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Milk and Honey

The drink reminded him of milk and honey. It was sweet and refreshing with a slight herbal aftertaste to it. And it was cold. He felt its coolness as he drank it down. As he did so a pleasant warm feeling seemed to spread throughout his body. 

He wished to open his eyes, but could not. His world was one of darkness. He was aware of very little. His body was wracked with pain that seemed to be numbed by medication. Two small hands that were gentle yet strong held his head up while other hands held a cup up to his mouth so he could drink.

He drifted back again into the darkness where he neither felt nor dreamed. In time, he was aware once again of the small hands holding him while he drank the drink that tasted like milk and honey. Again he drifted back into the darkness of his unconscious mind. How often this pattern repeated he did not know. He had no sense of time, just a sense of numb pain and being cared for. 

Physical sensations slowly ebbed back to his mind. He was aware that both of his legs and his left shoulder felt as if they had been wrapped tight and bound so he could not move them. He was also aware of feeling as though he lay in a bed of some sort with soft cloths covering his body. Still his thoughts and memories were distant things to him and a dull pain seemed to be a constant. So he lay there drifting in the blackness of his existence until the small hands stirred him to near consciousness to drink again of the refreshing drink. 

A form of consciousness slowly came to him. Though he lay there with eyes closed, he was becoming aware of slight sounds of movement around him. And at times, he was aware of his own breathing, which was deep and labored. He felt feverish and could feel sweat trickle down his body. No longer was he served the sweet drink that tasted like milk and honey, now it was a strong herbal tea that was served hot and tasted bitter to the tongue. 

He felt the sensation of the wrappings being removed from his legs one day. It was an odd sensation to him as the cool air hit the skin that had so long retained heat in its bindings. In time, the wrappings came off his shoulder as well. With this done, he felt himself being rolled over from his bed to what felt like a mat of some sort. The feeling of being washed with soft cloths and warm water was pleasant and relaxing. It seemed to invigorate his dull senses. He tried to rise, tried to lift his hands but could not. When his bath was completed, he felt himself being turned over onto his stomach. This time he felt four small hands work at kneading and massaging his back, neck, and shoulders. They worked their way down the entire length of his body. Rolling him back over onto his bedding he felt them do the same to his front. He was aware that he was naked and uncovered as they did this. There was no talking or murmurs as they massaged him. They only sound he could hear was that of birds singing nearby.  He drifted back into a deep sleep.  

When was he finally able to open his eyes, it was only slightly at first, just enough for him to see that it appeared to be daytime and he was in a place that was light in color. He breathed deep. The place had a beautiful floral smell to it. He liked the smell. He breathed in its aroma until he drifted off again. 

There was movement around him when he opened his eyes again. At first it was blurry to his vision, but slowly it came into focus before him. She was a female looking down on him and smiling sweetly. Her hair was long, black, and seemed to flow like silk in the light breeze. Her eyes were dark, almost black, and had a gentle look to them. Her skin was a medium blue. She was dressed in purple garment made from a material that looked soft and had a shimmer to it. She did not speak as she looked at him. Instead she made a series of gestures with her hands as if she was trying to communicate with him using sign language. He tried to speak, but his throat seemed dry and no sound came out. He smiled back at her before he drifted back to sleep.

He awoke sometime later to find nine men looking down upon him as they walked around him in a slow, steady circle. They seemed to be serious men deep in thought. Their skin was blue, like the girl he had seen earlier. Their hair was black with various degrees of graying showing in it. They all had beards that were trimmed close to their faces. Each wore a purple garment that appeared to be made of the same type of material the girl had worn. The only variation in their dress he could see was that each wore a sash around their waist like a belt. The sashes were of different colors on each man. He did note that in their sashes each carried a sheathed knife on them. Another sash held a scabbarded sword behind their backs in such a position that it could be drawn with the right hand. 

Though his head throbbed with pain, he tried to think and understand what was going on. He knew he was lying naked before these men. They were armed and he was unarmed and injured. And like the girl, they did not speak. They appeared to communicate with a form of sign language. No words were spoken or vocalized sounds were made by them as they studied him. 

The sounds of tapping with sticks and the chiming of chimes a short distance away brought an end to his being studied at that moment. The men looked at him and each bowed their head to him before they departed. He lay there for some time listening to the sounds outside. Exotic birds were singing and gentle soft sing-song laughter filled the air at times. In the distance someone was playing a flute.

He awoke sometime later that night. It was dark with only moonlight shining down. He could hear no movement of people outside. Not even a bird was singing. He breathed deep of the night air and relaxed as the sweet scent of flowers filled his senses. He turned his head to the left and then to the right. On either side he could see a vague outline of a female lying next to him. Neither one was close enough to touch him, but they were very near. Both lay on their backs with their hands to their sides. He smiled at the thought of them being there to help him, even as they slept. It was then that he realized that he had just moved his head to view the girls beside him. With surprise and a sense of shock, he thought about the fact that he had not moved on his own in probably a few days. He tried to raise his hands. He did so, but only slightly. He tried to raise his feet. Again, he could only do so slightly and it was tiring. Lying were he lay, he breathed deep and stretched his back and legs without getting up, like he had so often done when he first woke in the morning and searched for the energy to rise from a comfortable bed. He was pleased with the small success that he achieved. 

His recovery quickened after that. His head cleared up and his sleep pattern became more regular. Moving his arms and legs became easier, but he still could not set up on his own. The elder men still stopped by to see him. They studied him and tried to communicate with their sign language, but he did not understand it and it was frustrating for all of those involved. The girls were a constant, at least one was always there should he need them. The first one was slightly taller and slimmer than the other. She wore the purple garment that all the others wore. Around her waist she wore a green sash with a sheathed knife in it. There was also a green sash that held her sword in place behind her back. Since he could not place a name to her or understand her name if she had one, he simply took to referring to her as First One in his mind. The other girl, whom he thought of as Second One, was shorter and plumper than the first one. She wore sashes of pink to hold her knife and sword. He did not know what to think of the display of weapons he had seen thus far. All of those he had encountered seemed like such kind and gentle people, yet they were armed and seemed capable should there be a need. 

One morning as the first light of day appeared in the horizon and the first stirring from sleep were coming to those in bed, he lay awake with the two girls sleeping beside him. He breathed deep and prepared himself to move. He wanted to do it on his own while they slept. His muscles tensed and he gave out a groan, but slowly under his own power he sat upright. He smiled to himself as he panted almost out of breath. It had hurt, and he was dizzy from the effort, but it was pleasing to for him to have done it on his own. The girls, now awake, sat up and looked at him. Realizing just what he had done, they smiled at him. Second One got up and picked up her garment off the floor. With her back to him, she held one corner in her mouth and wrapped the material around her body twice, tying it off with a simple knot on the left shoulder. She bent down, picked up the first sash and placed it around her waist and placed the knife in it before slipping the second sash with the scabbarded sword over her right shoulder. 

She turned her head to look back at him, smiled and wagged her finger at him for having watched her.  As she left the tent, he realized that First One had also risen and silently dressed behind him. She came to him kneeling behind him started caressing his temples to relieve the soreness in his head. The Second One returned with a cup of herbal tea and he drank it down. Exhausted from his small but important effort, he lay back down and slept. 

He awoke sometime later and rose to a sitting position on his own power. The girls, who had been off to the side sewing, came to him. As Second One rubbed his back and shoulder, First One left the hut and returned with a small bowl of soup. She kneeled before him and fed him. He ate with the slow hunger of a man who had not eaten in some time. His chewing was methodical and he savored the flavor of what he was eating.  The soup was good, but not one he could identify. It seemed to be a mixture of mixed fruits cut into small pieces, with wild grains and nuts in a sweet syrupy broth that had a cinnamon like spice to it. 

After eating, he lay back down and rested. With his hands clasped behind his head he stared up at the ceiling of the hut and thought about his situation. His health was improving and he had already decided he would try to walk soon, maybe even venture outside and see just where he was at. He wanted to learn the ways of these blue people, learn to communicate with them, and maybe even explain to them who he was and where he came from. But for now, he knew he needed to rest and recover from his injuries. 

Two days later he stood on his own. The girls were there and quickly came to his side to steady him. With their assistance, he took his first steps in the small confines of the hut. The hut only measured twelve feet by twelve feet, but even a short walk to the wall and back was strenuous. For the next three days he would rise and pace the a few steps within the hut. Between the exercise of walking and the solid foods he was now served, he felt his strength being renewed. 

In the Village

He awoke shortly after sunrise and rose to a sitting position on the sleeping mat. Without so much as a motion to him the girls got up and promptly left the hut. They returned shortly and First One placed a folded garment and a green sash to the right of the mat as Second One placed a bowl of warm bathing water to the left of the mat. She stepped to the back of the hut and retrieved the straw mat that was stored there. This she rolled out on the floor next to the bowl of water. She gestured for him to sit down on the mat. This he did and they bathed him in the scented water, combed out his hair, and massaged his shoulders. When this was completed, they stored the straw mat again and left the hut taking the bowl of bathing water with them. 

He stood alone in the hut and was surprised when they did not return with either food or drink. But in his heart he knew the answer. It was time for him to venture beyond the hut. After donning the purple garment by wrapping it twice around his waist and securing it with a simple knot and the green sash as well, he stepped to the doorway and took a deep breath before moving the flap to the side and stepping out. 

Bright, warm sunshine greeted him as he did so. As his eyes adjusted to the change in light he saw First One and Second One standing a few feet away smiling at him. As he approached them they held out their hands to him and guided him to a nearby fire. There he sat and they served him food. Looking around as he ate, he realized that all eyes in the village were on him. He smiled and tried to appear friendly. 

After he had eaten the girls took him by the hand and guided him on a tour of the village. The huts were arranged in an irregular circle around a common area. About twenty feet away from each of the huts were the cooking fires of the families. Some huts had a second, larger fire, the purpose for these he did not know. The huts were made of thatched straw for siding and roofs that was attached to a frame of sturdy log poles. Flowers had been planted and tended to around many of the huts. In the center of the common area there was a rough wooden platform that stood about five feet above the ground. Just past the huts on the trail they followed were two large rectangular huts. They stepped into one of these and as they tried to explain with sign language they showed him what appeared to be some large vats and rustic looking weaving looms. Past these huts they came to an area where a silken material dried in the wind. It was suspended on lines that ran between poles that had been erected for this purpose. The area seemed to have been cleared of trees for some time and several pieces of material were in the drying process. 

Continuing on the trail they followed, they entered the wooded area that surrounded the village on three sides. He was not sure if it was more appropriate to call it a forest or a jungle. It seemed like a mixture of both. Everywhere he looked there seemed to be a fruit trees and vegetables growing amid the trees and plants of the forest. They did not appear to be orchards or gardens such as he knew, but they did appear to have been planted and cultivated. 

They had circled the village and were now heading down hill to an area below the village. Here the forest gave way to grassy area that ran along a sandy beach. The beach went as far as the eye could see. The sand was warm beneath their feet and the waves gently lapped the shore in a relaxing rhythm. Sitting on the beach, they relaxed and rested for a little while. He liked the feeling of the warm sun on his back and the pleasant singing of the birds. And it was good to rest. He was still recovering and tired easily. Looking around, he could see islands off in the distant. They looked to be rugged places of gray rock that jutted high above the water and had thick green vegetation covering them. Behind him was a grassy area that was about a quarter mile wide that went uphill to the village. On either side of the forest were rock bluffs that went straight up to forested land. 

They returned to the village. Cooking fires were going and women were preparing meals. There seemed to be more people about than there had been earlier. The girls guided him to a fire and there they sat on the ground with legs crossed as was the custom of the blue people. He noticed that all of those gathering at this fire wore green sashes like First One did. As he sat waiting, he noticed that in conversations more than just hand gestures were used. More often than not, when people were conversing, they seemed to move their whole body in dance and the other would respond in kind with a small dance of their own. 

When the meals were ready the elder women, whom he thought to be the family matriarchs, would pick up sets of wooden sticks or steel chimes, and tap out a rhythm that was unique to each family. The sounds of each blended with the rhythms of the others, creating a song that changed and evolved as it was played out. All sat on the ground around the fires of their family. He did notice that the families were divided up by the color of their sashes. At the green sash family fire, the meal was smoked fish, dark flat bread, and a mixture of raw vegetables. He liked the quietness of the blue people. The good meal was made more enjoyable by the lack of loud conversations and distractions that he had often associated with meals back on Earth. Here, each took time to fully enjoy the meal they were eating, the warmth of the sun, and the songs of the birds. 

When the meal was finished, First One and Second One took him by the hand and led him to the platform in the center of the community area and up the steps to its center. Here he sat crossed legged with the girls beside him. As they sat there, a drummer from each of the families moved around the platform in a procession as they played on their drums. He could see activity around the village as the various members of the tribe milled around and came back together in groups by their family fires. Soon the sound of flutes and whistling joined the sound of the drums as the families moved forward and then turned to the left thus forming a line that travelled around the platform as they danced. 

An elder couple, whom he believed to be the chief and his wife, came onto the platform and addressed him directly in a dance. He was certain that somewhere within the hand movements and the dance was a message for him that he could not understand. When they had finished their dance, they smiled at him and bowed their heads to him. He smiled and bowed his head in reply before they left the platform. As the tribe continued to dance in a circle around the platform, one by one each family would break from the circle and come onto the platform. Each head of the family would lay a flower before him. He noted that each family had its own type of flower that it gave that seemed to represent the family. With their flowers laid before him, they would dance around him in a circle. The children too young to walk would be carried by a parent or grand-parent. When they had completed their dance, they would smile at him and bow their heads to him. He would smile and bow in return. Once all families of the tribe had given him flowers and danced for him, they danced in the circle around the platform three more times, stopped and all bowed at once before they broke away and returned to their family fires. 

The rest of the day was leisurely. There was no work other than the preparing of the evening meal. Even that was done at a casual, unrushed pace. Throughout the village, people visited and talked in their dance-talk way. Twice he caught sight off in the distance of a young man playing a song on his flute for a young girl as they sat beneath the shade of a large tree. 

When the evening meal was over, the men of the tribe all gathered off to the side. It appeared that business was being discussed. Their hand gestures and dancing seemed to be intense at times. In time it appeared that a vote was cast and a motion was approved as the men raised both of their hands in the air. The chief bowed to the men and with a wave of his arm in the air, the meeting adjourned.

There was a stirring of activity throughout the village. Women gathered up children and the members of the tribe came together as a large group. He did notice that women carried silk bags with them and some of the men carried small leather bags. Off the tribe went down the hill and to the sea at the edge of the village. At the water’s edge, they all disrobed and went into the water to bathe and swim. From the silk bags the women pulled out bars of soap and went about trying to bathe the children who were more intent on playing than cleanliness. As the tribe bathed without worries of modesty, he noted that the adult women were thrice-breasted. 

When the bathing was over, the men left the women and the children to play in the surf. He was invited with a gesture of a hand to join the men as the gathered in a circle off to the side. Here they opened the leather bags they had brought and produced small, highly carved pipes and caches of a fragrant herb. The pipes were filled and lit with the ember of a small burning stick someone had brought on the way to the sea. The pipes were passed around to all, but a few declined to partake. 

When the bathing was done, the tribe gathered, robed, and headed back up the hill to the village.  Here the men who had declined the smoke gathered their spears that rested at the side of their huts and with a gesture to the chief, headed off into the darkness. 

He sat for some time by the fire, feeling its heat and looking up to the night sky at strange and beautiful constellations that he had never seen before. First One’s hand touched his shoulder. She gestured for him to follow and he did. They went into the hut of her family. There they lay out their bed matts beside the other members of her family. 

In the days that followed he rested and recovered. He learned what he could about these gentle people who had given him a home and had accepted him as one of their own. There were eight families or clans within the tribe, each represented by their colored sashes; pink, red, orange, yellow, green, blue, light blue, and white. The chief and his wife wore purple sashes.

They were an industrious people, but industry was done at leisurely pace. Pottery and the weaving of silk was done in a casual, almost social, pace where all the ladies pitched in and helped where needed. All the while they would laugh and whistle and stop to dance a joke. But their output was good and the spare huts he had noticed were being filled with pottery and bolts of silks. They seemed to produce far more than what they needed for themselves. 

The food that they ate was a shared endeavor. All men, when they were not on guard duty, would hunt or fish. All that was brought in was shared with the tribe and any extra was smoked and put in the larders for any future need. The furs harvested from the hunts was always tanned and stored in the huts as well. The women would go out every morning to tend the plants and harvest fruits, vegetables, and herbs that were in season. Again, all extra would be preserved and placed in the larders. 

The only things that he found that seemed to have set patterns were meals and the morning training. Every morning, with the exception of the children and the elderly, all members of the tribe practiced and trained with their swords and spears. Every adult not on guard duty participated. It would start with slow, graceful stretching exercises and go into serious training. The teachers were rotated daily and the routines varied, no two classes were the same and the students adapted as part of their training. 

The Green

The days were warm and peaceful. The sun seemed to always shine. Rain usually came at night, but rarely did it storm. The rains were mostly soft, gentle rains that made sleep that much more pleasant. And the sleep in this place always seemed so restful and refreshing to him. 

It was early morning as the sun shown its first rays of light over the sea that he was awakened by someone shaking his foot. It was one of the guards who had done it. Inside the hut all members of the family were up and moving with deliberate motion. They dressed and grabbed their weapons with graceful speed, the men arming themselves with spears as well as their knives and swords. 

Everyone in the village was up and moving to the community area. He was directed towards the wooden platform were those who were either too young or too old to fight were gathering around it. The youngest and most elderly were in the inner circle around the platform. Those able to handle a weapon and assist in the defense should an enemy breakthrough were in the outer circle. On the platform was the chief and two of the tribal elders. All three of them had stern, serious looks upon their faces as they studied the situation and directed the actions of those forming the primary lines of defense. 

He could see from where he stood in the outer circle that the defense was formed in something similar to what was known as an Israeli Box on Earth. There were four sides to the main defensive perimeter and two lines to each side. On the side facing the sea, the men of the Green were next to the men of the Blue. The women were behind them with their swords in hands. The Light Blue stood beside the White on the next wall of the perimeter and again the women were behind them, ready to fight. Pink and Red comprised the third wall of the defense, and the Orange and Yellow the forth. All of the men were armed with spears and all of the women held swords.  

The defense was in place and all senses were on full alert. As the villagers waited, those in first and second defensive lines moved as if in a slow stretching dance as they scanned the area ahead of them for the approach of the enemy. The chief and the two elders moved in a small circle on the platform as they checked the defense and watched as well. On the ground, those in the last defensive circle moved in a counter-clockwise circle around the platform as they stretched and watched the battle unfold. 

It was just light enough for him to see by when the first of the attack occurred. Just a few green men came into view near the corner protected by the White and the Pink. Hardly enough for a battle, but they moved quickly, made gestures towards the defenders of the village and entered the huts. With a quick series of notes from the chief’s whistle, the men of the Pink moved forward and engaged the enemy as the came out of the huts with looted items in hand and the women of the Pink stepped forward to fill the gap in the defensive line. Though the green men were stronger and more aggressive, they lacked the skill of the blue men. Steadily the green were pushed back. As he watched, he found it odd that the men of the Pink did not press the advantage they clearly had. Even with the opportunity was clearly there, not one of the green men had been slain. 

As another group of green men entered the field of battle, the chief blew another series of notes on his whistle. The men of the Red moved forward and the women stepped up to take their place. Again a small group of green warriors were engaged in battle and driven back. Again, he could not understand why the advantage was not pressed. With a new command from the whistle, the men of the Pink and Red started giving ground. Slowly, steadily, they fell back as their enemy moved in. He could not understand the strategy. The superior training and conditioning the blue was apparent in the way they handled their weapons in the face of an exhausted enemy they gave ground to. 

The circle continued its counter-clockwise movement around the platform. Out of the corner of his eyes he could see the sudden rush of movement as the chief’s whistle sounded again. He turned just in time to see the main thrust of the green men’s attack strike at the corner defended by the Yellow and Green clans. 

With a series of whistle commands, the men of the Yellow and Green clans stepped forward to engage the enemy. While the men of the Light Blue moved to augment their line, the men of the Blue flanked the enemy’s left while the Orange flanked their right. On the other side of the village, the men of the White moved in to fight beside the Pink and Red as the rest of the women of the clans stepped forward to maintain the defensive line. 

With the enemy fully engaged, the advantage was pressed! The men of the Red and Pink quickly regained the ground they had given as the high pitched shrill of the green men’s death cries filled the air, mixing with the sound of sword’s and spears clashing against each other. Exhausted and knowing full well they could not possibly win, the green men of the first wave gave up the fight to flee in retreat, many dropping their weapons as they ran. The men of the Red gave pursuit as the White and Pink regrouped and moved out at a force march pace to join the rest of the tribe battle. 

The flanking movement of the blue men worked well, the green attackers were cut off from all routes of escape. Surrounded and out-numbered, they refused to surrender. Bunching together in a tight group, the green men pushed hard into the line defended by the Yellow. A few broke through the defensive line. He watched in disbelief as First One ran an attacker through with her sword as the women of the Green clan held the secondary defensive line. The battle was in full swing, the men fought toe-to-toe. The shrill cries of death screams from both sides filled the air. As men of the blue people fell in battle, the chiefs altered tactics. With a series of commands from the whistle, the ladies of the Orange moved from their position and into the combat area to render aid to the injured men. The women of the other clans moved to fill the gap and the square parameter became a circle that moved clockwise as the women maintained the secondary line of defense. Slowly, steadily the numbers of the green men were defeated. None had made an attempt to surrender. When the last one had fallen to a blue man’s spear, there was an awkward moment of silence as all looked around to assure the battle had truly been won.   

With the chaos of combat well handled, the chef turned his attention to the matters of recovery. Three of the blue warriors lay dead and many had been wounded, though most only slightly. This was the first concern for the tribe. Medicinal herbs were used to make poultices for the wounds and bandages applied. Fires were lit to boil water for herbal teas. The ladies from the Yellow clan were dispatched to serve as guards and soon those who had guarded the night before came in carrying a wounded man. 

There were many bodies strewn about the battle area. He joined in and helped to carry the enemy dead down to the shore at low tide. There they were placed face down so that their dead eyes could not look up to Heaven. 

The families of the slain set about felling trees, trimming and cutting them for logs to make small
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