said.
She	nodded.	“In	at	least	two	ways,	you	do.	I	help	myself	too.”
He	 smiled	a	 little,	but	 could	not	help	wondering	how	hard	 it

might	be	to	tame	even	partially	a	wild	seed	woman	who	had	been
helping	 herself	 for	 three	 hundred	 years.	 It	 would	 not	 be	 hard	 to
make	her	follow	him.	She	had	sons	and	she	cared	for	them,	thus	she
was	vulnerable.	But	she	might	very	well	make	him	regret	taking	her
—especially	since	she	was	too	valuable	to	kill	if	he	could	possibly
spare	her.

“For	my	people,”	she	said,	“I	respect	the	gods.	I	speak	as	the
voice	of	a	god.	For	myself	…In	my	years,	I	have	seen	that	people
must	be	their	own	gods	and	make	their	own	good	fortune.	The	bad
will	come	or	not	come	anyway.”

“You	are	very	much	out	of	place	here.”



She	sighed.	“Everything	comes	back	to	that.	I	am	content	here,
Doro.	I	have	already	had	ten	husbands	to	tell	me	what	to	do.	Why
should	 I	 make	 you	 the	 eleventh?	 Because	 you	 will	 kill	 me	 if	 I
refuse?	 Is	 that	 how	 men	 get	 wives	 in	 your	 homeland—by
threatening	murder?	Well,	perhaps	you	cannot	kill	me.	Perhaps	we
should	find	out!”

He	 ignored	 her	 outburst,	 noticed	 instead	 that	 she	 had
automatically	assumed	 that	he	wanted	her	as	his	wife.	That	was	a
natural	assumption	for	her	 to	make,	perhaps	a	correct	assumption.
He	 had	 been	 asking	 himself	 which	 of	 his	 people	 she	 should	 be
mated	with	first,	but	now	he	knew	he	would	take	her	himself—for	a
while,	at	least.	He	often	kept	the	most	powerful	of	his	people	with
him	for	a	 few	months,	perhaps	a	year.	 If	 they	were	children,	 they
learned	 to	accept	him	as	 father.	 If	 they	were	men,	 they	 learned	 to
obey	him	as	master.	If	they	were	women,	they	accepted	him	best	as
lover	or	husband.	Anyanwu	was	one	of	the	handsomest	women	he
had	 ever	 seen.	He	had	 intended	 to	 take	her	 to	 bed	 this	 night,	 and
many	 more	 nights	 until	 he	 got	 her	 to	 the	 seed	 village	 he	 was
assembling	 in	 the	 British-ruled	 Colony	 of	 New	 York.	 But	 why
should	 that	 be	 enough?	 The	 woman	 was	 a	 rare	 find.	 He	 spoke
softly.

“Shall	I	try	to	kill	you	then,	Anyanwu?	Why?	Would	you	kill
me	if	you	could?”

“Perhaps	I	can!”
“Here	I	am.”	He	looked	at	her	with	eyes	that	ignored	the	male

form	 she	 still	 wore.	 Eyes	 that	 spoke	 to	 the	woman	 inside—or	 he
hoped	they	did.	It	would	be	much	more	pleasant	to	have	her	come
to	him	because	she	wanted	to	rather	than	because	she	was	afraid.

She	 said	 nothing—as	 though	 his	 mildness	 confused	 her.	 He
had	intended	it	to.

“We	 would	 be	 right	 together,	 Anyanwu.	 Have	 you	 never
wanted	a	husband	who	was	worthy	of	you?”

“You	think	very	much	of	yourself.”
“And	of	you—or	why	would	I	be	here?”
“I	have	had	husbands	who	were	great	men,”	she	said.	“Titled



men	of	proven	courage	even	though	they	had	no	special	ability	such
as	 yours.	 I	 have	 sons	 who	 are	 priests,	 wealthy	 sons,	 men	 of
standing.	Why	 should	 I	 want	 a	 husband	who	must	 prey	 on	 other
men	like	a	wild	beast?”

He	 touched	 his	 chest.	 “This	 man	 came	 to	 prey	 on	 me.	 He
attacked	me	with	a	machete.”

That	stopped	her	 for	a	moment.	She	shuddered.	“I	have	been
cut	that	way—cut	almost	in	half.”

“What	did	you	do?”
“I	…	I	healed	myself.	I	would	not	have	thought	I	could	heal	so

quickly.”
“I	mean	what	did	you	do	to	the	man	who	cut	you?”
“Men.	Seven	of	them	came	to	kill	me.”
“What	did	you	do,	Anyanwu?”
She	 seemed	 to	 shrink	 into	 herself	 at	 the	 memory.	 “I	 killed

them,”	 she	whispered.	 “To	warn	others	 and	because	…	because	 I
was	angry.”

Doro	 sat	watching	 her,	 seeing	 remembered	 pain	 in	 her	 eyes.
He	could	not	recall	 the	last	 time	he	had	felt	pain	at	killing	a	man.
Anger,	 perhaps,	 when	 a	 man	 of	 power	 and	 potential	 became
arrogant	and	had	to	be	destroyed—anger	at	the	waste.	But	not	pain.

“You	see?”	he	said	softly.	“How	did	you	kill	them?”
“With	my	hands.”	She	spread	them	before	her,	ordinary	hands

now,	not	even	remarkably	ugly	as	they	had	been	when	she	was	an
old	woman.	“I	was	angry,”	she	repeated.	“I	have	been	careful	not	to
get	too	angry	since	then.”

“But	what	did	you	do?”
“Why	 do	 you	 want	 to	 know	 all	 the	 shameful	 details!”	 she

demanded.	“I	killed	them.	They	are	dead.	They	were	my	people	and
I	killed	them!”

“How	can	it	be	shameful	to	kill	those	who	would	have	killed
you?”

She	said	nothing.
“Surely	those	seven	are	not	the	only	ones	you’ve	killed.”
She	 sighed,	 stared	 into	 the	 fire.	 “I	 frighten	 them	when	 I	 can,



kill	only	when	 they	make	me.	Most	often,	 they	are	already	afraid
and	easy	to	drive	away.	I	am	making	the	ones	here	rich	so	that	none
of	them	have	wanted	me	dead	for	years.”

“Tell	me	how	you	killed	the	seven.”
She	 got	 up	 and	 went	 outside.	 It	 was	 dark	 out	 now—deep,

moonless	darkness,	but	Doro	did	not	doubt	that	Anyanwu	could	see
with	those	eyes	of	hers.	Where	had	she	gone,	though,	and	why?

She	 came	 back,	 sat	 down	 again,	 and	 handed	 him	 a	 rock.
“Break	it,”	she	said	tonelessly.

It	was	 a	 rock,	 not	 hardened	mud,	 and	 though	 he	might	 have
broken	 it	 with	 another	 rock	 or	 metal	 tool,	 he	 could	 make	 no
impression	on	it	with	his	hands.	He	returned	it	to	her	whole.

And	she	crushed	it	in	one	hand.
He	had	to	have	the	woman.	She	was	wild	seed	of	the	best	kind.

She	 would	 strengthen	 any	 line	 he	 bred	 her	 into,	 strengthen	 it
immeasurably.

“Come	 with	 me,	 Anyanwu.	 You	 belong	 with	 me,	 with	 the
people	 I’m	 gathering.	We	 are	 people	 you	 can	 be	 part	 of—people
you	need	not	frighten	or	bribe	into	letting	you	live.”

“I	 was	 born	 among	 these	 people,”	 she	 said.	 “I	 belong	 with
them.”	And	she	insisted,	“You	and	I	are	not	alike.”

“We	are	more	like	each	other	than	like	other	people.	We	need
not	hide	from	each	other.”	He	looked	at	her	muscular	young	man’s
body.	“Become	a	woman	again,	Anyanwu,	and	I	will	show	you	that
we	should	be	together.”

She	managed	a	wan	smile.	“I	have	borne	forty-seven	children
to	ten	husbands,”	she	said.	“What	do	you	think	you	can	show	me?”

“If	 you	 come	 with	 me,	 I	 think	 someday,	 I	 can	 show	 you
children	you	will	never	have	to	bury.”	He	paused,	saw	that	he	now
had	 her	 full	 attention.	 “A	 mother	 should	 not	 have	 to	 watch	 her
children	grow	old	and	die,”	he	continued.	“If	you	live,	they	should
live.	 It	 is	 the	 fault	 of	 their	 fathers	 that	 they	 die.	Let	me	give	 you
children	who	will	live!”

She	put	her	hands	to	her	face,	and	for	a	moment	he	thought	she
was	 crying.	 But	 her	 eyes	 were	 dry	 when	 she	 looked	 at	 him.



“Children	from	your	stolen	loins?”	she	whispered.
“Not	 these	 loins.”	 He	 gestured	 toward	 his	 body.	 “This	 man

was	 only	 a	man.	But	 I	 promise	 you,	 if	 you	 come	with	me,	 I	will
give	you	children	of	your	own	kind.”

There	was	 a	 long	 silence.	 She	 sat	 staring	 into	 the	 fire	 again,
perhaps	making	 up	 her	mind.	 Finally,	 she	 looked	 at	 him,	 studied
him	 with	 such	 intensity	 he	 began	 to	 feel	 uncomfortable.	 His
discomfort	amazed	him.	He	was	more	accustomed	to	making	other
people	uncomfortable.	And	he	did	not	like	her	appraising	stare—as
though	 she	were	 deciding	whether	 or	 not	 to	 buy	him.	 If	 he	 could
win	her	alive,	he	would	teach	her	manners	someday!

It	 was	 not	 until	 she	 began	 to	 grow	 breasts	 that	 he	 knew	 for
certain	 he	 had	 won.	 He	 got	 up	 then,	 and	 when	 the	 change	 was
complete,	he	took	her	to	the	couch.



Chapter	Two

THEY	 AROSE	 BEFORE	 DAWN	 the	 next	 day.	 Anyanwu	 gave	 Doro	 a
machete	and	took	one	for	herself.	She	seemed	content	as	she	put	a
few	 of	 her	 belongings	 into	 a	 long	 basket	 to	 be	 carried	 with	 her.
Now	that	she	had	made	her	decision,	she	expressed	no	more	doubts
about	leaving	with	him,	though	she	was	concerned	for	her	people.

“You	must	 let	me	guide	you	past	 the	villages,”	she	 told	him.
She	again	wore	the	guise	of	a	young	man,	and	had	twisted	her	cloth
around	her	and	between	her	 legs	 in	 the	way	of	a	man.	“There	are
villages	all	around	me	here	so	that	no	stranger	can	reach	me	without
paying.	You	were	fortunate	to	reach	me	without	being	stopped.	Or
perhaps	my	people	were	fortunate.	I	must	see	that	they	are	fortunate
again.”

He	 nodded.	 As	 long	 as	 she	 kept	 him	 going	 in	 the	 right
direction,	 she	could	 lead	as	 long	as	 she	wanted	 to.	She	had	given
him	 pounded	 yam	 from	 the	 night	 before	 to	 break	 his	 fast,	 and
during	the	night,	she	had	managed	to	exhaust	his	strong	young	body
with	 lovemaking.	 “You	 are	 a	 good	 man,”	 she	 had	 observed
contentedly.	“And	it	has	been	too	long	since	I	had	this.”

He	was	 surprised	 to	 realize	how	much	her	 small	 compliment
pleased	him—how	much	the	woman	herself	pleased	him.	She	was	a
worthwhile	find	in	many	ways.	He	watched	her	take	a	last	look	at
her	house,	left	swept	and	neat;	at	her	compound,	airy	and	pleasant
in	 spite	 of	 its	 smallness.	 He	 wondered	 how	many	 years	 this	 had
been	her	home.

“My	sons	helped	me	build	this	place,”	she	told	him	softly.	“I
told	them	I	needed	a	place	apart	where	I	could	be	free	to	make	my
medicines.	All	but	one	of	them	came	to	help	me.	That	one	was	my
oldest	 living	 son,	who	 said	 I	must	 live	 in	 his	 compound.	He	was
surprised	when	I	ignored	him.	He	is	wealthy	and	arrogant	and	used
to	 being	 listened	 to	 even	 when	 what	 he	 says	 is	 nonsense—as	 it



often	is.	He	did	not	understand	anything	about	me,	so	I	showed	him
a	little	of	what	I	have	shown	you.	Only	a	little.	It	closed	his	mouth.”

“It	would,”	laughed	Doro.
“He	is	a	very	old	man	now.	I	 think	he	 is	 the	only	one	of	my

sons	who	will	not	miss	me.	He	will	be	glad	to	find	me	gone—like
some	others	of	my	people,	even	though	I	have	made	them	rich.	Few
of	them	living	now	are	old	enough	to	remember	my	great	changes
here—from	 woman	 to	 leopard	 to	 python.	 They	 have	 only	 their
legends	 and	 their	 fear.”	 She	 got	 two	 yams	 and	 put	 them	 into	 her
basket,	 then	 got	 several	 more	 and	 threw	 them	 to	 her	 goats,	 who
scrambled	first	to	escape	them,	then	to	get	them.	“They	have	never
eaten	so	well,”	she	said	laughing.	Then	she	sobered,	went	to	a	small
shelter	where	clay	figurines	representing	gods	sat.

“This	 is	 for	my	people	 to	 see,”	 she	 told	Doro.	 “This	 and	 the
ones	inside.”	She	gestured	toward	her	house.

“I	did	not	see	any	inside.”
Her	 eyes	 seemed	 to	 smile	 through	 her	 somber	 expression.

“You	almost	sat	on	them.”
Startled,	 he	 thought	 back.	 He	 usually	 tried	 not	 to	 outrage

people’s	 religious	 beliefs	 too	 quickly,	 though	 Anyanwu	 did	 not
seem	to	have	many	religious	beliefs.	But	to	think	he	had	come	near
sitting	on	religious	objects	without	recognizing	them	…

“Do	you	mean	those	clay	lumps	in	the	corner?”
“Those,”	she	said	simply.	“My	mothers.”
Symbols	 of	 ancestral	 spirits.	He	 remembered	now.	He	 shook

his	head.	“I	am	getting	careless,”	he	said	in	English.
“What	are	you	saying?”
“That	I	am	sorry.	I’ve	been	away	from	your	people	too	long.”
“It	does	not	matter.	As	I	said,	these	things	are	for	others	to	see.

I	must	lie	a	little,	even	here.”
“No	more,”	he	said.
“This	town	will	think	I	am	finally	dead,”	she	said	staring	at	the

figurines.	 “Perhaps	 they	will	make	 a	 shrine	 and	give	 it	my	name.
Other	towns	have	done	that.	Then	at	night	when	they	see	shadows
and	branches	blowing	in	the	wind	they	can	tell	each	other	they	have



seen	my	spirit.”
“A	 shrine	with	 spirits	will	 frighten	 them	 less	 than	 the	 living

woman,	I	think,”	Doro	said.
Not	 quite	 smiling,	 Anyanwu	 led	 him	 through	 the	 compound

door,	 and	 they	 began	 the	 long	 trek	 over	 a	 maze	 of	 footpaths	 so
narrow	 that	 they	 could	 walk	 only	 in	 single	 file	 between	 the	 tall
trees.	 Anyanwu	 carried	 her	 basket	 on	 her	 head	 and	 her	 machete
sheathed	 at	 her	 side.	 Her	 bare	 feet	 and	 Doro’s	 made	 almost	 no
sound	on	 the	path—nothing	 to	 confuse	Anyanwu’s	 sensitive	 ears.
Several	times	as	they	moved	along	at	the	pace	she	set—a	swift	walk
—she	turned	aside	and	slipped	silently	into	the	bush.	Doro	followed
with	 equal	 skill	 and	 always	 shortly	 afterward	 people	 passed	 by.
There	were	women	and	children	bearing	water	pots	or	firewood	on
their	heads.	There	were	men	carrying	hoes	and	machetes.	It	was	as
Anyanwu	 had	 said.	 They	 were	 in	 the	 middle	 of	 her	 town,
surrounded	 by	 villages.	 No	 European	 would	 have	 recognized	 a
town,	however,	since	most	of	 the	 time	 there	were	no	dwellings	 in
sight.	But	on	his	way	to	her,	Doro	had	stumbled	across	the	villages,
across	 one	 large	 compound	 after	 another	 and	 either	 slipped	 past
them	or	walked	past	 boldly	 as	 though	he	had	 legitimate	 business.
Fortunately,	no	one	had	challenged	him.	People	often	hesitated	 to
challenge	 a	 man	 who	 seemed	 important	 and	 purposeful.	 They
would	not,	however,	have	hesitated	to	challenge	strangers	who	hid
themselves,	 who	 appeared	 to	 be	 spying.	 As	 Doro	 followed
Anyanwu	now,	he	worried	that	he	still	might	wind	up	wearing	the
body	of	one	of	her	kinsmen—and	having	great	trouble	with	her.	He
was	relieved	when	she	told	him	they	had	left	her	people’s	territory
behind.

At	first,	Anyanwu	was	able	to	lead	Doro	along	already	cleared
paths	through	territory	she	knew	either	because	she	had	once	lived
in	it	or	because	her	daughters	lived	in	it	now.	Once,	as	they	walked,
she	was	telling	him	about	a	daughter	who	had	married	a	handsome,
strong,	 lazy	 young	man,	 then	 run	 away	 to	 a	 much	 less	 imposing
man	who	had	some	ambition.	He	 listened	for	a	while,	 then	asked:
“How	many	of	your	children	lived	to	adulthood,	Anyanwu?”



“Every	one,”	she	said	proudly.	“They	were	all	strong	and	well
and	had	no	forbidden	things	wrong	with	them.”

Children	with	“forbidden”	things	wrong	with	them—twins,	for
instance,	 and	 children	 born	 feet	 first,	 children	 with	 almost	 any
deformity,	 children	 born	 with	 teeth—these	 children	 were	 thrown
away.	Doro	had	gotten	some	of	his	best	stock	from	earlier	cultures
who,	for	one	reason	or	another,	put	infants	out	to	die.

“You	had	 forty-seven	children,”	he	 said	 in	disbelief,	 “and	all
of	them	lived	and	were	perfect?”

“Perfect	in	their	bodies,	at	least.	They	all	survived.”
“They	 are	my	 people’s	 children!	 Perhaps	 some	 of	 them	 and

their	descendants	should	come	with	us	after	all.”
Anyanwu	 stopped	 so	 suddenly	 that	 he	 almost	 ran	 into	 her.

“You	will	not	trouble	my	children,”	she	said	quietly.
He	 stared	 down	 at	 her—she	 had	 still	 not	 bothered	 to	 make

herself	taller	though	she	told	him	she	could—and	tried	to	swallow
sudden	 anger.	 She	 spoke	 to	 him	 as	 though	 he	 were	 one	 of	 her
children.	She	did	not	yet	understand	his	power!

“I	am	here,”	she	said	in	the	same	quiet	voice.	“You	have	me.”
“Do	I?”
“As	much	as	any	man	could.”
That	stopped	him.	There	was	no	challenge	in	her	voice,	but	he

realized	 at	 once	 she	 was	 not	 telling	 him	 she	 was	 all	 his—his
property.	She	was	 saying	only	 that	he	had	whatever	 small	part	of
herself	 she	 reserved	 for	 her	 men.	 She	 was	 not	 used	 to	 men	 who
could	 demand	 more.	 Though	 she	 came	 from	 a	 culture	 in	 which
wives	 literally	belonged	 to	 their	husbands,	 she	had	power	and	her
power	 had	 made	 her	 independent,	 accustomed	 to	 being	 her	 own
person.	She	did	not	yet	realize	that	she	had	walked	away	from	that
independence	when	she	walked	away	from	her	people	with	him.

“Let’s	go	on,”	he	said.
But	 she	did	not	move.	“You	have	something	 to	 tell	me,”	 she

said.
He	 sighed.	 “Your	 children	 are	 safe,	 Anyanwu.”	 For	 the

moment.



She	 turned	 and	 led	 on.	 Doro	 followed,	 thinking	 that	 he	 had
better	 get	 her	 with	 a	 new	 child	 as	 quickly	 as	 he	 could.	 Her
independence	 would	 vanish	 without	 a	 struggle.	 She	 would	 do
whatever	he	asked	then	to	keep	her	child	safe.	She	was	too	valuable
to	 kill,	 and	 if	 he	 abducted	 any	 of	 her	 descendants,	 she	would	 no
doubt	 goad	 him	 into	 killing	 her.	 But	 once	 she	 was	 isolated	 in
America	with	an	infant	to	care	for,	she	would	learn	submissiveness.

Paths	became	occasional	 luxuries	as	 they	moved	into	country
Anyanwu	 did	 not	 know.	 More	 and	 more,	 they	 had	 to	 use	 their
machetes	to	clear	the	way.	Streams	became	a	problem.	They	flowed
swiftly	 through	 deep	 gorges	 that	 had	 to	 be	 crossed	 somehow.
Where	 the	 streams	 interrupted	 footpaths,	 local	 people	 had	 placed
log	bridges.	But	where	Doro	and	Anyanwu	found	neither	paths	nor
bridges,	they	had	to	cut	their	own	logs.	Travel	became	slower	and
more	 dangerous.	 A	 fall	 would	 not	 have	 killed	 either	 of	 them
directly,	but	Doro	knew	that	if	he	fell,	he	would	not	be	able	to	stop
himself	 from	 taking	 over	Anyanwu’s	 body.	 She	was	 too	 close	 to
him.	 On	 his	 way	 north,	 he	 had	 crossed	 several	 rivers	 by	 simply
abandoning	his	body	and	taking	over	the	body	nearest	to	him	on	the
far	side.	And	since	he	was	leading	now,	allowing	his	tracking	sense
to	 draw	 him	 to	 the	 crew	 aboard	 his	 ship,	 he	 could	 not	 send	 her
ahead	or	 leave	her	behind.	He	would	not	have	wanted	 to	anyway.
They	were	in	the	country	of	people	who	waged	war	to	get	slaves	to
sell	 to	 the	 Europeans.	 These	 were	 people	 who	 would	 cut	 her	 to
pieces	 if	 she	 began	 reshaping	 herself	 before	 them.	 Some	 of	 them
even	had	European	guns	and	powder.

Their	slow	progress	was	not	a	complete	waste	of	time,	though.
It	gave	him	a	chance	to	learn	more	about	Anyanwu—and	there	was
more	to	learn.	He	discovered	that	he	would	not	have	to	steal	food
while	she	was	with	him.	Once	the	two	yams	were	roasted	and	eaten,
she	 found	 food	 everywhere.	 Each	 day	 as	 they	 traveled,	 she	 filled
her	basket	with	fruit,	nuts,	roots,	whatever	she	could	find	that	was
edible.	 She	 threw	 stones	with	 the	 speed	 and	 force	 of	 a	 sling	 and
brought	 down	 birds	 and	 small	 animals.	 At	 day’s	 end,	 there	 was



always	a	hearty	meal.	If	a	plant	was	unfamiliar	to	her	she	tasted	it
and	 sensed	 within	 herself	 whether	 or	 not	 it	 was	 poison.	 She	 ate
several	things	she	said	were	poison,	though	none	of	them	seemed	to
harm	her.	But	she	never	gave	him	anything	other	 than	good	food.
He	 ate	whatever	 she	gave	him,	 trusting	her	 abilities.	And	when	 a
small	 cut	 on	 his	 hand	 became	 infected,	 she	 gave	 him	 even	more
reason	to	trust	her.

The	infected	hand	had	begun	to	swell	by	the	time	she	noticed
it,	and	it	was	beginning	to	make	him	sick.	He	was	already	deciding
how	he	would	get	a	new	body	without	endangering	her.	Then,	to	his
surprise,	she	offered	to	help	him	heal.

“You	should	have	told	me,”	she	said.	“You	let	yourself	suffer
needlessly.”

He	looked	at	her	doubtfully.	“Can	you	get	the	herbs	you	need
out	here?”

She	met	his	eyes.	“Sometimes	the	herbs	were	for	my	people—
like	 the	gods	 in	my	compound.	 If	you	will	 let	me,	 I	can	help	you
without	them.”

“All	right.”	He	gave	her	his	swollen,	inflamed	hand.
“There	will	be	pain,”	she	warned.
“All	right,”	he	repeated.
She	bit	his	hand.
He	 bore	 it,	 holding	 himself	 rigid	 against	 his	 own	 deadly

reaction	to	sudden	pain.	She	had	done	well	to	warn	him.	This	was
the	 second	 time	 she	 had	 been	 nearer	 to	 death	 than	 she	 could
imagine.

For	 a	 time	 after	 biting	 him,	 she	 did	 nothing.	 Her	 attention
seemed	 to	 turn	 inward,	 and	 she	did	not	 answer	when	he	 spoke	 to
her.	Finally,	she	brought	his	hand	to	her	mouth	again	and	there	was
more	pain	and	pressure,	but	no	more	biting.	She	 spat	 three	 times,
each	 time	 returning	 to	 his	 hand,	 then	 she	 seemed	 to	 caress	 the
wound	with	her	 tongue.	Her	saliva	burned	 like	fire.	After	 that	she
kept	a	watch	on	the	hand,	attending	it	twice	more	with	that	startling,
burning	pain.	Almost	at	once,	the	swelling	and	sickness	went	away
and	the	wound	began	to	heal.



“There	 were	 things	 in	 your	 hand	 that	 should	 not	 have	 been
there,”	 she	 told	 him.	 “Living	 things	 too	 small	 to	 see.	 I	 have	 no
name	 for	 them,	 but	 I	 can	 feel	 them	 and	 know	 them	when	 I	 take
them	into	my	body.	As	soon	as	I	know	them,	I	can	kill	them	within
myself.	I	gave	you	a	little	of	my	body’s	weapon	against	them.”

Tiny	living	things	too	small	to	see,	but	large	enough	to	make
him	 sick.	 If	 his	 wound	 had	 not	 begun	 to	 heal	 so	 quickly	 and
cleanly,	 he	 would	 not	 have	 believed	 a	 word	 she	 said.	 As	 it	 was,
though,	his	trust	in	her	grew.	She	was	a	witch,	surely.	In	any	culture
she	would	be	feared.	She	would	have	to	fight	to	keep	her	life.	Even
sensible	people	who	did	not	believe	in	witches	would	turn	against
her.	 And	 Doro,	 breeder	 of	 witches	 that	 he	 was,	 realized	 all	 over
again	what	 a	 treasure	 she	was.	Nothing,	no	one,	must	prevent	his
keeping	her.

It	was	not	until	he	reached	one	of	his	contacts	near	 the	coast
that	someone	decided	to	try.

Anyanwu	 never	 told	 Doro	 that	 she	 could	 jump	 all	 but	 the
widest	of	 the	 rivers	 they	had	 to	cross.	She	 thought	at	 first	 that	he
might	guess	because	he	had	seen	the	strength	of	her	hands.	Her	legs
and	thighs	were	just	as	powerful.	But	Doro	was	not	used	to	thinking
as	 she	 did	 about	 her	 abilities,	 not	 used	 to	 taking	 her	 strength	 or
metamorphosing	ability	for	granted.	He	never	guessed,	never	asked
what	she	could	do.

She	kept	 silent	because	 she	 feared	 that	he	 too	could	 leap	 the
gorges—though	 in	doing	so,	he	might	 leave	his	body	behind.	She
did	not	want	to	see	him	kill	for	so	small	a	reason.	She	had	listened
to	the	stories	he	told	as	they	traveled,	and	it	seemed	to	her	that	he
killed	 too	 easily.	Far	 too	 easily—unless	 the	 stories	were	 lies.	 She
did	not	think	they	were.	She	did	not	know	whether	he	would	take	a
life	just	to	get	across	a	river	quickly,	but	she	feared	he	might.	This
made	her	 begin	 to	 think	 of	 escaping	 from	him.	 It	made	 her	 think
longingly	of	her	people,	her	compound,	her	home	…

Yet	she	made	herself	womanly	for	him	at	night.	He	never	had
to	ask	her	to	do	this.	She	did	it	because	she	wanted	to,	because	in



spite	of	her	doubts	and	fears,	he	pleased	her	very	much.	She	went	to
him	as	she	had	gone	to	her	first	husband,	a	man	for	whom	she	had
cared	deeply,	and	to	her	surprise,	Doro	treated	her	much	as	her	first
husband	 had.	 He	 listened	with	 respect	 to	 her	 opinions	 and	 spoke
with	 respect	 and	 friendship	 as	 though	 to	 another	 man.	 Her	 first
husband	 had	 taken	much	 secret	 ridicule	 for	 treating	 her	 this	way.
Her	second	husband	had	been	arrogant,	contemptuous,	and	brutal,
yet	 he	 had	 been	 considered	 a	 great	man.	 She	 had	 run	 away	 from
him	 as	 she	 now	wished	 to	 run	 away	 from	Doro.	 Doro	 could	 not
have	known	what	dissimilar	men	he	brought	alive	in	her	memory.

He	had	 still	 given	her	 no	 proof	 of	 the	 power	 he	 claimed,	 no
proof	 that	 her	 children	 would	 be	 in	 danger	 from	 other	 than	 an
ordinary	 man	 if	 she	 managed	 to	 escape.	 Yet	 she	 continued	 to
believe	him.	She	could	not	bring	herself	to	get	up	while	he	slept	and
vanish	into	the	forest.	For	her	children’s	sake	she	had	to	stay	with
him,	at	least	until	she	had	proof	one	way	or	the	other.

She	followed	him	almost	grimly,	wondering	what	it	would	be
like	 finally	 to	 be	married	 to	 a	 man	 she	 could	 neither	 escape	 nor
outlive.	 The	 prospect	 made	 her	 cautious	 and	 gentle.	 Her	 earlier
husbands	would	not	have	known	her.	She	sought	to	make	him	value
her	and	care	for	her.	Thus	she	might	have	some	leverage	with	him,
some	control	over	him	later	when	she	needed	it.	Much	married	as
she	was,	she	knew	she	would	eventually	need	it.

They	 were	 in	 the	 lowlands	 now,	 passing	 through	 wetter
country.	There	was	more	rain,	more	heat,	many	more	mosquitoes.
Doro	got	some	disease	and	coughed	and	coughed.	Anyanwu	got	a
fever,	but	drove	it	out	of	herself	as	soon	as	she	sensed	it.	There	was
enough	misery	to	be	had	without	sickness.

“When	do	we	pass	through	this	land!”	she	asked	in	disgust.	It
was	 raining	 now.	 They	 were	 on	 someone’s	 pathway	 laboring
through	sucking	ankle-deep	mud.

“There	is	a	river	not	far	ahead	of	us,”	he	told	her.	He	stopped
for	 a	moment	 to	 cough.	 “I	 have	 an	 arrangement	with	 people	 at	 a
riverside	town.	They	will	take	us	the	rest	of	the	way	by	canoe.”

“Strangers,”	she	said	with	alarm.	They	had	managed	to	avoid



contact	with	most	of	the	people	whose	lands	they	had	crossed.
“You	will	be	the	stranger	here,”	Doro	told	her.	“But	you	need

not	worry.	These	people	know	me.	I	have	given	them	gifts—dash,
they	 call	 it—and	 promised	 them	 more	 if	 they	 rowed	 my	 people
down	the	river.”

“Do	 they	 know	 you	 in	 this	 body?”	 she	 asked,	 using	 the
question	as	an	excuse	to	touch	the	hard	flat	muscle	of	his	shoulder.
She	liked	to	touch	him.

“They	 know	 me,”	 he	 said.	 “I	 am	 not	 the	 body	 I	 wear,
Anyanwu.	You	will	understand	that	when	I	change—soon,	I	think.”
He	 paused	 for	 another	 fit	 of	 coughing.	 “You	 will	 know	 me	 in
another	body	as	soon	as	you	hear	me	speak.”

“How?”	 She	 did	 not	 want	 to	 talk	 about	 his	 changing,	 his
killing.	 She	 had	 tried	 to	 cure	 his	 sickness	 so	 that	 he	 would	 not
change,	but	though	she	had	eased	his	coughing,	prevented	him	from
growing	sicker,	she	had	not	made	him	well.	That	meant	she	might
soon	be	finding	out	more	about	his	changing	whether	she	wanted	to
or	not.	“How	will	I	know	you?”	she	asked.

“There	 are	 no	 words	 for	 me	 to	 tell	 you—as	 with	 your	 tiny
living	things.	When	you	hear	my	voice,	you	will	know	me.	That’s
all.”

“Will	it	be	the	same	voice?”
“No.”
“Then	how	…	?”
“Anyanwu	…”	He	 glanced	 around	 at	 her.	 “I	 am	 telling	 you,

you	will	know!”
Startled,	 she	 kept	 silent.	 She	 believed	 him.	 How	 was	 it	 she

always	believed	him?
The	village	he	 took	her	 to	was	a	small	place	 that	seemed	not

much	different	from	waterside	communities	she	had	known	nearer
home.	Here	 some	of	 the	 people	 stared	 at	 her	 and	 at	Doro,	 but	 no
one	molested	them.	She	heard	speech	here	and	there	and	sometimes
it	 had	 a	 familiar	 sound	 to	 it.	 She	 thought	 she	might	 understand	 a
little	if	she	could	go	closer	to	the	speakers	and	listen.	As	it	was,	she
understood	 nothing.	 She	 felt	 exposed,	 strangely	 helpless	 among



people	so	alien.	She	walked	closely	behind	Doro.
He	 led	 her	 to	 a	 large	 compound	 and	 into	 that	 compound	 as

though	it	belonged	to	him.	A	tall,	 lean	young	man	confronted	him
at	once.	The	young	man	spoke	to	Doro	and	when	Doro	answered,
the	young	man’s	eyes	widened.	He	took	a	step	backward.

Doro	 continued	 to	 speak	 in	 the	 strange	 language,	 and
Anyanwu	discovered	 that	 she	could	understand	a	 few	words—but
not	enough	 to	 follow	 the	conversation.	This	 language	was	at	 least
more	 like	 her	 own	 than	 the	 new	 speech,	 the	 English,	 Doro	 was
teaching	 her.	 English	 was	 one	 of	 the	 languages	 spoken	 in	 his
homeland,	 he	 had	 told	 her.	 She	 had	 to	 learn	 it.	Now,	 though,	 she
gathered	 what	 she	 could	 from	 the	 unspoken	 language	 of	 the	 two
men,	from	their	faces	and	voices.	It	was	obvious	that	instead	of	the
courteous	greeting	Doro	had	expected,	he	was	getting	an	argument
from	 the	 young	 man.	 Finally,	 Doro	 turned	 away	 in	 disgust.	 He
spoke	to	Anyanwu.

“The	man	I	dealt	with	before	has	died,”	he	told	her.	“This	fool
is	 his	 son.”	He	 stopped	 to	 cough.	 “The	 son	was	present	when	his
father	and	I	bargained.	He	saw	the	gifts	I	brought.	But	now	that	his
father	has	died,	he	feels	no	obligation	to	me.”

“I	 think	 he	 fears	 you,”	 Anyanwu	 said.	 The	 young	 man	 was
blustering	 and	 arrogant;	 that	 she	 could	 see	 despite	 the	 different
languages.	 He	 was	 trying	 hard	 to	 seem	 important.	 As	 he	 spoke,
though,	his	eyes	shifted	and	darted	and	looked	at	Doro	only	in	brief
glances.	His	hands	shook.

“He	knows	he	is	doing	a	dangerous	thing,”	Doro	said.	“But	he
is	young.	His	father	was	a	king.	Now	the	son	thinks	he	will	use	me
to	prove	himself.	He	has	chosen	a	poor	target.”

“Have	you	promised	him	more	gifts?”
“Yes.	But	he	sees	only	my	empty	hands.	Move	away	from	me,

Anyanwu,	I	have	no	more	patience.”
She	 wanted	 to	 protest,	 but	 her	 mouth	 was	 suddenly	 dry.

Frightened	and	silent,	she	stumbled	backward	away	from	him.	She
did	 not	 know	what	 to	 expect,	 but	 she	was	 certain	 the	 young	man
would	be	killed.	How	would	he	die?	Exactly	what	would	Doro	do?



Doro	 stepped	past	 the	 young	man	 and	 toward	 a	 boy-child	 of
about	seven	years	who	had	been	watching	the	men	talk.	Before	the
young	man	or	the	child	could	react,	Doro	collapsed.

His	body	 fell	almost	on	 top	of	 the	boy,	but	 the	child	 jumped
out	 of	 the	 way	 in	 time.	 Then	 he	 knelt	 on	 the	 ground	 and	 took
Doro’s	machete.	People	were	beginning	to	react	as	the	boy	stood	up
and	leaned	on	the	machete.	The	sounds	of	their	questioning	voices
and	 their	 gathering	 around	 almost	 drowned	 out	 the	 child’s	 voice
when	he	spoke	to	the	young	man.	Almost.

The	 child	 spoke	 calmly,	 quietly	 in	 his	 own	 language,	 but	 as
Anyanwu	 heard	 him,	 she	 thought	 she	 would	 scream	 aloud.	 The
child	was	Doro.	There	was	no	doubt	of	it.	Doro’s	spirit	had	entered
the	child’s	body.	And	what	had	happened	to	the	child’s	spirit?	She
looked	at	the	body	lying	on	the	ground,	then	she	went	to	it,	turned	it
over.	It	was	dead.

“What	have	you	done?”	she	said	to	the	child.
“This	man	 knew	what	 his	 arrogance	 could	 cost,”	Doro	 said.

And	his	voice	was	high	and	childlike.	There	was	no	 sound	of	 the
man	 Doro	 had	 been.	 Anyanwu	 did	 not	 understand	 what	 she	 was
hearing,	what	she	was	recognizing	in	the	boy’s	voice.

“Keep	 away	 from	 me,”	 Doro	 told	 her.	 “Stay	 there	 with	 the
body	until	I	know	how	many	others	of	his	household	this	fool	will
sacrifice	to	his	arrogance.”

She	wanted	 nothing	more	 than	 to	 keep	 away	 from	 him.	 She
wanted	 to	 run	home	and	 try	 to	 forget	 she	had	ever	 seen	him.	She
lowered	 her	 head	 and	 closed	 her	 eyes,	 fighting	 panic.	 There	 was
shouting	around	her,	but	she	hardly	heard	it.	Intent	on	her	own	fear,
she	 paid	 no	 attention	 to	 anything	 else	 until	 someone	knocked	her
down.

Then	someone	seized	her	roughly,	and	she	realized	she	was	to
pay	for	the	death	of	the	child.	She	thrust	her	attacker	away	from	her
and	leaped	to	her	feet	ready	to	fight.

“That	is	enough!”	Doro	shouted.	And	then	more	quietly,	“Do
not	kill	him!”

She	 saw	 that	 the	 person	 she	 had	 thrust	 away	was	 the	 young



man—and	 that	 she	had	pushed	him	harder	 than	she	 thought.	Now
he	was	sprawled	against	the	compound	wall,	half	conscious.

Doro	went	 to	him	and	 the	man	raised	his	hands	as	 though	 to
deflect	 a	 blow.	 Doro	 spoke	 to	 him	 in	 quiet,	 chilling	 tones	 that
should	 never	 have	 issued	 from	 the	 mouth	 of	 a	 child.	 The	 man
cringed,	and	Doro	spoke	again	more	sharply.

The	man	 stood	up,	 looked	 at	 the	people	 of	 the	household	he
had	 inherited	 from	 his	 father.	 They	 were	 clearly	 alarmed	 and
confused.	Most	had	not	seen	enough	 to	know	what	was	going	on,
and	 they	 seemed	 to	 be	 questioning	 each	 other.	They	 stared	 at	 the
new	 head	 of	 their	 household.	 There	were	 several	 young	 children,
women,	 some	 of	 whom	 must	 have	 been	 wives	 or	 sisters	 of	 the
young	man,	men	who	were	probably	brothers	and	slaves.	Everyone
had	come	to	see.

Perhaps	the	young	man	felt	that	he	had	shamed	himself	before
his	people.	Perhaps	he	was	thinking	about	how	he	had	cringed	and
whimpered	before	a	child.	Or	perhaps	he	was	merely	the	fool	Doro
took	him	to	be.	Whatever	his	reasoning,	he	made	a	fatal	error.

With	shouted	words	that	had	to	be	curses,	the	man	seized	the
machete	from	Doro’s	hand,	raised	it,	and	brought	it	slashing	down
through	the	neck	of	the	unresisting	child-body.

Anyanwu	 looked	 away,	 absolutely	 certain	 of	 what	 would
happen.	 There	 had	 been	 ample	 time	 for	 the	 child	 to	 avoid	 the
machete.	 The	 young	 man,	 perhaps	 still	 groggy	 from	 Anyanwu’s
blow,	had	not	moved	very	quickly.	But	the	child	had	stood	still	and
awaited	 the	blow	with	a	 shrug	of	adult	weariness.	Now	she	heard
the	young	man	speaking	to	the	crowd,	and	she	could	hear	Doro	in
his	voice.	Of	course.

The	people	fled.	Several	of	them	ran	out	of	the	compound	door
or	scrambled	over	the	wall.	Doro	ignored	them,	went	to	Anyanwu.

“We	will	leave	now,”	he	said.	“We	will	take	a	canoe	and	row
ourselves.”

“Why	did	you	kill	the	child?”	she	whispered.
“To	warn	this	young	fool,”	he	said	hitting	the	chest	of	his	lean,

new	body.	“The	boy	was	the	son	of	a	slave	and	no	great	loss	to	the



household.	 I	 wanted	 to	 leave	 a	 man	 here	 who	 had	 authority	 and
who	knew	me,	but	this	man	would	not	learn.	Come,	Anyanwu.”

She	 followed	 him	 dumbly.	 He	 could	 turn	 from	 two	 casual
murders	and	speak	to	her	as	though	nothing	had	happened.	He	was
clearly	 annoyed	 that	 he	 had	 had	 to	 kill	 the	 young	 man,	 but
annoyance	seemed	to	be	all	he	felt.

Beyond	 the	 walls	 of	 the	 compound,	 armed	 men	 waited.
Anyanwu	 slowed,	 allowed	Doro	 to	move	well	 ahead	of	 her	 as	 he
approached	them.	She	was	certain	there	would	be	more	killing.	But
Doro	spoke	to	the	men—said	only	a	few	words	to	them—and	they
drew	 back	 out	 of	 his	 path.	 Then	 Doro	 made	 a	 short	 speech	 to
everyone,	and	the	people	drew	even	farther	away	from	him.	Finally,
he	 led	 Anyanwu	 down	 the	 river,	 where	 they	 stole	 a	 canoe	 and
paddles.

“You	must	 row,”	 she	 told	 him	 as	 they	 put	 the	 craft	 into	 the
water.	 “I	 will	 try	 to	 help	 you	 when	 we	 are	 beyond	 sight	 of	 this
place.”

“Have	you	never	rowed	a	canoe?”
“Not	perhaps	three	times	as	long	as	this	new	body	of	yours	has

been	alive.”
He	nodded	and	paddled	the	craft	alone.
“You	should	not	have	killed	the	child,”	she	said	sadly.	“It	was

wrong	no	matter	why	you	did	it.”
“Your	own	people	kill	children.”
“Only	 the	 ones	 who	must	 be	 killed—the	 abominations.	 And

even	with	them	…	sometimes	when	the	thing	wrong	with	the	child
was	small,	I	was	able	to	stop	the	killing.	I	spoke	with	the	voice	of
the	 god,	 and	 as	 long	 as	 I	 did	 not	 violate	 tradition	 too	much,	 the
people	listened.”

“Killing	 children	 is	wasteful,”	 he	 agreed.	 “Who	 knows	what
useful	 adults	 they	might	 have	 grown	 into?	 But	 still,	 sometimes	 a
child	must	be	sacrificed.”

She	 thought	 of	 her	 sons	 and	 their	 children,	 and	 knew
positively	 that	 she	 had	 been	 right	 to	 get	 Doro	 away	 from	 them.
Doro	would	not	 have	hesitated	 to	kill	 some	of	 them	 to	 intimidate



others.	 Her	 descendants	were	 ordinarily	well	 able	 to	 take	 care	 of
themselves.	 But	 they	 could	 not	 have	 stopped	 Doro	 from	 killing
them,	 from	walking	 about	 obscenely	 clothed	 in	 their	 flesh.	What
could	stop	such	a	being—a	spirit.	He	was	a	spirit,	no	matter	what	he
said.	He	had	no	flesh	of	his	own.

Not	 for	 the	 first	 time	 in	 her	 three	 hundred	 years,	 Anyanwu
wished	she	had	gods	to	pray	to,	gods	who	would	help	her.	But	she
had	 only	 herself	 and	 the	 magic	 she	 could	 perform	 with	 her	 own
body.	What	good	was	that	against	a	being	who	could	steal	her	body
away	from	her?	And	what	would	he	feel	if	he	decided	to	“sacrifice”
her?	Annoyance?	Regret?	She	 looked	at	him	and	was	surprised	 to
see	that	he	was	smiling.

He	 took	 a	 deep	 breath	 and	 let	 it	 out	with	 apparent	 pleasure.
“You	need	not	 row	 for	 a	while,”	 he	 told	 her.	 “Rest.	This	 body	 is
strong	and	healthy.	It	is	so	good	not	to	be	coughing.”



Chapter	Three

DORO	 WAS	 ALWAYS	 IN	 a	 good	 mood	 after	 changing	 bodies—
especially	when	he	changed	more	than	once	in	quick	succession	or
when	he	changed	 to	one	of	 the	special	bodies	 that	he	bred	 for	his
use.	This	time,	his	pleasurable	feelings	were	still	with	him	when	he
reached	 the	 coast.	He	noticed	 that	Anyanwu	had	been	very	quiet,
but	she	had	her	quiet	times.	And	she	had	just	seen	a	thing	that	was
new	to	her.	Doro	knew	people	took	time	to	get	used	to	his	changes.
Only	his	children	seemed	to	accept	them	naturally.	He	was	willing
to	give	Anyanwu	all	the	time	she	needed.

There	were	slavers	on	the	coast.	An	English	factor	lived	there,
an	 employee	 of	 the	 Royal	 African	 Company,	 and	 incidentally,
Doro’s	man.	Bernard	Daly	was	his	name.	He	had	three	black	wives,
several	half-breed	children,	and	apparently,	strong	resistance	to	the
numerous	local	diseases.	He	also	had	only	one	hand.	Years	before,
Doro	had	cut	off	the	other.

Daly	was	supervising	 the	branding	of	new	slaves	when	Doro
and	Anyanwu	pulled	their	canoe	onto	the	beach.	There	was	a	smell
of	cooking	flesh	in	the	air	and	the	sound	of	a	slave	boy	screaming.

“Doro,	 this	 is	 an	 evil	 place,”	 Anyanwu	whispered.	 She	 kept
very	close	to	him.

“No	one	will	harm	you,”	he	said.	He	looked	down	at	her.	She
always	spent	her	days	as	a	small,	muscular	man,	but	somehow,	he
could	never	think	of	her	as	masculine.	He	had	asked	her	once	why
she	 insisted	on	going	about	as	a	man.	“I	have	not	 seen	you	going
about	 in	women’s	bodies,”	 she	 retorted.	“People	will	 think	before
they	attack	a	man—even	a	small	man.	And	they	will	not	become	as
angry	if	a	man	gives	them	a	beating.”

He	 had	 laughed,	 but	 he	 knew	 she	 was	 right.	 She	 was
somewhat	 safer	 as	 a	 man,	 although	 here,	 among	 African	 and
European	 slavers,	 no	 one	 was	 truly	 safe.	 He	 himself	 might	 be



forced	 out	 of	 his	 new	 body	 before	 he	 could	 reach	 Daly	 But
Anyanwu	would	not	be	touched.	He	would	see	to	it.

“Why	do	we	stop	here?”	she	asked.
“I	 have	 a	 man	 here	 who	might	 know	what	 happened	 to	my

people—the	 people	 I	 came	 to	 get.	 This	 is	 the	 nearest	 seaport	 to
them.”

“Seaport	 …”	 She	 repeated	 the	 word	 as	 he	 had	 said	 it—in
English.	He	did	not	know	the	word	in	her	language	for	sea.	He	had
described	to	her	the	wide,	seemingly	endless	water	that	they	had	to
cross,	but	 in	spite	of	his	description,	she	stared	at	 it	 in	silent	awe.
The	sound	of	 the	surf	 seemed	 to	 frighten	her	as	 it	mixed	with	 the
screaming	of	slaves	being	branded.	For	the	first	time,	she	looked	as
though	the	many	strange	new	things	around	her	would	overwhelm
her.	 She	 looked	 as	 though	 she	 would	 turn	 and	 run	 back	 into	 the
forest	as	slaves	often	tried	to	do.	Completely	out	of	character,	she
looked	terrified.

He	 stopped,	 faced	 her,	 took	 her	 firmly	 by	 the	 shoulders.
“Nothing	 will	 harm	 you,	 Anyanwu.”	 He	 spoke	 with	 utter
conviction.	 “Not	 these	 slavers,	 not	 the	 sea,	 not	 anything	 at	 all.	 I
have	not	brought	you	all	this	way	only	to	lose	you.	You	know	my
power.”	He	felt	her	shudder.	“That	power	will	not	harm	you	either.
I	have	accepted	you	as	my	wife.	You	have	only	to	obey	me.”

She	 stared	 at	 him	 as	 he	 spoke,	 as	 though	 these	 eyes	 of	 hers
could	read	his	expression	and	discern	truth.	Ordinary	people	could
not	do	 that	with	him,	but	 she	was	 far	 from	ordinary.	She	had	had
time	enough	in	her	long	life	to	learn	to	read	people	well—as	Doro
himself	 had	 learned.	 Some	 of	 his	 people	 believed	 he	 could	 read
their	unspoken	thoughts,	so	transparent	were	their	lies	to	him.	Half-
truths,	though,	could	be	another	matter.

Anyanwu	 seemed	 to	 relax,	 reassured.	 Then	 something	 off	 to
one	side	caught	her	eye	and	she	stiffened.	“Is	that	one	of	your	white
men?”	she	whispered.	He	had	told	her	about	Europeans,	explaining
that	in	spite	of	their	pale	skins,	they	were	neither	albinos	nor	lepers.
She	had	heard	of	such	people	but	had	not	seen	any	until	now.

Doro	 glanced	 at	 the	 approaching	 European,	 then	 spoke	 to



Anyanwu.	 “Yes,”	 he	 said,	 “but	 he	 is	 only	 a	 man.	 He	 can	 die	 as
easily	as	a	black	man.	Move	away	from	me.”

She	obeyed	quickly.
Doro	did	not	intend	to	kill	the	white	man	if	he	could	avoid	it.

He	had	killed	enough	of	Daly’s	people	back	at	their	first	meeting	to
put	 the	 Englishman	 out	 of	 business.	 Daly	 had	 proved	 tractable,
however,	and	Doro	had	helped	him	to	survive.

“Welcome,”	 the	white	man	 said	 in	English.	 “Have	you	more
slaves	to	sell	us?”	Clearly,	Doro’s	new	body	was	no	stranger	here.
Doro	glanced	at	Anyanwu,	saw	how	she	was	staring	at	 the	slaver.
The	 man	 was	 bearded	 and	 dirty	 and	 thin	 as	 though	 wasted	 by
disease—which	was	 likely.	 This	 land	 swallowed	white	men.	 The
slaver	was	a	poor	example	of	his	kind,	but	Anyanwu	did	not	know
that.	 She	 was	 having	 a	 good	 look.	 Her	 curiosity	 now	 seemed
stronger	than	her	fear.

“Are	 you	 sure	 you	 know	me?”	Doro	 asked	 the	man	 quietly.
And	his	voice	had	the	expected	effect.

The	man	 stopped,	 frowned	 in	 confusion	 and	 surprise.	 “Who
are	you?”	he	demanded.	“Who	…	what	do	you	want	here?”	He	was
not	afraid.	He	did	not	know	Doro.	He	merely	assumed	he	had	made
a	mistake.	He	stood	peering	up	at	the	tall	black	man	and	projecting
hostility.

“I’m	 a	 friend	 of	Bernard	Daly,”	Doro	 said.	 “I	 have	 business
with	him.”	Doro	spoke	in	English	as	did	the	slaver	and	there	was	no
doubt	 that	 the	 man	 understood	 him.	 Thus,	 when	 the	 slaver
continued	 to	 stare,	 Doro	 started	 past	 him,	 walked	 toward	 the
branding	where	he	could	see	Daly	talking	with	someone	else.

But	the	slaver	was	not	finished.	He	drew	his	sword.	“You	want
to	see	the	captain?”	he	said.	Daly	had	not	been	master	of	a	ship	for
fifteen	 years,	 but	 he	 still	 favored	 the	 title.	 The	 slaver	 grinned	 at
Doro,	 showing	a	 scattering	of	yellow	 teeth.	 “You’ll	 see	him	 soon
enough!”

Doro	 glanced	 at	 the	 sword,	 annoyed.	 In	 a	 single	 movement
almost	 too	 swift	 to	 follow,	 he	 raised	 his	 heavy	 machete	 and
knocked	the	lighter	weapon	from	the	slaver’s	hand.



Then	 the	machete	was	 at	 the	man’s	 throat.	 “That	 could	have
been	your	hand,”	Doro	said	softly.	“It	could	have	been	your	head.”

“My	people	would	kill	you	where	you	stand.”
“What	good	would	that	do	you—in	hell?”
Silence.
“Turn,	and	we’ll	go	to	see	Daly.”
The	slaver	obeyed	hesitantly,	muttering	some	obscenity	about

Doro’s	ancestry.
“Another	word	will	cost	you	your	head,”	Doro	said.
Again,	there	was	silence.
The	three	marched	single	file	past	the	chained	slaves,	past	the

fire	where	the	branding	had	stopped,	past	Daly’s	men	who	stared	at
them.	They	went	to	the	tree-shaded,	three-sided	shelter	where	Daly
sat	on	a	wooden	crate,	drinking	from	an	earthen	jug.	He	lowered	the
jug	though,	to	stare	at	Doro	and	Anyanwu.

“I	see	business	is	good,”	Doro	said.
Daly	 stood	 up.	 He	was	 short	 and	 square	 and	 sunburned	 and

unshaven.	 “Speak	 again,”	 he	 growled.	 “Who	 are	 you?”	He	was	 a
little	hard	of	hearing,	but	Doro	thought	he	had	heard	enough.	Doro
could	 see	 in	 him	 the	 strange	 combination	 of	 apprehension	 and
anticipation	 that	 Doro	 had	 come	 to	 expect	 from	 his	 people.	 He
knew	 when	 they	 greeted	 him	 this	 way	 that	 they	 were	 still	 his
servants,	loyal	and	tame.

“You	know	me,”	he	said.
The	slaver	took	a	step	back.
“I’ve	left	your	man	alive,”	Doro	said.	“Teach	him	manners.”
“I	will.”	He	waved	 the	 confused,	 angry	man	 away.	The	man

glared	at	Doro	and	at	the	now	lowered	machete.	Finally,	he	stalked
away.

When	 he	 was	 gone,	 Doro	 asked	 Daly,	 “Has	 my	 crew	 been
here?”

“More	 than	 once,”	 the	 slaver	 said.	 “Just	 yesterday,	 your	 son
Lale	 chose	 two	men	 and	 three	women.	 Strong	 young	 blacks	 they
were—worth	much	more	than	I	charged.”

“I’ll	soon	see,”	Doro	said.



Suddenly	Anyanwu	screamed.
Doro	 glanced	 at	 her	 quickly	 to	 see	 that	 she	 was	 not	 being

molested:	Then	he	kept	his	eyes	on	Daly	and	on	his	men.	“Woman,
you	will	cause	me	to	make	a	mistake!”	he	muttered.

“It	 is	 Okoye,”	 she	 whispered.	 “The	 son	 of	 my	 youngest
daughter.	These	men	must	have	raided	her	village.”

“Where	is	he?”
“There!”	She	gestured	toward	a	young	man	who	had	just	been

branded.	He	lay	on	the	ground	dirty,	winded,	and	bruised	from	his
struggles	to	escape	the	hot	iron.

“I	will	go	 to	him,”	Anyanwu	said	softly,	“though	he	will	not
know	me.”

“Go,”	Doro	told	her.	Then	he	switched	back	to	English.	“I	may
have	more	business	for	you,	Daly.	That	boy.”

“But	…	that	one	is	taken.	A	company	ship—”
“A	pity,”	Doro	said.	“The	profit	will	not	be	yours	then.”
The	man	raised	his	stump	to	rub	his	hairy	chin.	“What	are	you

offering?”	 It	 was	 his	 habit	 to	 supplement	 his	 meager	 salary	 by
trading	 with	 interlopers—non-Company	 men—like	 Doro.
Especially	Doro.	It	was	a	dangerous	business,	but	England	was	far
away	and	he	was	not	likely	to	be	caught.

“One	 moment,”	 Doro	 told	 him,	 then	 switched	 language.
“Anyanwu,	 is	 the	 boy	 alone	 or	 are	 there	 other	 members	 of	 your
family	here?”

“He	is	alone.	The	others	have	been	taken	away.”
“When?”
She	 spoke	 briefly	with	 her	 grandson,	 then	 faced	Doro	 again.

“The	last	ones	were	sold	to	white	men	many	days	ago.”
Doro	sighed.	That	was	that,	then.	The	boy’s	relatives,	strangers

to	him,	were	even	more	completely	lost	than	the	people	of	his	seed
village.	He	 turned	 and	made	Daly	 an	 offer	 for	 the	 boy—an	 offer
that	 caused	 the	 slaver	 to	 lick	 his	 lips.	He	would	 give	 up	 the	 boy
without	 coercion	 and	 find	 some	 replacement	 for	 whoever	 had
bought	him.	The	blackened,	cooked	gouge	on	the	boy’s	breast	had
become	meaningless.	“Unchain	him,”	Doro	ordered.



Daly	 gestured	 to	 one	 of	 his	men,	 and	 that	man	 removed	 the
chains.

“I’ll	 send	 one	 of	 my	 men	 back	 with	 the	 money,”	 Doro
promised.

Daly	shook	his	head	and	stepped	out	of	the	shelter.	“I’ll	walk
with	you,”	he	said.	“It	isn’t	far.	One	of	your	people	might	shoot	you
if	 they	 see	 you	 looking	 that	 way	 with	 only	 two	 more	 blacks	 as
companions.”

Doro	laughed	and	accepted	the	man’s	company.	He	wanted	to
talk	to	Daly	about	the	seed	village	anyway.	“Do	you	think	I’ll	cheat
you?”	he	asked.	“After	all	this	time?”

Daly	 smiled,	 glanced	 back	 at	 the	 boy	 who	 walked	 with
Anyanwu.	 “You	 could	 cheat	 me,”	 he	 said.	 “You	 could	 rob	 me
whenever	you	choose,	and	yet	you	pay	well.	Why?”

“Perhaps	 because	 you	 are	 wise	 enough	 to	 accept	 what	 you
cannot	understand.”

“You?”
“Me.	What	do	you	tell	yourself	I	am?”
“I	used	to	think	you	were	the	devil	himself.”
Doro	 laughed	again.	He	had	 always	permitted	his	people	 the

freedom	 to	 say	what	 they	 thought—as	 long	as	 they	 stopped	when
he	silenced	them	and	obeyed	when	he	commanded	them.	Daly	had
belonged	 to	him	long	enough	 to	know	this.	“Who	are	you,	 then?”
he	asked	the	slaver.	“Job?”

“No.”	Daly	shook	his	head	sadly.	“Job	was	a	stronger	man.”
Doro	 stopped,	 turned,	 and	 looked	 at	 him.	 “You	 are	 content

with	your	life,”	he	said.
Daly	looked	away,	refusing	to	meet	whatever	 looked	through

the	 very	 ordinary	 eyes	 of	 the	 body	 Doro	 wore.	 But	 when	 Doro
began	to	walk	again,	Daly	followed.	He	would	follow	Doro	to	his
ship,	and	if	Doro	himself	offered	payment	for	the	young	slave,	Daly
would	 refuse	 to	 take	 it.	 The	 boy	would	 become	 a	 gift.	 Daly	 had
never	 taken	money	from	Doro’s	hand.	And	always,	he	had	sought
Doro’s	company.

“Why	 does	 the	 white	 animal	 follow?”	 asked	 Anyanwu’s



grandson	loudly	enough	for	Doro	to	hear.	“What	has	he	to	do	with
us	now?”

“My	master	must	pay	him	for	you,”	said	Anyanwu’s	grandson
loudly	enough	for	Doro	to	hear.	“What	has	he	to	do	with	us	now?”

“My	master	must	 pay	him	 for	 you,”	 said	Anyanwu.	She	had
presented	 herself	 to	 the	 boy	 as	 a	 distant	 kinsman	 of	 his	 mother.
“And	also,”	she	added,	“I	think	this	man	serves	him	somehow.”

“If	the	white	man	is	a	slave,	why	should	he	be	paid?”
Doro	 answered	 this	 himself.	 “Because	 I	 choose	 to	 pay	 him,

Okoye.	A	man	may	choose	what	he	will	do	with	his	slaves.”
“Do	 you	 send	 your	 slaves	 to	 kill	 our	 kinsmen	 and	 steal	 us

away?”
“No,”	Doro	said.	“My	people	only	buy	and	sell	slaves.”	And

only	certain	slaves	at	that	if	Daly	was	obeying	him.	He	would	know
soon.

“Then	they	send	others	to	prey	on	us.	It	is	the	same	thing!”
“What	I	permit	my	people	to	do	is	my	affair,”	Doro	said.
“But	they—!”
Doro	stopped	abruptly,	turned	to	face	the	young	man	who	was

himself	forced	to	come	to	an	awkward	stop.	“What	I	permit	them	to
do	is	my	affair,	Okoye.	That	is	all.”

Perhaps	 the	 boy’s	 enslavement	 had	 taught	 him	 caution.	 He
said	nothing.	Anyanwu	stared	at	Doro,	but	she	too	kept	silent.

“What	were	they	saying?”	Daly	asked.
“They	disapprove	of	your	profession,”	Doro	told	him.
“Heathen	 savages,”	 Daly	 muttered.	 “They’re	 like	 animals.

They’re	all	cannibals.”
“These	 aren’t,”	 Doro	 said,	 “though	 some	 of	 their	 neighbors

are.”
“All	of	them,”	Daly	insisted.	“Just	give	them	the	chance.”
Doro	smiled.	“Well,	no	doubt	the	missionaries	will	reach	them

eventually	and	teach	them	to	practice	only	symbolic	cannibalism.”
Daly	 jumped.	He	 considered	himself	 a	 pious	man	 in	 spite	 of

his	 work.	 “You	 shouldn’t	 say	 such	 things,”	 he	 whispered.	 “Not
even	you	are	beyond	the	reach	of	God.”



“Spare	me	 your	mythology,”	Doro	 said,	 “and	 your	 righteous
indignation.”	Daly	had	been	Doro’s	man	too	long	to	be	pampered	in
such	matters.	“At	least	we	cannibals	are	honest	about	what	we	do,”
Doro	continued.	“We	don’t	pretend	as	your	slavers	do	to	be	acting
for	the	benefit	of	our	victims’	souls.	We	don’t	tell	ourselves	we’ve
caught	them	to	teach	them	civilized	religion.”

Daly’s	eyes	grew	round.	“But	…	I	did	not	mean	you	were	a	…
a	…	I	did	not	mean	…”

“Why	not?”	Doro	looked	down	at	him,	enjoying	his	confusion.
“I	assure	you,	I’m	the	most	efficient	cannibal	you	will	ever	meet.”

Daly	 said	 nothing.	 He	 wiped	 his	 brow	 and	 stared	 seaward.
Doro	followed	his	gaze	and	saw	that	there	was	a	ship	in	sight	now,
lying	at	anchor	 in	a	 little	cove—Doro’s	own	ship,	 the	Silver	Star,
small	and	hardy	and	more	able	than	any	of	his	larger	vessels	to	go
where	it	was	not	legally	welcome	and	take	on	slave	cargo	the	Royal
African	Company	had	 reserved	 for	 itself.	Doro	could	see	 some	of
his	men	 a	 short	 distance	 away	 loading	 yams	 onto	 a	 longboat.	He
would	be	on	his	way	home	soon.

Doro	 invited	 Daly	 out	 to	 the	 ship.	 There,	 he	 first	 settled
Anyanwu	and	her	grandson	in	his	own	cabin.	Then	he	ate	and	drank
with	Daly	and	questioned	the	slaver	about	the	seed	village.

“Not	 a	 coastal	people,”	Doro	 said.	 “An	 inland	 tribe	 from	 the
grasslands	 beyond	 the	 forests.	 I	 showed	 you	 a	 few	of	 them	years
ago	when	we	met.”

“These	blacks	are	all	alike,”	Daly	said.	“It’s	hard	to	 tell.”	He
took	a	swallow	of	brandy.

Doro	reached	across	 the	small	 table	and	grasped	Daly’s	wrist
just	 above	 the	man’s	 sole	 remaining	hand.	 “If	you	can’t	do	better
than	that,”	he	said,	“you’re	no	good	to	me.”

Daly	froze,	terrified,	arresting	a	sudden	effort	to	jerk	his	hand
away.	 He	 sat	 still,	 perhaps	 remembering	 how	 his	 men	 had	 died
years	before	whether	Doro	touched	them	or	not.	“It	was	a	joke,”	he
whispered	hoarsely.

Doro	said	nothing,	only	looked	at	him.



“Your	 people	 have	 Arab	 blood,”	 Daly	 said	 quickly.	 “I
remember	 their	 looks	 and	 the	 words	 of	 their	 language	 that	 you
taught	me	and	their	vile	tempers.	Not	an	easy	people	to	enslave	and
keep	 alive.	None	 like	 them	have	 gone	 through	my	 hands	without
being	tested.”

“Speak	the	words	I	taught	you.”
Daly	 spoke	 them—words	 in	 the	 seed	people’s	 own	 language

asking	 them	 whether	 they	 were	 followers	 of	 Doro,	 whether	 they
were	 “Doro’s	 seed”—and	Doro	 released	Daly’s	 wrist.	 The	 slaver
had	said	the	words	perfectly	and	none	of	Doro’s	seed	villagers	had
failed	 to	 respond.	They	were,	as	Daly	had	said,	difficult	people—
bad-tempered,	more	suspicious	than	most	of	strangers,	more	willing
than	most	to	murder	each	other	or	attack	their	far-flung	neighbors,
more	 willing	 to	 satisfy	 their	 customs	 and	 their	 meat-hunger	 with
human	 flesh.	 Doro	 had	 isolated	 them	 on	 their	 sparsely	 populated
savanna	for	just	that	reason.	Had	they	been	any	closer	to	the	larger,
stronger	 tribes	around	them,	they	would	have	been	wiped	out	as	a
nuisance.

They	 were	 also	 a	 highly	 intuitive	 people	 who	 involuntarily
saw	into	each	other’s	thoughts	and	fought	with	each	other	over	evil
intentions	 rather	 than	 evil	 deeds.	 This	 without	 ever	 realizing	 that
they	were	doing	anything	unusual.	Doro	had	been	their	god	since	he
had	 assembled	 them	 generations	 before	 and	 commanded	 them	 to
marry	only	each	other	and	the	strangers	he	brought	 to	 them.	They
had	obeyed	him,	throwing	away	clearly	defective	children	born	of
their	 inbreeding,	 and	 strengthening	 the	 gifts	 that	 made	 them	 so
valuable	to	him.	If	those	same	gifts	made	them	abnormally	quick	to
anger,	vicious,	and	savagely	intolerant	of	people	unlike	themselves,
it	did	not	matter.	Doro	had	been	very	pleased	with	them,	and	they
had	 long	 ago	 accepted	 the	 idea	 that	 pleasing	 him	 was	 the	 most
important	thing	they	could	do.

“Your	people	are	 surely	dead	 if	 they	have	been	 taken,”	Daly
said.	 “The	 few	 that	 you	 brought	 here	 with	 you	 years	 ago	 made
enemies	wherever	they	went.”

Doro	had	brought	five	of	the	villagers	out	to	cross-breed	them



with	 certain	 others	 he	 had	 collected.	 They	 had	 insulted	 everyone
with	 their	 arrogance	and	hostility,	but	 they	had	also	bred	as	Doro
commanded	 them	 and	 gotten	 fine	 children—children	 with	 ever
greater,	more	controllable	sensitivity.

“Some	 of	 them	 are	 alive,”	 Doro	 said.	 “I	 can	 feel	 their	 lives
drawing	me	when	 I	 think	 of	 them.	 I’m	 going	 to	 have	 to	 track	 as
many	of	them	as	I	can	before	someone	does	kill	them	though.”

“I’m	sorry,”	Daly	said.	“I	wish	they	had	been	brought	 to	me.
As	bad	as	they	are,	I	would	have	held	them	for	you.”

Doro	nodded,	sighed.	“Yes,	I	know	you	would	have.”
And	 the	 last	 of	 the	 slaver’s	 tension	 melted	 away.	 He	 knew

Doro	 did	 not	 blame	 him	 for	 the	 seed	 people’s	 demise,	 knew	 he
would	not	be	punished.	 “What	 is	 the	 little	 Igbo	you	have	brought
aboard?”	he	asked	curiously.	There	was	room	for	curiosity	now.

“Wild	seed,”	Doro	said.	“Carrier	of	a	bloodline	I	believed	was
lost—and,	 I	 think,	 of	 another	 that	 I	 did	 not	 know	 existed.	 I	 have
some	exploring	to	do	in	her	homeland	once	she	is	safely	away.”

“She!	But	…	that	black	is	a	man.”
“Sometimes.	But	she	was	born	a	woman.	She	is	a	woman	most

of	the	time.”
Daly	 shook	 his	 head,	 unbelieving.	 “The	 monstrosities	 you

collect!	 I	 suppose	 now	 you	will	 breed	 creatures	who	 don’t	 know
whether	to	piss	standing	or	squatting.”

“They	will	know—if	I	can	breed	them.	They	will	know,	but	it
won’t	matter.”

“Such	things	should	be	burned.	They	are	against	God!”
Doro	laughed	and	said	nothing.	He	knew	as	well	as	Daly	how

the	slaver	longed	to	be	one	of	Doro’s	monstrosities.	Daly	was	still
alive	 because	 of	 that	 desire.	 Ten	 years	 before,	 he	 had	 confronted
what	 he	 considered	 to	 be	 just	 another	 black	 savage	 leading	 five
other	 less	 black	 but	 equally	 savage-looking	 men.	 All	 six	 men
appeared	to	be	young,	healthy—fine	potential	slaves.	Daly	had	sent
his	own	black	employees	to	capture	them.	He	had	lost	thirteen	men
that	day.	He	had	 seen	 them	swept	down	as	grain	before	 a	 scythe.
Then,	 terrified,	 confronted	 by	 Doro	 in	 the	 body	 of	 the	 last	 man



killed,	he	had	drawn	his	own	sword.	The	move	cost	him	his	 right
hand.	He	never	understood	why	it	had	not	cost	him	his	life.	He	did
not	 know	 of	Doro’s	 habit	 of	 leaving	 properly	 disciplined	men	 of
authority	scattered	around	the	world	ready	to	serve	whenever	Doro
needed	 them.	All	Daly	understood	was	 that	he	had	been	spared—
that	 Doro	 had	 cauterized	 his	 wound	 and	 cared	 for	 him	 until	 he
recovered.

And	by	the	time	he	recovered,	he	had	realized	that	he	was	no
longer	a	free	man—that	Doro	was	capable	of	taking	the	life	he	had
spared	 at	 any	 time.	 Daly	 was	 able	 to	 accept	 this	 as	 others	 had
accepted	it	before	him.	“Let	me	work	for	you,”	he	had	said.	“Take
me	aboard	one	of	your	ships	or	even	back	 to	your	homeland.	 I’m
still	strong.	Even	with	one	hand,	I	can	work.	I	can	handle	blacks.”

“I	 want	 you	 here,”	 Doro	 had	 told	 him.	 “I’ve	 made
arrangements	 with	 some	 of	 the	 local	 kings	 while	 you	 were
recovering.	They’ll	trade	with	you	exclusively	from	now	on.”

Daly	 had	 stared	 at	 him	 in	 amazement.	 “Why	 would	 you	 do
such	a	thing	for	me?”

“So	that	you	can	do	a	few	things	for	me,”	Doro	had	answered.
And	 Daly	 had	 been	 back	 in	 business.	 Doro	 sent	 him	 black

traders	who	sold	him	slaves	and	his	company	sent	him	white	traders
who	bought	them.	“Someone	else	would	set	up	a	factory	here	if	you
left,”	 Doro	 told	 him.	 “I	 can’t	 stop	 the	 trade	 even	where	 it	 might
touch	 my	 people,	 but	 I	 can	 control	 it.”	 So	 much	 for	 his	 control.
Neither	 his	 support	 of	 Daly	 nor	 his	 spies	 left	 along	 the	 coast—
people	who	should	have	reported	to	Daly—had	been	enough.	Now
they	 were	 useless.	 If	 they	 had	 been	 special	 stock,	 people	 with
unusual	 abilities,	 Doro	 would	 have	 resettled	 them	 in	 America,
where	 they	 could	 be	 useful.	 But	 they	 were	 only	 ordinary	 people
bought	by	wealth	or	fear	or	belief	that	Doro	was	a	god.	He	would
forget	 them.	 He	 might	 forget	 Daly	 also	 once	 he	 had	 returned	 to
Anyanwu’s	homeland	and	sought	out	as	many	of	her	descendants	as
he	could	find.	At	the	moment,	though,	Daly	could	still	be	useful—
and	he	could	still	be	trusted;	Doro	knew	that	now.	Perhaps	the	seed
people	 had	 been	 taken	 to	 Bonny	 or	 New	 Calabar	 or	 some	 other



slave	 port,	 but	 they	 had	 not	 passed	 near	Daly.	 The	most	 talented
and	deceptive	of	Doro’s	 own	children	 could	not	 have	 lied	 to	 him
successfully	while	he	was	on	guard.	Also,	Daly	had	discovered	he
enjoyed	being	an	arm	of	Doro’s	power.

“Now	that	your	people	are	gone,”	Daly	said,	“why	not	take	me
to	Virginia	or	New	York	where	you	have	blacks	working.	I’m	sick
to	death	of	this	country.”

“Stay	 here,”	 Doro	 ordered.	 “You	 can	 still	 be	 useful.	 I’ll	 be
coming	back.”

Daly	sighed.	“I	almost	wish	I	was	one	of	those	strange	beings
you	call	your	people,”	he	admitted.

Doro	smiled	and	had	the	ship’s	captain,	John	Woodley,	pay	for
the	boy,	Okoye,	and	send	Daly	ashore.

“Slimy	 little	 bastard,”	 Woodley	 muttered	 when	 Daly	 was
gone.

Doro	said	nothing.	Woodley,	one	of	Doro’s	ordinary,	ungifted
sons,	 had	 always	 disliked	 Daly.	 This	 amused	 Doro	 since	 he
considered	 the	 two	men	much	 alike.	Woodley	was	 the	 child	 of	 a
casual	liaison	Doro	had	had	forty-five	years	before	with	a	London
merchant’s	 daughter.	 Doro	 had	married	 the	 woman	 and	 provided
for	her	when	he	learned	she	would	bear	his	child,	but	he	quickly	left
her	a	widow,	well	off,	but	alone	except	for	her	infant	son.	Doro	had
seen	John	Woodley	twice	as	the	boy	grew	toward	adulthood.	When
on	the	second	visit,	Woodley	expressed	a	desire	to	go	to	sea,	Doro
had	 him	 apprenticed	 to	 one	 of	 Doro’s	 shipmasters.	Woodley	 had
worked	his	own	way	up.	He	could	have	become	wealthy,	could	be
commanding	a	great	ship	instead	of	one	of	Doro’s	smallest.	But	he
had	chosen	to	stay	near	Doro.	Like	Daly,	he	enjoyed	being	an	arm
of	 Doro’s	 power.	 And	 like	 Daly,	 he	 was	 envious	 of	 others	 who
might	outrank	him	in	Doro’s	esteem.

“That	 little	 heathen	 would	 sail	 with	 you	 today	 if	 you’d	 let
him,”	Woodley	told	Doro.	“He’s	no	better	than	one	of	his	blacks.	I
don’t	see	what	good	he	is	to	you.”

“He	works	for	me,”	Doro	said.	“Just	as	you	do.”
“It’s	not	the	same!”



Doro	shrugged	and	let	the	contradiction	stand.	Woodley	knew
better	 than	Daly	ever	could	 just	how	much	 it	was	 the	 same.	He’d
worked	 too	 closely	 with	 Doro’s	 most	 gifted	 children	 to
overestimate	his	own	value.	And	he	knew	the	living	generations	of
Doro’s	 sons	 and	 daughters	 would	 populate	 a	 city.	 He	 knew	 how
easily	 both	 he	 and	 Daly	 could	 be	 replaced.	 After	 a	 moment	 he
sighed	as	Daly	had	sighed.	“I	suppose	the	new	blacks	you	brought
aboard	have	some	special	talent,”	he	said.

“That’s	right,”	Doro	answered.	“Something	new.”
“Godless	animals!”	Woodley	muttered	bitterly.	He	turned	and

walked	away.



Chapter	Four

THE	 SHIP	 FRIGHTENED	 ANYANWU,	 but	 it	 frightened	Okoye	more.	He
had	 seen	 that	 the	men	 aboard	were	mostly	white	men,	 and	 in	 his
life,	he	had	had	no	good	experiences	with	white	men.	Also,	fellow
slaves	had	told	him	the	whites	were	cannibals.

“We	will	be	taken	to	their	land	and	fattened	and	eaten,”	he	told
Anyanwu.

“No,”	 Anyanwu	 assured	 him.	 “It	 is	 not	 their	 custom	 to	 eat
men.	And	if	it	were,	our	master	would	not	permit	us	to	be	eaten.	He
is	a	powerful	man.”

Okoye	shuddered.	“He	is	not	a	man.”
Anyanwu	 stared	 at	 him.	 How	 had	 he	 discovered	 Doro’s

strangeness	so	quickly?
“It	 was	 he	 who	 bought	 me,	 then	 sold	 me	 to	 the	 whites.	 I

remember	him;	he	beat	me.	It	is	the	same	face,	the	same	skin.	But
something	different	is	living	inside.	Some	spirit.”

“Okoye.”	 Anyanwu	 spoke	 very	 softly	 and	 waited	 until	 he
turned	 from	 his	 terrified	 gazing	 into	 space	 and	 looked	 at	 her.	 “If
Doro	is	a	spirit,”	she	said,	“then	he	has	done	you	a	service.	He	has
killed	your	enemy	for	you.	Is	that	reason	to	fear	him?”

“You	fear	him	yourself.	I	have	seen	it	in	your	eyes.”
Anyanwu	 gave	 him	 a	 sad	 smile.	 “Not	 as	 much	 as	 I	 should,

perhaps.”
“He	is	a	spirit!”
“You	know	I	am	your	mother’s	kinsman,	Okoye.”
He	 stared	 at	 her	 for	 a	 time	 without	 answering.	 Finally	 he

asked,	“Have	her	people	also	been	enslaved?”
“Not	when	I	last	saw	them.”
“Then	how	were	you	taken?”
“Do	you	remember	your	mother’s	mother?”
“She	is	the	oracle.	The	god	speaks	through	her.”



“She	 is	 Anyanwu,	 your	 mother’s	 mother,”	 Anyanwu	 said.
“She	fed	you	pounded	yam	and	healed	the	sickness	that	threatened
to	 take	your	 life.	She	 told	you	stories	of	 the	 tortoise,	 the	monkey,
the	birds.	…And	sometimes	when	you	looked	at	her	in	the	shadows
of	 the	 fire	 and	 the	 lamp,	 it	 seemed	 to	 you	 that	 she	 became	 these
creatures.	You	were	frightened	at	first.	Then	you	were	pleased.	You
asked	for	the	stories	and	the	changes.	You	wanted	to	change	too.”

“I	was	a	child,”	Okoye	said.	“I	was	dreaming.”
“You	were	awake.”
“You	cannot	know!”
“I	know.”
“I	never	told	anyone!”
“I	never	thought	you	would,”	Anyanwu	said.	“Even	as	a	child,

you	 seemed	 to	 know	when	 to	 talk	 and	when	 to	 keep	 quiet.”	 She
smiled,	 remembering	 the	 small,	 stoic	 boy	who	had	 refused	 to	 cry
with	 the	pain	of	his	 sickness,	who	had	 refused	 to	 smile	when	she
told	 him	 the	 old	 fables	 her	 mother	 had	 told	 her.	 Only	 when	 she
startled	him	with	her	changes	did	he	begin	to	pay	attention.

She	 spoke	 softly.	 “Do	 you	 remember,	Okoye,	 your	mother’s
mother	had	a	mark	here?”	She	drew	with	her	finger	the	jagged	old
scar	that	she	had	once	carried	beneath	her	left	eye.	As	she	drew	it,
she	aged	and	furrowed	the	flesh	so	that	the	scar	appeared.

Okoye	bolted	toward	the	door.
Anyanwu	 caught	 him,	 held	 him	 easily	 in	 spite	 of	 his	 greater

size	and	his	desperate	strength.	“What	am	I	that	I	was	not	before?”
she	asked	when	the	violence	had	gone	out	of	his	struggles.

“You	are	a	man!”	he	gasped.	“Or	a	spirit.”
“I	am	no	spirit,”	she	said.	“And	should	it	be	so	difficult	for	a

woman	who	can	become	a	tortoise	or	a	monkey	to	become	a	man?”
He	began	 to	struggle	again.	He	was	a	young	man	now,	not	a

child.	The	easy	childhood	acceptance	of	 the	 impossible	was	gone,
and	 she	dared	not	 let	 him	go.	 In	 his	 present	 state,	 he	might	 jump
into	the	water	and	drown.

“If	you	will	be	still,	Okoye,	I	will	become	the	old	woman	you
remember.



Still	he	struggled.
“Nwadiani—daughter’s	child—do	you	remember	that	even	the

pain	 of	 sickness	 could	 not	 make	 you	 weep	 when	 your	 mother
brought	you	to	me,	but	you	wept	because	you	could	not	change	as	I
could?”

He	stopped	his	struggles,	stood	gasping	in	her	grip.
“You	 are	 my	 daughter’s	 son,”	 she	 said.	 “I	 would	 not	 harm

you.”	He	was	still	now,	so	she	 released	him.	The	bond	between	a
man	and	his	mother’s	kin	was	strong	and	gentle.	But	for	the	boy’s
own	safety,	she	kept	her	body	between	his	and	the	door.

“Shall	I	become	as	I	was?”	she	asked.
“Yes,”	the	boy	whispered.
She	 became	 an	 old	woman	 for	 him.	 The	 shape	was	 familiar

and	easy	to	slip	into.	She	had	been	an	old	woman	for	so	long.
“It	is	you,”	Okoye	said	wonderingly.
She	smiled.	“You	see?	Why	should	you	fear	an	old	woman?”
To	her	surprise,	he	laughed.	“You	always	had	too	many	teeth

to	be	an	old	woman,	and	strange	eyes.	People	said	the	god	looked
out	of	your	eyes.”

“What	do	you	think?”
He	 stared	 at	 her	 with	 great	 curiosity,	 walked	 around	 her	 to

look	at	her.	“I	cannot	think	at	all.	Why	are	you	here?	How	did	you
become	this	Doro’s	slave?”

“I	am	not	his	slave.”
“I	cannot	see	how	any	man	would	hold	you	in	slavery.	What

are	you?”
“His	wife.”
The	boy	stared	speechless	at	her	long	breasts.
“I	 am	not	 this	wrinkled	woman,	Okoye.	 I	 allowed	myself	 to

become	her	when	my	last	husband,	the	father	of	your	mother,	died.
I	 thought	 I	 had	 had	 enough	 husbands	 and	 enough	 children;	 I	 am
older	than	you	can	imagine.	I	wanted	to	rest.	When	I	had	rested	for
many	years	as	the	people’s	oracle,	Doro	found	me.	In	his	way,	he	is
as	different	as	I	am.	He	wanted	me	to	be	his	wife.”

“But	he	is	not	merely	different.	He	is	something	other	 than	a



man!”
“And	I	am	something	other	than	a	woman.”
“You	are	not	like	him!”
“No,	 but	 I	 have	 accepted	 him	 as	my	 husband.	 It	was	what	 I

wanted—to	have	a	man	who	was	as	different	from	other	men	as	I
am	from	other	women.”	If	this	was	not	entirely	true,	Okoye	did	not
need	to	know

“Show	me	…”	Okoye	paused	as	though	not	certain	of	what	he
wanted	to	say.	“Show	me	what	you	are.”

Obligingly,	she	let	her	true	shape	flow	back	to	her,	became	the
young	woman	whose	body	had	ceased	to	age	when	she	was	about
twenty	 years	 old:	 At	 twenty,	 she	 had	 a	 violent,	 terrible	 sickness
during	which	she	had	heard	voices,	felt	pain	in	one	part	of	her	body
after	another,	screamed	and	babbled	in	foreign	dialects.	Her	young
husband	 had	 feared	 she	would	 die.	 She	was	Anasi,	 his	 first	 wife,
and	 though	 she	was	 in	disfavor	with	his	 family	because	after	 five
years	 of	 marriage,	 she	 had	 produced	 no	 children,	 he	 fought	 hard
against	 losing	 her.	 He	 sought	 help	 for	 her,	 frantically	 paying
borrowed	money	to	the	old	man	who	was	then	the	oracle,	making
sacrifices	of	valuable	animals.	No	man	ever	cared	more	for	her	than
he	did.	And	it	seemed	that	 the	medicine	worked.	Her	body	ceased
its	thrashing	and	struggling,	and	her	senses	returned,	but	she	found
herself	 vastly	 changed.	 She	 had	 a	 control	 over	 her	 body	 that	was
clearly	beyond	anything	other	people	could	manage.	She	could	look
inside	 herself	 and	 control	 or	 alter	 what	 she	 saw	 there.	 She	 could
finally	be	worthy	of	her	husband	and	of	her	own	womanhood;	she
could	become	pregnant.	She	bore	her	husband	ten	strong	children.
In	the	centuries	that	followed,	she	never	did	more	for	any	man.

When	she	realized	the	years	had	ceased	to	mark	her	body,	she
experimented	and	 learned	 to	age	herself	as	her	husband	aged.	She
learned	 quickly	 that	 it	 was	 not	 good	 to	 be	 too	 different.	 Great
differences	caused	envy,	suspicion,	fear,	charges	of	witchcraft.	But
while	her	first	husband	lived,	she	never	entirely	gave	up	her	beauty.
And	sometimes	when	he	came	to	her	at	night,	she	allowed	her	body
to	 return	 to	 the	youthful	 shape	 that	came	so	easily,	 so	naturally—



the	true	shape.	In	that	way,	her	husband	had	a	young	senior	wife	for
as	 long	 as	 he	 lived.	And	now	Okoye	had	 a	mother’s	mother	who
appeared	to	be	younger	than	he	was.

“Nneochie?”	the	boy	said	doubtfully.	“Mother’s	mother?”
“Still,”	 Anyanwu	 said.	 “This	 is	 the	 way	 I	 look	 when	 I	 do

nothing.	And	this	is	the	way	I	look	when	I	marry	a	new	husband.”
“But	…	you	are	old.”
“The	years	do	not	touch	me.”
“Nor	him	…	?	Your	new	husband?”
“Nor	him.”
Okoye	shook	his	head.	“I	should	not	be	here.	I	am	only	a	man.

What	will	you	do	with	me?”
“You	belong	to	Doro.	He	will	say	what	is	to	be	done	with	you

—but	you	need	not	worry.	He	wants	me	 as	 his	wife.	He	will	 not
harm	you.”

The	water	harmed	him.
Soon	 after	Anyanwu	 had	 revealed	 herself,	 he	 began	 to	 grow

ill.	 He	 became	 dizzy.	 His	 head	 hurt	 him.	 He	 said	 he	 thought	 he
would	vomit	if	he	did	not	leave	the	confinement	of	the	small	room.

Anyanwu	 took	him	out	 on	deck	where	 the	 air	was	 fresh	 and
cooler.	 But	 even	 there,	 the	 gentle	 rocking	 of	 the	 ship	 seemed	 to
bother	 him—and	 began	 to	 bother	 her.	 She	 began	 to	 feel	 ill.	 She
seized	on	the	feeling	at	once,	examining	it.	There	was	drowsiness,
dizziness,	and	a	sudden	cold	sweat.	She	closed	her	eyes,	and	while
Okoye	 vomited	 into	 the	water,	 she	went	 over	 her	 body	 carefully.
She	 discovered	 that	 there	 was	 a	 wrongness,	 a	 kind	 of	 imbalance
deep	within	 her	 ears.	 It	was	 a	 tiny	 disturbance,	 but	 she	 knew	her
body	well	enough	to	notice	the	smallest	change.	For	a	moment,	she
observed	 this	 change	 with	 interest.	 Clearly,	 if	 she	 did	 nothing	 to
correct	 it,	her	sickness	would	grow	worse;	she	would	 join	Okoye,
vomiting	over	 the	 rail.	But	no.	She	 focused	on	her	 inner	ears	and
remembered	 perfection	 there,	 remembered	 organs	 and	 fluids	 and
pressures	 in	 balance,	 their	 wrongness	 righted.	 Remembering	 and
correcting	were	one	gesture;	balance	was	restored.	It	had	taken	her
much	 practice—and	 much	 pain—to	 learn	 such	 ease	 of	 control.



Every	 change	 she	 made	 in	 her	 body	 had	 to	 be	 understood	 and
visualized.	If	she	was	sick	or	injured,	she	could	not	simply	wish	to
be	well.	She	could	be	killed	as	easily	as	anyone	else	if	her	body	was
damaged	in	some	way	she	could	not	understand	quickly	enough	to
repair.	 Thus,	 she	 had	 spent	 much	 of	 her	 long	 life	 learning	 the
diseases,	 disorders,	 and	 injuries	 that	 she	 could	 suffer—learning
them	 often	 by	 inflicting	 mild	 versions	 of	 them	 on	 herself,	 then
slowly,	painfully,	by	 trial	and	error,	coming	 to	understand	exactly
what	 was	 wrong	 and	 how	 to	 impress	 healing.	 Thus,	 when	 her
enemies	came	to	kill	her,	she	knew	more	about	surviving	than	they
did	about	killing.

And	now	she	knew	how	to	set	right	this	new	disturbance	that
could	have	caused	her	considerable	misery.	But	her	knowledge	was
of	 no	 help	 to	Okoye—yet.	 She	 searched	 through	 her	memory	 for
some	substance	that	would	help	him.	Within	her	long	memory	was
a	catalogue	of	cures	and	poisons—often	the	same	substances	given
in	 different	 quantities,	 with	 different	 preparation,	 or	 in	 different
combinations.	 Many	 of	 them	 she	 could	 manufacture	 within	 her
body	as	she	had	manufactured	a	healing	balm	for	Doro’s	hand.

This	 time,	 though,	 before	 she	 thought	of	 anything	 that	might
be	 useful,	 a	 white	 man	 came	 to	 her,	 bringing	 a	 small	 metal
container	 full	 of	 some	 liquid.	 The	 man	 looked	 at	 Okoye,	 then
nodded	and	put	the	container	into	Anyanwu’s	hands.	He	made	signs
to	indicate	that	she	should	get	Okoye	to	drink.

Anyanwu	looked	at	the	container,	then	sipped	from	it	herself.
She	would	not	give	anyone	medicine	she	did	not	understand.

The	 liquid	 was	 startlingly	 strong	 stuff	 that	 first	 choked	 her,
then	slowly,	pleasantly	warmed	her,	pleased	her.	 It	was	 like	palm
wine,	but	much	stronger.	A	little	of	it	might	make	Okoye	forget	his
misery.	A	little	more	might	make	him	sleep.	It	was	no	cure,	but	it
would	not	hurt	him	and	it	might	help.

Anyanwu	thanked	the	white	man	in	her	own	language	and	saw
that	 he	 was	 looking	 at	 her	 breasts.	 He	 was	 a	 beardless,	 yellow-
haired	 young	 man—a	 physical	 type	 completely	 strange	 to
Anyanwu.	 Another	 time,	 her	 curiosity	 would	 have	 driven	 her	 to



learn	 more	 about	 him,	 try	 to	 communicate	 with	 him.	 She	 found
herself	wondering	obscurely	whether	the	hair	between	his	legs	was
as	yellow	as	that	on	his	head.	She	laughed	aloud	at	herself,	and	the
young	man,	unknowing,	watched	her	breasts	jiggle.

Enough	of	that!
She	 took	 Okoye	 back	 into	 the	 cabin,	 and	 when	 the	 yellow-

haired	 man	 followed,	 she	 stepped	 in	 front	 of	 him	 and	 gestured
unmistakably	for	him	to	leave.	He	hesitated,	and	she	decided	that	if
he	 touched	her	 uninvited,	 she	would	 throw	him	 into	 the	 sea.	Sea,
yes.	That	was	the	English	word	for	water.	If	she	said	it,	would	he
understand?

But	the	man	left	without	coercion.
Anyanwu	 coaxed	 Okoye	 to	 swallow	 some	 of	 the	 liquid.	 It

made	him	cough	and	choke	at	first,	but	he	got	it	down.	By	the	time
Doro	came	to	the	cabin,	Okoye	was	asleep.

Doro	 opened	 the	 door	 without	 warning	 and	 came	 in.	 He
looked	 at	 her	 with	 obvious	 pleasure	 and	 said,	 “You	 are	 well,
Anyanwu.	I	thought	you	would	be.”

“I	am	always	well.”
He	 laughed.	 “You	will	 bring	me	 luck	 on	 this	 voyage.	 Come

and	see	whether	my	men	have	bought	any	more	of	your	relatives.”
She	followed	him	deeper	 into	 the	vessel	 through	 large	 rooms

containing	 only	 a	 few	 people	 segregated	 by	 sex.	 The	 people
lounged	on	mats	or	gathered	in	pairs	or	small	groups	to	talk—those
who	had	found	others	who	spoke	their	language.

No	one	was	chained	as	the	slaves	on	shore	had	been.	No	one
seemed	 to	 be	 hurt	 or	 frightened.	 Two	 women	 sat	 nursing	 their
babies.	 Anyanwu	 heard	 many	 languages,	 including,	 finally,	 her
own.	 She	 stopped	 at	 the	 mat	 of	 a	 young	 woman	 who	 had	 been
singing	softly	to	her.

“Who	are	you?”	she	asked	the	woman	in	surprise.
The	woman	jumped	to	her	feet,	took	Anyanwu’s	hands.	“You

can	speak,”	she	said	joyfully.	“I	 thought	I	would	never	again	hear
words	I	could	understand.	I	am	Udenkwo.”

The	woman’s	own	speech	was	somewhat	strange	to	Anyanwu.



She	 pronounced	 some	 of	 her	 words	 differently	 or	 used	 different
words	so	that	Anyanwu	had	to	replay	everything	in	her	mind	to	be
certain	what	had	been	said.	“How	did	you	get	here,	Udenkwo?”	she
asked.	 “Did	 these	 whites	 steal	 you	 from	 your	 home?”	 From	 the
corner	of	her	eye,	she	saw	Doro	turn	to	look	at	her	indignantly.	But
he	allowed	Udenkwo	to	answer	for	herself.

“Not	these,”	she	said.	“Strangers	who	spoke	much	as	you	do.
They	 sold	me	 to	 others.	 I	was	 sold	 four	 times—finally	 to	 these.”
She	looked	around	as	though	dazed,	surprised.	“No	one	has	beaten
me	here	or	tied	me.”

“How	were	you	taken?”
“I	 went	 to	 the	 river	 with	 friends	 to	 get	 water.	 We	 were	 all

taken	and	our	children	with	us.	My	son	…”
“Where	is	he?”
“They	 took	 him	 from	 me.	 When	 I	 was	 sold	 for	 the	 second

time,	 he	was	not	 sold	with	me.”	The	woman’s	 strange	 accent	 did
nothing	 to	 mask	 her	 pain.	 She	 looked	 from	 Anyanwu	 to	 Doro.
“What	will	be	done	with	me	now?”

This	 time	Doro	 answered.	 “You	will	 go	 to	my	 country.	You
belong	to	me	now.”

“I	am	a	freeborn	woman!	My	father	and	my	husband	are	great
men!”

“That	is	past.”
“Let	me	go	back	to	my	people!”
“My	 people	will	 be	 your	 people.	 You	will	 obey	me	 as	 they

obey.”
Udenkwo	 sat	 still,	 but	 somehow	seemed	 to	 shrink	 from	him.

“Will	I	be	tied	again?	Will	I	be	beaten?”
“Not	if	you	obey.”
“Will	I	be	sold?”
“No.”
She	 hesitated,	 examining	 him	 as	 though	 deciding	whether	 or

not	 to	 believe	 him.	 Finally,	 tentatively,	 she	 asked:	 “Will	 you	 buy
my	son?”

“I	 would,”	 Doro	 said,	 “but	 who	 knows	 where	 he	 may	 have



been	taken—one	boy.	How	old	was	he?”
“About	five	years	old.”
Doro	shrugged.	“I	would	not	know	how	to	find	him.”
Anyanwu	had	been	looking	at	Udenkwo	uncertainly.	Now,	as

the	woman	seemed	to	sink	into	depression	at	the	news	that	her	son
was	 forever	 lost	 to	 her,	Anyanwu	asked:	 “Udenkwo,	who	 is	 your
father	and	his	father?”

The	woman	did	not	answer.
“Your	father,”	Anyanwu	repeated,	“his	people.”
Listlessly,	Udenkwo	gave	the	name	of	her	clan,	then	went	on

to	name	several	of	her	male	ancestors.	Anyanwu	listened	until	 the
names	and	 their	order	began	 to	sound	familiar—until	one	of	 them
was	the	name	of	her	eighth	son,	then	her	third	husband.

Anyanwu	stopped	the	recitation	with	a	gesture.	“I	have	known
some	 of	 your	 people,”	 she	 said.	 “You	 are	 safe	 here.	You	will	 be
well	treated.”	She	began	to	move	away.	“I	will	see	you	again.”	She
drew	 Doro	 with	 her	 and	 when	 they	 were	 beyond	 the	 woman’s
hearing,	she	asked:	“Could	you	not	look	for	her	son?”

“No,”	Doro	said.	“I	told	her	the	truth.	I	would	not	know	where
to	begin—or	even	whether	the	boy	is	still	alive.”

“She	is	one	of	my	descendants.”
“As	you	said,	she	will	be	well	treated.	I	can	offer	no	more	than

that.”	 Doro	 glanced	 at	 her.	 “The	 land	 must	 be	 full	 of	 your
descendants.”

Anyanwu	 looked	 somber.	 “You	 are	 right.	 They	 are	 so
numerous,	so	well	scattered,	and	so	far	from	me	in	their	generations
that	they	do	not	know	me	or	each	other.	Sometimes	they	marry	one
another	and	I	hear	of	it.	It	 is	abomination,	but	I	cannot	speak	of	it
without	 focusing	 the	wrong	 kind	 of	 attention	 on	 the	 young	 ones.
They	cannot	defend	themselves	as	I	can.”

“You	 are	 right	 to	 keep	 silent,”	Doro	 said.	 “Sometimes	ways
must	be	different	for	people	as	different	as	ourselves.”

“We,”	she	said	thoughtfully.	“Did	you	have	children	of	…	of	a
body	born	to	your	mother?”

He	shook	his	head.	“I	died	too	young,”	he	said.	“I	was	thirteen



years	old.”
“That	is	a	sad	thing,	even	for	you.”
“Yes.”	They	were	on	deck	now,	and	he	stared	out	at	the	sea.	“I

have	 lived	 for	more	 than	 thirty-seven	 hundred	 years	 and	 fathered
thousands	of	children.	I	have	become	a	woman	and	borne	children.
And	 still,	 I	 long	 to	 know	 that	 my	 body	 could	 have	 produced.
Another	being	like	myself?	A	companion?”

“Perhaps	not,”	said	Anyanwu.	“You	might	have	been	like	me,
having	one	ordinary	child	after	another.”

Doro	shrugged	and	changed	the	subject.	“You	must	take	your
daughter’s	son	to	meet	that	girl	when	he	is	feeling	better.	The	girl’s
age	 is	wrong,	but	 she	 is	 still	a	 little	younger	 than	Okoye.	Perhaps
they	will	comfort	each	other.”

“They	are	kinsmen!”
“They	will	not	know	that	unless	you	tell	them,	and	you	should

be	silent	once	more.	They	have	only	each	other,	Anyanwu.	If	they
wish,	they	can	marry	after	the	customs	of	their	new	land.”

“And	how	is	that?”
“There	 is	 a	 ceremony.	They	pledge	 themselves	 to	 each	other

before	a”—he	said	an	English	word,	then	translated—“a	priest.”
“They	have	no	family	but	me,	and	the	girl	does	not	know	me.”
“It	does	not	matter.”
“It	will	be	a	poor	marriage.”
“No.	I	will	give	them	land	and	seed.	Others	will	teach	them	to

live	 in	 their	new	country.	 It	 is	a	good	place.	People	need	not	stay
poor	there	if	they	will	work.”

“Children	of	mine	will	work.”
“Then	all	will	be	well.”
He	 left	her	and	she	wandered	around	 the	deck	 looking	at	 the

ship	 and	 the	 sea	 and	 the	 dark	 line	 of	 trees	 on	 shore.	 The	 shore
seemed	very	far	away.	She	watched	it	with	the	beginnings	of	fear,
of	longing.	Everything	she	knew	was	back	there	deep	within	those
trees	 through	 strange	 forests.	 She	was	 leaving	 all	 her	 people	 in	 a
way	that	seemed	far	more	permanent	than	simply	walking	away.

She	 turned	 away	 from	 the	 shore,	 frightened	 of	 the	 sudden



emotion	that	 threatened	to	overwhelm	her.	She	looked	at	 the	men,
some	black,	some	white,	as	they	moved	about	the	deck	doing	work
she	did	not	understand.	The	yellow-haired	white	man	came	to	smile
at	 her	 and	 stare	 at	 her	 breasts	until	 she	wondered	whether	he	had
ever	seen	a	woman	before.	He	spoke	to	her	slowly,	very	distinctly.

“Isaac,”	he	said	pointing	to	his	chest.	“Isaac.”	Then	he	jabbed
a	finger	toward	her,	but	did	not	touch	her.	He	raised	his	bushy	pale
eyebrows	questioningly.

“Isaac?”	she	said	stumbling	over	the	word.
“Isaac.”	He	slapped	his	chest.	Then	he	pointed	again.	“You?”
“Anyanwu!”	she	said	understanding.	“Anyanwu.”	She	smiled.
And	he	 smiled	and	mispronounced	her	name	and	walked	her

around	 the	 deck	 naming	 things	 for	 her	 in	 English.	 The	 new
language,	 so	 different	 from	 anything	 she	 had	 ever	 heard,	 had
fascinated	 her	 since	 Doro	 began	 teaching	 it	 to	 her.	 Now	 she
repeated	 the	 words	 very	 carefully	 and	 strove	 to	 remember	 them.
The	yellow-haired	Isaac	seemed	delighted.	When	finally,	someone
called	him	away,	he	left	her	reluctantly.

The	 loneliness	 returned	 as	 soon	 as	 he	was	 gone.	There	were
people	 all	 around	 her,	 but	 she	 felt	 completely	 alone	 on	 this	 huge
vessel	at	the	edge	of	endless	water.	Loneliness.	Why	should	she	feel
it	 so	 strongly	 now?	 She	 had	 been	 lonely	 since	 she	 realized	 she
would	 not	 die	 like	 other	 people.	 They	would	 always	 leave	 her—
friends,	husbands,	children.	…She	could	not	remember	the	face	of
her	mother	or	her	father.

But	now,	the	solitude	seemed	to	close	in	on	her	as	the	waters
of	the	sea	would	close	over	her	head	if	she	leaped	into	them.

She	stared	down	into	the	constantly	moving	water,	then	away
at	 the	 distant	 shore.	 The	 shore	 seemed	 even	 farther	 away	 now,
though	Doro	had	said	the	ship	was	not	yet	under	way.	Anyanwu	felt
that	she	had	moved	farther	from	her	home,	that	already	perhaps	she
was	too	far	away	ever	to	return.

She	gripped	 the	 rail,	 eyes	on	 the	shore.	What	was	she	doing,
she	wondered.	How	could	she	leave	her	homeland,	even	for	Doro?
How	 could	 she	 live	 among	 these	 strangers?	 White	 skins,	 yellow



hairs—what	were	they	to	her?	Worse	than	strangers.	Different	ones,
people	who	could	be	all	around	her	working	and	shouting,	and	still
leave	her	feeling	alone.

She	pulled	herself	up	onto	the	rail.
“Anyanwu!”
She	 did	 not	 quite	 hesitate.	 It	 was	 as	 though	 a	mosquito	 had

whined	past	her	ear.	A	tiny	distraction.
“Anyanwu!”
She	would	leap	into	the	sea.	Its	waters	would	take	her	home,

or	they	would	swallow	her.	Either	way,	she	would	find	peace.	Her
loneliness	hurt	her	 like	some	sickness	of	 the	body,	some	pain	that
her	special	ability	could	not	find	and	heal.	The	sea	…

Hands	 grasped	 her,	 pulled	 her	 backward	 and	 down	 onto	 the
deck.	Hands	kept	her	from	the	sea.

“Anyanwu!”
The	yellow	hair	loomed	above	her.	The	white	skin.	What	right

had	he	to	lay	hands	on	her?
“Stop,	Anyanwu!”	he	shouted.
She	 understood	 the	 English	 word	 “stop,”	 but	 she	 ignored	 it.

She	brushed	him	aside	and	went	back	to	the	rail.
“Anyanwu!”
A	new	voice.	New	hands.
“Anyanwu,	you	are	not	alone	here.”
Perhaps	 no	 other	 words	 could	 have	 stopped	 her.	 Perhaps	 no

other	 voice	 could	 have	 driven	 away	 her	 need	 to	 end	 the	 terrible
solitude	 so	 quickly.	 Perhaps	 only	 her	 own	 language	 could	 have
overwhelmed	the	call	of	the	distant	shore.

“Doro?”
She	found	herself	in	his	arms,	held	fast.	She	realized	that	she

had	been	on	the	verge	of	breaking	those	arms,	 if	necessary,	 to	get
free,	and	she	was	appalled.

“Doro,	something	happened	to	me.”
“I	know.”
Her	 fury	was	 spent.	 She	 looked	 around	 dazedly.	 The	 yellow

hair—what	had	happened	to	him?	“Isaac?”	she	said	fearfully.	Had



she	thrown	the	young	man	into	the	sea?
There	was	a	burst	of	foreign	speech	behind	her,	frightened	and

defensive	in	tone.	Isaac.	She	turned	and	saw	him	alive	and	dry	and
was	 too	 relieved	 to	 wonder	 at	 his	 tone.	 He	 and	 Doro	 exchanged
words	in	their	English,	then	Doro	spoke	to	her.

“He	did	not	hurt	you,	Anyanwu?”
“No.”	 She	 looked	 at	 the	 young	man	who	was	 holding	 a	 red

place	on	his	right	arm.	“I	think	I	have	hurt	him.”	She	turned	away
in	shame,	appealed	to	Doro.	“He	helped	me.	I	would	not	have	hurt
him,	but	…	some	spirit	possessed	me.”

“Shall	I	apologize	for	you?”	Doro	seemed	amused.
“Yes.”	She	went	over	 to	 Isaac,	 said	his	name	softly,	 touched

the	 injured	arm.	Not	for	 the	first	 time,	she	wished	she	could	mute
the	pain	of	others	as	easily	as	she	could	mute	her	own.	She	heard
Doro	speak	for	her,	saw	the	anger	leave	the	young	man’s	face.	He
smiled	at	her,	 showing	bad	 teeth,	but	good	humor.	Apparently	he
forgave	her.

“He	says	you	are	as	strong	as	a	man,”	Doro	told	her.
She	smiled.	“I	can	be	as	strong	as	many	men,	but	he	need	not

know	that.”
“He	can	know,”	Doro	said.	“He	has	strengths	of	his	own.	He	is

my	son.”
“Your	…”
“The	son	of	an	American	body.”	Doro	smiled	as	though	he	had

made	a	 joke.	“A	mixed	body,	white	and	black	and	Indian.	Indians
are	a	brown	people.”

“But	he	is	white.”
“His	mother	was	white.	German	and	yellow-haired.	He	is	more

her	son	than	mine—in	appearance,	at	least.”
Anyanwu	 shook	 her	 head,	 looking	 longingly	 at	 the	 distant

coast.
“There	is	nothing	for	you	to	fear,”	Doro	said	softly.	“You	are

not	alone.	Your	children’s	children	are	here.	I	am	here.”
“How	can	you	know	what	I	feel?”
“I	would	have	to	be	blind	not	to	know,	not	to	see.”



“But	…”
“Do	you	think	you	are	the	first	woman	I	have	taken	from	her

people?	 I	 have	 been	 watching	 you	 since	 we	 left	 your	 village,
knowing	that	this	time	would	come	for	you.	Our	kind	have	a	special
need	to	be	with	either	our	kinsmen	or	others	who	are	like	us.”

“You	are	not	like	me!”
He	said	nothing.	He	had	answered	this	once,	she	remembered.

Apparently,	he	did	not	intend	to	answer	it	again.
She	 looked	 at	 him—at	 the	 tall	 young	 body,	 well	 made	 and

handsome.	 “Will	 I	 see,	 someday,	what	you	are	 like	when	you	are
not	hiding	in	another	man’s	skin?”

For	an	instant,	it	seemed	that	a	leopard	looked	at	her	through
his	 eyes.	 A	 thing	 looked	 at	 her,	 and	 that	 thing	 feral	 and	 cold—a
spirit	thing	that	spoke	softly.

“Pray	to	your	gods	that	you	never	do,	Anyanwu.	Let	me	be	a
man.	Be	content	with	me	as	a	man.”	He	put	his	hand	out	to	touch
her	 and	 it	 amazed	 her	 that	 she	 did	 not	 flinch	 away,	 that	 she
trembled,	but	stood	where	she	was.

He	drew	her	to	him	and	to	her	surprise,	she	found	comfort	in
his	 arms.	 The	 longing	 for	 home,	 for	 her	 people,	 which	 had
threatened	to	possess	her	again	receded—as	though	Doro,	whatever
he	was,	was	enough.

When	Doro	had	sent	Anyanwu	to	look	after	her	grandson,	he
turned	to	find	his	own	son	watching	her	go—watching	the	sway	of
her	hips.	“I	just	told	her	how	easy	she	was	to	read,”	Doro	said.

The	boy	glanced	downward,	knowing	what	was	coming.
“You’re	fairly	easy	to	read	yourself,”	Doro	continued.
“I	 can’t	 help	 it,”	 Isaac	 muttered.	 “You	 ought	 to	 put	 more

clothes	on	her.”
“I	will,	 eventually.	For	now,	 just	 restrain	yourself.	She’s	one

of	 the	 few	 people	 aboard	 who	 could	 probably	 kill	 you—just	 as
you’re	one	of	 the	 few	who	could	kill	her.	And	 I’d	 rather	not	 lose
either	of	you.”

“I	wouldn’t	hurt	her.	I	like	her.”



“Obviously.”
“I	mean	…”
“I	know,	I	know.	She	seems	to	like	you	too.”
The	boy	hesitated,	stared	out	at	 the	blue	water	for	a	moment,

then	 faced	Doro	 almost	 defiantly.	 “Do	 you	mean	 to	 keep	 her	 for
yourself?”

Doro	 smiled	 inwardly.	 “For	 a	 while,”	 he	 said.	 This	 was	 a
favorite	son,	a	rare,	rare	young	one	whose	talent	and	temperament
had	matured	exactly	as	Doro	had	intended.	Doro	had	controlled	the
breeding	of	Isaac’s	ancestors	for	millennia,	occasionally	producing
near	 successes	 that	 could	 be	 used	 in	 breeding,	 and	 dangerous,
destructive	 failures	 that	 had	 to	 be	 destroyed.	 Then,	 finally,	 true
success.	 Isaac.	 A	 healthy,	 sane	 son	 no	 more	 rebellious	 than	 was
wise	for	a	son	of	Doro,	but	powerful	enough	to	propel	a	ship	safely
through	a	hurricane.

Isaac	stared	off	in	the	direction	Anyanwu	had	gone.	He	shook
his	head	slowly.

“I	 can’t	 imagine	 how	your	 ability	 and	 hers	would	 combine,”
Doro	said,	watching	him.

Isaac	swung	around	in	sudden	hope.
“It	seems	to	me	the	small,	complex	things	she	does	within	her

body	would	require	some	of	the	same	ability	you	use	to	move	large
objects	outside	your	body.”

Isaac	 frowned.	 “How	 can	 she	 tell	 what	 she’s	 doing	 down
inside	herself?”

“Apparently,	 she’s	 also	 a	 little	 like	 one	 of	 my	 Virginia
families.	They	can	tell	what’s	going	on	in	closed	places	or	in	places
miles	 from	 them.	 I’ve	 been	 planning	 to	 get	 you	 together	 with	 a
couple	of	them.”

“I	 can	 see	why.	 I’d	 be	better	myself	 if	 I	 could	 see	 that	way.
Wouldn’t	have	run	the	Mary	Magdalene	onto	those	rocks	last	year.”

“You	did	well	enough—kept	us	afloat	until	we	made	port.”
“If	I	got	a	child	by	Anyanwu,	maybe	he’d	have	that	other	kind

of	sight.	I’d	rather	have	her	than	your	Virginians.”
Doro	laughed	aloud.	It	pleased	him	to	indulge	Isaac,	and	Isaac



knew	it.	Doro	was	surprised	sometimes	at	how	close	he	felt	 to	the
best	of	his	children.	And,	damn	his	curiosity,	he	did	want	to	know
what	sort	of	child	Isaac	and	Anyanwu	could	produce.	“You’ll	have
the	Virginians,”	he	said.	“You’ll	have	Anyanwu	too.	I’ll	share	her
with	you.	Later.”

“When?”	Isaac	did	nothing	to	conceal	his	eagerness.
“Later,	I	said.	This	is	a	dangerous	time	for	her.	She’s	leaving

behind	everything	she’s	ever	known,	and	she	has	no	clear	idea	what
she’s	exchanging	it	for.	If	we	force	too	much	on	her	now,	she	could
kill	herself	before	she’s	been	of	any	use	to	us.”



Chapter	Five

OKOYE	STAYED	IN	DORO’S	cabin	where	Anyanwu	could	care	for	him
until	his	sickness	abated.	Then	Doro	sent	him	below	with	the	rest	of
the	 slaves.	Once	 the	 ship	was	under	way	and	beyond	 sight	of	 the
African	coast,	the	slaves	were	permitted	to	roam	where	they	pleased
above	or	below	deck.	In	fact,	since	they	had	little	or	no	work	to	do,
they	had	more	freedom	than	the	crew.	Thus,	there	was	no	reason	for
Okoye	to	find	the	change	restrictive.	Doro	watched	him	carefully	at
first	to	see	that	he	was	intelligent	enough—or	frightened	enough—
not	to	start	trouble.	But	Anyanwu	had	introduced	him	to	Udenkwo,
and	 the	 young	 woman	 seemed	 to	 occupy	much	 of	 his	 time	 from
then	on.	Rebellion	seemed	not	to	occur	to	him	at	all.

“They	may	 not	 please	 each	 other	 as	much	 as	 they	 seem	 to,”
Anyanwu	told	Doro.	“Who	knows	what	is	in	their	minds?”

Doro	only	smiled.	What	was	in	the	young	people’s	minds	was
apparent	 to	 everyone.	Anyanwu	was	 still	 bothered	 by	 their	 blood
relationship.	 She	was	more	 a	 captive	 of	 her	 people’s	 beliefs	 than
she	realized.	She	seemed	 to	 feel	especially	guilty	about	 this	union
since	she	could	have	stopped	it	so	easily.	But	 it	was	clear	even	to
her	that	Okoye	and	Udenkwo	needed	each	other	now	as	she	needed
Doro.	Like	her,	they	were	feeling	very	vulnerable,	very	much	alone.

Several	 days	 into	 the	 voyage,	 Doro	 brought	 Okoye	 on	 deck
away	 from	Udenkwo	and	 told	him	 that	 the	 ship’s	 captain	had	 the
authority	to	perform	a	marriage	ceremony.

“The	white	man,	Woodley?”	Okoye	asked.	“What	has	he	to	do
with	us?”

“In	your	new	country,	if	you	wish	to	marry,	you	must	pledge
yourselves	before	a	priest	or	a	man	of	authority	like	Woodley.”

The	 boy	 shook	 his	 head	 doubtfully.	 “Everything	 is	 different
here.	I	do	not	know.	My	father	had	chosen	a	wife	for	me,	and	I	was
pleased	with	her.	Overtures	had	already	been	made	to	her	family.”



“You	 will	 never	 see	 her	 again.”	 Doro	 spoke	 with	 utter
conviction.	He	met	the	boy’s	angry	glare	calmly.	“The	world	is	not
a	gentle	place,	Okoye.”

“Shall	I	marry	because	you	say	so?”
For	a	moment,	Doro	said	nothing.	Let	the	boy	think	about	his

stupid	words	for	a	moment.	Finally,	Doro	said:	“When	I	speak	to	be
obeyed,	young	one,	you	will	know,	and	you	will	obey.”

Now	it	was	Okoye	who	kept	silent	thoughtfully,	and	though	he
tried	to	conceal	it,	fearfully.	“Must	I	marry?”	he	said	at	last.

“No.”
“She	had	a	husband.”
Doro	shrugged.
“What	will	you	do	with	us	in	this	homeland	of	yours?”
“Perhaps	nothing.	 I	will	give	you	 land	and	seed	and	some	of

my	 people	will	 help	 you	 learn	 the	ways	 of	 your	 new	 home.	You
will	 continue	 to	 learn	 English	 and	 perhaps	 Dutch.	 You	will	 live.
But	in	exchange	for	what	I	give,	you	will	obey	me	whether	I	come
to	you	tomorrow	or	forty	years	from	now.”

“What	must	I	do?”
“I	don’t	know	yet.	Perhaps	I	will	give	you	a	homeless	child	to

care	 for	 or	 a	 series	 of	 children.	 Perhaps	 you	 will	 give	 shelter	 to
adults	 who	 need	 it.	 Perhaps	 you	 will	 carry	 messages	 or	 deliver
goods	or	hold	property	for	me.	Perhaps	anything.	Anything	at	all.”

“Wrong	things	as	well	as	right?”
“Yes.”
“Perhaps	 I	will	 not	 obey	 then.	 Even	 a	 slave	must	 follow	 his

own	thoughts	sometimes.”
“That	is	your	decision,”	Doro	agreed.
“What	will	you	do?	Kill	me?”
“Yes.”
Okoye	looked	away,	rubbed	his	breast	where	the	branding	iron

had	 gouged.	 “I	 will	 obey,”	 he	 whispered.	 He	 was	 silent	 for	 a
moment,	then	spoke	again	wearily.	“I	wish	to	marry.	But	must	the
white	man	make	the	ceremony?”

“Shall	I	do	it?”



“Yes.”	Okoye	seemed	relieved.
So	 it	 was.	 Doro	 had	 no	 legal	 authority.	 He	 simply	 ordered

John	Woodley	 to	 take	 credit	 for	 performing	 the	 ceremony.	 It	was
the	 ceremony	 Doro	 wanted	 the	 slaves	 to	 accept,	 not	 the	 ship’s
captain.	As	they	had	begun	to	accept	unfamiliar	foods	and	strange
companions,	they	must	accept	new	customs.

There	 was	 no	 palm	 wine	 as	 Okoye’s	 family	 would	 have
provided	had	Okoye	taken	a	wife	at	home	in	his	village,	but	Doro
offered	rum	and	there	were	the	familiar	yams	and	other	foods,	less
familiar;	 there	 was	 a	 small	 feast.	 There	 were	 no	 relatives	 except
Doro	and	Anyanwu,	but	by	now	 the	slaves	and	some	members	of
the	crew	were	 familiar	and	welcome	as	guests.	Doro	 told	 them	 in
their	own	languages	what	was	happening	and	they	gathered	around
with	 laughter	 and	 gestures	 and	 comments	 in	 their	 own	 languages
and	 in	 fragmentary	 English.	 Sometimes	 their	 meaning	 was
unmistakably	clear,	and	Okoye	and	Udenkwo	were	caught	between
embarrassment	and	laughter.	In	the	benign	atmosphere	of	the	ship,
all	the	slaves	were	recovering	from	their	invariably	harsh	homeland
experiences.	Some	of	them	had	been	kidnapped	from	their	villages.
Some	had	been	sold	for	witchcraft	or	for	other	crimes	of	which	they
were	usually	not	guilty.	Some	had	been	born	slaves.	Some	had	been
enslaved	 during	 war.	 All	 had	 been	 treated	 harshly	 at	 some	 time
during	their	captivity.	All	had	lived	through	pain—more	pain	than
they	 cared	 to	 remember.	All	 had	 left	 kinsmen	 behind—husbands,
wives,	 parents,	 children	…	people	 they	 realized	by	now	 that	 they
would	not	see	again.

But	there	was	kindness	on	the	ship.	There	was	enough	food—
too	 much,	 since	 the	 slaves	 were	 so	 few.	 There	 were	 no	 chains.
There	were	blankets	to	warm	them	and	the	sea	air	on	deck	to	cool
them.	There	were	no	whips,	no	guns.	No	woman	was	raped.	People
wanted	to	go	home,	but	like	Okoye,	they	feared	Doro	too	much	to
complain	 or	 revolt.	 Most	 of	 them	 could	 not	 have	 said	 why	 they
feared	him,	 but	 he	was	 the	 one	man	 they	 all	 knew—the	one	who
could	speak,	at	least	in	limited	fashion,	with	all	of	them.	And	once
he	 had	 spoken	 with	 them,	 they	 shied	 away	 from	 attacking	 him,



from	doing	anything	that	might	bring	his	anger	down	on	them.
“What	 have	 you	 done	 to	 them	 to	 make	 them	 so	 afraid?”

Anyanwu	asked	him	on	the	night	of	the	wedding.
“Nothing,”	Doro	said	honestly.	“You	have	seen	me	with	them.

I’ve	harmed	no	one.”	He	could	see	that	she	was	not	satisfied	with
this,	but	that	did	not	matter.	“You	do	not	know	what	this	ship	could
be,”	 he	 told	 her.	And	 he	 began	 to	 describe	 to	 her	 a	 slave	 ship—
people	packed	together	so	that	they	could	hardly	move	and	chained
in	 place	 so	 that	 they	 had	 to	 lie	 in	 their	 own	 filth,	 beatings,	 the
women	 routinely	 raped,	 torture	…	 large	numbers	of	 slaves	dying.
All	suffering.

“Waste!”	 Doro	 finished	with	 disgust.	 “But	 those	 ships	 carry
slaves	for	sale.	My	people	are	only	for	my	own	use.”

Anyanwu	 stared	 at	 him	 in	 silence	 for	 a	moment.	 “Shall	 I	 be
glad	 that	 your	 slaves	will	 not	 be	wasted?”	 she	 asked.	 “Or	 shall	 I
fear	the	uses	you	will	find	for	them?”

He	 laughed	at	her	 seriousness	and	gave	her	a	 little	brandy	 to
drink	in	celebration	of	her	grandchildren’s	wedding.	He	would	put
her	 off	 for	 as	 long	 as	 he	 could.	 She	 did	 not	want	 answers	 to	 her
questions.	She	could	have	answered	them	herself.	Why	did	she	fear
him?	To	what	 use	 did	 she	 expect	 to	 be	 put?	She	 understood.	 She
was	 simply	 sparing	 herself.	He	would	 spare	 her	 too.	 She	was	 his
most	valuable	cargo,	and	he	was	inclined	to	treat	her	gently.

Okoye	 and	 Udenkwo	 had	 been	 married	 for	 only	 two	 days
when	 the	 great	 storm	 hit.	 Anyanwu,	 sleeping	 beside	 Doro	 in	 his
too-soft	bed,	was	awakened	by	 the	drumming	of	 rain	and	 running
feet	above.	The	ship	lurched	and	rolled	sickeningly,	and	Anyanwu
resigned	 herself	 to	 enduring	 another	 storm.	Her	 first	 storm	 at	 sea
had	been	brief	and	violent	and	terrifying,	but	at	least	experiencing	it
gave	 her	 some	 idea	 what	 to	 expect	 now.	 The	 crew	 would	 be	 on
deck,	shouting,	struggling	with	the	sails,	rushing	about	in	controlled
confusion.	 The	 slaves	 would	 be	 sick	 and	 frightened	 in	 their
quarters,	 and	 Doro	 would	 gather	 with	 Isaac	 and	 a	 few	 other
members	of	the	crew	whose	duties	seemed	to	involve	nothing	more



than	 standing	 together,	watching	 the	 trouble,	 and	waiting	 for	 it	 to
end.

“What	do	you	do	when	you	gather	with	them?”	she	had	asked
him	once,	 thinking	 that	perhaps	even	he	had	gods	he	 turned	 to	 in
times	of	danger.

“Nothing,”	he	told	her.
“Then	…	why	do	you	gather?”
“We	might	be	needed,”	he	answered.	“The	men	I	gather	with

are	my	sons.	They	have	special	abilities	that	could	be	useful.”
He	 would	 tell	 her	 nothing	 more—would	 not	 speak	 of	 these

newly	acknowledged	sons	except	in	warning.	“Leave	them	alone,”
he	said.	“Isaac	 is	 the	best	of	 them,	safe	and	stable.	The	others	are
not	safe—not	even	for	you.”

Now	 he	 went	 up	 to	 his	 sons	 again,	 throwing	 on	 the	 white
man’s	 clothing	 he	 had	 taken	 to	 wearing	 as	 he	 ran.	 Anyanwu
followed	 him,	 depending	 on	 her	 strength	 and	 agility	 to	 keep	 her
safe.

On	deck,	 she	 found	wind	and	 rain	more	violent	 than	she	had
imagined.	 There	 were	 blue-white	 flares	 of	 lightning	 followed	 by
absolute	blackness.	Great	waves	 swept	 the	deck	and	would	 surely
have	 washed	 her	 overboard,	 but	 for	 her	 speed	 and	 strength.	 She
held	 on,	 adjusting	 her	 eyes	 as	 quickly	 as	 she	 could.	 There	 was
always	a	 little	 light,	even	when	ordinary	vision	perceived	nothing.
Finally,	she	could	see—and	she	could	hear	above	the	wind	and	rain
and	 waves.	 Fragments	 of	 desperate	 English	 reached	 her	 and	 she
longed	to	understand.	But	if	the	words	were	meaningless,	there	was
no	mistaking	the	tone.	These	people	thought	they	might	die	soon.

Someone	 slammed	 into	her,	 knocking	her	down,	 then	 fell	 on
her.	She	could	see	that	it	was	only	a	crewman,	battered	by	wind	and
waves.	Most	men	had	lashed	themselves	securely	to	whatever	well-
anchored	objects	they	could	find,	and	now,	strove	only	to	endure.

The	 wind	 picked	 up	 suddenly,	 and	 with	 it	 came	 a	 great
mountain	of	water—a	wave	that	rolled	the	ship	over	almost	onto	its
side.	Anyanwu	caught	the	crewman’s	arm	and,	with	her	other	hand,
held	onto	the	rail.	If	she	had	not,	both	she	and	the	man	would	have



been	 swept	 overboard.	 She	 dragged	 the	man	 closer	 to	 her	 so	 that
she	 could	 get	 an	 arm	 around	 him.	 Then	 for	 several	 seconds	 she
simply	held	on.	Back	past	 the	 third	of	 the	great	 treelike	masts,	on
what	 Isaac	 had	 called	 the	 poop	 deck,	 Doro	 stood	 with	 Isaac	 and
three	 other	men—the	 sons,	 waiting	 to	 see	whether	 they	 could	 be
useful.	Surely	it	was	time	for	them	to	do	whatever	they	could.

She	 could	 distinguish	 Isaac	 easily	 from	 the	 others.	He	 stood
apart,	 his	 arms	 raised,	 his	 face	 turned	 down	 and	 to	 one	 side	 to
escape	 some	 of	 the	 wind	 and	 rain,	 his	 clothing	 and	 yellow	 hair
whipping	about.	For	an	instant,	she	thought	he	looked	at	her—or	in
her	direction—but	he	could	not	have	seen	her	through	the	darkness
and	 rain.	She	watched	him,	 fascinated.	He	had	not	 tied	himself	 to
anything	 as	 the	 others	 had,	 yet	 he	 stood	 holding	 his	 strange	 pose
while	the	ship	rolled	beneath	him.

The	wind	blew	harder.	Waves	 swept	 high	over	 the	 deck	 and
there	were	moments	when	Anyanwu	found	even	her	great	strength
strained,	moments	when	it	would	have	been	so	easy	to	let	the	half-
drowned	crewman	go.	But	she	had	not	saved	the	man’s	life	only	to
throw	it	away.	She	could	see	that	other	crewmen	were	holding	on
with	fingers	and	line.	She	saw	no	one	washed	overboard.	But	still,
Isaac	stood	alone,	not	even	holding	on	with	his	hands,	and	utterly
indifferent	to	wind	and	waves.

The	ship	seemed	to	be	moving	faster.	Anyanwu	felt	increased
pressure	from	the	wind,	felt	her	body	lashed	so	hard	by	the	rain	that
she	 tried	 to	 curl	 away	 from	 it	 against	 the	 crewman’s	 body.	 It
seemed	 that	 the	 ship	was	 sailing	 against	 the	wind,	moving	 like	 a
spirit-thing,	 raising	 waves	 of	 its	 own.	 Terrified,	 Anyanwu	 could
only	hold	on.

Then,	gradually,	 the	cloud	cover	broke,	and	 there	were	 stars.
There	was	a	full	moon	reflecting	fragmented	light	off	calm	waters.
The	waves	 had	 become	 gentle	 and	 lapped	 harmlessly	 at	 the	 ship,
and	 the	 wind	 became	 no	 more	 than	 a	 cold	 breeze	 against
Anyanwu’s	wet,	nearly	naked	body.

Anyanwu	 released	 the	 crewman	 and	 stood	 up.	 Around	 the
ship,	people	were	suddenly	shouting,	freeing	themselves,	rushing	to



Isaac.	 Anyanwu’s	 crewman	 picked	 himself	 up	 slowly,	 looked	 at
Isaac,	 then	at	Anyanwu.	Dazed,	he	 looked	up	at	 the	clear	sky,	 the
moon.	Then	with	a	hoarse	cry	and	no	backward	glance	at	Anyanwu,
he	rushed	toward	Isaac.

Anyanwu	watched	the	cheering	for	a	moment—knew	it	 to	be
cheering	now—then	stumbled	below,	and	back	to	her	cabin.	There,
she	found	water	everywhere.	It	sloshed	on	the	floor	and	the	bed	was
sodden.	She	 stood	 in	 it	 staring	helplessly	until	Doro	 came	 to	 her,
saw	 the	 condition	 of	 the	 cabin,	 and	 took	 her	 away	 to	 another,
somewhat	drier	one.

“Were	you	on	deck?”	he	asked	her.
She	nodded.
“Then	you	saw.”
She	 turned	 to	 stare	 at	 him,	 uncomprehending.	 “What	 did	 I

see?”
“The	 very	 best	 of	 my	 sons,”	 he	 said	 proudly.	 “Isaac	 doing

what	he	was	born	 to	do.	He	brought	us	 through	 the	storm—faster
than	any	ship	was	ever	intended	to	move.”

“How?”
“How!”	Doro	mocked,	 laughing.	 “How	 do	 you	 change	 your

shape,	woman?	How	have	you	lived	for	three	hundred	years?”
She	blinked,	went	to	lie	down	on	the	bed.	Finally,	she	looked

around	at	the	cabin	he	had	brought	her	to.	“Whose	place	is	this?”
“The	captain’s,”	said	Doro.	“He’ll	have	to	make	do	with	less

for	a	while.	You	stay	here.	Rest.”
“Are	all	your	sons	so	powerful?”
He	laughed	again.	“Your	mind	is	 leaping	around	tonight.	But

that’s	 not	 surprising,	 I	 suppose.	 My	 other	 sons	 do	 other	 things.
None	of	them	manage	their	abilities	as	well	as	Isaac,	though.”

Anyanwu	lay	down	wearily.	She	was	not	especially	tired—her
body	was	not	 tired.	The	strain	she	had	endured	was	of	a	kind	that
should	 not	 have	 bothered	 her	 at	 all	 once	 it	 was	 over.	 It	 was	 her
spirit	that	was	weary.	She	needed	time	to	sleep.	Then	she	needed	to
go	 and	 find	 Isaac	 and	 look	 at	 him	 and	 see	 what	 she	 could	 see
beyond	the	smiling,	yellow-haired	young	man.



She	 closed	 her	 eyes	 and	 slept,	 not	 knowing	 whether	 Doro
would	 lie	down	beside	her	or	not.	 It	was	not	until	 later,	when	she
awoke	alone	 that	she	realized	he	had	not.	Someone	was	pounding
on	her	door.

She	 shook	off	 sleep	 easily	 and	 got	 up	 to	 open	 the	 door.	The
moment	 she	did,	a	very	 tall,	 thin	crewman	 thrust	a	 semiconscious
Isaac	through	it	into	her	arms.

She	staggered	for	a	moment,	more	from	surprise	than	from	the
boy’s	weight.	She	had	caught	him	reflexively.	Now	she	felt	the	cold
waxiness	of	his	skin.	He	did	not	seem	to	know	her,	or	even	to	see
her.	His	eyes	were	half	open	and	staring.	Without	her	arms	around
him,	he	would	have	fallen.

She	lifted	him	as	though	he	were	a	child,	laid	him	on	the	bed,
and	covered	him	with	a	blanket.	Then	she	looked	up	and	saw	that
the	thin	crewman	was	still	 there.	He	was	a	green-eyed	man	with	a
head	 that	 was	 too	 long	 and	 bones	 that	 seemed	 about	 to	 break
through	his	 splotchy,	unshaven	brown	 skin.	He	was	a	white	man,
but	the	sun	had	parched	him	unevenly	and	he	looked	diseased.	He
was	one	 of	 the	 ugliest	men	Anyanwu	had	 ever	 seen.	And	he	was
one	of	those	who	had	stood	beside	Doro	during	the	storm—another
son.	A	much	lesser	son,	if	looks	mattered.	This	was	one	of	the	sons
Doro	had	ordered	her	to	avoid.	Well,	she	would	willingly	avoid	him
if	he	would	only	leave.	He	had	brought	her	Isaac.	Now,	he	should
go	away	and	let	her	give	the	boy	what	care	she	could.	In	the	back	of
her	mind,	she	wondered	over	and	over	what	could	be	wrong	with	a
boy	 who	 could	 speed	 great	 ships	 through	 the	 water.	 What	 had
happened?	Why	had	Doro	not	told	her	Isaac	was	sick?

Her	thought	of	Doro	repeated	itself	strangely	as	a	kind	of	echo
within	 her	 mind.	 She	 could	 see	 Doro	 suddenly—or	 an	 image	 of
him.	 She	 saw	 him	 as	 a	 white	 man,	 yellow-haired	 like	 Isaac,	 and
green-eyed	 like	 the	 ugly	 crewman.	 She	 had	 never	 seen	 Doro	 as
white,	 had	 never	 heard	 him	describe	 one	 of	 his	white	 bodies,	 but
she	knew	absolutely	that	she	was	seeing	him	as	he	had	appeared	in
one	 of	 them.	She	 saw	 the	 image	 giving	 Isaac	 to	 her—placing	 the
half-conscious	boy	into	her	arms.	Then	abruptly,	wrenchingly,	she



saw	 herself	 engaged	 in	 wild	 frantic	 sexual	 intercourse,	 first	 with
Isaac,	 then	with	 this	 ugly	 green-eyed	man	whose	name	was	Lale.
Lale	Sachs.

How	did	she	know	that?
What	was	happening!
The	 green-eyed	 man	 laughed,	 and	 somehow	 his	 grating

laughter	echoed	within	her	as	had	the	thought	of	Doro.	Somehow,
this	man	was	within	her	very	thoughts!

She	 lunged	at	him	and	 thrust	him	back	 through	 the	door,	her
push	hard	enough	to	move	a	much	heavier	man.	He	flew	backward
out	 of	 control,	 and	 she	 slammed	 the	 door	 shut	 the	 instant	 he	was
through	 it.	 Even	 so,	 the	 terrible	 link	 she	 had	 with	 him	 was	 not
broken.	She	felt	pain	as	he	fell	and	struck	his	head—stunning	pain
that	dropped	her	 to	her	knees	where	 she	crouched	dizzily	holding
her	head.

Then	the	pain	was	gone.	He	was	gone	from	her	thoughts.	But
he	 was	 coming	 through	 the	 door	 again,	 shouting	 words	 that	 she
knew	were	curses.	He	seized	her	by	the	throat,	literally	lifted	her	to
her	 feet	 by	 her	 neck.	He	was	 no	weak	man,	 but	 his	 strength	was
nothing	 compared	 to	 her	 own.	 She	 struck	 him	 randomly,	 as	 she
broke	away,	and	heard	him	cry	out	with	pain.

She	looked	at	him,	and	for	an	instant,	she	saw	him	clearly,	the
too-long	 face	 twisted	 with	 pain	 and	 anger,	 its	 mouth	 open	 and
gasping,	its	nose	smashed	flat	and	spurting	blood.	She	had	hurt	him
more	than	she	intended,	but	she	did	not	care.	No	one	had	the	right
to	 go	 tampering	 with	 the	 very	 thoughts	 in	 her	 mind.	 Then	 the
bloody	face	was	gone.

A	thing	stood	before	her—a	being	more	terrible	than	any	spirit
she	 could	 imagine.	A	 great,	 horned,	 scaly	 lizard-thing	 of	 vaguely
human	shape,	but	with	a	thick	lashing	tail	and	a	scaly	dog	head	with
huge	teeth	set	in	jaws	that	could	surely	break	a	man’s	arm.

In	terror,	Anyanwu	transformed	herself.
It	was	painful	to	change	so	quickly.	It	was	agonizing.	She	bore

the	pain	with	a	whimper	that	came	out	as	a	snarl.	She	had	become	a
leopard,	lithe	and	strong,	fast	and	razor-clawed.	She	sprang.



The	spirit	screamed,	collapsed,	and	became	a	man	again.
Anyanwu	hesitated,	stood	on	his	chest	staring	down	at	him.	He

was	unconscious.	He	was	a	vicious,	deadly	being.	Best	to	kill	him
now	 before	 he	 could	 come	 to	 and	 control	 her	 thoughts	 again.	 It
seemed	wrong	 to	kill	 a	helpless	man,	but	 if	 this	man	came	 to,	 he
might	well	kill	her.

“Anyanwu!”
Doro.	She	closed	her	ears	to	him.	With	a	snarl,	she	tore	out	the

throat	of	the	being	under	her	feet.	In	one	way,	that	was	a	mistake.
She	tasted	blood.

The	 speed	 of	 her	 change	 had	 depleted	 her	 as	 nothing	 else
could.	She	had	 to	 feed	 soon.	Now!	She	 slashed	her	 victim’s	 shirt
out	of	the	way	and	tore	flesh	from	his	breast.	She	fed	desperately,
mindlessly	until	something	struck	her	hard	across	the	face.

She	 spat	 in	 pain	 and	 anger,	 realized	 dimly	 that	 Doro	 had
kicked	her.	Her	muscles	tensed.	She	could	kill	him.	She	could	kill
anyone	who	interfered	with	her	now.

He	 stood	 inches	 from	her,	 head	back,	 as	 though	offering	her
his	throat.	Which	was	exactly	what	he	was	doing,	of	course.

“Come,”	 he	 challenged.	 “Kill	 again.	 It	 has	 been	 a	 long	 time
since	I	was	a	woman.”

She	turned	from	him,	hunger	driven,	and	tore	more	flesh	from
the	body	of	his	son.

He	 lifted	 her	 bodily	 and	 threw	her	 off	 the	 corpse.	When	 she
tried	to	return	to	it,	he	kicked	her,	beat	her.

“Control	yourself,”	he	ordered.	“Become	a	woman!”
She	did	not	know	how	she	made	the	change.	She	did	not	know

what	held	her	from	tearing	him	to	pieces.	Fear?	She	would	not	have
thought	that	even	fear	could	hold	her	at	such	a	time.	Doro	had	not
seen	the	carnage	she	wrought	on	her	own	people	so	long	ago	when
they	 attacked	 her	 and	 forced	 her	 to	 change	 too	 quickly.	 She	 had
almost	 forgotten	 that	 part	 of	 the	 killing	 herself—the	 shame!	 Her
people	did	not	eat	human	flesh—but	she	had	eaten	it	then.	She	had
terrorized	them	into	forgiving	her,	 they	outlived	all	but	 the	legend
of	 what	 she	 had	 done—or	 her	 mother	 had	 done,	 or	 her



grandmother.	 People	 died.	 Their	 children	 ceased	 to	 be	 certain	 of
exactly	 what	 had	 happened.	 The	 story	 became	 interwoven	 with
spirits	 and	 gods.	 But	 what	 would	 she	 do	 now?	 She	 could	 not
terrorize	Doro	into	forgetting	the	grisly	corpse	on	the	floor.

Human	 again,	 she	 lay	 on	 the	 floor,	 face	 down	 and	 averted
from	the	corpse.	She	was	surprised	that	Doro	did	not	go	on	beating
her,	that	he	did	not	kill	her.	She	had	no	doubt	that	he	could.

He	 lifted	 her,	 ignoring	 the	 blood	 that	 covered	 much	 of	 her
body,	and	placed	her	on	the	bed	beside	Isaac.	She	lay	there,	 limp,
not	 looking	 at	 him.	 Oh,	 but	 the	 meat	 was	 warm	 inside	 her.
Sustenance.	She	needed	more!

“Why	 is	 Isaac	 here?”	 asked	Doro.	 There	was	 nothing	 in	 his
voice.	Not	even	anger.

“The	 other	 one	 brought	 him.	 Lale	 Sachs.	 He	 said	 you	 sent
Isaac	to	me	…”	She	stopped,	confused.	“No.	He	did	not	say	it,	he
…	he	was	in	my	thoughts,	he	…”

“I	know.”
She	turned	finally	to	look	at	him.	He	looked	tired,	haggard.	He

looked	 like	 a	man	 in	pain,	 and	 she	wanted	 to	 touch	him,	 comfort
him.	But	her	hands	were	covered	with	blood.

“What	else	did	he	tell	you?”
She	shook	her	head	back	and	forth	against	 the	bed.	“I	do	not

know.	He	showed	an	image	of	me	lying	with	Isaac,	then	lying	with
him.	 He	 made	 me	 see	 it—almost	 made	 me	 want	 it.”	 She	 turned
away	again.	 “When	 I	 tried	 to	 send	him	away	without	…	harming
him,	he	did	another	thing.	…Doro,	I	must	have	food!”	This	last	was
a	cry	of	pain.

He	 heard.	 “Stay	 here,”	 he	 said	 softly.	 “I’ll	 bring	 you
something.”

He	went	 away.	When	he	was	gone,	 it	 seemed	 that	 she	 could
smell	 the	meat	 on	 the	 floor.	 It	 beckoned	 to	 her.	 She	moaned	 and
turned	 her	 face	 down	 to	 the	 mattress.	 Beside	 her,	 Isaac	 made	 a
small	sound	and	moved	closer	to	her.	Surprised,	she	raised	her	head
to	look	at	him.

He	was	still	semiconscious.	His	eyes	were	closed	now,	but	she



could	 see	 that	 they	 moved	 under	 the	 lids.	 And	 his	 lips	 moved,
formed	silent	words.	He	had	almost	a	black	man’s	mouth,	 the	lips
fuller	than	those	of	the	other	whites	she	had	seen.	Stiff	yellow	hairs
grew	from	his	face,	showing	that	he	had	not	shaved	for	a	while.	He
had	a	broad,	square	face	not	unattractive	to	Anyanwu,	and	the	sun
had	 burned	 him	 a	 good,	 even	 brown.	 She	 wondered	 what	 white
women	thought	of	him.	She	wondered	how	white	women	looked.

“Food,	Anyanwu,”	Doro	said	softly.
She	jumped,	startled.	She	was	becoming	a	deaf	woman!	Doro

had	never	been	able	 to	 approach	her	unheard	before.	But	 that	did
not	matter.	Not	now.

She	seized	the	bread	and	meat	from	his	hands.	Both	were	hard
and	dry—the	kind	of	food	the	crew	ate	all	the	time,	but	they	were
no	 challenge	 to	 her	 teeth	 and	 jaws.	 Doro	 gave	 her	 wine	 and	 she
gulped	it	down.	The	fresh	meat	on	the	floor	would	have	been	better,
but	now	that	she	was	in	control	of	herself,	nothing	would	make	her
touch	that	again.

“Tell	 me	 all	 that	 happened,”	 said	 Doro	 when	 she	 had	 eaten
what	he	had	given	her.

She	 told	him.	She	needed	sleep	now,	but	not	as	badly	as	 she
had	needed	food.	And	he	deserved	to	know	why	his	son	had	died.

She	 expected	 some	 comment	 or	 action	 from	 him	 when	 she
finished,	 but	 he	 only	 shook	 his	 head	 and	 sighed.	 “Sleep	 now,
Anyanwu.	I	will	take	Lale	away,	and	Isaac.”

“But	…”
“Sleep.	 You	 are	 almost	 asleep	 now,	 almost	 talking	 in	 your

sleep.”	He	reached	over	her	and	lifted	Isaac	from	the	bed.
“What	happened	to	him?”	she	whispered.
“He	overextended	himself	just	as	you	did.	He	will	heal.”
“He	is	cold	…	so	cold.”
“You	would	warm	 him	 if	 I	 left	 him	 here.	 You	would	warm

him	as	Lale	 intended.	Even	your	strength	would	not	be	enough	 to
stop	him	once	he	began	to	awaken.”

And	before	her	slow,	drowsy	mind	could	question	 this,	Doro
and	 Isaac	 were	 gone.	 She	 never	 heard	 him	 come	 back	 for	 Lale,



never	 knew	 whether	 he	 returned	 to	 sleep	 beside	 her	 that	 night,
never	cared.

Lale	Sachs	was	dropped	 into	 the	 sea	 the	 next	 day.	Anyanwu
was	present	at	the	small	ceremony	Captain	Woodley	made.	She	had
not	wanted	to	be,	but	Doro	commanded	it.	He	told	everyone	what
she	had	done,	 then	made	her	 appear	 before	 them.	She	 thought	 he
did	it	to	shame	her,	and	she	was	ashamed.	But	later,	he	explained.

“It	was	for	your	protection,”	he	told	her.	“Everyone	aboard	has
been	 warned	 against	 molesting	 you.	 My	 sons	 have	 been	 doubly
warned.	Lale	chose	to	ignore	me.	I	cannot	seem	to	breed	stupidity
out	 of	 some	 of	my	 people.	 He	 thought	 it	 would	 be	 interesting	 to
watch	when	Isaac	came	to	as	hungry	for	a	woman	as	you	were	for
food.	He	 thought	perhaps	he	would	have	you	 too	when	 Isaac	had
finished.”

“But	how	could	he	 reach	out	 and	change	 the	 thoughts	 in	my
mind?”

“It	was	his	special	ability.	I’ve	had	men	who	were	better	at	it
—good	 enough	 to	 control	 you	 absolutely,	 even	 control	 your
changes.	You	would	be	no	more	than	clay	for	such	a	man	to	mold.
But	Lale	was	 the	best	of	his	generation	 to	survive.	His	kind	often
don’t	survive	long.”

“I	can	understand	that!”	Anyanwu	said.
“No,	you	can’t,”	Doro	told	her.	“But	you	will.”
She	turned	away.	They	were	on	deck,	so	she	stared	out	at	the

sea	 where	 several	 large	 fish	 were	 leaping	 into	 the	 air	 and	 arcing
down	again	into	the	water.	She	had	watched	such	creatures	before,
watched	 them	longingly.	She	 thought	she	could	do	what	 they	did,
thought	 she	could	become	one	of	 them.	She	could	almost	 feel	 the
sensation	of	wetness,	of	 strength,	of	moving	 through	 the	water	 as
swiftly	as	a	bird	through	the	air.	She	longed	to	try,	and	she	feared	to
try.	Now,	though,	she	did	not	 think	of	 trying.	She	thought	only	of
the	 body	 of	 Lale	 Sachs,	 wrapped	 in	 cloth,	 its	 gaping	 wounds
hidden.	 Would	 the	 leaping	 fish	 finish	 what	 she	 had	 begun?
Consume	the	rest	of	the	foolish,	ugly,	evil	man?



She	closed	her	eyes.	“What	shall	we	do	now,	Doro?	What	will
you	do	with	me?”

“What	 shall	 I	 do	 with	 you?”	 he	 mocked.	 He	 put	 his	 hands
around	her	waist	and	pulled	her	against	him.

Startled,	she	moved	away.	“I	have	killed	your	son.”
“Do	you	think	I	blame	you	for	that?”
She	said	nothing,	only	stared	at	him.
“I	 wanted	 him	 to	 live,”	 Doro	 said.	 “His	 kind	 are	 so

troublesome	 and	 so	 short-lived.	 …He	 has	 fathered	 only	 three
children.	 I	wanted	more	 from	him,	 but,	Anyanwu,	 if	 you	 had	 not
killed	 him,	 if	 he	 had	 succeeded	 in	what	 he	meant	 to	 do,	 I	would
have	killed	him	myself.”

She	 lowered	her	head,	 somehow	not	 really	 surprised.	 “Could
you	have	done	it?	Your	son?”

“Anyone,”	he	said.
She	looked	up	at	him,	questioning,	yet	not	wanting	answers.
“I	 control	 powerful	 people,”	 he	 said.	 “My	 people.	 The

destruction	 they	 can	 cause	 if	 they	 disobey	 me	 is	 beyond	 your
imagining.	Any	one	of	them,	any	group	of	them	who	refuse	to	obey
is	useless	to	me	and	dangerous	to	the	rest	of	my	people.”

She	moved	uncomfortably,	understanding	what	he	was	telling
her.	 She	 remembered	 his	 voice	 when	 he	 spoke	 to	 her	 the	 night
before.	“Come.	Kill	 again.	 It	 has	 been	 a	 long	 time	 since	 I	was	 a
woman!”	He	would	have	consumed	her	spirit	as	she	had	consumed
his	son’s	flesh.	He	would	be	wearing	her	body	today.

She	turned	to	look	out	at	the	leaping	fish	again,	and	when	he
drew	her	to	his	side	this	time,	she	did	not	move	away.	She	was	not
afraid;	she	was	relieved.	Some	part	of	her	mind	wondered	how	this
could	be,	but	she	had	no	answer.	People	did	not	react	rationally	to
Doro.	When	he	did	nothing,	 they	feared	him.	When	he	 threatened
them,	they	believed	him,	but	did	not	hate	him	or	flee.

“Isaac	is	well,”	he	told	her.
“Is	he?	What	did	he	do	for	his	hunger?”
“Endured	it	until	it	went	away.”
To	 her	 surprise,	 his	words	 sparked	 guilt	 in	 her.	 She	 had	 the



foolish	urge	 to	 find	 the	young	man	and	apologize	 for	not	keeping
him	with	her.	He	would	think	she	had	lost	her	senses.	“You	should
get	him	a	wife,”	she	told	Doro.

Doro	nodded	absently	“Soon,”	he	said.

There	 came	 a	 time	 when	 Doro	 said	 land	 was	 near—a	 time
when	 the	 strange	 food	 was	 rotten	 and	 full	 of	 worms	 and	 the
drinking	 water	 stank	 and	 the	 ship	 stank	 and	 the	 slaves	 fought
among	themselves	and	the	crewmen	fished	desperately	to	vary	their
disgusting	diet	and	the	sun’s	heat	 intensified	and	the	wind	did	not
blow.	 In	 the	 midst	 of	 all	 this	 discomfort,	 there	 were	 events	 that
Anyanwu	would	 recall	with	 pleasure	 for	 the	 rest	 of	 her	 life.	This
was	when	she	came	to	understand	clearly	just	what	Isaac’s	special
ability	was,	and	he	came	to	understand	her	own.

After	Lale’s	death,	she	avoided	the	boy	as	best	she	could	in	the
confined	 space	 of	 the	 ship,	 thinking	 that	 he	 might	 not	 be	 as
indifferent	 to	 the	death	of	a	brother	as	Doro	was	 to	 the	death	of	a
son.	But	Isaac	came	to	her.

He	 joined	 her	 at	 the	 rail	 one	 day	 as	 she	 stood	watching	 the
leaping	fish.	He	watched	them	himself	for	a	moment,	then	laughed.
She	 glanced	 up	 at	 him	 questioningly,	 and	 he	 pointed	 out	 to	 sea.
When	she	looked	there	again,	she	saw	one	of	the	great	fish	hanging
high	above	the	water,	struggling	in	midair.

It	was	as	though	the	creature	had	been	caught	in	some	invisible
net.	But	there	was	no	net.	There	was	nothing.

She	 looked	 at	 Isaac	 in	 amazement.	 “You?”	 she	 asked	 in	 her
uncertain	English.	“You	do	this?”

Isaac	only	smiled.	The	fish,	struggling	wildly,	drifted	closer	to
the	 ship.	Several	 crewmen	noticed	 it	 and	began	 shouting	at	 Isaac.
Anyanwu	 could	 not	 understand	 most	 of	 what	 they	 said,	 but	 she
knew	 they	wanted	 the	 fish.	 Isaac	made	 a	 gesture	 presenting	 it	 to
Anyanwu,	though	it	still	hung	over	the	water.	She	looked	around	at
the	eager	 crewmen,	 then	grinned.	She	beckoned	 for	 the	 fish	 to	be
brought	aboard.

Isaac	dropped	it	at	her	feet.



Everyone	ate	well	that	night.	Anyanwu	ate	better	than	anyone,
because	for	her,	the	flesh	of	the	fish	told	her	all	she	needed	to	know
about	 the	creature’s	physical	structure—all	she	needed	to	know	to
take	 its	 shape	and	 live	as	 it	did.	 Just	a	 small	amount	of	 raw	flesh
told	 her	 more	 than	 she	 had	 words	 to	 say.	 Within	 each	 bite,	 the
creature	told	her	its	story	clearly	thousands	of	times.	That	night	in
their	cabin,	Doro	caught	her	experimentally	turning	one	of	her	arms
into	a	flipper.

“What	are	you	doing!”	he	demanded,	with	what	sounded	like
revulsion.

She	 laughed	 like	 a	 child	 and	 stood	 up	 to	meet	 him,	 her	 arm
flowing	 easily	 back	 to	 its	 human	 shape.	 “Tomorrow,”	 she	 said,
“you	will	tell	Isaac	how	to	help	me,	and	I	will	swim	with	the	fish!	I
will	be	a	fish!	I	can	do	it	now!	I	have	wanted	to	for	so	long.”

“How	 do	 you	 know	 you	 can?”	 Curiosity	 quickly	 drove	 any
negative	feelings	from	him,	as	usual.	She	told	him	of	the	messages
she	 had	 read	within	 the	 flesh	 of	 the	 fish.	 “Messages	 as	 clear	 and
fine	as	those	in	your	books,”	she	told	him.	Privately	she	thought	her
flesh-messages	 even	 more	 specific	 than	 the	 books	 he	 had
introduced	 her	 to,	 read	 to	 her	 from.	But	 the	 books	were	 the	 only
example	she	could	think	of	that	he	might	understand.	“It	seems	that
you	could	misunderstand	your	books,”	she	said.	“Other	men	made
them.	Other	men	can	lie	or	make	mistakes.	But	 the	flesh	can	only
tell	me	what	it	is.	It	has	no	other	story.”

“But	 how	 do	 you	 read	 it?”	 he	 asked.	Read.	 If	 he	 used	 that
English	word,	he	too	saw	the	similarity.

“My	body	reads	it—reads	everything.	Did	you	know	that	fish
breathes	air	as	we	do?	I	thought	it	would	breathe	water	like	the	ones
we	caught	and	dried	at	home.”

“It	was	a	dolphin,”	Doro	murmured.
“But	 it	 was	 more	 like	 a	 land	 thing	 than	 a	 fish.	 Inside,	 it	 is

much	like	a	land	animal.	The	changes	I	make	will	not	be	as	great	as
I	thought.”

“Did	 you	 have	 to	 eat	 leopard	 flesh	 to	 learn	 to	 become	 a
leopard?”



She	 shook	 her	 head.	 “No,	 I	 could	 see	what	 the	 leopard	was
like.	I	could	mold	myself	into	what	I	saw.	I	was	not	a	true	leopard,
though,	 until	 I	 killed	 one	 and	 ate	 a	 little	 of	 it.	 At	 first,	 I	 was	 a
woman	 pretending	 to	 be	 a	 leopard—clay	 molded	 into	 leopard
shape.	Now	when	I	change,	I	am	a	leopard.”

“And	 now	 you	 will	 be	 a	 dolphin.”	 He	 gazed	 at	 her.	 “You
cannot	know	how	valuable	you	are	to	me.	Shall	I	let	you	do	this?”

That	 startled	 her.	 It	 had	 not	 occurred	 to	 her	 that	 he	 would
disapprove.	“It	is	a	harmless	thing,”	she	said.

“A	dangerous	thing.	What	do	you	know	of	the	sea?”
“Nothing.	 But	 tomorrow	 I	 will	 begin	 to	 learn.	 Have	 Isaac

watch	me;	I	will	stay	near	the	surface.	If	he	sees	that	I’m	in	trouble,
he	can	lift	me	out	of	the	water	and	let	me	change	back	on	deck.”

“Why	do	you	want	to	do	this?”
She	cast	about	for	a	reason	she	could	put	into	words,	a	reason

other	than	the	wrenching	longing	she	had	felt	when	she	watched	the
dolphins	leaping	and	diving.	It	was	like	the	days	at	home	when	she
had	 watched	 eagles	 fly	 until	 she	 could	 no	 longer	 stand	 to	 only
watch.	She	had	killed	an	eagle	and	eaten	and	learned	and	flown	as
no	human	was	ever	meant	to	fly.	She	had	flown	away,	escaping	her
town,	her	duties,	her	kinsmen.	But	after	a	while,	she	had	flown	back
to	her	people.	Where	else	could	she	go?	Afterward,	 though,	when
the	seasons	with	them	grew	long	and	the	duties	tiresome,	when	the
kinsmen	 by	 themselves	 became	 a	 great	 tribe,	 she	 would	 escape
again.	She	would	fly.	There	was	danger.	Men	hunted	her	and	once
had	nearly	killed	her.	She	made	an	exceptionally	 large,	handsome
eagle.	But	fear	never	kept	her	out	of	the	sky.	Nor	would	it	keep	her
out	of	the	water.

“I	want	this,”	she	told	Doro.	“I	will	do	it	without	Isaac	if	you
keep	him	from	helping	me.”

Doro	 shook	 his	 head.	 “Were	 you	 this	 way	 with	 your	 other
husbands—telling	 them	 what	 you	 would	 do	 in	 spite	 of	 their
wishes?”

“Yes,”	 she	 said	 seriously,	 and	was	very	much	 relieved	when
he	laughed	aloud.	Better	to	amuse	him	than	to	anger	him.



The	next	day	 she	 stood	by	 the	 rail,	watching	Doro	and	 Isaac
argue	 in	English.	 It	was	 Isaac	who	did	most	of	 the	arguing.	Doro
said	 only	 a	 few	 words,	 and	 then	 later	 repeated	 them	 exactly.
Anyanwu	 could	 find	 only	 one	 word	 in	 what	 Isaac	 said	 that	 was
repeated.	The	word	was	“shark,”	and	Isaac	said	it	with	vehemence.
But	he	stopped	when	he	saw	how	little	attention	Doro	was	paying
to	him.	And	Doro	turned	to	face	her.

“Isaac	fears	for	you,”	he	told	her.
“Will	he	help?”
“Yes—though	I	told	him	he	didn’t	have	to.”
“I	thought	you	were	speaking	for	me!”
“In	this,	I	am	only	translating.”
His	attitude	puzzled	her.	He	was	not	angry,	not	even	annoyed.

He	did	not	even	seem	to	be	as	concerned	for	her	as	Isaac	was,	and
yet	he	said	he	valued	her.	“What	is	a	shark?”	she	asked.

“A	 fish,”	Doro	 said.	 “A	 large	 flesh	 eater,	 a	 killer	 at	 least	 as
deadly	in	the	sea	as	your	leopards	are	on	land.”

“You	did	not	say	there	were	such	things.”
He	 looked	at	 the	water.	 “It	 is	 as	dangerous	down	 there	 as	 in

your	forests,”	he	told	her.	“You	need	not	go.”
“You	didn’t	try	hard	to	stop	me	from	going.”
“No.”
“Why?”
“I	want	to	see	whether	you	can	do	it	or	not.”
He	 reminded	her	of	one	of	her	 sons	who,	when	he	was	very

young,	had	thrown	several	fowls	into	the	river	to	see	whether	they
could	swim.

“Stay	near	the	dolphins	if	they	let	you,”	Doro	said.	“Dolphins
know	how	to	deal	with	sharks.”

Anyanwu	tore	off	her	cloth	and	dived	 into	 the	sea	before	her
confidence	deserted	her	entirely.	There,	she	transformed	herself	as
quickly	 as	was	 comfortable.	 She	 became	 the	 dolphin	whose	 flesh
she	had	eaten.

And	 she	 was	 moving	 through	 the	 water	 alongside	 the	 ship,
propelling	her	long,	sleek	body	forward	with	easy	beats	of	her	tail.



She	was	seeing	differently,	her	eyes	now	on	 the	sides	of	her	head
instead	of	 in	 front.	Her	head	had	extended	 itself	 into	a	hard	beak.
She	was	breathing	differently—or	rather,	 she	was	not	breathing	at
all	 until	 she	 felt	 the	 need	 and	 found	 herself	 surfacing	 in	 a	 slow
forward	roll	that	exposed	her	blowhole-nose	briefly	and	allowed	her
to	expel	her	breath	and	 take	new	air	 into	her	 lungs.	She	observed
herself	minutely,	saw	that	her	dolphin	body	used	the	air	it	breathed
much	more	efficiently	 than	an	ordinary	human	body.	The	dolphin
body	knew	tricks	her	own	human	body	had	taken	time	and	pain	to
learn.	How	to	expel	and	renew	a	much	larger	portion	of	the	air	in	its
lungs	with	each	breath.	How	to	leach	more	of	the	usable	portion	of
that	air	from	the	rest,	 the	waste,	and	use	it	 to	fuel	the	body.	Other
things.	None	of	it	was	new	to	her,	but	she	thought	she	would	have
learned	it	all	much	sooner	and	more	easily	with	the	help	of	a	bit	of
dolphin	 flesh.	 Instead,	 she	 had	 had	 only	 men	 who	 attempted	 to
drown	her.

She	reveled	in	the	strength	and	speed	of	her	new	body,	and	in
its	 keen	 hearing.	 In	 her	 human	 shape,	 she	 kept	 her	 hearing
abnormally	 keen—kept	 all	 her	 senses	 keen.	 But	 dolphin	 hearing
was	 superior	 to	 anything	 she	 had	 ever	 created	 in	 herself.	 As	 a
dolphin,	 she	 could	 close	 her	 eyes	 and	 perceive	 an	 only	 slightly
diminished	world	around	her	with	her	ears.	She	could	make	sounds
and	they	would	come	back	to	her	as	echoes	bearing	with	them	the
story	 of	 all	 that	 lay	 before	 her.	 She	 had	 never	 imagined	 such
hearing.

Finally,	 she	 directed	 her	 attention	 from	 herself	 to	 the	 other
dolphins.	 She	 had	 heard	 them	 too,	 chattering	 not	 far	 from	 her,
keeping	 alongside	 the	 ship	 as	 she	 did.	 Strangely,	 their	 chatter
sounded	 more	 human	 now—more	 like	 speech,	 like	 a	 foreign
speech.	She	swam	toward	them	slowly,	uncertainly.	How	did	they
greet	strangers?	How	would	they	greet	one	small,	ignorant	female?
If	 they	 were	 speaking	 among	 themselves	 somehow,	 they	 would
think	her	mute—or	mad.

A	dolphin	swam	to	meet	her,	paralleled	her,	observing	her	out
of	one	 lively	eye.	This	was	a	male,	 she	 realized,	and	she	watched



him	with	interest.	After	a	moment,	he	swam	closer	and	rubbed	his
body	 against	 hers.	 Dolphin	 skin,	 she	 discovered,	 was	 pleasantly
sensitive.	It	was	not	scaly	as	was	the	skin	of	true	fish	which	she	had
never	imitated,	but	whose	bodies	she	understood.	The	male	brushed
her	again,	chattering	in	a	way	she	felt	was	questioning,	then	swam
away.	She	turned,	checking	the	position	of	the	ship,	and	saw	that	by
keeping	up	with	the	dolphins,	she	was	also	keeping	up	with	it.	She
swam	after	the	male.

There	were	advantages,	she	thought,	to	being	a	female	animal.
The	males	of	some	species	fought	each	other,	mindlessly	possessive
of	 territory	 or	 females.	 She	 could	 remember	 being	 bullied	 as	 a
female	 animal,	 being	pursued	by	persistent	males,	but	only	 in	her
true	 woman-shape	 could	 she	 remember	 being	 seriously	 hurt	 by
males—men.	It	was	only	accident	that	made	her	a	female	dolphin;
she	had	eaten	the	flesh	of	a	female.	But	it	was	a	fortunate	accident.

A	very	small	dolphin,	a	baby,	she	assumed,	came	to	make	her
acquaintance,	and	she	swam	slowly,	allowing	it	 to	 investigate	her.
Eventually,	 its	 mother	 called	 it	 away,	 and	 she	 was	 alone	 again.
Alone,	but	surrounded	by	creatures	like	herself—creatures	she	was
finding	it	harder	to	think	of	as	animals.	Swimming	with	them	was
like	being	with	another	people.	A	friendly	people.	No	slavers	with
brands	and	chains	here.	No	Doro	with	gentle,	terrible	threats	to	her
children,	to	her.

As	time	passed,	several	dolphins	approached	to	touch	her,	rub
themselves	 against	 her,	 get	 acquainted.	When	 the	 male	 who	 had
touched	 her	 first	 returned,	 she	 was	 startled	 to	 realize	 that	 she
recognized	him.	His	touch	was	his	touch—not	quite	like	that	of	any
of	the	others	as	they	were	not	quite	like	each	other.

Suddenly,	 he	 leaped	 high	 out	 of	 the	 water	 and	 arced	 back,
landing	some	distance	ahead	of	her.	She	wondered	why	she	had	not
tried	this	herself	and	leaped	a	short	distance.	Her	dolphin	body	was
wonderfully	agile.	She	seemed	to	fly	through	the	air,	plunging	back
smoothly	 and	 leaping	 again	without	 strain	or	weariness.	This	was
the	 best	 body	 she	 had	 ever	 shaped	 for	 herself.	 If	 only	 dolphin
speech	came	as	easily	as	dolphin	movement.	Some	part	of	her	mind



wondered	why	it	did	not,	wondered	whether	Doro	was	superior	 to
her	 in	 this.	Did	he	gain	a	new	language,	new	knowledge	when	he
took	 a	 new	 body—since	 he	 actually	 did	 possess	 the	 body,	 not
merely	duplicate	it?

Her	 male	 dolphin	 came	 to	 touch	 her	 again	 and	 drove	 all
thoughts	of	Doro	from	her	mind.	She	understood	that	the	dolphin’s
interest	had	become	more	than	casual.	He	stayed	close	to	her	now,
touching	her,	matching	his	movements	with	her	own.	She	realized
that	she	did	not	mind	his	attention.	She	had	avoided	animal	matings
in	 the	 past.	 She	 was	 a	 woman.	 Intercourse	 with	 an	 animal	 was
abomination.	She	would	feel	unclean	reverting	to	her	human	form
with	the	seed	of	a	male	animal	inside	her.

But	now	…	it	was	as	though	the	dolphins	were	not	animals.
She	 performed	 a	 kind	 of	 dance	 with	 the	 male,	 moving	 and

touching,	certain	that	no	human	ceremony	had	ever	drawn	her	in	so
quickly.	 She	 felt	 both	 eager	 and	 restrained,	 both	 willing	 and
hesitant.	She	would	accept	him,	had	already	accepted	him.	He	was
surely	no	more	strange	than	the	ogbanje,	Doro.	Now	seemed	to	be	a
time	for	strange	matings.

She	continued	the	dance,	wishing	she	had	a	song	to	go	with	it.
The	male	seemed	to	have	a	song.	She	wondered	whether	he	would
leave	her	after	the	mating,	and	thought	he	probably	would.	But	his
would	 not	 be	 the	 greatest	 leave-taking.	 He	 would	 not	 leave	 the
group	as	she	would,	deserting	everyone.	But	that	was	something	to
think	 about	 in	 the	 future.	 It	 did	 not	 matter.	 Only	 what	 was
happening	now	mattered.

Then,	 suddenly,	 there	was	 a	man	 in	 the	water.	 Startled,	 both
Anyanwu	 and	 her	male	 swam	 a	 short	 distance	 away,	 their	 dance
interrupted.	The	group	of	dolphins	shied	away	from	the	man,	but	he
pursued	them,	sometimes	in	the	water,	sometimes	above	it.	He	did
not	swim	or	leap	or	dive,	but	somehow	arrowed	through	water	and
air	holding	his	body	still,	apparently	not	using	his	muscles.

Finally,	 Anyanwu	 separated	 herself	 from	 the	 school	 and
approached	 the	 man.	 It	 was	 Isaac,	 she	 knew.	 He	 looked	 very
different	 to	 her	 now—a	 clumsy	 thing,	 stiff	 and	 strange,	 but	 not



remarkably	 ugly	 or	 frightening.	 He	was	 a	 threat,	 though.	He	 had
had	no	 reason	 to	 lose	 his	 taste	 for	 dolphin	 flesh,	 but	 she	 had.	He
might	make	another	kill	if	she	did	not	distract	him.	She	turned	and
swam	to	him,	approaching	very	slowly	so	that	he	would	see	her	and
understand	 that	she	meant	no	harm.	She	was	certain	 that	he	could
not	 distinguish	 her	 from	 any	 other	 dolphin.	 She	 swam	 in	 a	 small
circle	around	where	he	hovered	now,	just	above	the	water.

He	 spoke	 in	 low,	 strange	 tones,	 said	 her	 name	 several	 times
before	she	recognized	it.	Then,	without	stopping	to	wonder	how	she
did	 it,	 she	 brought	 herself	 upright	 on	 her	 tail	 for	 a	 moment	 and
managed	a	kind	of	nod.	She	swam	to	him,	and	he	lowered	himself
into	the	water.	She	swam	past	his	side,	near	enough	to	be	touched.
He	 caught	 her	 dorsal	 fin	 and	 said	 something	 else.	 She	 listened
closely.

“Doro	wants	you	back	at	the	ship.”
That	 was	 that.	 She	 looked	 back	 at	 the	 dolphins	 regretfully,

trying	 to	pick	out	her	male.	She	 found	him	surprisingly	nearby—
dangerously	nearby.	 It	would	have	been	so	good	 to	return	 to	him,
stay	with	him,	just	for	a	while.	The	mating	would	have	been	good.
She	wondered	whether	Doro	had	known	or	suspected	what	she	was
doing	when	he	sent	Isaac	out	to	get	her.

It	did	not	matter.	Isaac	was	here,	and	he	had	to	be	taken	away
before	he	noticed	the	other	dolphin	so	temptingly	near.	She	swam
back	toward	the	ship,	allowing	him	to	keep	his	hold	on	her	fin.	She
did	not	mind	towing	him.

“I’ll	 go	up	 first,”	 he	 said	when	 they	 reached	 the	 ship.	 “Then
I’ll	lift	you.”

He	rose	straight	out	of	the	water	and	drifted	onto	the	ship.	He
could	fly	without	wings	as	easily	as	he	could	direct	the	ship	out	of	a
storm.	She	wondered	whether	he	could	be	sick	and	need	a	woman
after	 this	 too.	Then	something	touched	her,	gripped	her	firmly	but
not	 painfully,	 lifted	 her	 out	 of	 the	 water.	 It	 was	 not,	 as	 she	 had
thought,	like	being	lifted	by	a	net	or	by	the	arms	of	men.	There	was
no	special	 feeling	of	pressure	on	any	part	of	her	body.	 It	was	 like
being	held	and	supported	by	the	air	itself—softness	that	seemed	to



envelop	her	entire	body,	firmness	that	all	her	strength	could	not	free
her	from.

But	she	did	not	use	her	strength,	did	not	struggle.	She	had	seen
the	 futility	 of	 the	 dolphin’s	 struggles	 the	 day	 before,	 and	 she	 had
felt	 the	 speed	 of	 the	 great	 ship	 as	 it	 plunged	 through	 the	 storm,
propelled	by	Isaac’s	power.	No	strength	of	her	muscles	could	resist
such	 power.	 Besides,	 she	 trusted	 the	 boy.	 He	 handled	 her	 more
carefully	than	he	had	the	other	dolphin,	gestured	crewmen	back	out
of	 his	 way	 before	 he	 set	 her	 down	 gently	 on	 deck.	 Then	 the
crewmen,	 Doro,	 and	 Isaac	 watched,	 fascinated,	 as	 she	 began	 to
grow	 legs.	 She	 had	 had	 to	 absorb	 her	 legs	 almost	 completely,
leaving	only	the	useless	detached	hip	bones	natural	 to	her	dolphin
body—as	though	the	dolphin	itself	were	slowly	developing	legs—
or	 losing	 them.	Now,	 she	 began	with	 this	 large	 change.	 And	 her
flippers	began	 to	 look	more	 like	arms.	Her	neck,	her	 entire	body,
grew	slender	again	and	her	 tiny	excellent	dolphin	ears	enlarged	to
become	 less	 efficient	 human	 ears.	Her	 nose	migrated	 back	 to	 her
face	 and	 she	 absorbed	 her	 beak,	 her	 tail,	 and	 her	 fin.	 There	were
internal	changes	that	those	watching	could	not	be	aware	of.	And	her
gray	 skin	 changed	 color	 and	 texture.	 That	 change	 caused	 her	 to
begin	 thinking	 about	 what	 she	 might	 have	 to	 do	 to	 herself	 if
someday	she	decided	 to	vanish	 into	 this	 land	of	white	people	 that
she	was	 approaching.	 She	would	 have	 to	 do	 some	 experimenting
later.	It	was	always	useful	to	be	able	to	camouflage	oneself	to	hide
or	 to	 learn	 the	 things	 people	 either	 would	 not	 or	 could	 not
deliberately	teach	her	about	themselves.	This	when	she	could	speak
English	 well,	 of	 course.	 She	 would	 have	 to	 work	 harder	 at	 the
language.

When	 the	 transformation	 was	 complete,	 she	 stood	 up,	 and
Doro	handed	her	her	cloth.	Before	the	staring	men,	she	wrapped	it
around	 her	 waist	 and	 tied	 it.	 It	 had	 been	 centuries	 since	 she	 had
gone	naked	in	the	way	of	unmarried	young	girls.	She	felt	ashamed
now	 to	 be	 seen	 by	 so	many	men,	 but	 she	 understood	 that	 again,
Doro	 wanted	 his	 people	 to	 see	 her	 power.	 If	 he	 could	 not	 breed
stupidity	out	of	them,	he	would	frighten	it	out.



She	looked	around	at	 them,	allowing	no	hint	of	her	shame	to
reach	 her	 expression.	Why	 should	 they	 know	what	 she	 felt?	 She
read	awe	in	their	expressions,	and	two	who	were	near	her	actually
stepped	back	when	she	looked	at	them.	Then	Doro	hugged	her	wet
body	 to	 him	 and	 she	 was	 able	 to	 relax.	 Isaac	 laughed	 aloud,
breaking	the	tension,	and	said	something	to	Doro.	Doro	smiled.

In	 her	 language,	 he	 said:	 “What	 children	 you	will	 give	me!”
She	was	caught	by	the	intensity	she	could	sense	behind	his	words.	It
reminded	her	 that	his	was	more	 than	an	ordinary	man’s	desire	 for
children.	She	 could	not	 help	 thinking	of	 her	 own	 children,	 strong
and	healthy,	but	as	short-lived	and	powerless	as	the	children	of	any
other	 woman.	 Could	 she	 give	 Doro	 what	 he	 wanted—what	 she
herself	had	wanted	for	so	long—children	who	would	not	die?

“What	 children	 you	 will	 give	 me,	 husband,”	 she	 whispered,
but	the	words	were	more	questioning	than	his	had	been.

And	 strangely,	 Doro	 also	 seemed	 to	 become	 uncertain.	 She
looked	at	him	and	caught	a	troubled	expression	on	his	face.	He	was
staring	out	at	 the	dolphins	who	were	 leaping	again,	 some	of	 them
just	ahead	of	the	ship.	He	shook	his	head	slowly.

“What	is	it?”	she	asked.
He	 looked	 away	 from	 the	 dolphins,	 and	 for	 a	 moment,	 his

expression	was	so	intense,	so	feral	that	she	wondered	if	he	hated	the
animals,	or	envied	her	because	she	could	join	them.

“What	is	it?”	she	repeated.
He	 seemed	 to	 force	himself	 to	 smile.	 “Nothing,”	he	 said.	He

pulled	her	head	to	his	shoulder	reassuringly,	and	stroked	her	glossy,
newly	grown	skullcap	of	hair.	Unreassured,	she	accepted	the	caress
and	wondered	why	he	was	lying.



Chapter	Six

ANYANWU	HAD	TOO	MUCH	power.
In	spite	of	Doro’s	fascination	with	her,	his	first	inclination	was

to	kill	her.	He	was	not	in	the	habit	of	keeping	alive	people	he	could
not	control	absolutely.	But	if	he	killed	her	and	took	over	her	body,
he	would	get	only	one	or	 two	children	 from	her	before	he	had	 to
take	a	new	body.	Her	longevity	would	not	help	him	keep	her	body
alive.	 He	 did	 not	 acquire	 the	 use	 of	 his	 victims’	 special	 abilities
with	his	 transmigrations.	He	inhabited	bodies.	He	consumed	lives.
That	was	 all.	Had	he	killed	Lale,	 he	would	not	 have	 acquired	 the
man’s	 thought-transfer	 ability.	 He	 would	 only	 have	 been	 able	 to
pass	 on	 that	 ability	 to	 children	 of	 Lale’s	 body.	 And	 if	 he	 killed
Anyanwu,	 he	 would	 not	 acquire	 her	 malleability,	 longevity,	 or
healing.	He	would	have	only	his	own	special	ability	lodged	within
her	small,	durable	body	until	he	began	to	hunger—hunger	in	a	way
Anyanwu	and	Isaac	could	never	understand.	He	would	hunger,	and
he	would	have	to	feed.	Another	life.	A	new	body.	Anyanwu	would
last	him	no	longer	than	any	other	good	kill.

Therefore,	Anyanwu	must	 live	 and	 bear	 her	 valuable	 young.
But	she	had	too	much	power.	In	her	dolphin	form,	and	before	that,
in	her	 leopard	 form,	Doro	had	discovered	 that	his	mind	could	not
find	her.	Even	when	he	could	see	her,	his	mind,	his	tracking	sense,
told	him	she	was	not	there.	It	was	as	though	she	had	died,	as	though
he	confronted	a	true	animal—a	creature	beyond	his	reach.	And	if	he
could	not	reach	her,	he	could	not	kill	her	and	take	her	body	while
she	was	in	animal	form.	In	her	human	shape,	she	was	as	vulnerable
to	 him	 as	 anyone	 else,	 but	 as	 an	 animal,	 she	was	 beyond	 him	 as
animals	had	always	been	beyond	him.	He	longed	now	for	one	of	the
animal	 sensitives	 his	 controlled	 breeding	 occasionally	 produced.
These	 were	 people	 whose	 abilities	 extended	 to	 touching	 animal
minds,	 receiving	 sensation	 and	 emotion	 from	 them,	 people	 who



suffered	 every	 time	 someone	wrung	 a	 chicken’s	 neck	or	 gelded	 a
horse	 or	 slaughtered	 a	 pig.	 They	 led	 short,	 unenviable	 lives.
Sometimes	Doro	killed	them	before	they	could	waste	their	valuable
bodies	 in	 suicide.	 But	 now,	 he	 could	 have	 used	 a	 living	 one.
Without	one,	his	control	of	Anyanwu	was	dangerously	limited.

And	if	Anyanwu	ever	discovered	that	limitation,	she	might	run
away	from	him	whenever	she	chose.	She	might	go	the	moment	he
demanded	more	of	her	 than	she	was	willing	to	give.	Or	she	might
go	if	she	discovered	that	he	meant	to	have	both	her	and	the	children
she	 had	 left	 behind	 in	 Africa.	 She	 believed	 her	 cooperation	 had
bought	their	freedom—believed	he	would	give	up	such	potentially
valuable	people.	 If	 she	 found	out	 the	 truth,	 she	would	 surely	 run,
and	he	would	lose	her.	He	had	never	before	lost	anyone	in	that	way.
He	lost	people	to	disease,	accident,	war,	causes	beyond	his	control.
People	were	stolen	from	him	or	killed	as	had	been	his	people	of	the
savanna.	This	was	bad	enough.	It	was	waste,	and	he	intended	to	end
much	 of	 it	 by	 bringing	 his	 people	 to	 less	 widely	 scattered
communities	in	the	Americas.	But	no	individual	had	ever	succeeded
in	 escaping	 him.	 Individuals	 who	 ran	 from	 him	were	 caught	 and
most	 often	 killed.	 His	 own	 people	 knew	 better	 than	 to	 run	 from
him.

But	Anyanwu,	wild	seed	that	she	was,	did	not	know.	Yet.
He	 would	 have	 to	 teach	 her,	 instruct	 her	 quickly	 and	 begin

using	her	at	once.	He	wanted	as	many	children	as	he	could	get	from
her	before	it	became	necessary	to	kill	her.	Wild	seed	always	had	to
be	 destroyed	 eventually.	 It	 could	 never	 conform	 as	 children	 born
among	 his	 people	 conformed.	 But	 like	 no	 other	 wild	 seed,
Anyanwu	would	learn	to	fear	him	and	bend	herself	to	his	will.	He
would	use	her	for	breeding	and	healing.	He	would	use	her	children,
present	and	future,	to	create	more	acceptable	long-lived	types.	The
troublesome	shape-changing	ability	could	probably	be	bred	out	of
her	line	if	it	appeared.	The	fact	that	it	had	not	appeared	so	far	told
him	he	might	be	able	to	extinguish	it	entirely.	But	then,	none	of	her
special	 abilities	 had	 appeared	 among	 her	 children.	 They	 had
inherited	 nothing	 more	 than	 potential—good	 blood	 that	 might



produce	 special	 abilities	 after	 a	 few	 generations	 of	 inbreeding.
Perhaps	 he	would	 fail	with	 them.	Perhaps	 he	would	 discover	 that
Anyanwu	 could	 not	 be	 duplicated,	 or	 that	 there	 could	 be	 no
longevity	 without	 shape-changing.	 Perhaps.	 But	 any	 finding
positive	or	negative,	was	generations	away.

Meanwhile,	Anyanwu	must	never	learn	of	his	limitation,	must
never	know	it	was	possible	for	her	 to	escape	him,	avoid	him,	 live
free	of	him	even	as	an	animal.	This	meant	he	must	not	restrict	her
transformations	any	more	strenuously	than	he	restricted	his	children
in	 the	 use	 of	 their	 abilities.	 She	would	 not	 be	 permitted	 to	 show
what	 she	 could	 do	 among	 ordinary	 people	 or	 harm	 his	 people
except	in	self-defense.	That	was	all.	She	would	fear	him,	obey	him,
consider	 him	 almost	 omnipotent,	 but	 she	would	 notice	 nothing	 in
his	attitude	that	might	start	her	wondering.	There	would	be	nothing
for	her	to	notice.

Thus,	as	the	journey	neared	its	end,	he	allowed	Anyanwu	and
Isaac	to	indulge	in	wild,	impossible	play,	using	their	abilities	freely,
behaving	 like	 the	 witch-children	 they	 were.	 They	 went	 into	 the
water	together	several	times	when	there	was	enough	wind	and	Isaac
was	not	needed	to	propel	the	ship.	The	boy	was	not	fighting	a	storm
now.	He	was	able	to	handle	the	ship	without	overextending	himself,
able	to	expend	energy	cavorting	in	the	water	with	a	dolphin-shaped
Anyanwu.	Then	Anyanwu	took	to	the	air	as	a	great	bird,	and	Isaac
followed,	 doing	 acrobatics	 that	Doro	would	 never	 have	 permitted
over	land.	Here,	there	was	no	one	to	shoot	the	boy	out	of	the	sky,
no	mob	to	chase	him	down	and	try	to	burn	him	as	a	witch.	He	had
to	restrain	himself	so	much	on	 land	 that	Doro	placed	no	restraints
on	him	now.

Doro	worried	about	Anyanwu	when	she	ventured	under	water
alone—worried	that	he	would	lose	her	to	sharks	or	other	predators.
But	 when	 she	 was	 finally	 attacked	 by	 a	 shark,	 it	 was	 near	 the
surface.	She	suffered	only	a	single	wound	which	she	sealed	at	once.
Then	she	managed	to	ram	her	beak	hard	into	the	shark’s	gills.	She
must	 also	have	managed	 to	 take	 an	undolphin	 like	bite	 out	of	 the
shark,	 since	 she	 immediately	 shifted	 to	 the	 sleek,	 deadly	 shark



form.	As	it	happened,	the	change	was	unnecessary.	The	shark	was
crippled,	perhaps	dying.	But	the	change	had	been	made,	and	made
too	quickly.	Anyanwu	had	to	feed.	With	strength	and	speed	she	tore
the	true	shark	to	pieces	and	gorged	herself	on	it.	When	she	became
a	 woman	 again,	 Doro	 could	 find	 no	 sign	 of	 the	 wound	 she	 had
suffered.	He	found	her	drowsy	and	content,	not	at	all	 the	shaking,
tormented	creature	who	had	killed	Lale.	This	time,	her	drive	to	feed
had	been	quickly	satisfied.	Apparently,	that	was	important.

She	adopted	the	dolphins,	refusing	to	let	Isaac	bring	any	more
aboard	to	be	killed.	“They	are	like	people,”	she	insisted	in	her	fast-
improving	English.	“They	are	not	fish!”	She	swore	she	would	have
nothing	more	to	do	with	Isaac	if	he	killed	another	of	them.

And	Isaac,	who	loved	dolphin	flesh,	brought	no	more	dolphins
aboard.	Doro	listened	to	the	boy’s	muttered	complaints,	smiled,	and
said	nothing.	Isaac	listened	to	the	crewmen’s	complaints,	shrugged,
and	gave	them	other	fish.	He	continued	to	spend	his	spare	time	with
Anyanwu,	 teaching	 her	 English,	 flying	 or	 swimming	 with	 her,
merely	being	with	her	whenever	he	could.	Doro	neither	encouraged
nor	discouraged	this,	though	he	did	approve.	He	had	been	thinking
a	great	deal	about	Isaac	and	Anyanwu—how	well	they	got	along	in
spite	of	their	communication	problems,	in	spite	of	their	potentially,
dangerous	abilities,	in	spite	of	their	racial	differences.	Isaac	would
marry	Anyanwu	 if	 Doro	 ordered	 it.	 The	 boy	might	 even	 like	 the
idea.	And	once	Anyanwu	accepted	the	marriage,	Doro’s	hold	on	her
would	be	secure.	The	children	would	come—desirable,	potentially
multi-talented	 children—and	 Doro	 could	 travel	 as	 he	 pleased	 to
look	 after	 his	 other	 peoples.	When	 he	 returned	 to	 his	 New	York
village	 of	Wheatley,	 Anyanwu	 would	 still	 be	 there.	 Her	 children
would	hold	her	if	her	husband	did	not.	She	could	become	an	animal
or	alter	herself	enough	to	travel	freely	among	whites	or	Indians,	but
several	 children	would	 surely	 slow	her	 down.	And	 she	would	not
abandon	them.	She	was	too	much	a	mother	for	that.	She	would	stay
—and	 if	Doro	 found	another	man	he	wished	 to	breed	her	with	he
could	come	 to	her	wearing	 that	man’s	body.	 It	would	be	a	simple
matter.



What	would	not	be	simple	would	be	giving	Anyanwu	her	first
hard	 lesson	 in	 obedience.	 She	 would	 not	 want	 to	 go	 to	 Isaac.
Among	her	people,	a	woman	could	divorce	her	husband	by	running
away	 from	him	and	 seeing	 that	 the	bride-wealth	 he	had	given	 for
her	was	returned.	Or	her	husband	could	divorce	her	by	driving	her
away.	If	her	husband	was	impotent,	he	could,	with	her	consent,	give
her	to	another	man	so	that	she	could	bear	children	in	her	husband’s
name.	 If	her	husband	died,	she	could	marry	his	successor,	usually
his	oldest	son	as	 long	as	 this	was	not	also	her	own	son.	But	 there
was	no	provision	for	what	Doro	planned	to	do—give	her	to	his	son
while	 he,	Doro,	was	 still	 alive.	She	 considered	Doro	her	 husband
now.	No	 ceremony	had	 taken	place,	 but	 none	was	 necessary.	She
was	not	a	young	girl	passing	from	the	hands	of	her	father	to	those
of	her	 first	husband.	 It	was	enough	 that	 she	and	Doro	had	chosen
each	 other.	 She	 would	 think	 it	 wrong	 to	 go	 to	 Isaac.	 But	 her
thinking	would	change	as	had	the	thinking	of	other	powerful,	self-
willed	people	whom	Doro	had	recruited.	She	would	learn	that	right
and	wrong	were	what	he	said	they	were.

At	 the	 place	Doro	 had	 called	 “New	York	Harbor,”	 everyone
except	 the	 crew	 was	 to	 change	 ships,	 move	 to	 a	 pair	 of	 smaller
“river	sloops”	to	travel	up	the	“Hudson	River”	to	Doro’s	village	of
“Wheatley.”	With	less	experience	at	absorbing	change	and	learning
new	 dialects	 if	 not	 new	 languages,	 Anyanwu	 thought	 she	 would
have	 been	 utterly	 confused.	 She	would	 have	 been	 frightened	 into
huddling	 together	 with	 the	 slaves	 and	 looking	 around	 with
suspicion	and	dread.	Instead,	she	stood	on	deck	with	Doro,	waiting
calmly	 for	 the	 transfer	 to	 the	 new	 ships.	 Isaac	 and	 several	 others
had	gone	ashore	to	make	arrangements.

“When	will	we	change?”	she	had	asked	Doro	in	English.	She
often	tried	to	speak	English	now.

“That	depends	on	how	soon	Isaac	can	hire	the	sloops,”	he	said.
Which	meant	he	did	not	know.	That	was	good.	Anyanwu	hoped	the
wait	 would	 be	 long.	 Even	 she	 needed	 time	 to	 absorb	 the	 many
differences	of	this	new	world.	From	where	she	stood	she	could	see



a	few	other	large,	square-rigged	ships	lying	at	anchor	in	the	harbor.
And	 there	 were	 smaller	 boats	 either	 moving	 under	 billowing,
usually	triangular	sails	or	tied	up	at	the	long	piers	Doro	had	pointed
out	to	her.	But	ships	and	boats	seemed	familiar	to	her	now.	She	was
eager	to	see	how	these	new	people	lived	on	land.	She	had	asked	to
go	ashore	with	Isaac,	but	Doro	had	refused.	He	had	chosen	to	keep
her	with	him.	She	stared	ashore	longingly	at	the	rows	and	rows	of
buildings,	most	two,	three,	even	four	stories	high,	and	side	against
side	as	though	like	ants	in	a	hill,	the	people	could	not	bear	to	be	far
apart.	In	much	of	her	own	country,	one	could	stand	in	the	middle	of
a	 town	 and	 see	 little	more	 than	 forest.	 The	 villages	 of	 the	 towns
were	well-organized,	often	long-established,	but	 they	were	more	a
part	of	the	land	they	occupied,	less	of	an	intrusion	upon	it.

“Where	 does	 one	 compound	 end	 and	 another	 begin?”	 she
asked,	staring	at	the	straight	rows	of	pointed	roofs.

“Some	 of	 those	 buildings	 are	 used	 for	 storage	 and	 other
things,”	 Doro	 said.	 “Of	 the	 others,	 consider	 each	 one	 a	 separate
compound.	Each	one	houses	a	family.”

She	 looked	around,	 startled.	“Where	are	 the	 farms	 to	 feed	so
many?”

“Beyond	the	city.	We	will	see	farms	on	our	way	upriver.	Also,
many	of	 the	houses	 have	 their	 own	gardens.	And	 look	 there.”	He
pointed	 to	 a	 place	 where	 the	 great	 concentration	 of	 buildings
tapered	off	and	ended.	“That	is	farmland.”

“It	seems	empty.”
“It	is	sown	with	barley	now,	I	think.	And	perhaps	a	few	oats.”
These	English	names	were	familiar	to	her	because	he	and	Isaac

had	told	her	about	 them.	Barley	for	making	the	beer	 that	 the	crew
drank	 so	 much	 of,	 oats	 for	 feeding	 the	 horses	 the	 people	 of	 this
country	 rode,	 wheat	 for	 bread,	 maize	 for	 bread	 and	 for	 eating	 in
other	 ways,	 tobacco	 for	 smoking,	 fruits	 and	 vegetables,	 nuts	 and
herbs.	 Some	 of	 these	 things	 were	 only	 foreign	 versions	 of	 foods
already	known	 to	her,	but	many	were	as	new	 to	her	as	 the	anthill
city.

“Doro,	 let	me	 go	 to	 see	 these	 things,”	 she	 pleaded.	 “Let	me



walk	on	land	again.	I	have	almost	forgotten	how	it	feels	to	stand	on
a	surface	that	does	not	move.”

Doro	 rested	 one	 arm	 comfortably	 around	 her.	 He	 liked	 to
touch	her	before	others	more	than	any	man	she	had	ever	known,	but
it	did	not	seem	that	any	of	his	people	were	amused	or	contemptuous
of	his	behavior.	Even	the	slaves	seemed	to	accept	whatever	he	did
as	 the	 proper	 thing	 for	 him	 to	 do.	 And	 Anyanwu	 enjoyed	 his
touches	 even	 now	when	 she	 thought	 they	were	more	 imprisoning
than	 caressing.	 “I	 will	 take	 you	 to	 see	 the	 city	 another	 time,”	 he
said.	“When	you	know	more	of	 the	ways	of	 its	people,	when	you
can	dress	 as	 they	do	and	behave	as	one	of	 them.	And	when	 I	get
myself	a	white	body.	I	am	not	 interested	in	trying	to	prove	to	one
suspicious	white	man	after	another	that	I	own	myself.”

“Are	all	black	men	slaves,	then?”
“Most	are.	It	is	the	responsibility	of	blacks	to	prove	that	they

are	free—if	they	are.	A	black	without	proof	is	taken	to	be	a	slave.”
She	frowned.	“How	is	Isaac	seen?”
“As	 a	 white	 man.	 He	 knows	 what	 he	 is	 but	 he	 was	 raised

white.	This	is	not	an	easy	place	to	be	black.	Soon	it	will	not	be	an
easy	place	to	be	Indian.”

She	 was	 silent	 for	 a	 moment,	 then	 asked	 fearfully,	 “Must	 I
become	white?”

“Do	you	want	to?”	He	looked	down	at	her.
“No!	I	thought	with	you	I	could	be	myself.”
He	seemed	pleased.	“With	me,	and	with	my	people,	you	can.

Wheatley	 is	 a	 long	 way	 upriver	 from	 here.	 Only	 my	 people	 live
there,	and	they	do	not	enslave	each	other.”

“All	belonging,	as	they	do,	to	you,”	she	said.
He	shrugged.
“Are	blacks	there	as	well	as	whites?”
“Yes.”
“I	will	live	there	then.	I	could	not	live	in	a	place	where	being

myself	would	mean	being	thought	a	slave.”
“Nonsense,”	 Doro	 said.	 “You	 are	 a	 powerful	 woman.	 You

could	live	in	any	place	I	chose.”



She	looked	at	him	quickly	to	see	whether	he	was	laughing	at
her—speaking	of	her	power	and	at	the	same	time	reminding	her	of
his	own	power	to	control	her.	But	he	was	watching	the	approach	of
a	 small,	 fast-moving	 boat.	 As	 the	 boat	 came	 alongside,	 its	 one
passenger	and	his	several	bundles	rose	straight	up	and	drifted	onto
the	ship.	Isaac,	of	course.	Anyanwu	realized	suddenly	that	the	boy
had	used	neither	oars	nor	sails	to	propel	the	boat.

“You’re	among	strangers!”	Doro	told	him	sharply,	and	the	boy
dropped,	startled,	to	the	deck.

“No	 one	 saw	 me,”	 he	 said.	 “But	 look,	 speaking	 of	 being
among	strangers	…”	He	unrolled	one	of	the	bundles	that	had	drifted
aboard	with	him,	and	Anyanwu	saw	that	it	was	a	long,	full,	bright
blue	 petticoat	 of	 the	 kind	 given	 to	 slave	women	when	 they	 grew
cold	as	the	ship	traveled	north.	Anyanwu	could	protect	herself	from
the	cold	without	such	coverings	though	she	had	cut	a	petticoat	apart
to	make	new	cloths	 from	 it.	She	disliked	 the	 idea	of	 covering	her
body	so	completely,	smothering	herself,	 she	called	 it.	She	 thought
the	slave	women	looked	foolish	so	covered.

“You’ve	come	to	civilization,”	Isaac	was	telling	her.
“You’ve	 got	 to	 learn	 to	wear	 clothes	 now,	 do	 as	 the	 people

here	do.”
“What	is	civilization?”	she	asked.
Isaac	 glanced	 at	 Doro	 uncomfortably,	 and	 Doro	 smiled.

“Never	mind,”	 Isaac	said	after	a	moment.	“Just	get	dressed.	Let’s
see	how	you	look	with	clothes	on.”

Anyanwu	touched	the	petticoat.	The	material	felt	smooth	and
cool	 beneath	 her	 fingers—not	 like	 the	 drab,	 coarse	 cloth	 of	 the
slave	 women’s	 petticoats.	 And	 the	 color	 pleased	 her—a	 brilliant
blue	that	went	well	with	her	dark	skin.

“Silk,”	Isaac	said.	“The	best.”
“Who	did	you	steal	it	from?”	Doro	asked.
Isaac	blushed	dark	beneath	his	tan	and	glared	at	his	father.
“Did	you	steal	it,	Isaac?”	Anyanwu	demanded,	alarmed.
“I	 left	 money,”	 he	 said	 defensively.	 “I	 found	 someone	 your

size,	and	I	left	twice	the	money	these	things	are	worth.”



Anyanwu	 glanced	 at	 Doro	 uncertainly,	 then	 stepped	 away
from	him	as	she	saw	how	he	was	looking	at	Isaac.

“If	you’re	ever	caught	and	pulled	down	in	the	middle	of	a	stunt
like	that,”	Doro	said,	“I’ll	let	them	burn	you.”

Isaac	 licked	 his	 lips,	 put	 the	 petticoat	 into	Anyanwu’s	 arms.
“Fair	enough,”	he	said	softly.	“If	they	can.”

Doro	 shook	 his	 head,	 said	 something	 harshly	 in	 a	 language
other	 than	 English.	 Isaac	 jumped.	 He	 glanced	 at	 Anyanwu	 as
though	to	see	whether	she	had	understood.	She	stared	back	at	him
blankly,	and	he	managed	a	weak	smile	of	what	she	supposed	to	be
relief	at	her	ignorance.	Doro	gathered	Isaac’s	bundles	and	spoke	in
English	to	Anyanwu.	“Come	on.	Let’s	get	you	dressed.”

“It	would	 be	 easier	 to	 become	 an	 animal	 and	wear	 nothing,”
she	 muttered,	 and	 was	 startled	 when	 he	 pushed	 her	 toward	 the
hatchway.

In	their	cabin,	Doro	seemed	to	relax	and	let	go	of	his	anger.	He
carefully	 unwrapped	 the	 other	 bundles.	 A	 second	 petticoat,	 a
woman’s	 waistcoat,	 a	 cap,	 underclothing,	 stockings,	 shoes,	 some
simple	gold	jewelry	…

“Another	 woman’s	 things,”	 Anyanwu	 said,	 lapsing	 into	 her
own	language.

“Your	things	now,”	Doro	said.	“Isaac	was	telling	the	truth.	He
paid	for	them.”

“Even	though	he	did	not	ask	first	whether	the	woman	wished
to	sell	them.”

“Even	so.	He	took	a	foolish,	unnecessary	risk.	He	could	have
been	shot	out	of	the	air	or	trapped,	jailed,	and	eventually	executed
for	witchcraft.”

“He	could	have	gotten	away.”
“Perhaps.	 But	 he	 would	 probably	 have	 had	 to	 kill	 a	 few

people.	And	for	what?”	Doro	held	up	the	petticoat.
“You	 care	 about	 such	 things?”	 she	 asked.	 “Even	 though	 you

kill	so	easily?”
“I	 care	 about	 my	 people,”	 he	 said.	 “Every	 witch-scare	 one

person’s	 foolishness	 creates	 can	hurt	many.	We	are	 all	witches	 in



the	 eyes	 of	 ordinary	 people,	 and	 I	 am	 the	 only	witch	 they	 cannot
eventually	kill.	Also,	I	care	about	my	son.	I	would	not	want	Isaac
making	a	marked	man	of	himself—marked	in	his	own	eyes	as	well
as	 the	 eyes	of	 others.	 I	 know	him.	He	 is	 like	you.	He	would	kill,
then	suffer	over	it,	wallowing	in	shame.”

She	 smiled,	 laid	 one	 hand	 on	 his	 arm.	 “It	 is	 only	 his	 youth
making	 him	 foolish.	 He	 is	 good.	 He	 gives	 me	 hope	 for	 our
children.”

“He	 is	 not	 a	 child,”	Doro	 said.	 “He	 is	 twenty-five	years	 old.
Think	of	him	as	a	man.”

She	shrugged.	“To	me,	he	is	a	boy.	And	to	you,	both	he	and	I
are	 children.	 I	 have	 seen	 you	 watching	 us	 like	 an	 all-knowing
father.”

Doro	smiled,	denying	nothing.	“Take	off	your	cloth,”	he	said.
“Get	dressed.”

She	stripped,	eyeing	the	new	clothing	with	distaste.
“Accustom	your	body	to	these	things,”	he	told	her	as	he	began

helping	her	dress.	“I	have	been	a	woman	often	enough	to	know	how
uncomfortable	woman’s	clothing	can	be,	but	at	least	this	is	Dutch,
and	not	as	confining	as	the	English.”

“What	is	Dutch?”
“A	people,	like	the	English.	They	speak	a	different	language.”
“White	people?”
“Oh	yes.	Just	a	different	nationality—a	different	tribe.	If	I	had

to	 be	 a	 woman,	 though,	 I	 think	 I’d	 rather	 pass	 as	 Dutch	 than	 as
English.	I	would	here,	anyway.”

She	looked	at	his	tall,	straight	black	man’s	body.	“It	is	hard	to
think	of	you	ever	being	a	woman.”

He	 shrugged.	 “It	would	 be	 hard	 for	me	 to	 imagine	 you	 as	 a
man	if	I	hadn’t	seen	you	that	way.”

“But	 …”	 She	 shook	 her	 head.	 “You	 would	 make	 a	 bad
woman,	 however	 you	 looked.	 I	 would	 not	 want	 to	 see	 you	 as	 a
woman.”

“You	will,	 though,	 sooner	or	 later.	Let	me	 show	you	how	 to
fasten	that.”



It	became	almost	possible	 to	 forget	 that	he	was	not	a	woman
now.	 He	 dressed	 her	 carefully	 in	 the	 stifling	 layers	 of	 clothing,
stepped	 back	 to	 give	 her	 a	 quick	 critical	 glance,	 then	 commented
that	 Isaac	 had	 a	 good	 eye.	 The	 clothing	 fit	 almost	 perfectly.
Anyanwu	suspected	that	Isaac	had	used	more	than	his	eyes	to	learn
the	dimensions	of	her	body.	The	boy	had	lifted	her,	even	tossed	her
into	the	air	many	times	without	his	hand	coming	near	her.	But	who
knew	 what	 he	 could	 measure	 and	 remember	 with	 his	 strange
ability?	She	 felt	her	 face	go	hot.	Who	knew,	 indeed.	She	decided
not	to	allow	the	boy	to	use	his	ability	on	her	so	freely	any	longer.

Doro	 cut	 off	 some	 of	 her	 hair	 and	 combed	 the	 rest	 with	 a
wooden	comb	clearly	purchased	somewhere	near	her	own	country.
She	had	seen	Doro’s	smaller	white	man’s	comb	made	of	bone.	She
found	herself	giggling	like	the	young	girl	she	appeared	to	be	at	the
thought	of	Doro	combing	her	hair.

“Can	you	braid	it	for	me?”	she	asked	him.	“Surely	you	should
be	able	to	do	that,	too.”

“Of	course	I	can,”	he	said.	He	took	her	face	between	his	hands,
looked	 at	 her,	 tilted	 her	 head	 to	 see	 her	 from	 a	 slightly	 different
angle.	“But	I	will	not,”	he	decided.	“You	look	better	with	it	 loose
and	combed	this	way.	I	used	to	live	with	an	island	tribe	who	wore
their	hair	this	way.”	He	hesitated.	“What	do	you	do	with	your	hair
when	you	change?	Does	it	change,	too?”

“No,	I	take	it	into	myself.	Other	creatures	have	other	kinds	of
hair.	 I	 feed	 on	my	 hair,	 nails,	 any	 other	 parts	 of	 my	 body	 that	 I
cannot	use.	Then	later,	I	re-create	them.	You	have	seen	me	growing
hair.”

“I	 did	 not	 know	 whether	 you	 were	 growing	 it	 or	 it	 was	…
somehow	 the	 same	hair.”	He	handed	her	 his	 small	mirror.	 “Here,
look	at	yourself.”

She	took	it	eagerly,	lovingly.	Since	the	first	time	he	had	shown
it	to	her,	she	had	wanted	such	a	glass	of	her	own.	He	had	promised
to	buy	her	one.

Now	she	saw	that	he	had	cut	and	combed	her	hair	into	a	softly
rounded	black	cloud	around	her	head.	“It	would	be	better	braided,”



she	said.	“A	woman	of	the	age	I	seem	to	be	would	braid	her	hair.”
“Another	time.”	He	glanced	at	two	small	bits	of	gold	jewelry.

“Either	Isaac	has	not	looked	at	your	ears,	or	he	thinks	it	would	be
no	trouble	for	you	to	create	small	holes	to	attach	these	earrings.	Can
you?”

She	looked	at	the	earrings,	at	the	pins	meant	to	fasten	them	to
her	ears.	Already	she	wore	a	necklace	of	gold	and	small	jewels.	It
was	 the	 only	 thing	 she	 had	 on	 that	 she	 liked.	 Now	 she	 liked	 the
earrings	as	well.	“Touch	where	the	holes	should	be,”	she	said.

He	 clasped	 each	 of	 her	 earlobes	 in	 the	 proper	 places—then
jerked	his	hands	away	in	surprise.

“What	is	the	matter?”	she	asked,	surprised	herself.
“Nothing.	I	…	I	suppose	it’s	just	that	I’ve	never	touched	you

before	while	 you	were	 changing.	 The	 texture	 of	 your	 flesh	 is	…
different.”

“Is	not	the	texture	of	clay	different	when	it	is	pliable	and	when
it	has	set?”

“…	yes.”
She	laughed.	“Touch	me	now.	The	strangeness	is	gone.”
He	 obeyed	 hesitantly	 and	 seemed	 to	 find	 what	 he	 felt	 more

familiar	 this	 time.	 “It	was	 not	 unpleasant	 before,”	 he	 said.	 “Only
unexpected.”

“But	 not	 truly	 unfamiliar,”	 she	 said.	 She	 looked	 off	 to	 one
side,	not	meeting	his	eyes,	smiling.

“But	it	is.	I’ve	never	…”	He	stopped	and	began	to	interpret	the
look	on	her	 face.	 “What	 are	you	 saying,	woman?	What	 have	you
been	doing?”

She	laughed	again.	“Only	giving	you	pleasure.	You	have	told
me	how	well	I	please	you.”	She	lifted	her	head.	“Once	I	married	a
man	who	had	 seven	wives.	When	 he	 had	married	me,	 though,	 he
did	not	go	as	often	to	the	others.”

Slowly,	his	expression	of	disbelief	dissolved	into	amusement.
He	stepped	closer	to	her	with	the	earrings	and	began	to	attach	them
through	 the	 small	 new	 holes	 in	 her	 earlobes.	 “Someday,”	 he
murmured,	 vaguely	 preoccupied,	 “we	 will	 both	 change.	 I	 will



become	 a	 woman	 and	 find	 out	 whether	 you	 make	 an	 especially
talented	man.”

“No!”	She	 jerked	away	from	him,	 then	cried	out	 in	pain	and
surprise	 when	 her	 sudden	movement	 caused	 him	 to	 hurt	 her	 ear.
She	doused	the	pain	quickly	and	repaired	the	slight	injury.	“We	will
not	do	such	a	thing!”

He	 gave	 her	 a	 smile	 of	 gentle	 condescension,	 picked	 up	 the
earring	from	where	it	had	fallen,	and	put	it	on	her	ear.

“Doro,	we	will	not	do	it!”
“All	right,”	he	said	agreeably.	“It	was	only	a	suggestion.	You

might	enjoy	it.”
“No!”
He	shrugged.
“It	 would	 be	 a	 vile	 thing.”	 she	 whispered.	 “Surely	 an

abomination.”
“All	right,”	he	repeated.
She	 looked	 to	 see	whether	 he	was	 still	 smiling,	 and	 he	was.

For	an	 instant,	 she	wondered	herself	what	 such	a	switch	might	be
like.	She	knew	she	could	become	an	adequate	man,	but	could	this
strange	being	ever	be	truly	womanly?	What	if	…	?	No!

“I	will	show	Isaac	the	clothing,”	she	said	coldly.
He	nodded.	“Go.”	And	the	smile	never	left	his	face.

There	was,	in	Isaac’s	eyes	when	Anyanwu	stepped	before	him
in	 the	 strange	 clothing,	 a	 look	 that	warned	her	of	 another	kind	of
abomination.	 The	 boy	 was	 open	 and	 easy	 to	 accept	 as	 a	 young
stepson.	 Anyanwu	 was	 aware,	 however,	 that	 he	 would	 have
preferred	another	relationship.	In	a	 less	confined	environment,	she
would	have	avoided	him.	On	the	ship,	she	had	done	the	easy	thing,
the	pleasurable	thing,	and	accepted	his	company.	Doro	often	had	no
time	for	her,	and	the	slaves,	who	knew	her	power	now,	were	afraid
of	 her.	 All	 of	 them,	 even	 Okoye	 and	 Udenkwo,	 treated	 her	 with
great	formality	and	respect,	and	they	avoided	her	as	best	they	could.
Doro’s	other	sons	were	forbidden	to	her	and	it	would	not	have	been
proper	for	her	 to	spend	time	with	other	members	of	 the	crew.	She



had	few	wifely	duties	aboard.	She	did	not	cook	or	clean.	She	had	no
baby	 to	 tend.	 There	 were	 no	 markets	 to	 go	 to—she	 missed	 the
crowding	and	the	companionship	of	the	markets	very	much.	During
several	of	her	marriages,	she	had	been	a	great	trader.	The	produce
of	 her	 garden	 and	 the	 pottery	 and	 tools	 she	 created	 were	 always
very	fine.	Her	goats	and	fowls	were	always	fat.

Now	there	was	nothing.	Not	even	sickness	to	heal	or	gods	to
call	upon.	Both	the	slaves	and	the	crew	seemed	remarkably	healthy.
She	had	seen	no	diseases	but	what	Doro	called	seasickness	among
the	 slaves,	 and	 that	 was	 nothing.	 In	 her	 boredom,	 Anyanwu
accepted	Isaac’s	companionship.	But	now	she	could	see	that	it	was
time	 to	 stop.	 It	 was	wrong	 to	 torment	 the	 boy.	 She	was	 pleased,
though,	to	realize	that	he	saw	beauty	in	her	even	now,	smothered	as
she	was	 in	 so	much	 cloth.	 She	 had	 feared	 that	 to	 eyes	 other	 than
Doro’s	she	would	look	ridiculous.

“Thank	you	for	these	things,”	she	said	softly	in	English.
“They	make	you	even	more	beautiful,”	he	told	her.
“I	am	like	a	prisoner.	All	bound.”
“You’ll	get	used	to	it.	Now	you	can	be	a	real	lady.”
Anyanwu	turned	that	over	in	her	mind.	“Real	lady?”	she	said,

frowning.	“What	was	I	before?”
Isaac’s	 face	 went	 red.	 “I	 mean	 you	 look	 like	 a	 New	 York

lady.”
His	embarrassment	told	her	that	he	had	said	something	wrong,

something	insulting.	She	had	thought	she	was	misunderstanding	his
English.	Now	she	realized	she	had	understood	all	too	well.

“Tell	me	what	I	was	before,	Isaac,”	she	insisted.	“And	tell	me
the	word	you	used	before:	Civilization.	What	is	civilization?”

He	sighed,	met	her	eyes	after	a	moment	of	gazing	past	her	at
the	main	mast.	“Before,	you	were	Anyanwu,”	he	said,	“mother	of	I-
don’t-know-how-many	children,	priestess	to	your	people,	respected
and	valued	woman	of	your	town.	But	to	the	people	here,	you	would
be	a	 savage,	 almost	 an	animal	 if	 they	 saw	you	wearing	only	your
cloth.	Civilization	is	the	way	one’s	own	people	live.	Savagery	is	the
way	 foreigners	 live.”	 He	 smiled	 tentatively.	 “You’re	 already	 a



chameleon,	Anyanwu.	You	understand	what	I’m	saying.”
“Yes.”	She	did	not	return	his	smile.	“But	in	a	land	where	most

of	the	people	are	white,	and	of	the	few	blacks,	most	are	slaves,	can
only	a	few	pieces	of	cloth	make	me	a	‘real	lady.’”

“In	Wheatley	 I	 can!”	 he	 said	 quickly.	 “I’m	white	 and	 black
and	Indian,	and	I	live	there	without	trouble.”

“But	you	look	like	a	‘real	man.’”
He	winced.	“I’m	not	like	you,”	he	said.	“I	can’t	help	the	way	I

look.”
“No,”	she	admitted.
“And	 it	 doesn’t	 matter	 anyway.	 Wheatley	 is	 Doro’s

‘American’	village.	He	dumps	all	the	people	he	can’t	find	places	for
in	his	pure	families	on	us.	Mix	and	stir.	No	one	can	afford	to	worry
about	 what	 anyone	 else	 looks	 like.	 They	 don’t	 know	 who	 Doro
might	 mate	 them	 with—or	 what	 their	 own	 children	 might	 look
like.”

Anyanwu	 allowed	 herself	 to	 be	 diverted.	 “Do	 people	 even
marry	as	he	says?”	she	asked.	“Does	no	one	resist	him?”

Isaac	 gave	 her	 a	 long,	 solemn	 look.	 “Wild	 seed	 resists
sometimes,”	he	said	softly.	“But	he	always	wins.	Always.”

She	 said	 nothing.	 She	 did	 not	 need	 to	 be	 reminded	 of	 how
dangerous	 and	 how	 demanding	 Doro	 could	 be.	 Reminders
awakened	her	fear	of	him,	her	fear	of	a	future	with	him.	Reminders
made	her	want	to	forget	the	welfare	of	her	children	whose	freedom
she	had	bought	with	her	servitude.	Forget	and	run!

“People	 run	 away	 sometimes,”	 Isaac	 said,	 as	 though	 reading
her	thoughts.	“But	he	always	catches	them	and	usually	wears	their
bodies	back	to	their	hometowns	so	that	their	people	can	see	and	be
warned.	The	only	sure	way	to	escape	him	and	cheat	him	out	of	the
satisfaction	of	wearing	your	body,	I	guess,	is	my	mother’s	way.”	He
paused.	“She	hanged	herself.”

Anyanwu	 stared	 at	 him.	 He	 had	 said	 the	 words	 with	 no
particular	feeling—as	though	he	cared	no	more	for	his	mother	than
he	 had	 for	 his	 brother	 Lale.	 And	 he	 had	 told	 her	 he	 could	 not
remember	a	time	when	he	and	Lale	had	not	hated	each	other.



“Your	 mother	 died	 because	 of	 Doro?”	 she	 asked,	 watching
him	carefully.

He	 shrugged.	 “I	 don’t	 know,	 really.	 I	 was	 only	 four.	 But	 I
don’t	 think	 so.	 She	 was	 like	 Lale—able	 to	 send	 and	 receive
thoughts.	But	she	was	better	at	 it	 than	he	was,	especially	better	at
receiving.	 From	 Wheatley,	 sometimes	 she	 could	 hear	 people	 in
New	York	City	over	a	hundred	and	fifty	miles	away.”	He	glanced	at
Anyanwu.	“A	long	way.	A	damned	long	way	for	that	kind	of	thing.
She	 could	 hear	 anything.	But	 sometimes	 she	 couldn’t	 shut	 things
out.	I	remember	I	was	afraid	of	her.	She	used	to	crouch	in	a	corner
and	 hold	 her	 head	 or	 scratch	 her	 face	 bloody	 and	 scream	 and
scream	and	scream.”	He	shuddered.	“That’s	all	I	remember	of	her.
That’s	the	only	image	that	comes	when	I	think	of	her.”

Anyanwu	laid	a	hand	on	his	arm	in	sympathy	for	both	mother
and	son.	How	could	he	have	come	from	such	a	family	and	remained
sane	himself,	she	wondered.	What	was	Doro	doing	to	his	people,	to
his	own	children,	in	his	attempt	to	make	them	more	as	the	children
of	his	own	lost	body	might	have	been.	For	each	one	like	Isaac,	how
many	were	there	like	Lale	and	his	mother?

“Isaac,	 has	 there	 been	nothing	good	 in	 your	 life?”	 she	 asked
softly.

He	 blinked.	 “There’s	 been	 a	 lot.	 Doro,	 the	 foster	 parents	 he
found	me	when	I	was	little,	the	travel,	this.”	He	rose	several	inches
above	 the	deck.	“It’s	been	good.	 I	used	 to	worry	 that	 I’d	be	crazy
like	my	mother	or	mad-dog	vicious	like	Lale,	but	Doro	always	said
I	wouldn’t.”

“How	could	he	know?”
“He	used	a	different	body	to	father	me.	He	wanted	a	different

ability	 in	me,	 and	 sometimes	 he	 knows	 exactly	which	 families	 to
breed	together	to	get	what	he	wants.	I’m	glad	he	knew	for	me.”

She	nodded.	“I	would	not	want	to	know	you	if	you	were	like
Lale.”

He	 looked	down	at	her	 in	 that	 intense	disturbing	way	he	had
developed	over	 the	voyage,	 and	 she	 took	her	hand	away	 from	his
arm.	No	son	should	look	at	his	father’s	wife	that	way.	How	stupid



of	Doro	not	to	find	a	good	girl	for	him.	He	should	marry	and	begin
fathering	yellow-haired	sons.	He	should	be	working	his	own	farm.
What	good	was	sailing	back	and	forth	across	the	sea,	taking	slaves,
and	becoming	wealthy	when	he	had	no	children?

In	spite	of	slight	faltering	winds,	the	trip	upriver	to	Wheatley
took	 only	 five	 days.	 The	 Dutch	 sloop	 captains	 and	 their	 Dutch-
speaking,	black-slave	crews	peered	at	the	sagging	sails,	then	at	each
other,	 clearly	 frightened.	 Doro	 complimented	 them	 in	 pretended
ignorance	on	the	fine	time	they	were	making.	Then	in	English,	he
warned	Isaac,	“Don’t	frighten	them	too	badly,	boy.	Home	isn’t	that
far	away.”

Isaac	grinned	at	him	and	continued	to	propel	the	sloops	along
at	exactly	the	same	speed.

Cliffs,	 hills,	 mountains,	 farmland	 and	 forests,	 creeks	 and
landings,	other	sloops	and	smaller	craft,	fishermen,	Indians	…	Doro
and	Isaac,	having	little	to	do	as	passengers	on	other	men’s	vessels,
entertained	 Anyanwu	 by	 identifying	 and	 pronouncing	 in	 English
whatever	caught	her	interest.	She	had	an	excellent	memory,	and	by
the	 time	 they	 reached	Wheatley,	 she	was	 even	 exchanging	 a	 few
words	with	the	Afro-Dutch	crew.	She	was	beautiful	and	they	taught
her	eagerly	until	Doro	or	Isaac	or	their	duties	took	her	from	them.

Finally,	they	reached	“Gilpin”	as	the	captains	and	crews	called
the	 village	 of	 Wheatley.	 Gilpin	 was	 the	 name	 given	 to	 the
settlement	sixty	years	before	by	 its	 first	European	settlers,	a	small
group	 of	 families	 led	 by	 Pieter	 Willem	 Gilpin.	 But	 the	 English
settlers	 whom	 Doro	 had	 begun	 bringing	 in	 well	 before	 the	 1664
British	takeover	had	renamed	the	village	Wheatley,	wheat	being	its
main	 crop,	 and	 Wheatley	 being	 the	 name	 of	 the	 English	 family
whose	 leadership	 Doro	 had	 supported.	 The	 Wheatleys	 had	 been
Doro’s	 people	 for	 generations.	 They	 had	 vague,	 not-too-
troublesome,	mind-reading	 abilities	 that	 complemented	 their	 good
business	sense.	With	a	little	help	from	Doro,	old	Jonathan	Wheatley
now	 owned	 slightly	 less	 land	 than	 the	 Van	 Rensselaers.	 Doro’s
people	had	room	to	spread	and	grow.	Without	the	grassland	village,



they	would	not	grow	as	quickly	as	Doro	had	hoped,	but	there	would
be	 others,	 odd	 ones,	 witches.	 Dutch,	 German,	 English,	 various
African	and	Indian	peoples.	All	were	either	good	breeding	stock	or,
like	the	Wheatleys,	served	other	useful	purposes.	In	all	its	diversity,
Wheatley	 pleased	 Doro	 more	 than	 any	 of	 his	 other	 New	 World
settlements.	In	America,	Wheatley	was	his	home.

Now,	 welcomed	 with	 quiet	 pleasure	 by	 his	 people,	 he
dispersed	the	new	slaves	to	several	separate	households.	Some	were
fortunate	enough	to	go	to	houses	where	their	native	languages	were
spoken.	Others	had	no	fellow	tribesmen	in	or	around	the	village	and
they	had	to	be	content	with	a	more	alien	household.	Relatives	were
kept	 together.	Doro	 explained	 to	 each	 individual	 or	group	exactly
what	was	happening.	All	knew	they	would	be	able	to	see	each	other
again.	 Friendships	 begun	 during	 the	 voyage	 did	 not	 have	 to	 end
now.	 They	 were	 apprehensive,	 uncertain,	 reluctant	 to	 leave	 what
had	become	a	surprisingly	tight-knit	group,	but	they	obeyed	Doro.
Lale	 had	 chosen	 them	well—had	 hand-picked	 every	 one	 of	 them,
searching	out	 small	 strangenesses,	buddings,	beginnings	of	 talents
like	 his	 own.	 He	 had	 gone	 through	 every	 group	 of	 new	 slaves
brought	out	of	the	forest	to	Bernard	Daly	while	Doro	was	away—
gone	through	picking	and	choosing	and	doubtless	terrifying	people
more	 than	 was	 necessary.	 No	 doubt	 he	 had	 missed	 several	 who
could	 have	 been	 useful.	 Lale’s	 ability	 had	 been	 limited	 and	 his
erratic	 temperament	 had	 often	 gotten	 in	 his	 way.	 But	 he	 had	 not
included	 anyone	 who	 did	 not	 deserve	 to	 be	 included.	 Only	 Doro
himself	could	have	done	a	better	 job.	And	now,	until	 some	of	his
other	 potentially	 strong	 young	 thought	 readers	 matured,	 Doro
would	 have	 to	 do	 the	 job	 himself.	He	 did	 not	 seek	 people	 out	 as
Lale	 did,	 deliberately,	 painstakingly.	 He	 found	 them	 almost	 as
effortlessly	as	he	had	found	Anyanwu—though	not	from	as	great	a
distance.	 He	 became	 aware	 of	 them	 as	 easily	 as	 a	 wolf	 became
aware	of	a	rabbit	when	the	wind	was	right—and	in	the	beginning	he
had	gone	after	them	for	exactly	the	same	reason	wolves	went	after
rabbits.	 In	 the	 beginning,	 he	 had	 bred	 them	 for	 exactly	 the	 same
reason	 people	 bred	 rabbits.	These	 strange	 ones,	 his	witches,	were



good	kills.	They	offered	him	the	most	satisfying	durable	food	and
shelter.	 He	 still	 preyed	 on	 them.	 Soon	 he	 would	 take	 one	 from
Wheatley.	The	people	of	Wheatley	expected	it,	accepted	it,	treated
it	as	a	kind	of	religious	sacrifice.	All	his	towns	and	villages	fed	him
willingly	now.	And	the	breeding	projects	he	carried	on	among	them
entertained	him	as	nothing	else	could.	He	had	brought	them	so	far
—from	 tiny,	 blind,	 latent	 talents	 to	Lale,	 to	 Isaac,	 and	 even,	 in	 a
roundabout	 way,	 to	 Anyanwu.	 He	 was	 building	 a	 people	 for
himself,	and	he	was	feeding	well.	If	he	was	sometimes	lonely	as	his
people	lived	out	 their	brief	 lives,	he	was	at	 least	not	bored.	Short-
lived	 people,	 people	 who	 could	 die,	 did	 not	 know	 what	 enemies
loneliness	and	boredom	could	be.

There	was	a	large,	low	yellow-brick	farmhouse	at	the	ledge	of
town	for	Doro—an	ex-Dutch	farmhouse	that	was	more	comfortable
than	handsome.	Jonathan	Wheatley’s	manor	house	was	much	finer,
as	was	his	mansion	in	New	York	City,	but	Doro	was	content	with
his	farmhouse.	In	a	good	year,	he	might	visit	it	twice.

An	 English	 couple	 lived	 in	 Doro’s	 house,	 caring	 for	 it	 and
serving	Doro	when	 he	was	 at	 home.	 They	were	 a	 farmer,	Robert
Cutler,	 and	 his	 wife,	 youngest	 of	 the	 nine	 Wheatley	 daughters,
Sarah.	 These	 were	 sturdy,	 resilient	 people	 who	 had	 raised	 Isaac
through	his	worst	years.	The	boy	had	been	difficult	and	dangerous
during	his	adolescent	years	as	his	abilities	matured.	Doro	had	been
surprised	 that	 the	couple	survived.	Lale’s	 foster	parents	had	not—
but	 then,	Lale	had	been	actively	malevolent.	 Isaac	had	done	harm
only	 by	 accident.	 Also,	 neither	 of	 Lale’s	 foster	 parents	 had	 been
Wheatleys.	Sarah’s	work	with	Isaac	had	proved	again	the	worth	of
her	kind—people	with	too	little	ability	to	be	good	breeding	stock	or
food.	 It	 occurred	 to	 Doro	 that	 if	 his	 breeding	 projects	 were
successful,	 there	might	 come	 a	 time—in	 the	 far	 future—when	 he
had	 to	make	 certain	 such	 people	 continued	 to	 exist.	Able	 people,
but	not	so	powerful	that	their	ability	might	turn	on	them	and	cripple
or	kill	them.

For	now,	though,	it	was	his	witches	who	had	to	be	protected—
even	protected	from	him.	Anyanwu,	for	instance.	He	would	tell	her



tonight	that	she	was	to	marry	Isaac.	In	telling	her,	he	would	have	to
treat	 her	 not	 as	 ordinary	 recalcitrant	wild	 seed,	 but	 as	 one	 of	 his
daughters—difficult,	 but	 worth	 taking	 time	 with.	 Worth	 molding
and	 coercing	 with	 more	 gentleness	 and	 patience	 than	 he	 would
bother	to	use	on	less	valuable	people.	He	would	talk	to	her	after	one
of	Sarah’s	good	meals	when	they	were	alone	in	his	room,	warm	and
comfortable	 before	 a	 fire.	He	would	 do	 all	 he	 could	 to	make	 her
obey	and	live.

He	 thought	 about	 her,	 worried	 about	 her	 stubbornness	 as	 he
walked	toward	home	where	she	waited.	He	had	just	placed	Okoye
and	 Udenkwo	 in	 a	 home	 with	 a	 middle-aged	 pair	 of	 their
countrymen—people	 from	whom	 the	 young	 couple	 could	 learn	 a
great	 deal.	 He	 walked	 slowly,	 answering	 the	 greetings	 of	 people
who	 recognized	his	 current	body	and	worrying	about	 the	pride	of
one	 small	 forest	 peasant.	 People	 sat	 outside,	 men	 and	 women,
Dutch	 fashion,	gossiping	on	 the	 stoops.	The	women’s	hands	were
busy	with	sewing	or	knitting	while	the	men	smoked	pipes.	Isaac	got
up	 from	a	 bench	where	 he	 had	been	 sitting	with	 an	 older	woman
and	fell	into	step	with	Doro.

“Anneke	is	near	her	transition,”	the	boy	said	worriedly.	“Mrs.
Waemans	says	she’s	been	having	a	lot	of	trouble.”

“That’s	to	be	expected,”	Doro	answered.	Anneke	Strycker	was
one	of	his	daughters—a	potentially	good	daughter.	With	 luck,	she
would	 replace	 Lale	 when	 her	 transition	 was	 complete	 and	 her
abilities	 mature.	 She	 lived	 now	 with	 her	 foster	 mother,	Margaret
Waemans,	 a	 big,	 physically	 powerful,	 mentally	 stable	 widow	 of
fifty.	No	doubt,	 the	woman	needed	all	her	 resources	 to	handle	 the
young	girl	now.

Isaac	cleared	his	throat.	“Mrs.	Waemans	is	afraid	she’ll	…	do
something	to	herself.	She’s	been	talking	about	dying.”

Doro	nodded.	Power	came	the	way	a	child	came—with	agony.
People	 in	 transition	 were	 open	 to	 every	 thought,	 every	 emotion,
every	 pleasure,	 every	 pain	 from	 the	minds	 of	 others.	 Their	 heads
were	filled	with	a	continuous	screaming	jumble	of	mental	“noise.”
There	 was	 no	 peace,	 little	 sleep,	 many	 nightmares—everyone’s



nightmares.	 Some	 of	 Doro’s	 best	 people—too	 many	 of	 them—
stopped	 at	 this	 stage.	 They	 could	 pass	 their	 potential	 on	 to	 their
children	if	 they	lived	long	enough	to	have	any,	but	 they	could	not
benefit	 from	 it	 themselves.	 They	 could	 never	 control	 it.	 They
became	 hosts	 for	 Doro,	 or	 they	 became	 breeders.	 Doro	 brought
them	mates	from	distant	unrelated	settlements	because	that	kind	of
cross-breeding	most	often	produced	children	 like	Lale.	Only	great
care	 and	 fantastic	 good	 luck	 produced	 a	 child	 like	 Isaac.	 Doro
glanced	at	 the	boy	fondly.	“I’ll	 see	Anneke	first	 thing	 tomorrow,”
he	told	him.

“Good,”	Isaac	said	with	relief.	“That	will	help.	Mrs.	Waemans
says	she	calls	 for	you	sometimes	when	 the	nightmares	come.”	He
hesitated.	“How	bad	will	it	get	for	her?”

“As	bad	as	it	was	for	you	and	for	Lale.”
“My	God!”	Isaac	said.	“She’s	only	a	girl.	She’ll	die.”
“She	has	as	much	of	a	chance	as	you	and	Lale	did.”
Isaac	 glared	 at	Doro	 in	 sudden	 anger.	 “You	 don’t	 care	what

happens	 to	 her,	 do	 you?	 If	 she	 does	 die,	 there	 will	 always	 be
someone	else.”

Doro	turned	to	look	at	him,	and	after	a	moment,	Isaac	looked
away.

“Be	a	child	out	here	if	you	like,”	Doro	told	him.	“But	act	your
age	 when	 we	 go	 in.	 I’m	 going	 to	 settle	 things	 between	 you	 and
Anyanwu	tonight.”

“Settle	…	you’re	finally	going	to	give	her	to	me?”
“Think	of	it	another	way.	I	want	you	to	marry	her.”
The	boy’s	eyes	widened.	He	stopped	walking,	leaned	against	a

tall	maple	 tree.	 “You	…	you’ve	made	up	your	mind,	 I	 suppose.	 I
mean	…	you’re	sure	that’s	what	you	want.”

“Of	course.”	Doro	stopped	beside	him.
“Have	you	told	her?”
“Not	yet.	I’ll	tell	her	after	dinner.”
“Doro,	she’s	wild	seed.	She	might	refuse.”
“I	know.”
“You	might	not	be	able	to	change	her	mind.”



Doro	shrugged.	Worried	as	he	was,	it	did	not	occur	to	him	to
share	 his	 concern	 with	 Isaac.	 Anyanwu	 would	 obey	 him	 or	 she
wouldn’t.	He	longed	to	be	able	to	control	her	with	some	refinement
of	Lale’s	power,	but	he	could	not—nor	could	Isaac.

“If	 you	 can’t	 reach	 her,”	 Isaac	 said,	 “if	 she	 just	 won’t
understand,	let	me	try.	Before	you	…	do	anything	else,	let	me	try.”

“All	right.”
“And	…	don’t	make	her	hate	me.”
“I	don’t	think	I	could.	She	might	come	to	hate	me	for	a	while,

but	not	you.”
“Don’t	hurt	her.”
“Not	if	I	can	help	it.”	Doro	smiled	a	little,	pleased	by	the	boy’s

concern.	 “You	 like	 the	 idea,”	 he	 observed.	 “You	 want	 to	 marry
her.”

“Yes.	But	I	never	thought	you’d	let	me.”
“She’ll	 be	 happier	with	 a	 husband	who	 does	more	 than	 visit

her	once	or	twice	a	year.”
“You’re	going	to	leave	me	here	to	be	a	farmer?”
“Farm	if	you	want	to—or	open	a	store	or	go	back	to	smithing.

No	one	could	handle	that	better	than	you.	Do	whatever	you	like,	but
I	 am	 going	 to	 leave	 you	 here,	 at	 least	 for	 a	 while.	 She’ll	 need
someone	to	help	her	fit	in	here	when	I’m	gone.”

“God,”	 Isaac	said.	“Married.”	He	shook	his	head,	 then	began
to	smile.

“Come	on.”	Doro	started	toward	the	house.
“No.”
Doro	looked	back	at	him.
“I	can’t	see	her	until	you	tell	her	…	now	that	I	know.	I	can’t.

I’ll	eat	with	Anneke.	She	could	use	the	company	anyway.”
“Sarah	won’t	think	much	of	that.”
“I	 know.”	 Isaac	 glanced	 homeward	 guiltily.	 “Apologize	 for

me,	will	you?”
Doro	 nodded,	 turned,	 and	 went	 in	 to	 Sarah	 Cutler’s	 linen-

clothed,	heavily	laden	table.



Anyanwu	watched	carefully	as	the	white	woman	placed	first	a
clean	 cloth,	 then	 dishes	 and	 utensils	 on	 the	 long,	 narrow	 table	 at
which	 the	household	was	 to	 eat.	Anyanwu	was	glad	 that	 some	of
the	food	and	 the	white	people’s	ways	of	eating	 it	were	familiar	 to
her	 from	 the	 ship.	 She	 could	 sit	 down	 and	 have	 a	 meal	 without
seeming	utterly	ignorant.	She	could	not	have	cooked	the	meal,	but
that	 would	 come,	 too,	 in	 time.	 She	 would	 learn.	 For	 now,	 she
merely	observed	and	allowed	the	interesting	smells	to	intensify	her
hunger.	Hunger	was	familiar	and	good.	It	kept	her	from	staring	too
much	at	the	white	woman,	kept	her	from	concentrating	on	her	own
nervousness	 and	 uncertainty	 in	 the	 new	 surroundings,	 kept	 her
attention	on	the	soup,	thick	with	meat	and	vegetables,	and	the	roast
deer	 flesh—venison,	 the	white	woman	 had	 called	 it—and	 a	 huge
fowl—a	turkey.	Anyanwu	repeated	the	words	to	herself,	 reassured
that	 they	 had	 become	 part	 of	 her	 vocabulary.	 New	 words,	 new
ways,	new	foods,	new	clothing.	…She	was	glad	of	the	cumbersome
clothing,	 though,	 finally.	 It	 made	 her	 look	 more	 like	 the	 other
women,	black	and	white,	whom	she	had	seen	in	the	village,	and	that
was	important.	She	had	lived	in	enough	different	towns	through	her
various	marriages	 to	 know	 the	 necessity	 of	 learning	 to	 behave	 as
others	did.	What	was	common	in	one	place	could	be	ridiculous	in
another	and	abomination	in	a	third.	Ignorance	could	be	costly.

“How	shall	I	call	you?”	she	asked	the	white	woman.	Doro	had
said	 the	 woman’s	 name	 once,	 very	 quickly,	 in	 introduction,	 then
hurried	off	on	business	of	his	own.	Anyanwu	remembered	the	name
—Sarahcutler—but	 was	 not	 certain	 she	 could	 say	 it	 correctly
without	hearing	it	again.

“Sarah	Cutler,”	the	woman	said	very	distinctly.	“Mrs.	Cutler.”
Anyanwu	frowned,	confused.	Which	was	right.	“Mrs.	Cutler?”
“Yes.	You	say	it	well.”
“I	am	trying	to	learn.”	Anyanwu	shrugged.	“I	must	learn.”
“How	do	you	say	your	name?”
“Anyanwu.”	 She	 said	 it	 very	 slowly,	 but	 still	 the	 woman

asked:
“Is	that	all	one	name?”



“Only	 one.	 I	 have	 had	 others,	 but	 Anyanwu	 is	 best.	 I	 come
back	to	it.”

“Are	the	others	shorter?”
“Mbgafo.	That	 is	 the	name	my	mother	 gave	me.	And	once	 I

was	called	Atagbusi,	and	honored	by	that	name.	I	have	been	called
—”

“Never	 mind.”	 The	 woman	 sighed,	 and	 Anyanwu	 smiled	 to
herself.	 She	 had	 had	 to	 give	 five	 of	 her	 former	 names	 to	 Isaac
before	he	 shrugged	and	decided	Anyanwu	was	a	good	name	after
all.

“Can	I	help	to	do	these	things?”	she	asked.	Sarah	Cutler	was
beginning	to	put	food	on	the	table	now.

“No,”	the	woman	said.	“Just	watch	now.	You’ll	be	doing	this
soon	 enough.”	 She	 glanced	 at	 Anyanwu	 curiously.	 She	 did	 not
stare,	 but	 allowed	 herself	 these	 quick	 curious	 glances.	 Anyanwu
thought	they	each	probably	had	an	equal	number	of	questions	about
the	other.

Sarah	Cutler	asked:	“Why	did	Doro	call	you	‘Sun	Woman’?”
Doro	had	taken	to	doing	that	affectionately	when	he	spoke	to

her	in	English,	though	Isaac	complained	that	it	made	her	sound	like
an	Indian.

“Your	word	for	my	name	is	‘Sun,’”	she	answered.	“Doro	said
he	would	find	an	English	name	for	me,	but	I	did	not	want	one.	Now
he	makes	English	of	my	name.”

The	white	woman	shook	her	head	and	laughed.	“You’re	more
fortunate	than	you	know.	With	him	taking	such	an	interest	in	you,
I’m	surprised	you’re	not	already	Jane	or	Alice	or	some	such.”

Anyanwu	shrugged.	“He	has	not	changed	his	own	name.	Why
should	he	change	mine?”

The	woman	gave	her	what	seemed	to	be	a	look	of	pity.
“What	is	Cutler?”	Anyanwu	asked.
“What	it	means?”
“Yes.”
“A	cutler	is	a	knifemaker.	I	suppose	my	husband	had	ancestors

who	were	knifemakers.	Here,	 taste	 this.”	She	gave	Anyanwu	a	bit



of	something	sweet	and	oily,	fruit-filled,	and	delicious.
“It	 is	 very	 good!”	 Anyanwu	 said.	 The	 sweet	 was	 unlike

anything	she	had	tasted	before.	She	did	not	know	what	to	say	about
it	except	 the	words	of	courtesy	Doro	had	 taught	her.	“Thank	you.
What	is	this	called?”

The	 woman	 smiled,	 pleased.	 “It’s	 a	 kind	 of	 cake	 I	 haven’t
made	before—special	for	Isaac	and	Doro’s	homecoming.”

“You	 said	 …”	 Anyanwu	 thought	 for	 a	 moment.	 “You	 said
your	husband’s	people	were	knifemakers.	Cutler	is	his	name?”

“Yes.	 Here,	 a	 woman	 takes	 the	 name	 of	 her	 husband	 after
marriage.	I	was	Sarah	Wheatley	before	I	married.”

“Then	Sarah	is	the	name	you	keep	for	yourself.”
“Yes.”
“Shall	I	call	you	Sarah—your	own	name?”
The	 woman	 glanced	 at	 her	 sidelong.	 “Shall	 I	 call	 you	 …

Mbgafo?”	She	mispronounced	it	horribly.
“If	 you	 like.	 But	 there	 are	 very	 many	 Mbgafos.	 That	 name

only	tells	the	day	of	my	birth.”
“Like	…	Monday	or	Tuesday?”
“Yes.	 You	 have	 seven.	We	 have	 only	 four:	 Eke,	 Oye,	 Afo,

Nkwo.	People	are	often	named	for	the	day	they	were	born.”
“Your	 country	must	 be	overflowing	with	people	of	 the	 same

name.”
Anyanwu	nodded.	“But	many	have	other	names	as	well.”
“I	suppose	Anyanwu	really	is	better.”
“Yes.”	Anyanwu	smiled.	“Sarah	is	good	too.	A	woman	should

have	something	of	her	own.”
Doro	 came	 in	 then,	 and	 Anyanwu	 noted	 how	 the	 woman

brightened.	 She	 had	 not	 been	 sad	 or	 grim	 before,	 but	 now,	 years
seemed	 to	drop	 from	her.	She	only	 smiled	at	him	and	 said	dinner
was	ready,	but	 there	was	a	warmth	 in	her	voice	 that	had	not	been
there	 before	 in	 spite	 of	 all	 her	 friendliness.	 At	 some	 time,	 this
woman	had	been	wife	or	lover	to	Doro.	Probably	lover.	There	was
still	 much	 fondness	 between	 them,	 though	 the	 woman	 was	 no
longer	young.	Where	was	her	husband,	Anyanwu	wondered.	How



was	it	that	a	woman	here	could	cook	for	a	man	neither	her	kinsman
nor	 in-law	while	 her	 husband	probably	 sat	with	others	 in	 front	 of
one	of	the	houses	and	blew	smoke	out	of	his	mouth?

Then	 the	 husband	 came	 in,	 bringing	 two	 grown	 sons	 and	 a
daughter,	 along	with	 the	very	young	 shy	wife	of	one	of	 the	 sons.
The	girl	was	slender	and	olive-skinned,	black-haired	and	dark-eyed,
and	even	to	Anyanwu’s	eyes,	very	beautiful.	When	Doro	spoke	to
her	 courteously,	 her	 answer	 was	 a	 mere	 moving	 of	 the	 lips.	 She
would	not	look	at	him	at	all	except	once	when	his	back	was	turned.
But	 the	 look	 she	 gave	 him	 then	 spoke	 as	 loudly	 as	 had	 Sarah
Cutler’s	 sudden	 brightening.	 Anyanwu	 blinked	 and	 began	 to
wonder	what	kind	of	man	she	had.	The	women	aboard	the	ship	had
not	 found	Doro	 so	desirable.	They	had	been	 terrified	of	 him.	But
these	 women	 of	 his	 people.	…Was	 he	 like	 a	 cock	 among	 them,
going	 from	 one	 hen	 to	 another?	 They	 were	 not,	 after	 all,	 his
kinsmen	or	his	friends.	They	were	people	who	had	pledged	loyalty
to	 him	 or	 people	 he	 had	 bought	 as	 slaves.	 In	 a	 sense,	 they	were
more	his	property	than	his	people.	The	men	laughed	and	talked	with
him,	but	none	presumed	as	much	as	Isaac	had.	All	were	respectful.
And	if	their	wives	or	sisters	or	daughters	looked	at	Doro,	they	did
not	notice.	Anyanwu	strongly	suspected	that	if	Doro	looked	back,	if
he	did	more	than	look,	they	would	make	an	effort	not	to	notice	that
either.	Or	perhaps	they	would	be	honored.	Who	knew	what	strange
ways	they	practiced?

But	now,	Doro	gave	his	attention	to	Anyanwu.	She	was	shy	in
this	 company—men	 and	women	 together	 eating	 strange	 food	 and
talking	 in	 a	 language	 she	 felt	 she	 spoke	 poorly	 and	 understood
imperfectly.	Doro	kept	making	her	 talk,	 speaking	 to	 her	 of	 trivial
things.

“Do	you	miss	the	yams?	There	are	none	quite	like	yours	here.”
“It	does	not	matter.”	Her	voice	was	like	the	young	girl’s—no

more	than	a	moving	of	the	lips.	She	felt	ashamed	to	speak	before	all
these	 strangers—yet	 she	 had	 always	 spoken	 before	 strangers,	 and
spoken	well.	One	had	to	speak	well	and	firmly	when	people	came
for	medicine	and	healing.	What	 faith	could	 they	have	 in	 someone



who	whispered	or	bowed	her	head?
Determinedly,	she	raised	her	head	and	ceased	concentrating	so

intently	on	her	soup.	She	did	miss	the	yams.	Even	the	strange	soup
made	her	 long	 for	an	accompanying	mound	of	pounded	yam.	But
that	 did	 not	matter.	 She	 looked	 around,	meeting	 the	 eyes	 first	 of
Sarah	 Cutler,	 then	 of	 one	 of	 Sarah’s	 sons	 and	 finding	 only
friendliness	and	curiosity	in	both.	The	young	man,	thin	and	brown-
haired,	 seemed	 to	 be	 about	 Isaac’s	 age.	 Thought	 of	 Isaac	 made
Anyanwu	look	around.

“Where	 is	 Isaac?”	 she	 asked	 Doro.	 “You	 said	 this	 was	 his
home.”

“He’s	with	a	friend,”	Doro	told	her.	“He’ll	be	in	later.”
“He’d	 better!”	 Sarah	 said.	 “His	 first	 night	 back	 and	 he	 can’t

come	home	to	supper.”
“He	had	reason,”	Doro	told	her.	And	she	said	nothing	more.
But	 Anyanwu	 found	 other	 things	 to	 say.	 And	 she	 no	 longer

whispered.	She	paid	some	attention	to	spooning	up	the	soup	as	the
others	 did	 and	 to	 eating	 the	 other	 meats	 and	 breads	 and	 sweets
correctly	with	her	fingers.	People	here	ate	more	carefully	than	had
the	men	aboard	the	ship;	thus,	she	ate	more	carefully.	She	spoke	to
the	 shy	 young	 girl	 and	 discovered	 that	 the	 girl	was	 an	 Indian—a
Mohawk.	 Doro	 had	matched	 her	 with	 Blake	 Cutler	 because	 both
had	just	a	little	of	the	sensitivity	Doro	valued.	Both	seemed	pleased
with	 the	 match.	 Anyanwu	 thought	 she	 would	 have	 been	 happier
with	 her	 own	 match	 with	 Doro	 had	 her	 people	 been	 nearby.	 It
would	be	good	for	the	children	of	their	marriage	to	know	her	world
as	well	as	Doro’s—to	be	aware	of	a	place	where	blackness	was	not
a	mark	of	slavery.	She	resolved	to	make	her	homeland	live	for	them
whether	Doro	permitted	her	to	show	it	to	them	or	not.	She	resolved
not	to	let	them	forget	who	they	were.

Then	 she	 found	 herself	wondering	whether	 the	Mohawk	 girl
would	 have	 preferred	 to	 forget	 who	 she	 was	 as	 the	 conversation
turned	 to	 talk	 of	war	with	 Indians.	 The	white	 people	 at	 the	 table
were	eager	to	tell	Doro	how,	earlier	in	the	year,	“Praying	Indians”
and	a	group	of	whites	called	French	had	stolen	through	the	gates	of



a	town	west	of	Wheatley—a	town	with	the	unpronounceable	name
of	 Schenectady—and	 butchered	 some	 of	 the	 people	 there	 and
carried	 off	 others.	 There	was	much	 discussion	 of	 this,	much	 fear
expressed	 until	 Doro	 promised	 to	 leave	 Isaac	 in	 the	 village,	 and
leave	 one	 of	 his	 daughters,	 Anneke,	 who	 would	 soon	 be	 very
powerful.	This	seemed	to	calm	everyone	somewhat.	Anyanwu	felt
that	 she	 had	 only	 half	 understood	 the	 dispute	 between	 so	 many
foreign	 people,	 but	 she	 did	 ask	 whether	Wheatley	 had	 ever	 been
attacked.

Doro	 smiled	 unpleasantly.	 “Twice	 by	 Indians,”	 he	 said.	 “I
happened	to	be	here	both	times.	We’ve	had	peace	since	that	second
attack	thirty	years	ago.”

“That’s	time	enough	for	them	to	forget	anything,”	Sarah	said.
“Anyway,	 this	 is	 a	 new	 war.	 French	 and	 Praying	 Indians!”	 She
shook	her	head	in	disgust.

“Papists!”	her	husband	muttered.	“Bastards!”
“My	people	 could	 tell	 them	what	powerful	 spirits	 live	here,”

whispered	the	Mohawk	girl,	smiling.
Doro	 looked	 at	 her	 as	 though	 not	 certain	 whether	 she	 were

serious,	but	she	ducked	her	head.
Anyanwu	 touched	Doro’s	hand.	 “You	 see?”	 she	 said.	 “I	 told

you	you	were	a	spirit!”
Everyone	laughed,	and	Anyanwu	felt	more	comfortable	among

them.	 She	 would	 find	 out	 another	 time	 exactly	 what	 Papists	 and
Praying	Indians	were	and	what	their	quarrel	was	with	the	English.
She	 had	 had	 enough	 new	 things	 for	 one	 day.	 She	 relaxed	 and
enjoyed	her	meal.

She	enjoyed	it	too	much.	After	much	eating	and	drinking	after
everyone	had	gathered	around	 the	 tall,	blue-tiled	parlor	hearth	 for
talking	 and	 smoking	 and	 knitting	 she	 began	 to	 feel	 pain	 in	 her
stomach.	By	 the	 time	 the	gathering	broke	up,	 she	was	 controlling
herself	very	closely	lest	she	vomit	up	all	the	food	she	had	eaten	and
humiliate	 herself	 before	 all	 these	 people.	When	Doro	 showed	 her
her	 room	 with	 its	 fireplace	 and	 its	 deep	 soft	 down	 mattresses
covering	 a	 great	 bed,	 she	 undressed	 and	 lay	 down	 at	 once.	There



she	discovered	that	her	body	had	reacted	badly	to	one	specific	food
—a	rich	sweet	that	she	knew	no	name	for,	but	that	she	had	loved.
This	on	 top	of	 the	huge	amount	of	meat	she	had	eaten	had	finally
been	 too	much	 for	 her	 stomach.	Now,	 though,	 she	 controlled	 her
digestion,	 soothed	 the	 sickness	 from	 her	 body.	 The	 food	 did	 not
have	to	be	brought	up.	Only	gotten	used	to.	She	analyzed	slowly,	so
intent	 on	 her	 inner	 awareness	 that	 she	 appeared	 to	 be	 asleep.	 If
someone	 had	 spoken	 to	 her,	 she	would	 not	 have	 heard.	Her	 eyes
were	closed.	This	was	why	she	had	waited,	had	not	healed	herself
downstairs	in	the	presence	of	others.	Here,	though,	it	did	not	matter
what	she	did.	Only	Doro	was	present—across	the	large	room	sitting
at	a	great	wooden	desk	much	finer	than	the	one	he	had	had	on	the
ship.	He	was	writing,	and	she	knew	from	experience	that	he	would
be	making	marks	unlike	those	in	any	of	his	books.	“It’s	a	very	old
language,”	he	had	told	her	once.	“So	old	that	no	one	living	can	read
it.”

“No	one	but	you,”	she	had	said.
And	he	had	nodded	and	smiled.	“The	people	I	learned	it	from

stole	me	away	into	slavery	when	I	was	only	a	boy.	Now	they’re	all
dead.	 Their	 descendants	 have	 forgotten	 the	 old	 wisdom,	 the	 old
writing,	the	old	gods.	Only	I	remember.”

She	had	not	known	whether	she	heard	bitterness	or	satisfaction
in	 his	 voice	 then.	He	was	 very	 strange	when	 he	 talked	 about	 his
youth.	He	made	Anyanwu	want	 to	 touch	him	and	 tell	him	 that	he
was	not	alone	in	outliving	so	many	things.	But	he	also	roused	her
fear	of	him,	 reminded	her	of	his	deadly	difference.	Thus,	she	said
nothing.

Now,	as	she	lay	still,	analyzing,	learning	not	only	which	food
had	 made	 her	 ill,	 but	 which	 ingredient	 in	 that	 food,	 she	 was
comfortably	 aware	 of	 Doro	 nearby.	 If	 he	 had	 left	 the	 room	 in
complete	silence,	she	would	have	known,	would	have	missed	him.
The	room	would	have	become	colder.

It	was	milk	that	had	sickened	her.	Animal	milk!	These	people
cooked	many	things	with	animal	milk!	She	covered	her	mouth	with
her	hand.	Did	Doro	know?	But	of	course	he	did.	How	could	he	not?



These	were	his	people!
Again	 it	 required	 all	 her	 control	 to	 prevent	 herself	 from

vomiting—this	time	from	sheer	revulsion.
“Anyanwu?”
She	realized	that	Doro	was	standing	over	her	between	the	long

cloths	that	could	be	closed	to	conceal	the	bed.	And	she	realized	that
this	was	not	 the	first	 time	he	had	said	her	name.	Still,	 it	surprised
her	that	she	had	heard	him	without	his	shouting	or	touching	her.	He
had	only	spoken	quietly.

She	 opened	 her	 eyes,	 looked	 up	 at	 him.	 He	 was	 beautiful
standing	there	with	the	light	of	candles	behind	him.	He	had	stripped
to	the	cloth	he	still	wore	sometimes	when	they	were	alone	together.
But	she	noticed	this	with	only	part	of	her	mind.	Her	main	thoughts
were	still	of	the	loathsome	thing	she	had	been	tricked	into	doing—
the	consumption	of	animal	milk.

“Why	didn’t	you	tell	me!”	she	demanded.
“What?”	He	frowned,	confused.	“Tell	you	what?”
“That	these	people	were	feeding	me	animal	milk!”
He	burst	into	laughter.
She	drew	back	as	though	he	had	hit	her.	“Is	it	a	joke	then?	Are

the	others	laughing	too	now	that	I	cannot	hear?”
“Anyanwu	…”	He	managed	to	stop	his	laughter.	“I’m	sorry,”

he	 told	her.	 “I	was	 thinking	of	 something	else	or	 I	wouldn’t	have
laughed.	But,	Anyanwu,	we	all	ate	the	same	food.”

“But	why	was	some	of	it	cooked	with—”
“Listen.	 I	 know	 the	 custom	 among	 your	 people	 not	 to	 drink

animal	milk.	I	should	have	warned	you—would	have,	if	I	had	been
thinking.	No	one	else	who	ate	with	us	knew	the	milk	would	offend
you.	I	assure	you,	they’re	not	laughing.”

She	hesitated.	He	was	sincere;	she	was	certain	of	that.	It	was	a
mistake	then.	But	still	…	“These	people	cook	with	animal	milk	all
the	time?”

“All	 the	 time,”	 Doro	 said.	 “And	 they	 drink	 milk.	 It’s	 their
custom.	They	keep	some	cattle	especially	for	milking.”

“Abomination!”	Anyanwu	said	with	disgust.



“Not	to	them,”	Doro	told	her.	“And	you	will	not	insult	them	by
telling	them	they	are	committing	abomination.”

She	 looked	at	him.	He	did	not	seem	to	give	many	orders	but
she	had	no	doubt	that	this	was	one.	She	said	nothing.

“You	 can	 become	 an	 animal	 whenever	 you	 wish,”	 he	 said.
“You	know	there’s	nothing	evil	about	animal	milk.”

“It	 is	 for	animals!”	 she	 said.	 “I	 am	not	an	animal	now!	 I	did
not	just	eat	a	meal	with	animals!”

He	 sighed.	 “You	 know	you	must	 change	 to	 suit	 the	 customs
here.	You	 have	 not	 lived	 three	 hundred	 years	without	 learning	 to
accept	new	customs.”

“I	will	not	have	any	more	milk!”
“You	need	not.	But	let	others	have	theirs	in	peace.”
She	turned	away	from	him.	She	had	never	in	her	long	life	lived

among	people	who	violated	this	prohibition.
“Anyanwu!”
“I	will	obey,”	she	muttered,	 then	faced	him	defiantly.	“When

will	I	have	my	own	house?	My	own	cooking	fire?”
“When	 you’ve	 learned	 what	 to	 do	 with	 them.	What	 kind	 of

meal	 could	 you	 cook	 now	with	 foods	 you’ve	 never	 seen	 before?
Sarah	Cutler	will	teach	you	what	you	need	to	know.	Tell	her	milk
makes	you	sick	and	she’ll	leave	it	out	of	what	she	teaches	you.”	His
voice	softened	a	 little,	and	he	sat	down	beside	her	on	 the	bed.	“It
did	make	you	sick,	didn’t	it?”

“It	did.	Even	my	flesh	knows	abomination.”
“It	didn’t	make	anyone	else	sick.”
She	only	glared	at	him.
He	reached	under	the	blanket,	rubbed	her	stomach	gently.	Her

body	was	almost	buried	in	the	too-soft	feather	mattress.	“Have	you
healed	yourself?”	he	asked.

“Yes.	But	with	so	much	food,	it	took	me	a	long	time	to	learn
what	was	making	me	sick.”

“Do	you	have	to	know?”
“Of	 course.	 How	 can	 I	 know	what	 to	 do	 for	 healing	 until	 I

know	 what	 healing	 is	 needed	 and	 why?	 I	 think	 I	 knew	 all	 the



diseases	and	poisons	of	my	people.	I	must	learn	the	ones	here.”
“Does	it	hurt	you—the	learning?”
“Oh	 yes.	 But	 only	 at	 first.	 Once	 I	 learn	 it,	 it	 does	 not	 hurt

again.”	 Her	 voice	 became	 bantering.	 “Now,	 give	 me	 your	 hand
again.	You	can	touch	me	even	though	I	am	well.”

He	smiled	and	 there	was	no	more	 tension	between	 them.	His
touches	became	more	intimate.

“That	 is	good,”	 she	whispered.	“I	healed	myself	 just	 in	 time.
Now	 lie	 down	 here	 and	 show	 me	 why	 all	 those	 women	 were
looking	at	you.”

He	laughed	quietly,	untied	his	cloth,	and	joined	her	in	the	too-
soft	bed.

“We	must	talk	tonight,”	he	said	later	when	both	were	satiated
and	lying	side	by	side.

“Do	 you	 still	 have	 strength	 for	 talking,	 husband?”	 she	 said
drowsily.	 “I	 thought	 you	would	 go	 to	 sleep	 and	 not	 awaken	 until
sunrise.”

“No.”	There	was	no	humor	in	his	voice	now.	She	had	laid	her
head	on	his	shoulder	because	he	had	shown	her	in	the	past	that	he
wanted	 her	 near	 him,	 touching	 him	 until	 he	 fell	 asleep.	 Now,
though,	she	lifted	her	head	and	looked	at	him.

“You’ve	come	to	your	new	home,	Anyanwu.”
“I	know	that.”	She	did	not	like	the	flat	strangeness	of	his	tone.

This	 was	 the	 voice	 he	 used	 to	 frighten	 people—the	 voice	 that
reminded	her	to	think	of	him	as	something	other	than	a	man.

“You	are	home,	but	I	will	be	leaving	again	in	a	few	weeks.”
“But—”
“I	 will	 be	 leaving.	 I	 have	 other	 people	 who	 need	 me	 to	 rid

them	of	enemies	or	who	need	to	see	me	to	know	they	still	belong	to
me.	 I	 have	 a	 fragmented	 people	 to	 hunt	 and	 reassemble.	 I	 have
women	in	three	different	towns	who	could	bear	powerful	children	if
I	give	them	the	right	mates.	And	more.	Much	more.”

She	 sighed	 and	 burrowed	 deeper	 into	 the	 mattress.	 He	 was
going	to	leave	her	here	among	strangers.	He	had	made	up	his	mind.
“When	you	come	back,”	 she	 said	 resignedly,	 “there	will	be	a	 son



for	you	here.”
“Are	you	pregnant	now?”
“I	can	be	now.	Your	seed	still	lives	inside	me.”
“No!”
She	jumped,	startled	at	his	vehemence.
“This	is	not	the	body	I	want	to	beget	your	first	children	here,”

he	said.
She	 made	 herself	 shrug,	 speak	 casually.	 “All	 right.	 I’ll	 wait

until	you	have	…	become	another	man.”
“You	need	not.	I	have	another	plan	for	you.”
The	 hairs	 at	 the	 back	 of	 her	 neck	 began	 to	 prickle	 and	 itch.

“What	plan?”
“I	want	you	to	marry,”	he	said.	“You’ll	do	it	in	the	way	of	the

people	here	with	a	license	and	a	wedding.”
“It	makes	no	difference.	I	will	follow	your	custom.”
“Yes.	But	not	with	me.”
She	stared	at	him,	speechless.	He	lay	on	his	back	staring	at	one

of	the	great	beams	that	held	up	the	ceiling.
“You’ll	marry	Isaac,”	he	said.	“I	want	children	from	the	two	of

you.	And	I	want	you	 to	have	a	husband	who	does	more	 than	visit
you	now	and	then.	Living	here,	you	could	go	for	a	year,	two	years,
without	seeing	me.	I	don’t	want	you	to	be	that	alone.”

“Isaac?”	she	whispered.	“Your	son?”
“My	son.	He’s	a	good	man.	He	wants	you,	and	I	want	you	with

him.”
“He’s	a	boy!	He’s	…”
“What	man	 is	 not	 a	 boy	 to	 you,	 except	me?	 Isaac	 is	more	 a

man	than	you	think.”
“But	 …	 he’s	 your	 son!	 How	 can	 I	 have	 the	 son	 when	 his

father,	my	husband,	still	lives?	That	is	abomination!”
“Not	if	I	command	it.”
“You	cannot!	It	is	abomination!”
“You	 have	 left	 your	 village,	 Anyanwu,	 and	 your	 town	 and

your	land	and	your	people.	You	are	here	where	I	rule.	Here,	there	is
only	one	abomination:	disobedience.	You	will	obey.”



“I	will	not!	Wrong	is	wrong!	Some	things	change	from	place
to	place,	but	not	this.	If	your	people	wish	to	debase	themselves	by
drinking	 the	milk	of	animals,	 I	will	 turn	my	head.	Their	 shame	 is
their	 own.	 But	 now	 you	want	me	 to	 shame	myself,	make	myself
even	worse	 than	 they.	How	can	you	ask	 it	of	me,	Doro?	The	 land
itself	will	be	offended!	Your	crops	will	wither	and	die!”

He	made	a	 sound	of	disgust.	“That’s	 foolishness!	 I	 thought	 I
had	found	a	woman	too	wise	to	believe	such	nonsense.”

“You	have	found	a	woman	who	will	not	soil	herself!	How	is	it
here?	Do	sons	lie	with	their	mothers	also?	Do	sisters	and	brothers
lie	down	together?”

“Woman,	if	I	command	it,	they	lie	down	together	gladly.”
Anyanwu	moved	away	 from	him	so	 that	no	part	of	her	body

touched	his.	He	had	spoken	of	this	before.	Of	incest,	of	mating	her
own	 children	 together	with	 doglike	 disregard	 for	 kinship.	And	 in
revulsion,	she	had	led	him	quickly	from	her	land.	She	had	saved	her
children,	but	now	…	who	would	save	her?

“I	 want	 children	 of	 your	 body	 and	 his,”	 Doro	 repeated.	 He
stopped,	 raised	 himself	 to	 his	 elbow	 so	 that	 he	 leaned	 over	 her.
“Sun	woman,	would	I	tell	you	to	do	something	that	would	hurt	my
people?	The	land	is	different	here.	It	is	my	land!	Most	of	the	people
here	exist	because	 I	 caused	 their	 ancestors	 to	marry	 in	ways	your
people	would	 not	 accept.	Yet	 everyone	 lives	well	 here.	No	 angry
god	 punishes	 them.	 Their	 crops	 grow	 and	 their	 harvests	 are	 rich
every	year.”

“And	some	of	them	hear	so	much	of	the	thoughts	of	others	that
they	 cannot	 think	 their	 own	 thoughts.	 Some	 of	 them	 hang
themselves.”

“Some	of	your	own	people	hang	themselves.”
“Not	for	such	terrible	reasons.”
“Nevertheless,	they	die.	Anyanwu,	obey	me.	Life	can	be	very

good	for	you	here.	And	you	will	not	find	a	better	husband	than	my
son.”

She	 closed	 her	 eyes,	 dismissed	 his	 pleading	 as	 she	 had	 his
commands.	 She	 strove	 to	 dismiss	 her	 budding	 fear	 also,	 but	 she



could	 not.	 She	 knew	 that	 when	 both	 commanding	 and	 pleading
failed,	he	would	begin	to	threaten.

Within	her	body,	she	killed	his	seed.	She	disconnected	the	two
small	tubes	through	which	her	own	seed	traveled	to	her	womb.	She
had	done	 this	many	 times	when	she	 thought	 she	had	given	a	man
enough	children.	Now	she	did	it	to	avoid	giving	any	children	at	all,
to	avoid	being	used.	When	it	was	done,	she	sat	up	and	looked	down
at	him.	“You	have	been	telling	me	lies	from	the	day	we	met,”	she
said	softly.

He	shook	his	head	against	the	pillow.	“I	have	not	lied	to	you.”
“‘Let	me	give	you	children	who	will	live,’	you	said.	‘I	promise

that	 if	 you	 come	 with	 me,	 I	 will	 give	 you	 children	 of	 your	 own
kind,’	you	said.	And	now,	you	send	me	away	to	another	man.	You
give	me	nothing	at	all.”

“You	will	bear	my	children	as	well	as	Isaac’s.”
She	cried	out	as	though	with	pain,	and	climbed	out	of	his	bed.

“Get	me	another	room!”	she	hissed.	“I	will	not	lie	there	with	you.	I
would	 rather	 sleep	 on	 the	 bare	 floor.	 I	 would	 rather	 sleep	 on	 the
ground!”

He	lay	still,	as	though	he	had	not	heard	her.	“Sleep	wherever
you	wish,”	he	said	after	a	while.

She	 stared	 at	 him,	 her	 body	 shaking	 with	 fear	 and	 anger.
“What	 is	 it	 you	would	make	of	me,	Doro?	Your	dog?	 I	 cared	 for
you.	It	has	been	lifetimes	since	I	cared	as	much	for	a	man.”

He	said	nothing.
She	 stepped	 nearer	 to	 the	 bed,	 looked	 down	 into	 his

expressionless	face,	pleading	herself	now.	She	did	not	think	it	was
possible	 to	move	him	by	pleading	once	he	had	made	up	his	mind,
but	so	much	was	at	stake.	She	had	to	try.

“I	came	here	 to	be	a	wife	 to	you,”	 she	 said.	 “But	 there	were
always	others	to	cook	for	you,	others	to	serve	you	in	nearly	all	the
ways	of	a	wife.	And	if	there	had	not	been	others,	I	know	so	little	of
this	place	that	I	would	have	performed	my	duties	poorly.	You	knew
it	would	be	this	way	for	me,	but	still	you	wanted	me—and	I	wanted
you	enough	 to	begin	again	 like	a	child,	completely	 ignorant.”	She



sighed	 and	 looked	 around	 the	 room,	 feeling	 as	 though	 she	 were
hunting	 for	 the	words	 that	 would	 reach	 him.	 There	was	 only	 the
alien	furniture:	 the	desk,	 the	bed,	 the	great	wooden	cabinet	beside
the	door—a	kas,	 it	was	 called,	 a	Dutch	 thing	 for	 storing	 clothing.
There	were	two	chairs	and	several	mats—rugs—of	heavy,	colorful
cloth.	 It	was	all	 as	 alien	as	Doro	himself.	 It	 gave	her	 a	 feeling	of
hopelessness—as	though	she	had	come	to	this	strange	place	only	to
die.	She	stared	into	the	fire	in	the	fireplace—the	only	familiar	thing
in	the	room—and	spoke	softly:

“Husband,	 it	may	be	a	good	 thing	 that	you’re	going	away.	A
year	is	not	so	long,	or	two	years.	Not	to	us.	I	have	been	alone	before
for	many	times	that	long.	When	you	come	back,	I	will	know	how	to
be	a	wife	to	you	here.	I	will	give	you	strong	sons.”	She	turned	her
eyes	back	 to	him,	saw	that	he	was	watching	her.	“Do	not	cast	me
aside	before	I	show	you	what	a	good	wife	I	can	be.”

He	sat	up,	put	his	feet	on	the	floor.	“You	don’t	understand,”	he
said	 softly.	 He	 pulled	 her	 down	 to	 sit	 beside	 him	 on	 the	 bed.
“Haven’t	I	told	you	what	I’m	building?	Over	the	years,	I’ve	taken
people	 with	 so	 little	 power	 they	 were	 almost	 ordinary,	 and	 bred
them	 together	 again	 and	 again	 until	 in	 their	 descendants,	 small
abilities	grew	large,	and	a	man	like	Isaac	could	be	born.”

“And	a	man	like	Lale.”
“Lale	wasn’t	as	bad	as	he	seemed.	He	handled	what	ability	he

had	very	well.	And	 I’ve	created	others	of	his	kind	who	had	more
ability	and	a	better	temperament.”

“Did	you	create	him,	then?	From	what?	Mounds	of	clay?”
“Anyanwu!”
“Isaac	 tells	 me	 the	 whites	 believe	 their	 god	 made	 the	 first

people	of	clay.	You	talk	as	though	you	think	you	were	that	god!”
He	 drew	 a	 deep	 breath,	 looked	 at	 her	 sadly.	 “What	 I	 am	 or

think	I	am	need	not	concern	you	at	all.	I’ve	told	you	what	you	must
do—no,	be	quiet.	Hear	me.”

She	closed	her	mouth,	swallowed	a	new	protest.
“I	 said	 you	 didn’t	 understand,”	 he	 continued.	 “Now	 I	 think

you’re	deliberately	misunderstanding.	Do	you	truly	believe	I	mean



to	cast	you	aside	because	you’ve	been	a	poor	wife?”
She	looked	away.	No,	of	course	she	did	not	believe	that.	She

had	 only	 hoped	 to	 reach	 him,	 make	 him	 stop	 his	 impossible
demands.	No,	he	was	not	casting	her	aside	for	any	reason	at	all.	He
was	merely	breeding	her	as	one	bred	cattle	and	goats.	He	had	said
it:	“I	want	children	of	your	body	and	his.”	What	she	wanted	meant
nothing.	Did	one	ask	a	cow	or	a	nanny	goat	whether	it	wished	to	be
bred?

“I	 am	 giving	 you	 the	 very	 best	 of	my	 sons,”	 he	 told	 her.	 “I
expect	you	to	be	a	good	wife	to	him.	I	would	never	send	you	to	him
if	I	thought	you	couldn’t.”

She	shook	her	head	slowly.	“It	is	you	who	have	not	understood
me.”	 She	 gazed	 at	 him—at	 his	 very	 ordinary	 eyes,	 at	 his	 long,
handsome	 face.	 Until	 now,	 she	 had	 managed	 to	 avoid	 a
confrontation	like	this	by	giving	in	a	little,	obeying.	Now	she	could
not	obey.

“You	 are	 my	 husband,”	 she	 said	 quietly,	 “or	 I	 have	 no
husband.	If	I	need	another	man,	I	will	find	one.	My	father	and	all
my	other	husbands	are	 long	dead.	You	gave	no	gifts	 for	me.	You
can	send	me	away,	but	you	cannot	tell	me	where	I	must	go.”

“Of	course	I	can.”	His	quiet	calm	matched	her	own,	but	in	him
it	was	 clearly	 resignation.	 “You	 know	 you	must	 obey,	Anyanwu.
Must	I	take	your	body	and	get	the	children	I	want	from	it	myself?”

“You	 cannot.”	 Within	 herself,	 she	 altered	 her	 reproductive
organs	 further,	made	 herself	 literally	 no	 longer	 a	woman,	 but	 not
quite	a	man—just	to	be	certain.	“You	may	be	able	to	push	my	spirit
from	my	body,”	she	said.	“I	think	you	can,	though	I	have	never	felt
your	 power.	But	my	 body	will	 give	 you	 no	 satisfaction.	 It	would
take	too	long	for	you	to	learn	to	repair	all	the	things	I	have	done	to
it—if	you	can	learn.	It	will	not	conceive	a	child	now.	It	will	not	live
much	longer	itself	without	me	to	keep	watch	on	it.”

She	 could	 not	 have	 missed	 the	 anger	 in	 his	 voice	 when	 he
spoke	again.	“You	know	I	will	collect	your	children	if	I	cannot	have
you.”

She	 turned	her	back	on	him,	not	wanting	him	 to	see	her	 fear



and	pain,	not	wanting	her	own	eyes	to	see	him.	He	was	a	loathsome
thing.

He	came	to	stand	behind	her,	put	his	hands	on	her	shoulders.
She	 struck	 them	 away	 violently.	 “Kill	 me!”	 she	 hissed.	 “Kill	 me
now,	but	never	touch	me	that	way	again!”

“And	your	children?”	he	said	unmoved.
“No	child	of	mine	would	commit	the	abominations	you	want,”

she	whispered.
“Now	who’s	lying?”	he	said.	“You	know	your	children	don’t

have	 your	 strength.	 I’ll	 get	 what	 I	 want	 from	 them,	 and	 their
children	will	be	as	much	mine	as	the	people	here.”

She	 said	 nothing.	 He	 was	 right,	 of	 course.	 Even	 her	 own
strength	was	mere	 bravado,	 a	 facade	 covering	 utter	 terror.	 It	was
only	 her	 anger	 that	 kept	 her	 neck	 straight.	 And	 what	 good	 was
anger	or	defiance?	He	would	consume	her	very	spirit;	there	would
be	no	next	life	for	her.	Then	he	would	use	and	pervert	her	children.
She	felt	near	to	weeping.

“You’ll	get	over	your	anger,”	he	 said.	 “Life	will	be	 rich	and
good	for	you	here.	You’ll	be	surprised	to	see	how	easily	you	blend
with	these	people.”

“I	will	not	marry	your	son,	Doro!	No	matter	what	threats	you
make,	no	matter	what	promises,	I	will	not	marry	your	son!”

He	sighed,	tied	his	cloth	around	him,	and	started	for	the	door.
“Stay	here,”	he	told	her.	“Put	something	on	and	wait.”

“For	what!”	she	demanded	bitterly.
“For	Isaac,”	he	answered.
And	when	 she	 turned	 to	 face	him,	mouth	open	 to	curse	both

him	and	his	son,	he	stepped	close	to	her	and	struck	her	across	 the
face	with	all	his	strength.

There	was	an	 instant	before	 the	blow	 landed	when	she	could
have	caught	his	arm	and	broken	the	bones	within	it	like	dry	sticks.
There	was	an	instant	before	the	blow	landed	when	she	could	have
torn	out	his	throat.

But	she	absorbed	the	blow,	moved	with	it,	made	no	sound.	It
had	been	a	long	time	since	she	had	wanted	so	powerfully	to	kill	a



man.
“I	see	you	know	how	to	be	quiet,”	he	said.	“I	see	you’re	not	as

willing	to	die	as	you	thought.	Good.	My	son	asked	for	a	chance	to
talk	to	you	if	you	refused	to	obey.	Wait	here.”

“What	 can	 he	 say	 to	 me	 that	 you	 have	 not	 said?”	 she
demanded	harshly.

Doro	paused	 at	 the	door	 to	give	her	 a	 look	of	 contempt.	His
blow	had	had	less	power	to	hurt	her	than	that	look.

When	the	door	closed	behind	him,	she	went	to	the	bed	and	sat
down	to	stare,	unseeing,	into	the	fire.	By	the	time	Isaac	knocked	on
the	 door,	 her	 face	 was	 wet	 with	 tears	 she	 did	 not	 remember
shedding.

She	 made	 him	 wait	 until	 she	 had	 wrapped	 a	 cloth	 around
herself	 and	 dried	 her	 face.	 Then	with	 leaden,	 hopeless	weariness,
she	opened	the	door	and	let	the	boy	in.

He	looked	as	depleted	as	she	felt.	The	yellow	hair	hung	limp
into	 his	 eyes	 and	 the	 eyes	 themselves	were	 red.	His	 sun-browned
skin	 looked	as	pale	 as	Anyanwu	had	ever	 seen	 it.	He	 seemed	not
only	tired,	but	sick.

He	stood	gazing	at	her,	saying	nothing,	making	her	want	to	go
to	him	as	 though	 to	Okoye,	 and	 try	 to	give	him	comfort.	 Instead,
she	 sat	 down	 in	 one	 of	 the	 room’s	 chairs	 so	 that	 he	 could	 not	 sit
close	to	her.

Obligingly,	 he	 sat	 opposite	 her	 in	 the	 other	 chair.	 “Did	 he
threaten	you?”	he	asked	softly.

“Of	course.	That	is	all	he	knows	how	to	do.”
“And	promise	you	a	good	life	if	you	obey?”
“…	yes.”
“He’ll	keep	his	word,	you	know.	Either	way.”
“I	have	seen	how	he	keeps	his	word.”
There	 was	 a	 long,	 uncomfortable	 silence.	 Finally,	 Isaac

whispered,	 “Don’t	 make	 him	 do	 it,	 Anyanwu.	 Don’t	 throw	 away
your	life!”

“Do	 you	 think	 I	 want	 to	 die?”	 she	 said.	 “My	 life	 has	 been



good,	and	very	long.	It	could	be	even	longer	and	better.	The	world
is	a	much	wider	place	than	I	thought;	there	is	so	much	for	me	to	see
and	 know.	 But	 I	 will	 not	 be	 his	 dog!	 Let	 him	 commit	 his
abominations	with	other	people!”

“With	your	children?”
“Do	you	threaten	me	too,	Isaac?”
“No!”	he	cried.	“You	know	better,	Anyanwu.”
She	turned	her	face	away	from	him.	If	only	he	would	go	away.

She	did	not	want	to	say	things	to	hurt	him.	He	spoke	softly:
“When	he	 told	me	I	would	marry	you,	 I	was	surprised	and	a

little	afraid.	You’ve	been	married	many	times,	and	I	not	even	once.
I	know	Okoye	is	your	grandson—one	of	your	younger	grandsons—
and	 he’s	 at	 least	 my	 age.	 I	 didn’t	 see	 how	 I	 could	 measure	 up
against	 all	your	 experience.	But	 I	wanted	 to	 try!	You	don’t	know
how	I	wanted	to	try.”

“Will	you	be	bred,	Isaac?	Does	it	mean	nothing	to	you?”
“Don’t	 you	 know	 I	 wanted	 you	 long	 before	 he	 decided	 we

should	marry?”
“I	knew.”	She	glanced	at	him.	“But	wrong	is	wrong!”
“It	isn’t	wrong	here.	It	…”	He	shrugged.	“People	from	outside

always	 have	 trouble	 understanding	 us.	 Not	 very	 many	 things	 are
forbidden	 here.	Most	 of	 us	 don’t	 believe	 in	 gods	 and	 spirits	 and
devils	 who	 must	 be	 pleased	 or	 feared.	 We	 have	 Doro,	 and	 he’s
enough.	He	tells	us	what	to	do,	and	if	it	isn’t	what	other	people	do,
it	doesn’t	matter—because	we	won’t	last	long	if	we	don’t	do	it,	no
matter	what	outsiders	think	of	us.”

He	got	up,	went	 to	stand	beside	 the	fireplace.	The	 low	flame
seemed	to	comfort	him	too.	“Doro’s	ways	aren’t	strange	to	me,”	he
said.	“I’ve	lived	with	them	all	my	life.	I’ve	shared	women	with	him.
My	first	woman	…”	He	hesitated,	glanced	at	her	as	 though	to	see
how	 she	was	 receiving	 such	 talk,	whether	 she	was	 offended.	 She
was	almost	indifferent.	She	had	made	up	her	mind.	Nothing	the	boy
said	would	change	it.

“My	first	woman,”	he	continued,	“was	one	he	sent	to	me.	The
women	here	are	glad	to	go	to	him.	They	didn’t	mind	coming	to	me



either	when	they	saw	how	he	favored	me.”
“Go	to	them	then,”	Anyanwu	said	quietly.
“I	would,”	he	said,	matching	her	tone.	“But	I	don’t	want	to.	I’d

rather	stay	with	you—for	the	rest	of	my	life.”
She	wanted	to	run	out	of	the	room.	“Leave	me	alone,	Isaac!”
He	shook	his	head	slowly.	“If	I	leave	this	room	tonight,	you’ll

die	tonight.	Don’t	ask	me	to	hurry	your	death.”
She	said	nothing.
“Besides,	I	want	you	to	have	the	night	to	think.”	He	frowned	at

her.	“How	can	you	sacrifice	your	children?”
“Which	 children,	 Isaac?	The	 ones	 I	 have	 had	 or	 the	 ones	 he

will	make	me	have	with	you	and	with	him?”
He	blinked.	“Oh.”
“I	cannot	kill	him—or	even	understand	what	there	is	to	kill.	I

have	bitten	him	when	he	was	 in	 another	body,	 and	he	 seemed	no
more	than	flesh,	no	more	than	a	man.”

“You	 never	 touched	 him,”	 Isaac	 said.	 “Lale	 did	 once—he
reached	out	in	that	way	of	his	to	change	Doro’s	thoughts.	He	almost
died.	I	think	he	would	have	died	if	Doro	hadn’t	struggled	hard	not
to	kill	him.	Doro	wears	flesh,	but	he	isn’t	flesh	himself—nor	spirit,
he	says.”

“I	cannot	understand	that,”	she	said.	“But	it	does	not	matter.	I
cannot	save	my	children	from	him.	I	cannot	save	myself.	But	I	will
not	give	him	more	people	to	defile.”

He	 turned	 from	 the	 fire,	went	back	 to	his	 chair	 and	pulled	 it
close	 to	 her.	 “You	 could	 save	 generations	 unborn	 if	 you	wished,
Anyanwu.	You	could	have	a	good	life	for	yourself,	and	you	could
stop	him	from	killing	so	many	others.”

“How	 can	 I	 stop	 him?”	 she	 said	 in	 disgust.	 “Can	 one	 stop	 a
leopard	from	doing	what	it	was	born	to	do?”

“He’s	not	a	leopard!	He’s	not	any	sort	of	mindless	animal!”
She	could	not	help	hearing	the	anger	in	his	voice.	She	sighed.

“He	is	your	father.”
“Oh	 God,”	 muttered	 Isaac.	 “How	 can	 I	 make	 you	 see	…	 I

wasn’t	resenting	an	insult	to	my	father,	Anyanwu,	I	was	saying	that



in	his	own	way,	he	can	be	a	 reasonable	being.	You’re	 right	about
his	killing,	he	can’t	help	doing	 it.	When	he	needs	a	new	body,	he
takes	 one	 whether	 he	 wants	 to	 or	 not.	 But	 most	 of	 the	 time,	 he
transfers	because	he	wants	to,	not	because	he	has	to;	and	there	are	a
few	 people—four	 or	 five—who	 can	 influence	 him	 enough
sometimes	to	stop	him	from	killing,	save	a	few	of	his	victims.	I’m
one	of	them.	You	could	be	another.”

“You	do	not	mean	stop	him,”	she	said	wearily.	“You	mean”—
she	 hunted	 through	 her	 memory	 for	 the	 right	 word—“you	 mean
delay	him.”

“I	mean	what	I	said!	There	are	people	he	listens	to,	people	he
values	beyond	their	worth	as	breeders	or	servants.	People	who	can
give	 him	…	 just	 a	 little	 of	 the	 companionship	 he	 needs.	 They’re
among	the	few	people	in	the	world	that	he	can	still	love—or	at	least
care	 for.	Although	 compared	 to	what	 the	 rest	 of	 us	 feel	when	we
love	or	hate	or	envy	or	whatever,	I	don’t	think	he	feels	very	much.	I
don’t	 think	 he	 can.	 I’m	 afraid	 the	 time	will	 come	when	he	won’t
feel	anything.	 If	 it	does—there’s	no	end	 to	 the	harm	he	could	do.
I’m	glad	I	won’t	have	to	live	to	see	it.	You,	though,	you	could	live
to	see	it—or	live	to	prevent	it.	You	could	stay	with	him,	keep	him
at	 least	 as	 human	 as	 he	 is	 now.	 I’ll	 grow	old;	 I’ll	 die	 like	 all	 the
others,	but	you	won’t—or,	you	needn’t.	You	are	treasure	to	him.	I
don’t	think	he’s	really	understood	that	yet.”

“He	knows.”
“He	knows,	of	course,	but	he	doesn’t	…	doesn’t	feel	it	yet.	It’s

not	yet	real	to	him.	Don’t	you	see?	He’s	lived	for	more	than	thirty-
seven	hundred	years.	When	Christ,	 the	Son	of	God	of	most	white
people	 in	 these	 colonies,	was	 born,	Doro	was	 already	 impossibly
old.	Everyone	has	always	been	temporary	for	him—wives,	children,
friends,	 even	 tribes	 and	 nations,	 gods	 and	 devils.	 Everything	 dies
but	him.	And	maybe	you,	Sun	Woman,	and	maybe	you.	Make	him
know	you’re	not	 like	everyone	else—make	him	feel	 it.	Prove	it	 to
him,	even	if	for	a	while,	you	have	to	do	some	things	you	don’t	like.
Reach	out	 to	 him;	keep	 reaching.	Make	him	know	he’s	 not	 alone
anymore!”



There	 was	 a	 long	 period	 of	 silence.	 Only	 the	 log	 in	 the
fireplace	 slipped,	 then	 spat	 and	 crackled	 as	 new	 wood	 began	 to
burn.	Anyanwu	covered	her	face,	shook	her	head	slowly.	“I	wish	I
knew	you	to	be	a	liar,”	she	whispered.	“I	am	afraid	and	angry	and
desperate,	yet	you	heap	burdens	on	me.”

He	said	nothing.
“What	 is	 forbidden	 here,	 Isaac?	What	 is	 so	 evil	 that	 a	 man

could	be	taken	out	and	killed?”
“Murder,”	 Isaac	 said.	 “Theft	 sometimes,	 some	 other	 things.

And	of	course,	defying	Doro.”
“If	 a	 man	 killed	 someone	 and	 Doro	 said	 he	 must	 not	 be

punished,	what	would	happen?”
Isaac	 frowned.	 “If	 the	man	 had	 to	 be	 kept	 alive—maybe	 for

breeding,	Doro	would	probably	take	him.	Or	if	 it	was	too	soon,	 if
he	was	being	saved	for	a	girl	still	too	young,	Doro	would	send	him
away	from	the	colony.	He	wouldn’t	ask	us	to	tolerate	him	here.”

“And	when	the	man	was	no	longer	needed,	he	would	die?”
“Yes.”
Anyanwu	took	a	deep	breath.	“Perhaps	you	 try	 to	keep	some

decency	then.	Perhaps	he	has	not	made	animals	of	you	yet.”
“Submit	 to	him	now,	Anyanwu,	 and	 later,	 you	can	keep	him

from	ever	making	animals	of	us.”
Submit	 to	him.	 The	words	 brought	 a	 vile	 taste	 to	 her	mouth,

but	she	looked	at	Isaac’s	haggard	face,	and	his	obvious	misery	and
his	 fear	 for	 her	 calmed	 her	 somehow.	 She	 spoke	 softly.	 “When	 I
hear	 you	 speak	 of	 him,	 I	 think	 you	 love	 him	more	 than	 he	 loves
you.”

“What	does	that	matter?”
“It	does	not	matter.	You	are	a	man	to	whom	it	need	not	matter.

I	thought	he	could	be	a	good	husband.	On	the	ship,	I	worried	that	I
could	not	be	the	wife	he	needed.	I	wanted	to	please	him.	Now	I	can
only	think	that	he	will	never	let	me	go.”

“Never?”	Isaac	repeated	with	gentle	irony.	“That’s	a	long	time,
even	for	you	and	him.”

She	turned	away.	Another	time	she	might	have	been	amused	to



hear	 Isaac	 counseling	 patience.	He	was	 not	 a	 patient	 young	man.
But	now,	for	her	sake,	he	was	desperate.

“You’ll	get	freedom,	Anyanwu,”	he	said,	“but	first	you’ll	have
to	reach	him.	He’s	like	a	tortoise	encased	in	a	shell	that	gets	thicker
every	year.	It	will	take	a	long	time	for	you	to	reach	the	man	inside,
but	you	have	a	 long	 time,	and	 there	 is	a	man	 inside	who	must	be
reached.	He	was	 born	 as	we	were.	He’s	warped	 because	 he	 can’t
die,	but	he’s	still	a	man.”	Isaac	paused	for	breath.	“Take	the	time,
Anyanwu.	Break	the	shell;	go	in.	He	might	turn	out	to	be	what	you
need,	just	as	I	think	you’re	what	he	needs.”

She	shook	her	head.	She	knew	now	how	the	slaves	had	felt	as
they	 lay	 chained	 on	 the	 bench,	 the	 slaver’s	 hot	 iron	 burning	 into
their	 flesh.	 In	her	pride,	 she	had	denied	 that	 she	was	a	 slave.	She
could	no	longer	deny	it.	Doro’s	mark	had	been	on	her	from	the	day
they	met.	She	could	break	free	of	him	only	by	dying	and	sacrificing
her	children	and	leaving	him	loose	upon	the	world	to	become	even
more	of	an	animal.	So	much	of	what	Isaac	said	seemed	to	be	right.
Or	was	it	her	cowardice,	her	fear	of	Doro’s	terrible	way	of	killing
that	 made	 his	 words	 seem	 so	 reasonable?	 How	 could	 she	 know?
Whatever	she	did	would	result	in	evil.

Isaac	got	up,	came	to	her,	took	her	hands,	and	drew	her	to	her
feet.	 “I	 don’t	 know	 what	 kind	 of	 husband	 I	 could	 be	 to	 …	 to
someone	 like	you,”	he	 said.	 “But	 if	wanting	 to	please	you	 counts
for	anything	…”

Wearily,	hopelessly,	she	allowed	him	to	draw	her	closer.	Had
she	 been	 an	 ordinary	 woman,	 he	 could	 have	 crushed	 the	 breath
from	 her.	 After	 a	 moment,	 she	 said,	 “If	 Doro	 had	 done	 this
differently,	Isaac,	if	he	had	told	me	when	we	met	that	he	wanted	a
wife	for	his	son	and	not	for	himself,	I	would	not	have	shamed	you
by	refusing	you.”

“I’m	not	ashamed,”	he	whispered.	“Just	as	long	as	you’re	not
going	to	make	him	kill	you	…”

“If	I	had	the	courage	of	your	mother,	I	would	kill	myself.”
He	stared	at	her	in	alarm.
“No,	I	will	live,”	she	said	reassuringly.	“I	have	not	the	courage



to	 die.	 I	 had	 never	 thought	 before	 that	 I	was	 a	 coward,	 but	 I	 am.
Living	has	become	too	precious	a	habit.”

“You’re	no	more	a	coward	than	the	rest	of	us,”	he	said.
“The	rest	of	you,	at	least,	are	not	doing	evil	in	your	own	eyes.”
“Anyanwu	…”
“No.”	She	rested	her	head	against	him.	“I	have	decided.	I	will

not	tell	any	more	brave	lies,	even	to	myself.”	She	looked	up	at	his
young	 face,	 his	 boy	 face.	 “We	will	 marry.	 You	 are	 a	 good	man,
Isaac.	I	am	the	wrong	wife	for	you,	but	perhaps,	somehow,	in	this
place,	among	these	people,	it	will	not	matter.”

He	 lifted	her	with	 the	 strength	of	 his	 arms	 alone	 and	 carried
her	 to	 the	 great	 soft	 bed,	 there	 to	 make	 the	 children	 who	 would
prolong	her	slavery.
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Chapter	Seven

DORO	 HAD	 COME	 TO	Wheatley	 to	 see	 to	 the	 welfare	 of	 one	 of	 his
daughters.	He	had	a	feeling	something	was	wrong	with	her,	and	as
usual,	he	allowed	such	feelings	to	guide	him.

As	he	 rode	 into	 town	 from	 the	 landing,	he	could	hear	a	 loud
dispute	 in	 progress—something	 about	 one	 man’s	 cow	 ruining
another’s	garden.

Doro	approached	the	disputants	slowly,	watching	them.	They
stood	before	Isaac,	who	sat	on	a	bench	in	front	of	the	house	he	and
Anyanwu	 had	 built	 over	 fifty	 years	 before.	 Isaac,	 slender	 and
youthful-looking	in	spite	of	his	age	and	his	thick	gray	hair,	had	no
official	 authority	 to	 settle	 disputes.	He	 had	 been	 a	 farmer,	 then	 a
merchant—never	 a	 magistrate.	 But	 even	 when	 he	 was	 younger,
people	brought	 their	disagreements	 to	him.	He	was	one	of	Doro’s
favorite	sons.	That	made	him	powerful	and	influential.	Also,	he	was
known	for	his	honesty	and	fairness.	People	liked	him	as	they	could
not	quite	like	Doro.	They	could	worship	Doro	as	a	god,	they	could
give	him	their	love,	their	fear,	their	respect,	but	most	found	him	too
intimidating	 to	 like.	One	of	 the	 reasons	Doro	 came	back	 to	 a	 son
like	Isaac,	old	and	past	most	of	his	usefulness,	was	that	Isaac	was	a
friend	as	well	as	a	son.	Isaac	was	one	of	the	few	people	who	could
enjoy	Doro’s	company	without	fear	or	falseness.	And	Isaac	was	an
old	man,	soon	to	die.	They	all	died	so	quickly	…

Doro	reached	the	house	and	sat	slouched	for	a	moment	on	his
black	mare—a	handsome	animal	who	had	come	with	his	latest	less-
than-handsome	 body.	 The	 two	 men	 arguing	 over	 the	 cow	 had
calmed	 down	 by	 now	 Isaac	 had	 a	 way	 of	 calming	 unreasonable
people.	Another	man	could	say	and	do	exactly	what	Isaac	said	and
did	 and	 be	 knocked	 down	 for	 his	 trouble.	 But	 people	 listened	 to
Isaac.

“Pelham,”	 Isaac	 was	 saying	 to	 the	 older	 of	 the	 two	men—a



gaunt,	 large-boned	 farmer	 whom	 Doro	 remembered	 as	 poor
breeding	stock.	“Pelham,	if	you	need	help	repairing	that	fence,	I’ll
send	one	of	my	sons	over.”

“My	 boy	 can	 handle	 it,”	 Pelham	 answered.	 “Anything	 to	 do
with	wood,	he	can	handle.”

Pelham’s	son,	Doro	recalled,	had	just	about	enough	sense	not
to	wet	himself.	He	was	 a	huge,	powerful	man	with	 the	mind	of	 a
child—a	timid,	gentle	child,	fortunately.	Doro	was	glad	to	hear	that
he	could	handle	something.

Isaac	 looked	 up,	 noticed	 for	 the	 first	 time	 the	 small	 sharp-
featured	stranger	Doro	was	 just	 then,	and	did	what	he	had	always
done.	With	 none	 of	 the	 talents	 of	 his	 brother	 Lale	 to	 warn	 him,
Isaac	inevitably	recognized	Doro.	“Well,”	he	said,	“it’s	about	time
you	got	back	 to	us.”	Then	he	 turned	 toward	 the	house	and	called,
“Peter,	come	out	here.”

He	stood	up	spryly	and	took	the	reins	of	Doro’s	horse,	handing
them	to	his	son	Peter	as	the	boy	came	out	of	the	house.

“Someday,	 I’m	 going	 to	 get	 you	 to	 tell	me	 how	 you	 always
know	me,”	Doro	said.	“It	can’t	be	anything	you	see.”

Isaac	 laughed.	 “I’d	 tell	 you	 if	 I	 understood	 it	myself.	You’re
you,	that’s	all.”

Now	 that	 Doro	 had	 spoken,	 Pelham	 and	 the	 other	 man
recognized	 him	 and	 spoke	 together	 in	 a	 confused	 babble	 of
welcome.

Doro	held	up	his	hand.	“I’m	here	to	see	my	children,”	he	said.
The	welcomes	subsided.	The	two	men	shook	his	hand,	wished

him	 a	 good	 evening,	 and	 hurried	 off	 to	 spread	 the	 news	 of	 his
return.	 In	 his	 few	 words,	 he	 had	 told	 him	 that	 his	 visit	 was
unofficial.	He	had	not	come	to	take	a	new	body,	and	thus	would	not
hold	court	 to	settle	serious	grievances	or	offer	needed	financial	or
other	 aid	 in	 the	way	 that	had	become	customary	 in	Wheatley	and
some	of	his	other	settlements.	This	visit,	he	was	only	a	man	come	to
see	his	children—of	whom	there	were	forty-two	here,	ranging	from
infants	 to	 Isaac.	 It	was	 rare	 for	him	 to	come	 to	 town	 for	no	other
purpose	 than	 to	 see	 them,	 but	when	he	 did,	 other	 people	 left	 him



alone.	If	anyone	was	in	desperate	need,	they	approached	one	of	his
children.

“Come	on	 in,”	 Isaac	said.	“Have	some	beer,	 some	 food.”	He
did	not	have	an	old	man’s	voice,	high	and	cracking.	His	voice	had
become	 deeper	 and	 fuller—it	 contributed	 to	 his	 authority.	But	 all
Doro	could	hear	in	it	now	was	honest	pleasure.

“No	food	yet,”	Doro	said.	“Where’s	Anyanwu?”
“Helping	with	the	Sloane	baby.	Mrs.	Sloane	let	it	get	sick	and

almost	 die	 before	 she	 asked	 for	 help.	 Anyanwu	 says	 it	 has
pneumonia.”	Isaac	poured	two	tankards	of	beer.

“Is	it	going	to	be	all	right?”
“Anyanwu	 says	 so—although	 she	 was	 ready	 to	 strangle	 the

Sloanes.	Even	they’ve	been	here	long	enough	to	know	better	than	to
let	a	child	suffer	 that	way	with	her	only	a	few	doors	away.”	Isaac
paused.	“They’re	afraid	of	her	blackness	and	her	power.	They	think
she’s	a	witch,	and	the	mold-medicine	she	made	some	poison.”

Doro	frowned,	 took	a	swallow	of	beer.	The	Sloanes	were	his
newest	wild	seed—a	couple	who	had	found	each	other	before	Doro
found	 them.	 They	 were	 dangerous,	 unstable,	 painfully	 sensitive
people	 who	 heard	 the	 thoughts	 of	 others	 in	 intermittent	 bursts.
When	one	received	a	burst	of	pain,	anger,	fear,	any	intense	emotion,
it	 was	 immediately	 transmitted	 to	 the	 other,	 and	 both	 suffered.
None	 of	 this	 was	 deliberate	 or	 controlled.	 It	 simply	 happened.
Helplessly,	the	Sloanes	did	a	great	deal	of	fighting	and	drinking	and
crying	and	praying	 for	 it	 to	stop	happening,	but	 it	would	not.	Not
ever.	 That	 was	 why	 Doro	 had	 brought	 them	 to	 Wheatley.	 They
were	amazingly	good	breeding	stock	to	be	wild	seed.	He	suspected
that	 in	 one	 way	 or	 another,	 they	 were	 each	 descended	 from	 his
people.	 Certainly,	 they	 were	 enough	 like	 his	 people	 to	 make
excellent	 prey.	 And	 as	 soon	 as	 they	 had	 produced	 a	 few	 more
children,	 Doro	 intended	 to	 take	 them	 both.	 It	 would	 be	 almost	 a
kindness.

But	 for	 now,	 they	 would	 go	 on	 being	 abysmal	 parents,
neglecting	and	abusing	their	children	not	out	of	cruelty,	but	because
they	 hurt	 too	 badly	 themselves	 to	 notice	 their	 children’s	 pain.	 In



fact,	 they	were	likely	to	notice	that	pain	only	as	a	new	addition	to
their	own.	Thus,	sometimes	their	kind	murdered	children.	Doro	had
not	believed	the	Sloanes	were	dangerous	in	that	way.	Now,	he	was
less	certain.

“Isaac	…	?”
Isaac	 looked	 at	 him,	 understood	 the	 unspoken	 question.	 “I

assume	you	mean	to	keep	the	parents	alive	for	a	while.”
“Yes.”
“Then	you’d	better	 find	 another	home	 for	 the	 child—and	 for

every	other	child	they	have.	Anyanwu	says	they	should	never	have
had	any.”

“Which	means,	 of	 course,	 that	 they	 should	 have	 as	many	 as
possible.”

“From	 your	 point	 of	 view,	 yes.	 Good	 useful	 people.	 I’ve
already	begun	talking	to	them	about	giving	up	the	child.”

“Good.	And?”
“They’re	 worried	 about	 what	 people	 might	 think.	 I	 got	 the

impression	they’d	be	glad	to	get	rid	of	the	child	if	not	for	that—and
one	other	thing.”

“What?”
Isaac	 looked	 away.	 “They’re	 worried	 about	 who’ll	 care	 for

them	when	they’re	old.	I	told	them	you’d	talk	to	them	about	that.”
Doro	 smiled	 thinly.	 Isaac	 refused	 to	 lie	 to	 the	 people	 he

thought	Doro	 had	 selected	 as	 prey.	Most	 often,	 he	 refused	 to	 tell
them	 anything	 at	 all.	 Sometimes	 such	 people	 guessed	 what	 was
being	kept	from	them,	and	they	ran.	Doro	took	pleasure	in	hunting
them	down.	Lann	Sloane,	Doro	thought,	would	be	especially	good
game.	The	man	had	a	kind	of	animal	awareness	about	him.

“Anyanwu	 would	 say	 you	 have	 on	 your	 leopard	 face	 now,”
Isaac	commented.

Doro	shrugged.	He	knew	what	Anyanwu	would	say,	and	that
she	 meant	 it	 when	 she	 compared	 him	 to	 one	 kind	 of	 animal	 or
another.	Once	she	had	said	such	 things	out	of	 fear	or	anger.	Now
she	said	them	out	of	grim	hatred.	She	had	made	herself	the	nearest
thing	he	had	to	an	enemy.	She	obeyed.	She	was	civil.	But	she	could



hold	 a	 grudge	 as	 no	 one	 Doro	 had	 ever	 known.	 She	 was	 alive
because	of	Isaac.	Doro	had	no	doubt	that	if	he	had	tried	to	give	her
to	any	of	his	other	sons,	she	would	have	refused	and	died.	He	had
asked	her	what	Isaac	said	to	change	her	mind,	and	when	she	refused
to	tell	him,	he	had	asked	Isaac.	To	his	surprise,	Isaac	refused	to	tell
him,	 too.	His	son	refused	him	very	little,	angered	him	very	rarely.
But	this	time	…

“You’ve	 given	 her	 to	 me,”	 Isaac	 had	 said.	 “Now	 she	 and	 I
have	to	have	things	of	our	own.”	His	face	and	his	voice	told	Doro
he	would	not	say	any	more.	Doro	had	 left	Wheatley	 the	next	day,
confident	 that	 Isaac	 would	 take	 care	 of	 the	 details—marry	 the
woman,	 build	 himself	 a	 house,	 help	 her	 learn	 to	 live	 in	 the
settlement,	 decide	on	work	 for	himself,	 start	 the	 children	 coming.
Even	 at	 twenty-five,	 Isaac	 had	 been	 very	 capable.	And	Doro	 had
not	trusted	himself	to	stay	near	either	Isaac	or	Anyanwu.	The	depth
of	his	own	anger	amazed	him.	Normally,	people	had	only	to	annoy
him	to	die	for	their	error.	He	had	to	think	to	remember	how	long	it
had	been	since	he	had	felt	 real	anger	and	 left	 those	who	caused	 it
alive.	But	 his	 son	 and	 this	 tiresome	 little	 forest	 peasant	who	was,
fortunately	for	her,	the	best	wild	seed	he	had	ever	found,	had	lived.
There	was	no	forgiveness	 in	Anyanwu,	 though.	If	she	had	learned
to	 love	her	husband,	 she	had	not	 learned	 to	 forgive	her	husband’s
father.	 Now	 and	 then,	 Doro	 tried	 to	 penetrate	 her	 polite,	 aloof
hostility,	tried	to	break	her,	bring	her	back	to	what	she	was	when	he
took	 her	 from	 her	 people.	 He	 was	 not	 accustomed	 to	 people
resisting	him,	not	accustomed	to	their	hating	him.	The	woman	was
a	puzzle	he	had	not	yet	solved—which	was	why	now,	after	she	had
given	 him	 eight	 children,	 given	 Isaac	 five	 children,	 she	 was	 still
alive.	 She	 would	 come	 to	 him	 again,	 without	 the	 coldness.	 She
would	 make	 herself	 young	 without	 being	 told	 to	 do	 so,	 and	 she
would	come	to	him.	Then,	satisfied,	he	would	kill	her.

He	 licked	his	 lips	 thinking	about	 it,	and	Isaac	coughed.	Doro
looked	at	his	 son	with	 the	old	 fondness	and	amended	his	 thought.
Anyanwu	 would	 live	 until	 Isaac	 died.	 She	 was	 keeping	 Isaac
healthy,	perhaps	keeping	him	alive.	She	was	doing	it	for	herself,	of



course.	 Isaac	 had	 captured	 her	 long	 ago	 as	 he	 captured	 everyone,
and	she	did	not	want	 to	 lose	him	any	sooner	 than	she	had	 to.	But
her	 reasons	 did	 not	 matter.	 Inadvertently,	 she	 was	 doing	 Doro	 a
service.	He	 did	 not	want	 to	 lose	 Isaac	 any	 sooner	 than	 he	 had	 to
either.	He	shook	his	head,	spoke	to	divert	himself	from	the	thought
of	his	son’s	dying.

“I	was	down	in	 the	city	on	business,”	he	said.	“Then	about	a
week	 ago	 when	 I	 was	 supposed	 to	 leave	 for	 England,	 I	 found
myself	 thinking	 about	 Nweke.”	 This	 was	 Anyanwu’s	 youngest
daughter.	Doro	 claimed	her	 as	his	daughter	 too,	 though	Anyanwu
disputed	this.	Doro	had	worn	the	body	that	fathered	the	girl,	but	he
had	 not	 worn	 it	 at	 the	 time	 of	 the	 fathering.	 He	 had	 taken	 it
afterward.

“Nweke’s	all	 right,”	 Isaac	said.	“As	all	 right	as	 she	can	be,	 I
suppose.	Her	 transition	 is	 coming	 soon	and	 she	has	her	bad	days,
but	Anyanwu	seems	to	be	able	to	comfort	her.”

“You	haven’t	noticed	her	having	any	special	trouble	in	the	past
few	days?”

Isaac	 thought	 for	 a	moment.	 “No,	 not	 that	 I	 recall.	 I	 haven’t
seen	too	much	of	her.	She’s	been	helping	to	sew	for	a	friend	who’s
getting	married—the	Van	Ness	girl,	you	know.”

Doro	nodded.
“And	 I’ve	 been	 helping	with	 the	Boyden	 house.	 I	 guess	 you

could	say	I’ve	been	building	the	Boyden	house.	I	have	to	use	what
I’ve	got	now	and	 then,	no	matter	how	Anyanwu	nags	me	 to	 slow
down.	Otherwise,	I	find	myself	walking	a	foot	or	so	off	the	ground
or	throwing	things.	The	ability	doesn’t	seem	to	weaken	with	age.”

“So	I’ve	noticed.	Do	you	still	enjoy	it?”
“You	 couldn’t	 know	 how	 much,”	 Isaac	 said,	 smiling.	 He

looked	 away,	 remembered	 pleasure	 flickering	 across	 his	 face,
causing	him	to	look	years	younger	than	he	was.	“Do	you	know	we
still	fly	sometimes—Anyanwu	and	I?	You	should	see	her	as	a	bird
of	her	own	design.	Color	you	wouldn’t	believe.”

“I’m	afraid	 I’ll	 see	 you	 as	 a	 corpse	 if	 you	go	on	doing	 such
things.	Firearms	are	improving	slowly.	Flying	is	a	stupid	risk.”



“It’s	what	I	do,”	Isaac	said	quietly.	“You	know	better	than	to
ask	me	to	give	it	up	entirely.”

Doro	sighed.	“I	suppose	I	do.”
“Anyway,	 Anyanwu	 always	 goes	 along	 with	 me—and	 she

always	flies	slightly	lower.”
Anyanwu	 the	 protector,	 Doro	 thought	 with	 bitterness	 that

surprised	him.	Anyanwu	 the	defender	of	 anyone	who	needed	her.
Doro	wondered	what	 she	would	 do	 if	 he	 told	 her	 he	 needed	 her.
Laugh?	Very	likely.	She	would	be	right,	of	course.	Over	the	years	it
had	become	almost	as	difficult	for	him	to	get	a	lie	past	her	as	it	was
for	her	to	lie	successfully	to	him.	The	only	reason	she	did	not	know
of	his	colony	of	her	African	descendants	in	South	Carolina	was	that
he	had	never	given	her	reason	to	ask.	Even	Isaac	did	not	know.

“Does	it	bother	you?”	he	asked	Isaac.	“Having	her	protecting
you	that	way?”

“It	did,	at	first,”	Isaac	said.	“I	would	outdistance	her.	I’m	faster
than	any	bird	if	I	want	to	be.	I	would	leave	her	behind	and	ignore
her.	But	 she	was	always	 there,	 laboring	 to	catch	up,	hampered	by
winds	that	didn’t	bother	me	at	all.	She	never	gave	up.	After	a	while,
I	 began	 expecting	 her	 to	 be	 there.	 Now,	 I	 think	 I’d	 be	 more
bothered	if	she	didn’t	come	along.”

“Has	she	been	shot?”
Isaac	hesitated.	“That’s	what	the	bright	colors	are	for,	I	guess,”

he	said	finally.	“To	distract	attention	from	me.	Yes,	she’s	been	shot
a	couple	of	times.	She	falls	a	few	yards,	flops	about	to	give	me	time
to	get	away.	Then	she	recovers	and	follows.

Doro	 looked	 up	 at	 the	 portrait	 of	 Anyanwu	 on	 the	 wall
opposite	 the	 high,	 shallow	 fireplace.	 The	 style	 of	 the	 house	 was
English	 here,	 Dutch	 there,	 Igbo	 somewhere	 else.	 Anyanwu	 had
made	 earthen	 pots,	 variations	 of	 those	 she	 had	 once	 sold	 in	 the
marketplaces	of	her	homeland,	and	stout	handsome	baskets.	People
bought	them	from	her	and	placed	them	around	their	houses	as	she
had.	Her	work	was	both	decorative	and	utilitarian,	and	here	in	her
house	 with	 its	 Dutch	 fireplace	 and	 kas,	 its	 English	 settle	 and
thronelike	wainscot	chairs,	it	evoked	memories	of	a	land	she	would



not	 see	 again.	 Anyanwu	 had	 never	 sanded	 the	 floor	 as	 Dutch
women	 did.	Dirt	was	 for	 sweeping	 out,	 she	 said	 contemptuously,
not	for	scattering	on	the	floor.	She	was	more	house	proud	than	most
English	women	Doro	 knew,	 but	Dutch	women	 shook	 their	 heads
and	gossiped	about	her	“slovenly”	housekeeping	and	pretended	 to
pity	Isaac.	In	fact,	in	the	easy	atmosphere	of	Wheatley,	nearly	every
woman	 pitied	 Isaac	 so	 much	 that	 had	 he	 wished,	 he	 could	 have
spread	 his	 valuable	 seed	 everywhere.	 Only	 Doro	 drew	 female
attention	more	 strongly—and	only	Doro	 took	advantage	of	 it.	But
then,	Doro	did	not	have	to	worry	about	outraged	husbands—or	an
outraged	wife.

The	portrait	of	Anyanwu	was	extraordinary.	Clearly,	the	Dutch
artist	 had	 been	 captured	 by	 her	 beauty.	 He	 had	 draped	 her	 in	 a
brilliant	 blue	 that	 set	 off	 her	 dark	 skin	 beautifully	 as	 blue	 always
had.	Even	her	hair	had	been	hidden	in	blue	cloth.	She	was	holding	a
child—her	first	son	by	Isaac.	The	child,	too,	only	a	few	months	old,
was	 partly	 covered	 by	 the	 blue.	 He	 looked	 out	 of	 the	 painting,
large-eyed	 and	 handsomer	 than	 any	 infant	 should	 have	 been.	Did
Anyanwu	deliberately	conceive	only	handsome	children?	Every	one
of	 them	was	beautiful,	 even	 though	Doro	had	 fathered	 some	with
hideous	bodies.

The	 portrait	 was	 a	 black	 Madonna	 and	 child	 right	 down	 to
Anyanwu’s	 too-clear,	 innocent-seeming	 eyes.	 Strangers	 were
moved	 to	 comment	 on	 the	 likeness.	 Some	 were	 appreciative,
looking	 at	 the	 still	 handsome	Anyanwu—she	kept	 herself	 looking
well	for	Isaac	even	as	she	aged	herself	along	with	him.	Others	were
deeply	 offended,	 believing	 that	 someone	 actually	 had	 tried	 to
portray	 the	 Virgin	 and	 Child	 as	 “black	 savages.”	 Race	 prejudice
was	growing	 in	 the	colonies—even	 in	 this	 formerly	Dutch	colony
where	things	had	once	been	so	casual.	Earlier	in	the	year,	there	had
been	mass	executions	at	New	York	City.	Someone	had	been	setting
fires	and	 the	whites	decided	 it	must	be	 the	blacks.	On	 little	or	no
evidence,	thirty-one	blacks	were	killed—thirteen	of	them	burned	at
the	stake.	Doro	was	beginning	to	worry	about	this	upriver	town.	Of
all	his	English	colonial	settlements,	only	in	this	one	did	his	blacks



not	have	the	protection	of	powerful	white	owners.	How	soon	before
whites	from	elsewhere	began	to	see	them	as	fair	game.

Doro	 shook	 his	 head.	 The	 woman	 in	 the	 portrait	 seemed	 to
look	down	at	him	as	he	looked	up.	He	should	have	had	too	much	on
his	 mind	 to	 think	 about	 her	 or	 about	 her	 daughter	 Ruth,	 called
Nweke.	He	 should	not	 have	 allowed	himself	 to	 be	drawn	back	 to
Wheatley.	It	was	good	to	see	Isaac	…	but	that	woman!

“She	was	the	right	wife	for	me	after	all,”	Isaac	was	saying.	“I
remember	 her	 telling	me	 she	wasn’t	 once	 before	we	married,	 but
that	was	one	of	the	few	times	I’ve	known	her	to	be	wrong.”

“I	want	 to	 see	 her,”	Doro	 said	 abruptly.	 “And	 I	want	 to	 see
Nweke.	 I	 think	 the	 girl’s	 a	 lot	 closer	 to	 her	 change	 than	 you
realize.”

“You	think	that’s	why	you	were	pulled	back	here?”
Doro	 did	 not	 like	 the	word	 “pulled,”	 but	 he	 nodded	without

comment.
Isaac	stood	up.	“Nweke	first,	while	you’re	still	in	a	fairly	good

mood.”	 He	 went	 out	 of	 the	 house	 without	 waiting	 for	 Doro	 to
answer.	He	loved	Doro	and	he	loved	Anyanwu	and	it	bothered	him
that	the	two	got	along	so	badly	together.

“I	 don’t	 see	 how	 you	 can	 be	 such	 a	 fool	 with	 her,”	 he	 told
Doro	once—to	Doro’s	surprise.	“The	woman	is	not	temporary.	She
can	 be	 everything	 you	 need	 if	 you	 let	 her—mate,	 companion,
business	 partner,	 her	 abilities	 complement	 yours	 so	 well.	 Yet	 all
you	do	is	humiliate	her.”

“I’ve	never	hurt	her,”	Doro	had	told	him.	“Never	hurt	one	of
her	 children.	 You	 show	 me	 one	 other	 wild-seed	 woman	 I’ve
allowed	 to	 live	as	 long	as	she	has	after	childbearing.”	He	had	not
touched	her	children	because	from	the	first,	she	promised	him	that
if	any	one	of	them	was	harmed,	she	would	bear	no	more.	No	matter
what	 he	 did	 to	 her,	 she	 would	 bear	 no	 more.	 Her	 sincerity	 was
unmistakable;	thus	he	refrained	from	preying	on	her	least	successful
children,	 refrained	 from	 breeding	 her	 daughters	 to	 her	 sons—or
bedding	 those	 daughters	 himself.	 She	 did	 not	 know	what	 care	 he
had	taken	to	keep	her	content.	She	did	not	know,	but	Isaac	should



have.
“You	 treat	 her	 a	 little	 better	 than	 the	 others	 because	 she’s	 a

little	more	useful,”	Isaac	had	said.	“But	you	still	humiliate	her.”
“If	she	chooses	to	be	humiliated	by	what	I	have	her	do,	she’s

creating	her	own	problem.”
Isaac	 had	 looked	 at	 him	 steadily,	 almost	 angrily,	 for	 several

seconds.	“I	know	about	Nweke’s	father,”	he	had	said.	He	had	said	it
without	fear.	Over	the	years,	he	had	come	to	learn	that	he	was	one
of	the	few	people	who	did	not	have	to	be	afraid.

Doro	had	gone	 away	 from	him	 feeling	 ashamed.	He	had	not
thought	it	was	still	possible	for	him	to	feel	shame,	but	Anyanwu’s
presence	 seemed	 to	 be	 slowly	 awakening	 several	 long	 dormant
emotions	 in	him.	How	many	women	had	he	 sent	 Isaac	 to	without
feeling	 a	 thing.	 Isaac	 had	 done	 as	 he	 was	 told	 and	 come	 home.
Home	 from	 Pennsylvania,	 home	 from	 Maryland,	 home	 from
Georgia,	 home	 from	Spanish	 Florida	…	 Isaac	 didn’t	mind	 either.
He	didn’t	like	being	away	from	Anyanwu	and	the	children	for	long
periods,	but	he	didn’t	mind	 the	women.	And	 they	certainly	didn’t
mind	 him.	 He	 didn’t	 mind	 that	 Doro	 had	 begotten	 eight	 of
Anyanwu’s	children.	Or	 seven.	Only	Anyanwu	minded	 that.	Only
she	 felt	 humiliated.	 But	 Nweke’s	 father	 was,	 perhaps,	 another
matter.

The	girl,	 eighteen	years	 old,	 small	 and	dark	 like	 her	mother,
came	through	the	door,	Isaac’s	arm	around	her	shoulders.	She	was
red-eyed	 as	 though	 she	 had	 been	 crying	 or	 as	 though	 she	 hadn’t
been	sleeping.	Probably	both.	This	was	a	bad	time	for	her.

“Is	it	you?”	she	whispered,	seeing	the	sharp-featured	stranger.
“Of	course,”	Doro	said,	smiling.
His	voice,	 the	knowledge	 that	he	was	 indeed	Doro,	 triggered

tears.	 She	 went	 to	 him	 crying	 softly,	 looking	 for	 comfort	 in	 his
arms.	He	held	her	and	looked	over	her	shoulder	at	Isaac.

“Whatever	you’ve	got	to	say	to	me,	I	deserve	it,”	Isaac	said.	“I
didn’t	 notice	 and	 I	 should	 have.	 After	 all	 these	 years,	 I	 surely
should	have.”

Doro	said	nothing,	motioned	Isaac	back	out	the	door.



Isaac	 obeyed	 silently,	 probably	 feeling	 more	 guilt	 than	 he
should	 have.	 This	 was	 no	 ordinary	 girl.	 None	 of	 her	 brothers	 or
sisters	had	reached	Doro	miles	away	with	their	desperation	as	their
transitions	 neared.	 What	 had	 he	 felt	 about	 her?	 Anxiety,	 worry,
more.	 Some	 indefinable	 feeling	 not	 only	 that	 she	 was	 near
transition,	but	that	she	was	on	the	verge	of	becoming	something	he
had	not	known	before.	Something	new.	It	was	as	though	from	New
York	 City	 he	 had	 sensed	 another	 Anyanwu—new,	 different,
attracting	him,	pulling	him.	He	had	never	followed	a	feeling	more
willingly.

The	girl	moved	in	his	arms	and	he	took	her	to	the	high-backed
settle	 near	 the	 fireplace.	 The	 narrow	 bench	 was	 nearly	 as
uncomfortable	as	 the	wainscot	chairs.	Not	 for	 the	 first	 time,	Doro
wondered	why	Isaac	and	Anyanwu	did	not	buy	or	have	made	some
comfortable	modern	furniture.	Surely	they	could	afford	it.

“What	am	I	going	to	do?”	the	girl	whispered.	She	had	put	her
head	 against	 his	 shoulder,	 but	 even	 that	 close,	Doro	 could	 hardly
hear	her.	“It	hurts	so	much.”

“Endure	it,”	he	said	simply.	“It	will	end.”
“When!”	From	a	whisper	to	almost	a	scream.	Then	back	to	the

whisper.	“When?”
“Soon.”	He	held	her	 away	 from	him	a	 little	 so	 that	 he	 could

see	the	small	face,	swollen	and	weary.	The	girl’s	coloring	was	gray
rather	than	its	usual	rich	dark	brown.	“You	haven’t	been	sleeping?”

“A	 little.	 Sometimes.	 The	 nightmares	 …	 only	 they	 aren’t
nightmares,	are	they?”

“You	know	what	they	are.”
She	shrank	against	 the	back	of	 the	bench.	“You	know	David

Whitten,	two	houses	over?”
Doro	 nodded.	 The	 Whitten	 boy	 was	 twenty.	 Fairly	 good

breeding	stock.	His	family	would	be	worth	more	in	generations	to
come.	They	had	a	 sensitivity	 that	puzzled	Doro.	He	did	not	know
quite	what	 they	were	becoming,	but	 the	 feeling	he	got	 from	 them
was	 good.	 They	 were	 a	 pleasant	 mystery	 that	 careful	 inbreeding
would	solve.



“Almost	every	night,”	Nweke	said,	“David	…	he	goes	 to	his
sister’s	bed.”

Startled,	Doro	laughed	aloud.	“Does	he?”
“Just	like	married	people.	Why	is	that	funny?	They	could	get

into	trouble—brother	and	sister.	They	could	…”
“They’ll	be	all	right.”
She	looked	at	him	closely.	“Did	you	know	about	it?”
“No.”	Doro	was	 still	 smiling.	 “How	 old	 is	 the	 girl?	Around

sixteen?”
“Seventeen.”	Nweke	hesitated.	“She	likes	it.”
“So	do	you,”	Doro	observed.
Nweke	 twisted	 away,	 embarrassed.	There	was	 no	 coyness	 to

her;	her	embarrassment	was	real.	“I	didn’t	want	to	know	about	it.	I
didn’t	try	to	know!”

“Do	you	imagine	I’m	criticizing	you	for	knowing?	Me?”
She	 blinked,	 licked	 her	 lips.	 “Not	 you,	 I	 guess.	 Were	 you

going	to	…	to	put	them	together	anyway?”
“Yes.”
“Here?”
“No.	 I	was	going	 to	move	 them	down	 to	Pennsylvania.	 I	 see

now	that	I’d	better	prepare	a	place	for	them	quickly.”
“They	were	 almost	 a	 relief,”	Nweke	 said.	 “It	was	 so	 easy	 to

get	caught	up	in	what	they	were	doing	that	sometimes	I	didn’t	have
to	 feel	 other	 things.	 Last	 night,	 though	 …	 last	 night	 there	 were
some	Indians.	They	caught	a	white	man.	He	had	done	something—
killed	one	of	their	women	or	something.	I	was	in	his	thoughts	and
they	were	all	blurred	at	first.	They	tortured	him.	It	took	him	so	long
…	so	long	to	die.”	Her	hands	were	clinched	tight	around	each	other,
her	 eyes	 wide	 with	 remembering.	 “They	 tore	 out	 his	 fingernails,
then	 they	 cut	 him	 and	 burned	 him	 and	 the	 women	 bit	 him—bit
pieces	 away	 like	 wolves	 at	 their	 kill.	 Then	 …”	 She	 stopped,
choked.	“Oh,	God!”

“You	were	with	him	the	whole	time?”	Doro	asked.
“The	 whole	 time—through	 …	 everything.”	 She	 was	 crying

silently,	not	sobbing,	only	staring	straight	ahead	as	tears	ran	down



her	 face	 and	 her	 nails	 dug	 themselves	 into	 her	 palms.	 “I	 don’t
understand	how	I	can	be	alive	after	all	that,”	she	whispered.

“None	of	it	happened	to	you,”	Doro	said.
“All	of	it	happened	to	me,	every	bit	of	it!”
Doro	took	her	hands	and	unclenched	the	long,	slender	fingers.

There	 were	 bloody	 marks	 on	 her	 palms	 where	 the	 nails	 had
punctured.	Doro	ran	a	finger	across	 the	hard,	ready	cut	nails.	“All
ten,”	he	said,	“right	where	they	should	be.	None	of	 it	happened	to
you.”

“You	don’t	understand.”
“I’ve	been	through	transition,	girl.	In	fact,	I	may	have	been	the

first	 person	 ever	 to	 go	 through	 it—back	more	years	 than	you	 can
imagine.	I	understand,	all	right.”

“Then	 you’ve	 forgotten!	Maybe	 what	 happens	 doesn’t	 leave
marks	on	your	body,	but	it	leaves	marks.	It’s	real.	Oh	God,	it’s	so
real!”	 She	 began	 sobbing	 now.	 “If	 someone	 whips	 a	 slave	 or	 a
criminal,	I	feel	it,	and	it’s	as	real	to	me	as	to	the	person	under	the
lash!”

“But	no	matter	how	many	 times	others	die,”	Doro	said,	“you
won’t	die.”

“Why	not?	People	die	in	transition.	You	died!”
He	grinned.	“Not	entirely.”	Then	he	sobered.	“Listen,	the	one

thing	you	don’t	have	to	worry	about	is	becoming	what	I	am.	You’re
going	to	be	something	special,	all	right,	but	nothing	like	me.”

She	looked	at	him	timidly.	“I	would	like	to	be	like	you.”
Only	the	youngest	of	his	children	said	such	things.	He	pushed

her	head	back	to	his	shoulder.	“No,”	he	said,	“that	wouldn’t	be	safe.
I	know	what	you’re	supposed	to	be.	It	wouldn’t	be	a	good	idea	for
you	to	surprise	me.”

She	understood	and	said	nothing.	Like	most	of	his	people,	she
did	not	try	to	move	away	from	him	when	he	warned	or	threatened.
“What	will	I	be?”	she	asked.

“I	hope,	someone	who	will	be	able	to	do	for	others	what	your
mother	can	do	 for	herself.	A	healer.	The	next	 step	 in	healers.	But
even	if	you	inherit	 talent	from	only	one	of	your	parents,	you’ll	be



formidable,	 and	 nothing	 like	me.	Your	 father,	 before	 I	 took	 him,
could	 not	 only	 read	 thoughts	 but	 could	 see	 into	 closed	 places—
mentally	‘see.’”

“You’re	my	father,”	she	said	against	him.	“I	don’t	want	to	hear
about	anyone	else.”

“Hear	 it!”	 he	 said	 harshly.	 “When	 your	 transition	 is	 over,
you’ll	 see	 it	 in	 Isaac’s	 mind	 and	 Anyanwu’s.	 You	 should	 know
from	 Anneke	 that	 a	 mind	 reader	 can’t	 delude	 herself	 for	 long.”
Anneke	 Strycker	 Croon.	 She	 was	 the	 one	 who	 should	 have	 been
having	this	talk	with	Nweke.	She	had	been	his	best	mind	reader	in	a
half-dozen	generations—beautifully	controlled.	Once	her	transition
was	 ended,	 she	 never	 entered	 another	 person’s	 mind	 unless	 she
wanted	to.	Her	only	flaw	was	that	she	was	barren.	Anyanwu	tried	to
help	her.	Doro	brought	her	one	male	body	after	another,	all	in	vain.
Thus,	finally,	Anneke	had	half	adopted	Nweke.	The	young	girl	and
the	 old	 woman	 had	 found	 a	 similarity	 in	 each	 other	 that	 pleased
Doro.	 It	 was	 rare	 for	 someone	with	Anneke’s	 ability	 to	 take	 any
pleasure	at	all	in	children.	Doro	saw	the	friendship	as	a	good	omen
for	Nweke’s	 immature	 talents.	 But	 now,	Anneke	was	 three	 years
dead,	and	Nweke	was	alone.	No	doubt	her	next	words	came	at	least
partially	out	of	her	loneliness.

“Do	you	love	us?”	she	asked.
“All	of	you?”	Doro	asked,	knowing	very	well	that	she	did	not

mean	everyone—all	his	people.
“The	 ones	 of	 us	who	 change,”	 she	 said,	 not	 looking	 at	 him.

“The	different	ones.”
“You’re	all	different.	It’s	only	a	matter	of	degree.”
She	seemed	to	force	herself	to	meet	his	eyes.	“You’re	laughing

at	 me.	 We	 endure	 so	 much	 pain	…	 because	 of	 you,	 and	 you’re
laughing.”

“Not	at	your	pain,	girl.”	He	took	a	deep	breath	and	stilled	his
amusement.	“Not	at	your	pain.”

“You	don’t	love	us.”
“No.”	He	felt	her	start	against	him.	“Not	all	of	you.”
“Me?”	she	whispered	timidly,	finally.	“Do	you	love	me?”



The	 favorite	 question	 of	 his	 daughters—only	 his	 daughters.
His	sons	hoped	he	 loved	 them,	but	 they	did	not	ask.	Perhaps	 they
did	not	dare	to.	Ah,	but	this	girl	…

When	she	was	healthy,	her	eyes	were	like	her	mother’s—clear
whites	and	browns,	baby’s	eyes.	She	had	finer	bones	than	Anyanwu
—slenderer	 wrists	 and	 ankles,	 more	 prominent	 cheekbones.	 She
was	the	daughter	of	one	of	Isaac’s	older	sons—a	son	he	had	had	by
a	wild-seed	Indian	woman	who	read	thoughts	and	saw	into	distant
closed	 places.	 The	 Indians	 were	 rich	 in	 untrapped	 wild	 seed	 that
they	 tended	 to	 tolerate	 or	 even	 revere	 rather	 than	 destroy.
Eventually,	 they	would	 learn	 to	 be	 civilized	 and	 to	 understand	 as
the	 whites	 understood	 that	 the	 hearing	 of	 voices,	 the	 seeing	 of
visions,	 the	 moving	 of	 inanimate	 objects	 when	 no	 hand	 touched
them,	all	the	strange	feelings,	sensitivities,	and	abilities	were	evil	or
dangerous,	 or	 at	 the	 very	 least,	 imaginary.	 Then	 they	 too	 would
weed	 out	 or	 grind	 down	 their	 different	 ones,	 thus	 freezing
themselves	 in	 time,	 depriving	 their	 kind	 of	 any	 senses	 but	 those
already	 familiar,	 depriving	 their	 children	 and	 their	 children’s
children	 of	 any	 weapons	 with	 which	 to	 confront	 Doro’s	 people.
And	 surely,	 in	 some	 future	 time,	 the	 day	 of	 confrontation	 would
come.	This	girl,	 as	 rare	 and	valuable	 for	her	 father’s	blood	as	 for
her	mother’s,	might	well	live	to	see	that	day.	If	ever	he	was	to	breed
a	 long-lived	 descendant	 from	Anyanwu,	 it	would	 be	 this	 girl.	He
felt	utterly	certain	of	her.	Over	the	years,	he	had	taught	himself	not
to	assume	that	any	new	breed	would	be	successful	until	 transition
ended	 and	 he	 saw	 the	 success	 before	 him.	 But	 the	 feelings	 that
came	to	him	from	this	girl	were	too	powerful	to	doubt.	He	had	no
more	certain	urge	 than	 the	urge	 that	directed	him	 toward	 the	very
best	prey.	Now	it	spoke	to	him	as	it	had	never	spoken	before,	even
for	Isaac	or	Anyanwu.	The	girl’s	talent	teased	and	enticed	him.	He
would	not	kill	her,	of	course.	He	did	not	kill	the	best	of	his	children.
But	he	would	have	what	he	could	of	her	now.	And	she	would	have
what	she	wanted	of	him.

“I	came	back	because	of	you,”	he	said,	smiling.	“Not	because
of	any	of	the	others,	but	because	I	could	feel	how	near	you	were	to



your	change.	I	wanted	to	see	for	myself	that	you	were	all	right.”
That	 was	 apparently	 enough	 for	 her.	 She	 caught	 him	 in	 a

joyful	 stranglehold	and	kissed	him	not	 at	 all	 as	 a	daughter	 should
kiss	her	father.

“I	 do	 like	 it,”	 she	 said	 shyly.	 “What	David	 and	Melanie	 do.
Sometimes	I	try	to	know	when	they’re	doing	it.	I	try	to	share	it.	But
I	can’t.	It	comes	to	me	of	itself	or	not	at	all.”	And	she	echoed	her
stepfather—her	 grandfather.	 “I	 have	 to	 have	 something	 of	 my
own!”	Her	voice	had	 taken	on	a	 fierceness,	as	 though	Doro	owed
her	what	she	was	demanding.

“Why	 tell	 me?”	 he	 said,	 playing	 with	 her.	 “I’m	 not	 even
handsome	right	now.	Why	not	choose	one	of	the	town	boys?”

She	clutched	at	his	arms,	her	hard	little	nails	now	digging	into
his	flesh.	“You’re	laughing	again!”	she	hissed.	“Am	I	so	ridiculous?
Please	…	?”

To	his	disgust,	Doro	found	himself	 thinking	about	Anyanwu.
He	had	always	resisted	the	advances	of	her	daughters	before.	It	had
become	 a	 habit.	 Nweke	 was	 the	 last	 child	 Doro	 had	 coerced
Anyanwu	 into	 bearing,	 but	 Doro	 had	 gone	 on	 respecting
Anyanwu’s	 superstitions—not	 that	 Anyanwu	 appreciated	 the
kindness.	Well,	Anyanwu	was	about	 to	 lose	her	place	with	him	to
this	young	daughter.	Whatever	he	had	been	reaching	for,	 trying	to
bribe	 from	 the	 mother,	 the	 daughter	 would	 supply.	 The	 daughter
was	not	wild	seed	with	years	of	freedom	to	make	her	stubborn.	The
daughter	 had	 been	 his	 from	 the	 moment	 of	 her	 conception—his
property	as	surely	as	 though	his	brand	were	burned	into	her	flesh.
She	even	thought	of	herself	as	his	property.	His	children,	young	and
old,	 male	 and	 female,	 most	 often	 made	 the	 matter	 of	 ownership
very	 simple	 for	 him.	 They	 accepted	 his	 authority	 and	 seemed	 to
need	his	assurance	that	strange	as	they	were,	they	still	belonged	to
someone.

“Doro?”	the	girl	said	softly.
She	had	a	red	kerchief	tied	over	her	hair.	He	pushed	it	back	to

reveal	 her	 thick	 dark	 hair,	 straighter	 than	 her	mother’s	 but	 not	 as
straight	as	her	father’s.	She	had	combed	it	back	and	pinned	it	 in	a



large	knot.	Only	a	single	heavy	curl	hung	free	to	her	smooth	brown
shoulder.	He	resisted	the	impulse	to	remove	the	pins,	 let	 the	other
curls	free.	He	and	the	girl	would	not	have	much	time	together.	He
did	not	want	her	wasting	what	they	had	pinning	up	her	hair.	Nor	did
he	want	her	appearance	to	announce	at	once	to	Anyanwu	what	had
happened.	Anyanwu	would	 find	 out—probably	 very	 quickly—but
she	would	not	find	out	through	any	apparent	brazenness	on	the	part
of	her	daughter.	She	would	find	out	in	such	a	way	as	to	cause	her	to
blame	Doro.	Her	daughter	still	needed	her	too	badly	to	alienate	her.
No	one	in	any	of	Doro’s	settlements	was	as	good	at	helping	people
through	transition	as	Anyanwu.	Her	body	could	absorb	the	physical
punishment	 of	 restraining	 a	 violent,	 usually	 very	 strong	 young
person.	 She	 did	 not	 hurt	 her	 charges	 or	 allow	 them	 to	 hurt
themselves.	 They	 did	 not	 frighten	 or	 disgust	 her.	 She	 was	 their
companion,	 their	 sister,	 their	 mother,	 their	 lover	 through	 their
agony.	If	they	could	survive	their	own	mental	upheaval,	they	would
come	through	to	find	that	she	had	taken	good	care	of	their	physical
bodies.	Nweke	would	need	that	looking	after—whatever	she	needed
right	now.

He	 lifted	 the	 girl,	 carried	 her	 to	 an	 alcove	 bed	 in	 one	 of	 the
children’s	bedrooms.	He	did	not	know	whether	it	was	her	bed,	did
not	care.	He	undressed	her,	brushing	away	her	hands	when	she	tried
to	 help,	 laughing	 softly	 when	 she	 commented	 that	 he	 seemed	 to
know	pretty	well	how	 to	get	a	woman	out	of	her	clothes.	She	did
not	know	much	about	undressing	a	man,	but	she	fumbled	and	tried
to	help	him.

And	she	was	as	lovely	as	he	had	expected.	A	virgin	of	course.
Even	 in	 Wheatley,	 young	 girls	 usually	 saved	 themselves	 for
husbands,	or	for	Doro.	She	was	ready	for	him.	She	had	some	pain,
but	it	didn’t	seem	to	matter	to	her.

“Better	 than	 with	 David	 and	Melanie,”	 she	 whispered	 once,
and	held	onto	him	as	though	fearing	he	might	leave	her.

Nweke	 and	 Doro	 were	 in	 the	 kitchen	 popping	 corn	 and
drinking	beer	when	Isaac	and	Anyanwu	came	in.	The	bed	had	been



remade	 and	 Nweke	 had	 been	 properly	 dressed	 and	 cautioned
against	 even	 the	 appearance	 of	 brazenness.	 “Let	 her	 be	 angry	 at
me,”	Doro	had	said,	“not	at	you.	Say	nothing.”

“I	don’t	know	how	to	think	about	her	now,”	Nweke	said.	“My
sisters	 whispered	 that	 we	 could	 never	 have	 you	 because	 of	 her.
Sometimes	I	hated	her.	I	thought	she	kept	you	for	herself.”

“Did	she?”
“…	no.”	She	glanced	at	him	uncertainly.	“I	think	she	tried	to

protect	us	from	you.	She	thought	we	needed	it.”	Nweke	shuddered.
“What	will	she	feel	for	me	now?”

Doro	 did	 not	 know,	 and	 he	 did	 not	 intend	 to	 leave	 until	 he
found	out.	Until	he	could	see	that	any	anger	Anyanwu	felt	would	do
her	daughter	no	harm.

“Maybe	she	won’t	find	out,”	the	girl	said	hopefully.
That	was	when	Doro	 took	her	 into	 the	 kitchen	 to	 investigate

the	stew	Anyanwu	had	left	simmering	and	the	bread	untended	in	its
bake	 kettle,	 hot	 and	 tender,	 unburned	 in	 the	 coals.	 They	 set	 the
table,	 then	 Nweke	 suggested	 beer	 and	 popcorn.	 Doro	 agreed,
humoring	her,	hoping	she	would	relax	and	not	worry	about	facing
her	 mother.	 She	 seemed	 peaceful	 and	 content	 when	 Isaac	 and
Anyanwu	came	 in,	 yet	 she	 avoided	her	mother’s	 eyes.	 She	 stared
down	into	her	beer.

Doro	saw	Anyanwu	frown,	saw	her	go	to	Nweke	and	take	the
small	chin	in	her	fingers	and	raise	it	so	that	she	could	see	Nweke’s
frightened	eyes.

“Are	you	well?”	 she	asked	Nweke	 in	her	own	 language.	She
spoke	perfect	English	now,	along	with	Dutch	and	a	 few	words	of
some	 Indian	 and	 foreign	 African	 dialects,	 but	 at	 home	 with	 her
children,	 she	often	 spoke	 as	 though	 she	had	never	 left	 home.	She
would	 not	 adopt	 a	 European	 name	 or	 call	 her	 children	 by	 their
European	 names—though	 she	 had	 condescended	 to	 give	 them
European	names	at	Doro’s	insistence.	Her	children	could	speak	and
understand	 as	 well	 as	 she	 could.	 Even	 Isaac,	 after	 all	 the	 years,
could	 understand	 and	 speak	 fairly	 well.	 No	 doubt,	 he	 heard	 as
clearly	as	Doro	and	Nweke	the	wariness	and	tension	in	Anyanwu’s



soft	question.
Nweke	 did	 not	 answer.	 Frightened,	 she	 glanced	 at	 Doro.

Anyanwu	followed	the	glance	and	her	infant-clear,	bright	eyes	took
on	a	look	of	incongruous	ferocity.	She	said	nothing.	She	only	stared
with	growing	comprehension.	Doro	met	her	gaze	 levelly	until	 she
turned	back	to	look	at	her	daughter.

“Nweke,	little	one,	are	you	well?”	she	whispered	urgently.
Something	 happened	 within	 Nweke.	 She	 took	 Anyanwu’s

hands	between	her	own,	held	them	for	a	moment,	smiling.	Finally
she	 laughed	 aloud—delighted	 child’s	 laughter	 with	 no	 hint	 of
falseness	or	gloating.	“I’m	well,”	she	said.	“I	didn’t	know	how	well
until	 this	moment.	 It	has	been	so	 long	since	 there	were	no	voices,
nothing	 pulling	 at	me	 or	 hurting	me.”	Relief	made	 her	 forget	 her
fear.	She	met	Anyanwu’s	eyes,	her	own	eyes	full	of	the	wonder	of
her	newfound	peace.

Anyanwu	 closed	 her	 eyes	 for	 a	 moment,	 drew	 a	 long,
shuddering	breath.

“She’s	 all	 right,”	 Isaac	 said	 from	 where	 he	 sat	 at	 the	 table.
“That’s	enough.”

Anyanwu	 looked	 at	 him.	 Doro	 could	 not	 read	 what	 passed
between	them,	but	after	a	moment,	Isaac	repeated,	“That’s	enough.”

And	it	seemed	to	be.	At	that	moment,	the	twenty-two-year-old
son	 Peter,	 incongruously	 called	 Chukwuka—God	 is	 Supreme—
arrived,	and	dinner	was	served.

Doro	 ate	 slowly,	 recalling	 how	 he	 had	 laughed	 at	 the	 boy’s
Igbo	 name.	 He	 had	 asked	 Anyanwu	 where	 she	 had	 found	 her
sudden	 devotion	 to	 God—any	 god.	 Chukwuka	 was	 a	 common
enough	name	in	her	homeland,	but	it	was	not	a	name	he	would	have
expected	 from	 a	 woman	 who	 claimed	 she	 helped	 herself.
Predictably,	 Anyanwu	 had	 been	 silent	 and	 unamused	 at	 his
question.	 It	 took	him	a	 surprisingly	 long	 time	 to	begin	 to	wonder
whether	 the	 name	 was	 supposed	 to	 be	 a	 charm—her	 pathetic
attempt	 to	 protect	 the	 boy	 from	him.	Where	 had	Anyanwu	 found
her	sudden	devotion	 to	God?	Where	else	but	 in	her	 fear	of	Doro?
Doro	smiled	to	himself.



Then	he	 stopped	 smiling	 as	Nweke’s	 brief	 peace	 ended.	The
girl	screamed—a	long,	ragged,	terrible	sound	that	reminded	Doro	of
cloth	 tearing.	 Then	 she	 dropped	 the	 dish	 of	 corn	 she	 had	 been
bringing	to	the	table	and	collapsed	to	the	floor	unconscious.



Chapter	Eight

NWEKE	LAY	TWITCHING,	still	unconscious	in	the	middle	of	Isaac	and
Anyanwu’s	bed.	Anyanwu	said	it	was	easier	to	care	for	her	here	in
a	 bed	 merely	 enclosed	 within	 curtains	 than	 in	 one	 of	 the	 alcove
beds.	Oblivious	to	Doro’s	presence,	Anyanwu	had	stripped	Nweke
to	 her	 shift	 and	 removed	 the	 pins	 from	 her	 hair.	 The	 girl	 looked
even	smaller	than	she	was	now,	looked	lost	in	the	deep,	soft	feather
mattress.	 She	 looked	 like	 a	 child.	Doro	 felt	 a	moment	 of	 unease,
even	fear	for	her.	He	remembered	her	laughter	minutes	earlier	and
wondered	whether	he	would	hear	it	again.

“This	is	transition,”	Anyanwu	said	to	him,	neutral-voiced.
He	glanced	at	her.	She	stood	beside	the	bed	looking	weary	and

concerned.	 Her	 earlier	 hostility	 had	 been	 set	 aside—and	 only	 set
aside.	Doro	knew	her	too	well	to	think	it	had	been	forgotten.

“Are	 you	 sure?”	 he	 asked.	 “She’s	 passed	 out	 before,	 hasn’t
she?”

“Oh	yes.	But	this	is	transition.	I	know	it.”
He	 thought	 she	 was	 probably	 right.	 He	 sensed	 the	 girl	 very

strongly	now.	 If	his	body	had	been	a	 lesser	one	or	one	had	given
long	use,	he	would	not	have	dared	to	stay	so	near	her.

“Will	 you	 stay?”	 Anyanwu	 asked,	 as	 though	 hearing	 his
thoughts.

“For	a	while.”
“Why?	 You	 have	 never	 stayed	 before	 when	 my	 children

changed.”
“This	one	is	special.”
“So	 I	 have	 seen.”	 She	 gave	 him	 another	 of	 her	 venomous

looks.	“Why,	Doro?”
He	did	not	pretend	to	misunderstand.	“Do	you	know	what	she

has	been	receiving?	What	thoughts	she	has	been	picking	up?”
“She	told	me	about	the	man	last	night—the	torture.”



“Not	that.	She’s	been	picking	up	people	making	love—picking
it	up	often.”

“And	you	thought	that	was	not	enough	for	an	unmarried	girl!”
“She’s	eighteen	years	old.	It	wasn’t	enough.”
Nweke	made	a	small	sound	as	 though	she	were	having	a	bad

dream.	No	doubt	she	was.	The	worst	of	dreams.	And	she	would	not
be	permitted	to	wake	fully	until	it	was	over.

“You	have	not	molested	my	children	before,”	she	said.
“I	wondered	whether	you	had	noticed.”
“Is	that	it?”	She	turned	to	face	him.	“Were	you	punishing	me

for	my	…	my	ingratitude?”
“…	no.”	His	eyes	looked	past	her	for	a	moment	though	he	did

not	move.	“I’m	not	interested	in	punishing	you	any	longer.”
She	 turned	 a	 little	 too	 quickly	 and	 sat	 down	 beside	 the	 bed.

She	 sat	 on	 a	 chair	 Isaac	 had	 made	 for	 her—a	 taller-than-normal
chair	so	that	in	spite	of	her	small	size	and	the	height	of	the	bed,	she
could	see	and	reach	Nweke	easily.	Eventually	she	would	move	onto
the	 bed	 with	 the	 girl.	 People	 in	 transition	 needed	 close	 physical
contact	to	give	them	some	hold	on	reality.

But	 for	 now,	 Anyanwu’s	 move	 to	 the	 chair	 was	 to	 conceal
emotion.	 Fear,	 Doro	wondered,	 or	 shame	 or	 anger	 or	 hatred.	 His
last	 serious	 attempt	 to	 punish	 her	 had	 involved	 Nweke’s	 father.
That	 attempt	had	 stood	between	 them	all	Nweke’s	 life.	Of	 all	 the
things	she	considered	 that	he	had	done	 to	her,	 that	was	 the	worst.
Yet	it	was	a	struggle	she	had	come	very	near	winning.	Perhaps	she
had	won.	Perhaps	 that	was	why	 the	 incident	 could	 still	make	him
uneasy.

Doro	shook	his	head,	turned	his	attention	to	the	girl.	“Do	you
think	she’ll	come	through	all	right?”	he	asked.

“I	have	never	had	any	of	them	die	in	my	care.”
He	 ignored	 the	 sarcasm	 in	 her	 voice.	 “What	 do	 you	 feel,

Anyanwu?	How	can	you	help	them	so	well	when	you	cannot	reach
their	minds	in	even	the	shadowy	way	that	I	can?”

“I	bit	her	a	little.	She	is	strong	and	healthy.	There	is	nothing,
no	feeling	of	death	about	her.”	He	had	opened	his	mouth,	but	she



held	 up	 a	 hand	 to	 stop	 him.	 “If	 I	 could	 tell	 you	 more	 clearly,	 I
would.	Perhaps	I	will	find	a	way—on	the	day	you	find	a	way	to	tell
me	how	you	move	from	body	to	body.”

“Touché,”	he	said,	and	shrugged.	He	took	a	chair	from	beside
the	fireplace	and	brought	it	to	the	foot	of	the	bed.	There,	he	waited.
When	Nweke	came	to,	shaking	and	crying	wildly,	he	spoke	to	her,
but	 she	 did	 not	 seem	 to	 hear	 him.	 Anyanwu	 went	 onto	 the	 bed
silent,	grim-faced,	and	held	the	girl	until	her	tears	had	slowed,	until
she	had	stopped	shaking.

“You	are	 in	 transition,”	Doro	heard	Anyanwu	whisper.	“Stay
with	us	until	tomorrow	and	you	will	have	the	powers	of	a	goddess.”
That	was	all	she	had	time	to	say.	Nweke’s	body	stiffened.	She	made
retching	 sounds	 and	 Anyanwu	 drew	 back	 from	 her	 slightly.	 But
instead	of	vomiting,	she	went	limp	again,	her	consciousness	gone	to
join	someone	else’s.

Eventually,	 she	 seemed	 to	 come	 to	 again,	 but	 her	 open	 eyes
were	glazed	and	she	made	 the	kind	of	gibbering	sounds	Doro	had
heard	 in	 madhouses—especially	 in	 the	 madhouses	 to	 which	 his
people	 had	 been	 consigned	 when	 their	 transitions	 caught	 them
outside	their	settlements.	Nweke’s	face	was	like	something	out	of	a
madhouse,	 too—twisted	 and	 unrecognizable,	 covered	 with	 sweat,
eyes,	 nose,	 and	mouth	 streaming.	Wearily,	 sadly,	 Doro	 got	 up	 to
leave.

There	 had	 been	 a	 time	 when	 he	 had	 to	 watch	 transitions—
when	no	one	else	 could	be	 trusted	not	 to	 run	away	or	murder	his
writhing	 charge	 or	 perform	 some	 dangerous,	 stupid	 ritual	 of
exorcism.	But	that	was	long	ago.	He	was	not	only	building	a	people
now;	they	were	building	themselves.	It	was	no	longer	necessary	for
him	to	do	everything	see	everything.

He	 looked	 back	 once	 as	 he	 reached	 the	 door	 and	 saw	 that
Anyanwu	was	watching	him.

“It	 is	easier	 to	doom	a	child	 to	 this	 than	 to	stay	and	watch	 it
happen,	isn’t	it?”	she	said.

“I	watched	it	happen	to	your	ancestors!”	he	said	angrily.	“And
I’ll	watch	it	happen	to	your	descendants	when	even	you	are	dust!”



He	turned	and	left	her.

When	Doro	had	gone,	Anyanwu	clambered	off	the	featherbed
and	went	to	the	washstand.	There	she	poured	water	from	the	pitcher
to	 the	 basin	 and	wet	 a	 towel.	Nweke	was	 having	 a	 difficult	 time
already,	poor	girl.	That	meant	a	 long,	 terrible	night.	There	was	no
duty	 Anyanwu	 hated	 more	 than	 this—especially	 with	 her	 own
children.	But	no	one	else	could	handle	it	as	well	as	she	could.

She	bathed	the	girl’s	face,	thinking,	praying:	Oh,	Nweke,	little
one,	stay	until	tomorrow.	The	pain	will	go	away	tomorrow.

Nweke	 quieted	 as	 though	 she	 could	 hear	 the	 desperate
thoughts.	 Perhaps	 she	 could.	 Her	 face	 was	 gray	 and	 still	 now.
Anyanwu	caressed	 it,	 seeing	 traces	of	 the	girl’s	 father	 in	 it	as	 she
always	did.	There	was	a	man	damned	from	the	day	of	his	birth—all
because	 of	 Doro.	 He	 was	 fine	 breeding	 stock,	 oh	 yes.	 He	 was	 a
forest	animal	unable	to	endure	the	company	of	other	people,	unable
to	 get	 any	 peace	 from	 their	 thoughts.	He	 had	 not	 been	 as	Nweke
was	now,	 receiving	only	 large	emotions,	great	 stress.	He	 received
everything.	And	also,	he	saw	visions	of	things	far	from	him,	beyond
the	range	of	even	her	eyes,	of	things	closed	away	from	any	eyes.	In
a	 city,	 even	 in	 a	 small	 town,	 he	 would	 have	 gone	mad.	 And	 his
vulnerability	 was	 not	 a	 passing	 thing,	 not	 a	 transition	 from
powerlessness	 to	godlike	power.	 It	was	a	 condition	he	had	had	 to
endure	 to	 the	 day	 of	 his	 death.	 He	 had	 loved	 Doro	 pathetically
because	 Doro	 was	 the	 one	 person	 whose	 thoughts	 could	 not
entangle	him.	His	mind	would	not	reach	into	Doro’s.	Doro	said	this
was	 a	 matter	 of	 self-preservation;	 the	 mind	 that	 reached	 into	 his
became	his.	It	was	consumed,	extinguished,	and	Doro	took	over	the
body	 it	 had	 animated.	 Doro	 said	 even	 people	 like	 this	 man—
Thomas,	 his	 name	was—even	 people	whose	mind-reading	 ability
seemed	 completely	 out	 of	 control	 somehow	 never	 reached	 into
Doro’s	thoughts.	People	with	control	could	force	themselves	to	try
—as	 they	 could	 force	 their	 hands	 into	 fire—but	 they	 could	 not
make	the	attempt	without	first	feeling	the	“heat”	and	knowing	they
were	doing	a	dangerous	thing.



Thomas	 could	 not	 force	 his	 “hands”	 into	 anything	 at	 all.	He
lived	 alone	 in	 a	 filthy	 cabin	well	 hidden	within	 a	 dark,	 awesome
Virginia	woods.	When	Doro	brought	her	to	him,	he	cursed	her.	He
told	her	she	should	not	mind	the	way	he	lived,	since	she	was	from
Africa	where	people	swung	 through	 the	 trees	and	went	naked	 like
animals.	 He	 asked	 Doro	 what	 wrong	 he	 had	 done	 to	 be	 given	 a
nigger	 woman.	 But	 it	 was	 not	 his	 wrong	 that	 had	 won	 him
Anyanwu.	It	was	hers.

Now	and	 then,	Doro	courted	her	 in	his	own	way.	He	arrived
with	a	new	body—sometimes	an	appealing	one.	He	paid	attention
to	her,	treated	her	as	something	more	than	only	a	breeding	animal.
Then,	courting	done,	he	 took	her	 from	Isaac’s	bed	 to	his	own	and
kept	 her	 there	 until	 he	 was	 certain	 she	 was	 pregnant.	 Still,	 Isaac
urged	 her	 to	 use	 these	 times	 to	 tie	 Doro	 to	 her	 and	 strengthen
whatever	influence	she	had	with	him.	But	Anyanwu	never	learned
to	 forgive	Doro’s	 unnecessary	 killings,	 his	 casual	 abuse	when	 he
was	not	courting	her,	his	open	contempt	for	any	belief	of	hers	that
did	not	concur	with	his,	the	blows	for	which	she	could	not	retaliate
and	 from	which	 she	could	not	 flee,	 the	acts	 she	must	perform	 for
him	 no	matter	what	 her	 beliefs.	 She	 had	 lain	with	 him	 as	 a	man
while	 he	 wore	 the	 body	 of	 a	 woman.	 She	 had	 not	 been	 able	 to
become	erect	naturally.	He	was	a	beautiful	woman,	but	he	repelled
her.	Nothing	he	did	gave	her	pleasure.	Nothing.

No	…
She	sighed	and	stared	down	at	her	daughter’s	still	face.	No,	her

children	gave	her	pleasure.	She	loved	them,	but	she	also	feared	for
them.	Who	 knew	 what	 Doro	 might	 decide	 to	 do	 to	 them?	What
would	he	do	to	this	one?

She	lay	down	close	to	Nweke,	so	that	the	girl	would	not	awake
alone.	 Perhaps	 even	 now,	 some	 part	 of	 Nweke’s	 spirit	 knew	 that
Anyanwu	was	nearby.	Anyanwu	had	seen	that	people	in	transition
thrashed	 around	 less	 if	 she	 lay	 close	 to	 them	and	 sometimes	held
them.	 If	 her	 nearness,	 her	 touch,	 gave	 them	 any	 peace,	 she	 was
willing	to	stay	close.	Her	thoughts	returned	to	Thomas.

Doro	had	been	angry	with	her.	He	never	 seemed	 to	get	 truly



angry	with	anyone	else—but	then,	his	other	people	loved	him.	He
could	not	tell	her	that	he	was	angry	because	she	did	not	love	him.
Even	he	could	not	utter	such	foolishness.	Certainly,	he	did	not	love
her.	He	did	not	love	anyone	except	perhaps	Isaac	and	a	very	few	of
his	 other	 children.	 Yet	 he	 wanted	 Anyanwu	 to	 be	 like	 his	 many
other	women	and	 treat	 him	 like	 a	 god	 in	human	 form,	 competing
for	his	attention	no	matter	how	repugnant	his	latest	body	nor	even
whether	he	might	be	 looking	 for	a	new	body.	They	knew	he	 took
women	 almost	 as	 readily	 as	 he	 took	 men.	 Especially,	 he	 took
women	 who	 had	 already	 given	 him	 what	 he	 wanted	 of	 them—
usually	 several	 children.	They	 served	him	and	never	 thought	 they
might	 be	 his	 next	 victims.	 Someone	 else.	 Not	 them.	 More	 than
once,	Anyanwu	wondered	how	much	time	she	might	have	left.	Had
Doro	merely	been	waiting	for	her	to	help	this	last	daughter	through
transition?	 If	 so,	 he	might	 be	 in	 for	 a	 surprise.	Once	Nweke	 had
power	and	could	care	for	herself,	Anyanwu	did	not	plan	to	stay	in
Wheatley.	She	had	had	enough	of	Doro	and	everything	to	do	with
him;	and	no	person	was	better	fitted	to	escape	him	than	she	was.

If	only	Thomas	had	been	able	to	escape	…
But	 Thomas	 had	 not	 had	 power—only	 potential,	 unrealized,

unrealizable.	He	had	had	a	long	sparse	beard	when	Doro	took	her	to
him,	and	long	black	hair	clotted	together	with	the	grease	and	dirt	of
years	of	neglect.	His	clothing	might	have	stood	alone,	starched	as	it
was	with	layers	of	dirt	and	sweat,	but	it	was	too	ragged	to	stand.	In
some	places,	it	seemed	to	be	held	together	by	the	dirt.	There	were
sores	 on	 his	 body,	 ignored	 and	 filthy—as	 though	 he	were	 rotting
away	 while	 still	 alive.	 He	 was	 a	 young	 man,	 but	 his	 teeth	 were
almost	gone.	His	breath,	his	entire	body,	stank	unbelievably.

And	he	did	not	care.	He	did	not	care	about	anything—beyond
his	 next	 drink.	 He	 looked,	 except	 for	 the	 sparse	 beard,	 like	 an
Indian,	but	he	thought	of	himself	as	a	white	man.	And	he	thought	of
Anyanwu	as	a	nigger.

Doro	had	known	what	he	was	doing	when	in	exasperation,	he
had	 said	 to	 her,	 “You	 think	 I	 ask	 too	much	 of	 you?	You	 think	 I
abuse	you?	I’m	going	to	show	you	how	fortunate	you’ve	been!”



And	he	gave	her	to	Thomas.	And	he	stayed	to	see	that	she	did
not	run	away	or	kill	the	grotesque	ruin	of	a	man	instead	of	sharing
his	vermin-infested	bed.

But	Anyanwu	had	never	killed	anyone	except	in	self-defense.
It	was	not	her	business	to	kill.	She	was	a	healer.

At	 first,	 Thomas	 cursed	 her	 and	 reviled	 her	 blackness.	 She
ignored	this.	“Doro	has	put	us	together,”	she	told	him	calmly.	“If	I
were	green,	it	would	make	no	difference.”

“Shut	 your	 mouth!”	 he	 said.	 “You’re	 a	 black	 bitch	 brought
here	for	breeding	and	nothing	more.	 I	don’t	have	 to	 listen	 to	your
yapping!”

She	had	not	struck	back.	After	the	first	moments,	she	had	not
even	been	angry.	Nor	had	she	been	pitying	or	 repelled.	She	knew
Doro	expected	her	to	be	repelled,	but	that	proved	nothing	more	than
that	he	could	know	her	 for	decades	without	 really	knowing	her	at
all.	This	was	a	man	sick	in	a	dozen	ways—the	remnants	of	a	man.
Healer	 that	 she	 was,	 creator	 of	 medicines	 and	 poisons,	 binder	 of
broken	 bones,	 comforter—could	 she	 take	 the	 remnants	 here	 and
build	them	into	a	man	again?

Doro	looked	at	people,	healthy	or	ill,	and	wondered	what	kind
of	 young	 they	 could	 produce.	 Anyanwu	 looked	 at	 the	 sick—
especially	 those	 with	 problems	 she	 had	 not	 seen	 before—and
wondered	whether	she	could	defeat	their	disease.

Helplessly,	 Thomas	 caught	 her	 thoughts.	 “Stay	 away	 from
me!”	he	muttered	alarmed.	“You	heathen!	Go	rattle	your	bones	at
someone	else!”

Heathen,	 yes.	 He	 was	 a	 god-fearing	 man	 himself.	 Anyanwu
went	to	his	god	and	said,	“Find	a	town	and	buy	us	food.	That	man
won’t	 sire	 any	 children	 as	 he	 is	 now,	 living	 mostly	 on	 beer	 and
cider	and	rum—which	he	probably	steals.”

Doro	stared	at	her	as	though	he	could	not	think	of	anything	to
say.	He	was	wearing	a	big	burly	body	and	had	been	using	it	to	chop
wood	while	Anyanwu	and	Thomas	got	acquainted.

“There’s	 food	 enough	 here,”	 he	 protested	 finally.	 “There	 are
deer	and	bear	and	game	birds	and	fish.	Thomas	grows	a	few	things.



He	has	what	he	needs.”
“If	he	has	it,	he	is	not	eating	it!”
“Then	he’ll	starve.	But	not	before	he	gets	you	with	a	child.”
In	 anger	 that	 night,	 Anyanwu	 took	 her	 leopard	 form	 for	 the

first	 time	 in	 years.	 She	 hunted	 deer,	 stalking	 them	 as	 she	 had	 at
home	so	long	ago,	moving	with	the	old	stealth,	using	her	eyes	and
her	ears	even	more	efficiently	than	a	true	leopard	might.	The	result
was	as	 it	had	been	at	home.	Deer	were	deer.	She	brought	down	a
sleek	doe,	then	took	her	human	form	again,	threw	her	prize	across
her	shoulders,	and	carried	it	 to	Thomas’	cabin.	By	morning,	when
the	 two	 men	 awoke,	 the	 doe	 had	 been	 skinned,	 cleaned,	 and
butchered.	The	cabin	was	filled	with	the	smell	of	roasting	venison.

Doro	ate	heartily	and	went	out.	He	didn’t	ask	where	the	fresh
meat	had	come	from	or	thank	Anyanwu	for	it.	He	simply	accepted
it.	Thomas	was	 less	 trusting.	He	drank	 a	 little	 rum,	 sniffed	 at	 the
meat	Anyanwu	gave	him,	nibbled	at	a	little	of	it.

“Where’d	this	come	from?”	he	demanded.
“I	hunted	last	night,”	Anyanwu	said.	“You	have	nothing	here.”
“Hunted	with	what?	My	musket?	Who	allowed	you	to	…”
“I	 did	 not	 hunt	 with	 your	 musket!	 It’s	 there,	 you	 see?”	 She

gestured	toward	where	the	gun,	the	cleanest	thing	in	the	cabin,	hung
from	a	peg	by	the	door.	“I	don’t	hunt	with	guns,”	she	added.

He	 got	 up	 and	 checked	 the	 musket	 anyway.	 When	 he	 was
satisfied,	 he	 came	 to	 stand	 over	 her,	 reeking	 and	 forcing	 her	 to
breathe	 very	 shallowly.	 “What	 did	 you	 hunt	 with,	 then?”	 he
demanded.	He	wasn’t	a	big	man,	but	sometimes,	like	now,	he	spoke
in	a	deep	rumbling	voice.	“What	did	you	use?”	he	repeated.	“Your
nails	and	teeth?”

“Yes,”	Anyanwu	said	softly.
He	 stared	 at	 her	 for	 a	 moment,	 his	 eyes	 suddenly	 wide.	 “A

cat!”	he	whispered.	“From	woman	to	cat	to	woman	again.	But	how
…	?”	Doro	had	explained	that	since	this	man	had	never	completed
transition,	 he	 had	 no	 control	 over	 his	 ability.	 He	 could	 not
deliberately	look	into	Anyanwu’s	thoughts,	but	he	could	not	refrain
from	 looking	 into	 them	 either.	 Anyanwu	 was	 near	 him	 and	 her



thoughts,	unlike	Doro’s,	were	open	and	unprotected.
“I	was	a	cat,”	she	said	simply.	“I	can	be	anything.	Shall	I	show

you?”
“No!”
“It’s	like	what	you	do,”	she	reassured	him.	“You	can	see	what

I’m	 thinking.	 I	can	change	my	shape.	Why	not	eat	 the	meat?	 It	 is
very	good.”	She	would	wash	him,	she	decided.	This	day,	she	would
wash	him	and	start	on	the	sores.	The	stink	was	unendurable.

He	snatched	up	his	portion	of	 food	and	 threw	it	 into	 the	fire.
“Witch	food!”	he	muttered,	and	turned	his	jug	up	to	his	mouth.

Anyanwu	 stifled	 an	 impulse	 to	 throw	 the	 rum	 into	 the	 fire.
Instead,	 she	stood	up	and	 took	 it	 from	his	hands	as	he	 lowered	 it.
He	did	not	try	to	keep	it	from	her.	She	set	it	aside	and	faced	him.

“We	 are	 all	 witches,”	 she	 said.	 “All	 Doro’s	 people.	 Why
would	he	notice	us	if	we	were	ordinary?”	She	shrugged.	“He	wants
a	child	from	us	because	it	will	not	be	ordinary.”

He	 said	 nothing.	 Only	 stared	 at	 her	 with	 unmistakable
suspicion	and	dislike.

“I	 have	 seen	 what	 you	 can	 do,”	 she	 continued.	 “You	 keep
speaking	my	thoughts,	knowing	what	you	should	not	know.	I	will
show	you	what	I	can	do.”

“I	don’t	want	to—”
“Seeing	it	will	make	it	more	real	to	you.	It	isn’t	a	hard	thing	to

watch.	 I	 don’t	 become	 ugly.	 Most	 of	 the	 changes	 happen	 inside
me.”	She	was	undressing	 as	 she	 spoke.	 It	was	not	 necessary.	She
could	shrug	out	of	 the	clothing	as	she	changed,	shed	 it	as	a	snake
sheds	 its	 skin,	 but	 she	wanted	 to	move	 very	 slowly	 for	 this	man.
She	 did	 not	 expect	 her	 nudity	 to	 excite	 him.	 He	 had	 seen	 her
unclothed	 the	 night	 before	 and	 he	 had	 turned	 away	 and	 gone	 to
sleep—leaving	 her	 to	 go	 hunting.	 She	 suspected	 that	 he	 was
impotent.	 She	 had	 made	 her	 body	 slender	 and	 young	 for	 him,
hoping	to	get	his	seed	in	her	and	escape	quickly,	but	last	night	had
convinced	 her	 that	 she	 had	 more	 work	 to	 do	 here	 than	 she	 had
thought.	And	if	the	man	was	impotent,	all	that	she	did	might	not	be
enough.	What	would	Doro	do	then?



She	changed	very	slowly,	took	the	leopard	form,	all	the	while
keeping	her	body	between	Thomas	and	the	door.	Between	Thomas
and	 the	gun.	That	was	wise	because	when	she	had	finished,	when
she	 stretched	 her	 small	 powerful	 cat-body	 and	 spread	 her	 claws,
leaving	marks	in	the	packed	earth	floor,	he	dived	for	his	gun.

Claws	sheathed,	Anyanwu	batted	him	aside.	He	screamed	and
shrank	back	from	her.	By	his	manner,	arm	thrown	up	to	protect	his
throat,	 eyes	wide,	 he	 seemed	 to	 expect	 her	 to	 leap	 upon	 him.	He
was	waiting	 to	die.	 Instead,	 she	approached	him	slowly,	her	body
relaxed.	Purring,	she	rubbed	her	head	against	his	knee.	She	looked
up	 at	 him,	 saw	 that	 the	 protective	 arm	 had	 come	 down	 from	 the
throat.	 She	 rubbed	 her	 fur	 against	 his	 leg	 and	 went	 on	 purring.
Finally,	 almost	 unwillingly,	 his	 hand	 touched	 her	 head,	 caressed
tentatively.	When	she	had	him	scratching	her	neck—which	did	not
itch—and	muttering	 to	himself,	“My	God!”	she	broke	away,	went
over	and	picked	up	a	piece	of	venison	and	brought	it	back	to	him.

“I	don’t	want	that!”	he	said.
She	began	to	growl	low	in	her	throat.	He	took	a	step	back	but

that	put	him	against	the	rough	log	wall.	When	Anyanwu	followed,
there	was	nowhere	for	him	to	go.	She	tried	to	put	the	meat	into	his
hand,	but	he	snatched	the	hand	away.	Finally,	around	the	meat,	she
gave	a	loud,	coughing	roar.

Thomas	sank	to	the	floor	terrified,	staring	at	her.	She	dropped
the	meat	into	his	lap	and	roared	again.

He	 picked	 it	 up	 and	 ate—for	 the	 first	 time	 in	 how	 long,	 she
wondered.	If	he	wanted	to	kill	himself,	why	was	he	doing	it	in	this
slow	terrible	way,	letting	himself	rot	alive?	Oh,	this	day	she	would
wash	him	and	begin	his	healing.	If	he	truly	wanted	to	die,	 let	him
hang	himself	and	be	done	with	it.

When	he	had	finished	the	venison,	she	became	a	woman	again
and	calmly	put	on	her	clothing	as	he	watched.

“I	could	see	it,”	he	whispered	after	a	long	silence.	“I	could	see
your	body	changing	inside.	Everything	changing	…”	He	shook	his
head	uncomprehending,	then	asked:	“Could	you	turn	white?”

The	 question	 startled	 her.	Was	 he	 really	 so	 concerned	 about



her	 color?	 Usually	 Doro’s	 people	 were	 not.	 Most	 of	 them	 had
backgrounds	 too	 thoroughly	 mixed	 for	 them	 to	 sneer	 at	 anyone.
Anyanwu	did	not	know	this	man’s	ancestry	but	she	was	certain	he
was	not	as	white	as	he	seemed	to	think.	The	Indian	appearance	was
too	strong.

“I	 have	 never	 made	 myself	 white,”	 she	 said.	 “In	 Wheatley,
everyone	knows	me.	Who	would	I	deceive—and	why	should	I	try?”

“I	 don’t	 believe	 you,”	 he	 said.	 “If	 you	 could	 become	white,
you	would!”

“Why?”
He	stared	at	her	hostilely.
“I’m	content,”	she	said	finally.	“If	I	have	to	be	white	some	day

to	survive,	I	will	be	white.	If	I	have	to	be	a	leopard	to	hunt	and	kill,
I	 will	 be	 a	 leopard.	 If	 I	 have	 to	 travel	 quickly	 across	 land,	 I’ll
become	a	large	bird.	If	I	have	to	cross	the	sea,	I’ll	become	a	fish.”
She	smiled	a	little.	“A	dolphin,	perhaps.”

“Will	you	become	white	for	me?”	he	asked.	His	hostility	had
died	 as	 she	 spoke.	 He	 seemed	 to	 believe	 her.	 Perhaps	 he	 was
hearing	her	thoughts.	If	so,	he	was	not	hearing	them	clearly	enough.

“I	think	you	will	have	to	endure	it	somehow	that	I	am	black,”
she	said	with	hostility	of	her	own.	“This	is	the	way	I	look.	No	one
has	ever	told	me	I	was	ugly!”

He	sighed.	“No,	you’re	not.	Not	by	some	distance.	It’s	just	that
…”	 He	 stopped,	 wet	 his	 lips.	 “It’s	 just	 that	 I	 thought	 you	 could
make	yourself	look	like	my	wife	…	just	a	little.”

“You	have	a	wife?”
He	rubbed	at	a	scabbed	over	sore	on	his	arm.	Anyanwu	could

see	 it	 through	a	hole	 in	his	sleeve	and	 it	did	not	 look	as	 though	 it
was	healing	properly.	The	flesh	around	the	scab	was	very	red	and
swollen.

“I	had	a	wife,”	he	said.	“Big,	handsome	girl	with	hair	yellow
as	gold.	I	thought	it	would	be	all	right	if	we	didn’t	live	in	a	town	or
have	neighbors	too	nearby.	She	wasn’t	one	of	Doro’s	people,	but	he
let	me	have	her.	He	gave	me	enough	money	to	buy	some	land,	get	a
start	in	tobacco.	I	thought	things	would	be	fine.”



“Did	she	know	you	could	hear	her	thoughts?”
He	gave	her	a	look	of	contempt.	“Would	she	have	married	me

if	she	had?	Would	anyone?”
“One	 of	 Doro’s	 people,	 perhaps.	 One	 who	 could	 also	 hear

thoughts.”
“You	don’t	know	what	you’re	talking	about,”	he	said	bitterly.
His	tone	made	her	think,	made	her	remember	that	some	of	the

most	terrible	of	Doro’s	people	were	like	Thomas.	They	weren’t	as
sensitive,	perhaps.	Living	in	towns	didn’t	seem	to	bother	them.	But
they	 drank	 too	 much	 and	 fought	 and	 abused	 or	 neglected	 their
children	 and	occasionally	murdered	 each	other	 before	Doro	 could
get	around	 to	 taking	 them.	Thomas	was	probably	 right	 to	marry	a
more	ordinary	woman.

“Why	did	your	wife	leave?”	she	asked.
“Why	do	you	 think!	 I	 couldn’t	 keep	out	 of	 her	 thoughts	 any

more	than	I	can	keep	out	of	yours.	I	 tried	not	to	let	her	know,	but
sometimes	things	came	to	me	so	clearly…	I’d	answer,	thinking	she
had	spoken	aloud	and	she	hadn’t	and	she	didn’t	understand	and	…”

“And	she	was	afraid.”
“God,	yes.	After	a	while,	she	was	terrified.	She	went	home	to

her	parents	and	wouldn’t	even	see	me	when	I	went	after	her.	I	guess
I	 don’t	 blame	her.	After	 that	 there	were	 only	…	women	 like	 you
that	Doro	brings	me.”

“We’re	not	such	bad	women.	I’m	not.”
“You	can’t	wait	to	get	away	from	me!”
“What	 would	 you	 feel	 for	 a	 woman	 who	 was	 covered	 with

filth	and	sores?”
He	 blinked,	 looked	 at	 himself.	 “And	 I	 guess	 you’re	 used	 to

better!”
“Of	course	I	am!	Let	me	help	you	and	you	will	be	better.	You

could	not	have	been	this	way	for	your	wife.”
“You’re	not	her!”
“No.	She	could	not	help	you.	I	can.”
“I	didn’t	ask	for	your—”
“Listen!	She	ran	away	from	you	because	you	are	Doro’s.	You



are	 a	witch	 and	 she	was	 afraid	 and	 disgusted.	 I	 am	 not	 afraid	 or
disgusted.”

“You’d	 have	 no	 right	 to	 be,”	 he	 muttered	 sullenly.	 “You’re
more	witch	 than	 I’ll	 ever	 be.	 I	 still	 don’t	 believe	what	 I	 saw	you
do.”

“If	my	thoughts	are	reaching	you	even	some	of	the	time,	you
should	believe	what	I	do	and	what	I	say.	I	have	not	been	telling	you
lies.	 I	 am	 a	 healer.	 I	 have	 lived	 for	 over	 three	 hundred	 and	 fifty
years.	 I	have	seen	 leprosy	and	huge	growths	 that	bring	agony	and
babies	born	with	great	holes	where	their	faces	should	be	and	other
things.	You	are	far	from	being	the	worst	thing	I	have	seen.”

He	 stared	 at	 her,	 frowned	 intently	 as	 though	 reaching	 for	 a
thought	 that	 eluded	 him.	 It	 occurred	 to	 her	 that	 he	 was	 trying	 to
hear	 her	 thoughts.	 Finally,	 though,	 he	 seemed	 to	 give	 up.	 He
shrugged	and	sighed.	“Could	you	help	any	of	those	others?”

“Sometimes	 I	 could	 help.	 Sometimes	 I	 can	 dissolve	 away
dangerous	 growths	 or	 open	 blind	 eyes	 or	 heal	 sores	 that	will	 not
heal	themselves	…”

“You	can’t	take	away	the	voices	or	the	visions,	can	you?”
“The	thoughts	you	hear	from	other	people?”
“Yes,	 and	 what	 I	 ‘see.’	 Sometimes	 I	 can’t	 tell	 reality	 from

vision.”
She	shook	her	head	sadly.	“I	wish	I	could.	I	have	seen	others

tormented	 as	 you	 are.	 I’m	 better	 than	 what	 your	 people	 call	 a
doctor.	Much	better.	But	I	am	not	as	good	as	I	long	to	be.	I	think	I
am	flawed	like	you.”

“All	Doro’s	children	are	flawed—godlings	with	feet	of	clay.”
Anyanwu	 understood	 the	 reference.	 She	 had	 read	 the	 sacred

book	 of	 her	 new	 land,	 the	 Bible,	 in	 the	 hope	 of	 improving	 her
understanding	 of	 the	 people	 around	 her.	 In	 Wheatley,	 Isaac	 told
people	she	was	becoming	a	Christian.	Some	of	them	did	not	realize
he	was	joking.

“I	 was	 not	 born	 to	 Doro,”	 she	 told	 Thomas.	 “I	 am	what	 he
calls	wild	seed.	But	it	makes	no	difference.	I	am	flawed	anyway.”

He	 glanced	 at	 her,	 then	 down	 at	 the	 floor.	 “Well	 I’m	 not	 as



flawed	as	you	think.”	He	spoke	very	softly.	“I’m	not	impotent.”
“Good.	 If	 you	were	 and	Doro	 found	 out	…	he	might	 decide

you	could	not	be	useful	to	him	any	longer.”
It	was	as	though	she	had	said	something	startling.	He	jumped,

peered	 at	 her	 in	 a	 way	 that	 made	 her	 draw	 back	 in	 alarm,	 then
demanded:	 “What’s	 the	matter	with	you!	How	can	you	care	what
happens	 to	me?	How	can	you	 let	Doro	breed	you	 like	a	goddamn
cow—and	to	me!	You’re	not	like	the	others.”

“You	said	I	was	a	dog.	A	black	bitch.”
Even	through	the	dirt,	she	could	see	him	redden.	“I’m	sorry,”

he	said	after	several	seconds.
“Good.	 I	 almost	 hit	 you	 when	 you	 said	 it—and	 I	 am	 very

strong.”
“I	don’t	doubt	it.”
“I	care	what	Doro	does	to	me.	He	knows	I	care.	I	tell	him.”
“People	don’t,	normally.”
“Yes.	That’s	why	I’m	here.	Things	are	not	right	to	me	merely

because	he	says	they	are.	He	is	not	my	god.	He	brought	me	to	you
as	 punishment	 for	 my	 sacrilege.”	 She	 smiled.	 “But	 he	 does	 not
understand	that	I	would	rather	lie	with	you	than	with	him.”

Thomas	 said	 nothing	 for	 so	 long	 that	 she	 reached	 out	 and
touched	his	hand,	concerned.

He	 looked	at	her,	 smiled	without	 showing	his	bad	 teeth.	She
had	not	seen	him	smile	before.	“Be	careful,”	he	said.	“Doro	should
never	find	out	how	thoroughly	you	hate	him.”

“He	has	known	for	years.”
“And	you’re	still	alive?	You	must	be	very	valuable.”
“I	must	be,”	she	agreed	bitterly.
He	 sighed.	 “I	 should	 hate	 him	 myself.	 I	 don’t	 somehow.	 I

can’t.	But	…	I	think	I’m	glad	you	do.	I	never	met	anyone	who	did
before.”	 He	 hesitated	 again,	 raised	 his	 night-black	 eyes	 to	 hers.
“Just	be	careful.”

She	nodded,	thinking	that	he	reminded	her	of	Isaac.	Isaac	too
was	 always	 cautioning	 her.	Then	Thomas	 got	 up	 and	went	 to	 the
door.



“Where	are	you	going?”	she	asked.
“To	the	stream	out	back	to	wash.”	The	smile	again,	tentatively.

“Do	 you	 really	 think	 you	 can	 take	 care	 of	 these	 sores?	 I’ve	 had
some	of	them	for	a	long	time.”

“I	 can	heal	 them.	They	will	 come	back,	 though,	 if	you	don’t
stay	clean	and	stop	drinking	so	much.	Eat	food!”

“I	don’t	know	whether	you’re	here	to	conceive	a	child	or	turn
me	into	one,”	he	muttered,	and	closed	the	door	behind	him.

Anyanwu	went	out	and	fashioned	a	crude	broom	of	twigs.	She
swept	the	mounds	of	litter	out	of	the	cabin,	then	washed	what	could
be	 washed.	 She	 did	 not	 know	what	 to	 do	 about	 the	 vermin.	 The
fleas	alone	were	terrible.	Left	to	herself,	she	would	have	burned	the
cabin	 and	 built	 another.	 But	 Thomas	 would	 not	 be	 likely	 to	 go
along	with	that.

She	 cleaned	 and	 cleaned	 and	 cleaned	 and	 the	 terrible	 little
cabin	still	did	not	suit	her.	There	were	no	clean	blankets,	there	was
no	clean	clothing	for	Thomas.	Eventually,	he	came	in	wearing	the
same	filthy	rags	over	skin	scrubbed	pale	and	nearly	raw.	He	seemed
acutely	embarrassed	when	Anyanwu	began	stripping	the	rags	from
him.

“Don’t	be	foolish,”	she	told	him.	“When	I	start	on	those	sores,
you	won’t	have	time	for	shame—or	for	any	other	thing.”

He	became	erect.	Scrawny	and	sick	as	his	body	was,	he	was,
as	he	had	said,	not	impotent.

“All	 right,”	 murmured	 Anyanwu	 with	 gentle	 amusement.
“Have	your	pleasure	now	and	your	pain	later.”

His	clumsy	fingers	had	begun	fumbling	with	her	clothing,	but
they	 stopped	 suddenly.	“No!”	 he	 said	 as	 though	 the	 pain	 had	 to
come	first	after	all.	“No.”	He	turned	his	back	to	her.

“But	…	why?”	Anyanwu	 laid	 a	 hand	 on	 his	 shoulder.	 “You
want	to,	and	it’s	all	right.	Why	else	am	I	here?”

He	spoke	through	his	teeth	as	though	every	word	was	hurting
him.	“Are	you	still	so	eager	to	get	away	from	me?	Can’t	you	stay	a
little	while?”

“Ah.”	 She	 rubbed	 the	 shoulder,	 feeling	 the	 bones	 sharply



through	 their	 thin	 covering	 of	 flesh.	 “The	women	 take	 your	 seed
and	leave	you	as	quickly	as	possible.”

He	said	nothing.
She	stepped	closer	to	him.	He	was	smaller	than	Isaac,	smaller

than	most	of	the	male	bodies	Doro	brought	her.	It	was	strange	to	be
able	to	meet	a	man’s	eyes	without	looking	up.	“It	will	be	that	way
for	me	too,”	she	said.	“I	have	a	husband.	I	have	children.	And	also
…	 Doro	 knows	 how	 quickly	 I	 can	 conceive.	 I	 am	 always
deliberately	quick	with	him.	 I	must	 take	your	seed	and	 leave	you.
But	I	will	not	leave	you	today.”

He	stared	at	her	for	a	moment,	the	black	eyes	intent	as	though
again	 he	was	 trying	 to	 control	 his	 ability,	 hear	 her	 thoughts	 now
when	he	wanted	to	hear	them.	She	found	herself	hoping	her	child—
his	child—would	have	those	eyes.	They	were	the	only	things	about
him	that	had	never	needed	cleaning	or	healing	to	show	their	beauty.
That	was	surprising	considering	how	much	he	drank.

He	seized	her	suddenly,	as	though	it	had	just	occurred	to	him
that	he	could,	and	held	her	tightly	for	long	moments	before	leading
her	to	his	splintery	shelf	bed.

Doro	 came	 in	 hours	 later,	 bringing	 flour,	 sugar,	 coffee,	 corn
meal,	 salt,	 eggs,	 butter,	 dry	 peas,	 fresh	 fruit	 and	 vegetables,
blankets,	cloth	that	could	be	sewn	into	clothing,	and,	incidentally,	a
new	body.	He	had	bought	or	stolen	someone’s	small	crudely	made
wagon	to	carry	his	things.

“Thank	you,”	Anyanwu	told	him	gravely,	wanting	him	to	see
that	her	gratitude	was	real.	It	was	rare	these	days	for	him	to	do	what
she	asked.	She	wondered	why	he	had	bothered	this	time.	Certainly
he	had	not	planned	to	the	day	before.

Then	she	saw	him	looking	at	Thomas.	The	bath	had	made	the
most	visible	difference	in	Thomas’	appearance,	and	Anyanwu	had
shaved	him,	cut	off	much	of	his	hair,	and	combed	the	rest.	But	there
were	other	more	subtle	changes.	Thomas	was	smiling,	was	helping
to	 carry	 the	 supplies	 into	 the	 cabin	 instead	 of	 standing	 aside
apathetically,	 instead	 of	 muttering	 at	 Anyanwu	 when	 she	 passed



him,	her	arms	full.
“Now,”	 he	 said,	 happily	 oblivious	 to	 Doro’s	 eyes	 on	 him.

“Now	we’ll	see	how	well	you	can	cook,	Sun	Woman.”
That	stupid	name,	she	thought	desperately.	Why	had	he	called

her	that?	He	must	have	read	it	in	her	thoughts.	She	had	not	told	him
it	was	Doro’s	name	for	her.

Doro	smiled.	“I	never	 thought	you	could	do	 this	so	well,”	he
said	to	her.	“I	would	have	brought	you	my	sick	ones	before.”

“I	am	a	healer,”	she	said.	His	smile	 terrified	her	for	Thomas’
sake.	It	was	a	smile	full	of	teeth	and	utterly	without	humor.	“I	have
conceived,”	she	said,	though	she	had	not	meant	to	tell	him	that	for
days—perhaps	 weeks.	 Suddenly,	 though,	 she	 wanted	 him	 away
from	 Thomas.	 She	 knew	Doro.	 Over	 the	 years,	 she	 had	 come	 to
know	him	very	well.	He	had	given	her	 to	 a	man	he	hoped	would
repel	her,	make	her	know	how	well	off	she	had	been.	Instead,	she
had	 immediately	 begun	 helping	 the	 man,	 healing	 him	 so	 that
eventually	 he	would	 not	 repel	 anyone.	 Clearly,	 she	 had	 not	 been
punished.

“Already,”	Doro	said	in	mock	surprise.	“Shall	we	leave	then?”
“Yes.”
He	glanced	toward	the	cabin	where	Thomas	was.
Anyanwu	came	around	the	wagon	and	caught	Doro’s	arms.	He

was	wearing	 the	body	of	a	 round-faced	very	young-looking	white
man.	“Why	did	you	bring	the	supplies?”	she	demanded.

“You	wanted	them,”	he	said	reasonably.
“For	him.	So	he	could	heal.”
“And	 now	 you	 want	 to	 leave	 him	 before	 that	 healing	 is

finished.”
Thomas	came	out	of	the	cabin	and	saw	them	standing	together.

“Is	something	wrong?”	he	asked.	Anyanwu	realized	later	that	it	was
probably	her	expression	or	her	thoughts	that	alerted	him.	If	only	he
could	have	read	Doro’s	thoughts.

“Anyanwu	wants	to	go	home,”	said	Doro	blandly.
Thomas	stared	at	her	with	disbelief	and	pain.	“Anyanwu	…	?”
She	 did	 not	 know	what	 to	 do—what	would	make	Doro	 feel



that	 he	 had	 extracted	 enough	 pain,	 punished	 her	 enough.	 What
would	stop	him	now	that	he	had	decided	to	kill?

She	 looked	 at	 Doro.	 “I	 will	 leave	 with	 you	 today,”	 she
whispered.	“Please,	I	will	leave	with	you	now.”

“Not	quite	yet,”	Doro	said.
She	shook	her	head,	pleaded	desperately:	“Doro,	what	do	you

want	of	me?	Tell	me	and	I	will	give	it.”
Thomas	 had	 come	 closer	 to	 them,	 looking	 at	 Anyanwu,	 his

expression	 caught	 between	 anger	 and	 pain.	 Anyanwu	 wanted	 to
shout	at	him	to	stay	away.

“I	want	you	to	remember,”	Doro	said	to	her.	“You’ve	come	to
think	 I	 couldn’t	 touch	 you.	 That	 kind	 of	 thinking	 is	 foolish	 and
dangerous.”

She	was	in	the	midst	of	a	healing.	She	had	endured	abuse	from
Thomas.	 She	 had	 endured	 part	 of	 a	 night	 beside	 his	 filthy	 body.
Finally,	she	had	been	able	to	reach	him	and	begin	to	heal.	It	was	not
only	 the	 sores	on	his	body	she	was	 reaching	 for.	Never	had	Doro
taken	a	patient	from	her	in	the	midst	of	healing,	never!	Somehow,
she	had	not	thought	he	would	do	such	a	thing.	It	was	as	though	he
had	 threatened	 one	 of	 her	 children.	 And,	 of	 course,	 he	 was
threatening	her	children.	He	was	threatening	everything	dear	to	her.
He	was	not	 finished	with	her,	 apparently,	 and	 thus	would	not	kill
her.	But	since	she	had	made	it	clear	that	she	did	not	love	him,	that
she	obeyed	him	only	because	he	had	power,	he	 felt	 some	need	 to
remind	her	of	that	power.	If	he	could	not	do	it	by	giving	her	to	an
evil	man	 because	 that	man	 obstinately	 ceased	 to	 be	 evil,	 then	 he
would	 take	 that	man	 from	her	 now	while	 her	 interest	 in	 him	was
strongest.	And	 also,	 perhaps	Doro	 had	 realized	 the	 thing	 she	 had
told	 Thomas—that	 she	 would	 rather	 share	 Thomas’	 bed	 than
Doro’s.	 For	 a	man	 accustomed	 to	 adoration,	 that	 realization	must
have	been	a	heavy	blow.	But	what	could	she	do?

“Doro,”	 she	pleaded,	 “it’s	 enough.	 I	 understand.	 I	 have	been
wrong.	I	will	remember	and	behave	better	toward	you.”

She	was	clinging	to	both	his	arms	now,	and	lowering	her	head
before	the	smooth	young	face.	Inside,	she	screamed	with	rage	and



fear	and	loathing.	Outside,	her	face	was	as	smooth	as	his.
But	out	of	 stubbornness	or	hunger	or	 a	desire	 to	hurt	her,	he

would	not	 stop.	He	 turned	 toward	Thomas.	And	by	now,	Thomas
understood.

Thomas	 backed	 away,	 his	 disbelief	 again	 clear	 in	 his
expression.	“Why?”	he	said.	“What	have	I	done?”

“Nothing!”	 shouted	 Anyanwu	 suddenly,	 and	 her	 hands	 on
Doro’s	arms	locked	suddenly	in	a	grip	Doro	would	not	break	in	any
normal	way.	“You’ve	done	nothing,	Thomas,	but	serve	him	all	your
life.	Now	he	thinks	nothing	of	throwing	away	your	life	in	the	hope
of	hurting	me.	Run!”

For	an	instant,	Thomas	stood	frozen.
“Run!”	 screamed	 Anyanwu.	 Doro	 had	 actually	 begun

struggling	 against	 her—no	 doubt	 a	 reflex	 of	 anger.	 He	 knew	 he
could	 not	 break	 her	 grip	 or	 overcome	 her	 by	 physical	 strength
alone.	And	he	would	not	use	his	other	weapon.	He	was	not	finished
with	her	yet.	There	was	a	potentially	valuable	child	in	her	womb.

Thomas	ran	off	toward	the	woods.
“I’ll	kill	her,”	shouted	Doro.	“Your	life	or	hers.”
Thomas	stopped,	looked	back.
“He’s	lying,”	Anyanwu	said	almost	gleefully.	Man	or	devil,	he

could	not	get	a	 lie	past	her.	Not	any	 longer.	“Run,	Thomas.	He	 is
telling	lies!”

Doro	 tried	 to	hit	her,	but	 she	 tripped	him,	and	as	he	 fell,	 she
changed	 her	 grip	 on	 his	 arms	 so	 that	 he	 would	 not	 move	 again
except	in	pain.	Very	much	pain.

“I	 would	 have	 submitted,”	 she	 hissed	 into	 his	 ear.	 “I	 would
have	done	anything!”

“Let	me	go,”	he	said,	“or	you	won’t	live,	even	to	submit.	It’s
truth	now,	Anyanwu.	Get	up.”

There	was	death	frighteningly	close	to	the	surface	in	his	voice.
This	 was	 the	 way	 he	 sounded	 when	 he	 truly	 meant	 to	 kill—his
voice	went	flat	and	strange	and	Anyanwu	felt	that	the	thing	he	was,
the	spirit,	the	feral	hungry	demon,	the	twisted	ogbanje	was	ready	to
leap	 out	 of	 his	 young	man’s	 body	 and	 into	 hers.	 She	 had	 pushed



him	too	far.
Then	Thomas	was	there.	“Let	him	go,	Anyanwu,”	he	said.	She

jerked	her	head	up	to	stare	at	him.	She	had	risked	everything	to	give
him	a	chance	to	escape—at	least	a	chance—and	he	had	come	back.

He	 tried	 to	 pull	 her	 off	 Doro.	 “Let	 him	 go,	 I	 said.	 He’d	 go
through	you	and	take	me	two	seconds	later.	There’s	nobody	else	out
here	to	confuse	him.”

Anyanwu	looked	around	and	realized	that	he	was	right.	When
Doro	transferred,	he	took	the	person	nearest	to	him.	That	was	why
he	 sometimes	 touched	people.	 In	 a	 crowd,	 the	 contact	 assured	his
taking	 the	 one	 person	 he	 had	 chosen.	 If	 he	 decided	 to	 transfer,
though,	and	the	person	nearest	to	him	was	a	hundred	miles	away,	he
would	take	that	person.	Distance	meant	nothing.	If	he	was	willing
to	go	through	Anyanwu,	he	could	reach	Thomas.

“I’ve	 got	 nothing,”	 Thomas	 was	 saying.	 “This	 cabin	 is	 my
future—staying	here,	getting	older,	drunker,	crazier.	I’m	nothing	to
die	for,	Sun	Woman,	even	if	your	dying	could	save	me.”

With	 far	 less	 strength	 than	Doro	 had	 in	 his	 current	 body,	 he
pulled	her	to	her	feet,	freeing	Doro.	Then	he	pushed	her	behind	him
so	that	he	stood	nearest	to	Doro.

Doro	stood	up	slowly,	watching	them	as	though	daring	them	to
run—or	 encouraging	 them	 to	 panic	 and	 run	 hopelessly.	 Nothing
human	looked	out	of	his	eyes.

Seeing	 him,	 Anyanwu	 thought	 she	 would	 die	 anyway.	 Both
she	and	Thomas	would	die.

“I	was	 loyal,”	Thomas	said	 to	him	as	 though	 to	a	 reasonable
man.

Doro’s	eyes	focused	on	him.
“I	 gave	you	 loyalty,”	Thomas	 repeated.	 “I	 never	 disobeyed.”

He	 shook	 his	 head	 slowly	 from	 side	 to	 side.	 “I	 loved	 you—even
though	 I	 knew	 this	 day	 might	 come.”	 He	 held	 out	 a	 remarkably
steady	right	hand.	“Let	her	go	home	to	her	husband	and	children,”
he	said.

Without	 a	 word,	 Doro	 grasped	 the	 hand.	 At	 his	 touch,	 the
smooth	young	body	he	had	worn	collapsed	and	Thomas’	body,	thin



and	 full	 of	 sores,	 stood	 a	 little	 straighter.	Anyanwu	 stared	 at	 him
wide-eyed,	 terrified	 in	spite	of	herself.	 In	an	 instant,	 the	eyes	of	a
friend	had	become	demon’s	eyes.	Would	she	be	killed	now?	Doro
had	promised	nothing.	Had	not	even	given	his	worshiper	a	word	of
kindness.

“Bury	 that,”	 Doro	 said	 to	 her	 from	 Thomas’	 mouth.	 He
gestured	toward	his	own	former	body.

She	began	to	cry.	Shame	and	relief	made	her	turn	away	from
him.	He	was	going	to	let	her	live.	Thomas	had	bought	her	life.

Thomas’	 hand	 caught	 her	 by	 the	 shoulder	 and	 shoved	 her
toward	 the	 body.	 She	 hated	 her	 tears.	 Why	 was	 she	 so	 weak?
Thomas	 had	 been	 strong.	 He	 had	 lived	 no	 more	 than	 thirty-five
years,	yet	he	had	found	the	strength	to	face	Doro	and	save	her.	She
had	 lived	many	 times	 thirty-five	years	and	she	wept	and	cowered.
This	was	what	Doro	had	made	of	her—and	he	could	not	understand
why	she	hated	him.

He	came	to	stand	over	her	and	somehow	she	kept	herself	from
cringing	 away.	 He	 seemed	 taller	 in	 Thomas’	 body	 than	 Thomas
had.

“I	 have	 nothing	 to	 dig	 with,”	 she	 whispered.	 She	 had	 not
intended	to	whisper.

“Use	your	hands!”	he	said.
She	 found	 a	 shovel	 in	 the	 cabin,	 and	 an	 adz	 that	 she	 could

swing	 to	break	up	 the	earth—probably	 the	 same	 tool	Thomas	had
used	to	dress	the	timbers	of	his	cabin.	As	she	dug	the	grave,	Doro
stood	watching	 her.	 He	 never	moved	 to	 help,	 never	 spoke,	 never
looked	away.	By	the	time	she	had	finished	a	suitable	hole—rough
and	oblong	rather	than	rectangular,	but	large	and	deep	enough—she
was	trembling.	The	gravedigging	had	tired	her	more	than	it	should
have.	It	was	hard	work	and	she	had	done	it	too	quickly.	A	man	half
again	 her	 size	 would	 not	 have	 finished	 so	 soon—or	 perhaps	 he
would	have,	with	Doro	watching	over	him.

What	was	Doro	 thinking?	Did	 he	mean	 to	 kill	 her	 after	 all?
Would	 he	 bury	 Thomas’	 body	 with	 the	 earlier	 nameless	 one	 and
walk	away	clothed	in	her	flesh?



She	 went	 to	 the	 young	 man’s	 body,	 straightened	 it,	 and
wrapped	it	in	some	of	the	linen	Doro	had	brought.	Then,	somehow,
she	struggled	it	into	the	grave.	She	was	tempted	to	ask	Doro	to	help,
but	one	look	at	his	face	changed	her	mind.	He	would	not	help.	He
would	curse	her.	She	shuddered.	She	had	not	seen	him	make	a	kill
since	their	trip	from	her	homeland.	He	did	kill,	of	course,	often.	But
he	was	private	about	it.	He	arrived	in	Wheatley	wearing	one	body
and	left	wearing	another,	but	he	did	not	make	the	change	in	public.
Also,	he	usually	left	as	soon	as	he	had	changed.	If	he	meant	to	stay
in	 town	for	a	while,	he	stayed	wearing	 the	body	of	a	stranger.	He
did	not	 let	his	people	 forget	what	he	was,	but	his	 reminders	were
discreet	 and	 surprisingly	 gentle.	 If	 they	 had	 not	 been,	 Anyanwu
thought	as	she	filled	in	the	grave,	if	Doro	flaunted	his	power	before
others	as	he	was	flaunting	it	now	before	her,	even	his	most	faithful
worshipers	 would	 have	 fled	 from	 him.	 His	 way	 of	 killing	 would
terrify	 anyone.	 She	 looked	 at	 him	 and	 saw	 Thomas’	 thin	 face
recently	 shaved	 by	 her	 own	 hand,	 recently	 taught	 a	 small,	 thin-
lipped	smile.	She	looked	away,	trembling.

Somehow,	she	finished	filling	in	the	grave.	She	tried	to	 think
of	 a	 white	 man’s	 prayer	 to	 say	 for	 the	 nameless	 corpse,	 and	 for
Thomas.	But	with	Doro	watching	 her,	 her	mind	 refused	 to	work.
She	stood	empty	and	weary	and	frightened	over	the	grave.

“Now	 you’ll	 do	 something	 about	 these	 sores,”	Doro	 said.	 “I
mean	to	keep	this	body	for	a	while.”

Thus	 she	would	 live—for	 a	while.	 He	 telling	 her	 she	would
live.	She	met	his	eyes.	“I	have	already	begun	with	 them.	Do	 they
hurt?”

“Not	much.”
“I	put	medicine	into	them.”
“Will	they	heal?”
“Yes,	 if	you	keep	very	clean	and	eat	well	and	…	don’t	drink

the	way	he	did.”
Doro	 laughed.	 “Tend	 these	 things	 again,”	 he	 said.	 “I	 want

them	healed	as	soon	as	possible.”
“But	 there	 is	 medicine	 in	 them	 now.	 It	 has	 not	 had	 time	 to



work.”	She	did	not	want	to	touch	him,	even	in	healing.	She	had	not
minded	touching	Thomas,	had	quickly	come	to	like	the	man	in	spite
of	his	wretchedness.	Without	his	uncontrolled	ability	hurting	him,
he	would	have	been	a	good	man.	 In	 the	end,	he	was	a	good	man.
She	would	willingly	bury	his	body	when	Doro	 left	 it,	 but	 she	did
not	want	to	touch	it	while	Doro	wore	it.	Perhaps	Doro	knew	that.

“I	 said	 tend	 the	 sores!”	 he	 ordered.	 “What	will	 I	 have	 to	 do
next	to	teach	you	to	obey?”

She	 took	him	into	 the	cabin,	stripped	him,	and	went	over	 the
sick,	scrawny	body	again.	When	she	finished,	he	made	her	undress
and	lie	with	him.	She	did	not	weep	because	she	thought	that	would
please	him.	But	 afterward,	 for	 the	 first	 time	 in	 centuries,	 she	was
uncontrollably	sick.



Chapter	Nine

NWEKE	 HAD	 BEGUN	 to	 scream.	Doro	 listened	 calmly,	 accepting	 the
fact	that	the	girl’s	fate	was	temporarily	out	of	his	hands.	There	was
nothing	 for	 him	 to	 do	 except	 wait	 and	 remind	 himself	 of	 what
Anyanwu	 had	 said.	 She	 had	 never	 lost	 anyone	 to	 transition.	 She
would	not	be	likely	to	 tarnish	that	record	with	the	death	of	one	of
her	own	children.

And	Nweke	was	strong.	All	Anyanwu’s	children	were	strong.
That	was	important.	Doro’s	personal	experience	with	transition	had
taught	him	the	danger	of	weakness.	He	let	his	thoughts	go	back	to
the	 time	of	his	own	 transition	and	away	 from	worry	over	Nweke.
He	 could	 remember	 his	 transition	 very	 clearly.	 There	 were	 long
years	 following	 it	 that	 he	 could	 not	 remember,	 but	 his	 childhood
and	the	transition	that	ended	that	childhood	were	still	clear	to	him.

He	 had	 been	 a	 sickly,	 stunted	 boy,	 the	 last	 of	 his	 mother’s
twelve	children	and	the	only	one	to	survive—just	right	for	the	name
Anyanwu	sometimes	called	him:	Ogbanje.	People	said	his	brothers
and	 sisters	 had	 been	 robust	 healthy-looking	 babies,	 and	 they	 had
died.	 He	 had	 been	 scrawny	 and	 tiny	 and	 strange,	 and	 only	 his
parents	seemed	to	think	it	right	that	he	had	lived.	People	whispered
about	him.	They	said	he	was	something	other	 than	a	child—some
spirit.	 They	 whispered	 that	 he	 was	 not	 the	 son	 of	 his	 mother’s
husband.	His	mother	shielded	him	as	best	she	could	while	he	was
very	young,	and	his	father—if	the	man	was	his	father—claimed	him
and	was	pleased	 to	have	a	 son.	He	was	a	poor	man	and	had	 little
else.

His	parents	were	all	he	could	recall	that	had	been	good	about
his	 youth.	 Both	 had	 loved	 and	 valued	 him	 extravagantly	 after
eleven	dead	babies.	Other	people	avoided	him	when	they	could.	His
were	a	tall,	stately	people—Nubians,	they	came	to	be	called	much
later.	It	soon	became	clear	to	them	that	Doro	would	never	be	tall	or



stately.	Eventually,	it	also	became	clear	that	he	was	possessed.	He
heard	 voices.	 He	 fell	 to	 the	 ground	 writhing	 with	 fits.	 Several
people,	fearful	that	he	might	loose	his	devils	on	them,	wanted	to	kill
him,	but	somehow,	his	parents	protected	him.	Even	then,	he	had	not
known	how.	But	 there	was	 little,	perhaps	nothing,	 they	would	not
have	done	to	save	him.

He	was	thirteen	when	the	full	agony	of	transition	hit	him.	He
knew	 now	 that	 was	 too	 young.	 He	 had	 never	 known	 one	 of	 his
witches	 to	 live	when	 transition	 came	 that	 early.	He	 had	 not	 lived
himself.	But	unlike	anyone	he	had	managed	to	breed	so	far,	he	had
not	quite	died	either.	His	body	had	died,	and	for	 the	first	 time,	he
had	transferred	to	the	living	human	body	nearest	to	him.	This	was
the	body	of	his	mother	in	whose	lap	his	head	had	rested.

He	found	himself	 looking	down	at	himself—at	his	own	body
—and	he	did	not	understand.	He	screamed.	Terrified,	he	tried	to	run
away.	His	 father	 stopped	him,	held	him,	demanded	 to	know	what
had	 happened.	 He	 could	 not	 answer.	 He	 looked	 down,	 saw	 his
woman’s	 breasts,	 his	 woman’s	 body,	 and	 he	 panicked.	 Without
knowing	how	or	what	he	did,	he	transferred	again—this	time	to	his
father.

In	his	once	quiet	Nile	River	village,	he	killed	and	killed	and
killed.	 Finally,	 his	 people’s	 enemies	 inadvertently	 rescued	 them.
Raiding	 Egyptians	 captured	 him	 as	 they	 attacked	 the	 village.	 By
then,	he	was	wearing	the	body	of	a	young	girl—one	of	his	cousins.
Perhaps	 he	 killed	 some	 of	 the	 Egyptians	 too.	 He	 hoped	 so.	 His
people	had	 lived	without	 the	 interference	of	Egypt	 for	nearly	 two
centuries	 while	 Egypt	 wallowed	 in	 feudal	 chaos.	 But	 now	 Egypt
was	back,	wanting	land,	mineral	wealth,	slaves.	Doro	hoped	he	had
killed	many	of	 them.	He	would	never	know.	His	memory	stopped
with	the	arrival	of	the	Egyptians.	There	was	a	gap	of	what	he	later
calculated	 to	be	about	 fifty	years	before	he	came	to	himself	again
and	 discovered	 that	 he	 had	 been	 thrown	 into	 an	 Egyptian	 prison,
discovered	 that	 he	 now	 possessed	 the	 body	 of	 some	middle-aged
stranger,	 discovered	 that	 he	 was	 both	more	 and	 less	 than	 a	man,
discovered	that	he	could	have	and	do	absolutely	anything.



It	had	taken	him	years	to	decide	even	approximately	how	long
he	 had	 been	 out	 of	 his	 mind.	 It	 took	 more	 time	 to	 learn	 exactly
where	his	village	had	been	and	that	it	was	no	longer	there.	He	never
found	any	of	his	kinsmen,	anyone	from	his	village.	He	was	utterly
alone.

Eventually,	he	began	to	realize	that	some	of	his	kills	gave	him
more	 pleasure	 than	 others.	 Some	 bodies	 sustained	 him	 longer.
Observing	his	own	reactions,	he	learned	that	age,	race,	sex,	physical
appearance,	and	except	 in	extreme	cases,	health,	did	not	affect	his
enjoyment	of	victims.	He	could	and	did	take	anyone.	But	what	gave
the	 greatest	 pleasure	 was	 something	 he	 came	 to	 think	 of	 as
witchcraft	 or	 a	 potential	 for	 witchcraft.	 He	 was	 seeking	 out	 his
spiritual	kin—people	possessed	or	mad	or	just	a	little	strange.	They
heard	voices,	saw	visions,	other	things.	He	did	none	of	those	things
any	longer—not	since	his	transition	ended.	But	he	fed	on	those	who
did.	He	learned	to	sense	them	effortlessly—like	following	an	aroma
of	food.	Then	he	learned	to	gather	reserves	of	them,	breed	them,	see
that	 they	 were	 protected	 and	 cared	 for.	 They,	 in	 turn,	 learned	 to
worship	him.	After	a	single	generation,	 they	were	his.	He	had	not
understood	 this,	but	he	had	accepted	 it.	A	 few	of	 them	seemed	 to
sense	him	as	clearly	as	he	sensed	them.	Their	witch-power	warned
them	 but	 never	 seemed	 to	make	 them	 flee	 sensibly.	 Instead,	 they
came	to	him,	competed	for	his	attention,	loved	him	as	god,	parent,
mate,	friend.

He	 learned	 to	 prefer	 their	 company	 to	 that	 of	 more	 normal
people.	He	chose	his	companions	from	among	them	and	restricted
his	killing	to	the	others.	Slowly,	he	created	the	Isaacs,	the	Annekes,
the	 best	 of	 his	 children.	 These	 he	 loved	 as	 they	 loved	 him.	 They
accepted	him	as	ordinary	people	could	not,	enjoyed	him,	felt	 little
or	no	fear	of	him.	In	one	way,	it	was	as	though	he	repeated	his	own
history	with	each	generation.	His	best	children	 loved	him	without
qualification	as	his	parents	had.	The	others,	like	the	other	people	of
his	village,	viewed	him	through	their	various	superstitions—though
at	least	this	time	the	superstitions	were	favorable.	And	this	time,	it
was	not	his	loved	ones	who	fed	his	hunger.	He	plucked	the	others



from	 their	 various	 settlements	 like	 ripe,	 sweet	 fruit	 and	 kept	 his
special	 ones	 safe	 from	 all	 but	 sickness,	 old	 age,	 war,	 and
sometimes,	 the	 dangerous	 effects	 of	 their	 own	 abilities.
Occasionally,	 this	 last	 forced	 him	 to	 kill	 one	 of	 his	 special	 ones.
One	 of	 them,	 drunk	 with	 his	 own	 power,	 displayed	 his	 abilities,
drew	attention	to	himself,	and	endangered	his	people.	One	of	them
refused	to	obey.	One	of	them	simply	went	mad.	It	happened.

These	were	 the	kills	he	should	have	enjoyed	most.	Certainly,
on	a	 sensory	 level,	 they	were	 the	most	pleasurable.	But	 in	Doro’s
mind,	 these	 killings	 were	 too	 much	 like	 what	 he	 had	 done
accidentally	 to	 his	 parents.	 He	 never	 kept	 these	 bodies	 long.	 He
consciously	avoided	mirrors	until	he	could	change	again.	At	 these
times	 more	 than	 any	 others,	 he	 felt	 again	 utterly	 alone,	 forever
alone,	 longing	 to	die	and	be	finished.	What	was	he,	he	wondered,
that	he	could	have	anything	at	all	but	an	end?

People	like	Isaac	and	soon	Nweke	did	not	know	how	safe	they
were	from	him.	People	like	Anyanwu—good,	stable	wild	seed—did
not	know	how	safe	they	could	be—though	for	Anyanwu	herself,	it
was	too	late.	Years	too	late,	in	spite	of	Isaac’s	occasional	pleas	for
her.	Doro	 did	 not	want	 the	woman	 any	 longer—did	 not	want	 her
condemning	 stare,	 her	 silent,	 palpable	 hatred,	 her	 long-lived,
grudge-holding	 presence.	 As	 soon	 as	 she	 was	 of	 no	 more	 use	 to
Isaac,	she	would	die.

Isaac	paced	around	the	kitchen,	restless	and	frightened,	unable
to	shut	out	the	sound	of	Nweke’s	screams.	It	was	difficult	for	him
not	to	go	to	her.	He	knew	there	was	nothing	he	could	do,	no	help	he
could	 give.	 People	 in	 transition	 did	 not	 respond	 well	 to	 him.
Anyanwu	could	hold	 them	and	pet	 them	and	become	their	mother
whether	 she	 actually	was	 or	 not.	And	 in	 their	 pain,	 they	 clung	 to
her.	If	Isaac	tried	to	comfort	 them,	they	struggled	against	him.	He
had	 never	 understood	 that.	 They	 always	 seemed	 to	 like	 him	well
enough	before	and	after	transition.

Nweke	 loved	 him.	 She	 had	 grown	 up	 calling	 him	 father,
knowing	 he	 was	 not	 her	 father,	 and	 never	 caring.	 She	 was	 not



Doro’s	daughter	either,	but	Isaac	loved	her	too	much	to	tell	her	that.
He	longed	to	be	with	her	now	to	still	the	screaming	and	take	away
the	pain.	He	sat	down	heavily	and	stared	toward	the	bedroom.

“She’ll	be	all	 right,”	Doro	said	 from	 the	 table,	where	he	was
eating	a	sweet	cake	Isaac	had	found	for	him.

“How	can	even	you	know	that?”	Isaac	challenged.
“Her	blood	is	good.	She’ll	be	fine.”
“My	blood	is	good	too,	but	I	nearly	died.”
“You’re	here,”	Doro	said	reasonably.
Isaac	rubbed	a	hand	across	his	forehead.	“I	don’t	think	I	would

feel	this	nervous	if	she	were	giving	birth.	She’s	such	a	little	thing—
so	like	Anyanwu.”

“Even	 smaller,”	 Doro	 said.	 He	 looked	 at	 Isaac,	 smiled	 as
though	at	some	secret	joke.

“She’s	to	be	your	next	Anyanwu,	isn’t	she?”	Isaac	asked.
“Yes.”	Doro’s	expression	did	not	change.	The	smile	remained

in	place.
“She’s	 not	 enough,”	 Isaac	 said.	 “She’s	 a	 beautiful,	 lively

young	 girl.	 After	 tonight,	 she’ll	 be	 a	 powerful	 young	 girl.	 But
you’ve	said	she’d	keep	some	of	the	mind-listening	ability.”

“I	believe	she	will.”
“It	 kills.”	 Isaac	 stared	 at	 the	 bedroom	 door,	 imagining	 the

favored	young	stepdaughter	turning	vicious	and	bitter	like	his	long-
dead	 half-brother	 Lale,	 like	 his	 mother	 who	 had	 hanged	 herself.
“That	ability	kills,”	he	repeated	sadly.	“It	may	not	kill	quickly,	but
it	kills.”	Poor	Nweke.	Even	transition	would	not	mean	an	end	to	her
pain.	Should	he	wish	her	life	or	death?	And	what	should	he	wish	for
her	mother?

“I’ve	had	people	as	good	at	mental	communication	as	you	are
at	moving	things,”	Doro	said.	“Anneke,	for	instance.”

“Do	you	think	she’ll	be	like	Anneke?”
“She’ll	complete	her	transition.	She’ll	have	some	control.”
“Is	she	related	to	Anneke?”
“No.”	 Doro’s	 tone	 indicated	 that	 he	 did	 not	 wish	 to	 discuss

Nweke’s	ancestry.	Isaac	changed	his	approach.



“Anyanwu	has	perfect	control	over	what	she	does,”	he	said.
“Yes,	within	the	limits	of	her	ability.	But	she’s	wild	seed.	I’m

tired	of	the	effort	it	takes	to	control	her.”
“Are	 you?”	 Nweke	 had	 stopped	 screaming.	 The	 room	 was

suddenly	still	and	silent	except	for	Isaac’s	two	words.
Doro	swallowed	the	last	of	his	sweet.	“You	have	something	to

say?”
“That	it	would	be	stupid	to	kill	her.	That	it	would	be	waste.”
Doro	 looked	 at	 him—a	 look	 Isaac	 had	 come	 to	 recognize,	 a

look	 that	 gave	 him	 permission	 to	 say	 what	 Doro	 would	 not	 hear
from	others.	Over	the	years,	Isaac’s	usefulness	and	loyalty	had	won
him	 the	 right	 to	 say	 what	 he	 felt	 and	 be	 heard—though	 not
necessarily	heeded.

“I	won’t	take	her	from	you,”	Doro	said	quietly.
Isaac	nodded.	“If	you	did,	I	wouldn’t	last	long.”	He	rubbed	his

chest.	 “There’s	 something	 wrong	 with	 my	 heart.	 She	 makes	 a
medicine	for	it.”

“With	your	heart!”
“She	 takes	 care	 of	 it.	 She	 says	 she	 doesn’t	 like	 being	 a

widow.”
“I	…	thought	she	might	be	helping	you	a	little.”
“She	was	 helping	me	 ‘a	 little’	 twenty	 years	 ago.	How	many

children	have	I	gotten	for	you	in	the	past	twenty	years?”
Doro	said	nothing.	He	watched	Isaac	without	expression.
“She’s	helped	both	of	us,”	Isaac	said.
“What	do	you	want?”	Doro	asked.
“Her	life.”	Isaac	paused,	but	Doro	said	nothing.	“Let	her	live.

She’ll	marry	again	after	a	while.	She	always	has.	Then	you’ll	have
more	 of	 her	 children.	 She’s	 a	 breed	 unto	 herself,	 after	 all.
Something	even	you’ve	never	seen	before.”

“I	had	another	healer	once.”
“Did	 she	 live	 to	 be	 three	 hundred?	 Did	 she	 bear	 dozens	 of

children?	Was	she	able	to	change	her	shape	at	will?”
“He.	And	no	to	all	three	questions.	No.”
“Then	 keep	 her.	 If	 she	 annoys	 you,	 ignore	 her	 for	 a	 while.



Ignore	 her	 for	 twenty	 years	 or	 thirty.	 What	 difference	 would	 it
make	 to	 you—or	 to	 her?	When	 you	 go	 back	 to	 her,	 she’ll	 have
changed	 in	 one	 way	 or	 another.	 But,	 Doro,	 don’t	 kill	 her.	 Don’t
make	the	mistake	of	killing	her.”

“I	don’t	want	or	need	her	any	longer.”
“You’re	wrong.	You	do.	Because	left	alone,	she	won’t	die	or

allow	 herself	 to	 be	 killed.	 She	 isn’t	 temporary.	 You	 haven’t
accepted	that	yet.	When	you	do,	and	when	you	take	the	trouble	to
win	her	back,	you’ll	never	be	alone	again.”

“You	don’t	know	what	you’re	talking	about!”
Isaac	stood	up,	went	to	the	table	to	look	down	on	Doro.	“If	I

don’t	 know	 the	 two	 of	 you	 and	 your	 needs,	 who	 does?	 She’s
exactly	 right	 for	 you—not	 so	 powerful	 that	 you	 would	 have	 to
worry	about	her,	yet	powerful	enough	to	take	care	of	herself	and	of
others	on	her	own.	You	might	not	see	each	other	for	years	at	a	time,
but	as	long	as	both	of	you	are	alive,	neither	of	you	will	be	alone.”

Doro	had	begun	 to	watch	 Isaac	with	greater	 interest,	 causing
Isaac	 to	wonder	whether	he	had	really	been	 too	set	 in	his	ways	 to
see	the	woman’s	value.

“You	said	you	knew	about	Nweke’s	father,”	Doro	said.
Isaac	 nodded.	 “Anyanwu	 told	 me.	 She	 was	 so	 angry	 and

frustrated—I	think	she	had	to	tell	someone.”
“How	do	you	feel	about	it?”
“What	 difference	 does	 that	 make?”	 Isaac	 demanded.	 “Why

bring	it	up	now?”
“Answer.”
“All	right.”	Isaac	shrugged.	“I	said	I	knew	you—and	her—so	I

wasn’t	 surprised	 at	 what	 you’d	 done.	 You’re	 both	 stubborn,
vengeful	 people	 at	 times.	She’s	 kept	 you	 angry	 and	 frustrated	 for
years.	You	tried	to	get	even.	You	do	that	now	and	then,	and	it	only
fuels	her	anger.	The	only	person	I	pity	is	the	man,	Thomas.”

Doro	 lifted	 an	 eyebrow.	 “He	 ran.	He	 sided	with	her.	He	had
outlived	his	usefulness.”

Isaac	heard	the	implied	threat	and	faced	Doro	with	annoyance.
“Do	you	really	think	you	have	to	do	that?”	he	asked	quietly.	“I’m



your	 son,	 not	 wild	 seed,	 not	 sick,	 not	 stranded	 halfway	 through
transition.	 I	could	never	hate	you	or	 run	from	you	no	matter	what
you	did,	and	I’m	one	of	 the	few	of	your	children	who	could	have
made	 a	 successful	 escape.	Did	 you	 think	 I	 didn’t	 know	 that?	 I’m
here	because	I	want	to	be.”	Deliberately,	Isaac	extended	his	hand	to
Doro.	Doro	stared	at	him	for	a	moment,	then	gave	a	long	sigh	and
clasped	the	large,	calloused	hand	in	his	own	briefly,	harmlessly.

For	a	time,	they	sat	together	in	relaxed	silence,	Doro	getting	up
once	to	put	another	log	on	the	fire.	Isaac	let	his	thoughts	go	back	to
Anyanwu,	and	it	occurred	to	him	that	what	he	had	said	of	himself
might	 also	 be	 true	 of	 her.	 She	might	 be	 another	 of	 the	 very	 few
people	 who	 could	 escape	 Doro—the	 way	 she	 could	 change	 her
form	and	travel	anywhere.	…Perhaps	that	was	one	of	the	things	that
bothered	Doro	about	her.	Though	it	shouldn’t	have.

Doro	should	have	let	her	go	wherever	she	chose,	do	whatever
she	 chose.	 He	 should	 only	 see	 her	 now	 and	 then	 when	 he	 was
feeling	lonely,	when	people	died	and	left	him,	as	everyone	but	her
had	to	leave	him.	She	was	a	healer	in	more	ways	than	Doro	seemed
to	understand.	Nweke’s	father	had	probably	understood.	And	now,
in	 her	 pain,	 no	 doubt	 Nweke	 understood.	 Ironically,	 Anyanwu
herself	often	seemed	not	to	understand.	She	thought	the	sick	came
to	her	 only	 for	 her	medicines	 and	her	 knowledge.	Within	 herself,
she	had	something	she	did	not	know	she	had.

“Nweke	will	be	a	better	healer	than	Anyanwu	could	ever	be,”
Doro	said	as	though	responding	to	Isaac’s	thoughts.	“I	don’t	think
her	mind	reading	will	cripple	her.”

“Let	Nweke	become	whatever	she	can,”	Isaac	said	wearily.	“If
she’s	 as	 good	 as	 you	 think	 she’ll	 be,	 then	 you’ll	 have	 two	 very
valuable	women.	You’d	be	a	damned	fool	to	waste	either	of	them.”

Nweke	began	screaming	again—hoarse,	terrible	sounds.
“Oh	God,”	Isaac	whispered.
“Her	 voice	will	 soon	 be	 gone	 at	 that	 rate,”	Doro	 said.	Then,

offhandedly,	“Do	you	have	any	more	of	those	cakes?”
Isaac	knew	him	too	well	to	be	surprised.	He	got	up	to	get	the

plate	 of	 fruit-filled	 Dutch	 olijkoecks	 that	 Anyanwu	 had	 made



earlier.	It	was	rare	for	another	person’s	pain	to	disturb	Doro.	If	the
girl	seemed	to	be	dying,	he	would	be	concerned	that	good	seed	was
about	to	be	lost.	But	if	she	were	merely	in	agony,	it	did	not	matter.
Isaac	forced	his	thoughts	back	to	Anyanwu.

“Doro?”	 He	 spoke	 so	 softly	 that	 the	 girl’s	 screams	 almost
drowned	 his	 single	 word.	 But	 Doro	 looked	 up.	 He	 held	 Isaac’s
gaze,	not	questioningly	or	challengingly,	not	with	any	reassurance
or	 compassion.	He	 only	 looked	 back.	 Isaac	 had	 seen	 cats	 stare	 at
people	that	way.	Cats.	That	was	apt.	More	and	more	often,	nothing
human	looked	out	of	Doro’s	eyes.	When	Anyanwu	was	angry,	she
said	Doro	was	 only	 a	man	 pretending	 to	 be	 a	 god.	But	 she	 knew
better.	 No	 man	 could	 frighten	 her—and	 Doro,	 whatever	 he	 had
failed	 to	accomplish	with	her,	had	 taught	her	 to	 fear	him.	He	had
taught	Isaac	to	fear	for	him.

“What	will	you	 lose,”	 Isaac	said,	“if	you	 leave	Anyanwu	her
life?”

“I’m	 tired	of	her.	That’s	 all.	That’s	 enough.	 I’m	 just	 tired	of
her.”	 He	 sounded	 tired—good,	 honest,	 human	 weariness,
annoyance,	and	frustration.

“Then	 let	 her	 go.	 Send	 her	 away	 and	 let	 her	make	 her	 own
life.”

Doro	frowned,	looked	as	harassed	as	Isaac	had	ever	seen	him.
Surely	that	was	a	good	sign.	“Think	about	 it,”	he	said.	“Finally	to
have	 someone	 who	 isn’t	 temporary—and	 wild	 seed	 that	 she	 is,
you’ll	have	lifetimes	to	tame	her.	Surely	she	can	feel	loneliness	too.
She	should	be	a	challenge	to	you,	not	an	annoyance.”

He	said	nothing	more.	 It	was	not	good	 to	 try	 to	get	promises
from	Doro.	Isaac	had	learned	that	long	ago.	It	was	best	to	push	him
almost	to	agreement,	then	leave	him	alone.	Sometimes	that	worked.
Sometimes	 Isaac	did	 it	well	enough	 to	 save	 lives.	And	sometimes
he	failed.

They	 sat	 together,	 Doro	 slowly	 eating	 olijkoecks	 and	 Isaac
listening	 to	 the	 sounds	 of	 pain	 from	 the	 bedroom—until	 those
sounds	ceased,	Nweke’s	voice	all	but	gone.	The	hours	passed.	Isaac
made	coffee.



“You	 should	 sleep,”	 Doro	 told	 him.	 “Take	 one	 of	 the
children’s	beds.	It	will	be	over	when	you	wake.”

Isaac	 shook	 his	 head	 wearily.	 “How	 could	 I	 sleep	 not
knowing?”

“All	 right,	 then,	 don’t	 sleep,	 but	 at	 least	 lie	 down.	You	 look
terrible.”	Doro	took	Isaac	by	the	shoulder	and	steered	him	into	one
of	the	bedrooms.	The	room	was	dark	and	cold,	but	Doro	made	a	fire
and	lit	a	single	candle.

“Shall	I	wait	with	you	here?”	he	asked.
“Yes,”	Isaac	said	gratefully.	Doro	brought	a	chair.
The	 screaming	 began	 again,	 and	 for	 a	 moment	 it	 confused

Isaac.	The	girl’s	voice	had	become	only	a	hoarse	whisper	long	ago,
and	except	for	an	occasional	jarring	or	creaking	of	the	bed	and	the
harsh,	 ragged	 breathing	 of	 the	 two	 women,	 the	 house	 had	 been
silent.	Now	there	was	screaming.

Isaac	sat	up	suddenly	and	put	his	feet	on	the	floor.
“What’s	the	matter?”	Doro	asked.
Isaac	 barely	 heard	 him.	 Suddenly	 he	 was	 up	 and	 running

toward	the	other	bedroom.	Doro	tried	to	stop	him	but	Isaac	brushed
the	restraining	hands	away.	“Can’t	you	hear?”	he	shouted.	“It’s	not
Nweke.	It’s	Anyanwu!”

It	 seemed	 to	 Doro	 that	 Nweke’s	 transition	 was	 ending.	 The
time	was	right—early	morning,	a	few	hours	before	dawn.	The	girl
had	survived	the	usual	ten	to	twelve	hours	of	agony.	For	some	time
now,	 she	 had	 been	 silent,	 not	 screaming,	 or	 groaning	 or	 even
moving	 around	 enough	 to	 shake	 the	 bed.	 That	 was	 not	 to	 say,
though,	 that	 she	 could	 not	 move.	 Actually,	 the	 final	 hours	 of
transition	were	the	most	dangerous.	They	were	the	hours	in	which
people	lost	control	of	their	bodies,	not	only	feeling	what	others	felt,
but	moving	as	others	moved.	This	was	the	time	when	someone	like
Anyanwu,	 physically	 strong,	 unafraid,	 and	 comforting	 was
essential.	 Anyanwu	 herself	 was	 perfect	 because	 she	 could	 not	 be
hurt—or	at	least,	not	in	any	permanent	way.

Doro’s	 people	 had	 told	 him	 this	 was	 the	 time	 they	 suffered



most,	 too.	 This	 was	 the	 time	 when	 the	 madness	 of	 absorbing
everyone	 else’s	 feelings	 seemed	 endless—when,	 in	 desperation,
they	would	do	anything	to	stop	the	pain.	Yet	this	was	also	the	time
when	they	began	to	feel	there	was	a	way	just	beyond	their	reach—a
way	of	controlling	the	madness,	shutting	themselves	away	from	it.
A	way	of	finding	peace.

But	 instead	 of	 peace	 for	Nweke,	 there	was	more	 screaming,
and	 there	was	Isaac	springing	up	 like	a	boy,	 running	for	 the	door,
shouting	that	the	screams	were	not	Nweke’s,	but	Anyanwu’s.

And	Isaac	was	right.	What	had	happened?	Had	Anyanwu	been
unable	to	keep	the	girl	alive	in	spite	of	her	healing	ability?	Or	was	it
something	 else,	 some	 other	 trouble	 with	 transition?	 What	 could
make	the	formidable	Anyanwu	scream	that	way?

“Oh	my	God,”	 Isaac	 cried	 from	within	 the	 bedroom.	 “What
have	you	done?	My	God!”

Doro	ran	into	the	room,	stood	near	the	door	staring.	Anyanwu
lay	on	the	floor,	bleeding	from	her	nose	and	mouth.	Her	eyes	were
closed	and	she	made	no	sound	now	at	all.	She	seemed	only	barely
alive.

On	 the	 bed,	 Nweke	 sat	 up,	 her	 body	 half	 concealed	 by	 the
feather	 mattress.	 She	 was	 staring	 down	 at	 Anyanwu.	 Isaac	 had
stopped	for	a	moment	beside	Anyanwu.	He	shook	her	as	though	to
rouse	her	and	her	head	lolled	over	bonelessly.

He	looked	up	and	saw	Nweke’s	face	over	a	bulge	of	feather-
filled	 cloth.	 Before	Doro	 could	 guess	 what	 he	meant	 to	 do	 Isaac
seized	the	girl,	slapped	her	hard	across	the	face.

“Stop	 what	 you’re	 doing!”	 he	 shouted.	 “Stop	 it!	 She’s	 your
mother!”

Nweke	 put	 a	 hand	 to	 her	 face,	 her	 expression	 startled,
uncomprehending.	Doro	realized	that	before	Isaac’s	blow,	her	face
had	held	no	expression	at	 all.	She	had	 looked	at	Anyanwu,	 fallen
and	bleeding,	with	no	more	interest	than	she	might	have	expressed
in	a	stone.	She	had	looked,	but	she	had	almost	certainly	not	seen—
did	not	see	now.	Perhaps	she	felt	the	pain	of	Isaac’s	blow.	Perhaps
she	heard	him	shouting—though	Doro	doubted	that	she	was	able	to



distinguish	words.	All	that	reached	her	was	pain,	noise,	confusion.
And	she	had	had	enough	of	all	three.

Her	small,	pretty,	empty	face	contorted,	and	Isaac	screamed.	It
had	 happened	 before.	 Doro	 had	 seen	 it	 happen.	 Some	 people’s
bodies	 survived	 transition	 well	 enough,	 but	 their	 minds	 did	 not.
They	gained	power	and	control	of	that	power,	but	they	lost	all	that
would	have	made	that	power	meaningful	or	useful.	Why	had	Doro
been	so	slow	to	understand?	What	if	the	damage	to	Isaac	could	not
be	repaired?	What	if	both	Isaac	and	Nweke	were	lost?

Doro	stepped	over	Anyanwu	and	around	Isaac,	who	was	now
writhing	on	the	floor,	and	to	the	girl.

He	 seized	 her,	 slapped	 her	 as	 Isaac	 had	 done.	 “That’s
enough!”	he	said,	not	shouting	at	all.	If	his	voice	reached	her,	she
would	live.	If	 it	did	not,	she	would	die.	Gods,	 let	 it	 reach	her.	Let
her	 have	 her	 chance	 to	 come	 back	 to	 her	 senses—if	 she	 had	 any
left.

She	 drew	 back	 from	Doro	 like	 a	 cornered	 animal.	Whatever
she	 had	 done	 to	 hurt	 Isaac	 and	 perhaps	 kill	 Anyanwu,	 she	 did
nothing	to	Doro.	His	voice	had	reached	her—after	a	fashion.

She	 half	 leaped	 and	 half	 fell	 from	 the	 bed	 to	 get	 away	 from
him	and	somehow	she	landed	on	Isaac.	Anyanwu	was	farther	away,
as	 though	 she	 had	 been	 trying	 to	 escape	when	Nweke	 struck	 her
down.	Also,	Anyanwu	was	unconscious.	She	would	probably	never
have	known	it	if	the	girl	had	landed	on	her.	But	Isaac	knew,	and	he
reacted	instantly	to	this	new	pain.

He	 gripped	 Nweke,	 threw	 her	 upward	 away	 from	 his	 pain-
racked	body—threw	her	upward	with	all	the	power	he	had	used	so
many	 times	 to	 propel	 great	 ships	 out	 of	 storms.	He	did	 not	 know
what	he	was	doing	any	more	than	she	did.	He	never	saw	her	hit	the
ceiling,	never	saw	her	body	flatten	into	it,	distorted/crushed,	never
saw	her	head	slam	into	one	of	the	great	beams	and	break	and	send
down	a	grisly	rain	of	blood	and	bits	of	bone	and	brain.

Her	body	fell	toward	Doro,	rag-limp	and	ruined.	Somehow	he
caught	it,	kept	it	from	landing	on	Isaac	again.	The	girl	was	lost.	She
would	 have	 been	 lost	 with	 such	 wounds	 had	 she	 been	 twice	 the



healer	Doro	had	hoped	for.	He	put	her	body	on	the	bed	hastily	and
bent	 to	 see	whether	 Isaac	was	also	 lost.	Later,	he	would	 feel	 this.
Later,	perhaps	he	would	leave	Wheatley—leave	it	for	several	years.

Isaac’s	 face	was	 pale—a	gray,	 ugly	 color.	He	was	 still	 now,
very	 still	 though	 not	 quite	 unconscious.	 Doro	 could	 hear	 him
panting,	 trying	 to	 catch	his	breath.	Trouble	with	his	heart,	he	had
said.	Could	Nweke	have	aggravated	that	somehow?	Why	not?	Who
was	more	suited	to	causing	illness	than	one	born	to	cure	it?

Desperately,	 Doro	 turned	 to	 Anyanwu.	 The	 moment	 his
attention	was	focused	on	her,	he	knew	she	was	still	alive.	He	could
sense	it.	She	felt	like	prey,	not	like	a	useless	corpse.	Doro	took	her
hand,	then	released	it	because	it	felt	limp	and	dead.	He	touched	her
face,	leaned	down	close	to	her	ear.	“Can	you	hear	me,	Anyanwu?”

She	gave	no	sign.
“Anyanwu,	Isaac	needs	you.	He’ll	die	without	your	help.”
Her	eyes	opened.	She	stared	up	at	him	for	a	 second,	perhaps

reading	his	desperation	on	his	face.	“Am	I	on	a	rug?”	she	whispered
finally.

He	 frowned	wondering	whether	 she	 too	 had	 gone	 out	 of	 her
mind.	But	she	was	Isaac’s	only	hope.	“Yes,”	he	said.

“Then	 use	 it	 to	 pull	 me	 close	 to	 him.	 As	 close	 as	 you	 can.
Don’t	 touch	me	otherwise.”	She	took	a	deep	breath.	“Please	don’t
touch	me.”

He	moved	back	from	her	and	drew	her	toward	Isaac	with	the
rug.

“She	 went	 mad,”	 Anyanwu	 whispered.	 “Her	 mind	 broke
somehow.”

“I	know,”	Doro	said.
“Then	she	tried	to	break	everything	inside	me.	Like	being	cut

and	torn	from	the	inside.	Heart,	lungs,	veins,	stomach,	bladder.	…
She	 was	 like	 me,	 like	 Isaac,	 like	 …	 maybe	 like	 Thomas	 too—
reaching	into	minds,	seeing	into	my	body.	She	must	have	been	able
to	see.”

Yes.	Nweke	had	been	all	Doro	had	hoped	 for	and	more.	But
she	was	dead.	“Help	Isaac,	Anyanwu!”



“Go	get	me	food,”	she	said.	“Is	there	some	stew	left?”
“Can	you	reach	Isaac?”
“Yes.	Go!”
Trying	to	trust	her,	Doro	left	the	room.

Somehow,	 Anyanwu	 healed	 herself	 enough	 so	 that	 moving
would	 not	 start	 her	 bleeding	 inside	 again.	 There	 was	 so	 much
damage,	and	it	had	all	been	done	so	quickly,	so	savagely.	When	she
changed	her	shape,	she	transformed	organs	that	already	existed	and
formed	any	necessary	new	organs	while	sustained	by	old	ones.	She
was	still	partly	human	in	most	changes	long	after	she	had	ceased	to
look	human.	But	Nweke	had	all	but	destroyed	organ	after	organ.	If
the	girl	had	gone	to	work	on	her	brain,	Anyanwu	knew	she	would
have	 died	 before	 she	 could	 heal	 herself.	 Even	 now,	 there	 were
massive	 repairs	 to	 be	 made	 and	 massive	 illnesses	 to	 be	 avoided.
Even	not	touching	her	brain	at	all,	Nweke	had	nearly	killed	her.

How	could	she	make	herself	fit	now	to	help	Isaac?	But	she	had
to.	She	had	known	 in	 the	 first	year	of	 their	marriage	 that	 she	had
been	 wrong	 about	 him.	 He	 had	 been	 the	 best	 possible	 husband.
With	his	power	and	hers,	they	had	built	this	house.	People	came	to
watch	them	and	watch	for	them	so	that	no	strangers	happened	by	to
see	 the	 witchcraft.	 Her	 strength	 had	 fascinated	 Isaac,	 but	 it	 had
never	disturbed	him.	His	power	she	trusted	absolutely.	She	had	seen
him	carry	great	logs	from	the	forest	and	strip	them	of	bark.	She	had
seen	 him	 kill	wolves	without	 touching	 them.	 In	 a	 fight	 once,	 she
had	 seen	 him	 kill	 a	 man—a	 fool	 who	 had	 drunk	 too	 much	 and
chosen	to	take	offense	at	Isaac’s	quiet,	easy	refusal	 to	be	insulted.
The	 fool	 had	 a	 gun	 and	 Isaac	 did	 not.	 Isaac	 never	 went	 armed.
There	 was	 no	 need.	 The	 man	 died	 as	 the	 wolves	 had	 died—
instantly,	 his	 head	 broken	 and	 bloodied	 as	 though	 he	 had	 been
bludgeoned.	Afterward,	Isaac	himself	was	sickened	by	the	killing.

Anyanwu	had	 seen	 these	 things,	 but	none	of	 them	had	made
her	 fear	 her	 husband	 as	 she	 had	 feared	 Doro.	 Sometimes	 Isaac
tossed	 her	 about	 and	 she	 screamed	or	 laughed	 or	 swore	 at	 him—
whichever	 seemed	 right	 for	 the	 occasion—but	 she	 never	 feared



him.	And	she	never	held	him	in	contempt.	“He	has	more	sense	than
men	 two	 and	 three	 times	 his	 age,”	 she	 had	 told	Doro	when	 Isaac
was	young	and	she	and	Doro	were	on	slightly	better	terms.	In	some
ways,	Isaac	had	more	sense	than	Doro.	And	Isaac	understood	even
better	 than	 she	 did	 that	 he	would	 have	 to	 share	 her,	 at	 least	with
Doro.	And	she	would	have	to	share	him	with	the	women	Doro	gave
to	 him.	 She	 was	 used	 to	 sharing	 a	 man,	 but	 she	 had	 had	 no
experience	in	being	shared.	She	did	not	like	it.	She	grew	to	hate	the
sound	of	Doro’s	voice	 identifying	him,	warning	her	 that	 she	must
give	 him	 another	 child.	 Isaac	 accepted	 each	 of	 her	 children	 as
though	 they	were	 his	 own.	He	 accepted	 her	without	 bitterness	 or
anger	when	she	came	 to	him	from	Doro’s	bed.	And	somehow,	he
helped	her	 to	endure	even	when	Doro	strove	to	break	and	reshape
her	when	her	increasingly	silent	obedience	ceased	to	be	enough	for
him.	Strangely,	though	she	could	not	forgive	Doro	any	longer	even
for	 small	 things,	 she	 felt	 no	 resentment	 when	 Isaac	 forgave	 him.
The	 bond	 between	 Isaac	 and	 Doro	 was	 at	 least	 as	 firm	 as	 that
between	an	ordinary	father	and	a	son	of	his	body.	If	Isaac	had	not
loved	 Doro,	 and	 if	 that	 love	 had	 not	 been	 returned	 strongly	 in
Doro’s	own	way,	Doro	would	have	seemed	totally	inhuman.

She	did	not	want	to	think	what	her	life	would	be	like	without
Isaac—how	 she	 would	 endure	 Doro	without	 Isaac.	 Not	 since	 her
first	 husband	had	 she	 allowed	herself	 to	 become	 so	 dependent	 on
anyone,	husband	or	child.	Other	people	were	temporary.	They	died
—except	for	Doro.	Why,	why	could	 it	not	be	 Isaac	who	 lived	and
lived,	and	Doro	who	died?

She	kissed	 Isaac.	She	had	given	him	many	 such	kisses	as	he
grew	 old.	 They	 were	 of	 more	 than	 love.	 Within	 her	 body,	 she
synthesized	medicine	for	him.	She	had	studied	him	very	carefully,
had	aged	herself,	her	own	organs	to	study	the	effects	of	age.	It	had
been	 dangerous	 work.	 A	 miscalculation	 could	 have	 killed	 her
before	she	understood	it	enough	to	counter	 it.	She	listened	closely
as	 Isaac	 described	 the	 pain	 he	 felt—the	 fearful	 tightening,	 the
squeezing	within	 his	 chest,	 the	 dizziness,	 the	 too-rapid	 beating	 of
his	heart,	the	way	the	pain	spread	from	his	chest	to	his	left	shoulder



and	arm.
The	 first	 time	he	 felt	 the	pain—twenty	years	before—he	had

thought	he	was	dying.	The	 first	 time	 she	managed	 to	 induce	 such
pain	in	her	body,	she	too	had	feared	she	was	dying.	It	was	terrible,
but	 she	 lived	as	 Isaac	had	 lived,	and	she	came	 to	understand	how
old	age	and	too	much	good,	rich	food	could	combine	to	steal	away
the	 youthful	 flexibility	 of	 his	 blood	 vessels—especially,	 if	 her
simulations	had	led	her	aright,	the	blood	vessels	that	nourished	his
heart.

What	 needed	 doing,	 then?	 How	 could	 aging,	 fat-narrowed
blood	 vessels	 be	 restored?	 She	 could	 restore	 her	 own,	 of	 course.
Since	the	pain	had	not	killed	her,	and	since	she	understood	what	she
had	 done	 to	 produce	 the	 disorder,	 she	 could	 simply,	 carefully
replace	 the	 damaged	 vessels,	 then	 dissolve	 away	 the	 useless
hardened	tissue,	become	the	physiologically	young	woman	she	had
been	since	the	time	of	her	transition.	But	transition	had	not	frozen
Isaac	 in	youth.	 It	had	paid	him	other	wages,	good	wages,	but	was
useless	 in	prolonging	his	 life.	 If	only	she	could	give	him	some	of
her	power	…

That	was	pointless	dreaming.	If	she	could	not	heal	the	damage
age	 and	 bad	 habits	 had	 caused,	 she	 could	 at	 least	 try	 to	 prevent
further	damage.	He	must	not	eat	so	much	any	longer,	must	not	eat
some	 foods	at	 all.	He	must	not	 smoke	or	work	 so	hard—not	with
his	muscles	nor	with	his	witch-power.	Both	took	a	physical	toll.	He
would	save	no	more	ships	from	storms.	Lighter	tasks	were	all	right
as	long	as	they	did	not	bring	on	pain,	but	she	told	Doro	very	firmly
that	unless	he	wanted	to	kill	Isaac,	he	would	have	to	find	a	younger
man	for	his	heavy	lifting	and	towing.

That	 done,	 Anyanwu	 spent	 long	 painful	 hours	 trying	 to
discover	or	create	a	medicine	that	would	ease	Isaac’s	pain	when	it
did	come.	 In	 the	end,	she	so	 tired	and	weakened	herself	 that	even
Isaac	 begged	 her	 to	 stop.	 She	 did	 not	 stop.	 She	 poisoned	 herself
several	 times	 trying	plant	and	animal	substances	she	had	not	used
before,	noting	minutely	her	every	reaction.	She	rechecked	familiar
substances,	found	that	as	simple	a	thing	as	garlic	had	some	ability



to	 help,	 but	 not	 enough.	 She	 worked	 on,	 gained	 knowledge	 that
helped	 others	 later.	 For	 Isaac,	 she	 at	 last,	 almost	 accidentally
created	a	potentially	dangerous	medicine	that	would	open	wide	the
healthy	blood	vessels	he	had	left,	thus	relieving	the	pressure	on	his
undernourished	 heart	 and	 easing	 the	 pain.	 When	 his	 pain	 came
again,	 she	gave	him	 the	medicine.	The	pain	vanished	 and	he	was
amazed.	He	took	her	into	New	York	City	and	made	her	choose	the
finest	 cloth.	 Then	 he	 took	 her	 to	 a	 dressmaker—a	 black	 freed-
woman	 who	 stared	 at	 her	 with	 open	 curiosity.	 Anyanwu	 began
telling	 the	 woman	 what	 she	 wanted,	 but	 when	 she	 paused	 for
breath,	the	dressmaker	spoke	up.

“You	are	 the	Onitsha	woman,”	she	said	 in	Anyanwu’s	native
language.	And	she	smiled	at	Anyanwu’s	surprise.	“Are	you	well?”

Anyanwu	 found	 herself	 greeting	 a	 countrywoman,	 perhaps	 a
kinswoman.	 This	 was	 another	 gift	 Isaac	 was	 giving	 her.	 A	 new
friend.	He	was	good,	Isaac.	He	could	not	die	now	and	leave	her.

But	this	time,	the	medicine	that	had	always	worked	seemed	to
be	failing.	Isaac	gave	no	sign	that	his	pain	was	ending.

He	lay	ashen,	sweating	and	gasping	for	breath.	When	she	lifted
her	head	from	him,	he	opened	his	eyes.	She	did	not	know	what	to
do.	 She	 wanted	 to	 look	 away	 from	 him,	 but	 could	 not.	 In	 her
experimenting,	she	had	found	conditions	of	the	heart	that	could	kill
very	 easily—and	 that	 could	 grow	 out	 of	 the	 problem	 he	 already
had.	 She	 had	 almost	 killed	 herself	 learning	 about	 them.	 She	 had
been	 so	 careful	 in	 her	 efforts	 to	 keep	 Isaac	 alive,	 and	 now,
somehow,	poor	Nweke	had	undone	all	her	work.

“Nweke?”	 Isaac	 whispered	 as	 though	 he	 had	 heard	 her
thought.

“I	don’t	know,”	Anyanwu	said.	She	 looked	around,	saw	how
the	feather	mattress	billowed.	“She	is	asleep.”

“Good,”	he	gasped.	“I	thought	I	had	hurt	her.	I	dreamed	…”
He	was	dying!	Nweke	had	killed	him.	In	her	madness,	she	had

killed	 him	 and	 he	 was	 worried	 that	 he	 might	 have	 hurt	 her!
Anyanwu	shook	her	head,	thought	desperately.	What	could	she	do?
With	all	her	vast	knowledge,	there	must	be	something	…



He	 managed	 to	 touch	 her	 hand.	 “You	 have	 lost	 other
husbands,”	he	said.

She	began	to	cry.
“Anyanwu,	 I’m	 old.	 My	 life	 has	 been	 long	 and	 full—by

ordinary	standards,	at	 least.”	His	 face	 twisted	with	pain.	 It	was	as
though	the	pain	knifed	through	Anyanwu’s	own	chest.

“Lie	by	me,”	he	said.	“Lie	here	beside	me.”
She	obeyed	still	weeping	silently.
“You	cannot	know	how	I’ve	loved	you,”	he	said.
Somehow,	she	controlled	her	voice.	“With	you	it	has	been	as

though	I	never	had	another	husband.”
“You	must	 live,”	 he	 said.	 “You	must	make	 your	 peace	with

Doro.”
The	thought	sickened	her.	She	said	nothing.
With	 an	 effort,	 he	 spoke	 in	 her	 language.	 “He	 will	 be	 your

husband	now.	Bow	your	head,	Anyanwu.	Live!”
He	said	nothing	more.	There	were	only	long	moments	of	pain

before	he	slipped	into	unconsciousness,	then	to	death.



Chapter	Ten

ANYANWU	HAD	GOTTEN	SHAKILY	to	her	feet	when	Doro	arrived	with	a
tray	of	food.	She	was	standing	beside	the	bed	staring	at	the	ruin	of
Nweke’s	body.	She	did	not	seem	to	hear	Doro	when	he	put	the	tray
down	 on	 a	 small	 table	 near	 her.	He	 opened	 his	mouth	 to	 ask	 her
why	 she	was	 not	 caring	 for	 Isaac,	 but	 the	moment	 he	 thought	 of
Isaac,	his	awareness	told	him	Isaac	was	dead.

His	 awareness	 had	 never	 failed	 him.	 In	 past	 years,	 he	 had
prevented	 a	 number	 of	 people	 from	 being	 buried	 alive	 by	 the
certainty	of	his	ability.	Yet	now	he	knelt	beside	Isaac	and	felt	at	the
neck	for	a	pulse.	Of	course,	there	was	none.

Anyanwu	turned	and	stared	at	him	bleakly.	She	was	young.	In
restoring	 her	 nearly	 destroyed	 body,	 she	 had	 returned	 to	 her	 true
form.	 She	 looked	 like	 a	 girl	 mourning	 her	 grandfather	 and	 sister
rather	than	a	woman	mourning	her	husband	and	daughter.

“He	did	not	know,”	she	whispered.	“He	thought	it	was	only	a
dream	that	he	had	hurt	her.”

Doro	 glanced	 upward	 where	 Nweke’s	 body	 had	 left	 bloody
smears	 on	 the	 ceiling.	 Anyanwu	 followed	 his	 gaze,	 then	 looked
down	again	quickly.	“He	was	out	of	his	mind	with	pain,”	Doro	said.
“Then,	by	accident,	she	hurt	him	again.	It	was	too	much.”

“One	 terrible	 accident	 after	 another.”	 She	 shook	 her	 head
dazed.	“Everything	is	gone.”

Surprisingly,	 she	 went	 to	 the	 food,	 took	 the	 tray	 out	 to	 the
kitchen	 where	 she	 sat	 down	 and	 began	 to	 eat.	 He	 followed	 and
watched	her	wonderingly.	The	damage	Nweke	had	done	her	must
have	 been	 even	 greater	 than	 he	 had	 thought	 if	 she	 could	 eat	 this
way,	tearing	at	the	food	like	a	starving	woman	while	the	bodies	of
those	she	loved	most	lay	cooling	in	the	next	room.

After	a	while,	she	said,	“Doro,	they	should	have	funerals.”
She	was	eating	a	 sweet	 cake	 from	 the	plate	 Isaac	had	put	on



the	table	for	Doro.	Doro	felt	hungry	too,	but	could	not	bring	himself
to	 touch	 food.	Especially,	not	 those	cakes.	He	 realized	 that	 it	was
not	food	he	hungered	for.

He	had	only	recently	taken	the	body	he	was	wearing.	It	was	a
good,	 strong	 body	 taken	 from	 his	 settlement	 in	 the	 colony	 of
Pennsylvania.	Ordinarily,	it	would	have	lasted	him	several	months.
He	could	have	used	it	to	sire	Nweke’s	first	child.	That	would	have
been	 a	 fine	 match.	 There	 was	 stability	 and	 solid	 strength	 in	 his
Pennsylvania	 settlers.	 Good	 stock.	 But	 stress,	 physical	 or
emotional,	took	its	toll,	made	him	hunger	when	he	should	not	have,
made	him	long	for	the	comfort	of	another	change.	He	did	not	have
to	change.	His	present	body	would	sustain	him	for	a	while	longer.
But	he	would	feel	hungry	and	uncomfortable	until	he	changed.	But
he	had	no	pressing	reason	to	bear	the	discomfort.	Nweke	was	dead;
Isaac	was	dead.	He	looked	at	Anyanwu.

“We	must	give	them	a	funeral,”	she	repeated.
Doro	 nodded.	 Let	 her	 have	 the	 ritual.	 She	 had	 been	 good	 to

Isaac.	Then	afterward	…
“He	said	we	should	make	our	peace,”	she	said.
“What?”
“Isaac.	 It	 was	 the	 last	 thing	 he	 said—that	 we	 should	 have

peace	between	us.”
Doro	shrugged.	“We’ll	have	peace.”
She	 said	 nothing	 more.	 Arrangements	 were	 made	 for	 the

funeral,	 the	 numerous	married	 children	 notified.	 It	 did	 not	matter
whether	 they	were	 Isaac’s	 children	 or	Doro’s,	 they	had	grown	up
accepting	 Isaac	 as	 their	 father.	 And	 there	 were	 several	 foster
children—those	Anyanwu	had	taken	in	because	their	parents	were
unfit	or	dead.	And	there	was	everyone	else.	Everyone	in	town	had
known	 Isaac	 and	 liked	 him.	 Everyone	 would	 come	 now	 to	 show
their	respect.

But	 on	 the	 day	 of	 the	 funeral,	Anyanwu	was	 nowhere	 to	 be
found.	To	Doro’s	tracking	sense,	it	was	as	though	she	had	ceased	to
exist.

She	flew	as	a	 large	bird	for	a	while.	Then,	far	out	at	sea,	she



drifted	 down	wearily	 to	 the	water	 and	 took	 the	 long-remembered
dolphin	form.	She	had	come	down	near	where	she	saw	a	school	of
dolphins	leaping	through	the	water.	They	would	accept	her,	surely,
and	 she	 would	 become	 one	 of	 them.	 She	 would	 cause	 herself	 to
grow	until	she	was	as	large	as	most	of	them.	She	would	learn	to	live
in	their	world.	It	could	be	no	more	alien	to	her	than	the	world	she
had	 just	 left.	 And	 perhaps	 when	 she	 learned	 their	 ways	 of
communication,	she	would	find	them	too	honorable	or	too	innocent
to	 tell	 lies	 and	 plot	 murder	 over	 the	 still	 warm	 corpses	 of	 their
children.

Briefly,	she	wondered	how	long	she	could	endure	being	away
from	 kinsmen,	 from	 friends,	 from	 any	 human	 beings.	 How	 long
would	she	have	to	hide	in	the	sea	before	Doro	stopped	hunting	her
—or	before	he	found	her.	She	remembered	her	sudden	panic	when
Doro	took	her	from	her	people.	She	remembered	the	loneliness	that
Doro	 and	 Isaac	 and	 her	 two	 now-dead	 grandchildren	 had	 eased.
How	would	she	stand	it	alone	among	the	dolphins?	How	was	it	that
she	wanted	 to	 live	 so	badly	 that	 even	a	 life	under	 the	 sea	 seemed
precious?

Doro	had	reshaped	her.	She	had	submitted	and	submitted	and
submitted	 to	keep	him	 from	killing	her	 even	 though	 she	had	 long
ago	ceased	 to	believe	what	 Isaac	had	 told	her—that	her	 longevity
made	her	the	right	mate	for	Doro.	That	she	could	somehow	prevent
him	from	becoming	an	animal.	He	was	already	an	animal.	But	she
had	 formed	 the	habit	 of	 submission.	 In	her	 love	 for	 Isaac	 and	 for
her	 children,	 and	 in	 her	 fear	 of	 death—especially	 of	 the	 kind	 of
death	Doro	would	inflict—she	had	given	in	to	him	again	and	again.
Habits	were	difficult	to	break.	The	habit	of	living,	the	habit	of	fear
…	even	the	habit	of	love.

Well.	Her	children	were	men	and	women	now,	able	to	care	for
themselves.	She	would	miss	 them.	No	feeling	was	better	 than	that
of	 being	 surrounded	 by	 her	 own.	 Her	 children	 and	 grandchildren
and	 great-grandchildren.	 She	 could	 never	 have	 been	 content
moving	 constantly	 as	 Doro	 moved.	 It	 was	 her	 way	 to	 settle	 and
make	a	tribe	around	her	and	stay	within	that	tribe	for	as	long	as	she



could.
Would	 it	 be	 possible,	 she	 wondered,	 to	 make	 a	 tribe	 of

dolphins?	Would	Doro	give	her	the	time	she	needed	to	try?	She	had
committed	what	was	considered	a	great	sin	among	his	people:	She
had	run	away	from	him.	It	would	not	matter	that	she	had	done	so	to
save	her	life—that	she	could	see	he	meant	to	kill	her.	After	all	her
submission,	he	still	meant	to	kill	her.	He	believed	it	was	his	right	to
slaughter	among	his	people	as	he	chose.	A	great	many	of	his	people
also	 believed	 this,	 and	 they	 did	 not	 run	when	 he	 came	 for	 them.
They	were	frightened,	but	he	was	their	god.	Running	from	him	was
useless.	 He	 invariably	 caught	 the	 runner	 and	 killed	 him	 or,	 very
rarely,	brought	him	home	alive	and	chastened	as	proof	to	others	that
there	was	 no	 escape.	Also,	 to	many,	 running	was	 heretical.	 They
believed	that	since	he	was	their	god,	it	was	his	right	to	do	whatever
he	chose	with	 them.	“Jobs”	 she	called	 them	 in	her	 thoughts.	Like
the	Job	of	the	Bible,	they	had	made	the	best	of	their	situation.	They
could	not	escape	Doro,	so	they	found	virtue	in	submitting	to	him.

Anyanwu	found	virtue	in	nothing	that	had	to	do	with	him.	He
had	never	been	her	god,	and	if	she	had	to	run	for	a	century,	never
stopping	 long	enough	 to	build	 the	 tribes	 that	brought	her	 to	much
comfort,	she	would	do	it.	He	would	not	have	her	life.	The	people	of
Wheatley	would	see	that	he	was	not	all-powerful.	He	would	never
show	 himself	 to	 them	 wearing	 her	 flesh.	 Perhaps	 others	 would
notice	his	 failure	and	see	 that	he	was	no	god.	Perhaps	 they	would
run	 too—and	 how	 many	 could	 Doro	 chase?	 Surely	 some	 would
escape	 and	be	 able	 to	 live	 their	 lives	 in	 peace	with	 only	 ordinary
human	 fears.	 The	 powerful	 ones	 like	 Isaac	 could	 escape.	 Perhaps
even	a	few	of	her	children	…

She	 put	 away	 from	 her	 the	 memory	 that	 Isaac	 had	 never
wanted	to	escape.	Isaac	was	Isaac,	set	apart	from	other	people	and
not	to	be	judged.	He	had	been	the	best	of	all	her	husbands,	and	she
could	not	even	attend	his	funeral	rites.	Thinking	of	him,	longing	for
him,	she	wished	she	had	kept	her	bird	form	longer,	wished	she	had
found	 some	 solitary	 place,	 some	 rocky	 island	 perhaps	 where	 she
could	mourn	her	husband	and	her	daughter	without	fearing	for	her



own	life.	Where	she	could	 think	and	remember	and	be	alone.	She
needed	 time	 alone	 before	 she	 could	 be	 a	 fit	 companion	 for	 other
creatures.

But	 the	 dolphins	 had	 reached	 her.	 Several	 approached,
chattering	 incomprehensibly,	 and	 for	 a	moment,	 she	 thought	 they
might	attack	her.	But	they	only	came	to	rub	themselves	against	her
and	 become	 acquainted.	 She	 swam	 with	 them	 and	 none	 of	 them
molested	her.	She	fed	with	them,	snatching	passing	fish	as	hungrily
as	she	had	eaten	the	finest	foods	of	Wheatley	and	of	her	homeland.
She	was	a	dolphin.	If	Doro	had	not	found	her	an	adequate	mate,	he
would	 find	 her	 an	 adequate	 adversary.	 He	would	 not	 enslave	 her
again.	And	she	would	never	be	his	prey.
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Chapter	Eleven

THE	OLD	MAN	HAD	lived	in	Avoyelles	Parish	in	the	state	of	Louisiana
for	years,	his	neighbors	 told	Doro.	He	had	married	daughters,	but
no	 sons.	 His	 wife	 was	 long	 dead	 and	 he	 lived	 alone	 on	 his
plantation	with	his	slaves—a	number	of	whom	were	reputed	to	be
his	 children.	 He	 kept	 to	 himself.	 He	 had	 never	 cared	 much	 for
socializing,	even	when	his	wife	was	alive—nor	had	she.

Warrick,	 the	 old	 man’s	 name	 was,	 Edward	Warrick.	Within
the	past	 century,	he	was	 the	 third	human	Doro	had	 found	himself
drawn	toward	with	the	feeling	that	he	was	near	Anyanwu.

Anyanwu.
He	had	not	even	said	her	name	aloud	for	years.	There	was	no

one	 alive	 in	 the	 state	 of	 New	 York	 who	 had	 known	 her.	 Her
children	were	dead.	The	grandchildren	who	had	been	born	before
she	fled	had	also	died.	Wars	had	taken	some	of	them.	The	War	of
Independence.	The	stupid	1812	War.	The	first	had	killed	many	of
his	people	and	sent	others	fleeing	to	Canada	because	they	were	too
insular	and	apolitical	for	anyone’s	taste.	British	soldiers	considered
them	 rebels	 and	 colonists	 considered	 them	 Tories.	 Many	 lost	 all
their	 possessions	 as	 they	 fled	 to	Canada,	where	Doro	 found	 them
months	 later.	 Now	 Doro	 had	 a	 Canadian	 settlement	 as	 well	 as	 a
reconstructed	 Wheatley	 in	 New	 York.	 Now,	 also,	 he	 had
settlements	 in	 Brazil,	 in	 Mexico,	 in	 Kentucky,	 and	 elsewhere,
scattered	 over	 the	 two	 large,	 empty	 continents.	 Most	 of	 his	 best
people	were	now	in	the	New	World	where	there	was	room	for	them
to	grow	and	increase	their	power—where	there	was	room	for	their
strangeness.

None	 of	 that	 was	 compensation	 for	 the	 near	 destruction	 of
Wheatley,	 though,	 just	 as	 there	 could	be	 no	 compensation	 for	 the
loss	 in	 1812	 of	 several	 of	 his	 best	 people	 in	 Maryland.	 These
Marylanders	were	 the	descendants	of	 the	people	he	had	 lost	when



he	 found	 Anyanwu.	 He	 had	 reassembled	 them	 painstakingly	 and
got	 them	breeding	again.	They	had	begun	 to	 show	promise.	Then
suddenly	the	most	promising	ones	were	dead.	He	had	had	to	bring
in	new	blood	to	rebuild	them	for	a	third	time—people	as	much	like
them	 as	 possible.	 That	 caused	 trouble	 because	 the	 people	 who
proved	 to	 be	 most	 like	 them	 in	 ability	 were	 white.	 There	 was
resentment	 and	 hatred	 on	 both	 sides	 and	 Doro	 had	 had	 to	 kill
publicly	a	pair	of	the	worst	troublemakers	to	terrify	the	others	back
into	 their	 habit	 of	 obedience.	 More	 valuable	 breeders	 wasted.
Trouble	 to	 settle	 with	 the	 surrounding	 whites	 who	 did	 not	 know
quite	what	they	had	in	their	midst	…

So	much	time	wasted.	There	were	years	when	he	almost	forgot
Anyanwu.	He	would	have	killed	her	had	he	stumbled	across	her,	of
course.	 Occasionally,	 he	 had	 forgiven	 people	 who	 ran	 from	 him,
people	who	were	 bright	 enough,	 strong	 enough	 to	 keep	 ahead	 of
him	for	several	days	and	give	him	a	good	hunt.	But	he	forgave	them
only	because	once	caught,	they	submitted.	Not	that	they	begged	for
their	 lives.	Most	 did	 not.	 They	 simply	 ceased	 to	 struggle	 against
him.	They	finally	came	to	understand	and	acknowledge	his	power.
They	 had	 first	 given	 him	 good	 entertainment,	 then,	 fully	 aware,
they	gave	him	themselves.	When	pardoned,	they	gave	him	a	kind	of
loyalty,	even	friendship,	equal	to	what	he	received	from	the	best	of
his	children.	As	with	his	children,	after	all,	he	had	given	them	their
lives.

There	 had	 been	 times	 when	 he	 thought	 he	 might	 spare
Anyanwu.	There	had	even	been	moments	when,	to	his	amazement
and	disgust,	 he	 simply	missed	her,	wished	 to	 see	her	 again.	Most
often,	 however,	 he	 thought	 of	 her	 when	 he	 bred	 together	 her
African	 and	 American	 descendants.	 He	 was	 striving	 to	 create	 a
more	 stable,	 controlled	 Nweke,	 and	 he	 had	 had	 some	 success—
people	 who	 could	 perceive	 and	 to	 some	 degree	 control	 the	 inner
workings	not	only	of	their	own	bodies,	but	the	bodies	of	others.	But
their	abilities	were	not	dependable.	They	brought	agony	as	often	as
they	brought	relief.	They	killed	as	often	as	they	healed.	They	could
perform	what	 ordinary	 doctors	 saw	 as	miracles—or,	 as	 easily,	 as



accidentally,	 what	 the	 most	 brutal	 slaveholder	 would	 see	 as
atrocities.	Also,	they	did	not	live	long.	Sometimes	they	made	lethal
mistakes	 within	 their	 own	 bodies	 and	 could	 not	 correct	 them	 in
time.	 Sometimes	 relatives	 of	 their	 dead	 patients	 killed	 them.
Sometimes	 they	 committed	 suicide.	 The	 better	 ones	 committed
suicide—often	 after	 an	 especially	 ghastly	 failure.	 They	 needed
Anyanwu’s	control.	Even	now,	if	he	could,	Doro	would	have	liked
to	 breed	 her	 with	 some	 of	 them—let	 her	 give	 birth	 to	 superior
human	children	for	a	change	instead	of	the	animal	young	she	must
have	borne	over	her	years	of	freedom.	But	it	was	too	late	for	that.
She	was	spoiled.	She	had	known	too	much	freedom.	Like	most	wild
seed,	she	had	been	spoiled	long	before	he	met	her.

Now,	finally,	he	went	 to	complete	 the	unfinished	business	of
killing	her	and	gathering	up	any	new	human	descendants.

He	 located	 her	 home—her	 plantation—by	 tracking	 her	while
she	was	 in	human	 form.	 It	was	not	 easy.	She	kept	 changing	 even
though	 she	 did	 not	 seem	 to	 travel	 far.	 For	 days,	 he	 would	 have
nothing	to	track.	Then	she	turned	human	again	and	he	could	sense
that	 she	 had	 not	 moved	 geographically.	 He	 closed	 in,	 constantly
fearing	 that	 she	would	 take	bird	or	 fish	 form	and	vanish	 for	more
years.	But	she	stayed,	drawing	him	across	country	to	Mississippi,	to
Louisiana,	to	the	parish	of	Avoyelles,	then	through	pine	woods	and
wide	fields	of	cotton.

When	he	reached	the	house	that	his	senses	told	him	concealed
Anyanwu,	he	sat	still	on	his	horse	for	several	minutes,	staring	at	it
from	 a	 distance.	 It	 was	 a	 large	 white	 frame	 house	 with	 tall,
unnecessary	columns	and	a	porch	with	upper	and	lower	galleries—a
solid,	 permanent-looking	 place.	 He	 could	 see	 slave	 cabins
extending	 out	 away	 from	 the	 house,	 almost	 hidden	 by	 trees.	And
there	was	a	barn,	a	kitchen,	and	other	buildings	that	Doro	could	not
identify	 from	 a	 distance.	He	 could	 see	 blacks	moving	 around	 the
grounds—children	 playing,	 a	 man	 chopping	 wood,	 a	 woman
gathering	 something	 in	 the	 kitchen	 garden,	 another	 woman
sweating	 over	 a	 steaming	 caldron	 of	 dirty	 clothes	 which	 she
occasionally	lifted	on	her	stick.	A	boy	with	arms	no	longer	than	his



forearms	 should	 have	 been	 was	 bending	 low	 here	 and	 there
collecting	trash	with	tiny	hands.	Doro	looked	long	at	this	last	slave.
Was	his	deformity	a	result	of	some	breeding	project	of	Anyanwu’s?

Without	quite	knowing	why	he	did	 it,	Doro	 rode	on.	He	had
planned	to	take	Anyanwu	as	soon	as	he	found	her—take	her	while
she	 was	 off	 guard,	 still	 human	 and	 vulnerable.	 Instead,	 he	 went
away,	found	lodging	for	the	night	at	the	cabin	of	one	of	Anyanwu’s
poorer	 neighbors.	 That	 neighbor	 was	 a	 man,	 his	 wife,	 their	 four
younger	 children,	 and	 several	 thousand	 fleas.	 Doro	 spent	 a
miserable,	 sleepless	 night,	 but	 over	 both	 supper	 and	 breakfast,	 he
found	 the	 family	 a	 good	 source	 of	 information	 about	 its	 wealthy
neighbor.	It	was	from	this	man	and	woman	that	Doro	learned	of	the
married	 daughters,	 the	 bastard	 slave	 children,	 Mr.	 Warrick’s
unneighborly	behavior—a	great	sin	in	the	eyes	of	these	people.	And
there	was	 the	 dead	wife,	 the	 frequent	 trips	Warrick	made	 to	who
knew	 where,	 and	 most	 strangely,	 that	 the	 Warrick	 property	 was
haunted	 by	 what	 the	 local	 Acadians	 called	 a	 loup-garou—a
werewolf.	The	creature	appeared	to	be	only	a	 large	black	dog,	but
the	man	of	the	family,	born	and	raised	within	a	few	miles	of	where
he	now	lived,	swore	the	same	dog	had	been	roaming	that	property
since	he	was	a	boy.	It	had	been	known	to	disarm	grown	men,	then
stand	over	their	rifles	growling	and	daring	them	to	take	back	what
was	theirs.	Rumor	had	it	that	the	dog	had	been	shot	several	times—
shot	point-blank—but	never	felled.	Never.	Bullets	passed	through	it
as	though	through	smoke.

That	was	enough	for	Doro.	For	how	many	years	had	Anyanwu
spent	much	of	her	time	either	away	from	home	or	in	the	form	of	a
large	 dog.	How	 long	 had	 it	 taken	 her	 to	 realize	 that	 he	 could	 not
find	 her	 while	 she	 was	 an	 animal?	 Most	 important,	 what	 would
happen	 now	 if	 she	 had	 spotted	 him	 somehow,	 if	 she	 took	 animal
form	and	 escaped.	He	 should	have	killed	her	 at	 once!	Perhaps	he
could	 use	 hostages	 again—let	 his	 senses	 seek	 out	 those	 of	 her
slaves	who	would	make	good	prey.	Perhaps	he	could	force	her	back
by	threatening	them.	They	would	almost	certainly	be	the	best	of	her
children.



The	 next	 morning	 Doro	 headed	 his	 black	 gelding	 up	 the
pathway	to	Anyanwu’s	mansion.	As	he	reached	it	an	adolescent	boy
came	to	take	his	horse.	It	was	the	boy	with	the	deformed	arms.

“Is	your	master	at	home?”	Doro	asked.
“Yes,	sir,”	said	the	boy	softly.
Doro	laid	a	hand	on	the	boy’s	shoulder.	“Leave	the	horse	here.

He’ll	be	all	right.	Take	me	to	your	master.”	He	had	not	expected	to
make	 such	 a	 quick	 decision,	 but	 the	 boy	was	 perfect	 for	what	 he
wanted.	 Despite	 his	 deformity,	 he	 was	 highly	 desirable	 prey.	 No
doubt	Anyanwu	treasured	him—a	beloved	son.

The	 boy	 looked	 at	 Doro,	 unafraid,	 then	 started	 toward	 the
house.	Doro	kept	 a	grip	on	his	 shoulder,	 though	he	did	not	 doubt
that	the	boy	could	have	gotten	away	easily.	Doro	was	wearing	the
body	of	a	short,	slight	Frenchman	while	the	boy	was	well-muscled,
powerful-looking	in	spite	of	his	own	short	stature.	All	Anyanwu’s
children	tended	to	be	short.

“What	happened	to	your	arms?”	Doro	asked.
The	 boy	 glanced	 at	 him,	 then	 at	 the	 foreshortened	 arms.

“Accident,	massa,”	he	said	softly.	“I	 tried	to	bring	horses	out	of	a
stable	fire.	’Fore	I	could	get	’em	out,	de	beam	fell	on	me.”	Doro	did
not	like	his	slave	patois.	It	sounded	false.

“But	…”	Doro	frowned	at	the	tiny	child’s	arms	on	the	young
man’s	 body.	 No	 accident	 could	 cause	 such	 a	 deformity.	 “I	 mean
were	you	born	with	your	arms	that	way?”

“No,	sir.	I	was	born	with	two	good	arms—long	as	yours.”
“Then	 why	 do	 you	 have	 deformed	 arms	 now!”	 Doro

demanded	exasperated.
“’Cause	 of	 de	 beam,	massa.	 Old	 arms	 broken	 up	 and	 burnt.

Had	 to	 grow	 new	 ones.	 Couple	 more	 weeks	 and	 dese	 be	 long
enough.”

Doro	 jerked	 the	boy	around	 to	face	him,	and	 the	boy	smiled.
For	 a	 moment,	 Doro	 wondered	 whether	 he	 was	 demented—as
warped	of	mind	as	he	was	of	body.	But	the	eyes	were	intelligent—
even	mocking	now.	It	seemed	that	the	boy	was	perfectly	intelligent,
and	laughing	at	him.



“Do	you	always	tell	people	you	can	do	such	things—grow	new
arms?”

The	 boy	 shook	 his	 head,	 straightened	 so	 that	 he	met	Doro’s
eyes	levelly.	There	was	nothing	of	 the	slave	in	his	gaze.	When	he
spoke	 again,	 he	 ceased	 to	make	 even	 his	minimal	 effort	 to	 sound
like	a	slave.

“I’ve	 never	 told	 any	outsider	 before,”	 he	 said.	 “But	 I’m	 told
that	if	I	let	you	know	what	I	can	do	and	that	I’m	the	only	one	who
can	do	it,	I’ll	stand	a	better	chance	of	living	out	the	day.”

There	 was	 no	 point	 in	 asking	 who	 had	 told	 him.	 Somehow,
Anyanwu	had	spotted	him.	“How	old	are	you?”	he	asked	the	boy.

“Nineteen.”
“How	old	were	you	at	transition?”
“Seventeen.”
“What	can	you	do?”
“Heal	myself.	I’m	slower	at	it	than	she	is,	though,	and	I	can’t

change	my	shape.”
“Why	not?”
“I	don’t	know.	I	suppose	because	my	father	couldn’t.”
“What	could	he	do?”
“I	never	knew	him.	He	died.	But	she	says	he	could	hear	what

people	were	thinking.”
“Can	you?”
“Sometimes.”
Doro	 shook	 his	 head.	 Anyanwu	 had	 come	 almost	 as	 near	 to

success	 as	 he	 had—and	 with	 far	 less	 raw	 material.	 “Take	 me	 to
her!”	he	said.

“She’s	here,”	the	boy	said.
Startled,	 Doro	 looked	 around,	 searching	 for	 Anyanwu,

knowing	she	must	be	 in	animal	 form	since	he	had	not	sensed	her.
She	stood	perhaps	ten	paces	behind	him	near	a	yellow	pine	sapling.
She	 was	 a	 large,	 sharp-faced	 black	 dog,	 standing	 statue-still,
watching	him.	He	spoke	to	her	impatiently.

“I	can’t	talk	to	you	while	you’re	like	that!”
She	began	to	change.	She	took	her	time	about	it,	but	he	did	not



complain.	He	had	waited	too	long	for	a	few	minutes	to	matter.
Finally,	 human,	 female,	 and	 unselfconsciously	 naked,	 she

walked	past	him	onto	 the	porch.	 In	 that	moment,	he	meant	 to	kill
her.	If	she	had	taken	any	other	form,	become	anyone	other	than	her
true	 self,	 she	would	have	died.	But	 she	was	now	as	 she	had	been
over	a	hundred	and	fifty	years—a	century	and	a	half—before.	She
was	the	same	woman	he	had	shared	a	clay	couch	with	thousands	of
miles	away,	 lifetimes	ago.	He	raised	his	hand	toward	her.	She	did
not	see	 it.	He	could	have	 taken	her	 then	and	 there	without	 further
trouble.	But	he	lowered	the	hand	before	it	touched	her	smooth,	dark
shoulder.	He	stared	at	her,	angry	with	himself,	frowning.

“Come	into	the	house,	Doro,”	she	said.
Her	voice	was	 the	 same,	 soft	 and	young.	He	 followed	her	 in

feeling	oddly	confused,	suspended	in	time,	with	only	the	watchful,
protective	young	son	to	jar	him	to	reality.

He	looked	at	the	son,	ragged	and	shoeless	and	dusty.	The	boy
should	have	seemed	out	of	place	 inside	 the	handsomely	 furnished
home,	but	somehow,	he	did	not.

“Come	 into	 the	 parlor,”	 he	 said,	 catching	 Doro’s	 arm	 in	 his
child-sized	hands.	“Let	her	put	her	clothes	on.	She’ll	be	back.”

Doro	 did	 not	 doubt	 that	 she	 would.	 Apparently,	 the	 boy
understood	his	role	as	hostage.

Doro	 sat	 down	 in	 an	 upholstered	 armchair	 and	 the	 boy	 sat
opposite	 him	on	 a	 sofa.	Between	 them	was	 a	 small	wooden	 table
and	a	fireplace	of	carved	black	stone.	There	was	a	large	oriental	rug
on	the	floor	and	several	other	chairs	and	tables	scattered	around	the
room.	A	maid	in	a	plain	clean	blue	dress	and	white	apron	brought
brandy	and	looked	at	the	boy	as	though	daring	him	to	have	any.	He
smiled	and	did	not.

The	maid	would	have	been	good	prey	too.	A	daughter?	“What
can	she	do?”	Doro	asked	when	she	was	gone.

“Nothing	but	have	babies,”	the	boy	said.
“Did	she	have	a	transition?”
“No.	She	won’t	either.	Not	as	old	as	she	is.”
A	 latent	 then.	 One	 who	 could	 pass	 her	 heritage	 on	 to	 her



children,	but	could	not	use	it	herself.	She	should	be	bred	to	a	near
relative.	 Doro	 wondered	 whether	 Anyanwu	 had	 overcome	 her
squeamishness	enough	to	do	this.	Was	that	where	this	boy	who	was
growing	arms	had	come	from?	Inbreeding?	Was	his	father,	perhaps,
one	of	Anyanwu’s	older	sons?

“What	do	you	know	about	me?”	he	asked	the	boy.
“That	you’re	no	more	what	you	appear	to	be	than	she	is.”	The

boy	 shrugged.	 “She	 talked	 about	 you	 sometimes—how	 you	 took
her	from	Africa,	how	she	was	your	slave	in	New	York	back	when
they	had	slaves	in	New	York.”

“She	was	never	my	slave.”
“She	 thinks	 she	 was.	 She	 doesn’t	 think	 she	 will	 be	 again

though.”

In	 her	 bedroom,	Anyanwu	dressed	 quickly	 and	 casually	 as	 a
man.	She	kept	her	body	womanly—she	wanted	to	be	herself	when
she	 faced	Doro—but	 after	 the	 easy	unclothed	 freedom	of	 the	 dog
body,	she	could	not	have	stood	the	layers	of	tight	clothing	women
were	 expected	 to	 wear.	 The	 male	 clothing	 accented	 her
womanliness	 anyway.	 No	 one	 had	 ever	 seen	 her	 this	 way	 and
mistaken	her	for	a	man	or	boy.

Abruptly,	 she	 threw	 her	 shirt	 to	 the	 floor	 and	 stood,	 head	 in
hands,	 before	 her	 dressing	 table.	 Doro	 would	 break	 Stephen	 into
pieces	 if	 she	 ran	 now.	 He	 would	 probably	 not	 kill	 him,	 but	 he
would	make	him	a	slave.	There	were	people	here	in	Louisiana	and
in	 the	 other	 Southern	 states	 who	 bred	 people	 as	 Doro	 did.	 They
gave	a	man	one	woman	after	another	and	when	the	children	came,
the	 man	 had	 no	 authority	 over	 what	 was	 done	 to	 them,	 no
responsibility	 to	 them	 or	 to	 their	 mothers.	 Authority	 and
responsibility	were	the	prerogatives	of	the	masters.	Doro	would	do
that	 to	 her	 son,	 make	 him	 no	 more	 than	 a	 breeding	 animal.	 She
thought	 of	 the	 sons	 and	 daughters	 she	 had	 left	 behind	 in	 Doro’s
hands.	 It	was	not	 likely	 that	 any	of	 them	were	alive	now,	but	 she
had	no	doubt	of	 the	way	Doro	had	used	 them	while	 they	did	 live.
She	could	not	have	helped	them.	It	was	all	she	had	been	able	to	do



to	get	Doro	to	give	his	word	not	to	harm	them	during	her	marriage
to	 Isaac.	Beyond	 that,	 she	 could	have	 stayed	with	 them	and	died,
but	she	could	not	have	helped	them.	And	growing	up	as	they	had	in
Wheatley,	 they	 would	 not	 have	 wanted	 her	 help.	 Doro	 seduced
people.	He	made	them	want	to	please	him,	made	them	strive	for	his
approval.	He	terrified	them	into	submission	only	when	he	could	not
seduce	them.

And	when	he	could	not	terrify	them	…
What	 could	 she	 do?	 She	 could	 not	 run	 again	 and	 leave	 him

Stephen	and	the	others.	But	she	was	no	more	able	to	help	them	by
staying	 than	 she	 had	 been	 able	 to	 help	 her	 children	 in	Wheatley.
She	could	not	even	help	herself.	What	would	he	do	to	her	when	she
went	 downstairs?	 She	 had	 run	 away	 from	 him,	 and	 he	murdered
runaways.	 Had	 he	 allowed	 her	 to	 dress	 herself	merely	 so	 that	 he
would	not	have	the	inconvenience	of	taking	over	a	naked	body?

What	could	she	do?
Doro	 and	 Stephen	 were	 talking	 like	 old	 friends	 when

Anyanwu	walked	 into	 the	 parlor.	To	her	 surprise,	Doro	 stood	up.
He	 had	 always	 seemed	 lazily	 unconcerned	 with	 such	 courtesies
before.	She	sat	with	Stephen	on	the	sofa,	noticing	automatically	that
the	boy’s	arms	seemed	to	be	forming	well.	He	had	been	so	good,	so
controlled	on	that	terrible	day	when	he	lost	them.

“Go	back	to	your	work	now,”	she	told	him	softly.
He	looked	at	her,	surprised.
“Go,”	she	repeated.	“I’m	here	now.”
Clearly,	that	was	what	was	concerning	him.	She	had	told	him	a

great	deal	about	Doro.	He	did	not	want	to	leave	her,	but	finally,	he
obeyed.

“Good	boy,”	Doro	commented,	sipping	brandy.
“Yes,”	she	agreed.
He	 shook	 his	 head.	 “What	 shall	 I	 do	 with	 him,	 Anyanwu?

What	shall	I	do	with	you?”
She	said	nothing.	When	had	it	ever	mattered	what	she	said	to

him?	He	did	as	he	pleased.
“You’ve	 had	more	 success	 than	 I	 have,”	 he	 said.	 “Your	 son



seems	controlled—very	sure	of	himself.”
“I	taught	him	to	lift	his	head,”	she	said.
“I	meant	his	ability.”
“Yes.”
“Who	was	his	father?”
She	hesitated.	He	would	ask,	of	course.	He	would	inquire	after

the	ancestry	of	her	children	as	though	after	the	bloodline	of	a	horse.
“His	father	was	brought	illegally	from	Africa,”	she	said.	“He	was	a
good	man,	 but	…	much	 like	Thomas.	He	 could	 see	 and	 hear	 and
feel	too	much.”

“And	he	survived	a	crossing	on	a	slave	ship?”
“Only	part	of	him	survived.	He	was	mad	most	of	the	time,	but

he	was	docile.	He	was	like	a	child.	The	slavers	pretended	that	it	was
because	 he	 had	 not	 yet	 learned	 English	 that	 he	 seemed	 strange.
They	showed	me	how	strong	his	muscles	were—I	had	the	form	of	a
white	man,	you	see.”

“I	know.”
“They	 showed	me	 his	 teeth	 and	 his	 hands	 and	 his	 penis	 and

they	 said	 what	 a	 good	 breeder	 he	 would	 be.	 They	 would	 have
pleased	you,	Doro.	They	thought	very	much	as	you	do.”

“I	 doubt	 it,”	 he	 said	 amiably.	 He	 was	 being	 surprisingly
amiable.	He	was	at	his	first	stage—seeking	to	seduce	her	as	he	had
when	he	took	her	from	her	people.	No	doubt	by	his	own	reasoning
he	was	being	extremely	generous.	She	had	run	from	him,	done	what
no	one	else	could	do,	kept	out	of	his	hands	for	more	than	a	lifetime;
yet	instead	of	killing	her	at	once,	he	seemed	to	be	beginning	again
with	her—giving	her	a	chance	to	accept	him	as	though	nothing	had
happened.	That	meant	he	wanted	her	alive,	if	she	would	submit.

Her	own	sense	of	relief	at	this	realization	startled	her.	She	had
come	down	the	stairs	to	him	expecting	to	die,	ready	to	die,	and	here
he	was	courting	her	again.	And	here	she	was	responding	…

No.	Not	again.	No	more	Wheatleys.
What	then?
“So	you	bought	a	slave	you	knew	was	insane	because	he	had	a

sensitivity	you	liked,”	Doro	said.	“You	couldn’t	imagine	how	many



times	I’ve	done	things	like	that	myself.”
“I	bought	him	in	New	Orleans	because	as	he	walked	past	me

in	 chains	 on	 his	way	 to	 the	 slave	 pens,	 he	 called	 to	me.	He	 said,
‘Anyanwu!	Does	that	white	skin	cover	your	eyes	too?’”

“He	spoke	English?”
“No.	He	was	one	of	my	people.	Not	a	descendant,	I	think;	he

was	too	different.	In	the	moment	he	spoke	to	me,	he	was	sane	and
hearing	 my	 thoughts.	 Slaves	 were	 passing	 in	 front	 of	 me	 all
chained,	and	I	was	thinking,	‘I	have	to	take	more	sunken	gold	from
the	sea,	then	see	the	banker	about	buying	the	land	that	adjoins	mine.
I	have	to	buy	some	books—medical	books,	especially	 to	see	what
doctors	 are	doing	now	…’	 I	was	not	 seeing	 the	 slaves	 in	 front	of
me.	I	would	not	have	thought	I	could	be	oblivious	to	such	a	thing.	I
had	been	white	for	too	long.	I	needed	someone	to	say	what	he	said
to	me.”

“So	you	brought	him	home	and	bore	him	a	son.”
“I	would	have	borne	him	many	sons.	It	seemed	that	his	spirit

was	 healing	 from	what	 they	 had	 done	 to	 him	 on	 the	 ship.	At	 the
end,	he	was	sane	nearly	all	the	time.	He	was	a	good	husband	then.
But	he	died.”

“Of	what	sickness?”
“None	 that	 I	 could	 find.	 He	 saw	 his	 son	 and	 said	 in	 praise,

‘Ifeyinwa!—what	is	like	a	child.’	I	made	that	Stephen’s	other	name,
Ifeyinwa.	Then	Mgbada	died.	I	am	a	bad	healer	sometimes.	I	am	no
healer	at	all	sometimes.”

“No	 doubt	 the	 man	 lived	 much	 longer	 and	 better	 than	 he
would	have	without	you.”

“He	was	a	young	man,”	she	said.	“If	I	were	the	healer	I	long	to
be,	he	would	still	be	alive.”

“What	kind	of	healer	is	the	boy?”
“Less	than	I	am	in	some	ways.	Slower.	But	he	has	some	of	his

father’s	sensitivity.	Didn’t	you	wonder	how	he	knew	you?”
“I	thought	you	had	seen	me	and	warned	him.”
“I	 told	 him	 about	 you.	 Perhaps	 he	 knew	 your	 voice	 from

hearing	it	in	my	thoughts.	I	don’t	ask	him	what	he	hears.	But	no,	I



did	 not	 see	 you	 before	 you	 arrived—not	 to	 know	 you,	 anyway.”
Did	 he	 really	 think	 she	would	 have	 stayed	 to	meet	 him,	 kept	 her
children	here	so	that	he	could	threaten	them?	Did	he	think	she	had
grown	stupid	with	the	years?	“He	can	touch	people	sometimes	and
know	what	 is	wrong	with	 them,”	she	continued.	“When	he	says	a
thing	 is	 wrong,	 it	 is.	 But	 sometimes	 he	 misses	 things—things	 I
wouldn’t	miss.”

“He’s	young,”	Doro	said.
She	shrugged.
“Will	he	ever	grow	old,	Anyanwu?”
“I	 don’t	 know.”	 She	 hesitated,	 spoke	 her	 hope	 in	 a	whisper.

“Perhaps	 I	 have	 finally	 borne	 a	 son	 I	will	 not	 have	 to	 bury.”	She
looked	up,	 saw	 that	Doro	was	watching	her	 intently.	There	was	a
kind	of	hunger	in	his	expression—hunger	that	he	masked	quickly.

“Can	 he	 control	 his	 thought	 reading?”	 he	 asked,	 neutral-
voiced.

“In	that,	he	is	his	father’s	opposite.	Mgbada	could	not	control
what	 he	 heard—like	 Thomas.	 That	 was	why	 his	 people	 sold	 him
into	slavery.	He	was	a	sorcerer	to	them.	But	Stephen	must	make	an
effort	 to	 hear	 other	 people’s	 thoughts.	 It	 has	 not	 happened	 by
accident	since	his	transition.	But	sometimes	when	he	tries,	nothing
happens.	He	 says	 it	 is	 like	never	knowing	when	he	will	be	 struck
deaf.”

“That	is	a	tolerable	defect,”	Doro	said.	“He	might	be	frustrated
sometimes,	 but	 he	 will	 never	 go	 mad	 with	 the	 weight	 of	 other
people’s	thoughts	pressing	in	on	him.”

“I	have	told	him	that.”
There	was	a	long	silence.	Something	was	coming,	and	it	had	to

do	with	Stephen,	Anyanwu	knew.	She	wanted	 to	ask	what	 it	was,
but	then	Doro	would	tell	her	and	she	would	have	to	find	some	way
to	defy	him.	When	she	did	…	when	she	did,	she	would	fail,	and	he
would	kill	her.

“He	is	to	me	what	Isaac	was	to	you,”	she	whispered.	Would	he
hear	that	as	what	it	was—a	plea	for	mercy?

He	 stared	 at	 her	 as	 though	 she	 had	 said	 something



incomprehensible,	 as	 though	he	was	 trying	 to	understand.	Finally,
he	 smiled	 a	 small,	 uncharacteristically	 tentative	 smile.	 “Did	 you
ever	 think,	Anyanwu,	how	 long	a	hundred	years	 is	 to	an	ordinary
person—or	a	hundred	and	fifty	years?”

She	 shrugged.	Nonsense.	He	was	 talking	nonsense	while	 she
waited	to	hear	what	he	meant	to	do	to	her	son!

“How	do	the	years	seem	to	you?”	he	asked.	“Like	days?	Like
months?	What	do	you	feel	when	good	companions	are	suddenly	old
and	gray	and	addled?”

Again,	she	shrugged.	“People	grow	old.	They	die.”
“All	of	them,”	he	agreed.	“All	but	you	and	I.”
“You	die	constantly,”	she	said.
He	got	up	 and	went	 to	 sit	 beside	her	on	 the	 sofa.	Somehow,

she	kept	still,	subdued	her	impulse	to	get	up,	move	away	from	him.
“I	have	never	died,”	he	said.

She	stared	past	him	at	one	of	 the	candlesticks	on	 the	mantel.
“Yes,”	she	said.	“I	should	have	said	you	kill	constantly.”

He	was	 silenced.	 She	 faced	 him,	 looked	 into	 eyes	 that	 were
large	and	wide-set	and	brown.	He	had	the	eyes	of	a	larger	man—or
his	 current	 body	 did.	 They	 gave	 him	 a	 false	 expression	 of
gentleness.

“Did	you	come	here	to	kill?”	she	asked.	“Am	I	to	die?	Are	my
children	 to	 become	 mares	 and	 studs?	 Is	 that	 why	 you	 could	 not
leave	me	alone!”

“Why	do	you	want	to	be	alone?”	he	asked.
She	closed	her	eyes.	“Doro,	tell	me	what	is	to	happen.”
“Perhaps	nothing.	Perhaps	eventually,	I	will	bring	your	son	a

wife.”
“One	wife?”	she	said,	disbelieving.
“One	wife	here,	as	with	you	and	Isaac.	I	never	brought	women

to	Wheatley	for	him.”
That	was	so.	From	time	to	time,	he	took	Isaac	away	with	him,

but	 he	 never	 brought	 women	 to	 Isaac.	 Anyanwu	 knew	 that	 the
husband	she	had	loved	most	had	sired	dozens	of	children	with	other
women.	“Don’t	you	care	about	 them?”	she	had	asked	once,	 trying



to	understand.	She	cared	about	each	one	of	her	children,	raised	each
one	she	bore	and	loved	it.

“I	never	see	them,”	he	had	answered.	“They	are	his	children.	I
sire	them	in	his	name.	He	sees	that	they	and	their	mothers	are	well
cared	for.”

“So	he	says!”	She	had	been	bitter	that	day,	angry	at	Doro	for
making	her	pregnant	when	her	most	recent	child	by	Isaac	was	less
than	a	year	old,	angry	at	him	for	afterward	killing	a	tall,	handsome
girl	whom	Anyanwu	had	known	and	liked.	The	girl,	understanding
what	 was	 to	 happen	 to	 her,	 had	 still	 somehow	 treated	 him	 as	 a
lover.	It	was	obscene.

“Have	 you	 ever	 known	 him	 to	 neglect	 the	 needs	 of	 the
children	 he	 claims?”	 Isaac	 had	 asked.	 “Have	 you	 ever	 seen	 his
people	left	landless	or	hungry?	He	takes	care	of	his	own.”

She	had	gone	away	from	Isaac	 to	 fly	 for	hours	as	a	bird	and
look	down	at	the	great,	empty	land	below	and	wonder	if	there	was
nowhere	 in	 all	 the	 forests	 and	 rivers	 and	 mountains	 and	 lakes,
nowhere	 in	 that	endless	 land	for	her	 to	escape	and	find	peace	and
cleanness.

“Stephen	is	nineteen	years	old,”	she	said.	“He	is	a	man.	Your
children	and	mine	grow	up	very	quickly,	I	think.	He	has	been	a	man
since	 his	 transition.	 But	 he’s	 still	 young.	 You’ll	 make	 him	 an
animal	if	you	use	him	as	you	used	Isaac.”

“Isaac	 was	 fifteen	 when	 I	 gave	 him	 his	 first	 woman,”	 Doro
said.

“Then	he	 had	been	yours	 for	 fifteen	 years.	 For	 you,	Stephen
will	be	as	much	wild	seed	as	I	was.”

Doro	nodded	agreeably.	“It	is	better	for	me	to	get	them	before
they	 reach	 their	 transitions—if	 they’re	 going	 to	 have	 transitions.
What	will	you	give	me	then,	Anyanwu?”

She	 turned	 to	 look	 at	 him	 in	 surprise.	 Was	 he	 offering	 to
bargain	with	her?	He	had	never	bargained	before.	He	had	told	her
what	he	wanted	and	let	her	know	what	he	would	do	to	her	or	to	her
children	if	she	did	not	obey.

Was	 he	 bargaining	 now,	 then,	 or	 was	 he	 playing	 with	 her?



What	 could	 she	 lose	 by	 assuming	 that	 he	 was	 serious?	 “Bring
Stephen	 the	 woman,”	 she	 said.	 “One	 woman.	 When	 he	 is	 older,
perhaps	there	can	be	others.”

“Do	you	imagine	there	are	none	now?”
“Of	 course	 not.	 But	 he	 chooses	 his	 own.	 I	 don’t	 tell	 him	 to

breed.	I	don’t	send	him	women.”
“Do	women	seem	to	like	him?”
She	 surprised	 herself	 by	 smiling	 a	 little.	 “Some	 do.	 Not

enough	 to	 suit	 him,	 of	 course.	 There	 is	 a	 widow	 paying	 a	 lot	 of
attention	to	him	now.	She	knows	what	she	is	doing.	Left	alone,	he
will	find	a	good	wife	here	when	he	is	tired	of	wandering	around.”

“Perhaps	I	shouldn’t	let	him	get	tired	of	it.”
“I	tell	you,	you	will	make	an	animal	of	him	if	you	don’t!”	she

said.	“Haven’t	you	seen	the	men	slaves	in	this	country	who	are	used
for	breeding?	They	are	never	permitted	to	learn	what	it	means	to	be
a	man.	They	are	not	permitted	to	care	for	their	children.	Among	my
people,	children	are	wealth,	they	are	better	than	money,	better	than
anything.	But	 to	 these	men,	warped	 and	 twisted	 by	 their	masters,
children	are	almost	nothing.	They	are	to	boast	of	to	other	men.	One
thinks	he	is	greater	than	another	because	he	has	more	children.	Both
exaggerate	 the	 number	 of	women	who	have	 borne	 them	 children,
neither	 is	doing	anything	a	 father	 should	 for	his	 children,	 and	 the
master	who	 is	 indifferently	 selling	 off	 his	 own	 brown	 children	 is
laughing	 and	 saying,	 ‘You	 see?	 Niggers	 are	 just	 like	 animals!’
Slavery	down	here	opens	one’s	eyes,	Doro.	How	could	I	want	such
a	life	for	my	son?”

There	was	silence.	He	got	up,	wandered	around	the	large	room
examining	the	vases,	lamps,	the	portrait	of	a	slender	white	woman
with	 dark	 hair	 and	 solemn	 expression.	 “Was	 this	 your	 wife?”	 he
asked.

She	 wanted	 to	 shake	 him.	 She	 wanted	 to	 use	 her	 strength,
make	him	tell	her	what	he	meant	to	do.	“Yes,”	she	whispered.

“How	did	you	like	it—being	a	man,	having	a	wife?”
“Doro	…	!”
“How	 did	 you	 like	 it?”	 He	 would	 not	 be	 rushed.	 He	 was



enjoying	himself.
“She	was	a	good	woman.	We	pleased	each	other.”
“Did	she	know	what	you	were?”
“Yes.	She	was	not	ordinary	herself.	She	saw	ghosts.”
“Anyanwu!”	he	said	with	disgust	and	disappointment.
She	 ignored	his	 tone,	 stared	up	at	 the	picture.	“She	was	only

sixteen	 when	 I	 married	 her.	 If	 I	 hadn’t	 married	 her,	 I	 think	 she
would	have	been	put	 in	an	asylum	eventually.	People	spoke	about
her	in	the	way	you	just	said	my	name.”

“I	don’t	blame	them.”
“You	should.	Most	people	believe	 in	a	 life	 that	goes	on	after

their	bodies	die.	There	are	always	tales	of	ghosts.	Even	people	who
think	 they	 are	 too	 sophisticated	 to	 be	 frightened	 are	 not	 immune.
Talk	 to	 five	 people	 and	 at	 least	 three	 will	 have	 seen	 what	 they
believe	 was	 a	 ghost,	 or	 they	 will	 know	 another	 person	 who	 has
seen.	But	Denice	really	did	see.	She	was	very	sensitive;	she	could
see	when	no	one	else	could—and	since	no	one	else	could,	people
said	she	was	mad.	I	think	she	had	had	a	kind	of	transition.”

“And	it	gave	her	a	private	view	into	the	hereafter.”
Anyanwu	shook	her	head.	“You	should	be	less	skeptical.	You

are	a	kind	of	ghost	yourself,	after	all.	What	is	there	of	you	that	can
be	touched?”

“I’ve	heard	that	before.”
“Of	 course.”	 She	 paused.	 “Doro,	 I	 will	 talk	 to	 you	 about

Denice.	I	will	talk	to	you	about	anyone,	anything.	But	first,	please,
tell	me	what	you	plan	for	my	son.”

“I’m	 thinking	 about	 it.	 I’m	 thinking	 about	 you	 and	 your
potential	value	to	me.”	He	looked	again	at	the	portrait.	“You	were
right,	you	know.	 I	came	here	 to	 finish	old	business—kill	you	and
take	your	children	to	one	of	my	settlements.	No	one	has	ever	done
what	you	did	to	me.”

“I	ran	from	you	and	lived.	Other	people	have	done	that.”
“Only	because	I	chose	to	let	them	live.	They	had	their	freedom

for	only	a	few	days	before	I	caught	them.	You	know	that.”
“Yes,”	she	said	reluctantly.



“Now,	a	century	after	I	lost	you,	I	find	you	young	and	well—
greeting	me	as	though	we	had	just	seen	each	other	yesterday.	I	find
you	in	competition	with	me,	raising	witches	of	your	own.”

“There	is	no	competition.”
“Then	 why	 have	 you	 surrounded	 yourself	 with	 the	 kinds	 of

people	I	seek	out?	Why	do	you	have	children	by	them?”
“They	need	me	…	those	people.”	She	swallowed,	thinking	of

some	of	the	things	done	to	her	people	before	she	found	them.	“They
need	someone	who	can	help	them,	and	I	can	help.	You	don’t	want
to	help	them,	you	want	to	use	them.	But	I	can	help.”

“Why	should	you?”
“I’m	a	healer,	Doro.”
“That’s	no	answer.	You	chose	to	be	a	healer.	What	you	really

are	 is	 what’s	 called	 in	 this	 part	 of	 the	 country	 loup-garou—a
werewolf.”

“I	see	you’ve	been	talking	to	my	neighbors.”
“I	have.	They’re	right,	you	know.”
“The	 legends	say	werewolves	kill.	 I	have	never	killed	except

to	save	myself.	I	am	a	healer.”
“Most	…	healers	don’t	have	children	by	their	patients.”
“Most	healers	do	as	they	please.	My	patients	are	more	like	me

than	any	other	people.	Why	shouldn’t	I	find	mates	among	them?”
Doro	 smiled.	 “There	 is	 always	 an	 answer,	 isn’t	 there?	But	 it

doesn’t	matter.	Tell	me	about	Denice	and	her	ghosts.”
She	drew	a	deep	breath	and	let	it	out	slowly,	calming	herself.

“Denice	saw	what	people	left	behind.	She	went	into	houses	and	saw
the	people	who	had	preceded	her	there.	If	someone	had	suffered	or
died	there,	she	saw	that	very	clearly.	It	terrified	her.	She	would	go
into	a	house	and	see	a	child	running,	clothing	afire,	and	there	would
be	no	child.	But	two,	ten,	twenty	years	before,	a	child	would	have
burned	to	death	there.	She	saw	people	stealing	things	days	or	years
before.	 She	 saw	 slaves	 beaten	 and	 tortured,	 slave	 women	 raped,
people	 shaking	with	 ague	 or	 covered	with	 smallpox.	 She	 did	 not
feel	 things	as	people	do	 in	 transition.	She	only	saw	them.	But	she
could	not	tell	whether	what	she	was	seeing	was	actually	happening



as	she	saw	it	or	whether	it	was	history.	She	was	slowly	going	mad.
Then	her	parents	gave	a	party	and	I	was	invited	because	I	seemed
young	 and	 rich	 and	 handsome—perhaps	 a	 good	 prospect	 for	 a
family	 with	 five	 daughters.	 I	 remember,	 I	 was	 standing	 with
Denice’s	 father	 telling	 lies	 about	my	origins,	 and	Denice	 brushed
past.	 She	 touched	me,	 you	 see.	 She	 could	 see	 people’s	 past	 lives
when	she	touched	them	just	as	she	could	see	the	past	of	wood	and
brick.	She	saw	something	of	what	I	am	even	in	that	brief	touch,	and
she	fainted.	I	didn’t	know	what	had	happened	until	she	came	to	me
days	later.	I	was	the	only	person	she	had	ever	found	to	be	stranger
than	herself.	She	knew	all	that	I	was	before	we	married.”

“Why	did	she	marry	you?”
“Because	I	believed	her	when	she	told	me	what	she	could	do.

Because	I	was	not	afraid	or	 ridiculing.	And	because	after	a	while,
we	started	to	want	each	other.”

“Even	though	she	knew	you	were	a	woman	and	black?”
“Even	 so.”	Anyanwu	 stared	up	 at	 the	 solemn	young	woman,

remembering	that	lovely,	fearful	courting.	They	had	been	as	fearful
of	marrying	as	they	had	been	of	losing	each	other.	“She	thought	at
first	that	there	could	be	no	children,	and	that	saddened	her	because
she	had	always	wanted	children.	Then	she	realized	that	I	could	give
her	girls.	It	 took	her	a	 long	time	to	understand	all	 that	I	could	do.
But	she	thought	the	children	would	be	black	and	people	would	say
she	 had	 been	 with	 a	 slave.	 White	 men	 leave	 brown	 children	 all
about,	but	a	white	woman	who	does	this	becomes	almost	an	animal
in	the	eyes	of	other	whites.”

“White	women	must	be	protected,”	Doro	said,	“whether	 they
want	to	be	or	not.”

“As	 property	 is	 protected.”	 Anyanwu	 shook	 her	 head.
“Preserved	 for	 the	 use	 of	 owners	 alone.	Denice	 said	 she	 felt	 like
property—like	 a	 slave	plotting	 escape.	 I	 told	her	 I	 could	give	her
children	who	were	not	 related	 to	me	at	all	 if	she	wished.	Her	fear
made	me	angry	even	though	I	knew	the	situation	was	not	her	fault.	I
told	her	my	Warrick	shape	was	not	a	copy	of	anyone.	I	had	molded
myself	freely	to	create	it,	but	if	she	wished,	I	could	take	the	exact



shape	of	one	of	 the	white	men	I	had	treated	in	Wheatley.	Then	as
with	the	dolphins,	I	could	have	young	who	inherited	nothing	at	all
from	me.	Even	male	young.	She	did	not	understand	that.”

“Neither	do	I,”	Doro	said.	“This	is	something	new.”
“Only	for	me.	You	do	it	all	the	time—fathering	or	giving	birth

to	children	who	are	no	blood	kin	 to	you.	They	are	 the	children	of
the	bodies	you	wear,	even	though	you	call	them	your	own.”

“But	…	you	only	wear	one	body.”
“And	you	have	not	understood	how	completely	that	one	body

can	change.	I	cannot	leave	it	as	you	can,	but	I	can	make	it	over.	I
can	make	it	over	so	completely	in	the	image	of	someone	else	that	I
am	no	longer	truly	related	to	my	parents.	It	makes	me	wonder	what
I	 am—that	 I	 can	 do	 this	 and	 still	 know	myself,	 still	 return	 to	my
true	shape.”

“You	could	not	do	this	before	in	Wheatley.”
“I	 have	 always	 done	 it.	 Each	 time	 I	 learned	 a	 new	 animal

shape,	 I	did	 it.	But	 I	did	not	understand	 it	very	well	until	 I	began
running	from	you.	Until	I	began	to	hide.	I	bore	dolphin	young—and
they	were	dolphins.	Not	human	at	all.	They	were	the	young	of	the
dolphin	 Isaac	 caught	 and	 fed	 to	 us	 so	 long	 ago.	My	 body	was	 a
copy	of	hers	down	to	 the	smallest	 living	part.	There	are	no	words
for	me	to	tell	you	how	deep	and	complete	such	a	change	is.”

“So	you	could	become	another	person	so	completely	 that	 the
children	you	gave	Denice	were	not	really	yours.”

“I	could	have.	But	when	she	understood,	she	did	not	want	that.
She	said	she	would	rather	have	no	children	at	all.	But	that	sacrifice
was	not	necessary.	I	could	give	her	girl	children	of	my	own	body.
Girl	 children	 who	 would	 have	 her	 coloring.	 It	 was	 hard	 work
arranging	 all	 that.	There	 are	 so	many	 tiny	 things	within	 even	one
cell	of	a	human	body.	I	could	have	given	her	a	monstrosity	if	I	had
been	careless.”

“I	made	you	study	these	things	by	driving	you	away?”
“You	did.	You	made	me	learn	very	much.	Much	of	the	time,	I

had	nothing	to	do	but	study	myself,	try	things	I	had	not	thought	of
before.”



“If	you	duplicated	another	man’s	shape	then,	you	could	father
sons.”

“The	other	man’s	sons.”
Slowly,	Doro	drew	his	mouth	into	a	smile.	“That’s	the	answer

then,	Anyanwu.	You’ll	take	your	son’s	place.	You’ll	take	the	place
of	a	great	many	people.”

“You	mean	…	for	me	to	go	here	and	there	getting	children	and
then	forgetting	about	them?”

“Either	you	go	or	I’ll	bring	women	to	you	here.”
She	got	up	wearily,	without	even	outrage	to	make	her	stiff	and

hostile.	 “You	 are	 a	 complete	 fool,”	 she	 told	 him	 quietly,	 and	 she
walked	 into	 the	 hall,	 through	 the	 house,	 and	 out	 the	 back	 door.
From	there,	through	the	trees	she	could	see	the	bayou	with	its	slow
water.	Nearer	were	the	dependencies	and	the	slave	cabins	that	were
not	 inhabited	 by	 slaves.	 She	 owned	 no	 slaves.	 She	 had	 brought
some	 of	 the	 people	 who	worked	 for	 her	 and	 recruited	 the	 others
among	 freedmen,	 but	 those	 she	 bought,	 she	 freed.	 They	 always
stayed	to	work	for	her,	feeling	more	comfortable	with	her	and	with
each	 other	 than	 they	 had	 ever	 been	 elsewhere.	 That	 always
surprised	 the	new	ones.	They	were	not	used	 to	being	comfortable
with	other	people.	They	were	misfits,	malcontents,	troublemakers—
though	they	did	not	make	trouble	for	Anyanwu.	They	treated	her	as
mother,	 older	 sister,	 teacher,	 and,	 when	 she	 invited	 it,	 lover.
Somehow,	 even	 this	 last	 intimacy	 did	 nothing	 to	 diminish	 her
authority.	They	knew	her	power.	She	was	who	she	was,	no	matter
what	role	she	chose.

And	yet,	 she	 did	 not	 threaten	 them,	 did	 not	 slaughter	 among
them	 as	 Doro	 did	 among	 his	 people.	 The	 worse	 she	 did	 was
occasionally	fire	someone.	Firing	meant	eviction.	It	meant	 leaving
the	 safety	 and	 comfort	 of	 the	 plantation	 and	 becoming	 a	 misfit
again	in	the	world	outside.	It	meant	exile.

Few	of	 them	knew	how	difficult	 it	was	 for	Anyanwu	 to	 turn
one	of	 them	out—or	worse,	 turn	a	 family	out.	Few	of	 them	knew
how	 their	 presence	 comforted	 her.	 She	 was	 not	 Doro,	 breeding
people	as	though	they	were	cattle,	though	perhaps	her	gathering	of



all	these	special	ones,	these	slightly	strange	ones	would	accomplish
the	 same	 purpose	 as	 his	 breeding.	 She	 was	 herself,	 gathering
family.	 No	 doubt	 some	 of	 these	 people	 were	 of	 her	 family,	 her
descendants.	 They	 felt	 like	 her	 children.	 Perhaps,	 there	 had	 been
intermarriage,	her	descendants	drawn	together	by	a	comforting	but
indefinable	 similarity	 and	 not	 knowing	 of	 their	 common	 origins.
And	there	were	other	people	probably	not	 related	 to	her,	who	had
rudimentary	sensitivity	that	could	become	true	thought	reading	in	a
few	generations.	Mgbada	had	told	her	this—that	she	was	gathering
people	who	were	 like	 his	 grandparents.	 He	 had	 told	 her	 she	was
breeding	witches.

An	old	woman	came	up	to	her—a	white	woman,	withered	and
gray,	Luisa,	who	did	what	sewing	she	could	for	her	keep.	She	was
one	of	five	white	people	on	the	place.	There	could	have	been	many
more	 whites,	 fitting	 in	 very	 comfortably,	 but	 the	 race-conscious
culture	 made	 that	 dangerous.	 The	 four	 younger	 whites	 tried	 to
lessen	the	danger	by	telling	people	they	were	octoroons.	Luisa	was
a	 Creole—a	 French-Spanish	 mixture—and	 too	 old	 to	 care	 who
knew	it.

“Is	there	trouble?”	Luisa	asked.
Anyanwu	nodded.
“Stephen	said	he	was	here—Doro,	the	one	you	told	me	about.”
“Go	and	 tell	 the	others	not	 to	come	 in	 from	the	 fields	until	 I

call	them	in	myself.”
Luisa	stared	hard	at	her.	“What	if	he	calls—with	your	mouth?”
“Then	 they	 must	 decide	 whether	 to	 run	 or	 not.	 They	 know

about	him.	If	they	want	to	run	now,	they	can.	Later,	if	the	black	dog
is	seen	in	the	woods	again,	they	can	come	back.”	If	Doro	killed	her,
he	 would	 not	 be	 able	 to	 use	 her	 healing	 or	 metamorphosing
abilities.	She	had	learned	that	from	her	stay	in	Wheatley.	He	could
possess	 someone’s	body	and	use	 it	 to	have	children,	but	he	could
use	only	the	body.	When	he	possessed	Thomas	so	long	ago,	he	had
not	gained	Thomas’	thought-reading	ability.	She	had	never	known
him	to	use	any	extra	ability	from	a	body	he	possessed.

The	old	woman	 took	Anyanwu	by	 the	 shoulders	 and	hugged



her.	“What	will	you	do?”	she	asked.
“I	don’t	know.”
“I	have	never	seen	him	and	I	hate	him.”
“Go,”	Anyanwu	told	her.
Luisa	 hurried	 across	 the	 grass.	 She	moved	well	 for	 her	 age.

Like	 Anyanwu’s	 children,	 she	 had	 lived	 a	 long,	 healthy	 life.
Cholera,	 malaria,	 yellow	 fever,	 typhus,	 and	 other	 diseases	 swept
across	 the	 land	 and	 left	 Anyanwu’s	 people	 almost	 untouched.	 If
they	 caught	 a	 disease,	 they	 survived	 it	 and	 recovered	 quickly.	 If
they	hurt	themselves,	Anyanwu	was	there	to	care	for	them.

As	 Luisa	 disappeared	 into	 the	 trees,	 Doro	 came	 out	 of	 the
house.	“I	could	go	after	her,”	he	said.	“I	know	you	sent	her	to	warn
your	field	hands.”

Anyanwu	turned	to	face	him	angrily.	“You	are	many	times	as
old	as	 I	am.	You	must	have	some	inborn	defect	 to	keep	you	from
getting	wisdom	to	go	with	your	years.”

“Will	you	eventually	condescend	to	tell	me	what	wisdom	you
have	 gotten?”	 There	 was	 an	 edge	 to	 his	 voice	 finally.	 She	 was
beginning	 to	 irritate	 him	 and	 end	 the	 seductive	 phase.	 That	 was
good.	How	 stupid	 of	 him	 to	 think	 she	 could	 be	 seduced	 again.	 It
was	possible,	however,	that	she	might	seduce	him.

“You	were	pleased	to	see	me	again,	weren’t	you?”	she	said.	“I
think	you	were	surprised	to	realize	how	pleased	you	were.”

“Say	what	you	have	to	say,	Anyanwu!”
She	shrugged.	“Isaac	was	right.”
Silence.	 She	 knew	 Isaac	 had	 spoken	 to	 him	 several	 times.

Isaac	had	wanted	them	together	so	badly—the	two	people	he	loved
best.	Did	that	mean	anything	at	all	to	Doro?	It	had	not	years	before,
but	now	…	Doro	had	been	glad	to	see	her.	He	had	marveled	over
the	 fact	 that	 she	 seemed	unchanged—as	 though	he	was	 only	 now
beginning	 to	 realize	 that	 she	was	 only	 slightly	more	 likely	 to	 die
than	 he	 was,	 and	 not	 likely	 at	 all	 to	 grow	 decrepit	 with	 age.	 As
though	 her	 immortality	 had	 been	 emotionally	 unreal	 to	 him	 until
now,	a	fact	that	he	had	accepted	with	only	half	his	mind.

“Doro,	 I	 will	 go	 on	 living	 unless	 you	 kill	 me.	 There	 is	 no



reason	for	me	to	die	unless	you	kill	me.”
“Do	 you	 think	 you	 can	 take	 over	 work	 I’ve	 spent	 millennia

at?”
“Do	 you	 think	 I	 want	 to?”	 she	 countered.	 “I	 was	 telling	 the

truth.	 These	 people	 need	me,	 and	 I	 need	 them.	 I	 never	 set	 out	 to
build	 a	 settlement	 like	 one	 of	 yours.	Why	 should	 I?	 I	 don’t	 need
new	bodies	as	you	do.	All	I	need	is	my	own	kind	around	me.	My
family	 or	 people	 who	 feel	 like	 my	 family.	 To	 you,	 most	 of	 my
people	here	wouldn’t	even	be	good	breeding	stock,	I	think.”

“Forty	years	ago,	that	old	woman	would	have.”
“Does	 that	 make	 it	 competition	 for	 me	 to	 give	 her	 a	 home

now?”
“You	have	others.	Your	maid	…”
“My	daughter!”
“I	thought	so.”
“She	 is	unmarried.	Bring	her	a	man.	 If	 she	 likes	him,	 let	her

marry	 him	 and	 bear	 interesting	 children.	 If	 she	 doesn’t	 like	 him,
then	find	her	someone	else.	But	she	needs	only	one	husband,	Doro,
as	my	son	needs	only	one	wife.”

“Is	 that	 what	 your	 own	 way	 of	 life	 tells	 them?	 Or	 shall	 I
believe	you	sleep	alone	because	your	husbands	are	dead?”

“If	my	children	show	any	signs	of	growing	as	old	as	I	am,	they
may	do	as	they	please.”

“They	will	anyway.”
“But	without	you	 to	guide	 them,	Doro.	Without	you	 to	make

them	 animals.	 What	 would	 my	 son	 be	 in	 your	 hands?	 Another
Thomas?	 You	 are	 going	 everywhere	 tending	 ten	 different
settlements,	 twenty,	 and	 not	 giving	 enough	 of	 yourself	 to	 any	 of
them.	I	am	staying	here	looking	after	my	family	and	offering	to	let
your	children	marry	mine.	And	if	the	offspring	are	strange	and	hard
to	handle,	 I	will	handle	 them.	I	will	 take	care	of	 them.	They	need
not	 live	 alone	 in	 the	woods	 and	drink	 too	much	and	neglect	 their
bodies	until	they	are	nearly	dead.”

To	her	surprise,	he	hugged	her	very	much	as	Luisa	had,	and	he
laughed.	He	took	her	arm	and	walked	her	over	to	the	slave	quarters,



still	laughing.	He	quieted	though	as	he	pushed	open	a	random	door
and	peered	 into	 one	 of	 the	 neat,	 sturdy	 cabins.	There	was	 a	 large
brick	fireplace	with	a	bake	kettle	down	amid	the	nearly	dead	coals.
Someone’s	supper	bread.	There	was	a	large	bed	in	one	corner	and	a
trundle	bed	beneath.	There	were	a	table	and	four	chairs	all	of	which
looked	 homemade,	 but	 adequate.	 There	 was	 a	 cradle	 that	 also
looked	homemade—and	much	used.	There	were	a	wood	box	and	a
water	 bucket	with	 its	 gourd	 dipper.	 There	were	 bunches	 of	 herbs
and	ears	of	corn	hung	from	the	ceiling	to	dry	and	cooking	utensils
over	 and	 alongside	 the	 fireplace.	 Overall,	 the	 cabin	 gave	 the
impression	of	being	a	plain	but	comfortable	place	to	live.

“Is	it	enough?”	Anyanwu	asked.
“I	 have	 several	 people,	 black	 and	white,	who	 don’t	 live	 this

well.”
“I	don’t.”
He	 tried	 to	 draw	 her	 into	 the	 cabin	 toward	 the	 chairs	 or	 the

bed-she	did	not	know	which—but	she	held	back.
“This	is	someone	else’s	home,”	she	said.	“We	can	go	back	into

the	house	if	you	like.”
“No.	Later,	 perhaps.”	He	put	 an	arm	around	her	waist.	 “You

must	feed	me	again	and	find	us	another	earthen	couch	to	lie	on.”
And	hear	you	threaten	my	children	again,	she	thought.
As	 though	 in	 answer,	 he	 said:	 “And	 I	 must	 tell	 you	 why	 I

laughed.	It	isn’t	because	your	offer	doesn’t	please	me,	Anyanwu;	it
does.	 But	 you	 have	 no	 idea	 what	 kinds	 of	 creatures	 you	 are
volunteering	to	care	for.”

Didn’t	she?	Hadn’t	she	seen	them	in	Wheatley?
“I’m	going	to	bring	you	some	of	your	own	descendants,”	Doro

said.	“I	think	they	will	surprise	you.	I’ve	done	a	great	deal	of	work
with	 them	since	Nweke.	 I	 think	you	won’t	be	wanting	 to	care	 for
them	or	their	children	for	long.”

“Why?	What	new	thing	is	wrong	with	them?”
“Perhaps	 nothing.	 Perhaps	 your	 influence	 is	 just	 what	 they

need.	 On	 the	 other	 hand,	 perhaps	 they	 will	 disrupt	 the	 family
you’ve	made	for	yourself	here	as	nothing	else	could.	Will	you	still



have	them?”
“Doro,	how	can	I	know?	You	haven’t	told	me	anything.”
Her	hair	was	loose	and	short	and	rounded	as	it	had	been	when

he	first	styled	it	for	her.	Now	he	put	his	hands	on	either	side	of	it,
pressing	 it	 to	 her	 head.	 “Sun	Woman,	 either	 you	 will	 accept	 my
people	in	this	way	that	you	have	defined	or	you	will	come	with	me,
taking	mates	when	and	where	I	command,	or	you	will	give	me	your
children.	 One	 way	 or	 another,	 you	 will	 serve	 me.	 What	 is	 your
choice?”

Yes,	 she	 thought	 bitterly.	 Now	 the	 threats.	 “Bring	 me	 my
grandchildren,”	 she	 said.	 “Even	 though	 they	 have	 never	 seen	me,
they	will	 remember	me.	Their	 bodies	will	 remember	me	 down	 to
the	 smallest	 structures	 of	 their	 flesh.	You	 cannot	 know	 how	well
people’s	bodies	remember	their	ancestors.”

“You	will	 teach	me,”	 he	 said.	 “You	 seem	 to	 have	 learned	 a
great	deal	since	I	saw	you	last.	I’ve	been	breeding	people	nearly	all
my	 life	 and	 I	 still	 don’t	 know	why	 some	 things	work	 and	 others
don’t,	or	why	a	thing	will	work	only	some	of	the	time	even	with	the
same	couple.	You	will	teach	me.”

“You	 will	 not	 harm	 my	 people?”	 she	 asked,	 watching	 him
carefully.

“What	do	they	know	about	me?”
“Everything.	I	thought	if	you	ever	found	us,	there	wouldn’t	be

time	for	me	to	explain	the	danger.”
“Tell	them	to	obey	me.”
She	winced	as	 though	in	pain	and	looked	away.	“You	cannot

always	take	everything,”	she	said.	“Or	just	take	my	life.	What	is	the
good	of	living	on	and	on	and	having	nothing?”

There	was	silence	for	a	moment.	“Did	they	obey	Denice?”	he
asked	finally.	“Or	Mgbada?”

“Sometimes.	They	are	a	very	independent	people.”
“But	they	obey	you.”
“Yes.”
“Then	tell	them	to	obey	me.	If	you	don’t,	I’ll	have	to	tell	them

myself—in	whichever	way	they	understand.”



“Don’t	hurt	them!”
He	shrugged.	“If	they	obey	me,	I	won’t.”
He	 was	 making	 a	 new	 Wheatley.	 He	 had	 settlements

everywhere,	 families	 everywhere.	 She	 had	 only	 one,	 and	 he	 was
taking	 it.	He	 had	 taken	 her	 from	one	 people	 and	 driven	 her	 from
another,	 and	 now,	 he	 was	 casually	 reaching	 out	 to	 strip	 her	 of	 a
third.	 And	 she	 was	 wrong.	 She	 could	 live	 on	 and	 on	 and	 have
nothing.	She	would.	He	would	see	to	it.



Chapter	Twelve

ANYANWU	 HAD	 NEVER	WATCHED	 a	 group	 like	 her	 own	 break	 apart.
She	did	not	know	whether	there	had	ever	before	been	a	group	like
her	 own.	 Certainly,	 once	 Doro	 began	 to	 spend	 time	 at	 the
plantation,	 exercising	 his	 authority	 as	 he	 chose	 while	 Anyanwu
stood	 by	 and	 said	 nothing,	 the	 character	 of	 the	 group	 began	 to
change.	 When	 he	 brought	 Joseph	 Toler	 as	 husband	 for	 one	 of
Anyanwu’s	daughters,	 the	young	man	changed	the	group	more	by
refusing	 to	do	work	of	any	kind.	His	 foster	parents	had	pampered
him,	 allowed	 him	 to	 spend	 his	 time	 drinking	 and	 gambling	 and
bedding	young	women.	But	he	was	a	beautiful	young	man—honey-
colored	with	curly	black	hair,	tall	and	slender.	Anyanwu’s	daughter
Margaret	 Nneka	 was	 fascinated	 by	 him.	 She	 accepted	 him	 very
quickly.	Few	other	people	on	the	plantation	accepted	him	at	all.	He
was	not	doing	his	share	of	the	work,	yet	he	could	not	be	fired	and
sent	away.	He	could,	however,	make	a	great	deal	of	trouble.	He	had
been	on	the	plantation	for	only	a	few	weeks	when	he	went	too	far
and	lost	a	fist	fight	with	Anyanwu’s	son	Stephen.

Anyanwu	was	alone	when	Stephen	came	to	tell	her	what	had
happened.	She	had	just	come	from	treating	a	four-year-old	who	had
wandered	down	to	the	bayou	and	surprised	a	water	moccasin.	She
had	been	able	 to	manufacture	within	her	own	body	a	medicine	 to
counter	the	poison	easily,	since	one	of	the	first	things	she	had	done
on	 settling	 in	 Louisiana	was	 allow	 herself	 to	 be	 bitten	 by	 such	 a
snake.	By	now,	countering	the	poison	was	almost	second	nature	to
her.	She	did	 like	 to	have	 a	meal	 afterward,	 though;	 thus	Stephen,
bruised	and	disheveled,	found	her	in	the	dining	room	eating.

“You’ve	got	to	get	rid	of	that	lazy,	worthless	bastard,”	he	said.
Anyanwu	 sighed.	 There	 was	 no	 need	 to	 ask	 who	 the	 boy

meant.	“What	has	he	done?”
“Tried	to	rape	Helen.”



Anyanwu	dropped	the	piece	of	cornbread	she	had	been	about
to	 bite.	Helen	was	 her	 youngest	 daughter—eleven	 years	 old.	 “He
what!”

“I	caught	them	in	the	Duran	cabin.	He	was	tearing	her	clothes
off.”

“Is	she	all	right?”
“Yes.	She’s	in	her	room.”
Anyanwu	stood	up.	“I’ll	see	her	in	a	little	while,	then.	Where

is	he?”
“Lying	in	front	of	the	Duran	cabin.”
She	went	out,	not	knowing	whether	she	was	going	to	give	the

young	man	 another	 beating	 or	 help	 him	 if	 Stephen	 had	 hurt	 him
seriously.	But	what	 kind	of	 animal	was	he	 to	 try	 to	 rape	 a	 child?
How	 could	 Anyanwu	 possibly	 tolerate	 him	 here	 after	 this?	 Doro
would	have	to	take	him	away,	breeding	be	damned.

The	young	man	was	not	beautiful	when	Anyanwu	found	him.
He	was	 half	 again	 as	 large	 as	 Stephen	 and	 strong	 in	 spite	 of	 his
indolence,	but	Stephen	had	inherited	much	of	Anyanwu’s	strength.
And	 he	 knew	 how	 to	 administer	 a	 good	 beating,	 even	 with	 his
tender,	newly	finished	arms	and	hands.

The	young	man’s	face	was	a	lumpy	mass	of	bruised	tissue.	His
nose	 was	 broken	 and	 bleeding.	 The	 flesh	 around	 his	 eyes	 was
grotesquely	swollen.	The	left	ear	was	torn	nearly	off.	He	would	lose
it	and	look	like	one	of	the	slaves	marked	and	sold	South	for	running
away.

His	body	was	so	bruised	beneath	his	shirt	 that	Anyanwu	was
certain	he	had	broken	ribs.	And	he	was	lacking	several	of	his	front
teeth.	He	would	never	be	beautiful	again.	He	began	 to	come	to	as
Anyanwu	was	probing	at	his	ribs.	He	grunted,	cursed,	coughed,	and
with	the	cough,	twisted	in	agony.

“Be	 still,”	Anyanwu	 said.	 “Breathe	 shallowly,	 and	 try	 not	 to
cough	anymore.”

The	young	man	whimpered.
“Be	 thankful	 Stephen	 caught	 you,”	 she	 said.	 “If	 it	 had	 been

me,	you	would	take	no	more	interest	in	women,	I	promise	you.	Not



for	the	rest	of	your	life.”
In	 spite	 of	 his	 pain,	 the	 young	man	 cringed	 away	 from	 her,

clutching	himself	protectively.
“What	 can	 there	be	 in	you	worth	 inflicting	on	descendants?”

she	 asked	 in	 disgust.	 She	 made	 him	 stand	 up,	 ignoring	 his
weakness,	his	moans	of	pain.	“Now	get	 into	 the	house!”	she	said.
“Or	go	lie	in	the	barn	with	the	other	animals.”

He	made	it	into	the	house,	did	not	pass	out	until	he	reached	the
stairs.	 Anyanwu	 carried	 him	 up	 to	 a	 small,	 hot	 attic	 bedroom,
washed	 him,	 bandaged	 his	 ribs,	 and	 left	 him	 there	 with	 water,
bread,	and	a	little	fruit.	She	could	have	given	him	something	to	ease
his	pain,	but	she	did	not.

The	 little	 girl,	Helen,	 lay	 asleep	on	her	 bed	 still	wearing	her
torn	 dress.	 Her	 face	 was	 swollen	 on	 one	 side	 as	 though	 from	 a
heavy	 blow,	 and	 the	 sight	 of	 it	 made	Anyanwu	want	 to	 give	 the
young	man	another	beating.	Instead,	she	woke	the	child	gently.

In	spite	of	her	gentleness,	Helen	awoke	with	a	start	and	cried
out.

“You	are	safe,”	Anyanwu	told	her.	“I’m	here.”
The	 child	 clung	 to	 her,	 not	 weeping,	 only	 holding	 tightly,

holding	with	all	her	strength.
“Are	you	hurt?”	Anyanwu	asked.	“Did	he	hurt	you?”
The	girl	did	not	respond.
“Obiageli,	are	you	hurt?”
The	 girl	 lay	 down	 again	 slowly	 and	 looked	 up	 at	 her.	 “He

came	into	my	thoughts,”	she	said.	“I	could	feel	him	come	in.”
“…	into	your	thoughts?”
“I	could	feel	it.	I	knew	it	was	him.	He	wanted	me	to	go	to	Tina

Duran’s	house.”
“He	made	you	go?”
“I	don’t	know.”	Finally,	the	child	began	to	cry.	She	pulled	her

pillow	around	her	swollen	face	and	wept	 into	it.	Anyanwu	rubbed
her	shoulders	and	her	neck	and	let	her	cry.	She	did	not	think	the	girl
was	crying	because	she	had	nearly	been	raped.

“Obiageli,”	she	whispered.	Before	 the	girl’s	birth,	a	childless



white	woman	named	Helen	Matthews	had	asked	Anyanwu	to	give	a
child	her	name.	Anyanwu	had	never	liked	the	name	Helen,	but	the
white	 woman	 had	 been	 a	 good	 friend—one	 of	 those	 who	 had
overcome	her	own	upbringing	and	her	neighbors’	noisy	mouths	and
come	 to	 live	 on	 the	 plantation.	 She	 had	 never	 been	 able	 to	 have
children,	had	been	past	the	age	of	bearing	when	she	met	Anyanwu.
Thus,	Anyanwu’s	youngest	daughter	was	named	Helen.	And	Helen
was	the	daughter	Anyanwu	most	often	called	by	her	second	name,
Obiageli.	Somehow,	she	had	lost	that	custom	with	the	others.

“Obiageli,	tell	me	all	that	he	did.”
After	a	while,	the	girl	sniffed,	turned	over,	and	wiped	her	face.

She	lay	still,	staring	up	at	the	ceiling,	one	small	frown	between	her
eyes.

“I	was	getting	water,”	she	said.	“I	wanted	to	help	Rita.”	This
was	the	os	rouge	cook—a	woman	of	black	and	Indian	ancestry	and
Spanish	 appearance.	 “She	 needed	water,	 so	 I	was	 at	 the	well.	He
came	to	talk	to	me.	He	said	I	was	pretty.	He	said	he	liked	little	girls.
He	said	he	had	liked	me	for	a	long	time.”

“I	 should	 have	 thrown	 him	 into	 the	 pigsty,”	 muttered
Anyanwu.	“Let	his	body	wallow	in	shit	so	that	it	could	be	fit	for	his
mind.”

“I	tried	to	go	take	the	water	to	Rita,”	the	girl	continued.	“But
he	told	me	to	come	with	him.	I	went.	I	didn’t	like	to	go,	but	I	could
feel	him	in	my	thoughts.	Then	I	was	away	from	myself—someplace
else	 watching	 myself	 walk	 with	 him.	 I	 tried	 to	 turn	 back,	 but	 I
couldn’t.	My	legs	were	walking	without	me.”	She	stopped,	looked
at	 Anyanwu.	 “I	 never	 knew	 if	 Stephen	 was	 looking	 into	 my
thoughts.”

“But	Stephen	can	only	look,”	Anyanwu	said.	“He	can’t	make
you	do	anything.”

“He	wouldn’t	anyway.”
“No.”
Eyes	downcast,	the	girl	continued.	“We	went	into	Tina’s	cabin

and	he	was	 closing	 the	 door	when	 I	 found	 I	 could	move	my	 legs
again.	I	ran	out	the	door	before	he	could	get	it	shut.	Then	he	took



back	my	legs	and	I	screamed	and	fell.	I	thought	he	would	make	me
walk	back,	but	he	came	out	and	grabbed	me	and	dragged	me	back.	I
think	that	was	when	Stephen	saw	us.”	She	looked	up.	“Did	Stephen
kill	him?”

“No.”	Anyanwu	shuddered,	not	wanting	to	think	of	what	Doro
might	 have	 done	 to	 Stephen	 if	 Stephen	 had	 killed	 the	 worthless
Joseph.	If	 there	had	to	be	killing,	she	must	do	it.	Probably	no	one
on	the	plantation	disliked	killing	more	than	she	did,	but	she	had	to
protect	her	people	from	both	Doro’s	malicious	strangers	and	Doro
himself.	Still,	 she	hoped	 Joseph	would	behave	himself	 until	Doro
returned	and	took	him	away.

“Stephen	 should	 have	 killed	 him,”	 Helen	 said	 softly.	 “Now
maybe	 he’ll	 make	 my	 legs	 move	 again.	 Or	 maybe	 he’ll	 do
something	worse.”	She	 shook	her	 head,	 her	 child’s	 face	 hard	 and
old.

Anyanwu	 took	 her	 hand,	 remembering—remembering	 Lale,
her	 Isaac’s	 unlikely,	 unworthy	brother.	 In	 all	 her	 time	with	Doro,
she	 had	 not	met	 another	 of	 his	 people	 as	 determinedly	 vicious	 as
Lale.	 Until	 now,	 perhaps.	Why	 had	Doro	 given	 her	 such	 a	man?
And	why	had	he	not	at	least	warned	her?

“What	will	you	do	with	him?”	the	girl	asked.
“Have	Doro	take	him	away.”
“Will	Doro	do	that—just	because	you	say	so?”
Anyanwu	winced,	 just	 because	 you	 say	 so.	…How	 long	 had

things	 been	 going	 on	 on	 the	 plantation	 just	 because	 she	 said	 so?
People	had	been	content	with	what	she	said.	If	 they	had	problems
they	could	not	solve,	they	came	to	her.	If	they	quarreled	and	could
not	 settle	 matters	 themselves,	 they	 came	 to	 her.	 She	 had	 never
invited	them	to	come	to	her	with	their	 troubles,	but	she	had	never
turned	 them	away	either.	They	had	made	her	 their	 final	authority.
Now	her	eleven-year-old	daughter	wanted	to	know	if	a	thing	would
happen	just	because	she	said	so.	Her	eleven-year-old!	It	had	taken
time,	 patience,	 and	 at	 least	 some	 wisdom	 to	 build	 the	 people’s
confidence	in	her.	It	 took	only	a	few	weeks	of	Doro’s	presence	to
erode	that	confidence	so	badly	that	even	her	children	doubted	her.



“Will	Doro	take	him	away?”	the	girl	persisted.
“Yes,”	Anyanwu	said	quietly.	“I	will	see	to	it.”

That	night,	Stephen	walked	in	his	sleep	for	the	first	time	in	his
life.	He	walked	out	onto	the	upper	gallery	of	the	porch	and	fell	or
jumped	off.

There	was	no	disturbance;	Stephen	did	not	cry	out.	At	dawn,
old	Luisa	 found	him	 sprawled	on	 the	ground,	 his	 neck	 so	 twisted
that	Luisa	was	not	surprised	to	find	his	body	cold.

The	 old	woman	 climbed	 the	 stairs	 herself	 to	wake	Anyanwu
and	 take	 her	 to	 an	 upstairs	 sitting	 room	 away	 from	 the	 young
daughter	who	was	sleeping	with	her.	The	daughter,	Helen,	slept	on,
content,	moving	over	a	little	into	the	warm	place	Anyanwu	had	left.

In	 the	 sitting	 room,	 Luisa	 stood	 hesitant,	 silent	 before
Anyanwu,	 longing	 for	 a	way	 to	 ease	 the	 terrible	 news.	Anyanwu
did	 not	 know	 how	 she	 was	 loved,	 Luisa	 thought.	 She	 gathered
people	 to	 her	 and	 cared	 for	 them	 and	 helped	 them	 care	 for	 each
other.	 Luisa	 had	 a	 sensitivity	 that	 had	made	 closeness	with	 other
people	 a	 torture	 to	 her	 for	 most	 of	 her	 life.	 Somehow,	 she	 had
endured	 a	 childhood	 and	 adolescence	 on	 a	 true	 plantation,	where
the	 ordinary	 accepted	 cruelties	 of	 slaveholder	 to	 slave	 drove	 her
away	into	a	marriage	that	she	should	not	have	made.	People	thought
she	 was	 merely	 kind	 and	 womanishly	 unrealistic	 to	 be	 in	 such
sympathy	with	slaves.	They	did	not	understand	that	far	too	much	of
the	time,	she	literally	felt	what	the	slaves	felt,	shared	fragments	of
their	meager	pleasure	and	far	too	many	fragments	of	their	pain.	She
had	 had	 none	 of	 Stephen’s	 control,	 had	 never	 completed	 the
agonizing	 change	 that	 she	knew	had	 come	 to	 the	young	man	 two
years	 before.	 The	 man-thing	 called	 Doro	 had	 told	 her	 this	 was
because	her	ancestry	was	wrong.	He	said	she	was	descended	from
his	people.	It	was	his	fault	then	that	she	had	lived	her	life	knowing
of	 her	 husband’s	 contempt	 and	 her	 children’s	 indifference.	 It	was
his	fault	that	she	had	been	sixty	years	old	before	she	found	people
whose	presence	 she	could	endure	without	pain—people	 she	could
love	 and	 be	 loved	 by.	 She	was	 “grandmother”	 to	 all	 the	 children



here.	Some	of	them	actually	lived	in	her	cabin	because	their	parents
could	not	or	would	not	care	for	 them.	Luisa	thought	some	parents
were	 too	 sensitive	 to	 any	 negative	 or	 rebellious	 feelings	 in	 their
children.	 Anyanwu	 thought	 it	 was	 more	 than	 that—that	 some
people	 did	 not	 want	 any	 children	 around	 them,	 rebellious	 or	 not.
She	said	some	of	Doro’s	people	were	 that	way.	Anyanwu	 took	 in
stray	children	herself—as	well	as	stray	adults.	Her	son	had	shown
signs	of	becoming	much	like	her.	Now,	that	son	was	dead.

“What	is	it?”	Anyanwu	asked	her.	“What	has	happened?”
“An	accident,”	Luisa	said,	longing	to	spare	her.
“Is	it	Joseph?”
“Joseph!”	That	son	of	a	whore	Doro	had	brought	to	marry	one

of	Anyanwu’s	daughters.	“Would	I	care	if	it	were	Joseph?”
“Who	then?	Tell	me,	Luisa.”
The	 old	 woman	 took	 a	 deep	 breath.	 “Your	 son,”	 she	 said.

“Stephen	is	dead.”
There	 was	 a	 long,	 terrible	 silence.	 Anyanwu	 sat	 frozen,

stunned.	Luisa	wished	she	would	wail	with	a	mother’s	grief	so	that
Luisa	could	comfort	her.	But	Anyanwu	never	wailed.

“How	could	he	die?”	Anyanwu	whispered.	“He	was	nineteen.
He	was	a	healer.	How	could	he	die?”

“I	don’t	know.	He	…	fell.”
“From	where?”
“Upstairs.	From	the	gallery.”
“But	how?	Why?”
“How	 can	 I	 know,	 Anyanwu?	 It	 happened	 last	 night.	 It	 …

must	have.	I	only	found	him	a	few	moments	ago.”
“Show	me!”
She	would	 have	 gone	 down	 in	 her	 gown,	 but	Luisa	 seized	 a

cloak	from	her	bedroom	and	wrapped	her	in	it.	She	noticed	as	she
left	with	Anyanwu	 that	 the	 little	girl	was	moving	 restlessly	 in	her
sleep,	moaning	softly.	A	nightmare?

Outside,	others	had	discovered	Stephen’s	body.	Two	children
stood	 back,	 staring	 at	 him	wide-eyed,	 and	 a	 woman	 knelt	 beside
him	wailing	as	Anyanwu	would	not.



The	 woman	 was	 Iye,	 a	 tall,	 handsome,	 solemn	 woman	 of
utterly	confused	ancestry—French	and	African,	Spanish	and	Indian.
The	mixture	 blended	 all	 too	well	 in	 her.	 Luisa	 knew	 her	 to	 have
thirty-six	years,	 but	 she	 could	have	passed	 easily	 for	 a	woman	of
twenty-six	 or	 even	 younger.	 The	 children	 were	 her	 son	 and
daughter	 and	 the	 one	 in	 her	 belly	 would	 be	 Stephen’s	 son	 or
daughter.	She	had	married	a	husband	who	loved	wine	better	than	he
could	love	any	woman,	and	wine	had	finally	killed	him.	Anyanwu
had	 found	her	 destitute	with	her	 two	babies,	 selling	herself	 to	 get
food	 for	 them,	and	considering	very	 seriously	whether	 she	 should
take	 her	 husband’s	 rusty	 knife	 and	 cut	 their	 throats	 and	 then	 her
own.

Anyanwu	had	given	her	a	home	and	hope.	Stephen,	when	he
was	 old	 enough,	 had	 given	 her	 something	 more.	 Luisa	 could
remember	Anyanwu	shaking	her	head	over	the	match,	saying,	“She
is	like	a	bitch	in	heat	around	him!	You	would	never	know	from	her
behavior	that	she	could	be	his	mother.”

And	Luisa	had	laughed.	“You	should	hear	yourself,	Anyanwu.
Better	yet,	you	should	see	yourself	when	you	find	a	man	 that	you
want.”

“I	am	not	like	that!”	Anyanwu	had	been	indignant.
“Of	 course	 not.	 You	 are	 very	 much	 better—and	 very	 much

older.”
And	Anyanwu,	being	Anyanwu,	had	gone	from	angry	silence

to	easy	laughter.	“No	doubt	he	will	be	a	better	husband	someday	for
having	known	her,”	she	said.

“Or	 perhaps	 he	 will	 surprise	 you	 and	 marry	 her,”	 Luisa
countered.	“Despite	their	ages,	there	is	more	than	the	ordinary	pull
between	them.	She	is	like	him.	She	has	some	of	what	he	has,	some
of	 the	power.	She	cannot	use	 it,	but	 it	 is	 there.	 I	can	feel	 it	 in	her
sometimes—especially	 in	 those	 times	 when	 she	 is	 hottest	 after
him.”

Anyanwu	 had	 ignored	 this,	 preferring	 to	 believe	 that
eventually	 her	 son	 would	 make	 a	 suitable	 marriage.	 Even	 now,
Luisa	did	not	know	whether	Anyanwu	knew	of	 the	 child	 coming.



There	was	nothing	showing	yet,	but	Iye	had	told	Luisa.	She	would
not	have	told	Anyanwu.

Now,	Anyanwu	went	to	the	body,	bent	to	touch	the	cold	flesh
of	the	throat.	Iye	saw	her	and	started	to	move	away,	but	Anyanwu
caught	her	hand.	“We	both	mourn,”	she	said	softly.	Iye	hid	her	face
and	 continued	 to	weep.	 It	was	 her	 youngest	 child,	 a	 boy	 of	 eight
years,	whose	scream	stopped	both	her	crying	and	Anyanwu’s	more
silent	grief.

At	the	boy’s	cry,	everyone	looked	at	him,	then	upward	at	the
gallery	where	 he	was	 looking.	 There,	Helen	was	 slowly	 climbing
over	the	railing.

Instantly,	 Anyanwu	 moved.	 Luisa	 had	 never	 seen	 a	 human
being	move	 that	 quickly.	When	 Helen	 jumped,	 Anyanwu	 was	 in
position	 beneath	 her.	 Anyanwu	 caught	 her	 in	 careful,	 cushioning
fashion,	so	that	even	though	the	girl	had	dived	off	the	railing	head
first,	her	head	did	not	 strike	 the	ground.	Neither	her	head	nor	her
neck	 were	 injured.	 She	 was	 almost	 as	 large	 as	 Anyanwu,	 but
Anyanwu	was	 clearly	 not	 troubled	 by	 her	 size	 or	 weight.	 By	 the
time	Luisa	realized	what	was	happening,	it	was	over.	Anyanwu	was
calming	her	weeping	daughter.

“Why	did	she	do	it?”	Luisa	asked.	“What	is	happening?”
Anyanwu	shook	her	head,	clearly	frightened,	bewildered.
“It	was	Joseph,”	Helen	said	at	last.	“He	moved	my	legs	again.

I	thought	it	was	only	a	dream	until	…”	She	looked	up	at	the	gallery,
then	at	her	mother	who	still	held	her.	She	began	to	cry	again.

“Obiageli,”	Anyanwu	 said.	 “Stay	here	with	Luisa.	Stay	here.
I’m	going	up	to	see	him.”

But	 the	 child	 clung	 to	 Anyanwu	 and	 screamed	 when	 Luisa
tried	to	pry	her	loose.	Anyanwu	could	have	pried	her	loose	easily,
but	she	chose	to	spend	a	few	moments	more	comforting	her.	When
Helen	was	calmer,	it	was	Iye,	not	Luisa,	who	took	her.

“Keep	her	with	you,”	Anyanwu	said.	“Don’t	let	her	go	into	the
house.	Don’t	let	anyone	in.”

“What	will	you	do?”	Iye	asked.
Anyanwu	 did	 not	 answer.	 Her	 body	 had	 already	 begun	 to



change.	She	threw	off	her	cloak	and	her	gown.	By	the	time	she	was
naked,	 her	 body	was	 clearly	 no	 longer	 human.	She	was	 changing
very	quickly,	becoming	a	great	cat	this	time	instead	of	the	familiar
large	dog.	A	great	spotted	cat.

When	 the	 change	 was	 complete,	 she	 went	 to	 the	 door,	 and
Luisa	opened	it	for	her.	Luisa	started	to	follow	her	in.	There	would
be	at	least	one	other	door	that	needed	opening,	after	all.	But	the	cat
turned	and	uttered	a	loud	coughing	cry.	It	barred	Luisa’s	path	until
she	turned	and	went	outside	again.

“My	God,”	whispered	Iye	as	Luisa	returned.	“I’m	never	afraid
of	her	until	she	does	something	like	that	right	in	front	of	me.”

Luisa	 ignored	her,	went	 to	Stephen	and	straightened	his	neck
and	body,	then	covered	him	with	Anyanwu’s	discarded	cloak.

“What’s	she	going	to	do?”	Iye	asked.
“Kill	Joseph,”	Helen	said	gently.
“Kill?”	 Iye	 stared	 uncomprehending	 into	 the	 small	 solemn

face.
“Yes,”	the	child	said.	“And	she	ought	to	kill	Doro	too	before

he	brings	us	somebody	worse.”

In	 leopard	 form,	Anyanwu	 padded	 down	 the	 hall	 and	 up	 the
main	stairs,	then	up	the	narrower	stairs	to	the	attic.	She	was	hungry.
She	had	changed	a	little	too	quickly,	and	she	knew	she	would	have
to	eat	soon.	She	would	control	herself,	though;	she	would	eat	none
of	 Joseph’s	 disgusting	 flesh.	 Better	 to	 eat	 stinking	meat	 crawling
with	 maggots!	 How	 could	 even	 Doro	 have	 brought	 her	 human
vermin	like	Joseph?

His	door	was	shut,	but	Anyanwu	opened	it	with	a	single	blow
of	her	paw.	There	was	a	hoarse	sound	of	surprise	from	inside.	Then,
as	 she	bounded	 into	 the	 room,	 something	plucked	at	her	 forelegs,
and	she	went	sliding	on	chin	and	chest	to	jam	her	face	against	his
washstand.	 It	hurt,	 but	 she	could	 ignore	 the	pain.	What	 she	could
not	ignore	was	the	fear.	She	had	hoped	to	surprise	him,	catch	him
before	he	could	use	his	ability.	She	had	even	hoped	 that	he	could
not	stop	her	while	she	was	in	a	nonhuman	form.	Now,	she	gave	her



tearing,	coughing	roar	of	anger	and	of	fear	that	she	might	fail.
For	an	instant,	her	legs	were	free.	Perhaps	she	had	frightened

him	 into	 losing	 control.	 It	 did	 not	 matter.	 She	 leaped,	 claws
extended,	as	though	to	the	back	of	a	running	deer.

Joseph	screamed	and	threw	his	arms	up	to	shield	his	throat.	At
the	same	moment,	he	controlled	her	legs	again.	He	was	inhumanly
quick	 in	 his	 desperation.	 Anyanwu	 knew	 that	 because	 she	 was
inhumanly	quick	all	the	time.

Sensation	 left	 her	 legs,	 and	 she	 almost	 toppled	 off	 him.	 She
seized	 a	 hold	 with	 her	 teeth,	 sinking	 them	 into	 one	 of	 his	 arms,
tearing	away	flesh,	meaning	to	get	at	the	throat.

Feeling	 returned	 to	 her	 legs,	 but	 suddenly	 she	 could	 not
breathe.	Her	throat	felt	closed,	blocked	somehow.

Instantly,	she	located	the	blockage,	opened	a	place	beneath	it
—a	 hole	 in	 her	 throat	 through	which	 to	 breathe.	And	 she	 got	 his
throat	between	her	teeth.

Utterly	 desperate,	 he	 jammed	 his	 fingers	 in	 the	 newly-made
breathing	hole.

At	another	 time	with	other	prey,	 she	might	have	collapsed	at
the	 sudden,	 raw	 agony.	 But	 now	 the	 image	 of	 her	 dead	 son	 was
before	her,	and	her	daughter	nearly	dead	in	the	same	way.	What	if
he	had	merely	closed	 their	 throats	as	he	had	 just	closed	hers?	She
might	never	have	known	for	sure.	He	might	have	gotten	away	with
it.

She	ripped	his	throat	out.
He	was	dying	when	she	gave	way	to	her	own	pain.	He	was	too

far	 gone	 to	 hurt	 her	 any	more.	He	died	with	 soft	 bubbling	 noises
and	much	bleeding	as	she	lay	across	him	reviving	herself,	mending
herself.	She	was	hungry.	Great	God,	she	was	hungry.	The	smell	of
blood	filled	her	nostrils	as	she	restored	her	normal	breathing	ability,
and	the	smell	and	the	flesh	beneath	her	tormented	her.

She	got	up	quickly	and	loped	down	the	narrow	stairs,	down	the
main	 stairs.	 There,	 she	 hesitated.	 She	 wanted	 food	 before	 she
changed	again.	She	was	sick	with	hunger	now.	She	would	be	mad
with	it	if	she	had	to	change	to	order	food.



Luisa	 came	 into	 the	 house,	 saw	 her,	 and	 stopped.	 The	 old
woman	was	not	afraid	of	her.	There	was	none	of	 that	 teasing	 fear
smell	to	make	her	change	swiftly	before	she	lost	her	head.

“Is	he	dead?”	the	old	woman	asked.
Anyanwu	 lowered	 her	 cat	 head	 in	what	 she	 hoped	would	 be

taken	for	a	nod.
“Good	riddance,”	Luisa	said.	“Are	you	hungry?”
Two	more	quick	nods.
“Go	into	 the	dining	room.	I’ll	bring	food.”	She	went	 through

the	 house	 and	 out	 toward	 the	 kitchen.	 She	 was	 a	 good,	 steady,
sensible	 friend.	She	did	more	 than	sewing	for	her	keep.	Anyanwu
would	have	kept	her	if	she	had	done	nothing	at	all.	But	she	was	so
old.	Over	seventy.	Soon	some	frailty	that	Anyanwu	could	not	make
a	 medicine	 for	 would	 take	 her	 life	 and	 another	 friend	 would	 be
gone.	People	were	temporary.	So	temporary.

Disobeying	 orders,	 Iye	 and	Helen	 came	 in	 through	 the	 front
door	and	saw	Anyanwu,	still	bloody	from	her	kill,	and	not	yet	gone
to	 the	dining	 room.	 If	not	 for	 the	presence	of	 the	child,	Anyanwu
would	have	roared	her	anger	and	discomfort	at	Iye.	She	did	not	like
having	her	children	 see	her	at	 such	a	 time.	She	 loped	away	down
the	hall	to	the	dining	room.	Iye	stayed	where	she	was,	but	allowed
Helen	 to	 follow	 Anyanwu.	 Anyanwu,	 struggling	 with	 fear	 smell,
blood	smell,	hunger,	and	anger,	did	not	notice	 the	child	until	 they
were	both	in	 the	dining	room.	There,	wearily,	Anyanwu	lay	down
on	a	rug	before	the	cold	fireplace.	Fearlessly,	the	child	came	to	sit
on	the	rug	beside	her.

Anyanwu	looked	up,	knowing	that	her	face	was	smeared	with
blood	 and	 wishing	 she	 had	 cleaned	 herself	 before	 she	 came
downstairs.	 Cleaned	 herself	 and	 left	 her	 daughter	 in	 the	 care	 of
someone	more	reliable.

Helen	stroked	her,	 fingered	her	 spots,	 caressed	her	as	 though
she	 were	 a	 large	 house	 cat.	 Like	 most	 children	 born	 on	 the
plantation,	 she	 had	 seen	Anyanwu	 change	 her	 shape	many	 times.
She	was	 as	 accepting	 of	 the	 leopard	 now	 as	 she	 had	 been	 of	 the
black	dog	and	the	white	man	named	Warrick	who	had	to	put	in	an



occasional	 appearance	 for	 the	 sake	 of	 the	 neighbors.	 Somehow,
under	the	child’s	hands,	Anyanwu	began	to	relax.	After	a	while,	she
began	to	purr.

“Agu,”	 the	 little	 girl	 said	 softly.	 This	 was	 one	 of	 the	 few
words	 of	 Anyanwu’s	 language	 Helen	 knew.	 It	 meant	 simply,
“leopard.”	 “Agu,”	 she	 repeated.	 “Be	 this	 way	 for	 Doro.	 He
wouldn’t	dare	hurt	us	while	you’re	this	way.”



Chapter	Thirteen

DORO	RETURNED	A	MONTH	after	Joseph	Toler’s	grisly	corpse	had	been
buried	 in	 the	weed	 patch	 that	 had	 once	 been	 a	 slaves’	 graveyard,
and	Stephen	Ifeyinwa	Mgbada	had	been	buried	in	ground	that	had
once	been	set	aside	for	the	master	and	his	family.	Joseph	would	be
very	lonely	in	his	slave	plot.	No	one	else	had	been	buried	as	a	slave
since	Anyanwu	bought	the	plantation.

Doro	 arrived	 knowing	 through	 his	 special	 senses	 that	 both
Joseph	and	Stephen	were	dead.	He	arrived	with	replacements—two
boy	 children	 no	 older	 than	 Helen.	 He	 arrived	 unannounced	 and
walked	through	the	front	door	as	though	he	owned	the	house.

Anyanwu,	unaware	of	his	presence,	was	in	the	library	writing
out	 a	 list	 of	 supplies	 needed	 for	 the	 plantation.	 So	 much	 was
purchased	now	instead	of	homemade.	Soap,	ordinary	cloth,	candles
—even	 some	 medicines	 purchased	 ready-made	 could	 be	 trusted,
though	sometimes	not	for	the	purposes	their	makers	intended.	And
of	 course,	 new	 tools	were	needed.	Two	mules	 had	died	 and	 three
others	were	old	and	would	soon	need	replacing.	Field	hands	needed
shoes,	hats.	…It	was	cheaper	 to	have	people	working	in	the	fields
bringing	 in	 large	harvests	 than	 it	was	 to	have	 them	making	 things
that	 could	 be	 bought	 cheaply	 elsewhere.	 That	 was	 especially
important	here,	where	there	were	no	slaves,	where	people	were	paid
for	their	work	and	supplied	with	decent	housing	and	good	food.	It
cost	more	to	keep	people	decently.	If	Anyanwu	had	not	been	a	good
manager,	she	would	have	had	to	return	to	the	sea	much	more	often
for	the	wearisome	task	of	finding	and	robbing	sunken	vessels,	then
carrying	 away	 gold	 and	 precious	 stones—usually	 within	 her	 own
body.

She	was	adding	a	 long	column	of	 figures	when	Doro	entered
with	the	two	little	boys.	She	turned	at	the	sound	of	his	footsteps	and
saw	a	pale,	lean,	angular	man	with	lank,	black	hair	and	two	fingers



missing	from	the	hand	he	used	 to	 lower	himself	 into	 the	armchair
near	her	desk.

“It’s	me,”	he	said	wearily.	“Order	us	a	meal,	would	you?	We
haven’t	had	a	decent	one	for	some	time.”

How	courteous	of	him	to	ask	her	to	give	the	order,	she	thought
bitterly.	Just	then,	one	of	her	daughters	came	to	the	door,	stopped,
and	 looked	 at	 Doro	 with	 alarm.	 Anyanwu	 was	 in	 her	 youthful
female	shape,	after	all.	But	Edward	Warrick	was	known	to	have	a
handsome,	educated	black	mistress.

“We’ll	be	having	supper	early,”	Anyanwu	told	the	girl.	“Have
Rita	get	whatever	she	can	ready	as	quickly	as	possible.”

The	girl	 vanished	obediently,	playing	her	 role	 as	 a	maid,	not
knowing	the	white	stranger	was	only	Doro.

Anyanwu	 stared	 at	 Doro’s	 latest	 body	 wanting	 to	 scream	 at
him,	order	him	out	of	her	house.	It	was	because	of	him	that	her	son
was	dead.	He	had	let	the	snake	loose	among	her	children.	And	what
had	he	brought	with	him	this	time?	Young	snakes?	God,	she	longed
to	be	rid	of	him!

“Did	they	kill	each	other?”	Doro	asked	her,	and	the	two	little
boys	 looked	at	him	wide-eyed.	 If	 they	were	not	young	 snakes,	he
would	teach	them	to	crawl.	Clearly,	he	did	not	care	what	was	said
before	them.

She	ignored	Doro.	“Are	you	hungry	now?”	she	asked	the	boys.
One	nodded,	a	little	shy.	“I	am!”	the	other	said	quickly.
“Come	with	me	then,”	she	said.	“Rita	will	give	you	bread	and

peach	 preserve.”	 She	 noticed	 that	 they	 did	 not	 look	 to	 Doro	 for
permission	to	leave.	They	jumped	up,	followed	her,	and	ran	out	to
the	 kitchen	 when	 she	 pointed	 it	 out	 to	 them.	 Rita	 would	 not	 be
pleased.	 It	was	enough,	 surely,	 to	ask	her	 to	 rush	 supper.	But	 she
would	 feed	 the	 children	 and	 perhaps	 send	 them	 to	 Luisa	 until
Anyanwu	called	for	them.	Sighing,	Anyanwu	went	back	to	Doro.

“You	 were	 always	 one	 to	 overprotect	 children,”	 he
commented.

“I	only	allow	them	to	be	children	for	as	long	as	they	will,”	she
said.	 “They	 will	 grow	 up	 and	 learn	 of	 sorrow	 and	 evil	 quickly



enough.”
“Tell	me	about	Stephen	and	Joseph.”
She	 went	 to	 her	 desk,	 sat	 down,	 and	 wondered	 whether	 she

could	discuss	this	calmly	with	him.	She	had	wept	and	cursed	him	so
many	times.	But	neither	weeping	nor	cursing	would	move	him.

“Why	 did	 you	 bring	 me	 a	 man	 without	 telling	 me	 what	 he
could	do?”	she	asked	quietly.

“What	did	he	do?”
Anyanwu	 told	 him,	 told	 him	 everything,	 and	 ended	with	 the

same	falsely	calm	question.	“Why	did	you	bring	me	a	man	without
telling	me	what	he	could	do?”

“Call	Margaret,”	 Doro	 said,	 ignoring	 her	 question.	Margaret
was	the	daughter	who	had	married	Joseph.

“Why?”
“Because	 when	 I	 brought	 Joseph	 here,	 he	 couldn’t	 do

anything.	Not	anything.	He	was	 just	good	breeding	stock	with	 the
potential	to	father	useful	children.	He	must	have	had	a	transition	in
spite	of	his	age,	and	he	must	have	had	it	here.”

“I	 would	 have	 known.	 I’m	 called	 here	 whenever	 anyone	 is
sick.	And	there	were	no	signs	that	he	was	approaching	transition.”

“Get	Margaret.	Let’s	talk	to	her.”
Anyanwu	did	not	want	 to	call	 the	girl.	Margaret	had	suffered

more	 than	 anyone	 over	 the	 killings,	 had	 lost	 both	 the	 beautiful,
worthless	husband	she	had	loved,	and	the	younger	brother	she	had
adored.	 She	 had	 not	 even	 a	 child	 to	 console	 her.	 Joseph	 had	 not
managed	 to	 make	 her	 pregnant.	 In	 the	 month	 since	 his	 and
Stephen’s	 death,	 the	 girl	 had	 become	 gaunt	 and	 solemn.	 She	 had
always	been	a	lively	girl	who	talked	too	much	and	laughed	and	kept
people	around	her	amused.	Now,	she	hardly	spoke	at	all.	She	was
literally	sick	with	grief.	Recently,	Helen	had	taken	to	sleeping	with
her	and	following	her	around	during	the	day,	helping	her	with	her
work	or	merely	keeping	her	company.	Anyanwu	had	watched	 this
warily	 at	 first,	 thinking	 that	 Margaret	 might	 resent	 Helen	 as	 the
cause	of	Joseph’s	trouble—Margaret	was	not	in	the	most	rational	of
moods—but	 this	 was	 clearly	 not	 the	 case.	 “She’s	 getting	 better,”



Helen	told	Anyanwu	confidentially.	“She	was	by	herself	too	much
before.”	 The	 little	 girl	 possessed	 an	 interesting	 combination	 of
ruthlessness,	 kindness,	 and	 keen	 perception.	 Anyanwu	 hoped
desperately	 Doro	 would	 never	 notice	 her.	 But	 the	 older	 girl	 was
painfully	 vulnerable.	 And	 now,	Doro	meant	 to	 tear	 open	wounds
that	had	only	just	begun	to	heal.

“Let	her	alone	for	a	while,	Doro.	This	has	hurt	her	more	than
it’s	hurt	anyone	else.”

“Call	her,	Anyanwu,	or	I	will.”
Loathing	 him,	Anyanwu	went	 to	 find	Margaret.	The	 girl	 did

not	work	in	the	fields	as	some	of	Anyanwu’s	children	did,	thus	she
was	 nearby.	 She	 was	 in	 the	 washhouse	 sweating	 and	 ironing	 a
dress.	Helen	was	with	her,	sprinkling	and	rolling	other	clothing.

“Leave	 that	 for	 a	while,”	Anyanwu	 told	Margaret.	 “Come	 in
with	me.”

“What	 is	 it?”	Margaret	asked.	She	put	one	 iron	down	to	heat
and,	without	thinking,	picked	up	another.

“Doro,”	Anyanwu	said	softly.
Margaret	froze,	holding	the	heavy	iron	motionless	and	upright

in	 the	air.	Anyanwu	took	 it	 from	her	hand	and	put	 it	down	on	 the
bricks	of	the	hearth	far	from	the	fire.	She	moved	the	other	two	irons
away	from	where	they	were	heating.

“Don’t	try	to	iron	anything,”	she	told	Helen.	“I	have	enough	of
a	bill	for	cloth	now.”

Helen	 said	 nothing	 only	 watched	 as	 Anyanwu	 led	Margaret
away.

Outside	 the	 washhouse,	 Margaret	 began	 to	 tremble.	 “What
does	he	want	with	me?	Why	can’t	he	leave	us	alone?”

“He	will	never	leave	us	alone,”	Anyanwu	said	flatly.
Margaret	blinked,	looked	at	Anyanwu.	“What	shall	I	do?”
“Answer	his	questions—all	of	them,	even	if	they	are	personal

and	offensive.	Answer	and	tell	him	the	truth.”
“He	scares	me.”
“Good.	There	is	very	much	to	fear.	Answer	him	and	obey	him.

Leave	any	criticizing	or	disagreeing	with	him	to	me.”



There	 was	 silence	 until	 just	 before	 they	 reached	 the	 house.
Then	Margaret	said,	“We’re	your	weakness,	aren’t	we?	You	could
outrun	him	for	a	hundred	more	years	if	not	for	us.”

“I’ve	 never	 been	 content	 without	 my	 own	 around	 me,”
Anyanwu	said.	She	met	 the	girl’s	 light	brown	eyes.	“Why	do	you
think	 I	 have	 all	 these	 children?	 I	 could	 have	 husbands	 and	wives
and	lovers	into	the	next	century	and	never	have	a	child.	Why	should
I	have	so	many	except	that	I	want	them	and	love	them?	If	they	were
burdens	too	heavy	for	me,	they	would	not	be	here.	You	would	not
be	here.”

“But	…	he	uses	us	to	make	you	obey.	I	know	he	does.”
“He	does.	That’s	his	way.”	She	touched	the	smooth,	red-brown

skin	of	the	girl’s	face.	“Nneka,	none	of	this	should	concern	you.	Go
and	 tell	him	what	he	wants	 to	hear,	 then	 forget	about	him.	 I	have
endured	him	before.	I	will	survive.”

“You’ll	 survive	until	 the	world	ends,”	said	 the	girl	 solemnly.
“You	and	him.”	She	shook	her	head.

They	 went	 into	 the	 house	 together	 and	 to	 the	 library	 where
they	 found	 Doro	 sitting	 at	 Anyanwu’s	 desk	 looking	 through	 her
records.

“For	God’s	sake!”	Anyanwu	said	with	disgust.
He	looked	up.	“You’re	a	better	businesswoman	than	I	thought

with	your	views	against	slavery,”	he	said.
To	her	amazement,	the	praise	reached	her.	She	was	not	pleased

that	he	had	gone	snooping	through	her	things,	but	she	was	abruptly
less	annoyed.	She	went	to	the	desk	and	stood	over	him	silently	until
he	 smiled,	 got	 up,	 and	 took	 his	 armchair	 again.	 Margaret	 took
another	chair	and	sat	waiting.

“Did	you	tell	her?”	Doro	asked	Anyanwu.
Anyanwu	shook	her	head.
He	 faced	 Margaret.	 “We	 think	 Joseph	 may	 have	 undergone

transition	while	he	was	here.	Did	he	show	any	signs	of	it?”
Margaret	had	been	watching	Doro’s	new	face,	but	as	he	 said

the	 word	 transition,	 she	 looked	 away,	 studied	 the	 pattern	 of	 the
oriental	rug.



“Tell	me	about	it,”	said	Doro	quietly.
“How	 could	 he	 have?”	 demanded	 Anyanwu.	 “There	 was	 no

sign!”
“He	knew	what	was	happening,”	Margaret	whispered.	“I	knew

too	because	I	saw	it	happen	to	…	to	Stephen.	It	took	much	longer
with	 Stephen	 though.	 For	 Joe	 it	 came	 almost	 all	 at	 once.	He	was
feeling	 bad	 for	 a	 week,	 maybe	 a	 little	 more,	 but	 nobody	 noticed
except	me.	He	made	me	promise	not	to	tell	anyone.	Then	one	night
when	he’d	been	here	for	about	a	month,	he	went	through	the	worst
of	 it.	 I	 thought	 he	would	die,	 but	 he	begged	me	not	 to	 leave	him
alone	or	tell	anyone.”

“Why?”	Anyanwu	demanded.	 “I	 could	have	helped	you	with
him.	You’re	not	strong.	He	must	have	hurt	you.”

Margaret	 nodded.	 “He	 did.	But	…	he	was	 afraid	 of	 you.	He
thought	you	would	tell	Doro.”

“It	wouldn’t	have	made	much	sense	for	her	not	to,”	Doro	said.
Margaret	continued	to	stare	at	the	rug.
“Finish,”	Doro	ordered.
She	wet	her	lips.	“He	was	afraid.	He	said	you	killed	his	brother

when	his	brother’s	transition	ended.”
There	was	 silence.	Anyanwu	 looked	 from	Margaret	 to	Doro.

“Did	you	do	it?”	she	asked	frowning.
“Yes.	I	thought	that	might	be	the	trouble.”
“But	his	brother!	Why,	Doro!”
“His	 brother	 went	 mad	 during	 transition.	 He	 was	 …	 like	 a

lesser	 version	 of	 Nweke.	 In	 his	 pain	 and	 confusion	 he	 killed	 the
man	 who	 was	 helping	 him.	 I	 reached	 him	 before	 he	 could
accidentally	kill	himself,	and	I	took	him.	I	got	five	children	by	his
body	before	I	had	to	give	it	up.”

“Couldn’t	you	have	helped	him?”	Anyanwu	asked.	“Wouldn’t
he	have	come	back	to	his	senses	if	you	had	given	him	time?”

“He	 attacked	 me,	 Anyanwu.	 Salvageable	 people	 don’t	 do
that.”

“But	…”
“He	 was	 mad.	 He	 would	 have	 attacked	 anyone	 who



approached	 him.	He	would	 have	wiped	 out	 his	 family	 if	 I	 hadn’t
been	 there.”	 Doro	 leaned	 back	 and	 wet	 his	 lips,	 and	 Anyanwu
remembered	what	he	had	done	 to	his	own	family	so	 long	ago.	He
had	told	her	that	terrible	story.	“I’m	not	a	healer,”	he	said	softly.	“I
save	life	in	the	only	way	I	can.”

“I	 had	 not	 thought	 you	 bothered	 to	 save	 it	 at	 all,”	Anyanwu
said	bitterly.

He	looked	at	her.	“Your	son	is	dead,”	he	said.	“I’m	sorry.	He
would	 have	 been	 a	 fine	man.	 I	would	 never	 have	 brought	 Joseph
here	if	I	had	known	they	would	be	dangerous	to	each	other.”

He	 seemed	utterly	 sincere.	 She	 could	not	 recall	 the	 last	 time
she	 had	 heard	 him	 apologize	 for	 anything.	 She	 stared	 at	 him,
confused.

“Joe	 didn’t	 say	 anything	 about	 his	 brother	 going	 crazy,”
Margaret	said.

“Joseph	didn’t	 live	with	his	family,”	Doro	said.	“He	couldn’t
get	along	with	them,	so	I	found	foster	parents	for	him.”

“Oh	 …”	 Margaret	 looked	 away,	 seeming	 to	 understand,	 to
accept.	No	more	than	half	the	children	on	the	plantation	lived	with
their	parents.

“Margaret?”
She	 looked	 up	 at	 him,	 then	 quickly	 looked	 down	 again.	 He

was	being	remarkably	gentle	with	her,	but	she	was	still	afraid.
“Are	you	pregnant?”	he	asked.
“I	wish	I	were,”	she	whispered.	She	was	beginning	to	cry.
“All	right,”	Doro	said,	“All	right,	that’s	all.”
She	 got	 up	 quickly	 and	 left	 the	 room.	When	 she	 was	 gone,

Anyanwu	 said,	 “Doro,	 Joseph	 was	 too	 old	 for	 a	 transition!
Everything	you	taught	me	says	he	was	too	old.”

“He	was	twenty-four.	I	haven’t	seen	anyone	change	at	that	age
before,	but	…”	He	hesitated,	changed	direction.	“You	never	asked
about	his	ancestry,	Anyanwu.”

“I	never	wanted	to	know.”
“You	do	know.	He’s	your	descendant,	of	course.”
She	 made	 herself	 shrug.	 “You	 said	 you	 would	 bring	 my



grandchildren.”
“He	 was	 the	 grandchild	 of	 your	 grandchildren.	 Both	 his

parents	trace	their	descent	back	to	you.”
“Why	do	you	tell	me	that	now?	I	don’t	want	to	know	any	more

about	it.	He’s	dead!”
“He’s	 Isaac’s	 descendant	 too,”	 Doro	 continued	 relentlessly.

“People	 of	 Isaac’s	 line	 are	 sometimes	 a	 little	 late	 going	 into
transition,	 though	 Joseph	 is	 about	 as	 late	 as	 I’ve	 seen.	 The	 two
children	I’ve	brought	to	you	are	sons	of	his	brother’s	body.”

“No!”	Anyanwu	 stared	 at	 him.	 “Take	 them	 away!	 I	want	 no
more	of	that	kind	near	me!”

“You	have	them.	Teach	them	and	guide	them	as	you	do	your
own	children.	I	told	you	your	descendants	would	not	be	easy	to	care
for.	You	chose	to	care	for	them	anyway.”

She	said	nothing.	He	made	it	sound	as	though	her	choice	had
been	free,	as	though	he	had	not	coerced	her	into	choosing.

“If	I	had	found	you	earlier,	I	would	have	brought	them	to	you
when	they	were	even	younger,”	he	said.	“Since	I	didn’t,	you’ll	have
to	 do	 what	 you	 can	 with	 them	 now.	 Teach	 them	 responsibility,
pride,	honor.	Teach	 them	whatever	you	 taught	Stephen.	But	don’t
be	foolish	enough	to	teach	them	you	believe	they’ll	grow	up	to	be
criminals.	They’ll	be	powerful	men	someday	and	 they’re	 liable	 to
fulfill	your	expectations—either	way.”

Still	she	said	nothing.	What	was	there	for	her	 to	say—or	do?
He	would	be	obeyed,	or	he	would	make	her	life	and	her	children’s
lives	not	worth	living—if	he	did	not	kill	them	outright.

“You	have	 five	 to	 ten	 years	 before	 the	 boys’	 transitions,”	 he
said.	 “They	will	 have	 transitions;	 I’m	 as	 sure	 as	 I	 can	 be	 of	 that.
Their	ancestry	is	just	right.”

“Are	they	mine,	or	will	you	interfere	with	them?”
“Until	their	transitions,	they’re	yours.”
“And	then?”
“I’ll	breed	them,	of	course.”
Of	 course.	 “Let	 them	 marry	 and	 stay	 here.	 If	 they	 fit	 here,

they’ll	want	to	stay.	How	can	they	become	responsible	men	if	their



only	future	is	to	be	bred?”
Doro	 laughed	 aloud,	 opening	 his	 mouth	 wide	 to	 show	 the

empty	 spaces	 of	 several	 missing	 teeth.	 “Do	 you	 hear	 yourself,
woman?	First	you	want	no	part	of	them,	now	you	don’t	want	to	let
go	of	them	even	when	they’re	grown.”

She	waited	silently	until	he	stopped	laughing,	then	asked:	“Do
you	think	I’m	willing	to	throw	away	any	child,	Doro?	If	there	is	a
chance	for	those	boys	to	grow	up	better	than	Joseph,	why	shouldn’t
I	try	to	give	them	that	chance?	If,	when	they	grow	up,	they	can	be
men	instead	of	dogs	who	know	nothing	except	how	to	climb	onto
one	female	after	another,	why	shouldn’t	I	try	to	help?”

He	 sobered.	 “I	 knew	 you	 would	 help—and	 not	 grudgingly.
Don’t	you	think	I	know	you	by	now,	Anyanwu?”

Oh,	he	knew	her—knew	how	to	use	her.	“Will	you	do	it	then?
Let	them	marry	and	stay	here	if	they	fit?”

“Yes.”
She	looked	down,	examining	the	rug	pattern	that	had	held	so

much	 of	Margaret’s	 attention.	 “Will	 you	 take	 them	 away	 if	 they
don’t	fit,	can’t	fit,	like	Joseph?”

“Yes,”	he	repeated.	“Their	seed	is	too	valuable	to	be	wasted.”
He	thought	of	nothing	else.	Nothing!
“Shall	I	stay	with	you	for	a	while,	Anyanwu?”
She	 stared	 at	 him	 in	 surprise,	 and	 he	 looked	 back	 neutral-

faced,	waiting	for	an	answer.	Was	he	asking	a	real	question,	then?
“Will	you	go	if	I	ask	you	to?”

“Yes.”
Yes.	 He	 was	 saying	 that	 so	 often	 now,	 being	 so	 gentle	 and

cooperative—for	him.	He	had	come	courting	again.
“Go,”	 she	 said	 as	 gently	 as	 she	 could.	 “Your	 presence	 is

disruptive	here,	Doro.	You	frighten	my	people.”	Now.	Let	him	keep
his	word.

He	shrugged,	nodded.	“Tomorrow	morning,”	he	said.
And	the	next	morning,	he	was	gone.
Perhaps	 an	 hour	 after	 his	 departure,	 Helen	 and	 Luisa	 came

hand	 in	 hand	 to	 Anyanwu	 to	 tell	 her	 that	 Margaret	 had	 hanged



herself	from	a	beam	in	the	washhouse.

For	a	time	after	Margaret’s	death,	Anyanwu	felt	a	sickness	that
she	 could	 not	 dispel.	 Grief.	 Two	 children	 lost	 so	 close	 together.
Somehow,	she	never	got	used	to	losing	children—especially	young
children,	 children	 it	 seemed	 had	 been	 with	 her	 for	 only	 a	 few
moments.	How	many	had	she	buried	now?

At	 the	 funeral,	 the	 two	 little	boys	Doro	had	brought	 saw	her
crying	 and	 came	 to	 take	 her	 hands	 and	 stand	 with	 her	 solemnly.
They	 seemed	 to	 be	 adopting	 her	 as	 mother	 and	 Luisa	 as
grandmother.	They	were	fitting	in	surprisingly	well,	but	Anyanwu
found	herself	wondering	how	long	they	would	last.

“Go	to	the	sea,”	Luisa	told	her	when	she	would	not	eat,	when
she	became	more	and	more	listless.	“The	sea	cleanses	you.	I	have
seen	it.	Go	and	be	a	fish	for	a	while.”

“I’m	all	right,”	Anyanwu	said	automatically.
Luisa	swept	that	aside	with	a	sound	of	disgust.	“You	are	not	all

right!	You	are	acting	like	the	child	you	appear	to	be!	Get	away	from
here	for	a	while.	Give	yourself	a	rest	and	us	a	rest	from	you.”

The	words	 startled	 Anyanwu	 out	 of	 her	 listlessness.	 “A	 rest
from	me?”

“Those	of	us	who	can	feel	your	pain	as	you	feel	it	need	a	rest
from	you.”

Anyanwu	 blinked.	 Her	mind	 had	 been	 elsewhere.	 Of	 course
the	people	who	took	comfort	in	her	desire	to	protect	them	and	keep
them	together,	people	who	took	pleasure	in	her	pleasure,	would	also
suffer	pain	when	she	suffered.

“I’ll	go,”	she	told	Luisa.
The	old	woman	smiled.	“It	will	be	good	for	you.”
Anyanwu	 sent	 for	 one	 of	 her	 white	 daughters	 to	 bring	 her

husband	and	children	for	a	visit.	They	were	not	needed	or	wanted	to
run	 the	 plantation,	 and	 they	 knew	 it.	 That	 was	 why	 Anyanwu
trusted	them	to	take	her	place	for	a	while.	They	could	fit	in	without
taking	over.	They	had	their	own	strangenesses.	The	woman,	Leah,
was	 like	Denice,	 her	mother,	 taking	 impressions	 from	houses	 and



pieces	 of	 furniture,	 from	 rocks,	 trees,	 and	 human	 flesh,	 seeing
ghosts	 of	 things	 that	 had	 happened	 in	 the	 past.	Anyanwu	warned
her	 to	 keep	 out	 of	 the	 washhouse.	 The	 front	 of	 the	 main	 house
where	 Stephen	 had	 died	 was	 hard	 enough	 on	 her.	 She	 learned
quickly	where	she	should	not	step,	what	she	should	not	touch	if	she
did	not	want	to	see	her	brother	climbing	the	railing,	diving	off	head-
first.

The	husband,	Kane,	was	sensitive	enough	to	see	occasionally
into	Leah’s	thoughts	and	know	that	she	was	not	insane—or	at	least
no	more	insane	than	he.	He	was	a	quadroon	whose	white	father	had
educated	 him,	 cared	 for	 him,	 and	 unfortunately,	 died	 without
freeing	him—leaving	him	in	the	hands	of	his	father’s	wife.	He	had
run	away,	escaped	just	ahead	of	the	slave	dealer	and	left	Texas	for
Louisiana,	where	 he	 calmly	 used	 all	 his	 father	 had	 taught	 him	 to
pass	as	a	well-bred	young	white	man.	He	had	said	nothing	about	his
background	 until	 he	 began	 to	 understand	 how	 strange	 his	 wife’s
family	was.	He	still	did	not	fully	understand,	but	he	loved	Leah.	He
could	be	himself	with	her	without	alarming	her	in	any	way.	He	was
comfortable	 with	 her.	 To	 keep	 that	 comfort,	 he	 accepted	without
understanding.	He	could	come	now	and	then	to	live	on	a	plantation
that	would	run	itself	without	his	supervision	and	enjoy	the	company
of	Anyanwu’s	strange	collection	of	misfits.	He	felt	right	at	home.

“What’s	this	about	your	going	to	sea?”	he	asked	Anyanwu.	He
got	 along	well	with	 her	 as	 long	 as	 she	 kept	 her	Warrick	 identity.
Otherwise,	she	made	him	nervous.	He	could	not	accept	the	idea	that
his	wife’s	father	could	become	a	woman—in	fact,	had	been	born	a
woman.	For	him,	Anyanwu	wore	the	thin,	elderly	Warrick	guise.

“I	need	to	go	away	from	here	for	a	while,”	she	said.
“Where	will	you	go	this	time?”
“To	 find	 the	 nearest	 school	 of	 dolphins.”	She	 smiled	 at	 him.

The	 thought	 of	 going	 to	 sea	 again	 had	 made	 her	 able	 to	 smile.
During	her	years	of	hiding,	she	had	not	only	spent	a	great	deal	of
time	as	a	large	dog	or	a	bird,	but	she	had	left	home	often	to	swim
free	as	a	dolphin.	She	had	done	it	first	to	confuse	and	evade	Doro,
then	to	get	wealth	and	buy	land,	and	finally	because	she	enjoyed	it.



The	freedom	of	the	sea	eased	worry,	gave	her	time	to	think	through
confusion,	took	away	boredom.	She	wondered	what	Doro	did	when
he	was	bored.	Kill?

“You’ll	fly	to	open	water	won’t	you?”	Kane	asked.
“Fly	and	run.	Sometimes	it’s	safer	to	run.”
“Christ!”	 he	 muttered.	 “I	 thought	 I’d	 gotten	 over	 envying

you.”
She	was	 eating	 as	 he	 spoke.	Eating	what	would	 probably	 be

her	 last	 cooked	meal	 for	 some	 time.	 Rice	 and	 stew,	 baked	 yams,
corn-bread,	strong	coffee,	wine,	and	fruit.	Her	children	complained
that	 she	 ate	 like	 a	 poor	 woman,	 but	 she	 ignored	 them.	 She	 was
content.	Now	she	looked	up	at	Kane	through	her	blue	white-man’s
eyes.

“If	you’re	not	afraid,”	she	said,	“when	I	come	back,	I’ll	try	to
share	the	experience	with	you.”

He	shook	his	head.	“I	don’t	have	the	control.	Stephen	used	to
be	able	to	share	things	with	me	…	both	of	us	working	together,	but
me	alone	…”	He	shrugged.

There	 was	 an	 uncomfortable	 silence,	 then	 Anyanwu	 pushed
back	from	the	table.	“I’m	leaving	now,”	she	said	abruptly.	She	went
upstairs	 to	 her	 bedroom	where	 she	undressed,	 opened	her	 door	 to
the	upper	gallery	of	the	porch,	took	her	bird	shape,	and	flew	away.

More	than	a	month	passed	before	she	flew	back,	eagle-shaped
but	 larger	 than	 any	 eagle,	 refreshed	 by	 the	 sea	 and	 the	 air,	 and
ravenous	because	in	her	eagerness	 to	see	home	again,	she	had	not
stopped	often	enough	to	hunt.

She	circled	first	to	see	that	there	were	no	visitors—strangers	to
be	startled,	and	perhaps	to	shoot	her.	She	had	been	shot	three	times
this	trip.	That	was	enough.

When	she	had	satisfied	herself	that	it	was	safe,	she	came	down
into	the	grassy	open	space	three	quarters	enclosed	by	the	house,	its
dependencies,	and	her	people’s	cabins.	Two	little	children	saw	her
and	 ran	 into	 the	 kitchen.	 Seconds	 later,	 they	 were	 back,	 each
tugging	at	one	of	Rita’s	hands.



Rita	walked	over	to	Anyanwu,	looked	at	her,	and	said	with	no
doubt	at	all	in	her	voice,	“I	suppose	you’re	hungry.”

Anyanwu	flapped	her	wings.
Rita	laughed.	“You	make	a	fine,	handsome	bird.	I	wonder	how

you	would	look	on	the	dining-room	table.”
Rita	 had	 always	 had	 a	 strange	 sense	 of	 humor.	 Anyanwu

flapped	 her	 wings	 again	 impatiently,	 and	 Rita	 went	 back	 to	 the
kitchen	 and	 brought	 her	 two	 rabbits,	 skinned,	 cleaned,	 ready	 for
cooking.	Anyanwu	held	them	with	her	feet	and	tore	into	them,	glad
Rita	 had	 not	 gotten	 around	 to	 cooking	 them.	 As	 she	 ate,	 a	 black
man	 came	 out	 of	 the	 house,	 Helen	 at	 his	 side.	 The	 man	 was	 a
stranger.	 Some	 local	 freedman,	 perhaps,	 or	 even	 a	 runaway.
Anyanwu	always	did	what	 she	could	 for	 runaways,	either	 feeding
and	clothing	them	and	sending	them	on	their	way	better	equipped	to
survive	or,	on	those	rare	occasions	when	one	seemed	to	fit	into	the
house,	buying	him.

This	 was	 a	 compact,	 handsome	 little	 black	 man	 not	 much
bigger	than	Anyanwu	was	in	her	true	form.	She	raised	her	head	and
looked	 at	 him	with	 interest.	 If	 this	 one	 had	 a	 mind	 to	 match	 his
body,	she	might	buy	him	even	if	he	did	not	fit.	It	had	been	too	long
since	she	had	had	a	husband.	Occasional	lovers	ceased	to	satisfy	her
after	a	while.

She	went	 back	 to	 tearing	 at	 the	 rabbits	 unselfconsciously,	 as
her	 daughter	 and	 the	 stranger	 watched.	 When	 she	 finished,	 she
wiped	 her	 beak	 on	 the	 grass,	 gave	 the	 attractive	 stranger	 a	 final
glance,	 and	 flew	 heavily	 around	 to	 the	 upper	 gallery	 outside	 her
room.	 There,	 comfortably	 full,	 she	 dozed	 for	 a	 while,	 giving	 her
body	a	chance	to	digest	the	meal.	It	was	good	to	be	able	to	take	her
time,	do	things	at	a	pace	her	body	found	comfortable.

Eventually,	 she	 became	 herself,	 small	 and	 black,	 young	 and
female.	Kane	would	not	like	it,	but	that	did	not	matter.	The	stranger
would	like	it	very	much.

She	put	on	one	of	her	best	dresses	and	a	 few	pieces	of	good
jewelry,	 brushed	 her	 glossy	 new	 crown	 of	 hair,	 and	 went
downstairs.



Supper	 had	 just	 been	 finished	without	 her.	Her	 people	 never
waited	 for	 her	when	 they	 knew	 she	was	 in	 one	 or	 another	 of	 her
animal	forms.	They	knew	her	leisurely	habits.	Now,	several	of	her
adult	 children,	 Kane	 and	 Leah,	 and	 the	 black	 stranger	 sat	 eating
nuts	 and	 raisins,	 drinking	 wine,	 and	 talking	 quietly.	 They	 made
room	for	her,	breaking	their	conversation	for	greeting	and	welcome.
One	 of	 her	 sons	 got	 her	 a	 glass	 and	 filled	 it	 with	 her	 favorite
Madeira.	She	had	taken	only	a	single	pleasant	sip	from	it	when	the
stranger	said,	“The	sea	has	done	you	good.	You	were	right	to	go.”

Her	 shoulders	 drooped	 slightly,	 though	 she	 managed	 not	 to
change	expression.	It	was	only	Doro.

He	caught	her	eye	and	smiled,	and	she	knew	he	had	seen	her
disappointment,	 had	 no	 doubt	 planned	 her	 disappointment.	 She
contrived	to	ignore	him,	looked	around	the	table	to	see	exactly	who
was	 present.	 “Where	 is	 Luisa?”	 she	 asked.	 The	 old	woman	 often
took	supper	with	 the	family,	 feeding	her	 foster	children	first,	 then
coming	in,	as	she	said,	to	relearn	adult	conversation.

But	now,	at	the	mention	of	Luisa’s	name,	everyone	fell	silent.
The	son	next	 to	her,	Julien,	who	had	poured	her	wine,	said	softly,
“She	died,	Mama.”

Anyanwu	 turned	 to	 look	 at	 him,	 yellow-brown	 and	 plain
except	for	his	eyes,	utterly	clear	like	her	own.	Years	before	when	a
woman	he	wanted	desperately	would	have	nothing	to	do	with	him,
he	 had	 gone	 to	 Luisa	 for	 comfort.	 Luisa	 had	 told	 Anyanwu	 and
Anyanwu	 had	 been	 amazed	 to	 find	 that	 she	 felt	 no	 resentment
toward	 the	old	woman,	no	anger	at	 Julien	 for	 taking	his	pain	 to	a
stranger.	With	her	sensitivity,	Luisa	had	ceased	to	be	a	stranger	the
day	she	arrived	on	the	plantation.

“How	did	she	die?”	Anyanwu	whispered	finally.
“In	her	sleep,”	Julien	said.	“She	went	to	bed	one	night,	and	the

next	morning,	the	children	couldn’t	wake	her	up.”
“That	was	 two	weeks	 ago,”	Leah	 said.	 “We	got	 the	priest	 to

come	 out	 because	 we	 knew	 she’d	 want	 it.	 We	 gave	 her	 a	 fine
funeral.”	 Leah	 hesitated.	 “She	…	 she	 didn’t	 have	 any	 pain.	 I	 lay
down	on	her	bed	to	see,	and	I	saw	her	go	out	just	as	easy	…”



Anyanwu	got	up	and	left	the	table.	She	had	gone	away	to	find
some	respite	from	loved	ones	who	died	and	died,	and	others	whose
rapid	aging	reminded	her	that	they	too	were	temporary.	Leah,	only
thirty-five,	 had	 far	 too	 much	 gray	 mixed	 with	 her	 straight	 black
hair.

Anyanwu	went	into	the	library,	closed	the	door—closed	doors
were	respected	in	her	house—and	sat	at	her	desk,	head	down.	Luisa
had	been	seventy	…	seventy-eight	years	old.	It	was	time	for	her	to
die.	How	stupid	to	grieve	over	an	old	woman	who	had	lived	what,
for	her	kind,	was	a	long	life.

Anyanwu	sat	up	and	shook	her	head.	She	had	been	watching
friends	 and	 relatives	 grow	 old	 and	 die	 for	 as	 long	 as	 she	 could
remember.	Why	was	it	biting	so	deeply	into	her	how,	hurting	her	as
though	 it	 were	 a	 new	 thing?	 Stephen,	 Margaret,	 Luisa…	 There
would	be	others.	There	would	always	be	others,	suddenly	here,	then
suddenly	gone.	Only	she	would	remain.

As	though	to	contradict	her	thought,	Doro	opened	the	door	and
came	in.

She	 glared	 at	 him	 angrily.	 Everyone	 else	 in	 her	 house
respected	her	closed	doors—but	then,	Doro	respected	nothing	at	all.

“What	do	you	want?”	she	asked	him.
“Nothing.”	He	pulled	a	chair	over	to	the	side	of	her	desk	and

sat	down.
“What,	 no	more	 children	 for	me	 to	 raise?”	 she	 said	 bitterly.

“No	more	unsuitable	mates	for	my	children?	Nothing?”
“I	 brought	 a	 pregnant	 woman	 and	 her	 two	 children,	 and	 I

brought	an	account	at	a	New	Orleans	bank	to	help	pay	their	way.	I
didn’t	come	to	you	to	talk	about	them,	though.”

Anyanwu	turned	away	from	him	not	caring	why	he	had	come.
She	wished	he	would	leave.

“It	goes	on,	you	know,”	he	said.	“The	dying.”
“It	doesn’t	hurt	you.”
“It	does.	When	my	children	die—the	best	of	my	children.”
“What	do	you	do?”
“Endure	it.	What	is	there	to	do	but	endure	it?	Someday,	we’ll



have	others	who	won’t	die.”
“Are	you	still	dreaming	that	dream?”
“What	could	I	do,	Anyanwu,	if	I	gave	it	up?”
She	said	nothing.	She	had	no	answer.	“I	used	 to	believe	 in	 it

too,”	she	said.	“When	you	took	me	from	my	people,	I	believed	it.
For	 fifty	 years,	 I	 made	 myself	 believe	 it.	 Perhaps	 …	 perhaps
sometimes	I	still	believe	it.”

“You	never	behaved	as	though	you	believed	it.”
“I	did!	I	let	you	do	all	the	things	you	did	to	me	and	to	others,

and	I	stayed	with	you	until	I	could	see	you	had	decided	to	kill	me.”
He	drew	a	deep	breath.	“That	decision	was	a	mistake,”	he	said.

“I	made	it	out	of	habit	as	though	you	were	just	another	not	entirely
controllable,	wild-seed	woman	who	had	had	her	quota	of	children.
Centuries-old	habit	said	it	was	time	to	dispose	of	you.”

“And	what	of	your	habit	now?”	she	asked.
“It’s	 broken	 now	 as	 far	 as	 you’re	 concerned.”	 He	 looked	 at

her,	looked	past	her.	“I	want	you	alive	for	as	long	as	you	can	live.
You	cannot	know	how	I	have	fought	with	myself	over	this.”

She	did	not	care	how	he	had	fought.
“I	tried	hard	to	make	myself	kill	you,”	he	said.	“It	would	have

been	easier	than	trying	to	change	you.”
She	shrugged.
He	 stood	 up	 and	 took	 her	 arms	 to	 raise	 her	 to	 her	 feet.	 She

stood	 passively,	 knowing	 that	 if	 she	 let	 him	 have	 his	 way,	 they
would	wind	up	on	the	sofa	together.	He	wanted	her.	He	did	not	care
that	she	had	just	suffered	the	loss	of	a	friend,	that	she	wanted	to	be
alone.

“Do	you	like	this	body?”	he	asked.	“It’s	my	gift	to	you.”
She	 wondered	 who	 had	 died	 so	 that	 he	 could	 give	 such	 a

“gift.”
“Anyanwu!”	 He	 shook	 her	 once,	 gently,	 and	 she	 looked	 at

him.	 She	 did	 not	 have	 to	 look	 up.	 “You’re	 still	 the	 little	 forest
peasant,	 trying	 to	 climb	 the	 ship’s	 railings	 and	 swim	 back	 to
Africa,”	 he	 said.	 “You	 still	 want	 what	 you	 can’t	 have.	 The	 old
woman	is	dead.”



Again,	she	only	shrugged.
“They’ll	 all	 die,	 except	me,”	 he	 continued.	 “Because	 of	me,

you	were	not	alone	on	the	ship.	Because	of	me,	you	will	never	be
alone.”

He	 took	her	 to	 the	 sofa,	 finally,	undressed	her,	made	 love	 to
her.	She	found	that	she	did	not	mind	particularly.	The	lovemaking
relaxed	her,	and	when	it	was	over,	she	escaped	easily	into	sleep.

Not	much	 time	 had	 passed	when	 he	woke	 her.	 The	 sunlight
and	 the	 long	 shadows	 told	her	 it	was	 still	 evening.	She	wondered
why	he	had	not	left	her.	He	had	what	he	wanted,	and	intentionally
or	not,	he	had	given	her	peace.	Now	if	only	he	would	go	away.

Anyanwu	 looked	 at	 him	 seated	 beside	 her	 half	 dressed,	 still
shirtless.	They	were	not	crowded	together	on	the	large	sofa	as	they
would	have	been	had	he	been	wearing	one	of	his	usual	large	bodies.
Again,	 she	 wondered	 about	 the	 original	 owner	 of	 his	 beautiful,
unlikely,	new	body,	but	she	asked	no	questions.	She	did	not	want	to
learn	that	it	had	been	one	of	her	descendants.

He	 caressed	 her	 silently	 for	 a	 moment	 and	 she	 thought	 he
meant	to	resume	the	lovemaking.	She	sighed	and	decided	that	it	did
not	matter.	So	little	seemed	to	matter	now.

“I’m	going	to	try	something	with	you,”	he	said.	“I’ve	wanted
to	 do	 it	 for	 years.	Before	 you	 ran	 away,	 I	 assumed	 I	would	 do	 it
someday.	Now	…	now	everything	 is	changed,	but	 I	mean	 to	have
some	of	this	anyway.”

“Some	 of	 what?”	 she	 asked	 wearily.	 “What	 are	 you	 talking
about?”

“I	 can’t	 explain,”	 he	 said.	 “But	 …	 look	 at	 me,	 Anyanwu.
Look!”

She	turned	onto	her	side,	faced	him.
“I	won’t	hurt	you,”	he	said.	“Hear	and	see	whatever	it	 is	that

helps	you	know	I’m	being	honest	with	you.	I	won’t	hurt	you.	You’ll
be	 in	danger	only	 if	you	disobey	me.	This	body	of	mine	 is	strong
and	young	and	new	to	me.	My	control	 is	excellent.	Obey	me,	and
you	will	be	safe.”

She	lay	flat	again.	“Tell	me	what	you	want,	Doro.	What	shall	I



do	for	you	now?”
To	 her	 surprise,	 he	 smiled	 and	 kissed	 her.	 “Just	 lie	 still	 and

trust	me.	Believe	that	I	mean	you	no	harm.”
She	did	believe,	though	at	the	moment,	she	barely	cared.	How

ironic	 that	now	he	was	beginning	 to	care,	beginning	 to	 see	her	as
more	 than	 only	 another	 of	 his	 breeding	 animals.	 She	 nodded	 and
felt	his	hands	grip	her.

Abruptly,	she	was	in	darkness,	falling	through	darkness	toward
distant	light,	falling.	She	felt	herself	twisting,	writhing,	grasping	for
some	support.	She	screamed	in	reflexive	terror,	and	could	not	hear
her	own	voice.	Instantly,	the	darkness	around	her	vanished.

She	 was	 on	 the	 sofa	 again,	 with	 Doro	 gasping	 beside	 her.
There	were	bloody	nail	marks	on	his	chest	and	he	was	massaging
his	 throat	as	 though	it	hurt.	She	was	concerned	in	spite	of	herself.
“Doro,	have	I	hurt	your	throat?”

He	took	a	deep	ragged	breath.	“Not	much.	I	was	ready	for	you
—or	I	thought	I	was.”

“What	did	you	do?	It	was	like	the	kind	of	dream	children	wake
screaming	from.”

“Alter	your	hands,”	he	said.
“What?”
“Obey	me.	Make	claws	of	your	hands.”
With	a	shrug,	she	formed	powerful	leopard	claws.
“Good,”	Doro	said.	“I	didn’t	even	weaken	you.	My	control	is

as	 steady	as	 I	 thought.	Now	change	back.”	He	 fingered	his	 throat
lightly.	“I	wouldn’t	want	you	going	at	me	with	those.”

Again	she	obeyed.	She	was	behaving	like	one	of	his	daughters,
doing	 things	 she	 did	 not	 understand	 unquestioningly	 because	 he
commanded	it.	That	thought	roused	her	to	question.

“Doro,	what	are	we	doing?”
“Do	you	see,”	he	said,	“that	 the	…	the	thing	you	felt	has	not

harmed	you	in	any	way?”
“But	what	was	it?”
“Wait,	 Anyanwu.	 Trust	 me.	 I’ll	 explain	 all	 I	 can	 later,	 I

promise	you.	For	now,	relax.	I’m	going	to	do	it	again.”



“No!”
“It	 won’t	 hurt	 you.	 It	 will	 be	 as	 though	 you	were	 in	midair

under	 Isaac’s	 control.	 He	 would	 never	 have	 hurt	 you,	 I	 won’t
either.”	He	 had	 begun	 stroking	 and	 caressing	 her	 again,	 trying	 to
calm	her—and	succeeding.	She	had	not	 really	been	hurt,	 after	all.
“Be	still,”	he	whispered.	“Let	me	have	this,	Anyanwu.”

“It	will	…	please	you	somehow—as	though	we	were	making
love?”

“Even	more.”
“All	right.”	She	wondered	what	she	was	saying	all	right	to.	It

had	nothing	to	do	with	Isaac’s	tossing	her	into	the	air	and	catching
her	with	 that	 gentle	 sure	 ability	 of	 his.	This	was	 nightmare	 stuff-
helpless,	endless	falling.	But	it	was	not	real.	She	had	not	fallen.	She
was	not	injured.	Finally,	Doro	wanted	something	of	her	that	would
not	hurt	anyone.	Perhaps	if	she	gave	it	to	him—and	survived—she
would	gain	leverage	with	him,	be	better	able	to	protect	her	people
from	him.	Let	them	live	their	brief	lives	in	peace.

“Don’t	fight	me	this	time,”	he	said.	“I’m	no	match	for	you	in
physical	 strength.	 You	 know	 that.	 Now	 that	 you	 know	 what	 to
expect,	you	can	be	still	and	let	it	happen.	Trust	me.”

She	 lay	 watching	 him,	 quiescent,	 waiting.	 “All	 right,”	 she
repeated.	He	moved	closer	to	her,	put	his	arm	around	her	so	that	her
head	was	pillowed	on	it.

“I	 like	 contact,”	 he	 said,	 explaining	 nothing.	 “It’s	 never	 as
good	without	contact.”

She	 glanced	 at	 him,	 then	made	 herself	 comfortable	with	 her
body	and	his	touching	along	their	length.

“Now,”	he	said	softly.
There	was	the	darkness	again,	the	feeling	of	falling.	But	after	a

moment	it	seemed	more	like	drifting	slowly.	Only	drifting.	She	was
not	afraid.	She	felt	warm	and	at	ease	and	not	alone.	Yet	it	seemed
that	she	was	alone.	There	was	a	light	far	ahead	of	her,	but	nothing
else,	no	one	else.

She	 was	 drifting	 toward	 the	 light,	 watching	 it	 grow	 as	 she
moved	 nearer.	 It	 was	 a	 distant	 star	 at	 first,	 faint	 and	 flickering.



Eventually,	 it	 was	 the	 morning	 star,	 bright,	 dominating	 her
otherwise	empty	sky.

Gradually,	 the	 light	 became	 a	 sun,	 filling	 her	 sky	 with
brightness	 that	 should	have	blinded	her.	But	 she	was	not	blinded,
not	uncomfortable	in	any	way.	She	could	feel	Doro	near	her	though
she	was	no	longer	aware	of	his	body	or	even	her	own	body	lying	on
the	 sofa.	 This	was	 another	 kind	 of	 awareness,	 a	 kind	 she	 had	 no
words	to	describe.	It	was	good,	pleasurable.	He	was	with	her.	If	he
had	not	been,	she	would	have	been	utterly	alone.	What	had	he	said
before	the	lovemaking,	before	the	relaxed,	easy	sleep?	That	because
of	him,	she	would	never	be	alone.	The	words	had	not	comforted	her
then,	but	they	comforted	her	now.

The	 sun’s	 light	 enveloped	 her,	 and	 there	 was	 no	 darkness
anywhere.	In	a	sense	now,	she	was	blind.	There	was	nothing	to	see
except	blazing	 light.	But	 still,	 there	was	no	discomfort.	And	 there
was	Doro	with	her,	touching	her	as	no	one	had	touched	her	before.
It	was	as	though	he	touched	her	spirit,	enfolding	it	within	himself,
spreading	the	sensation	of	his	touch	through	every	part	of	her.	She
became	 aware	 slowly	 of	 his	 hunger	 for	 her—literal	 hunger—but
instead	of	 frightening	her,	 it	awakened	a	strange	sympathy	 in	her.
She	felt	not	only	his	hunger,	but	his	restraint	and	his	loneliness.	The
loneliness	 formed	a	kinship	between	 them.	He	had	been	alone	 for
so	long.	So	impossibly	long.	Her	own	loneliness,	her	own	long	life
seemed	insignificant.	She	was	like	a	child	beside	him.	But	child	or
not,	he	needed	her.	He	needed	her	as	he	had	never	needed	anyone
else.	She	 reached	out	 to	 touch	him,	hold	him,	 ease	his	 long,	 long
solitude.	Or	she	seemed	to	reach.

She	did	not	know	what	he	did	nor	what	she	actually	did	but	it
was	 startlingly	 good.	 It	 was	 a	 blending	 that	 went	 on	 and	 on,	 a
joining	 that	 it	 seemed	 to	 Anyanwu	 she	 controlled.	 Not	 until	 she
rested,	 pleasantly	 weary,	 did	 she	 begin	 to	 realize	 she	 was	 losing
herself.	 It	 seemed	 that	his	 restraint	had	not	held.	The	 joining	 they
had	 enjoyed	 was	 not	 enough	 for	 him.	 He	 was	 absorbing	 her,
consuming	her,	making	her	part	of	his	own	substance.	He	was	the
great	light,	the	fire	that	had	englobed	her.	Now	he	was	killing	her,



little	by	little,	digesting	her	little	by	little.
In	spite	of	all	his	talk	he	was	betraying	her.	In	spite	of	all	the

joy	they	had	just	given	each	other,	he	could	not	forego	the	kill.	In
spite	of	the	new	higher	value	he	had	tried	to	place	on	her,	breeding
and	killing	were	still	all	that	had	meaning	to	him.

Well	then,	so	be	it.	So	be	it;	she	was	tired.



Chapter	Fourteen

WITH	METICULOUS	CARE,	DORO	disentangled	himself	from	Anyanwu.
It	was	much	 easier	 than	he	had	 thought	 it	would	be—stopping	 in
the	middle	of	what	could	have	been	an	intensely	satisfying	kill.	But
he	had	never	intended	to	kill.	He	had	gone	further	with	her,	though,
than	he	did	with	the	most	powerful	of	his	children.	With	them,	he
forced	 the	 potentially	 deadly	 contact	 to	 enable	 him	 to	 understand
the	limits	of	their	power,	understand	whether	that	power	could	ever
in	any	way	threaten	him.	He	did	it	soon	after	their	transitions	so	that
he	 found	 them	 physically	 depleted,	 emotionally	 weary,	 and	 too
ignorant	 of	 their	 newly	 matured	 abilities	 to	 even	 begin	 to
understand	how	to	fight	him—if	they	could	fight	him.	Very	rarely,
he	 found	 someone	 who	 could,	 and	 that	 person	 died.	 He	 wanted
allies,	not	rivals.

But	he	had	not	been	testing	Anyanwu.	He	knew	she	could	not
threaten	him,	knew	he	could	kill	her	as	 long	as	she	was	in	human
form.	 He	 had	 never	 doubted	 it.	 She	 did	 not	 have	 the	 kinds	 of
thought-reading	and	thought-controlling	abilities	that	he	considered
potentially	 dangerous.	 He	 destroyed	 anyone	 who	 showed	 the
potential,	 the	 strength	 to	 someday	 read	 or	 control	 his	 thoughts.
Anyanwu	had	almost	absolute	control	of	every	cell	of	her	malleable
body,	but	her	mind	was	as	open	and	defenseless	as	the	mind	of	any
ordinary	person—which	meant	 she	would	eventually	have	 trouble
with	 the	 people	 he	was	 bringing	 her.	 They	would	marry	 into	 her
large	 “family”	 and	 cause	 dissension.	 He	 had	 warned	 her	 of	 that.
Eventually,	 she	would	 have	 children	 and	 grandchildren	 here	 who
were	 more	 like	 Joseph	 and	 Lale	 than	 like	 the	 congenial,	 weakly
sensitive	people	she	had	collected	around	her.	But	that	was	another
matter.	He	 could	 think	 about	 it	 later.	Now,	 all	 that	was	 important
was	 that	 she	 revive	whole	 and	well.	Nothing	must	 happen	 to	 her.
No	amount	of	anger	or	stupidity	on	her	part	or	his	must	induce	him



to	 think	 again	 of	 killing	 her.	 She	 was	 too	 valuable	 in	 too	 many
ways.

She	 awoke	 slowly,	 opening	 her	 eyes,	 looking	 around	 to	 find
the	 library	 in	 darkness	 except	 for	 the	 fire	 he	 had	 made	 in	 the
fireplace	and	a	 single	 lamp	on	 the	 table	at	her	head.	He	 lay	close
beside	her,	warming	himself	by	her	warmth.	He	wanted	her	close	to
him.

“Doro?”	she	whispered.
He	 kissed	 her	 cheek	 and	 relaxed.	 She	was	 all	 right.	 She	 had

been	 so	 completely	 passive	 in	 her	 grief.	 He	 had	 been	 certain	 he
could	do	this	to	her	and	not	harm	her.	He	had	been	certain	that	this
once	she	would	not	resist	and	make	him	hurt	or	kill	her.

“I	was	dying,”	she	said.
“No	you	weren’t.”
“I	was	dying.	You	were—”
He	 put	 his	 hand	 over	 her	mouth,	 then	 let	 her	move	 it	 away

when	he	saw	that	she	would	be	still.	“I	had	to	know	you	that	way	at
least	once,”	he	said.	“I	had	to	touch	you	that	way.”

“Why?”	she	asked.
“Because	it’s	the	closest	I’ll	ever	come	to	you.”
She	 did	 not	 respond	 to	 that	 for	 a	 long	 while.	 Eventually,

though,	 she	moved	 her	 head	 to	 rest	 it	 on	 his	 chest.	He	 could	 not
remember	when	she	had	done	 that	 last	on	her	own.	He	 folded	his
arms	 over	 her,	 remembering	 that	 other	 more	 complete	 enfolding.
How	had	he	ever	had	the	control	to	stop,	he	wondered.

“Is	it	that	way,	that	easy	for	all	the	others?”	she	asked.
He	 hesitated,	 not	 wanting	 to	 lie	 to	 her,	 not	 wanting	 to	 talk

about	his	kills	at	all.	“Fear	makes	it	worse	for	them,”	he	said.	“And
they’re	always	afraid.	Also	…	I	have	no	 reason	 to	be	gentle	with
them.”

“Do	you	hurt	them?	Is	there	pain?”
“No.	I	feel	what	they	feel	so	I	know.	They	don’t	feel	pain	any

more	than	you	did.”
“It	was	…	good,”	she	said	with	wonder.	“Until	I	thought	you

would	kill	me,	it	was	so	good.”



He	could	only	hold	her	and	press	his	face	into	her	hair.
“We	should	go	upstairs,”	she	said.
“Soon.”
“What	 shall	 I	 do?”	 she	 asked.	 “I	 have	 fought	 you	 all	 these

years.	My	reasons	for	fighting	you	still	exist.	What	shall	I	do?”
“What	Isaac	wanted.	What	you	want.	Join	with	me.	What’s	the

good	of	fighting	me?	Especially	now.”
“Now	…”	She	was	still,	perhaps,	savoring	their	brief	contact.

He	hoped	she	was.	He	was.	He	wondered	what	she	would	say	if	he
told	her	no	one	had	ever	before	enjoyed	such	contact	with	him.	No
one	 in	 nearly	 four	 thousand	 years.	His	 people	 found	 contact	with
him	terrifying.	Thought	readers	and	controllers	who	survived	such
contact	 quickly	 learned	 that	 they	 could	 not	 read	 or	 control	 him
without	sacrificing	their	lives.	They	learned	to	pay	attention	to	the
vague	wariness	 they	felt	of	him	as	soon	as	 their	 transitions	ended.
Occasionally,	 he	 found	 a	 man	 or	 woman	 he	 cared	 for,	 enjoyed
repeated	contact	with.	These	endured	what	he	did	since	they	could
not	prevent	it,	though	their	grim,	long-suffering	attitudes	made	him
feel	like	a	rapist.	But	Anyanwu	had	participated,	had	enjoyed,	had
even	 taken	 the	 initiative	 for	 a	 while,	 greatly	 intensifying	 his
pleasure.	 He	 looked	 at	 her	 with	 wonder	 and	 delight.	 She	 looked
back	solemnly.

“Nothing	 is	 solved,”	 she	 said,	 “except	 that	now,	 I	must	 fight
myself	as	well	as	you.”

“You’re	talking	foolishness,”	he	said.
She	turned	and	kissed	him.	“Let	it	be	foolishness	for	now,”	she

said.	“Let	 it	be	foolishness	 for	 this	moment.”	She	 looked	down	at
him	in	the	dim	light.	“You	don’t	want	to	go	upstairs,	do	you?”

“No.”
“We’ll	stay	here	then.	My	children	will	whisper	about	me.”
“Do	you	care?”
“Now	you	are	 talking	 foolishness,”	 she	 said,	 laughing.	“Do	 I

care!	Whose	house	is	this?	I	do	as	I	please!”	She	covered	them	both
with	 the	wide	skirt	of	her	dress,	blew	out	 the	 lamp,	and	settled	 to
sleep	in	his	arms.



Anyanwu’s	children	did	whisper	about	her—and	about	Doro.
They	were	careless—deliberately	so,	Doro	 thought—and	he	heard
them.	But	after	a	while,	 they	stopped.	Perhaps	Anyanwu	spoke	 to
them.	 For	 once,	 Doro	 did	 not	 care.	 He	 knew	 he	 was	 no	 longer
fearsome	to	them;	he	was	only	another	of	Anyanwu’s	lovers.	How
long	had	it	been	since	he	was	only	someone’s	lover?	He	could	not
remember.	 He	 went	 away	 now	 and	 then	 to	 take	 care	 of	 his
businesses,	put	in	an	appearance	at	one	of	his	nearer	settlements.

“Bring	 this	 body	 back	 to	me	 as	 long	 as	 you	 can,”	Anyanwu
would	tell	him.	“There	cannot	be	two	as	perfect	as	this.”

He	 would	 laugh	 and	 promise	 her	 nothing.	 Who	 knew	 what
punishment	he	might	have	to	inflict,	what	madman	he	might	have
to	subdue,	what	stupid,	stubborn	politician,	businessman,	planter,	or
other	fool	he	might	have	to	remove?	Also,	wearing	a	black	body	in
country	where	blacks	were	under	constant	obligation	to	prove	they
had	 rights	 to	 even	 limited	 freedom	was	 a	 hindrance.	 He	 traveled
with	 one	 of	 his	 older	white	 sons,	 Frank	Winston,	whose	 fine	 old
Virginia	 family	had	belonged	 to	Doro	 since	Doro	brought	 it	 from
England	135	years	before.	The	man	could	be	as	distinguished	and
aristocratic	or	as	timid	and	naive	as	he	chose	to	be,	as	Doro	ordered
him	 to	 be.	He	 had	 no	 inborn	 strangeness	 great	 enough	 to	 qualify
him	as	good	breeding	stock.	He	was	simply	the	best	actor,	the	best
liar	Doro	knew.	People	believed	what	he	 told	 them	even	when	he
grew	expansive	and	outrageous,	when	he	said	Doro	was	an	African
prince	mistakenly	enslaved,	but	now	freed	to	return	to	his	homeland
and	take	the	word	of	God	back	to	his	heathen	people.

Though	caught	by	surprise,	Doro	played	his	 role	with	 such	a
confusing	mixture	of	arrogance	and	humility	that	slaveholders	were
first	caught	between	bewilderment	and	anger,	then	convinced.	Doro
was	like	no	nigger	they	had	ever	seen.

Later,	Doro	warned	Frank	to	stick	to	more	conventional	lies—
though	he	thought	the	man	was	probably	laughing	too	hard	to	hear
him.

He	 felt	 more	 at	 ease	 than	 he	 had	 for	 years—even	 at	 ease
enough	 to	 laugh	 at	 himself—and	 his	 son	 enjoyed	 traveling	 with



him.	It	was	worth	 the	 inconvenience	 to	keep	Anyanwu	happy.	He
knew	 that	 a	kind	of	honeymoon	phase	of	 their	 relationship	would
end	when	he	had	to	give	up	the	body	that	pleased	her	so.	She	would
not	turn	away	from	him	again,	he	was	certain,	but	their	relationship
would	 change.	They	would	 become	occasional	mates	 as	 they	 had
been	in	Wheatley,	but	with	better	feelings.	She	would	welcome	him
now,	in	whichever	body	he	wore.	She	would	have	her	men,	and	if
she	 chose,	 her	 women—husbands,	 wives,	 lovers.	 He	 could	 not
begrudge	her	these.	There	would	be	years,	multiples	of	years,	when
he	would	not	see	her	at	all.	A	woman	like	her	could	not	be	alone.
But	there	would	always	be	room	for	him	when	he	came	back	to	her,
and	 he	would	 always	 go	 back	 to	 her.	 Because	 of	 her,	 he	was	 no
longer	 alone.	Because	of	 her,	 life	was	 suddenly	better	 than	 it	 had
been	for	him	in	centuries,	in	millennia.	It	was	as	though	she	was	the
first	 of	 the	 race	 he	 was	 trying	 to	 create—except	 that	 he	 had	 not
created	her,	had	not	been	able	to	re-create	her.	In	that	way,	she	was
only	a	promise	unfulfilled.	But	someday	…

Doro’s	 woman	 Susan	 had	 her	 child	 a	 month	 after	 Iye	 bore
Stephen’s	child.	Both	were	boys,	sturdy	and	healthy,	promising	to
grow	 into	handsome	children.	 Iye	 accepted	her	 son	with	 love	 and
gratitude	that	amazed	Anyanwu.	Anyanwu	had	delivered	the	child
and	all	Iye	could	think	of	through	her	pain	was	that	Stephen’s	child
must	live	and	be	well.	It	had	not	been	an	easy	birth,	but	the	woman
clearly	did	not	care.	The	child	was	all	right.

But	Iye	could	not	feed	it.	She	had	no	milk.	Anyanwu	produced
milk	easily	and	during	the	day	visited	Iye’s	cabin	regularly	to	nurse
the	child.	At	night,	she	kept	the	child	with	her.

“I’m	glad	you	could	do	this,”	Iye	told	her.	“I	think	it	would	be
too	 hard	 for	 me	 to	 share	 him	 with	 anyone	 else.”	 Anyanwu’s
prejudices	against	the	woman	were	fast	dissolving.

As	were	her	prejudices	 against	Doro—though	 this	 frightened
and	disturbed	her.	She	could	not	look	at	him	now	with	the	loathing
she	 had	 once	 felt,	 yet	 he	 continued	 to	 do	 loathsome	 things.	 He
simply	no	longer	did	them	to	her.	As	she	had	predicted,	she	was	at



war	with	herself.	But	she	showed	him	no	signs	of	that	war.	For	the
time	he	wore	the	beautiful	little	body	that	had	been	his	gift	to	her,	it
pleased	her	 to	please	him.	For	 that	short	 time,	she	could	refuse	 to
think	about	what	he	did	when	he	left	her.	She	could	treat	him	as	the
very	special	lover	he	appeared	to	be.

“What	 are	 you	 going	 to	 do	 now?”	 Doro	 asked	 her	 when	 he
came	home	from	a	short	trip	to	find	her	nursing	the	baby.	“Push	me
away?”

They	were	alone	in	her	upstairs	sitting	room	so	she	gave	him	a
look	 of	 mock	 annoyance.	 “Shall	 I	 do	 that?	 Yes,	 I	 think	 so.	 Go
away.”

He	smiled,	not	believing	her	any	more	than	she	wished	to	be
believed.	He	watched	the	nursing	child.

“You	will	be	father	to	one	like	this	in	seven	months	more,”	she
said.

“You’re	pregnant	now?”
“Yes.	I	wanted	a	child	by	this	body	of	yours.	I	was	afraid	you

would	be	getting	rid	of	it	soon.”
“I	will	 be,”	 he	 admitted.	 “I’ll	 have	 to.	 But	 eventually	 you’ll

have	two	children	to	nurse.	Won’t	that	be	hard	on	you?”
“I	can	do	it.	Do	you	think	I	can’t?”
“No.”	He	smiled	again.	“If	only	I	had	more	like	you	and	Iye.

That	Susan	…”
“I’ve	found	a	home	for	her	child,”	Anyanwu	said.	“It	won’t	be

fostered	with	 the	 older	 ones,	 but	 it	will	 have	 loving	 parents.	And
Susan	is	big	and	strong.	She’s	a	fine	field	hand.”

“I	didn’t	bring	her	here	to	be	a	field	hand.	I	thought	living	with
your	people	might	help	her—calm	her	 and	make	her	 a	 little	more
useful.”

“It	has.”	She	reached	over	and	took	his	hand.	“Here,	if	people
fit	in,	I	let	them	do	whatever	work	they	prefer.	That	helps	to	calm
them.	Susan	prefers	field	work	to	anything	indoors.	She	is	willing
to	have	as	many	more	children	as	you	want,	but	caring	for	them	is
beyond	her.	She	seems	especially	sensitive	to	their	thoughts.	Their
thoughts	 hurt	 her	 somehow.	 She	 is	 a	 good	 woman	 otherwise,



Doro.”
Doro	 shook	 his	 head	 as	 though	 dismissing	 Susan	 from	 his

thoughts.	 He	 stared	 at	 the	 nursing	 child	 for	 a	 few	 seconds	more,
then	met	 Anyanwu’s	 eyes.	 “Give	me	 some	 of	 the	milk,”	 he	 said
softly.

She	drew	back	 in	 surprise.	He	had	never	 asked	 such	a	 thing,
and	 this	was	 certainly	 not	 the	 first	 child	 he	 had	 seen	 her	 nursing.
But	there	were	many	new	things	between	them	now.	“I	had	a	man
who	used	to	do	that,”	she	said.

“Did	you	mind?”
“No.”
He	looked	at	her,	waiting.
“Come	here,”	she	said	softly.

The	 day	 after	 Anyanwu	 gave	 him	 milk,	 Doro	 awoke
trembling,	and	he	knew	the	comfortable	 time	 in	 the	compact	 little
body	 he	 had	 taken	 as	 a	 gift	 to	 her	 was	 over.	 It	 had	 not	 been	 a
particularly	powerful	body.	It	had	little	of	the	inborn	strangeness	he
valued.	Anyanwu’s	child	by	it	might	be	beautiful,	but	chances	were,
it	would	be	very	ordinary.

Now	the	body	was	used	up.	If	he	held	onto	it	for	much	longer,
he	 would	 become	 dangerous	 to	 those	 around	 him.	 Some	 simple
excitement	 or	 pain	 that	 he	 would	 hardly	 notice	 normally	 might
force	 transmigration.	 Someone	 whose	 life	 was	 important	 to	 him
might	die.

He	 looked	 over	 at	 Anyanwu,	 still	 asleep	 beside	 him	 and
sighed.	What	had	she	said	that	night	months	before?	That	nothing
had	 really	 changed.	 They	 had	 finally	 accepted	 each	 other.	 They
would	keep	each	other	 from	 loneliness	now.	But	beyond	 that,	 she
was	right.	Nothing	had	changed.	She	would	not	want	him	near	her
for	 a	 while	 after	 he	 had	 changed.	 She	 would	 still	 refuse	 to
understand	that	whether	he	killed	out	of	need,	accident,	or	choice,
he	had	to	kill.	There	was	no	way	for	him	to	avoid	it.	An	ordinary
human	might	be	able	to	starve	himself	to	death,	but	Doro	could	not.
Better,	 then,	 to	make	 a	 controlled	 kill	 than	 to	 just	 let	 himself	 go



until	 he	 did	 not	 know	 who	 he	 would	 take.	 How	 many	 lifetimes
would	pass	before	Anyanwu	understood	that?

She	awoke	beside	him.	“Are	you	getting	up?”	she	asked.
“Yes.	But	there	is	no	reason	for	you	to.	It’s	not	even	dawn.”
“Are	you	going	away?	You’ve	just	come	back.”
He	kissed	her.	“Perhaps	I’ll	come	back	again	in	a	few	days.”

To	see	how	she	reacted.	To	be	certain	that	nothing	had	changed—or
perhaps	in	the	hope	that	they	were	both	wrong,	that	she	had	grown
a	little.

“Stay	a	little	longer,”	she	whispered.
She	knew.
“I	can’t,”	he	said.
She	 was	 silent	 for	 a	 moment,	 then	 she	 sighed.	 “You	 were

asleep	when	 I	 fed	 the	 child,”	 she	 said.	 “But	 there	 is	 still	milk	 for
you	if	you	want	it.”

At	 once,	 he	 lowered	 his	 head	 to	 her	 breast.	 Probably,	 there
would	not	be	any	more	of	this	either.	Not	for	a	long	while.	Her	milk
was	 rich	 and	 good	 and	 as	 sweet	 as	 this	 time	 with	 her	 had	 been.
Now,	for	a	while,	 they	would	begin	 the	old	 tug	of	war	again.	She
stroked	his	head	and	he	sighed.

Afterward,	he	went	out	and	 took	Susan.	She	was	 the	kind	of
kill	he	needed	now—very	sensitive.	As	sweet	and	good	to	his	mind
as	Anyanwu’s	milk	had	been	to	his	former	body.

He	woke	Frank	 and	 together	 they	hauled	 his	 former	 body	 to
the	old	slave	graveyard.	He	did	not	want	one	of	Anyanwu’s	people
to	find	 it	and	go	running	 to	Anyanwu.	She	would	know	what	had
happened	without	 that.	If	 it	were	possible,	he	wanted	to	make	this
time	easy	for	her.

By	the	time	he	and	Frank	left,	a	hoe	gang	of	field	hands	was
trooping	out	toward	the	cotton	fields.

“Are	you	going	 to	 be	wearing	 that	 body	 long?”	Frank	 asked
him,	looking	at	Susan’s	tall,	stocky	profile.

“No,	I’ve	already	got	what	I	need	from	it,”	Doro	said.	“It’s	a
good	body	through.	It	could	last	a	year,	maybe	two.”

“But	it	wouldn’t	do	Anyanwu	much	good.”



“It	might	if	it	were	anyone	but	Susan.	Anyanwu’s	had	wives,
after	all.	But	 she	knew	Susan,	 liked	her.	Except	 in	emergencies,	 I
don’t	ask	people	to	overcome	feelings	like	that.”

“You	 and	 Anyanwu,”	 Frank	 muttered.	 “Changing	 sex,
changing	color,	breeding	like—”

“Shut	your	mouth,”	Doro	said	in	annoyance,	“or	I’ll	tell	you	a
few	things	you	don’t	want	to	hear	about	your	own	family.”

Startled,	Frank	fell	silent.	He	was	sensitive	about	his	ancestry,
his	old	Virginia	family.	For	some	foolish	reason,	it	was	important	to
him.	Doro	 caught	 himself	 as	 he	was	 about	 to	 destroy	 completely
any	 illusions	 the	 man	 still	 had	 about	 his	 blue	 blood—or	 for	 that
matter,	his	pure	white	skin.	But	there	was	no	reason	for	Doro	to	do
such	a	thing.	No	reason	except	that	one	of	the	best	times	he	could
remember	 was	 ending	 and	 he	 was	 not	 certain	 what	 would	 come
next.

Two	weeks	 later,	 when	 he	went	 back	 to	Anyanwu,	 home	 to
Anyanwu,	he	was	alone.	He	had	sent	Frank	home	to	his	family	and
put	 on	 the	 more	 convenient	 body	 of	 a	 lean,	 brown-haired	 white
man.	 It	 was	 a	 good,	 strong	 body,	 but	 Doro	 knew	 better	 than	 to
expect	Anyanwu	to	appreciate	it.

She	said	nothing	when	she	saw	him.	She	did	not	accuse	him	or
curse	him—did	not	 seem	hostile	 to	him	at	all.	On	 the	other	hand,
she	was	hardly	welcoming.

“You	did	take	Susan,	didn’t	you?”	was	all	she	said.	When	he
said	yes,	 she	 turned	and	walked	away.	He	 thought	 that	 if	 she	had
not	been	pregnant,	she	would	have	gone	to	sea	and	left	him	to	deal
with	her	not-quite-respectful	children.	She	knew	he	would	not	harm
them	now.

Pregnancy	kept	her	in	human	form,	however.	She	was	carrying
a	 human	 child.	 She	 would	 almost	 certainly	 kill	 it	 by	 taking	 a
nonhuman	 form.	 She	 had	 told	 him	 that	 during	 one	 of	 her	 early
pregnancies	by	Isaac,	and	he	had	counted	it	a	weakness.	He	had	no
doubt	that	she	could	abort	any	pregnancy	without	help	or	danger	to
herself.	 She	 could	 do	 anything	 with	 that	 body	 of	 hers	 that	 she
wished.	But	 she	would	 not	 abort.	Once	 a	 child	was	 inside	 her,	 it



would	be	born.	During	all	the	years	he	had	known	her,	she	had	been
as	 careful	 with	 her	 children	 before	 they	 were	 born	 as	 afterward.
Doro	decided	to	stay	with	her	during	this	period	of	weakness.	Once
she	 accepted	 his	 two	 most	 recent	 changes,	 he	 did	 not	 think	 he
would	have	trouble	with	her	again.

It	took	him	many	long,	uncommunicative	days	to	find	out	how
wrong	 he	 was.	 Finally,	 it	 was	 Anyanwu’s	 young	 daughter	 Helen
who	made	him	understand.	The	girl	sometimes	seemed	very	much
younger	than	her	twelve	years.	She	played	with	other	children	and
fought	with	 them	 and	 cried	 over	 trivial	 hurts.	At	 other	 times,	 she
was	a	woman	wearing	the	body	of	a	child.	And	she	was	very	much
her	mother’s	daughter.

“She	 won’t	 talk	 to	 me,”	 the	 child	 told	 Doro.	 “She	 knows	 I
know	what	she’s	going	 to	do.”	She	had	come	to	sit	beside	him	in
the	cool	shade	of	a	giant	oak	tree.	For	a	time,	they	had	watched	in
silence	as	Anyanwu	weeded	her	herb	garden.	This	garden	was	off
limits	 to	 other	 gardeners	 and	 to	 helpful	 children,	 both	 of	 whom
considered	 a	 great	many	 of	Anyanwu’s	 plants	 nothing	 but	weeds
themselves.	Now,	 though,	Doro	 looked	away	from	the	garden	and
at	Helen.

“What	 do	 you	 mean?”	 he	 asked	 her.	 “What	 is	 she	 going	 to
do?”

She	 looked	 up	 at	 him,	 and	 he	 had	 no	 doubt	 that	 a	 woman
looked	 out	 of	 those	 eyes.	 “She	 says	Kane	 and	 Leah	 are	 going	 to
come	 and	 live	 here.	 She	 says	 after	 the	 baby	 comes,	 she’s	 going
away.”

“To	sea?”
“No,	Doro.	Not	to	sea.	Someday,	she	would	have	to	come	out

of	the	sea.	Then	you	would	find	her	again,	and	she	would	have	to
watch	you	kill	her	friends,	kill	your	own	friends.”

“What	 are	 you	 talking	 about?”	 He	 caught	 her	 by	 the	 arms,
barely	stopped	himself	from	shaking	her.

She	glared	at	him,	furious,	clearly	loathing	him.	Suddenly	she
lowered	 her	 head	 and	 bit	 his	 hand	 as	 hard	 as	 she	 could	with	 her
sharp	little	teeth.



Pain	 made	 Doro	 release	 her.	 She	 could	 not	 know	 how
dangerous	it	was	for	her	to	cause	him	sudden	unexpected	pain.	Had
she	 done	 it	 just	 before	 he	 killed	 Susan,	 he	would	 have	 taken	 her
helplessly.	But	now,	having	fed	recently,	he	had	more	control.	He
held	his	bloody	hand	and	watched	her	run	away.

Then,	slowly,	he	got	up	and	went	over	 to	Anyanwu.	She	had
dug	up	several	purple-stemmed,	yellow-rooted	weeds.	He	expected
her	 to	 throw	 them	away,	but	 instead	 she	 cut	 the	plants	 from	 their
root-stocks,	brushed	the	dirt	from	the	stocks,	and	put	the	stocks	in
her	gathering	basket.

“What	are	those	things?”	he	asked.
“A	 medicine,”	 she	 said,	 “or	 a	 poison	 if	 people	 don’t	 know

what	to	do	with	it.”
“What	are	you	going	to	do	with	it?”
“Powder	 it,	mix	 it	with	 some	other	 things,	 steep	 it	 in	boiling

water	and	give	it	to	children	who	have	worms.”
Doro	 shook	 his	 head.	 “I’d	 think	 you	 could	 help	 them	 more

easily	by	making	the	medicine	within	your	own	body.”
“This	will	work	 just	 as	well.	 I’m	going	 to	 teach	 some	of	 the

women	to	make	it.”
“Why?”
“So	 that	 they	 can	 heal	 themselves	 and	 their	 families	without

depending	on	what	they	see	as	my	magic.”
He	 reached	 down	 and	 tipped	 her	 head	 up	 so	 that	 she	 faced

him.	 “And	 why	 shouldn’t	 they	 depend	 on	 your	 magic?	 Your
medicines	are	more	efficient	than	any	ground	weed.”

She	shrugged.	“They	should	learn	to	help	themselves.”
He	picked	up	her	basket	and	drew	her	to	her	feet.	“Come	into

the	house	and	talk	with	me.”
“There	is	nothing	to	say.”
“Come	in	anyway.	Humor	me.”	He	put	his	arm	around	her	and

walked	her	back	to	the	house.
He	 started	 to	 take	 her	 into	 the	 library,	 but	 a	 group	 of	 the

younger	children	were	being	taught	to	read	there.	They	sat	scattered
in	 a	 half	 circle	 on	 the	 rug	 looking	 up	 at	 one	 of	 Anyanwu’s



daughters.	 As	 Doro	 guided	 Anyanwu	 away	 from	 them,	 he	 could
hear	the	voice	of	one	of	his	sons	by	Susan	reading	a	verse	from	the
Bible:	 “Be	 of	 the	 same	mind	 one	 toward	 another.	Mind	 not	 high
things,	 but	 condescend	 to	men	of	 low	estate.	Be	not	wise	 in	your
own	conceits.”

Doro	 glanced	 back.	 “That	 sounds	 as	 though	 it	 would	 be	 an
unpopular	scripture	in	this	part	of	the	country,”	he	said.

“I	 see	 to	 it	 that	 they	 learn	 some	 of	 the	 less	 popular	 ones,”
Anyanwu	answered.	“There	is	another:	Thou	shalt	not	deliver	unto
his	master	the	servant	which	is	escaped	from	his	master	unto	thee.’
They	live	in	a	world	that	does	not	want	them	to	hear	such	things.”

“You’re	raising	them	as	Christians,	then?”
She	shrugged.	“Most	of	their	parents	are	Christian.	They	want

their	 children	 to	 read	 so	 they	 can	 read	 the	 Bible.	 Besides”—she
glanced	at	 him,	 the	 corners	of	 her	mouth	 turned	down—“besides,
this	is	a	Christian	country.”

He	 ignored	 her	 sarcasm,	 took	 her	 into	 the	 back	 parlor.
“Christians	consider	it	a	great	sin	to	take	one’s	own	life,”	he	said.

“They	consider	it	a	sin	to	take	any	life,	yet	they	kill	and	kill.”
“Anyanwu,	why	have	you	decided	to	die?”	He	would	not	have

thought	he	could	say	the	words	so	calmly.	What	would	she	think?
That	he	did	not	care?	Could	she	think	that?

“It’s	the	only	way	I	can	leave	you,”	she	said	simply.
He	 digested	 that	 for	 a	 moment.	 “I	 thought	 staying	 with	 you

now	would	help	you	get	used	to	…	to	the	things	I	have	to	do,”	he
said.

“Do	you	think	I’m	not	used	to	them?”
“You	 haven’t	 accepted	 them.	Why	 else	 should	 you	 want	 to

die?”
“Because	 of	 what	 we	 have	 already	 said.	 Everything	 is

temporary	but	you	and	me.	You	are	all	I	have,	perhaps	all	I	would
ever	 have.”	 She	 shook	 her	 head	 slowly.	 “And	 you	 are	 an
obscenity.”

He	frowned,	staring	at	her.	She	had	not	said	such	things	since
their	night	together	in	the	library.	She	had	never	said	them	this	way,



matter-of-factly,	 as	 though	 she	 were	 saying	 “You	 are	 tall.”	 He
found	that	he	could	not	even	manufacture	anger	against	her.

“Shall	I	go	away?”	he	asked.
“No.	Stay	with	me.	I	need	you	here.”
“Even	though	I’m	an	obscenity.”
“Even	so.”
She	 was	 as	 she	 had	 been	 after	 Luisa’s	 death—

uncharacteristically	 passive,	 ready	 to	 die.	 Then	 it	 was	 loneliness
and	grief	pressing	on	her,	weighing	her	down	 then.	Now	…	what
was	it	now,	really?

“Is	 it	 Susan?”	 he	 asked.	 “I	 didn’t	 think	 you	 had	 gotten	 that
close	to	her.”

“I	hadn’t.	But	you	had.	She	gave	you	three	children.”
“But	…”
“You	did	not	need	her	life.”
“There	was	no	other	way	she	could	be	of	use	to	me.	She	had

had	enough	children,	and	she	could	not	care	for	them.	What	did	you
expect	me	to	do	with	her?”

Anyanwu	got	up	and	walked	out	of	the	room.
Later,	he	 tried	 to	 talk	 to	her	again.	She	would	not	 listen.	She

would	not	argue	with	him	or	curse	him.	When	he	offered	again	to
go,	she	asked	him	to	stay.	When	he	came	to	her	room	at	night,	she
was	strangely,	quietly	welcoming.	And	she	was	still	planning	to	die.
There	 was	 an	 obscenity.	 An	 immortal,	 a	 woman	 who	 could	 live
through	the	millennia	with	him,	yet	she	was	intent	on	suicide—and
he	was	not	even	certain	why.

He	 became	 more	 desperate	 as	 her	 pregnancy	 advanced,
because	 he	 could	 not	 reach	 her,	 he	 could	 not	 touch	 her.	 She
admitted	she	needed	him,	said	she	loved	him,	but	some	part	of	her
was	closed	away	from	him	and	nothing	he	said	could	reach	it.

Finally,	he	did	go	away	for	a	few	weeks.	He	did	not	like	what
she	 was	 doing	 to	 him.	 He	 could	 not	 remember	 a	 time	 when	 his
thoughts	had	been	 so	confused,	when	he	had	wanted	 so	badly,	 so
painfully,	 something	 he	 could	 not	 have.	 He	 had	 done	 what
Anyanwu	 had	 apparently	 had	 done.	 He	 had	 allowed	 her	 to	 touch



him	 as	 though	 he	 were	 an	 ordinary	 man.	 He	 had	 allowed	 her	 to
awaken	feelings	in	him	that	had	been	dormant	for	several	times	as
long	 as	 even	 she	 had	 been	 alive.	He	 had	 all	 but	 stripped	 himself
before	her.	It	amazed	him	that	he	could	do	such	a	thing—or	that	she
could	see	him	do	it,	and	not	care.	She,	of	all	people!

He	 went	 down	 to	 Baton	 Rouge	 to	 a	 woman	 he	 had	 once
known.	She	was	married	now,	but,	as	it	happened,	her	husband	was
in	Boston	 and	 she	welcomed	Doro.	He	 stayed	with	 her	 for	 a	 few
days,	always	on	the	verge	of	telling	her	about	Anyanwu,	but	never
quite	getting	around	to	it.

He	took	a	new	body—that	of	a	free	black	who	owned	several
slaves	 and	 treated	 them	brutally.	Afterward,	 he	wondered	why	he
had	 killed	 the	 man.	 It	 was	 no	 concern	 of	 his	 how	 a	 slaveholder
treated	his	chattels.

He	 shed	 the	 slaveholder	 body	 and	 took	 that	 of	 another	 free
black—one	who	 could	 have	 been	 a	 lighter-skinned	 brother	 to	 the
one	Anyanwu	had	 liked,	 compact,	 handsome,	 red-brown.	Perhaps
she	would	 reject	 it	 because	 it	 was	 too	 like	 the	 other	 one	without
being	the	other	one.	Perhaps	she	would	reject	it	because	it	was	too
unlike	 the	other	one.	Who	knew	which	way	her	mind	would	 turn.
But	 perhaps	 she	 would	 accept	 it	 and	 talk	 to	 him	 and	 close	 the
distance	 between	 them	 before	 she	 shut	 herself	 off	 like	 used
machinery.

He	went	home	to	her.
Her	belly	got	in	the	way	when	he	hugged	her	in	greeting.	On

any	other	occasion,	he	would	have	laughed	and	stroked	it,	thinking
of	his	child	inside.	Now,	he	only	looked	at	it,	realized	that	she	could
give	birth	any	time.	How	stupid	he	had	been	to	go	away	and	leave
her,	to	give	up	any	part	of	what	might	be	their	last	days	together.

She	 took	 his	 hand	 and	 led	 him	 into	 the	 house	while	 her	 son
Julien	took	his	horse.	Julien	gave	Doro	a	long,	frightened,	pleading
look	that	Doro	did	not	acknowledge.	Clearly,	the	man	knew.

Inside	 the	 house,	 he	 got	 the	 same	 kinds	 of	 looks	 from	Leah
and	 Kane,	 whom	 Anyanwu	 had	 sent	 for.	 Nobody	 said	 anything
except	in	ordinary	greeting,	but	the	house	was	filled	with	tension.	It



was	 as	 though	 everyone	 felt	 it	 but	Anyanwu.	 She	 seemed	 to	 feel
nothing	except	solemn	pleasure	in	having	Doro	home	again.

Supper	was	quiet,	almost	grim,	and	everyone	seemed	to	have
something	 to	do	 to	keep	from	lingering	at	 the	 table.	Everyone	but
Doro.	He	coaxed	Anyanwu	to	share	wine	and	fruit	and	nuts	and	talk
with	him	 in	 the	smaller,	cooler	back	parlor.	As	 it	 turned	out,	 they
shared	wine	and	fruit	and	nuts	and	silence,	but	it	did	not	matter.	It
was	enough	that	she	was	with	him.

Anyanwu’s	child,	a	tiny,	sturdy	boy,	was	born	two	weeks	after
Doro’s	 return,	and	Doro	became	almost	 sick	with	desperation.	He
did	 not	 know	how	 to	 deal	with	 his	 feelings,	 could	 not	 recall	 ever
having	had	such	an	intense	confusion	of	feelings	before.	Sometimes
he	 caught	 himself	 observing	 his	 own	 behavior	 as	 though	 from	 a
distance	 and	 noticing	 with	 even	 greater	 confusion	 that	 there	 was
nothing	outwardly	visible	in	him	to	show	what	he	was	suffering.	He
spent	 as	 much	 time	 as	 he	 could	 with	 Anyanwu,	 watching	 her
prepare	and	mix	her	herbs;	instruct	several	of	her	people	at	a	time	in
their	cultivation,	appearance	and	use;	tend	those	few	who	could	not
wait	for	this	or	that	herb.

“What	will	they	do	when	they	have	only	the	herbs?”	he	asked
her.

“Live	or	die	as	best	they	can,”	she	said.	“Everything	truly	alive
dies	sooner	or	later.”

She	 found	 a	 woman	 to	 nurse	 her	 baby	 and	 she	 gave	 calm
instructions	to	a	frightened	Leah.	She	considered	Leah	the	strangest
and	 the	 brightest	 of	 her	 white	 daughters	 and	 the	 one	 most
competent	 to	 succeed	 her.	 Kane	 did	 not	 want	 this.	 He	 felt
threatened,	 even	 frightened,	 by	 the	 thought	 of	 suddenly	 greater
visibility.	 He	 would	 become	 more	 noticeable	 to	 people	 of	 his
father’s	 class—people	 who	 might	 have	 known	 his	 father.	 Doro
thought	this	too	unlikely	to	worry	about.	He	found	himself	trying	to
explain	to	the	man	that	if	Kane	played	his	role	as	well	as	Doro	had
always	 seen	 him	 play	 it,	 and	 if	 also	 he	 clearly	 possessed	 all	 the
trappings	 of	 a	wealthy	 planter,	 it	 would	 never	 occur	 to	 people	 to



assume	 that	he	was	anything	but	 a	wealthy	planter.	Doro	 told	 the
story	of	Frank’s	passing	him	off	as	a	Christianized	African	prince,
and	he	and	Kane	laughed	together	over	it.	There	had	not	been	much
laughter	in	the	house	recently,	and	even	this	ended	abruptly.

“You	 have	 to	 stop	 her,”	Kane	 said	 as	 though	 they	 had	 been
discussing	Anyanwu	all	along.	“You	have	to.	You’re	the	only	one
who	can.”

“I	 don’t	 know	 what	 to	 do,”	 Doro	 admitted	 bleakly.	 Kane
would	have	no	idea	how	unusual	such	an	admission	was	from	him.

“Talk	to	her!	Does	she	want	something?	Give	it	to	her!”
“I	think	she	wants	me	not	to	kill,”	Doro	said.
Kane	 blinked,	 then	 shook	 his	 head	 helplessly.	 Even	 he

understood	that	it	was	impossible.
Leah	 came	 into	 the	 back	parlor	where	 they	were	 talking	 and

stood	before	Doro,	hands	on	her	hips.	“I	can’t	tell	what	you	feel,”
she	 said.	 “I’ve	 never	 been	 able	 to	 somehow.	 But	 if	 you	 feel
anything	at	all	for	her,	go	to	her	now!”

“Why?”	Doro	asked.
“Because	she’s	going	 to	do	 it.	She’s	 just	about	gotten	herself

to	the	brink.	I	don’t	think	she	plans	to	wake	up	tomorrow	morning
—like	Luisa.”

Doro	stood	up	to	go,	but	Kane	stopped	him	with	a	question	to
Leah.

“Honey,	what	does	she	want?	What	does	she	really	want	from
him?”

Leah	looked	from	one	man	to	another,	saw	that	they	were	both
awaiting	her	answer.	“I	asked	her	that	myself,”	she	said.	“She	just
said	she	was	tired.	Tired	to	death.”

She	 had	 seemed	 weary,	 Doro	 thought.	 But	 weary	 of	 what?
Him?	She	had	begged	him	not	 to	go	away	again—not	 that	he	had
planned	to.	“Tired	of	what?”	he	asked.

Leah	held	her	hands	 in	front	of	her	and	 looked	down	at	him.
She	 opened	 and	 closed	 the	 fingers	 as	 though	 to	 grasp	 something,
but	 she	 held	 only	 air.	 She	 gestured	 sometimes	when	 receiving	 or
remembering	 images	 and	 impressions	 no	 one	 else	 could	 see.	 In



ordinary	 society,	 people	 would	 certainly	 have	 thought	 her
demented.

“That’s	what	I	can	feel,”	she	said.	“If	I	sit	where	she’s	recently
sat	or	even	more	if	I	handle	something	she’s	worn.	It’s	a	reaching
and	 reaching	and	grasping	and	 then	her	hands	are	 empty.	There’s
nothing.	She’s	so	tired.”

“Maybe	 it’s	 just	 her	 age,”	 Kane	 said.	 “Maybe	 it’s	 finally
caught	up	with	her.”

Leah	shook	her	head.	“I	don’t	think	so.	She’s	not	in	any	pain,
hasn’t	 slowed	 down	 at	 all.	 She’s	 just	…”	 Leah	made	 a	 sound	 of
frustration	 and	 distress—almost	 a	 sob.	 “I’m	 no	 good	 at	 this,”	 she
said.	 “Things	 either	 come	 to	 me	 clear	 and	 sharp	 without	 my
working	 and	worrying	 at	 them	 or	 they	 never	 come	 clear.	Mother
used	 to	 be	 able	 to	 take	 something	 cloudy	 and	 make	 it	 clear	 for
herself	and	for	me.	I’m	just	not	good	enough.”

Doro	 said	 nothing,	 stood	 still,	 trying	 to	 make	 sense	 of	 the
strange	grasping,	the	weariness.

“Go	to	her,	damn	you!”	Leah	screamed.	And	then	more	softly,
“Help	her.	She’s	been	a	healer	since	she	was	back	in	Africa.	Now
she	needs	somebody	to	heal	her.	Who	could	do	it	but	you?”

He	 left	 them	 and	 went	 looking	 for	 Anyanwu.	 He	 had	 not
thought	 in	 terms	 of	 healing	 her	 before.	 Let	 the	 tables	 be	 turned,
then.	Let	him	do	what	he	could	to	heal	the	healer.

He	found	her	in	her	bedroom,	gowned	for	bed	and	hanging	her
dress	 up	 to	 air.	 She	 had	 begun	wearing	 dresses	 exclusively	when
her	pregnancy	began	to	show.	She	smiled	warmly	as	Doro	came	in,
as	though	she	were	glad	to	see	him.

“It’s	early,”	he	said.
She	nodded.	“I	know,	but	I’m	tired.”
“Yes.	Leah	has	just	been	telling	me	that	you	were	…	tired.”
She	 faced	 him	 for	 a	moment,	 sighed.	 “Sometimes	 I	 long	 for

only	ordinary	children.”
“You	were	planning	…	tonight	…”
“I	still	am.”
“No!”	 He	 stepped	 to	 her,	 caught	 her	 by	 the	 shoulders	 as



though	his	holding	her	could	keep	life	in	her.
She	thrust	him	away	with	strength	he	had	not	felt	in	her	since

before	 Isaac’s	 death.	 He	 was	 thrown	 back	 against	 the	 wall	 and
would	have	fallen	if	there	had	not	been	a	wall	to	stop	him.

“Don’t	say	no	to	me	anymore,”	she	said	softly.	“I	don’t	want
to	hear	you	telling	me	what	to	do	anymore.”

He	doused	a	reflexive	flare	of	anger,	stared	at	her	as	he	rubbed
the	 shoulder	 that	had	 struck	 the	wall.	 “What	 is	 it?”	he	whispered.
“Tell	me	what’s	wrong?”

“I’ve	tried.”	She	climbed	onto	the	bed.
“Then	try	again!”
She	did	not	get	under	her	blanket,	but	sat	on	top	of	it,	watching

him.	 She	 said	 nothing,	 only	 watched.	 Finally	 he	 drew	 a	 deep,
shuddering	breath	and	sat	down	in	the	chair	nearest	her	bed.	He	was
shaking.	 His	 strong,	 perfectly	 good	 new	 body	 was	 shaking	 as
though	he	had	all	but	worn	it	out.	He	had	to	stop	her.	He	had	to.

He	looked	at	her	and	thought	he	saw	compassion	in	her	eyes—
as	though	in	a	moment,	she	could	come	to	him,	hold	him	not	only
as	 a	 lover,	 but	 as	 one	 of	 her	 children	 to	 be	 comforted.	He	would
have	permitted	her	to	do	this.	He	would	have	welcomed	it.

She	did	not	move.
“I’ve	told	you,”	she	said	softly,	“that	even	when	I	hated	you,	I

believed	 in	what	you	were	 trying	 to	do.	 I	believed	 that	we	should
have	people	more	like	ourselves,	that	we	should	not	be	alone.	You
had	 much	 less	 trouble	 with	 me	 than	 you	 could	 have	 because	 I
believed	that.	I	 learned	to	turn	my	head	and	ignore	the	things	you
did	 to	 people.	But,	Doro,	 I	 could	 not	 ignore	 everything.	You	 kill
your	 best	 servants,	 people	 who	 obey	 you	 even	 when	 it	 means
suffering	 for	 them.	 Killing	 gives	 you	 too	much	 pleasure.	 Far	 too
much.”

“I	would	have	to	do	it	whether	it	gave	me	pleasure	or	not,”	he
said.	“You	know	what	I	am.”

“You	are	less	than	you	were.”
“I	…”
“The	human	part	of	you	is	dying,	Doro.	It	is	almost	dead.	Isaac



saw	that	happening,	and	he	told	me.	That	is	part	of	what	he	said	to
me	on	 the	night	he	persuaded	me	 to	marry	him.	He	said	someday
you	would	not	feel	anything	at	all	that	was	human,	and	he	said	he
was	glad	he	would	not	live	to	see	that	day.	He	said	I	must	live	so
that	I	could	save	the	human	part	of	you.	But	he	was	wrong.	I	cannot
save	it.	It’s	already	dead.”

“No.”	He	closed	his	eyes,	 tried	 to	still	his	 trembling.	Finally,
he	gave	up,	 looked	over	at	her.	If	he	could	only	make	her	see.	“It
isn’t	dead,	Anyanwu.	 I	might	have	 thought	 it	was	myself	before	I
found	you	 the	 second	 time,	but	 it	 isn’t.	 It	will	 die,	 though,	 if	 you
leave	me.”	He	wanted	to	touch	her,	but	in	his	present	state,	he	dared
not	risk	being	thrown	across	the	room	again.	She	must	touch	him.
“I	 think	my	son	was	right,”	he	said.	“Parts	of	me	can	die	 little	by
little.	 What	 will	 I	 be	 when	 there	 is	 nothing	 left	 but	 hunger	 and
feeding?”

“Someone	will	 find	a	way	 to	 rid	 the	world	of	you,”	 she	 said
tonelessly.

“How?	 The	 best	 people,	 the	 ones	 with	 the	 greatest	 potential
power	 belong	 to	 me.	 I’ve	 been	 collecting	 them,	 protecting	 them,
breeding	 them	 for	 nearly	 four	 millennia	 while	 ordinary	 people
poisoned,	tortured,	hanged,	or	burned	any	that	I	missed.”

“You	 are	 not	 infallible,”	 she	 said.	 “For	 three	 centuries,	 you
missed	 me.”	 She	 sighed,	 shook	 her	 head.	 “It	 doesn’t	 matter.	 I
cannot	say	what	will	happen,	but	like	Isaac,	I’m	glad	I	won’t	live	to
see	it.”

He	stood	up,	furious	with	her,	not	knowing	whether	to	curse	or
to	plead.	His	legs	were	weak	under	him	and	he	felt	himself	on	the
verge	of	 obscene	weeping.	Why	didn’t	 she	 help	 him?	She	helped
everyone	else!	He	 longed	 to	get	away	from	her—or	kill	her.	Why
should	she	be	allowed	to	waste	all	her	strength	and	power	in	suicide
while	he	stood	before	her,	his	face	wet	with	perspiration,	his	body
trembling	like	a	palsied	old	man.

But	he	could	not	 leave	or	kill.	 It	was	 impossible.	“Anyanwu,
you	must	not	 leave	me!”	He	had	control	of	his	voice,	at	 least.	He
did	 not	 have	 that	 half-in-and-half-out-of-his-body	 sound	 that



frightened	most	people	and	that	would	have	made	Anyanwu	think
he	was	trying	to	frighten	her.

Anyanwu	pulled	back	the	blanket	and	sheet	and	lay	down.	He
knew	suddenly	that	she	would	die	now.	Right	in	front	of	him,	she
would	lie	there	and	shut	herself	off.

“Anyanwu!”	He	was	on	the	bed	with	her,	pulling	her	up	again.
“Please,”	 he	 said,	 not	 hearing	 himself	 any	 longer.	 “Please,
Anyanwu.	Listen.”	 She	was	 still	 alive.	 “Listen	 to	me.	There	 isn’t
anything	I	wouldn’t	give	to	be	able	to	lie	down	beside	you	and	die
when	you	die.	You	can’t	know	how	I’ve	longed	…”	He	swallowed.
“Sun	Woman,	please	don’t	leave	me.”	His	voice	caught	and	broke.
He	wept.	He	choked	out	great	sobs	that	shook	his	already	shaking
body	 almost	 beyond	 bearing.	 He	 wept	 as	 though	 for	 all	 the	 past
times	 when	 no	 tears	 would	 come,	 when	 there	 was	 no	 relief.	 He
could	not	stop.	He	did	not	know	when	she	pulled	off	his	boots	and
pulled	 the	 blanket	 up	 over	 him,	when	 she	 bathed	 his	 face	 in	 cool
water.	 He	 did	 know	 the	 comfort	 of	 her	 arms,	 the	 warmth	 of	 her
body	 next	 to	 him.	 He	 slept,	 finally,	 exhausted,	 his	 head	 on	 her
breast,	 and	 at	 sunrise	when	 he	 awoke,	 that	 breast	was	 still	warm,
still	rising	and	falling	gently	with	her	breathing.



Epilogue

THERE	HAD	TO	BE	changes.
Anyanwu	could	 not	 have	 all	 she	wanted,	 and	Doro	 could	no

longer	 have	 all	 that	 he	 had	 once	 considered	 his	 by	 right.	 She
stopped	him	from	destroying	his	breeders	after	they	had	served	him.
She	 could	 not	 stop	 him	 from	 killing	 altogether,	 but	 she	 could
extract	a	promise	from	him	that	there	be	no	more	Susans,	no	more
Thomases.	 If	anyone	had	earned	 the	 right	 to	be	safe	 from	him,	 to
have	his	protection,	it	was	these	people.

He	did	not	command	her	any	longer.	She	was	no	longer	one	of
his	breeders,	nor	even	one	of	his	people	in	the	old	proprietary	way.
He	 could	 ask	 her	 cooperation,	 her	 help,	 but	 he	 could	 no	 longer
coerce	 her	 into	 giving	 it.	 There	 would	 be	 no	more	 threats	 to	 her
children.

He	 would	 not	 interfere	 with	 her	 children	 at	 all.	 There	 was
disagreement	 here.	 She	wanted	him	 to	 promise	 that	 he	would	not
interfere	with	any	of	her	descendants,	but	he	would	not.	 “Do	you
have	 any	 idea	 how	many	 descendants	 you	 have	 and	 how	 widely
scattered	 they	 are?”	 he	 asked	 her.	 And,	 of	 course,	 she	 did	 not,
though	 she	 thought	 by	 now	 they	 would	 no	 doubt	 make	 a	 fine
nation.	 “I	 won’t	 make	 you	 any	 promises	 I	 can’t	 keep,”	 he	 said.
“And	I	won’t	wait	 to	ask	some	stranger	who	interests	me	who	his
many-times-great-grandmother	was.”

Thus,	 uncomfortably,	 she	 settled	 for	 protecting	 her	 children
and	any	grandchildren	or	even	strangers	who	became	members	of
her	 household.	 These	 were	 hers	 to	 protect,	 hers	 to	 teach,	 hers	 to
move	if	she	wished.	When	it	became	clear	within	a	few	years	that
there	would	be	a	war	between	the	Northern	and	Southern	states,	she
chose	to	move	her	people	to	California.	The	move	displeased	him.
He	thought	she	was	leaving	not	only	to	get	away	from	the	coming
war,	 but	 to	 make	 it	 more	 difficult	 for	 him	 to	 break	 his	 word



regarding	 her	 children.	 Crossing	 the	 continent,	 sailing	 around	 the
Horn,	or	crossing	the	Isthmus	of	Panama	to	reach	her	would	not	be
quick	or	simple	matters	even	for	him.

He	accused	her	of	not	trusting	him,	and	she	admitted	it	freely.
“You	are	still	 the	 leopard,”	she	said.	“And	we	are	still	prey.	Why
should	we	 tempt	 you?”	Then	 she	 eased	 it	 all	 by	 kissing	 him	 and
saying	 “You	 will	 see	 me	 when	 you	 want	 to	 badly	 enough.	 You
know	that.	When	has	distance	ever	really	stopped	you?”

It	never	had.	He	would	see	her.	He	stopped	her	cross-country
plans	by	putting	her	and	her	people	on	one	of	his	own	clippers	and
returning	to	her	one	of	the	best	of	her	descendants	by	Isaac	to	keep
her	safe	from	storms.

In	California,	 she	 finally	 took	a	European	name:	Emma.	She
had	heard	that	it	meant	grandmother	or	ancestress,	and	this	amused
her.	She	became	Emma	Anyanwu.	“It	will	give	people	something	to
call	me	that	they	can	pronounce,”	she	told	him	on	his	first	visit.

He	laughed.	He	did	not	care	what	she	called	herself	as	long	as
she	went	 on	 living.	And	 she	would	 do	 that.	No	matter	where	 she
went,	she	would	live.	She	would	not	leave	him.



Turn	the	page	to	continue	reading	from	the	Patternist	Series





Prologue

Doro

Doro’s	widow	 in	 the	 southern	California	 city	 of	 Forsyth	 had
become	a	prostitute.	Doro	had	 left	 her	 alone	 for	 eighteen	months.
Too	 long.	 For	 the	 sake	 of	 the	 daughter	 she	 had	 borne	 him,	 he
should	have	visited	her	more	often.	Now	it	was	almost	too	late.

Doro	 watched	 her	 without	 letting	 her	 know	 that	 he	 was	 in
town.	He	saw	the	men	come	and	go	from	her	new,	wrong-side-of-
the-tracks	apartment.	He	saw	that	most	of	her	time	away	from	home
was	spent	in	the	local	bars.

Sometime	during	his	eighteen-month	absence,	she	had	moved
from	the	house	he	had	bought	her—an	expensive	house	 in	a	good
neighborhood.	 And	 though	 he	 had	 made	 arrangements	 with	 a
Forsyth	 bank	 for	 her	 to	 receive	 a	 liberal	 monthly	 allowance,	 she
still	needed	the	men.	And	the	liquor.	He	was	not	surprised.

By	the	time	he	knocked	at	her	door,	the	main	thing	he	wanted
to	do	was	see	whether	his	daughter	was	all	right.	When	the	woman
opened	 the	 door,	 he	 pushed	 past	 her	 into	 the	 apartment	 without
speaking.

She	was	half	drunk	and	slurred	her	words	a	little	as	she	called
after	him.	“Hey,	wait	a	minute.	Who	the	hell	do	you	think	you—”

“Shut	up,	Rina.”
She	hadn’t	recognized	him,	of	course.	He	was	wearing	a	body

that	 she	 had	 never	 seen	 before.	But	 like	 all	 his	 people,	 she	 knew
him	the	instant	he	spoke.	She	stared	at	him,	round-eyed,	silent.

There	was	a	man	sitting	on	her	couch	drinking	directly	from	a
bottle	of	Santa	Fe	Port.	Doro	glanced	at	him,	 then	 spoke	 to	Rina.
“Get	rid	of	him.”

The	man	started	to	protest	immediately.	Doro	ignored	him	and
went	on	to	the	bedroom,	following	his	tracking	sense	to	Mary,	his
daughter.	 The	 child	 was	 asleep,	 her	 breathing	 softly	 even.	 Doro



turned	 on	 a	 light	 and	 looked	 at	 her	 more	 closely.	 She	 was	 three
years	old	now,	small	and	 thin,	not	especially	healthy-looking.	Her
nose	was	running.

Doro	 touched	 her	 forehead	 lightly	 but	 felt	 no	 trace	 of	 fever.
The	 bedroom	 contained	 only	 a	 bed	 and	 a	 three-legged	 chest	 of
drawers.	There	was	a	pile	of	dirty	clothes	in	one	corner	on	the	floor.
The	rest	of	the	floor	was	bare	wood—no	carpeting.

Doro	 took	 in	 all	 this	 without	 surprise,	 without	 changing	 his
neutral	 expression.	 He	 uncovered	 the	 child,	 saw	 that	 she	 was
sleeping	nude,	saw	the	bruises	and	welts	on	her	back	and	legs.	He
shook	his	head	and	sighed,	covered	the	little	girl	up	carefully,	and
went	 back	 out	 to	 the	 living	 room.	 There	 the	man	 and	 Rina	were
cursing	at	each	other.	Doro	waited	in	silence	until	he	was	sure	that
Rina	 was	 honestly,	 in	 fact	 desperately,	 trying	 to	 get	 rid	 of	 her
“guest”	but	that	the	man	was	refusing	to	budge.	Then	Doro	walked
over	to	the	man.

The	 man	 was	 short	 and	 slight,	 not	 much	 more	 than	 a	 boy,
really.	Rina	might	have	been	able	to	throw	him	out	physically,	but
she	 had	 not.	 Now	 it	 was	 too	 late.	 She	 stumbled	 back	 away	 from
him,	silent,	abruptly	terrified	as	Doro	approached.

The	man	 rose	unsteadily	 to	 face	Doro.	Doro	saw	 that	he	had
put	his	bottle	down	and	taken	out	a	large	pocket	knife.	Unlike	Rina,
he	did	not	slur	his	words	at	all	when	he	spoke.	“Now,	listen,	you—
Hold	it!	I	said	hold	it!”

He	broke	off	abruptly,	slashing	at	Doro	as	Doro	advanced	on
him.	Doro	made	no	effort	to	avoid	the	knife.	It	sliced	easily	through
the	flesh	of	his	abdomen	but	he	never	felt	the	pain.	He	abandoned
his	body	the	instant	the	knife	touched	him.

Surprise	and	anger	were	the	first	emotions	Doro	tasted	in	the
man’s	 mind.	 Surprise,	 anger,	 then	 fear.	 There	 was	 always	 fear.
Then	yielding.	Not	all	Doro’s	victims	gave	 in	 so	quickly,	but	 this
one	was	 half	 anesthetized	with	wine.	 This	 one	 saw	Doro	 as	 only
Doro’s	 victims	 ever	 saw	 him.	 Then,	 stunned,	 he	 gave	 up	 his	 life
almost	 without	 a	 struggle.	 Doro	 consumed	 him,	 an	 easy	 if	 not
especially	satisfying	meal.



Rina	had	gasped	and	begun	to	raise	her	hand	to	her	mouth	as
the	man	slashed	at	Doro.	When	Doro	finished	his	kill,	Rina’s	hand
was	just	touching	her	lips.

Doro	 stood	 uncomfortably	 disoriented,	 mildly	 sick	 to	 his
stomach,	 the	 hand	 of	 his	 newly	 acquired	 body	 still	 clutching	 its
bloody	knife.	On	the	floor	lay	the	body	that	Doro	had	been	wearing
when	he	came	in.	It	had	been	strong,	healthy,	in	excellent	physical
condition.	The	one	he	had	now	was	nothing	beside	it.	He	glanced	at
Rina	in	annoyance.	Rina	shrank	back	against	the	wall.

“What’s	the	matter	with	you?”	he	asked.	“Do	you	think	you’re
safer	over	there?”

“Don’t	hurt	me,”	she	said.	“Please.”
“Why	would	you	beat	a	three-year-old	like	that,	Rina?”
“I	didn’t	do	it!	I	swear.	It	was	a	guy	who	brought	me	home	a

couple	of	nights	ago.	Mary	woke	up	screaming	from	a	nightmare	or
something,	and	he—”

“Hell,”	 said	 Doro	 in	 disgust.	 “Is	 that	 supposed	 to	 be	 an
excuse?”

Rina	 began	 to	 cry	 silently,	 tears	 streaming	 down	 her	 face.
“You	don’t	know,”	she	said	in	a	low	voice.	“You	don’t	understand
what	 it’s	 like	 for	 me	 having	 that	 kid	 here.”	 She	 was	 no	 longer
slurring	her	words,	 in	spite	of	her	 tears.	Her	fear	had	sobered	her.
She	wiped	her	eyes.	“I	really	didn’t	hit	her.	You	know	I	wouldn’t
dare	lie	to	you.”	She	stared	at	Doro	for	a	moment,	then	shook	her
head.	“I’ve	wanted	to	hit	her	though—so	many	times.	I	can	hardly
even	 stand	 to	 go	 near	 her	 sober	 anymore.	…”	 She	 looked	 at	 the
body	cooling	on	the	floor	and	began	to	tremble.

Doro	went	to	her.	She	stiffened	with	terror	as	he	touched	her.
Then,	after	a	moment,	when	she	realized	that	he	was	doing	nothing
more	than	putting	his	arm	around	her,	she	let	him	lead	her	back	to
the	couch.

She	sat	with	him,	beginning	to	relax,	the	tension	going	out	of
her	body.	When	he	spoke	to	her,	his	tone	was	gentle,	without	threat.

“I’ll	 take	Mary	 if	you	want	me	 to,	Rina.	 I’ll	 find	a	home	for
her.”



She	said	nothing	 for	a	 long	while.	He	did	not	hurry	her.	She
looked	at	him,	then	closed	her	eyes,	shook	her	head.	Finally	she	put
her	 head	 on	 his	 shoulder	 and	 spoke	 softly.	 “I’m	 sick,”	 she	 said.
“Tell	me	I’ll	be	well	if	you	take	her.”

“You’ll	be	as	well	as	you	were	before	Mary	was	born.”
“Then?”	She	shuddered	against	him.	“No.	I	was	sick	then	too.

Sick	 and	 alone.	 If	 you	 take	Mary	 away,	 you	won’t	 come	back	 to
me,	will	you?”

“No.	I	won’t.”
“You	said,	‘I	want	you	to	have	a	baby,’	and	I	said,	‘I	hate	kids,

especially	 babies,’	 and	 you	 said,	 That	 doesn’t	 matter.’	 And	 it
didn’t.”

“Shall	I	take	her,	Rina?”
“No.	 Are	 you	 going	 to	 get	 rid	 of	 that	 corpse	 for	 me?”	 She

nudged	his	former	body	with	one	foot.
“I’ll	have	someone	take	care	of	it.”
“I	 can’t	 do	 anything,”	 she	 said.	 “My	 hands	 shake	 and

sometimes	I	hear	voices.	I	sweat	and	my	head	hurts	and	I	want	 to
cry	 or	 I	 want	 to	 scream.	 Nothing	 helps	 but	 taking	 a	 drink—or
maybe	finding	a	guy.”

“You	won’t	drink	so	much	from	now	on.”
There	was	 another	 long	 silence.	 “You	 always	want	 so	 damn

much.	Shall	I	give	up	men,	too?”
“If	I	come	back	and	find	Mary	black	and	blue	again,	I’ll	take

her.	If	anything	worse	happens	to	her,	I’ll	kill	you.”
She	 looked	 at	 him	 without	 fear.	 “You	mean	 I	 can	 keep	 my

men	if	I	keep	them	away	from	Mary.	All	right.”
Dora	sighed,	started	to	speak,	then	shrugged.
“I	 can’t	 help	 it,”	 she	 said.	 “Something	 is	 wrong	 with	 me.	 I

can’t	help	it.”
“I	know.”
“You	made	me	what	I	am.	I	ought	to	hate	your	guts	for	what

you	made	me.”
“You	don’t	hate	me.	And	you	don’t	have	to	defend	yourself	to

me.	 I	 don’t	 condemn	 you.”	He	 caressed	 her,	wondering	 idly	 how



she	could	want	life	badly	enough	to	fight	as	hard	as	she	had	to	fight
to	 keep	 it.	 In	 producing	 her	 daughter,	 she	 had	 performed	 the
function	 she	 had	 been	 born	 to	 perform.	Doro	 had	 demanded	 that
much	 of	 her	 as	 he	 had	 demanded	 it	 of	 others,	 her	 ancestors	 long
before	her.	There	had	been	a	time	when	he	disposed	of	people	like
her	 as	 soon	 as	 they	 had	 produced	 the	 number	 of	 offspring	 he
desired.	They	were	inevitably	poor	parents	and	their	children	grew
up	more	comfortably	with	adoptive	parents.	Now,	 though,	 if	 such
people	 wanted	 to	 live	 after	 having	 served	 him,	 he	 let	 them.	 He
treated	 them	 kindly,	 as	 servants	 who	 had	 been	 faithful.	 Their
gratitude	often	made	them	his	best	servants	in	spite	of	their	seeming
weakness.	And	 the	weakness	didn’t	bother	him.	Rina	was	right.	 It
was	his	fault—a	result	of	his	breeding	program.	Rina,	in	fact,	was	a
minor	favorite	with	him	when	she	was	sober.

“I’ll	be	careful,”	she	said.	“No	one	will	hurt	Mary	again.	Will
you	stay	with	me	for	a	while?”

“Only	for	a	 few	days.	Long	enough	 to	help	you	move	out	of
here.”

She	looked	alarmed.	“I	don’t	want	to	move.	I	can’t	stand	it	out
there	where	I	was,	by	myself.”

“I’m	 not	 going	 to	 send	 you	 back	 to	 our	 old	 house.	 I’m	 just
going	 to	 take	 you	 a	 few	 blocks	 over	 to	Dell	 Street	where	 one	 of
your	 relatives	 lives.	 She	 has	 a	 duplex	 and	you’re	 going	 to	 live	 in
one	side	of	it.”

“I	don’t	have	any	relatives	left	alive	around	here.”
He	smiled.	“Rina,	this	part	of	Forsyth	is	full	of	your	relatives.

Actually,	 that’s	why	 you	 came	back	 to	 it.	You	 don’t	 know	 them,
and	you	wouldn’t	like	most	of	them	if	you	met	them,	but	you	need
to	be	close	to	them.”

“Why?”
“Let’s	just	say,	so	you	won’t	be	by	yourself.”
She	 shrugged,	 neither	 understanding	 nor	 really	 caring.	 “If

people	around	here	are	my	relatives,	are	they	your	people	too?”
“Of	course.”
“And	…	this	woman	I’m	going	to	live	next	door	 to—what	 is



she	to	me?”
“Your	grandmother	several	times	removed.”
Rina’s	 terror	 returned	 full	 force.	 “You	mean	 she’s	 like	 you?

Immortal?”
“No.	Not	like	me.	She	doesn’t	kill—at	least	not	the	way	I	do.

She’s	still	wearing	the	same	body	she	was	born	into.	And	she	won’t
hurt	you.	But	she	might	be	able	to	help	with	Mary.”

“All	for	Mary.	She	must	be	important,	poor	kid.”
“She’s	very	important.”
Rina	 was	 suddenly	 the	 concerned	 mother,	 frowning	 at	 him

worriedly.	“She	won’t	just	be	like	me?	Sick?	Crazy?”
“She’ll	 be	 like	 you	 at	 first,	 but	 she’ll	 grow	 out	 of	 it.	 It	 isn’t

really	a	disease,	you	know.”
“It	is	to	me.	But	I’ll	keep	her,	and	move,	like	you	said,	to	this

grandmother’s	house.	What’s	the	woman’s	name?”
“Emma.	She	started	 to	call	herself	Emma	about	one	hundred

fifty	years	ago	as	a	joke.	It	means	grandmother	or	ancestress.”
“It	means	she’s	somebody	you	can	trust	 to	watch	me	and	see

that	I	don’t	hurt	Mary.”
“Yes.”
“I	won’t.	I’ll	learn	to	be	her	mother	at	least	…	a	little	more.	I

can	do	that	much—raise	a	child	who’ll	be	important	to	you.”
He	kissed	her,	believing	her.	If	the	child	had	not	been	such	an

important	 part	 of	 his	 breeding	 program,	 he	would	 not	 have	 put	 a
watch	on	her	at	all.	After	a	while	he	got	up	and	went	to	call	one	of
his	people	to	come	and	get	his	former	body	out	of	the	apartment.

Emma

Emma	 was	 in	 the	 kitchen	 fixing	 her	 breakfast	 when	 she	 heard
someone	 at	 her	 front	 door.	 She	 hobbled	 through	 the	 dining	 room
toward	the	door,	but	before	she	could	reach	it,	it	opened	and	a	slight
young	man	stepped	in.

Emma	 stopped	where	 she	was,	 straightened	 her	 usually	 bent



body,	and	stared	a	question	at	the	young	man.	She	was	not	afraid.	A
couple	of	boys	had	broken	in	to	rob	her	recently	and	she	had	given
them	quite	a	surprise.

“It’s	me,	Em,”	said	the	young	man,	smiling.
Emma	 relaxed,	 smiled	 herself,	 but	 she	 did	 not	 let	 her	 body

sink	 back	 into	 its	 stoop.	 “What	 are	 you	 doing	 here?	 You’re
supposed	to	be	in	New	York.”

“I	suddenly	realized	that	it	had	been	too	long	since	I	checked
on	one	of	my	people.”

“You	don’t	mean	me.”
“A	relative	of	yours—a	little	girl.”
Emma	 raised	 an	 eyebrow	 at	 him,	 then	 drew	 a	 deep	 breath.

“Let’s	 sit	 down,	Doro.	Ask	me	 the	 favor	 you’re	 going	 to	 ask	me
from	a	comfortable	chair.”

He	 actually	 looked	 a	 little	 sheepish.	 They	 sat	 down	 in	 the
living	room.

“Well?”	said	Emma.
“I	 see	you	have	someone	 living	 in	your	other	apartment,”	he

said.
“Family,”	 said	 Emma.	 “A	 great-grandson	 whose	 wife	 just

died.	He	works	and	I	keep	an	eye	on	the	kids	when	they	get	home
from	school.”

“How	soon	can	you	move	him	out?”
Emma	stared	at	him	expressionlessly.	“The	question	is,	will	I

move	him	out	at	all?	Why	should	I?”
“I	have	a	youngster	who’s	going	to	be	too	much	for	her	mother

in	a	few	years.	Right	now,	though,	her	mother	is	too	much	for	her.”
“Doro,	 the	 kids	 next	 door	 really	 need	 my	 help.	 Even	 with

guidance,	you	know	they’re	going	to	have	a	hard	time.”
“But	 almost	 anyone	 could	 help	 those	 children,	 Em.	 On	 the

other	hand,	you’re	just	about	the	only	one	I’d	trust	to	help	the	child
I’m	talking	about.”

Emma	frowned.	“Her	mother	abuses	her?”
“So	far,	she	only	lets	other	people	abuse	her.”
“Sounds	as	 though	the	child	would	be	better	off	adopted	into



another	family.”
“I	don’t	want	to	do	that	if	I	can	avoid	it.	She’s	probably	going

to	 have	 a	 strong	 need	 to	 be	 among	 her	 relatives.	And	 you’re	 the
only	relative	she	has	that	I’d	care	to	trust	her	with.	She’s	part	of	an
experiment	that’s	important	to	me,	Em.”

“Important	to	you.	To	you!	And	what	shall	I	do	with	my	great-
grandson	and	his	children?”

“Surely	one	of	your	apartment	complexes	has	a	vacancy.	And
you	can	pay	a	babysitter	for	the	kids.	You’re	already	providing	for
God	 knows	 how	 many	 indigent	 relatives.	 This	 should	 be	 fairly
easy.”

“That’s	not	the	point.”
He	leaned	back	and	sat	looking	at	her.	“Are	you	going	to	turn

me	down?”
“How	old	is	the	child?”
“Three.”
“And	just	what	is	she	going	to	grow	up	into?”
“A	telepath.	One	with	more	control	of	her	ability	than	any	I’ve

produced	so	far,	I	hope.	And	from	the	body	I	used	to	father	her,	I
hope	she’ll	have	inherited	a	few	other	abilities.”

“What	other	abilities?”
“Em,	I	can’t	tell	you	all	of	it.	If	I	do,	in	a	few	years	she’ll	read

it	in	your	mind.”
“What	difference	would	that	make?	Why	shouldn’t	she	know

what	she	is?”
“Because	she’s	an	experiment.	It	will	be	better	for	her	to	learn

the	nature	of	her	abilities	slowly,	from	experience.	If	she’s	anything
like	her	predecessors,	 the	more	slowly	she	 learns	 the	better	 it	will
be	for	the	people	around	her.”

“Who	were	her	predecessors?”
“Failures.	Dangerous	failures.”
Emma	sighed.	“Dead	failures.”	She	wondered	what	he	would

say	 if	 she	 refused	 to	 help.	 She	 didn’t	 like	 having	 anything	 to	 do
with	 his	 projects	 when	 she	 could	 help	 it.	 They	 always	 involved
children,	always	had	to	do	with	his	breeding	programs.	For	all	but



the	 first	 few	centuries	 of	 his	 four-thousand-year	 life,	 he	 had	been
struggling	to	build	a	race	around	himself.	He	existed	apparently	as	a
result	of	a	mutation	millennia	past.	His	people	existed	as	a	result	of
less	 wildly	 divergent	 mutations	 and	 as	 a	 result	 of	 nearly	 four
thousand	years	of	controlled	breeding.	He	now	had	several	 strong
mutant	strains,	which	he	combined	or	kept	separate,	as	he	wished.
And	behind	him	he	had	an	untold	number	of	failures,	dangerous	or
only	pathetic,	which	he	had	destroyed	as	 casually	 as	other	people
slaughtered	cattle.

“You	must	 tell	me	something	 about	your	hopes	 for	 the	girl,”
Emma	said.	“Just	what	kind	of	danger	are	you	trying	to	expose	me
to?”

He	laid	a	hand	on	her	bony	shoulder.	“Very	little,	Em.	If	you
have	 a	 hand	 in	 raising	 the	 girl,	 she	 should	 come	 out	 reasonably
controllable.	In	fact,	I	was	thinking	of	giving	you	the	whole	job	of
raising	her.”

“No!	Absolutely	not.	 I’ve	 raised	 enough	 children.	More	 than
enough.”

“That’s	what	I	thought	you’d	say.	All	right.	Just	let	me	move
her	 and	 her	mother	 in	 next	 door,	 where	 you	 can	 keep	 an	 eye	 on
them.”

“What	are	you	going	 to	do	with	her	after	 she’s	matured?—if
she’s	a	success,	I	mean.”

He	sighed.	“Well,	I	guess	I	can	tell	you	that.	She’s	part	of	my
latest	attempt	to	bring	my	active	telepaths	together.	I’m	going	to	try
to	 mate	 her	 with	 another	 telepath	 without	 killing	 either	 of	 them
myself.	And	 I’m	 hoping	 that	 she	 and	 the	 boy	 I	 have	 in	mind	 are
stable	enough	to	stay	together	without	killing	each	other.	That	will
be	a	beginning.”

Emma	 shook	 her	 head	 as	 he	 spoke.	How	many	 lives	 had	 he
thrown	 away	 over	 the	 years	 in	 pursuit	 of	 that	 dream?	 “Doro,
they’ve	never	been	together.	Why	don’t	you	leave	them	alone?	Let
them	 stay	 separate.	 They	 avoid	 each	 other	 naturally	when	 you’re
not	pushing	them	together.”

“I	want	them	together.	Did	you	think	I	had	given	up?”



“I	keep	hoping	you’ll	give	up	for	the	sake	of	your	people.”
“And	settle	for	the	string	of	warring	tribes	that	I’ve	got	now?

Not	that	most	of	them	are	even	that	united.	Just	families	of	people
who	don’t	like	their	own	members	much	even	though	they	usually
need	to	be	near	 them.	Families	who	can’t	 tolerate	members	of	my
other	families	at	all.	They	all	tolerate	ordinary	people	well	enough,
though.	They	would	have	merged	back	into	the	general	population
long	ago	if	I	didn’t	police	them.”

“Perhaps	they	should.	They	would	be	happier.”
“Would	you	be	happier	without	your	gifts,	Emma?	Would	you

like	to	be	an	ordinary	human?”
“Of	 course	 not.	 But	 how	 many	 others	 are	 in	 full	 control	 of

their	abilities,	as	 I	am?	And	how	many	spend	 their	 lives	 in	abject
misery	 because	 they	 have	 ‘gifts’	 that	 they	 can’t	 control	 or	 even
understand?”	 She	 sighed.	 “You	 can’t	 take	 credit	 for	me,	 anyway.
I’m	almost	as	much	of	an	accident	as	you	are.	My	people	had	been
separated	from	one	of	your	families	for	hundreds	of	years	before	I
was	 born.	 They	 had	 merged	 with	 the	 people	 they	 took	 refuge
among,	and	they	still	managed	to	produce	me.”

And	Doro	had	been	 trying	 to	duplicate	 the	happy	accident	of
her	 birth	 ever	 since.	 She	 had	 known	 him	 for	 three	 hundred	 years
now,	 had	 borne	 him	 thirty-seven	 children	 through	 his	 various
incarnations.	None	of	her	children	had	proved	to	be	especially	long-
lived.	Those	who	might	have	been	were	 tortured,	unstable	people.
They	 committed	 suicide.	 The	 rest	 lived	 normal	 spans	 and	 died
natural	deaths.	Emma	had	seen	to	that	last.	She	had	not	been	able	to
keep	 track	 of	 her	 many	 grandchildren,	 but	 her	 children	 she	 had
protected.	 From	 the	 beginning	 of	 her	 relationship	with	Doro,	 she
had	warned	him	that	 if	he	murdered	even	one	of	her	children,	she
would	bear	him	no	more.

At	 first	Doro	had	valued	her	and	her	new	strain	 too	much	 to
punish	her	for	her	“arrogance.”	Later,	as	he	became	accustomed	to
her,	 to	 the	 idea	of	her	 immortality,	he	began	 to	value	her	as	more
than	 just	 a	 breeder.	 She	 became	 a	 companion	 to	 him,	 a	 wife	 to
whom	 he	 always	 returned.	Both	 he	 and	 she	married	 other	 people



from	time	to	time,	but	such	matings	were	temporary.
For	a	while,	Emma	even	believed	in	his	race-building	dream.

But	as	he	allowed	her	to	know	more	of	his	methods	of	fulfilling	that
dream,	her	 enthusiasm	waned.	No	dream	was	worth	 the	 things	he
did	to	people.

It	was	his	casually	murderous	attitude	that	finally	caused	her	to
tire	 of	 him,	 about	 two	 centuries	 into	 their	 relationship.	 She	 had
turned	 away	 from	 him	 in	 disgust	 when	 he	 murdered	 a	 young
woman	who	had	borne	him	the	three	children	he	had	demanded	of
her.	For	Emma,	it	had	finally	been	too	much.

But,	by	then,	Doro	had	been	a	part	of	her	life	for	too	long,	had
become	too	important	to	her.	She	could	not	simply	walk	away	from
him,	even	if	he	had	been	willing	to	let	her.	She	needed	him,	but	she
no	longer	wanted	him.	And	she	no	longer	wanted	to	be	one	of	his
people,	 supporting	 his	 butchery.	 There	 was	 only	 one	 escape,	 and
she	began	preparing	herself	to	take	it.	She	began	preparing	herself
to	die.

And	 Doro,	 startled,	 alarmed,	 began	 to	 mend	 his	 ways
somewhat.	 He	 gave	 her	 his	 word	 that	 he	 would	 no	 longer	 kill
breeders	who	became	useless	to	him.	Then	he	asked	her	to	live.	He
came	to	her,	finally,	as	one	human	being	to	another,	and	asked	her
not	to	leave	him.	She	hadn’t	left	him.	He	had	never	commanded	her
again.

“Will	you	take	the	mother	and	child,	Em?”
“Yes.	You	know	I	will.	Poor	things.”
“Not	so	poor	if	I’m	successful.”
She	made	a	sound	of	disgust.
He	 smiled.	 “I’ll	 be	 seeing	 you	more	 often,	 too,	with	 the	 girl

living	next	door.”
“Well,	 that’s	 something.”	 She	 reached	 out	 and	 took	 one	 of

Doro’s	 hands	 between	 her	 own,	 observing	 the	 contrast.	 His	 was
smooth	and	soft.	The	hand	of	a	young	man	who	had	clearly	never
done	any	manual	 labor.	Her	hands	were	claws,	hard,	 skinny,	with
veins	 and	 tendons	 prominent.	 She	 began	 to	 fill	 her	 hands	 out,
smooth	them,	straighten	the	long	fingers	until	the	hands	were	those



of	a	young	woman,	attractive	in	themselves	but	incongruous	on	the
ends	of	withered,	ancient	arms.

“I	wish	the	child	were	a	boy	instead	of	a	girl,”	she	said.	“I’m
afraid	she	isn’t	going	to	like	me	much	for	a	while.	At	least	not	until
she’s	old	enough	to	see	you	clearly.”

“I	didn’t	want	a	boy,”	he	said.	“I’ve	had	trouble	with	boys	in
…	in	the	special	role	I	want	her	to	fill.”

“Oh.”	 She	 wondered	 how	 many	 boy	 children	 he	 had
slaughtered	as	a	result	of	his	trouble.

“I	wanted	a	girl,	and	I	wanted	her	to	be	one	of	the	youngest	of
her	generation	of	actives.	Both	 those	 factors	will	help	keep	her	 in
line.	She’ll	be	less	likely	to	rebel	against	my	plans	for	her.”

“I	think	you	underestimate	young	girls,”	said	Emma.	She	had
filled	out	her	arms,	rounding	them,	making	them	slender	rather	than
skinny.	Now	she	raised	a	hand	to	her	face.	She	passed	her	fingers
over	her	 forehead	and	down	her	 cheek.	The	 flesh	became	 smooth
and	flawless	as	she	went	on	speaking.	“Although,	for	this	girl’s	own
sake,	I	hope	you’re	not	underestimating	her.”

Doro	watched	her	with	the	interest	he	had	always	shown	when
she	reshaped	herself.	“I	can’t	understand	why	you	spend	so	much	of
your	time	as	an	old	woman,”	he	said.

She	cleared	her	throat.	“I	am	an	old	woman.”	She	spoke	now
in	a	quiet,	youthful	contralto.	“And	most	people	are	only	too	glad	to
leave	an	ugly	old	woman	alone.”

He	touched	the	newly	smooth	skin	of	her	face,	his	expression
concerned.	 “You	 need	 this	 project,	 Em.	 Even	 though	 you	 don’t
want	it.	I’ve	left	you	alone	too	long.”

“Not	 really.”	 She	 smiled.	 “I’ve	 finally	 written	 the	 trilogy	 of
novels	that	I	was	planning	when	we	lived	together	last.	History.	My
story.	 The	 critics	marveled	 at	 my	 realism.	My	work	 is	 powerful,
compelling.	I’m	a	born	storyteller.”

He	laughed.	“Hurry	and	finish	reshaping	yourself	and	I’ll	give
you	some	more	material.”



PART	ONE



Chapter	One

Mary

I	 was	 in	 my	 bedroom	 reading	 a	 novel	 when	 somebody	 came
banging	on	the	door	really	loud,	like	the	police.	I	thought	it	was	the
police	until	I	got	up,	looked	out	the	window,	and	saw	one	of	Rina’s
johns	 standing	 there.	 I	wouldn’t	 have	bothered	 to	 answer,	 but	 the
fool	was	kicking	at	the	door	like	he	wanted	to	break	it	in.	I	went	to
the	kitchen	and	got	one	of	our	small	cast-iron	skillets—the	size	just
big	enough	to	hold	two	eggs.	Then	I	went	 to	 the	door.	The	stupid
bastard	was	drunk.

“Hey,”	 he	mumbled.	 “Where’s	 Rina?	 Tell	 Rina	 I	wanna	 see
her.”

“Rina’s	not	here,	man.	Come	back	around	five	this	evening.”
He	swayed	a	little,	stared	down	at	me.	“I	said	tell	Rina	I	wanna

see	her.”
“And	I	said	she’s	not	here!”	I	would	have	shut	the	door	in	his

face,	but	I	knew	he’d	just	start	kicking	it	again	unless	he	managed
to	understand	what	I	was	saying.

“Not	here?”
“You	got	it.”
“Well.”	He	narrowed	his	eyes	a	little	and	sort	of	peered	at	me.

“How	about	you?”
“Not	me,	man.”	I	started	to	shut	the	door.	I	hate	these	scenes,

really.	The	idiot	shoved	me	and	the	door	out	of	his	way	and	came
on	 in.	 That’s	what	 I	 get	 for	 being	 short	 and	 skinny.	Ninety-eight
pounds.	At	nineteen,	I	looked	thirteen.	Guys	got	the	wrong	idea.

“Man,	you	better	get	out	of	here,”	I	warned	him.	“Come	back
at	five.	Rina’s	the	whore,	not	me.”

“Maybe	it’s	 time	for	you	to	learn.”	He	stared	at	me.	“What’s
that	you	got	in	your	hand?”

I	didn’t	say	anything	else.	I	had	done	my	bit	for	nonviolence.



“I	said	what	the	hell	you	got	in	your—”
He	 lunged	 toward	 me.	 I	 side-stepped	 him	 and	 bashed	 his

stupid	 head	 in.	 I	 left	 him	 lying	where	 he	 fell,	 got	my	 purse,	 and
went	out.	Let	Rina	or	Emma	see	to	him.

I	 didn’t	 know	where	 I	was	 going.	 I	 just	wanted	 to	 get	 away
from	the	house.	I	had	a	headache,	and	every	now	and	then	I	would
hear	voices—a	word,	a	scream,	somebody	crying.	Hear	them	inside
my	 head.	 Doro	 said	 that	 meant	 I	 was	 close	 to	 my	 change,	 my
transition.	Doro	said	that	was	good.	I	wished	I	could	give	him	some
of	the	pain	and	the	craziness	of	it	and	let	him	see	how	good	it	was.	I
felt	like	hell	all	the	time,	and	he	came	around	grinning.

I	walked	over	to	Maple	Avenue	and	there	was	a	bus	coming.	A
Los	Angeles	bus.	On	impulse,	I	got	on.	Not	that	there	was	anything
for	 me	 in	 LA.	 There	 wasn’t	 anything	 for	 me	 anywhere	 except
maybe	wherever	Doro	was.	 If	 I	was	 lucky,	when	Rina	and	Emma
found	 that	 idiot	 lying	 in	 our	 living	 room,	 they	 would	 call	 Doro.
They	called	him	whenever	 they	 thought	 I	was	about	 to	blow.	The
way	things	were	now,	I	was	always	about	to	blow.

I	got	off	the	bus	in	downtown	L.A.	and	went	to	a	drugstore.	I
didn’t	 remember	until	 I	was	 inside	 that	 the	only	money	I	had	was
bus	fare.	So	I	slipped	a	bottle	of	aspirin	into	my	purse	and	walked
out	with	it.	Doro	told	me	a	few	years	ago	that	he’d	beat	the	hell	out
of	me	if	I	ever	got	picked	up	for	stealing.	I	had	been	stealing	since	I
was	 seven	years	old,	 and	 I	had	never	been	caught.	 I	 used	 to	 steal
presents	 for	Rina	back	when	 I	was	 still	 trying	 to	pretend	 it	meant
something	 that	 she	was	my	mother.	Anyway,	 now	 I	 knew	what	 I
was	going	to	do	in	L.A.	I	was	going	“shopping.”

I	didn’t	try	very	hard,	but	I	got	a	few	things.	Got	a	nice	little
Sony	portable	 radio—one	of	 the	 tiny	 ones.	 I	 just	walked	out	 of	 a
discount	store	with	it	while	the	salesman	who	had	been	showing	it
to	me	went	to	stop	some	kid	from	pulling	down	a	display	of	plastic
dishes.	Got	some	perfume.	I	didn’t	like	the	way	it	smelled	though,
so	 I	 threw	 it	 away.	 I	 took	 four	 aspirins	 and	my	headache	kind	of
dulled	 down	 a	 little.	 I	 got	 a	 blouse	 and	 a	 halter	 and	 some	 junky
costume	jewelry.	I	threw	the	jewelry	away,	too,	after	I	got	a	better



look	at	 it.	Trash.	And	 I	got	a	couple	of	paperbacks.	Always	some
books.	If	I	didn’t	have	anything	to	read,	I’d	really	go	crazy.

On	 my	 way	 back	 to	 Forsyth,	 somebody	 screamed	 bloody
murder	inside	my	head.	Along	with	that,	I	felt	I	was	being	hit	in	the
face.	 Sometimes	 I	 got	 things	 mixed	 up,	 I	 couldn’t	 tell	 what	 was
really	happening	to	me	and	what	I	was	picking	up	accidentally	from
other	people’s	minds.	This	 time,	 I	was	getting	onto	a	bus	when	 it
happened,	 and	 I	 just	 froze.	 I	 had	 enough	 control	 to	 hold	 myself
there,	to	not	scream	or	fall	on	the	ground	from	the	beating	I	felt	like
I	 was	 taking.	 But	 you	 don’t	 stop	 half	 on	 and	 half	 off	 a	 bus	 at
Seventh	and	Broadway	at	five	in	the	evening.	You	could	get	killed.

I	wasn’t	exactly	trampled.	I	just	kept	getting	shoved	out	of	the
way.	Somebody	shoved	me	away	 from	 the	door	of	 the	bus.	Other
people	pushed	me	out	of	their	way.	I	couldn’t	react.	All	I	could	do
was	hang	on,	wait	it	out.

And	 then	 it	 was	 over.	 I	 was	 barely	 able	 to	 get	 on	 the	 bus
before	it	pulled	away.	I	had	to	stand	up	all	the	way	to	Forsyth.	I	did
my	best	to	knock	a	couple	of	people	down	when	I	got	off.

I	didn’t	want	to	go	home.	Even	if	Rina	and	Emma	had	called
Doro,	he	couldn’t	have	gotten	there	yet.	I	didn’t	want	to	hear	Rina’s
mouth.	But	then	I	started	to	wonder	about	the	john—how	bad	I	had
hurt	him,	if	maybe	he	was	dead.	I	decided	to	go	home	to	see.

There	was	nothing	else	to	do,	anyway.	Forsyth	is	a	dead	town.
Rich	people,	old	people,	mostly	white	people.	Even	 the	southwest
side,	 where	 we	 lived,	 wasn’t	 a	 ghetto—or	 at	 least	 not	 a	 racial
ghetto.	It	was	full	of	poor	bastards	from	any	race	you	want	to	name
—all	working	like	hell	to	get	out	of	there.	Except	us.	Rina	had	been
out,	Doro	told	me,	but	she	had	come	back.	I	never	have	thought	my
mother	was	very	bright.

We	lived	in	a	corner	house—Dell	Street	and	Forsyth	Avenue
—so	I	walked	home	on	the	side	of	Dell	Street	opposite	our	house.	I
wanted	to	see	if	there	were	any	police	cars	around	the	corner	before
I	went	 in.	 If	 there	 had	 been	 any,	 I	 would	 have	 kept	 going.	 Doro
would	 have	 gotten	me	 out	 of	 any	 trouble	 I	 got	 into,	 I	 knew.	But
then	he	would	have	half	killed	me.	It	wasn’t	worth	it.



Rina	and	Emma	were	waiting	for	me.	I	wasn’t	surprised.	There
was	this	little	drama	we	had	to	go	through.
Rina:	Do	you	realize	you	could	have	killed	that	man!	Do	you
want	us	to	go	to	prison!
Emma:	Can’t	you	think	for	once	in	your	life?	Why’d	you	leave
him	 here?	Why	 didn’t	 you	 at	 least—at	 least—come	 and	 get
me?	For	God’s	sake,	girl	…
Rina:	What	did	you	hit	him	for?	Will	you	tell	us	that?

They	hadn’t	given	me	a	chance	to	tell	them	anything.
Rina:	He	was	just	a	harmless	old	guy.	Hell,	he	wouldn’t	have
hurt—
Emma:	Doro	is	on	his	way	here	now,	Mary,	and	you’d	better
have	a	good	reason	for	what	you	did.
And,	 finally,	 I	got	a	word	 in.	“It	was	either	hit	him	or	screw

him.”
“Oh,	Lord,”	muttered	Rina.	“Can’t	you	talk	decent	even	when

Emma	is	here?”
“I	talk	as	decent	as	you	taught	me,	Momma!	Besides,	what	do

you	want	me	to	say?	‘Make	love	to	him?’	I	wouldn’t	have	loved	it.
And	 if	he	had	managed	 to	do	 it,	 I	would	have	made	 sure	 I	killed
him.”

“You	did	enough,”	said	Emma.	She	was	calming	down.
“What	did	you	do	with	him,	anyway?”	I	asked.
“Put	him	in	the	hospital.”	She	shrugged.	“Fractured	skull.”
“They	didn’t	say	anything	at	the	hospital?”
“The	way	he	smelled?	I	just	shriveled	myself	up	a	little	more

and	told	them	my	grandson	drank	too	much	and	fell	on	his	head.”
I	 laughed.	 She	 used	 that	 little-old-lady	 act	 to	 get	 sympathy

from	strangers,	or	at	least	to	throw	them	off	guard.	Most	of	the	time
when	 Doro	 wasn’t	 around,	 she	 was	 old	 and	 frail-looking.	 It	 was
nothing	but	an	act,	though.	I	saw	a	guy	try	to	snatch	her	purse	once
while	she	was	hobbling	down	the	street.	She	broke	his	arm.

“Was	that	guy	really	your	grandson?”	I	asked.
“I’m	afraid	so.”
I	 glanced	 at	Rina	with	 disgust.	 “You	 can’t	 find	 anybody	 but



relatives	to	screw?	God!”
“It’s	none	of	your	business.”
“I	wouldn’t	pretend	to	be	so	disgusted	with	the	idea	of	incest	if

I	were	you,	Mary.”	Emma	sort	of	bared	her	teeth	at	me.	It	wasn’t	a
smile.	She	and	I	didn’t	get	along	most	of	the	time.	She	thought	she
knew	everything.	And	she	thought	Doro	was	her	private	property.	I
got	up	and	went	to	my	room.

Doro	arrived	the	next	day.
I	remember	once	when	I	was	about	six	years	old	I	was	sitting

on	 his	 lap	 frowning	 up	 into	 his	 latest	 face.	 “Shouldn’t	 I	 call	 you
‘Daddy’?”	 I	 asked.	 Until	 then,	 I	 had	 called	 him	 Doro,	 like
everybody	else	did.

“I	wouldn’t	if	I	were	you,”	he	said.	And	he	smiled.	“Later,	you
won’t	like	it.”

I	didn’t	understand,	and	I	was	a	stubborn	kid	anyway.	I	called
him	“Daddy.”	He	didn’t	seem	to	mind.	But,	of	course,	later,	I	didn’t
like	it.	It	still	bothered	me	a	little,	and	Doro	and	Emma	both	knew
it.	I	had	the	feeling	they	laughed	about	it	together.

Doro	was	a	black	man	this	time.	That	was	a	relief,	because,	the
last	 couple	 of	 visits,	 he’d	 been	 white.	 He	 just	 walked	 into	 my
bedroom	early	in	the	morning	and	sat	down	on	my	bed.	That	woke
me	up.	All	I	saw	was	this	big	stranger	sitting	on	the	side	of	my	bed.

“Say	something,”	I	said	quickly.
“It’s	me,”	he	said.
I	let	go	of	the	steak	knife	I	slept	with	and	sat	up.	“Can	I	kiss

you,	or	are	you	going	to	jump	me,	too?”
He	pulled	back	my	blankets	and	ran	his	hand	down	the	side	of

the	bed	next	to	the	wall.	Of	course	he	found	the	steak	knife.	I	kept	it
sheathed	in	the	tight	little	handle	you’re	supposed	to	use	to	pick	up
the	mattress.	He	threw	it	out	the	door.	“Leave	the	knives	and	frying
pans	in	the	kitchen,	where	they	belong,”	he	said.

“That	guy	was	going	to	rape	me,	Doro.”
“You’re	going	to	kill	somebody.”
“Not	unless	I	have	to.	If	people	leave	me	alone,	I’ll	leave	them

alone.”



He	picked	up	a	pair	of	 jeans	 from	the	 floor,	where	 I	had	 left
them,	and	threw	them	in	my	face.	“Get	dressed,”	he	said.	“I	want	to
show	you	something.	I	want	to	make	a	point	in	a	way	that	even	you
might	understand.”

He	got	up	and	went	out	of	the	room.
I	 threw	the	jeans	back	on	the	floor	and	went	 to	 the	closet	for

some	clean	ones.	My	head	was	aching	already.
He	drove	me	 to	 the	city	 jail.	He	parked	outside	 the	wall	 and

just	sat	there.
“What	now?”	I	asked.
“You	tell	me.”
“Doro,	why	did	you	bring	me	here?”
“As	I	said,	to	make	a	point.”
“What	point?	That	if	I’m	not	a	good	little	girl,	this	is	where	I’ll

wind	up?	God!	Let’s	get	away	 from	here.”	Something	was	wrong
with	me.	Or	something	was	about	to	be	wrong.	Really	wrong.	I	was
picking	up	shadows	of	crazy	emotions.

“Why	should	we	go?”	he	asked.
“My	 head	 …!”	 I	 could	 feel	 myself	 losing	 control.	 “Doro,

please.	…”	I	screamed.	I	tried	to	hang	on.	Tried	to	just	shut	down,
the	 way	 I	 had	 the	 day	 before.	 Freeze.	 But	 I	 was	 caught	 in	 a
nightmare.	 The	 kind	 of	 nightmare	 where	 the	 walls	 are	 coming
together	 on	 you	 and	 you	 can’t	 get	 out.	 The	 kind	 where	 you’re
locked	in	some	dark,	narrow	place	and	you	can’t	get	out.	The	kind
where	you’re	at	a	zoo	locked	up	like	the	animals,	and	you	can’t	get
out!

I	had	never	been	afraid	of	the	dark.	Not	even	when	I	was	little.
And	 I’d	 never	 been	 afraid	 of	 small,	 closed	 places.	 And	 the	 only
place	I	had	ever	seen	a	room	where	the	walls	formed	a	vise	was	in	a
bad	movie.	But	 I	 screamed	my	head	off	outside	 that	 jail.	 I	 started
flailing	around,	and	Doro	grabbed	me	to	keep	me	from	jumping	out
of	the	car.	I	almost	made	him	have	an	accident,	as	he	was	trying	to
drive	away.

Finally,	 when	 we	 were	 a	 good,	 long	 way	 from	 the	 jail,	 I
calmed	down.	I	sat	bent	over	in	the	seat,	holding	my	head.



“How	long	do	you	suppose	you	could	stay	even	as	sane	as	you
are	in	the	midst	of	a	concentration	of	emotions	like	that?”	he	asked.

I	didn’t	say	anything.
“Most	 of	 the	 prisoners	 there	 aren’t	 half	 as	 bothered	 by	 their

thoughts	 and	 fears	 as	 you	were,”	 he	 said.	 “They	don’t	 like	where
they	are,	but	they	can	live	with	it.	You	can’t.	Wouldn’t	you	rather
even	 be	 raped	 than	wind	 up	 in	 a	 place	 like	 this	 even	 for	 a	 short
time?”

“You	got	any	aspirin?”	I	asked.	My	head	was	throbbing	so	that
I	could	hardly	hear	him.	And	for	some	stupid	reason,	I	had	left	my
new	bottle	of	aspirin	at	home	on	my	night	table.

“In	the	glove	compartment,”	he	said.	“No	water,	though.”
I	fumbled	open	the	glove	compartment,	found	the	aspirin,	and

swallowed	four.	He	was	stopped	for	a	red	light,	watching	me.
“You’re	going	to	get	sick,	doing	that.”
“Thanks	to	you,	I’m	already	sick.”
“You	don’t	listen,	girl.	I	talk	to	you	and	you	don’t	listen.	For

your	own	good,	I	have	to	show	you.”
“From	now	on,	I’ll	listen.	Just	tell	me.”	I	sat	back	and	waited

for	 the	 aspirin	 to	work.	Then	 I	 realized	 that	 he	wasn’t	 taking	me
home.

“Where	are	we	going?	You	don’t	have	another	treat	for	me,	do
you?”

“Yes.	But	not	the	way	you	mean.”
“What	is	it?	Where	are	we	going?”
“Here.”
We	 were	 on	 South	 Ocean	 Avenue,	 in	 the	 good	 part	 of

Forsyth’s	 downtown	 shopping	 district.	 He	 was	 driving	 into	 the
parking	lot	of	Orman’s,	one	of	the	best	stores	in	town.

He	parked,	turned	off	the	motor,	and	sat	back.	“I	want	you	to
step	out	of	character	for	a	while,”	he	said.	“Stop	working	so	hard	at
your	role	as	Rina’s	bitchy	daughter.”

I	looked	at	him	sidelong.	“I	usually	do	when	you’re	around.”
“Not	enough,	maybe.	You	think	we	can	go	into	that	store	and

buy—not	steal—something	other	than	blue	jeans?”



“Like	what?”
“Come	on.”	He	got	out	of	the	car.	“Let’s	go	see	what	you	look

good	in.”
I	knew	what	 I	 looked	good	 in.	Or	 at	 least	 acceptable	 in.	But

why	 bother	when	 the	 only	 guy	 I	was	 interested	 in	was	Doro	 and
nothing	I	did	seemed	to	reach	him?	He	either	had	time	for	me	or	he
didn’t.	And	if	he	didn’t,	I	could	have	walked	around	naked	and	he
wouldn’t	have	noticed.

But	 because	 he	wanted	 it,	 I	 chose	 some	dresses,	 some	 really
nice	pants,	a	few	other	things.	I	didn’t	steal	anything.	My	headache
sort	 of	 faded	 back	 to	 normal	 and	 my	 witchy	 reflection	 in	 the
dressing-room	 mirror	 relaxed	 back	 to	 just	 strange-looking.	 Doro
had	said	once	that,	except	for	my	eyes	and	coloring,	I	look	a	lot	like
Emma—like	 the	 young	 version	 of	 Emma,	 I	 mean.	 My	 eyes—
traffic-light	green,	Rina	called	them—and	my	skin,	a	kind	of	 light
coffee,	 were	 gifts	 from	 the	 white	 man’s	 body	 that	 Doro	 was
wearing	 when	 he	 got	 Rina	 pregnant.	 Some	 poor	 guy	 from	 a
religious	colony	Doro	controlled	in	Pennsylvania.	Doro	had	people
all	over.

When	he	decided	that	I	had	bought	enough,	he	paid	for	it	with
a	 check	 for	more	money	 than	 I	 had	 ever	 seen	 in	my	 life.	He	 had
some	kind	of	by-mail	arrangement	with	the	banks.	A	lot	of	banks.
He	ordered	everything	delivered	to	the	hotel	where	he	was	staying.
I	waited	until	we	were	out	of	 the	store	 to	ask	him	why	he’d	done
that.

“I	want	you	to	stay	with	me	for	a	few	days,”	he	told	me.
I	was	surprised,	but	I	just	looked	at	him.	“Okay.”
“You	have	something	to	get	used	to.	And	for	your	own	sake,	I

want	you	to	take	your	time.	Do	all	your	yelling	and	screaming	now,
while	it	can’t	hurt	you.”

“Oh,	Lord.	What	are	you	going	to	give	me	to	yell	and	scream
about?”

“You’re	getting	married.”
I	looked	at	him.	He’d	said	those	words	or	others	like	them	to

Rina	once.	To	Emma	heaven	knew	how	many	times.	Evidently,	my



time	had	come.	“You	mean	to	you,	don’t	you?”
“No.”
I	wasn’t	afraid	until	he	said	that.	“Who,	then!”
“One	of	my	sons.	Not	related	to	you	at	all,	by	the	way.”
“A	 stranger?	 Some	 total	 stranger	 and	 you	want	me	 to	marry

him?”
“You	will	marry	him.”	He	didn’t	use	that	tone	much	with	me

—or	with	anyone,	I	think.	It	was	reserved	for	when	he	was	telling
you	to	do	something	he	would	kill	you	for	not	doing.	A	quiet,	chilly
tone	of	voice.

“Doro,	why	couldn’t	you	be	him?	Take	him	and	let	me	marry
you.”

“Kill	him,	you	mean.”
“You	kill	people	all	the	time.”
He	shook	his	head.	“I	wonder	 if	you’re	going	 to	grow	out	of

that.”
“Out	of	what?”
“Your	total	disregard	for	human	life—except	for	your	own,	of

course.”
“Oh,	come	on!	Shit,	the	devil	himself	is	going	to	preach	me	a

sermon!”
“Maybe	transition	will	change	your	thinking.”
“If	it	does,	I	don’t	see	how	I’ll	be	able	to	stand	you.”
He	 smiled.	 “You	 don’t	 realize	 it,	 but	 that	 might	 really	 be	 a

problem.	You’re	 an	 experimental	model.	 Your	 predecessors	 have
had	trouble	with	me.”

“Don’t	 talk	 about	me	 like	 I	was	 a	 new	 car	 or	 something.”	 I
frowned	and	looked	at	him.	“What	kind	of	trouble?”

“Never	mind.	I	won’t	talk	about	you	like	you	were	a	new	car.”
“Wait	a	minute,”	I	said	more	seriously.	“I	mean	it,	Doro.	What

kind	of	trouble?”
He	didn’t	answer.
“Are	any	of	them	still	alive?”
He	still	didn’t	answer.
I	took	a	deep	breath,	stared	out	the	window.	“Okay,	so	how	do



I	keep	from	having	trouble	with	you?”
He	 put	 an	 arm	 around	 me,	 and	 for	 some	 reason,	 instead	 of

flinching	 away,	 I	 moved	 over	 close	 to	 him.	 “I’m	 not	 threatening
you,”	he	said.

“Yes	you	are.	Tell	me	about	this	son	of	yours.”
He	 drove	 me	 over	 to	 Palo	 Verde	 Avenue,	 where	 the	 rich

people	lived.	When	he	stopped,	it	was	in	front	of	a	three-story	white
stucco	mansion.	Spanish	tile	roof,	great	arched	doorway,	clusters	of
palm	 trees	 and	carefully	 trimmed	 shrubs,	 acres	of	 front	 lawn,	one
square	block	of	house	and	grounds.

“This	is	his	house,”	said	Doro.
“Damn,”	I	muttered.	“He	owns	it?	The	whole	thing?”
“Free	and	clear.”
“Oh,	 Lord.”	 Something	 occurred	 to	 me	 suddenly.	 “Is	 he

white?”
“Yes.”
“Oh,	Doro.	Man,	what	are	you	trying	to	do	to	me?”
“Get	you	some	help.	You’re	going	to	need	it.”
“What	the	hell	can	he	do	for	me	that	you	can’t?	God,	he’ll	take

one	look	at	me	and	…	Doro,	just	the	fact	that	he	lives	in	this	part	of
town	 tells	 me	 that	 he’s	 the	 wrong	 guy.	 The	 first	 time	 he	 says
something	stupid	to	me,	we’ll	kill	each	other.”

“I	wouldn’t	pick	any	fights	with	him	if	I	were	you.	He’s	one	of
my	actives.”

An	active:	One	of	Doro’s	people	who’s	already	gone	through
transition	and	turned	into	whatever	kind	of	monster	Doro	has	bred
him	 to	 be.	 Emma	 was	 one	 kind	 of	 active.	 Rina,	 in	 spite	 of	 her
“good”	 family,	 was	 only	 a	 latent.	 She	 never	 quite	 made	 it	 to
transition,	so	her	ability	was	undeveloped.	She	couldn’t	control	it	or
use	it	deliberately.	All	she	could	do	was	pass	it	on	to	me	and	put	up
with	the	mental	garbage	it	exposed	her	to	now	and	then.	Doro	said
that	was	why	she	was	crazy.

“What	kind	of	active	is	he?”	I	asked.
“The	 most	 ordinary	 kind.	 A	 telepath.	 My	 best	 telepath—at

least	until	you	go	through.”



“You	want	him	to	read	my	mind?”
“He	won’t	have	much	choice	about	 that.	If	you	and	he	are	 in

the	 same	 house,	 sooner	 or	 later	 he	 will,	 as	 you’ll	 read	 his
eventually.”

“You	mean	he	doesn’t	have	any	more	control	over	his	ability
than	I	do	over	mine?”

“He	has	a	great	deal	more	control	 than	you.	That’s	why	he’ll
be	able	to	help	you	during	and	after	your	transition.	But	none	of	my
telepaths	 can	 shield	 out	 the	 rest	 of	 the	world	 entirely.	 Sometimes
things	 that	 they	 don’t	want	 to	 sense	 filter	 through	 to	 them.	More
often,	though,	they	just	get	nosy	and	snoop	through	other	people’s
thoughts.”

“Is	 it	 because	 he’s	 an	 active	 that	 you	 won’t	 take	 him?	 No
moralizing	this	time.”

“Yes.	He’s	 too	 rare	and	 too	valuable	 to	kill	 so	carelessly.	So
are	you.	You	 and	he	 aren’t	 quite	 the	 same	kind	of	 creature,	 but	 I
think	you’re	alike	enough	to	be	complementary.”

“Does	he	know	about	me?”
“Yes.”
“And?”
“He	feels	just	about	the	way	you	do.”
“Great.”	I	slumped	back	in	the	seat.	“Doro	…	will	you	tell	me,

why	 marriage?	 I	 don’t	 have	 to	 marry	 him	 for	 him	 to	 give	 me
whatever	 help	 I’m	 supposed	 to	 need.	 Hell,	 I	 don’t	 even	 have	 to
marry	him	to	have	a	baby	by	him,	if	that’s	what	you	want.”

“That	 might	 be	 what	 I	 want	 once	 I’ve	 seen	 how	 you	 come
through	transition.	All	I	want	now	is	to	get	the	two	of	you	to	realize
that	you	might	as	well	accept	each	other.	I	want	you	tied	together	in
a	way	you’ll	both	respect	in	spite	of	yourselves.”

“You	 mean	 we’ll	 be	 less	 likely	 to	 kill	 each	 other	 if	 we’re
married.”

“Well	…	he’ll	be	less	likely	to	kill	you.	The	match	is	going	to
be	pretty	uneven	for	a	while.	I’d	keep	low	if	I	were	you.”

“Isn’t	there	any	way	at	all	that	I	can	get	out	of	this?”
“No.”



I	felt	like	crying.	I	couldn’t	remember	when	I’d	done	that	last.
And	 the	worst	of	 it	was,	 I	knew	 that,	 as	bad	as	 I	 felt	now,	 it	was
nothing	 to	 what	 I’d	 be	 feeling	 when	 I	 actually	 met	 this	 son.
Somehow,	 I’d	 never	 thought	 of	 myself	 as	 just	 another	 of	 Doro’s
breeders—just	another	Goddamn	brood	mare.	Rina	was.	Emma	was
for	sure.	But	me,	I	was	special.	Sure.	Doro	had	said	it	himself.	An
experiment.	Apparently	an	experiment	that	had	failed	several	times
before.	And	Doro	was	trying	to	shore	it	up	now	by	pairing	me	with
this	stranger.

“What’s	his	name?”
“Karl.	Karl	Larkin.”
“Yeah.	When	do	I	have	to	marry	him?”
“In	a	week	or	two.”
I	would	 have	 put	 up	more	 of	 a	 fight	 if	 I	 had	 known	 how	 to

fight	Doro.	I	never	much	wanted	to	fight	him	before.	I	remember,
once	when	he	was	staying	with	Rina,	an	electronics	company	out	in
Carson—one	 of	 the	 businesses	 that	 he	 controlled—was	 losing
money.	Doro	 had	 the	 guy	who	 ran	 the	 company	 for	 him	 come	 to
our	house	to	talk.	Even	then	I	knew	that	was	a	hell	of	a	put-down	to
the	guy.	Our	house	was	a	shack	compared	to	what	he	was	used	to.
Anyway,	 Doro	 wanted	 to	 find	 out	 whether	 the	 guy	 was	 stealing,
having	real	trouble,	or	was	just	plain	incompetent.	It	turned	out	the
guy	 was	 stealing.	 Big	 salary,	 pretty	 young	 wife,	 big	 house	 in
Beverly	Hills,	and	he	was	stealing	from	Doro.	Stupid.

The	 guy	was	Doro’s—born	Doro’s,	 just	 like	me.	And	 every
dime	 of	 his	 original	 investment	 had	 been	Doro’s.	 Still,	 he	 cursed
and	 complained	 and	 found	 reasons	 why,	 with	 all	 the	 work	 he’d
done,	he	deserved	more	money.	Then	he	ran.

Doro	 had	 shrugged.	 He	 had	 eaten	 dinner	 with	 us,	 got	 up,
stretched,	and	finally	gone	out	after	the	guy.	The	next	day,	he	came
back	wearing	the	guy’s	body.

You	didn’t	cheat	him.	You	didn’t	steal	from	him	or	lie	to	him.
You	didn’t	disobey	him.	He’d	find	you	out,	then	he’d	kill	you.	How
could	 you	 fight	 that?	 He	 wasn’t	 telepathic,	 but	 I	 had	 never	 seen
anyone	get	a	lie	past	him.	And	I	had	never	known	anyone	to	escape



him.	 He	 did	 have	 some	 kind	 of	 tracking	 sense.	 He	 locked	 in	 on
people.	Anybody	he’d	met	 once,	 he	 could	 find	 again.	He	 thought
about	them,	and	he	knew	which	way	to	go	to	get	to	them.	Once	he
was	close	to	them,	they	didn’t	have	a	chance.

I	put	my	head	against	his	shoulder	and	closed	my	eyes.	“Let’s
get	out	of	here.”

He	 took	me	back	 to	his	 hotel	 and	bought	me	 lunch.	 I	 hadn’t
had	breakfast,	so	I	was	hungry.	Then	we	went	up	to	his	room	and
made	love.	Really.	I	would	call	it	screwing	when	I	had	to	do	it	with
his	damn	fool	son.	I	had	been	in	love	with	Doro	since	I	was	twelve.
He	had	made	me	wait	until	 I	was	eighteen.	Now	he	was	going	 to
marry	 me	 off	 to	 somebody	 else.	 I	 probably	 loved	 him	 in	 self-
defense.	Hating	him	was	too	dangerous.

We	had	a	week	together.	He	decided	to	take	me	to	Karl	when	I
started	 passing	 out	 with	 the	 mental	 stuff	 I	 was	 picking	 up.	 It
surprised	him	the	first	 time	 it	happened.	Evidently	I	was	closer	 to
transition	than	he	had	thought.



Chapter	Two

Doro

Actives	were	nearly	always	troublesome,	Doro	thought	as	he	drove
his	 car	 down	Karl	 Larkin’s	 long	 driveway.	He	 already	 knew	 that
Karl	was	not	in	his	house,	that	he	was	somewhere	in	the	backyard,
probably	in	the	pool.	Doro	let	his	tracking	sense	guide	him.	He	had
thought	it	would	be	safest	to	visit	Karl	once	more	before	he	placed
Mary	 with	 him.	 Both	 Karl	 and	 Mary	 were	 too	 valuable	 to	 take
chances	 with.	 Mary,	 if	 she	 survived	 transition,	 could	 prove
invaluable.	She	would	never	have	to	know	the	whole	reason	for	her
existence—the	thing	Doro	hoped	to	discover	through	her.	It	would
be	enough	if	she	simply	matured	and	paired	successfully	with	Karl.
Eventually	 the	 two	 of	 them	 could	 be	 told	 part	 of	 the	 truth—that
they	were	 a	 first,	 that	Doro	had	never	 before	 been	 able	 to	 keep	 a
pair	 of	 active	 telepaths	 together	 without	 killing	 one	 of	 them	 and
taking	that	one’s	place.	This	would	be	explanation	enough	for	them.
Because	by	the	time	they	had	been	together	for	a	while	they	would
know	how	hard	it	was	for	two	actives	to	be	together	without	losing
themselves,	 merging	 into	 each	 other	 uncontrollably.	 They	 would
understand	why,	always	before,	actives	had	been	rigidly	unwilling
to	 permit	 such	 merging—why	 actives	 had	 defended	 their
individuality,	why	they	had	killed	each	other.

Karl	 was	 in	 the	 pool.	 Doro	 could	 see	 him	 across	 a	 parklike
expanse	of	grass	and	 trees.	Before	Doro	could	 reach	him,	 though,
the	gardener,	who	had	been	mowing	the	lawn,	drove	up	to	Doro	on
his	riding	mower.

“Sir?”	he	said	tentatively.
“It’s	me,”	said	Doro.
The	gardener	smiled.	“I	thought	it	must	be.	Welcome	back.”
Doro	nodded,	went	over	 to	 the	pool.	Karl	owned	his	servants

more	thoroughly	than	even	Doro	usually	owned	people.	Karl	owned



their	minds.	They	were	just	ordinary	people	who	had	answered	an
ad	in	the	Los	Angeles	Times.	Karl	did	no	entertaining—was	almost
a	hermit	except	for	the	succession	of	women	whom	he	lured	in	and
kept	until	 they	bored	him.	The	servants	existed	more	to	 look	after
the	house	and	grounds	than	to	look	after	Karl	himself.	Still,	he	had
chosen	them	less	for	their	professional	competence	than	for	the	fact
that	they	had	few	if	any	living	relatives.	Few	people	to	be	pacified
if	he	accidentally	got	too	rough	with	them.	He	would	not	have	hurt
them	 deliberately.	 He	 had	 conditioned	 them,	 programmed	 them
carefully	 to	do	 their	work	and	 to	obey	him	 in	 every	way.	He	had
programmed	them	to	be	content	with	their	jobs.	He	even	paid	them
well.	 But	 his	 power	 made	 him	 dangerous	 to	 ordinary	 people—
especially	to	those	who	worked	near	him	every	day.	In	an	instant	of
uncontrolled	anger,	he	could	have	killed	them	all.

Karl	 hauled	 himself	 out	 of	 the	 water	 when	 he	 saw	 Doro
approaching.	Then	he	leaned	down	and	offered	his	hand	to	a	second
person,	whom	Doro	 had	 not	 noticed.	 Vivian,	 of	 course.	 A	 small,
pretty,	brown-haired	woman	whom	Doro	had	prevented	Karl	from
marrying.

Karl	 gave	 him	 a	 questioning	 look.	 “I	 was	 afraid	 you	 were
bringing	my	prospective	bride.”

“Tomorrow,”	 said	Doro.	He	 sat	 down	 on	 the	 dry	 end	 of	 the
long,	low	diving	board.

Karl	shook	his	head,	sat	down	on	the	concrete	opposite	him.	“I
never	thought	you’d	do	something	like	this	to	me.”

“You	seem	to	have	accepted	it.”
“You	didn’t	give	me	much	of	a	choice.”	He	glanced	at	Vivian,

who	 had	 come	 to	 sit	 beside	 him.	 As	 he	 owned	 the	 servants,	 he
owned	her.	Doro	had	been	surprised	to	find	him	wanting	to	marry
her.	Karl	usually	had	little	but	contempt	for	the	women	he	owned.

“Do	you	intend	to	keep	Vivian	here?”	Doro	asked.
“You	bet	 I	do.	Or	are	you	going	 to	stop	me	from	doing	 that,

too?”
“No.	It	will	make	things	more	difficult	for	you,	but	that’s	your

problem.”



“You	seem	to	do	all	right	handling	harems.”
Doro	shrugged.	“The	girl	will	react	badly	to	her.”	He	looked	at

Vivian.	“When’s	the	last	time	you	were	in	a	fight?”
Vivian	frowned.	“A	fight?	A	fistfight?”
“Knock-down,	drag-out.”
“God!	Not	since	I	was	in	third	grade.	Does	she	fight?”
“Fractured	 a	 man’s	 skull	 last	 week	 with	 a	 frying	 pan.	 Of

course,	 the	man	deserved	 it.	He	was	 trying	 to	 rape	her.	But	 she’s
been	known	to	use	violence	on	far	less	provocation.”

Vivian	 looked	at	Karl	wide-eyed.	Karl	 shook	his	head.	“You
know	 I’m	 not	 going	 to	 let	 her	 get	 away	 with	 anything	 like	 that
here.”

“For	a	while,	you	might	have	to,”	said	Doro.
“Oh,	come	on.	Be	reasonable.	We	have	to	protect	ourselves.”
“Sure	you	do.	But	not	by	tampering	with	her	mind.	She’s	too

close	to	transition.	I’ve	seen	potential	actives	pushed	into	transition
prematurely	that	way.	They	usually	die.”

“What	am	I	supposed	to	do	with	her,	then?”
“I	hope	talking	to	her	will	be	enough.	I’ve	done	what	I	could

to	make	her	wary	of	you.	And	she’s	not	stupid.	But	she’s	every	bit
as	unstable	as	you	were	when	you	were	near	 transition.	Also,	 she
comes	from	the	kind	of	home	where	violence	is	pretty	ordinary.”

Karl	 stared	down	at	 the	concrete	 for	a	moment.	“You	should
have	had	her	adopted.	After	all,	I’d	be	in	pretty	bad	shape	myself	if
you	had	left	me	with	my	mother.”

“You	would	never	have	lived	to	grow	up	if	I	had	left	you	with
your	mother.	Her	mother	wasn’t	quite	as	bad.	And	her	family	tends
to	cluster	together	more	than	yours.	They	need	to	be	near	each	other
more,	and	some	of	them	get	along	together	a	little	more	peacefully
than	 your	 family—not	 that	 they	 really	 like	 each	 other	 any	 better.
They	don’t.”

“What’s	 the	 girl	 going	 to	 do	 about	 needing	her	 family	when
you	bring	her	here?”

“I’m	hoping	she’ll	transfer	her	need	to	you.”
Karl	groaned.



“I’m	 also	 hoping	 that	 you	 won’t	 find	 that	 such	 a	 bad	 thing
after	a	while.	You	should	try	to	accept	her,	for	the	sake	of	your	own
comfort.”

“What	 if	 talking	 to	 her	 doesn’t	 quiet	 her	 down?	 You	 never
answered	that.”

Doro	 shrugged.	 “Then	 use	 her	methods.	Beat	 the	 hell	 out	 of
her.	Don’t	 let	her	near	 anything	 she	can	hit	or	 cut	you	with	 for	 a
while	afterward,	though.”

Mary

I	turned	twenty	just	two	days	before	Doro	took	me	to	Karl.	Later,	I
decided	 Vivian	 must	 have	 been	 my	 birthday	 present.	 Somehow,
Doro	 forgot	 to	 tell	me	about	her	until	 the	 last	minute.	Slipped	his
mind.

So	I	was	not	only	going	to	marry	a	total	stranger,	a	white	man,
a	 telepath	 who	 wouldn’t	 even	 let	 me	 think	 in	 private,	 but	 I	 was
going	to	marry	a	man	who	intended	to	keep	his	girlfriend	right	there
in	the	same	house	with	me.	Son	of	a	bitch!

I	threw	a	fit.	I	finally	did	the	yelling	and	screaming	Doro	had
warned	me	I	would	do.	I	couldn’t	help	it,	I	just	went	out	of	control.
The	whole	thing	was	so	Goddamn	humiliating!	Doro	hit	me	and	I
bit	 a	 piece	 out	 of	 his	 hand.	We	 sort	 of	 stood	 each	 other	 off.	 He
knew	that	 if	 I	hurt	him	much	worse,	 I	would	force	him	out	of	 the
body	 he	 was	 wearing—into	 my	 body.	 He’d	 take	 me,	 and	 all	 his
efforts	 to	get	me	this	far	would	be	wasted.	I	knew	it	myself,	but	I
was	past	caring.	I	felt	like	a	dog	somebody	was	taking	to	be	bred.

“Now,	 listen,”	 he	 began.	 “This	 is	 stupid.	 You	 know	 you’re
going	to—”

We	both	moved	at	the	same	time.	He	meant	to	hit	me.	I	meant
to	dodge	and	kick	him.	But	he	moved	a	lot	faster	than	I	expected.
He	hit	me	with	his	fist—not	hard	enough	to	knock	me	unconscious,
but	hard	enough	to	stop	me	from	doing	anything	to	him	for	a	while.

He	picked	me	up	from	where	I	had	fallen,	threw	me	onto	the



bed,	and	pinned	me	there.	For	a	minute,	he	just	glared	down	at	me,
his	 face	 for	 once	 looking	 like	 the	 mask	 it	 was.	 There’s	 usually
nothing	 frightening	 about	 the	way	 he	 looks—nothing	 to	 give	 him
away.	Now,	 though,	he	 looked	 like	a	corpse	 some	undertaker	had
done	a	bad	job	on.	Like	whatever	he	really	was	had	withdrawn	way
down	inside	the	body	and	wasn’t	bothering	to	animate	anything	but
the	eyes.	I	had	to	force	myself	to	stare	back	at	him.

“The	 one	 thing	 I	 can’t	 do,”	 he	 said	 softly,	 “is	 prevent	 my
people	 from	 committing	 suicide.”	 Whatever	 there	 was	 about	 his
voice	that	made	it	recognizable	no	matter	what	body	it	came	from
was	much	stronger.	I	felt	the	way	I	had	once	when	I	was	ten	years
old	and	at	a	public	swimming	pool.	I	couldn’t	swim	and	some	fool
pushed	me	 into	 twelve	 feet	 of	 water.	 I	 remember	 I	 just	 held	 my
breath	 and	 waited.	 Somebody	 had	 told	 me	 to	 do	 that	 once,	 and,
scared	as	I	was,	I	did	it.	Sure	enough,	I	floated	to	the	surface,	where
I	could	breathe	and	where	I	could	reach	the	edge	of	the	pool.	Now	I
lay	still	beneath	Doro’s	body,	waiting.

He	reached	out	to	the	night	table	and	picked	up	a	switchblade
knife.	“This	came	with	 the	body	 I’m	wearing,”	he	said.	He	 rolled
off	 me	 and	 lay	 on	 his	 back.	 He	 pressed	 a	 stud	 on	 the	 knife	 and
about	six	inches	of	blade	jumped	out.

“As	I	 recall,	you	 like	knives,”	he	said.	He	 took	my	hand	and
closed	my	fingers	around	the	handle	of	the	knife.	“It	doesn’t	really
matter	 where	 you	 cut	 me.	 Just	 drive	 the	 knife	 in	 to	 the	 hilt
anywhere	in	this	body	and	the	shock	will	force	me	to	jump.”

I	 threw	 the	 knife	 across	 the	 room.	Broke	 the	 dresser	mirror.
“You	could	at	least	make	him	get	rid	of	that	damn	woman!”	I	said
bitterly.

He	just	lay	there.
“Someday	there’s	going	to	be	a	way	for	me	to	hurt	you,	Doro.

Don’t	think	I	won’t	do	it.”
He	shrugged.	He	didn’t	believe	 it.	Neither	did	 I,	 really.	Who

the	hell	could	hurt	him?
“I	loved	you.	Why	are	you	humiliating	me	like	this?”
“Look,”	he	said,	“if	he	has	the	woman	there	to	turn	to,	he’s	a



lot	less	likely	to	let	you	goad	him	into	hurting	you.”
“I’d	be	a	lot	less	likely	to	goad	him	into	anything	if	you’d	get

rid	of	Vivian.”
“You	underestimate	yourself,”	he	 said	grimly.	 “Besides,	he’s

in	 love	with	Vivian.	 If	 I	made	him	get	 rid	of	her,	 I	guarantee	you
he’d	take	it	out	on	you.”

“I	just	wish	I	could	find	a	way	to	take	this	out	on	you.”
He	got	up	and	looked	down	at	me.	“Change	your	clothes,”	he

said.	“Then	we’ll	go.”
I	 looked	 at	 myself	 and	 saw	 that	 my	 pants	 and	 blouse	 were

smeared	 with	 blood	 from	 his	 hand.	 I	 changed	 my	 clothes,	 then
packed	the	rest	of	my	things.	Finally,	we	drove	over	to	Palo	Verde
Avenue.

While	 Doro	 introduced	 us,	 Karl	 and	 Vivian	 stood	 together
looking	like	sister	and	brother	and	staring	at	my	eyes.	Which	gave
them	at	least	one	thing	in	common	with	everybody	else	who	meets
me	 for	 the	 first	 time.	There	were	 times	when	 I	wished	 for	a	nice,
bland	pair	of	brown	eyes.	Like	Karl’s	or	Vivian’s.	Oh,	well.

I	watched	Vivian,	 saw	how	pretty	 she	was,	how	nervous	 she
was.	She	was	no	bigger	than	me,	thank	God,	and	she	looked	scared,
which	was	promising.	Doro	had	told	me	Karl	wouldn’t	let	her	really
resent	me	or	feel	angry	or	humiliated.	Wouldn’t	let	her!	She	was	a
Goddamn	 robot	 and	 she	 didn’t	 even	 know	 it.	 Or,	 rather,	 she	 did
know	it	but	she	wasn’t	allowed	to	care.

Karl	 looked	 like	 one	 of	 the	 bright,	 ambitious,	 bookish	white
guys	I	remembered	from	high	school.	Intense,	hair	already	thinning.
Doro	 had	 said	 he	was	 twenty-eight,	 but	 he	 looked	 older.	And	 he
sounded	…	well,	he	sounded	just	the	way	I	would	have	expected	a
well-brought-up	 guy	 to	 sound	 when	 he’s	 trying	 to	 be	 polite	 to
somebody	he	can’t	stand.	Strained.

After	the	short,	stiff	introductions,	Doro	took	Vivian’s	hand	as
though	this	wasn’t	the	first	time	he	had	taken	it,	and	said,	“Let’s	let
them	get	acquainted.	How	about	a	swim?”

Vivian	 looked	 at	Karl	 and	Karl	 nodded.	 She	 and	Doro	went
out	 together.	 I	 watched	 them	 go,	 wondering	 about	 things	 that



weren’t	 exactly	 any	of	my	business.	 I	 looked	at	Karl	 but	his	 face
was	 closed	 and	 cold.	 Then	 I	 forgot	 about	 Vivian	 and	 Doro	 and
wondered	what	 the	hell	Karl	and	 I	were	supposed	 to	do	now.	We
were	 in	his	 tennis-court-sized	 living	room,	with	 its	wood	paneling
and	 its	big	white	 fireplace.	We	were	sitting	near	 the	 fireplace	and
we	both	stared	into	it	instead	of	at	each	other.

Then,	finally,	I	decided	to	get	things	started.	“Do	you	suppose
there’s	any	way	we	can	do	this	and	still	have	a	little	pride	left?”

Karl	looked	surprised.	I	wondered	what	Doro	had	been	telling
him	 about	me.	 “I	 was	wondering	 if	 there	was	 any	way	 for	 us	 to
manage	it	at	all,”	he	said.

I	shrugged.	“You	know	as	well	as	I	do	that	we	don’t	have	any
choice	about	that.	Do	you	know	what	kind	of	help	you’re	supposed
to	give	me?”

“I’m	to	shield	you	from	the	thoughts	and	emotions	you	receive
when	 they	 get	 to	 be	 too	much	 for	 you.	Doro	 seems	 to	 think	 they
will.”

“Did	they	for	you?”
“In	a	way.	I	passed	out	a	few	times.”
“Shit,	 I’m	 already	 doing	 that.	 It	 hasn’t	 killed	 me	 yet.	 Did

anybody	help	you?”
“Not	 that	 way.	 All	 I	 had	 was	 someone	 to	 keep	 me	 from

banging	myself	up	too	badly	physically.”
“Then,	why	the	hell	…?	No	offense,	but	why	am	I	supposed	to

need	you?”
“I	don’t	know.”
“Oh,	well.	I	guess	it	doesn’t	matter.	It’s	his	decision	and	we’re

stuck	with	 it.	All	we	can	do	 is	 try	 to	 find	 the	 least	uncomfortable
way	of	living	with	it.”

“We’ll	work	something	out.”	He	stood	up.	“Let	me	show	you
around	the	house.”

He	 showed	me	 his	 fantastic	 library	 first,	 and	 that	 helped	me
warm	 to	 him	 a	 little.	 A	 guy	 with	 a	 room	 like	 that	 in	 his	 house
couldn’t	 be	 all	 bad.	 Like	 the	 living	 room,	 it	 was	 huge,	 with	 that
beautiful	wood	paneling.	The	 fireplace	and	 the	windows	were	 the



only	 spots	of	wall	not	 covered	with	books.	Most	of	 the	 floor	was
covered	 by	 the	 biggest	 oriental	 rug	 I	 had	 ever	 seen.	 There	was	 a
long,	 solid,	 heavy	 wooden	 reading	 table,	 a	 big	 desk,	 a	 lot	 of
upholstered	chairs.	The	high	ceiling	was	wood	carved	in	a	regular
octagonal	 pattern	 and	 hung	 with	 four	 small,	 simple	 chandeliers.
While	 I	 was	 growing	 up,	 Forsyth	 Public	 Library	 was	my	 second
home.	 It	was	 someplace	 I	 could	go	and	be	by	myself.	 I	 could	get
away	 from	 Rina	 and	 her	 whining	 and	 her	 johns	 and	 away	 from
Emma	period.	I	actually	liked	the	little	old	ladies	who	worked	there,
and	they	sort	of	adopted	me.	That	was	where	I	got	into	the	habit	of
reading	everything	I	could	get	my	hands	on.	And	now	…	well,	old-
fashioned	 libraries	 of	 wood	 and	 stone	 and	 books	 were	 still	 like
home	to	me.	The	city	tore	down	Forsyth	Public	a	few	years	ago	and
built	a	new	one	of	steel	and	glass	and	concrete	and	air-conditioning
that	was	 always	 turned	 too	 high.	A	 cold	 box.	 I	went	 to	 it	 two	 or
three	 times,	 then	 gave	 up.	 But	 Karl’s	 library	 was	 perfect.	 I	 had
walked	away	from	him	to	look	at	some	of	the	book	titles.

“You	like	books?”
I	jumped.	I	hadn’t	heard	him	come	up	beside	me.	“I	love	them.

I	hope	you	don’t	care	if	I	spend	a	lot	of	time	in	here.”
Karl	made	a	straight	line	of	his	mouth	and	glanced	over	at	his

desk.	His	desk,	right.	His	work	area.
“Okay,	 so	 I	won’t	 spend	 a	 lot	 of	 time	 in	 here.	Show	me	my

room,	will	you?”
“You	can	use	the	library	whenever	I’m	not	working	in	here,”

he	said.
“Thanks.”	I	could	see	there	was	going	to	be	a	certain	coldness

about	this	library,	too.
He	showed	me	the	rest	of	the	first	floor	before	he	took	me	up

to	what	was	going	to	be	my	bedroom.	Large,	businesslike	kitchen.
Large,	businesslike	cook.	She	was	friendly,	though,	and	she	was	a
black	woman.	That	helped.	Formal	dining	room.	Small,	handsome
study—why	 the	 hell	 couldn’t	 Karl	 work	 there?	 Game	 room	with
billiard	table.	Large	service	porch.	As	big	as	the	house	was,	though,
it	was	 smaller	 than	 it	 looked	 from	 the	 outside.	 I	 thought	 it	might



turn	out	to	be	a	more	comfortable	home	than	I	had	expected.
Karl	and	I	stood	on	the	porch	and	looked	out	at	his	park	of	a

backyard.	Tennis	court.	Swimming	pool	and	bath	house.	We	could
see	 Doro	 and	 Vivian	 splashing	 around	 in	 the	 pool.	 Grass.	 Trees.
There	was	a	multicar	garage	off	to	one	side,	and	I	got	a	glimpse	of	a
cottage	almost	hidden	by	trees.

“The	gardener	and	his	wife	live	out	there,”	Karl	told	me.	“His
wife	is	the	maid.	The	cook	helps	with	the	housework,	too,	when	she
isn’t	 busy	 in	 the	 kitchen.	 She	 lives	 upstairs,	 in	 the	 servants’
quarters.”

“Did	 you	 inherit	 all	 this	 or	 something?”	 I	 asked.	 I	 wouldn’t
have	been	surprised	if	he’d	said,	“None	of	your	business.”

“I	had	one	of	my	people	sign	it	over	to	me,”	he	said.	“He	was
going	to	put	it	up	for	sale	anyway	and	he	didn’t	need	the	money.”

I	 looked	 at	 him.	 The	 expression	 on	 his	 thin,	 angular	 face
hadn’t	 changed	 at	 all.	 I	 hooted	 with	 laughter.	 I	 couldn’t	 help	 it.
“You	stole	it!	Oh,	God.	Beautiful;	you’re	human,	after	all.	And	here
I	have	to	make	do	with	shoplifting.”

He	gave	me	a	forced	smile.	“I’ll	show	you	where	your	room	is
now.”

“Okay.	Can	I	ask	you	another	question?”
He	shrugged.
“How	do	you	feel	about	black	people?”
He	looked	at	me,	one	eyebrow	raised.	“You’ve	seen	my	cook.”
“Right.	So	how	do	you	feel	about	black	people?”
“I’ve	known	exactly	two	of	them	well	before	now.	They	were

all	right.”	Emphasis	on	the	“they.”
I	frowned,	looked	at	him.	“What’s	that	supposed	to	mean?”
“That	 you	 shouldn’t	 get	 the	 idea	 that	 I	 dislike	 you	 because

you’re	black.”
“Oh.”
“I	wouldn’t	want	you	here	no	matter	what	color	you	were.”
I	sighed.	“You’re	going	to	make	this	even	harder	than	it	has	to

be,	aren’t	you?”
“You	asked.”



“Well	…	I’m	no	happier	 to	be	here	than	you	are	to	have	me,
but	we’re	 either	 going	 to	 have	 to	 get	 used	 to	 each	other	 or	we’re
going	to	have	to	keep	out	of	each	other’s	way	a	lot.	Which	won’t	be
easy	even	in	a	house	as	big	as	this.”

“Why	did	you	and	Doro	fight?”
“What?”	My	first	 thought	was	 that	he	was	 reading	my	mind.

Then	I	realized	that	even	if	he	hadn’t	seen	Doro’s	hand,	I	had	a	big
bruise	on	my	jaw.

“You	know	damn	well	why	we	fought.”
“Tell	me.	I	answered	your	questions.”
“Why	does	a	telepath	bother	to	ask	questions?”
“Out	of	courtesy.	Shall	I	stop?”
“No!	We	fought	…	because	Doro	didn’t	tell	me	about	Vivian

until	about	two	hours	ago.”
There	was	a	long	pause.	Then,	“I	see.	How	did	you	feel	about

marrying	me	before	you	found	out	about	Vivian?”
“My	grandmother	married	Doro,”	I	said.	“And,	of	course,	my

mother	married	him.	I’ve	expected	to	marry	him	myself	ever	since	I
was	old	enough	 to	know	what	was	going	on.	 I	wanted	 to.	 I	 loved
him.”

“Past	tense?”
I	almost	didn’t	answer.	I	realized	that	I	was	ashamed.	“No.”
“Not	even	after	he	decides	to	marry	you	off	to	a	stranger?”
“I’ve	loved	him	for	years.	I	guess	 it	 takes	me	a	while	 to	 turn

my	emotions	around.”
“You	probably	never	will.	I’ve	met	several	of	his	people	since

my	transition.	He	uses	me	to	keep	them	in	line	without	killing	them.
And	he’s	done	terrible	things	to	some	of	them.	But	I’ve	never	met
one	who	hates	him.	Those	who	don’t	kill	 themselves	by	attacking
him	as	soon	as	he	acts	against	them	always	seem	to	forgive	him.”

Somehow	that	didn’t	surprise	me.	“Do	you	hate	him?”
“No.”
“In	 spite	 of	…	 everything?”	 I	 remembered	Vivian	 going	 out

hand	in	hand	with	Doro.
“In	spite	of	everything,”	he	said	quietly.



“Can	you	read	his	mind?”
“No.”
“But	why	not?	He	says	he’s	not	a	telepath.	How	could	he	stop

you?”
“You’ll	find	out	after	your	transition.	This	will	be	your	room.”

We	were	on	the	second	floor.	He	opened	the	door	he	had	stopped	in
front	of.

The	bedroom	was	white,	and	I	guess	you	could	call	it	elegant.
There	was	a	small	crystal	chandelier.	There	was	a	huge	bed	and	a
large	dresser	with	a	beautiful	mirror.	 I’d	have	 to	be	careful	how	I
threw	things.	There	was	a	closet	that	was	going	to	look	empty	even
after	 I	hung	up	 the	new	clothes	Doro	had	bought	me.	There	were
chairs,	little	tables.	…

It	was	 just	a	 really	nice	 room.	 I	peered	 into	 the	mirror	at	my
bruise.	Then	I	sat	down	in	a	chair	by	the	window	and	looked	out	at
the	 front	 lawn	 as	 I	 spoke	 to	 Karl.	 “What	 do	 I	 do	 after	 my
transition?”

“Do?”
“Well,	 I’ll	 be	 able	 to	 read	minds.	 I’ll	 be	 able	 to	 steal	 better

without	 getting	 caught—if	 I	 still	 want	 to.	 I’ll	 be	 able	 to	 snoop
through	 other	 people’s	 secrets,	 even	make	 robots	 of	 people.	 But.
…”

“But?”
“What	 am	 I	 supposed	 to	 do—except	maybe	 have	 babies?”	 I

turned	 to	 face	 him	 and	 saw	 by	 his	 expression	 that	 he	 wished	 I
hadn’t	said	that	last.	I	didn’t	care.

“I’m	 sure	 Doro	 will	 find	 some	work	 for	 you,”	 he	 said.	 “He
probably	already	has	something	in	mind.”

Just	 at	 that	 moment,	 someone	 was	 hit	 by	 a	 car.	 I	 sensed
enough	 to	know	 that	 it	was	nearby,	within	a	 few	blocks	of	Karl’s
house.	I	felt	the	impact.	I	might	have	said	something.	Then	I	felt	the
pain.	 A	 slow-motion	 avalanche	 of	 pain.	 I	 know	 I	 screamed	 then.
That	hit	me	harder	than	anything	I’d	ever	received.	Finally	the	pain
got	to	be	too	much	for	the	accident	victim.	He	passed	out.	I	almost
passed	out	with	him.	I	found	myself	curled	into	a	tight	knot	on	the



chair,	my	feet	up	and	my	head	down	and	throbbing.
I	looked	up	to	see	whether	Karl	was	still	there,	and	found	him

watching	me.	He	looked	interested	but	not	concerned,	not	inclined
to	give	me	any	of	the	help	he	was	supposed	to	give.	I	had	a	feeling
that,	if	I	survived	transition,	I	would	do	it	on	my	own.

“There’s	aspirin	 in	 the	bathroom,”	he	said,	nodding	 toward	a
closed	door.	Then	he	turned	and	left.

Five	days	later,	we	were	married	at	city	hall.	For	those	five	days,	I
might	as	well	have	been	alone	in	that	big	house.	Doro	left	the	day
he	 brought	 me,	 and	 didn’t	 come	 back.	 I	 saw	Karl	 and	 Vivian	 at
meals	 or	 ran	 into	 them	 accidentally	 around	 the	 house.	 They	were
always	polite.	I	wasn’t.

I	 tried	 talking	 to	 the	servants,	but	 they	were	silent,	contented
slaves.	 They	 worked,	 or	 they	 sat	 in	 their	 quarters	 watching
television	and	waiting	for	the	master’s	voice.

I	 joined	Karl	 and	Vivian	 out	 by	 the	 pool	 one	 day	 and	what
looked	like	a	really	interesting	conversation	came	to	a	dead	halt.

The	only	times	I	ever	felt	comfortable	was	when	I	was	in	my
room	with	the	door	shut,	or	in	the	library	when	Karl	wasn’t	home.
He	 spent	 a	 lot	 of	 time	 in	 Los	 Angeles	 keeping	 an	 eye	 on	 the
businesses	he	controlled	 for	Doro	and	 the	ones	he	had	 taken	over
for	his	own,	personal	profit.	Evidently	he	did	more	 for	 them	 than
just	steal	part	of	their	profits.	For	me,	he	did	nothing	at	all.

Doro	showed	up	to	see	us	married.	Not	that	there	was	any	kind
of	ceremony	beyond	the	bare	essentials.	He	went	home	with	us—or
with	Vivian	and	me.	Karl	dropped	the	three	of	us	off,	then	headed
for	L.A.	Doro	challenged	Vivian	to	a	game	of	tennis.	I	walked	three
blocks	to	a	bus	stop,	caught	a	bus,	and	rode.

I	 knew	where	 I	was	 going.	 I	 had	 to	 transfer	 to	 get	 there,	 so
there	was	no	way	for	me	to	pretend	to	myself	that	I	wound	up	there
by	 accident.	 I	 got	 off	 at	 Maple	 and	 Dell	 and	 walked	 straight	 to
Rina’s	house.

Rina	was	home,	but	she	had	company.	I	could	hear	her	and	her
company	yelling	at	 each	other	way	out	on	 the	 sidewalk.	 I	walked



around	 the	 corner	 and	 knocked	 on	 Emma’s	 door.	 She	 opened	 it,
looked	at	me,	stood	back	from	the	door.	I	went	in	and	sat	down	in
the	big	overstuffed	chair	near	the	door.	I	closed	my	eyes	for	a	while
and	 the	 ugly	 old	 house	 seemed	 to	 go	 around	 me	 like	 a	 blanket,
shutting	out	the	cold.	I	took	a	deep	breath,	felt	relief,	release.

Emma	laid	a	hand	on	my	forehead	and	I	looked	up	at	her.	She
was	young.	That	meant	she	had	had	Doro	with	her	recently.	I	didn’t
look	 anything	 like	 her	 when	 she	 was	 young.	 Doro	 was	 crazy.	 I
wished	I	did	look	that	good.

“You	were	supposed	to	get	married,”	she	said.
“I	did.	Today.”
She	frowned.	“Where’s	your	husband?”
“I	don’t	know.	Or	care.”
She	sort	of	half	smiled	in	her	know-it-all	way	that	I	had	always

resented	before.	Now	I	didn’t	care.	She	could	throw	all	the	sarcasm
she	wanted	to	at	me	if	she	just	let	me	sit	there	for	a	while.

“Stay	here	for	a	while,”	she	said.
I	looked	at	her,	surprised.
“Stay	until	someone	comes	to	get	you.”
“They	might	not	even	know	I’ve	gone	anywhere.	I	didn’t	say

anything.	I	just	left.”
“Honey,	 you’re	 talking	 about	 Doro	 and	 an	 active	 telepath.

They	know,	believe	me.”
“I	guess	so.	I	came	here	on	the	bus,	though.	I	don’t	mind	going

back	that	way.”	I	never	 liked	depending	on	other	people	and	their
cars,	anyway.	When	I	rode	the	bus,	I	went	when	I	wanted,	where	I
wanted.

“Stay	put.	Doro	might	not	have	heard	you	yet.”
“What?”
“You’ve	 said	 something	 by	 coming	 here.	 Now	 the	 way	 to

make	 sure	 that	Doro’s	 heard	you	 is	 to	 inconvenience	him	a	 little.
Just	stay	where	you	are.	Are	you	hungry?”

“Yeah.”
She	 brought	 me	 cold	 chicken,	 potato	 salad,	 and	 a	 Coke.

Brought	 it	 to	 me	 like	 I	 was	 a	 guest.	 She’d	 never	 brought	 me



anything	she	could	send	me	after	before	in	her	life.
“Emma.”
She	had	gone	back	 to	whatever	 she	was	doing	at	her	desk	 in

the	 dining	 room.	The	 desk	was	 half	 covered	with	 official-looking
papers.	She	looked	around.

“Thanks,”	I	said	quietly.
She	just	nodded.
Karl	came	after	me	that	night.	I	answered	the	door,	saw	him,

and	 turned	 to	 say	 good-bye	 to	 Emma,	 but	 she	 was	 right	 there
looking	at	Karl.

“You’re	 too	 high,	Karl,”	 she	 said	 quietly.	 “You’ve	 forgotten
where	you	came	from.”

He	 looked	 at	 her,	 then	 looked	 away.	 His	 expression	 didn’t
change,	but	his	voice,	when	he	spoke,	was	softer	than	normal.	“That
isn’t	it.”

“It	doesn’t	 really	matter.	 If	 you’ve	got	 a	problem,	you	know
who	to	complain	to	about	it—or	who	to	take	it	out	on.”

He	 drew	 a	 deep	 breath,	 met	 her	 eyes	 again,	 smiled	 his	 thin
smile.	“I	hear,	Em.”

I	didn’t	say	anything	to	him	until	we	were	in	the	car	together.
Then,	“Is	she	one	of	the	two?”

He	 gave	 me	 a	 kind	 of	 puzzled	 glance,	 then	 seemed	 to
remember.	He	nodded.

“Where	do	you	know	her	from?”
“She	took	care	of	me	once	when	I	was	between	foster	homes.

That	was	before	Doro	 found	 a	permanent	 home	 for	me.	She	 took
care	of	me	again	when	I	was	approaching	 transition.	My	adoptive
parents	couldn’t	handle	me.”	He	smiled	again.

“What	happened	to	your	real	parents—real	mother,	I	mean?”
“She	…	died.”
I	 turned	 to	 look	 at	 him.	 His	 expression	 had	 gone	 grim.	 “By

herself,”	I	asked,	“or	with	help?”
“It’s	an	ugly	story.”
I	shrugged.	“Okay.”	I	looked	out	the	window.
“But,	 then,	 you’re	 no	 stranger	 to	 ugly	 stories.”	 He	 paused.



“She	was	an	alcoholic,	my	mother.	And	she	wasn’t	exactly	normal
—sane—during	those	rare	times	when	she	was	sober.	Doro	says	she
was	too	sensitive.	Anyway,	when	I	was	about	three,	I	did	something
that	made	her	mad.	 I	don’t	 remember	what.	But	 I	 remember	very
clearly	 what	 happened	 afterward.	 For	 punishment,	 she	 held	 my
hand	over	the	flame	of	our	gas	range.	She	held	it	there	until	it	was
completely	charred.	But	I	was	lucky.	Doro	came	to	see	her	later	that
same	day.	I	wasn’t	even	aware	of	when	he	killed	her.	I	remember,	I
wasn’t	 aware	 of	 anything	 but	 alternating	 pain	 and	 exhaustion
between	the	time	she	burned	me	and	the	time	Doro’s	healer	arrived.
You	might	know	the	healer.	She’s	one	of	Emma’s	granddaughters.
Over	a	period	of	weeks,	 she	 regenerated	 the	 stump	 that	 I	had	 left
into	 a	new	hand.	Even	now,	 ten	years	 after	my	 transition,	 I	 don’t
understand	 how	 she	 did	 it.	 She	 does	 for	 other	 people	 the	 things
Emma	can	only	do	for	herself.	When	she	had	finished,	Doro	placed
me	with	saner	people.”

I	whistled.	“So	that’s	what	Emma	meant.”
“Yes.”
I	moved	uncomfortably	in	the	seat.	“As	for	the	rest	of	what	she

said,	Karl.	…”
“She	was	right.”
“I	don’t	want	anything	from	you.”
He	shrugged.
He	didn’t	say	much	more	to	me	that	night.	Doro	was	still	at	the

house,	paying	a	 lot	of	attention	 to	Vivian.	 I	had	dinner	with	 them
all,	then	went	to	bed.	I	could	put	up	with	them	until	my	transition,
surely.	Then	maybe	for	a	change	I’d	be	one	of	the	owners	instead	of
one	of	the	owned.

I	was	almost	asleep	when	Karl	came	up	to	my	room.	Neither
of	 us	 put	 a	 light	 on	 but	 there	 was	 light	 enough	 from	 one	 of	 the
windows	 for	me	 to	 see	him.	He	 took	off	 his	 robe,	 threw	 it	 into	 a
chair	and	climbed	into	bed	with	me.

I	 didn’t	 say	 anything.	 I	 had	 plenty	 to	 say	 and	 all	 of	 it	 was
pretty	caustic.	I	didn’t	doubt	that	I	could	have	gotten	rid	of	him	if	I
had	 wanted	 to.	 But	 I	 didn’t	 bother.	 I	 didn’t	 want	 him	 but	 I	 was



stuck	with	him.	Why	play	games?
He	 was	 all	 right,	 though.	 Gentle	 and,	 thank	 God,	 silent.	 I

didn’t	know	whether	he	had	come	to	me	out	of	charity,	or	curiosity,
and	 I	 didn’t	want	 to	 know.	 I	 knew	 he	 still	 resented	me—at	 least
resented	me.	Maybe	that	was	why,	when	we	were	finished,	he	got
up	and	went	to	get	his	robe.	He	was	going	back	to	his	own	room.

“Karl.”
I	could	see	him	turn	to	look	in	my	direction.
“Stay	the	night.”
“You	want	me	to?”	I	didn’t	blame	him	for	sounding	surprised.

I	was	surprised.
“Yes.	 Come	 on	 back.”	 I	 didn’t	 want	 to	 be	 alone.	 I	 couldn’t

have	put	into	words	how	much	I	suddenly	didn’t	want	to	be	alone,
couldn’t	stand	to	be	alone,	how	much	it	scared	me.	I	found	myself
remembering	how	Rina	would	pace	the	floor	at	night	sometimes.	I
would	 see	 her	 crying	 and	 pacing	 and	 holding	 her	 head.	 After	 a
while,	 she	 would	 go	 out	 and	 come	 back	 with	 some	 bum	 who
usually	 looked	 a	 little	 like	her—like	us.	She’d	keep	him	with	her
the	 rest	 of	 the	 night	 even	 if	 he	 didn’t	 have	 a	 dime	 in	 his	 pocket,
even	if	he	was	too	drunk	to	do	anything.	And	sometimes	even	if	he
knocked	her	around	and	called	her	names	that	trash	like	him	didn’t
have	 the	 right	 to	 call	 anybody.	 I	 used	 to	wonder	 how	Rina	 could
live	with	herself.	Now,	apparently,	I	was	going	to	find	out.

Karl	 came	 back	 to	 my	 bed	 without	 another	 word.	 I	 didn’t
know	what	he	was	thinking,	but	he	could	have	really	hurt	me	with
just	a	few	words.	He	didn’t.	I	tried	to	thank	him	for	that.



Chapter	Three

Karl

The	warehouse	was	enormous.	Whitten	Coleman	Service	Building,
serving	 thirty-three	 department	 stores	 over	 three	 states.	 Doro	 had
begun	the	chain	seventy	years	before,	when	he	bought	a	store	for	a
small,	stable	family	of	his	people.	The	job	of	the	family	was	simply
to	grow	and	prosper	and	eventually	become	one	of	Doro’s	sources
of	money.	Descendants	of	the	original	family	still	held	a	controlling
interest	 in	 the	 company.	 They	 were	 obedient	 and	 self-sufficient,
and,	for	the	most	part,	Doro	let	them	alone.	Through	the	years,	their
calls	 to	him	for	help	had	become	fewer.	As	 they	grew	in	size	and
experience,	 they	became	more	able	 to	handle	 their	own	problems.
Doro	 still	 visited	 them	 from	 time	 to	 time,	 though.	 Sometimes	 he
asked	 favors	 of	 them.	 Sometimes	 they	 asked	 favors	 of	 him.	 This
was	one	of	the	latter	times.	Karl,	Doro,	the	warehouse	manager,	and
the	 chief	 of	 security	 walked	 through	 the	 warehouse	 toward	 the
loading	 docks.	Karl	 had	 never	 been	 inside	 the	warehouse	 before,
but	now	he	led	the	way	through	the	maze	of	dusty	stock	areas	and
busy	marking	rooms.	In	turn,	he	was	led	by	the	thoughts	of	several
workers	 who	 were	 efficiently	 preparing	 to	 steal	 several	 thousand
dollars’	worth	of	Whitten	Coleman	merchandise.	They	had	gotten
away	with	several	earlier	thefts	in	spite	of	the	security	people	who
watched	them,	and	the	cameras	trained	on	them.

Quietly,	Karl	pointed	out	 the	 thieves—including	 two	security
men—and	 explained	 their	 methods	 to	 the	 security	 chief.	 And	 he
told	the	chief	where	the	group	had	hidden	what	they	had	left	of	the
merchandise	they	had	already	stolen.	He	had	almost	finished	when
he	realized	that	something	was	wrong	with	Mary.

He	 maintained	 a	 mental	 link	 with	 the	 girl	 now	 that	 he	 was
married	 to	 her.	 And	 now	 that	 Doro	 had	 made	 clear	 what	 would
happen	to	him	if	Mary	died	in	transition.



Karl	 broke	 off	 what	 he	 was	 saying	 to	 the	 security	 chief.
Suddenly	he	was	caught	up	in	the	experience	Mary	was	having.	She
was	running,	screaming.	…

No.	 No,	 it	 wasn’t	 Mary	 who	 was	 running.	 It	 was	 another
woman—the	woman	Mary	was	receiving	from.	The	two	were	one.
One	woman	running	down	stark	white	corridors.	A	woman	fleeing
from	 men	 who	 were	 also	 dressed	 in	 white.	 She	 gibbered	 and
babbled	 and	 wept.	 Suddenly	 she	 realized	 that	 her	 own	 body	 was
covered	with	slimy	yellow	worms.	She	tore	at	the	worms	frantically
to	get	them	off.	They	changed	their	coloring	from	yellow	to	yellow
streaked	with	red.	They	began	to	burrow	into	her	flesh.	The	woman
fell	to	the	floor	tearing	at	herself,	vomiting,	urinating.

She	 hardly	 felt	 the	 restraining	 hands	 of	 her	 pursuers,	 or	 the
prick	of	the	needle.	She	did	not	have	even	enough	awareness	of	the
world	outside	her	own	mind	to	be	grateful	for	the	eventual	oblivion.

Karl	snapped	back	to	the	reality	of	the	warehouse	with	a	jolt.
He	found	himself	holding	on	to	the	steel	support	of	some	overhead
shelving.	His	hands	hurt	 from	grasping	 it	so	 tightly.	He	shook	his
head,	 saw	 Doro	 and	 the	 two	 warehousemen	 staring	 at	 him.	 The
warehousemen	 looked	 concerned.	 Doro	 looked	 expectant.	 Karl
spoke	to	Doro.	“I’ve	got	to	get	home.	Now.”

Doro	nodded.	“I’ll	drive	you.	Come	on.”
Karl	 followed	 him	 out	 of	 the	 building,	 then	 blindly,

mechanically	got	in	on	the	driver’s	side.	Doro	spoke	to	him	sharply.
Karl	jumped,	frowned,	moved	over.	Doro	was	right.	Karl	was	in	no
shape	 to	 drive.	 Karl	 was	 in	 no	 shape	 to	 do	 anything.	 It	 was	 as
though	he	were	plunging	into	his	own	transition	again.

“You’re	too	close	to	her,”	said	Doro.	“Pull	back	a	little.	See	if
you	can	sense	what’s	happening	to	her	without	being	caught	up	in
it.”

Pull	back.	How?	How	had	he	gotten	so	close,	anyway?	He	had
never	been	caught	up	in	Mary’s	pretransition	experiences.

“You	 know	 what	 to	 expect,”	 Doro	 told	 him.	 “At	 this	 point
she’s	 going	 to	 be	 reaching	 for	 the	 worst	 possible	 stuff.	 That’s
what’s	familiar	to	her.	That’s	what’s	going	to	attract	her	attention.



She’ll	get	an	avalanche	of	it—violence,	pain,	fear,	whatever.	I	don’t
want	you	caught	up	in	it	unless	she	obviously	needs	help.”

Karl	 said	 nothing.	He	was	 already	 trying	 to	 separate	 himself
from	Mary.	The	mental	link	he	had	established	with	her	had	grown
into	 something	more	 than	 he	 had	 intended	 it	 to	 be.	 If	 two	minds
could	be	tangled	together,	his	and	Mary’s	were.

Then	 he	 realized	 that	 she	 had	 become	 aware	 of	 him,	 was
watching	 him	 as	 he	 tried	 to	 untangle	 himself.	 He	 had	 never
permitted	her	to	be	aware	of	his	mental	probing	before.	He	stopped
what	he	was	doing	now,	concerned	that	he	had	frightened	her.	She
would	 have	 enough	 fear	 to	 contend	 with	 within	 the	 next	 twelve
hours	without	his	adding	to	it.

But	she	was	not	afraid.	She	was	glad	to	have	him	with	her.	She
was	relieved	to	discover	that	she	was	not	facing	the	worst	hours	of
her	life	alone.

Karl	relaxed	for	a	few	minutes,	less	eager	to	leave	her	now.	He
could	still	remember	how	glad	he	had	been	to	have	Emma	with	him
during	his	 transition.	Emma	couldn’t	help	mentally,	but	she	was	a
human	presence	with	him,	drawing	him	back	to	sanity,	reality.	He
could	do	at	least	that	much	for	Mary.

“How	is	she?”	Doro	asked.
“All	right.	She	understands	what’s	happening.”
“Something	is	liable	to	snatch	her	away	again	any	minute.”
“I	know.”
“When	 it	happens,	 let	 it	happen.	Watch,	but	 stay	out	of	 it.	 If

you	see	a	way	to	help	her,	don’t.”
“I	thought	that’s	what	I	was	for.	To	help.”
“You	are,	later,	when	she	can’t	help	herself.	When	she’s	ready

to	give	up.”
Karl	 glanced	 at	Doro	while	 keeping	most	 of	 his	 attention	on

Mary.	“Do	you	lose	a	lot	of	her	kind?”
Doro	smiled	grimly.	“She	doesn’t	have	a	‘kind.’	She’s	unique.

So	are	you,	 though	you	aren’t	as	unusual	as	 I	hope	she’ll	be.	 I’ve
been	working	toward	both	of	you	for	a	good	many	generations.	But
yes.”	 The	 smile	 vanished.	 “Several	 of	 her	 unsuccessful



predecessors	have	died	in	transition.”
Karl	nodded.	“And	I’ll	bet	most	of	them	took	somebody	with

them.	Somebody	who	was	trying	to	help	them.”
Doro	said	nothing.
“I	 thought	 so,”	 said	Karl.	 “And	 I	 already	know	 from	Mary’s

thoughts	 that	 you	 killed	 the	 ones	 who	 managed	 to	 survive
transition.”

“If	you	know,	why	bring	it	up?”
Karl	sighed.	“I	guess	because	it	still	surprises	me	that	you	can

do	things	like	that.	Or	maybe	I’m	just	wondering	whether	she	or	I
will	still	be	alive	this	time	tomorrow—even	if	we	both	survive	her
transition.”

“Bring	her	through	for	me,	Karl,	and	you’ll	be	all	right.”
“And	her?”
“She’s	 a	 dangerous	 kind	 of	 experiment.	 Believe	 me,	 if	 she

turns	 out	 to	 be	 another	 failure,	 you’ll	 want	 her	 dead	more	 than	 I
will.”

“I	 wish	 I	 knew	 what	 the	 hell	 you	 were	 doing.	 Aside	 from
playing	God,	I	mean.”

“You	know	enough.”
“I	don’t	know	anything.”
“You	know	what	I	want	of	you.	That’s	enough.”
It	 never	 did	 any	 good	 to	 argue	with	Doro.	Karl	 leaned	 back

and	 finished	 disentangling	 himself	 from	Mary.	He	would	 be	with
her	in	person	soon.	And	even	without	Doro’s	warning	he	would	not
have	wanted	 to	go	 through	much	more	of	 her	 transition	with	her.
Before	he	broke	the	connection,	he	let	her	know	that	he	was	on	his
way	to	her,	that	she	wouldn’t	be	alone	long.	It	had	been	two	weeks
since	 their	marriage,	 two	weeks	 since	 she	had	 called	him	back	 to
her	bed,	he	hadn’t	gone	out	of	his	way	to	hurt	her	since	then.

He	watched	Doro	maneuver	the	car	into	the	right	lane	so	that
they	could	get	on	 the	Forsyth	Freeway.	Doro	cut	across	 the	 lanes,
wove	through	the	light	traffic	carelessly,	speeding	as	usual.	He	had
no	more	regard	for	traffic	laws	than	he	did	for	any	other	laws.	Karl
wondered	how	many	accidents	Doro	had	caused	or	been	 involved



in.	Not	 that	 it	mattered	 to	Doro.	Had	human	 life	ever	mattered	 to
Doro	 beyond	 his	 interest	 in	 human	 husbandry?	 Could	 a	 creature
who	had	to	look	upon	ordinary	people	literally	as	food	and	shelter
ever	understand	how	strongly	those	people	valued	life?	But	yes,	of
course	he	could.	He	understood	it	well	enough	to	use	it	to	keep	his
people	in	line.	He	probably	even	understood	it	well	enough	to	know
how	 Karl	 and	 Mary	 both	 felt	 now.	 It	 just	 didn’t	 make	 any
difference.	He	didn’t	care.

Fifteen	minutes	 later,	Doro	pulled	 into	Karl’s	driveway.	Karl
was	out	of	 the	car	and	heading	for	 the	house	before	Doro	brought
the	 car	 to	 a	 full	 stop.	 Karl	 knew	 that	 Mary	 was	 in	 the	 midst	 of
another	 experience.	 He	 had	 felt	 it	 begin.	 He	 had	 kept	 her	 under
carefully	 distant	 observation	 even	 after	 he	 had	 severed	 the	 link
between	 them.	 Now,	 though,	 even	 without	 a	 deliberately
established	 link,	 he	 was	 having	 trouble	 preventing	 himself	 from
merging	 into	 her	 experience.	Mary	was	 trapped	 in	 the	mind	 of	 a
man	who	 had	 to	 eventually	 burn	 to	 death.	 The	man	 was	 trapped
inside	a	burning	house.	Mary	was	experiencing	his	every	sensation.

Karl	went	up	the	back	stairs	two	at	a	time	and	ran	through	the
servants’	quarters	toward	the	front	of	the	house.	He	knew	Mary	was
in	her	 room,	 lying	down,	knew	 that,	 for	 some	 reason,	Vivian	was
with	her.

He	walked	into	the	room	and	looked	first	at	Mary,	who	lay	in
the	middle	of	her	bed,	her	body	rolled	into	a	 tight,	fetal	knot.	She
made	small	noises	in	her	throat	like	choked	screams	or	moans,	but
she	did	not	move.	Karl	sat	down	on	the	bed	next	to	her	and	looked
at	Vivian.

“Is	she	going	to	be	all	right?”	Vivian	asked.
“I	think	so.”
“Are	you	going	to	be	all	right?”
“If	she	is,	I	will	be.”
She	got	up,	came	to	rest	one	hand	on	his	shoulder.	“You	mean,

if	she	comes	through	all	right,	Doro	won’t	kill	you.”
He	looked	at	her,	surprised.	One	of	 the	 things	he	 liked	about

her	was	that	she	could	still	surprise	him.	He	left	her	enough	mental



privacy	for	that.	He	had	read	his	previous	women	more	than	he	read
her	and	they	had	quickly	become	boring.	He	had	hardly	read	Vivian
at	all	until	she	had	asked	him	to	condition	her	and	let	her	stay	with
him,	help	her	stay,	in	spite	of	Mary.	He	had	not	wanted	to	do	it,	but
he	 had	 not	 wanted	 to	 lose	 her,	 either.	 The	 conditioning	 he	 had
imposed	 on	 her	 kept	 her	 from	 feeling	 jealousy	 or	 hatred	 toward
Mary.	 But	 it	 did	 not	 prevent	 her	 from	 seeing	 things	 clearly	 and
drawing	her	own	conclusions.

“Don’t	 worry,”	 he	 told	 her.	 “Both	Mary	 and	 I	 are	 going	 to
make	it	all	right.”

She	looked	at	Mary,	who	still	lay	knotted	in	the	agony	of	her
experience.	“Is	there	anything	I	can	do	to	help?”

“Nothing.”
“Can	I	…	can	I	stay.	I’ll	keep	out	of	the	way.	I	just—”
“Vee,	no.”
“I	 just	want	 to	see	what	she	has	 to	go	 through.	 I	want	 to	see

that	the	price	she	has	to	pay	to	…	to	be	like	you	is	too	high.”
“You	can’t	stay.	You	know	you	can’t.”
She	 closed	 her	 eyes	 for	 a	moment,	 dropped	 her	 hand	 to	 her

side.	“Then,	let	me	go.	Let	me	leave	you.”
He	stared	at	her,	surprised,	stricken.	“You	know	you’re	free	to

go	if	that’s	really	what	you	want.	But	I’m	asking	you	not	to.”
“I’ll	 become	 an	 outsider	 if	 I	 don’t	 leave	 you	 now.”	 She

shrugged	 hopelessly.	 “I’ll	 be	 alone.	 You	 and	Mary	will	 be	 alike,
and	 I’ll	 be	 alone.”	 There	 was	 no	 anger	 or	 resentment	 in	 her,	 he
could	see.	Her	conditioning	was	holding	well	enough.	But	she	had
been	much	more	aware	of	Mary’s	loneliness	than	Karl	had	realized.
And	when	Karl	began	occasionally	sleeping	with	Mary,	Vivian	had
begun	to	see	Mary’s	life	as	a	preview	of	her	own.	“You	won’t	need
me,”	she	said	softly.	“You’ll	only	come	to	me	now	and	then	to	be
kind.”

“Vee,	will	you	stay	until	tomorrow?”
She	said	nothing.
“Stay	 at	 least	 until	 tomorrow.	 We’ve	 got	 to	 talk.”	 He

reinforced	 the	 request	with	a	 subtle	mental	command.	She	had	no



telepathic	ability	at	all.	She	would	not	be	consciously	aware	of	the
command,	 but	 she	 would	 respond	 to	 it.	 She	 would	 stay	 until	 the
next	day,	as	he	had	asked,	and	she	would	think	her	staying	was	her
own	 decision.	He	 promised	 himself	 that	 he	would	 not	 coerce	 her
further.	Already	it	was	getting	too	easy	to	treat	her	like	just	another
pet.

She	drew	a	deep	breath.	“I	don’t	know	what	good	it	will	do,”
she	said.	“But	yes,	I’ll	stay	that	long.”	She	turned	to	go	out	of	the
room	 and	 ran	 into	 Doro.	 He	 caught	 her	 as	 she	 was	 stumbling
blindly	around	him,	and	held	her.

Doro	looked	at	Mary,	who	had	finally	straightened	herself	out
on	the	bed.	She	looked	back	at	him	wearily.

“Good	luck,”	he	said	quietly.
She	continued	to	watch	him,	not	responding	at	all.
He	turned	and	left	with	Vivian,	still	holding	her	as	she	cried.
Karl	looked	down	at	Mary.
She	continued	to	stare	after	Doro	and	Vivian.	She	spoke	softly.

“Why	is	it	Doro	is	always	so	kind	to	people	after	he	messes	up	their
lives?”

Karl	 took	a	 tissue	from	the	box	on	her	night	 table	and	wiped
her	face.	It	was	wet	with	perspiration.

She	 gave	 him	 a	 tired	 half	 smile.	 “You	 being	 ‘kind’	 to	 me,
man?”

“That	wasn’t	my	word,”	said	Karl.
“No?”
“Look,”	he	said,	“you	know	how	it’s	going	to	be	from	now	on.

One	bad	experience	after	another.	Why	don’t	you	use	 this	 time	 to
rest?”

“When	 it’s	 over,	 if	 I’m	 still	 alive,	 I’ll	 rest.”	 And	 then
explosively,	“Shit!”

He	felt	her	caught	up	in	someone	else’s	fear,	stark	terror.	Then
he	was	caught	too.	He	was	too	close	to	her	again.

For	a	moment,	he	let	the	alien	terror	roll	over	him,	engulf	him.
He	broke	into	an	icy	sweat.	Abruptly	he	was	elsewhere—standing
outside	in	the	backyard	of	a	house	built	near	the	edge	of	one	of	the



canyons.	 Coming	 up	 the	 slope	 from	 the	 canyon	 was	 the	 longest,
thickest	 snake	 he	 had	 ever	 seen.	 It	 was	 coming	 toward	 him.	 He
couldn’t	move.	He	was	 terrified	 of	 snakes.	Abruptly	 he	 turned	 to
run.	He	caught	his	foot	on	a	lawn	sprinkler,	fell	screaming,	his	body
twisting,	 thrashing.	He	 felt	his	own	 leg	snap	as	he	hit	 the	ground.
But	the	break	registered	less	on	him	than	the	snake.	And	the	snake
was	coming	closer.

Karl	had	had	enough.	He	drew	back,	 screened	out	 the	man’s
terror.	At	that	instant,	Mary	screamed.

As	 Karl	 watched,	 she	 turned	 on	 her	 side,	 curling	 up	 again,
pressing	her	face	into	the	pillow	so	that	the	sounds	she	made	were
muffled.

He	watched	her	mentally	as	well,	or	watched	the	ophidiophobe
whose	mind	 held	 her.	He	 thought	 he	 understood	 something	 now.
Something	 he	 had	 wondered	 about.	 He	 knew	 how	 Mary’s
expanding	talent,	acting	without	control,	was	opening	one	pathway
after	another	to	other	people’s	raw	emotions.	And	now	he	realized
that	when	 he	 let	 himself	 be	 caught	 up	 in	 those	 emotions,	 he	was
standing	 in	 the	middle	of	 an	open	pathway.	He	was	 shielding	her
from	 the	 infant	 fumbling	 of	 her	 own	 ability	 by	 accepting	 the
consequences	 of	 that	 fumbling	 himself.	 That	 was	 why	 Doro	 had
told	 him	 to	 back	 off.	 When	 he	 was	 too	 close	 to	 Mary,	 he	 was
helping	 her.	 He	 was	 preventing	 her	 from	 going	 through	 the
suffering	that	was	normal	for	a	person	in	transition.	And	since	the
suffering	 was	 normal,	 perhaps	 it	 was	 in	 some	 way	 necessary.
Perhaps	 an	 active	 could	 not	 mature	 without	 it.	 Perhaps	 that	 was
why	Doro	had	warned	him	 to	help	Mary	only	when	she	could	no
longer	help	herself.

“Karl?”
He	looked	at	her,	realizing	that	he	had	let	his	attention	wander.

He	didn’t	know	what	had	 finally	happened	 to	 the	 frightened	man.
He	didn’t	care.

“What	 did	 you	 do?”	 she	 asked.	 “I	 could	 feel	 myself	 getting
caught	up	in	something	else.	Then	for	a	while	it	was	gone.”

He	told	her	what	he	had	learned,	and	what	he	had	guessed.	“So



at	least	now	I	know	how	to	help	you,”	he	finished.	“That	gives	you
a	better	chance.”

“I	thought	Doro	would	tell	you	how	to	help	me.”
“No,	 I	 think	 half	 Doro’s	 pleasure	 comes	 from	 watching	 us,

running	us	through	mazes	like	rats	and	seeing	how	well	we	figure
things	out.”

“Sure,”	she	said.	“What	are	a	few	rat	lives?”	She	took	a	deep
breath.	 “And,	 speaking	 of	 lives,	 Karl,	 don’t	 help	 me	 unless	 I’m
about	to	lose	mine.	Let	me	try	to	get	through	this	on	my	own.”

“I’ll	 do	whatever	 seems	necessary	 as	you	progress,”	he	 said.
“You’re	going	to	have	to	trust	my	judgment.	I’ve	been	through	this
already.”

“Yeah,	 you’ve	 been	 through	 it,”	 she	 said.	He	 saw	 her	 hands
tighten	into	fists	as	something	clutched	at	her	mind	before	she	could
finish.	But	 she	managed	 to	 get	 a	 few	more	words	 out.	 “And	 you
went	through	it	on	your	own.	Alone.”

She	 struggled	 all	 evening,	 all	 night,	 and	 well	 into	 the	 next
morning.	During	her	few	lucid	moments	he	tried	to	show	her	how
to	 interpose	 her	 own	 mind	 shield	 between	 herself	 and	 the	 world
outside,	how	to	control	her	ability	and	regain	the	mental	peace	that
she	had	not	known	for	months.	That	was	what	he	had	had	to	learn
to	 bring	 his	 own	 transition	 to	 an	 end.	 If	 she	 didn’t	 want	 his
protection,	 perhaps	 he	 could	 at	 least	 show	 her	 how	 to	 protect
herself.

But	she	did	not	seem	to	be	able	to	learn.
She	was	growing	weaker	and	wearier.	Dangerously	weary.	She

seemed	 ready	 to	 sink	 into	 oblivion	 with	 the	 unfortunate	 people
whose	 thoughts	 possessed	 her.	 She	 had	 passed	 out	 a	 few	 times,
earlier.	Now,	though,	he	was	afraid	to	let	her	go	again.	She	was	too
weak.	He	was	afraid	she	might	never	regain	consciousness.

He	lay	beside	her	on	the	bed	listening	to	her	ragged	breathing,
knowing	that	she	was	with	a	fifteen-year-old	boy	somewhere	in	Los
Angeles.	The	boy	was	being	methodically	beaten	to	death	by	three
older	boys—members	of	a	rival	gang.

Just	watching	the	things	she	had	to	live	through	was	sickening.



Why	couldn’t	she	pick	up	the	simple	shielding	technique?
She	started	to	get	up	from	the	bed.	Her	self-control	was	all	but

gone.	She	was	moving	as	the	boy	moved	miles	away.	He	was	trying
to	 get	 up	 from	 the	 ground.	 He	 didn’t	 know	 what	 he	 was	 doing.
Neither	did	she.

Karl	caught	her	and	held	her	down,	 thankful,	not	for	 the	first
time	that	night,	that	she	was	small.	He	managed	to	catch	her	hands
before	 she	 could	 slash	 him	 again	 with	 her	 nails.	 The	 blood	 was
hardly	dry	on	his	face	where	she	had	scratched	him	before.	He	held
her,	pinning	her	with	his	weight,	waiting	for	it	to	end.

Then,	abruptly,	he	was	tired	of	waiting.	He	opened	his	mind	to
the	experience	and	took	the	finish	of	the	beating	himself.

When	it	was	over,	he	stayed	with	her,	ready	to	take	anything
else	 that	 might	 sweep	 her	 away.	 Even	 now	 she	 was	 stubborn
enough	 not	 to	 want	 him	 there,	 but	 he	 no	 longer	 cared	 what	 she
wanted.	He	brushed	aside	her	wordless	protests	and	 tried	 to	 show
her	again	how	to	erect	shielding	of	her	own.	Again	he	failed.	She
still	couldn’t	do	it.

But	after	a	while,	she	seemed	to	be	doing	something.
Staying	with	 her	mentally,	Karl	 opened	 his	 eyes	 and	moved

away	 from	 her	 body.	 Something	 was	 happening	 that	 he	 did	 not
understand.	She	had	not	been	able	 to	 learn	from	him,	but	she	was
using	him	somehow.	She	had	ceased	to	protest	his	mental	presence.
In	fact,	her	attention	seemed	to	be	on	something	else	entirely.	Her
body	was	 relaxed.	Her	 thoughts	were	her	 own,	 but	 they	were	not
coherent.	He	could	make	no	sense	of	them.	He	sensed	other	people
with	her	mentally,	but	he	could	not	reach	them	even	clearly	enough
to	identify	them.

“What	are	you	doing?”	he	asked	aloud.	He	didn’t	like	having
to	ask.

She	didn’t	seem	to	hear	him.
I	asked	what	you	were	doing!	He	gave	her	his	annoyance	with

the	thought.
Mary	noticed	him	then,	and	somehow	drew	him	closer	to	her.

He	 seemed	 to	 see	her	 arms	 reaching	out,	her	hands	grasping	him,



though	 her	 body	 did	 not	 move.	 Suddenly	 suspicious,	 he	 tried	 to
break	contact	with	her.	Before	he	 could	complete	 the	 attempt,	 his
universe	exploded.

Mary

I	couldn’t	have	said	what	 I	was	doing.	 I	knew	Karl	was	still	with
me.	His	mental	voice	was	still	 reaching	me.	I	didn’t	mean	to	grab
him	the	way	I	did.	I	didn’t	realize	until	afterward	that	I	had	done	it.
And	 even	 then,	 it	 seemed	 a	 perfectly	 natural	 thing	 to	 do.	 It	 was
what	I	had	done	to	the	others.

Others,	yes.	Five	of	 them.	They	seemed	 to	be	 far	away	 from
me,	 perhaps	 scattered	 around	 the	 country.	 Actives	 like	 Karl,	 like
me.	People	I	had	noticed	during	 the	 last	minutes	of	my	transition.
People	who	had	noticed	me	at	 the	 same	 time.	Their	 thoughts	 told
me	what	they	were,	but	I	became	aware	of	them—“saw”	them—as
bright	points	of	 light,	 like	stars.	They	formed	a	shifting	pattern	of
light	and	color.	I	had	brought	them	together	somehow.	Now	I	was
holding	them	together—and	they	didn’t	want	to	be	held.

Their	pattern	went	through	kaleidoscopic	changes	in	design	as
they	tried	to	break	free	of	me.	They	were	bright,	darting	fragments
of	 fear	 and	 surprise,	 like	 insects	 beating	 themselves	 against	 glass.
Then	they	were	long	strands	of	fire,	stretching	away	from	me,	but
somehow	 never	 stretching	 quite	 far	 enough	 to	 escape.	 They	were
writhing,	shapeless	things,	merging	into	each	other,	breaking	apart,
rolling	 together	again	as	a	 tidal	wave	of	 light,	as	a	 single	clawing
hand.

I	was	 their	 target.	They	 tore	at	me	desperately	with	 the	hand
they	had	formed.	I	didn’t	feel	it.	All	I	could	feel	was	their	emotions.
Desperation,	anger,	fear,	hatred.	…	They	tore	at	me	harmlessly,	tore
at	each	other	in	their	confusion.	Finally	they	wore	themselves	out.

They	rested	grouped	around	me,	relaxed.	They	were	threads	of
fire	 again,	 each	 thread	 touching	 me,	 linked	 with	 me.	 I	 was
comfortable	with	them	that	way.	I	didn’t	understand	how	or	why	I



was	holding	them,	but	I	didn’t	mind	doing	it.	 It	 felt	right.	I	didn’t
want	them	frightened	or	angry	or	hating	me.	I	wanted	them	the	way
they	were	now,	at	ease,	comfortable	with	me.

I	realized	that	there	was	something	really	proprietary	about	my
feelings	 toward	 them.	 As	 though	 I	 was	 supposed	 to	 have	 charge
over	them	and	they	were	supposed	to	accept	me.	But	I	also	realized
that	I	had	no	idea	how	dangerous	it	might	be	for	me	to	hold	a	group
of	experienced	active	telepaths	on	mental	leashes.	Not	that	it	would
have	mattered	if	I	had	known,	though,	since	I	couldn’t	find	a	way	to
let	them	go.	At	least	they	were	peaceful	now.	And	I	was	so	tired.	I
drifted	off	to	sleep.

It	was	light	out	when	Karl	woke	me	by	sitting	up	in	bed	and
pulling	the	blankets	off	me.	Late	morning.	Ten	o’clock	by	the	clock
on	my	 night	 table.	 It	 was	 a	 strange	 awakening	 for	 me.	My	 head
didn’t	hurt.	For	the	first	time	in	months,	I	didn’t	have	even	a	slight
headache.	I	didn’t	realize	until	I	moved,	though,	that	several	other
parts	 of	 my	 body	 hurt	 like	 hell.	 I	 had	 strained	 muscles,	 bruises,
scratches—most	 of	 them	 self-inflicted,	 I	 guess.	 At	 least,	 none	 of
them	were	very	serious;	they	were	just	going	to	leave	me	sore	for	a
while.

I	 moved,	 gasped,	 then	 groaned	 and	 kept	 still.	 Karl	 looked
down	at	me	without	saying	anything.	I	could	see	a	set	of	deep,	ugly
scratches	down	the	left	side	of	his	face,	and	I	knew	I	had	put	them
there.	I	reached	up	to	touch	his	face,	ignoring	the	way	my	arm	and
shoulder	muscles	protested.	“Hey,	I’m	sorry.	I	hope	that’s	all	I	did.”

“It	isn’t.”
“Oh,	boy.	What	else?”
“This.”	 He	 did	 something—tugged	 at	 the	 mental	 strand	 of

himself	 that	 still	 connected	 him	 to	 me.	 That	 brought	 me	 fully
awake.	 I	 had	 forgotten	 about	 my	 captives,	 my	 pattern.	 Karl’s
sudden	 tug	 was	 startling,	 but	 it	 didn’t	 hurt	 me,	 or	 him.	 And	 I
noticed	that	it	didn’t	seem	to	bother	the	five	others.	Karl	could	tug
only	 his	 own	 strand.	 The	 other	 strands	 remained	 relaxed.	 I	 knew
what	Karl	wanted.	I	spoke	to	him	softly.

“I’d	 let	you	go	 if	 I	knew	how.	This	 isn’t	 something	 I	did	on



purpose.”
“You’re	shielded	against	me,”	he	said.	“Open	and	let	me	see	if

there’s	anything	I	can	do.”
I	hadn’t	realized	I	was	shielded	at	all.	He	had	tried	so	hard	to

teach	me	 to	 form	my	own	shield,	 and	 I	hadn’t	been	able	 to	do	 it.
Apparently	 I	 had	 finally	 picked	 up	 the	 technique	 without	 even
realizing	 it—picked	 it	 up	when	 I	 couldn’t	 stand	 any	more	 of	 the
mental	garbage	I	was	getting.

So	now	I	had	a	shield.	I	examined	it	curiously.	It	was	a	mental
wall,	 a	 mental	 globe	 with	 me	 inside.	 Nothing	 was	 reaching	 me
through	it	except	the	strands	of	the	pattern.	I	wondered	how	I	was
supposed	to	open	it	for	him.	As	I	wondered,	it	began	to	disintegrate.

It	surprised	me,	scared	me.	I	wanted	it	back.
And	it	was	back.
Well,	 that	 wasn’t	 hard	 to	 understand.	 The	 shield	 kept	 me

secure	as	long	as	I	wanted	it	to.	And	there	were	degrees	of	security.
I	 began	 the	 disintegration	 process	 again,	 felt	 the	 shield	 grow

thinner.	I	let	it	become	a	kind	of	screen—something	I	could	receive
other	people’s	thoughts	through.	I	experimented	until	I	could	hold	it
just	heavy	enough	to	keep	out	the	kind	of	mental	noise	I	had	been
picking	up	before	 and	during	my	 transition.	 It	 kept	 out	 the	noise,
but	it	didn’t	keep	me	in.	I	could	reach	out	and	sense	whatever	there
was	 to	 be	 sensed.	 I	 swept	 my	 perception	 through	 the	 house
experimentally.

I	 sensed	 Vivian	 still	 asleep	 in	 Doro’s	 bed.	 And,	 in	 another
way,	 I	 sensed	 Doro	 beside	 her.	 Actually,	 I	 only	 sensed	 a	 human
shape	beside	her—a	body.	I	was	aware	of	it	in	the	way	I	was	aware
of	 the	 lamp	 on	 the	 night	 table	 beside	 it.	 I	 could	 read	 Vivian’s
thoughts	with	no	effort	at	all.	But	somehow,	without	realizing	it,	I
had	 drawn	 back	 from	 trying	 to	 read	 the	mind	 of	 that	 other	 body.
Now,	 cautiously,	 I	 started	 to	 reach	 into	Doro’s	mind.	 It	 was	 like
stepping	off	a	cliff.

I	 jerked	back	 instantly,	 thickening	my	 screen	 to	 a	 shield	 and
struggling	 to	 regain	my	 balance.	As	 fast	 as	 I	 had	moved	 to	 draw
away,	I	had	the	feeling	I	had	almost	fallen.	Safe	as	I	knew	I	was	in



my	own	bed,	I	had	the	feeling	that	I	had	just	come	very	near	death.
“You	see?”	said	Karl	as	I	lay	gasping.	“I	told	you	you’d	find

out	why	actives	don’t	read	his	mind.	Now	open	again.”
“But	what	was	it?	What	happened?”
“You	almost	committed	suicide.”
I	stared	at	him.
“Telepaths	 are	 the	 people	 he	 kills	 most	 easily,”	 he	 said.

“Normally	 he	 can	 only	 kill	 the	 person	 physically	 nearest	 to	 him.
But	 he	 can	 kill	 telepaths	 no	matter	where	 they	 are.	Or,	 rather,	 he
can	 if	 they	help	him	by	 trying	 to	 read	his	mind.	 It’s	 like	begging
him	to	take	you.”

“And	you	let	me	do	it?”
“I	could	hardly	have	stopped	you.”
“You	could	have	warned	me!	You	were	watching	me,	reading

me.	 I	 could	 feel	 you	with	me.	You	knew	what	 I	was	going	 to	do
before	I	did	it.”

“Your	own	senses	warned	you.	You	chose	to	ignore	them.”
He	was	colder	than	he	had	been	on	the	day	I	met	him.	He	was

sitting	 there	beside	me	 in	bed	acting	 like	 I	was	his	 enemy.	“Karl,
what’s	the	matter	with	you?	You	just	worked	your	ass	off	trying	to
save	my	life.	Now,	for	heaven’s	sake,	you’d	let	me	blunder	to	my
death	without	saying	a	word.”

He	took	a	deep	breath.	“Just	open	again.	I	won’t	hurt	you.	But
I’ve	got	to	find	a	way	out	of	whatever	it	is	you’ve	caught	me	in.”

I	opened.	Obviously,	he	wasn’t	going	to	act	human	again	until
I	 did.	 I	 felt	 him	 reach	 into	 my	 mind,	 watched	 him	 review	 my
memories—all	 those	 that	 had	 anything	 to	 do	 with	 the	 patterns.
There	wasn’t	much.

So,	in	a	couple	of	seconds	he	knew	how	little	I	knew.	He	had
already	found	out	he	couldn’t	break	away	from	the	pattern.	Now	he
knew	 for	 sure	 that	 I	 couldn’t	 let	 him	 go	 either.	 He	 knew	 there
wasn’t	even	a	way	for	him	 to	 force	me	 to	 let	him	go.	 I	wondered
why	he	thought	he’d	have	to	force	me—why	he	thought	I	wouldn’t
have	let	him	go	if	I	could	have.	He	answered	my	thought	aloud.

“I	just	didn’t	believe	anyone	could	create	and	maintain	a	trap



like	that	without	knowing	what	they	were	doing,”	he	said.	“You’re
holding	 six	 powerful	 people	 captive.	 How	 can	 you	 do	 that	 by
accident	or	instinct	or	whatever?”

“I	don’t	know.”
He	 withdrew	 from	 my	 thoughts	 in	 disgust.	 “You	 also	 have

some	very	Dorolike	ideas,”	he	said.	“I	don’t	know	how	the	others
feel	about	it,	Mary,	but	you	don’t	own	me.”

It	took	me	a	minute	to	realize	what	he	was	talking	about.	Then
I	 remembered.	My	 proprietary	 feelings.	 “Are	 you	 going	 to	 blame
me	 for	 thoughts	 I	 had	 while	 I	 was	 in	 transition?”	 I	 asked.	 “You
know	I	was	out	of	my	head.”

“You	were	when	you	 first	 started	 to	 think	 that	way.	But	you
aren’t	now,	and	you’re	still	thinking	that	way.”

That	was	 true.	 I	 couldn’t	 help	 the	 feeling	of	Tightness	 that	 I
had	 about	 the	 pattern—about	 the	 people	 of	 the	 pattern	 being	my
people.	 I	 felt	 it	 even	more	 strongly	 than	 I	 had	 felt	Doro’s	mental
keep-out	 sign.	 But	 that	 didn’t	 matter.	 I	 sighed.	 “Look,	 Karl,	 no
matter	what	I	feel,	you	find	me	a	way	to	break	this	thing,	free	you
and	the	others,	and	I’ll	co-operate	in	any	way	I	can.”

He	 had	 gotten	 up.	He	was	 standing	 by	 the	 bed	watching	me
with	what	 looked	 like	 hatred.	 “You’d	 better,”	 he	 said	 quietly.	He
turned	and	left	the	room.
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Octavia	 E.	 Butler	 (1947–2006)	 was	 a	 bestselling	 and	 award-
winning	author,	considered	one	of	the	best	science	fiction	writers	of
her	generation.	She	received	both	the	Hugo	and	Nebula	awards,	and
in	 1995	 became	 the	 first	 author	 of	 science	 fiction	 to	 receive	 a
MacArthur	Fellowship.	She	was	also	awarded	the	prestigious	PEN
Lifetime	Achievement	Award	in	2000.

Butler’s	 father	 died	 when	 she	 was	 very	 young;	 her	 mother
raised	 her	 in	 Pasadena,	 California.	 Shy,	 tall,	 and	 dyslexic,	 Butler
immersed	 herself	 in	 reading	 whatever	 books	 she	 could	 find.	 She
began	writing	 at	 twelve,	when	 a	 B	movie	 called	Devil	 Girl	 from
Mars	inspired	her	to	try	writing	a	better	science-fiction	story.

She	 took	 writing	 classes	 throughout	 college,	 attending	 the
Clarion	Writers	Workshop	and,	in	1969,	the	Open	Door	Workshop
of	 the	 Screenwriters’	 Guild	 of	 America,	 a	 program	 designed	 to
mentor	 Latino	 and	 African	 American	 writers.	 There	 she	 met
renowned	science	fiction	author	Harlan	Ellison,	who	adopted	Butler
as	his	protégé.

In	 1974	 she	 began	 writing	 Patternmaster	 (1976),	 set	 in	 a
future	 world	 where	 a	 network	 of	 all-powerful	 telepaths	 dominate
humanity.	 Praised	 both	 for	 its	 imaginative	 vision	 and	 for	Butler’s
powerful	 prose,	 the	 novel	 spawned	 four	 prequels,	 beginning	with
Mind	of	My	Mind	(1977)	and	finishing	with	Clay’s	Ark	(1984).

Although	 the	 Patternist	 series	 established	 Butler	 among	 the
science	 fiction	 elite,	 Kindred	 (1979)	 brought	 her	 mainstream
success.	In	that	novel,	a	young	black	woman	travels	back	in	time	to
the	antebellum	South,	where	she	is	called	on	to	protect	the	life	of	a
white,	 slaveholding	 ancestor.	Kindred’s	protagonist	 stood	out	 in	a
genre	that,	at	the	time,	was	widely	dominated	by	white	men.

In	1985,	Butler	won	Nebula	and	Hugo	awards	for	the	novella



Bloodchild,	which	was	 reprinted	 in	1995	as	Bloodchild	and	Other
Stories.	Dawn	 (1987)	began	 the	Xenogenesis	 trilogy,	about	a	 race
of	 aliens	who	 visit	 earth	 to	 save	 humanity	 from	 itself.	Adulthood
Rites	(1988)	and	Imago	(1989)	continue	the	story,	following	the	life
of	the	first	child	born	with	a	mixture	of	alien	and	human	DNA.

Fledgling	(2005),	which	combines	vampire	and	science	fiction
narratives,	was	Butler’s	final	novel.	“She	wasn't	writing	romance	or
feel-good	 novels,”	mystery	 author	Walter	Mosley	 said.	 “She	was
writing	 very	 difficult,	 brilliant	 work.”	 Her	 books	 have	 been
translated	into	several	languages,	and	continue	to	appear	widely	in
school	and	college	literature	curricula.

Butler	died	at	home	in	Washington	in	2006.



Butler,	age	three,	sits	with	her	mother	for	a	photo	in	Los
Angeles	in	1951.



Butler	at	age	thirteen.	She	began	writing	the	year	before	when
a	science	fiction	film—the	cult	favorite	Devil	Girl	from	Mars—

inspired	her	to	create	something	of	her	own.



Butler’s	1965	senior	class	photo	from	John	Muir	High	School
in	Pasadena,	California.



Butler	reading	a	book	in	1975,	the	year	before	she	published
Patternmaster.



Butler	on	a	book	tour	for	Parable	of	the	Sower	in	New	York
City	in	1993.



Butler	addresses	the	audience	at	Marygrove	College,	Detroit,
during	the	Contemporary	American	Author	Lecture	Series	in

1994.



Butler	won	both	Nebula	and	Hugo	awards	for	her
contributions	to	the	science	fiction	genre.	(Photo	courtesy	of

Anna	Fedor.)



Butler	with	authors	Tananarive	Due,	Jewelle	Gomez
(standing),	Samuel	R.	Delany,	and	Steven	Barnes	(sitting)	at
Clark	Atlanta	University’s	conference	for	African	American

science	fiction	writers—the	first	of	its	kind—in	1997.



When	Butler	passed	away	in	2006,	the	New	York	Times
eulogized	her	as	a	world-renowned	author	whose	science

fiction	explored	“far-reaching	issues	of	race,	sex,	power	and,
ultimately,	what	it	means	to	be	human.”
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