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This story takes place
approximately twenty to twenty-five thousand years before the
events chronicled in the Boucher’s World trilogy of Emergent,
Transformation, and Encounters.


Chapter One

The Visitors

​ <We cannot colonize this planet
as it has sentient life forms,> observed the Leader.

<Yes, I know,
Leader,> said Siicanndaai. It regarded the group
they were studying. <They bear a superficial resemblance to
Elwists, in that they are bipeds. They are small, but there are
similarities.>

<There are,> agreed the Leader,
<but there, the resemblance ends. They are mammals, we are not,
and it only takes two of them to procreate.>

Siicanndaai
glanced at the Leader. <They are quite
prolific. I think we need to study them longer. Perhaps we can
learn how they are so fertile in face of the adverse conditions
under which they live.>

The Leader nodded. <I will consider
your suggestion. You make a good point about their fertility. We
need to learn as much as possible to try to help solve our lack of
abundance when it comes to offspring.>

They watched as a small, naked, dark
brown child toddled towards the fire the adults kept going in the
middle of their encampment. An adult female rushed after it
snatching it up before it could burn itself. She was nearly as
naked as the tiny male, wearing only a rough made garment covering
her from waist to mid-thigh. Her prominent breasts were
bare.

The female held the little
one in her arms, speaking and shaking her head. Siicanndaai gathered she was giving
a warning to the child not to go near the fire, though the
monitoring device on which they were watching the group had the
sound turned down and Siicanndaai
could not hear her. It could have read her thoughts but
chose not to as it considered that to be an invasion of privacy.
Still scolding, the female carried the child toward a tent-like
structure made of woven grasses.

Siicanndaai
sighed as it gazed at the child. It did not have
children and feared it was doomed to remain forever childless.
Unable to acquire any potential group-mates to date, it knew it
probably never would.

Over the next several
days, the Leader noticed how Siicanndaai watched the children of
the primitive group with longing, and its hearts ached for it. It
knew how much the young Elwist wanted group-mates and children of
its own but knew that was a future that likely would never
occur.

Siicanndaai
was born with a singular birth defect that none
of the Healers could correct. It did not have the striking,
feathery, foot high crest that all others of the Elwists possessed.
Instead, layers of multicolored, iridescent feathers covered its
head. They lay flat no matter how hard it tried to get them to
stand. It also had feathers on both its arms that ran underneath
them and down its sides so that when it stretched it arms to the
sides, they unfolded, resembling wings.

The Healers said the lack
of a crest was a throwback to when their species was mostly aquatic
and swam to catch fish. So were the arm feathers. They were less of
a problem though the condition was
rare.

People were always polite
enough to pretend not to notice its lack but without fail, even
when it met someone with whom it might wish to simply be
friends, there would be
an awkward pause, then, the person would make some type of excuse
for continuing on its way and Siicanndaai would not see it
again.

No one had ever
asked Siicanndaai home to meet their parents and siblings. Even when it was a
child, it was not successful at acquiring any lasting friends, and
after a while, it ceased trying. Although it knew its parents and
siblings loved it, they had their own lives and it felt a deep
void. It had ceased to hope for a mate-group and
children.

It was, perhaps, the loneliest Elwist
in the universe.

The Leader had another world it needed
to check in a nearby star system, so it made a decision.

< Siicanndaai, there is another world
to visit before we return home. We must leave this one, as it is
not suitable for colonization.>

Siicanndaai
nodded. <Yes, Leader, I know.> It sighed.
Disappointed, it thought privately, The
Leader has decided not to make a study of these
people.

At the time of their visit to that
particular planet, it was centuries after their Great War and a
little over three hundred years after they went back out into
space. They had established colonies on other worlds in hopes of
improving fertility rates amongst their people. Having such
colonies had only been marginally successful but they had decided
to colonize one more, which was the reason they had traveled to
that planet.

Siicanndaai
knew that they could not remain and would have to
seek another since the world contained the primitive race of hunter/gatherers. For that type of society,
the people were very fertile, indeed.

The Leader had a happy surprise for
the young Elwist.

<I have taken into consideration
your suggestion to further study these people. Would you like to
remain and observe them? It will take some little while for us to
get to the next world and make our observations, and then return to
retrieve you. While that is insufficient time for a full study, it
should be enough for a preliminary one, and that may be enough to
give us some ideas. It might become somewhat lonely for you - that
is if you wish to do this.> The Leader waited for its
answer.

Siicanndaai’s large blue eyes
widened in surprise - and eagerness.

<Oh, yes, Leader! I
would be happy to stay, and I am used to being lonely.> It
paused to consider its wording. It did not want the Leader to think
it was complaining about being alone, so it corrected itself.
<That is to say, I do not mind
being alone, Leader. Nothing would please me more
than to help increase our understanding and knowledge of another
species, and perhaps find a solution to our low birth
rate.>

<Good! Then we will
leave enough supplies to last until our return. Remember to take
tissue samples discretely so that the subjects are not aware, and
memory-wipe them afterward if they see you. We must interfere as
little as possible.> It regarded Siicanndaai.

It was only nineteen years
old, but as all advance scouts it possessed several required
psychic abilities in addition to telepathy: Healing, levitation,
telekinesis, psychic location, and memory wiping. It also had
several other, non-required ones. It was quite a talented
youngster. It was unfortunate it was born with its particular birth
defects for it was otherwise a handsome being. The Leader thought
the head and arm feathers were quite attractive.

It sighed. It briefly
entertained the thought that had it been younger and not already
vow-mated with three group-mates it truly loved, it might have
considered Siicanndaai for a mate. Then, it shook its head ruefully. It was an
honest Elwist and it knew that, as a matter of practicality, it
could not have had the young Elwist as a group-mate. Not if it
wished to procreate. In such an instance, it would not have been
able to acquire any other mates, as no other Elwist would ever have
accepted one such as Siicanndaai
into a mate-group. Still, it was quite beautiful.

The Leader understood the
reluctance, though it did not agree. The head crest was a
definitive Elwist feature, and as far as it knew, no other Elwist
had been born without one since their species evolved it. No
one deliberately tried to make Siicanndaai
feel bad about its lack. It was just that no one
wanted to mate with it for fear of begetting crestless
children.

Nearly all Elwists had
established associations that led to forming mate-groups by its
age, but sadly, most people would not befriend Siicanndaai. Even when it visited
a luanna house to
mate with the surrogates, it detected reluctance on their
part, though the
law required them to provide service to everyone.

The surrogates were
polite, even friendly, but there were always excuses for not
accommodating it. The few times they did, it was only for a half-mating
so Siicanndaai had never received sperm, and suspected its sperm was sealed
off and rejected. This, too, was against the law except in cases of
illness, but very hard to prove.

The prior year, before the
start of their current trip, Siicanndaai had tried a final time.
It went into the luanna
house at the spaceport. It left in despair when
other single Elwists came in, and while it still waited, they received
service from the surrogates. When it questioned this, it was told
the others had “appointments.” Siicanndaai knew better, of course.
Appointments were unnecessary at the luanna houses and it had the right
to report this.

Siicanndaai
was unaware that the Leader saw it changing
colors in distress as it left the luanna house. It did not allow the
young Elwist to know it saw its angst as it knew how shy and
self-conscious it was, and did not wish to embarrass it, but it
went inside and made inquiries. It was told the surrogates were
“busy” while Siicanndaai
was there. It had no way of proving the
surrogates were being deceptive and knew Siicanndaai did not report them. It
also knew Siicanndaai had never returned to the luanna house.

The Leader hoped it was
making the right decision by leaving Siicanndaai alone but knew it wanted
a chance to prove itself, that it thought perhaps someone would
then feel it worthy of having as a mate. The Leader knew this was a
forlorn hope but saw no harm in indulging it in this matter, and
felt it would do a good job.

They left
everything Siicanndaai required to carry out its study, along with its food
supplies, in the cave from which they had been observing the
primitive group, wished it well, sang a departing song, and lifted
off from the planet.

******

A Brief Explanation of How We Arrived
at this Point

(An excerpt of the lecture
given to impending predults by historian and biologist, Samiilaa,
and recorded in the Elwist archives in the
1459th year of the New Era)

We evolved from a small semi-aquatic,
avian-like, egg-laying life form that was gender-neutral, having
aspects of both male and female. The biology dictated four to
procreate.

Before higher intelligence developed,
telepathy arose naturally within our species as a defense against
predators while we were still swimmers in inhospitable ponds. The
proto-Elwists laid their eggs in water a few days after
fertilization, and a week later, the eggs hatched into their larval
form of aquatic swimmers that took a fourth of a year to transform
into quadrupeds, forming limbs with which to crawl forth from the
pond.

During this time, the tiny young were
quite vulnerable and the four parents had to work hard to keep them
safe, so telepathy gave them an advantage. It helped in detecting
fish and animals that considered the eggs or larvae a delicacy.
There was constant danger, and being telepathic did not always save
them from predators some of which were quite large. They sometimes
did not detect them until too late to save their eggs or
escape.

These circumstances pushed our species
to evolve quickly to survive. They continued to lay their eggs in
water, but eventually became primarily land dwellers and increased
in size. They also became bipedal in the process. The time from egg
to a fully developed Elwist gradually lengthened over the
millennia; however, this method of egg laying and gestation remains
the same for modern Elwists.

Once mainly on land, the accelerated
evolution pushed the primitive Elwists into developing bigger
brains to go along with telepathy. This allowed them to gain an
early dominance over the other life forms on the planet. They
discovered fire and developed weapons with which to hunt and defend
themselves and their offspring.

We are peaceful today but it was not
always thus. As with all developing species, our ancestors
sometimes used their weapons against each other while fighting over
resources, such as good breeding ponds, food, territory - even the
best mates. Eventually, they learned to farm and domesticate
animals, and to build homes with artificial breeding ponds within
to keep their young safe.

As societies are inclined to do,
civilizations became more complex, and through the years our
ancestors continued to war amongst themselves. Shortly after they
advanced to the point of developing space travel, fifteen hundred
years ago someone invented a weapon so terrible that even until
this day, no one wishes to speak of it. This weapon destroyed an
entire nation, and as is the inherent danger in using such a
weapon, it could not be easily controlled so it also devastated a
large portion of the rest of the population.

It threw the world nearly back into
savagery. That was when all Elwists began being born with other
psychic abilities. The scientists have determined that the weapon
that nearly killed us caused these abilities to develop.

The people were grateful for their new
abilities and pledged to use them for the benefit of all. They
united the world and gradually rebuilt the society, and as you
know, we have never again warred amongst ourselves.

However, our people are not prolific
with children, and that it takes four individuals to procreate has
nothing to do with it.

Once, we were highly fertile but our
Great War exacted another price. The same weapon that gave us our
additional psychic capacities also cost us our ability to reproduce
as abundantly as before.

Places for breeding,
our luanna houses, came into existence as an effort to increase the
number of young. Unmated Elwists are encouraged to attend
the luanna houses
and mate with surrogates, and if their eggs are fertilized, they
can take one of several actions. The eggs can be laid in the pond
of their parents, in the pond of a sibling or a friend in a
childless mate group, or they can lay them in the birthing pond at
the luanna house.
Finally, if they want the responsibility and have their own pond
and the means, they can keep the child and raise it themselves,
though, most do not do that.

The surrogates are those
who do not wish to be parents themselves but understand the need
and have the willingness to provide children for others. They lay
their eggs in the luanna
house pond, and when the children are born from
the pond, childless families adopt and care for them. All are
adopted as eggs, or while still in their aquatic form.

Before the Great War, colonies were
planted on three worlds and though no one heard from them in the
years after the war ended, the prevailing theory was that perhaps
they remained silent because they were afraid of becoming embroiled
in the home worlds’ troubles. It was hoped they would be found
intact.

Only ruined, empty worlds
remained.

In determining how the colonists
perished, it was learned that once cut off from the home world, on
each planet the people made the same, foolish mistake and engaged
in war with each other.

They destroyed themselves.

Saddened but not disheartened, our
ancestors re-colonized the three planets and went about setting up
colonies on other, uninhabited spheres, in the hopes that our
people would be invigorated in new environments. As they explored,
they searched for sentient life on their journeys, someone with
whom they could, perhaps, be friends and exchange mutually
beneficial information.

They found worlds where the inhabitants
were truly alien; non-bipeds of different forms and minds with whom
they could find no common frame of reference. None of those
particular species traveled in space, apparently being content to
live solely on their planet. They never sought to explore other
worlds and ignored all overtures toward them, and so the explorers
left them to themselves.

On other worlds, they found signs of
beings similar to us. Unfortunately, they were extinct.

In examining ruins, they discovered
societies nearly as advanced as ours at the time but in each
instance, they destroyed themselves either shortly before or
directly after leaving their planets.

This further pointed out the folly of
war, and our ancestors thanked the gods of the universe that they
learned this lesson before completely extinguishing their species.
Today, we also are thankful this was learned in time, else we would
not be here.

There are many worlds with societies
just beginning down the path to civilization, at the
hunter/gatherer stage or starting to farm and domesticate animals.
A policy of non-interference in such was implemented.

It is a policy to which we adhere, so
our explorers are ever diligent in ensuring contact is never
initiated, or when it happens accidentally, all memory of ourselves
is wiped from the affected beings, as primitive people tend to see
the Elwists as either gods or demons. To date, none of these
species have evinced any type of psychic abilities.


Chapter Two

Disgraced and Abandoned

​ Siicanndaai felt the absence of its shipmates almost immediately. They
were a good crew and had been friendly despite its…
defect.

Of course, it had not been trying to
acquire any of them as mates. They were older and all were already
vow-mated so they had no reason to shun it. They were perhaps, it
thought, as close as it would ever get to having friends. They had
wished it good fortune with its study.

As it settled back in its chair to
watch the screen showing the encampment of the primitives, it
remembered the lecture it had heard before becoming a predult. It
was one given to all Elwists as they approached predulthood. Once
it was of age, that lecture had been instrumental in influencing it
to join the ships that went out to explore. Now, it was hoping that
on this world, it would be able to help contribute to a solution to
their fertility problems.

Siicanndaai
studied the screen. There were several imagers
planted around the area so it was getting very good graphics. The
males were away hunting the animals that were their main meat
source, and most of the females were off gathering roots and other
wild, edible vegetation in the area. Two older females had been
left in camp to care for the children and to keep the fire
burning.

Siicanndaai
wanted to get an imager inside at least one of
the dwellings, so it decided this was as good a time as any to try
since there were only two adults around. It was good at camouflage
and knew if it moved slowly and carefully, it would not be seen. It
did not have to go all the way into the camp, just get close enough
to telekinetically lift its devices into place.

Four hours later, it returned to its
cave, tired but triumphant. It had made it to within several yards
of the camp and then had to wait until both adults were outside at
the same time and not looking in the direction of the dwellings.
After three hours, it lost its patience and used its water handling
ability to create a light rain over the camp, causing the fire to
begin to fizzle.

Both females ran to
protect the fire, and Siicanndaai
hastily guided its tiny imagers into the two
large dwellings and got them affixed in the tops and sides. It
heard a wail just as it finished, and turned its perception back
outside in time to see that the fire had gone completely out. The
females were extremely upset about this.

Well, stars and
dust, it thought, disgusted with itself.
It had not meant the fire to go completely out but it was also a
firestarter so it hurriedly sent a small burst of fire into the
center of the pile to get it re-kindled.

The female who was
squatting beside the fire wailing and trying to get it going again,
jumped up and danced around with glee at seeing the flames. The
other female was staring at her and the fire. Siicanndaai could sense her
puzzlement. She was curious as to how the wet wood caught so
quickly. She looked around the camp area noting how it was only wet
there, then she looked toward the area where it was
hiding.

It had smiled and
thought, Smart female! She has reasoned
the wood was too wet to burn and is trying to understand why it
had.

It stood very still in the patch of
trees in which it was hiding. It sensed that if it moved, she would
see it and might set up an alarm. It was almost as though she felt
it there. She only turned away after one of the small children came
toddling up.

As soon as her attention
was diverted, Siicanndaai
quickly lifted high up into a tree, further
hiding in the leaves. It breathed a sigh of relief when the female
walked back to the dwelling carrying the child. It had waited until
the other female turned her back to the area in which it was hiding
before making its way back uphill to its cave.

It observed the group for several more
days, able to now see inside the two main dwellings. When the males
returned from their hunt two days later, it saw how they mated.
They did so frequently, and it appeared some of the males had more
than one mate.

Not surprising considering there were
more females than males. In the group of seventeen adults, there
were only six males but there were fifteen healthy children of
varying ages. A few of the older children, including three of the
males, appeared to be nearly old enough to procreate and two of the
adult females were pregnant.

Siicanndaai
thought it likely the two older females were the
mothers of some of the other adults or the near-adult children. One
of the older males was the Leader of the group and the mate of the
older female who had wondered about the fire.

Siicanndaai
noticed after a while that one of the adult males
did not appear to be mated to any of the females and lived alone in
a small grass dwelling away from the others. He watched the
females, and Siicanndaai
could tell he wanted one for himself. It wondered
why he was unmated.

It took to watching him
more when the males were in camp. Was he perhaps defective in some
way and the rest of the group could somehow see this?
Siicanndaai studied him
closely but could see no hint of him being any different from the
rest of the group. It puzzled over this for a while, then decided
it needed to get DNA samples.

It deliberated on how to go about
doing this, as it needed to get as many samples as it could. It
finally decided to go in at night and place a sleep inducer in the
camp but it would have to wait. The males had gone on another hunt
as on their last one, they had only managed to procure one animal
that was not very large, and it had been quickly eaten.

Considering their hunting
implements, Siicanndaai
thought they were surprisingly good even if they
were not always as successful as they might have liked. They only
had spears, a few bone knives, and throwing rocks to use to bring
down their prey.

After the meat was gone, the group had
been subsisting on the roots, berries, and vegetables that the
females brought in. They hunted small game but it had grown scarce
in their vicinity though they sometimes used spears to catch fish
from nearby streams. However, the males wanted to try to bring home
a more substantial catch, thus the hunting trip.

Siicanndaai
patiently waited for them to return.

The males were gone for
several days and this time, they managed to track and kill two
large animals. They had cut them up and wrapped them in some type
of large leaves before bringing them back. The females and children
gave them a hero’s welcome, and the females cooked up and served
the meat. Siicanndaai noted the children were fed first, unusual in such a society.
Usually, the males ate first.

Siicanndaai
waited until after the group had eaten and mated.
They all soon fell asleep but it did not want to take the chance of
any of them awakening and seeing it so it placed its sleep inducer,
which would deepen their slumber, in the middle of the camp and
turned it on. It went from dwelling to dwelling, lying on its
stomach and reaching its long arms inside to collect its samples as
it was much too tall to actually get inside any of the little
buildings, going at last to the small dwelling of the lone
male.

As it prepared to take a
sample from him, it noticed for the first time he had seven fingers
on each hand. Siicanndaai
checked his feet. Seven toes apiece. It did not
think this looked strange, especially as it also had seven fingers
on each of its hands, though unlike the native, it had two thumbs.
It also had seven toes on each foot. Of course, this was normal
for its people
but not for these. It wondered if the extra digits were the reason
this male had no mate. It decided it probably was since he was
otherwise a very well built, healthy-looking specimen.

He had the dark skin
coloring of all his people, with thick, wiry black hair on his
head, which he kept cut short with a bone blade, as did the rest of
the group. He was taller than the other males in the group, though
that did not make him extremely tall, maybe around five feet, ten
inches. To Siicanndaai, this was short considering it was ten feet tall.

It had gotten its sample
and was preparing to leave when it noticed the male’s
raaua was erect. Though
smaller, it bore a remarkable resemblance to that of an
Elwist.

Siicanndaai
felt an affinity for the male. Apparently, he
also suffered from being denied mates because of a birth defect
over which he had no control. It remembered how long it had been
since its last mating, and what happened the last time it went to
the luanna house.

To its surprise - and
mortification - it found it was getting aroused by this little
alien male. Its tongue was trying to curl into its
yuaua form, the mating
configuration.

It lay there staring at
the male’s erection, and it desired him. It would only be a half
mating, and besides, it did not have consent. Then, too, if the
male were to awaken, he would more than likely think he was being
attacked by a monster. Anyway, it had never before been allowed to
use its yuaua and
was not entirely sure how.

With shock, it felt
its raaua beginning to stiffen within its pouch and knew it needed to
leave fast so it began to back out. But suddenly, without its
intention, its tongue shot from its mouth before it could stop
itself, and its now fully formed yuaua worked its way down over the
male’s raaua and
gently pulsed around it. It appeared that even though it had never
used it before, its yuaua
automatically knew what to do.

The male shivered in his
sleep, his pelvis jerked, and he slowly began pushing his
raaua up into
Siicanndaai’s
yuaua, causing it to
feel exquisite pleasure. It pressed its yuaua down firmly on the male,
enjoying his rhythmic movements, which caused its
yuaua to release
luanna fluids, and it
moaned softly, its mind caught up in the intensity of the
sensation. It could taste the luanna fluids coming from the
male’s raaua and
it pressed harder as the sleeping male’s pumping motions sped up.
He suddenly groaned loudly in his sleep.

Hearing him groan
brought Siicanndaai suddenly to its senses. It realized with horror that it was
essentially mating with someone without their consent, and though
it was excruciatingly hard for it to do, it hastily pulled
its yuaua away
from the male and slid back out of the dwelling.

It caught a glimpse of the
male’s face frowning with apparent disappointment, his
raaua waving around as
if searching for Siicanndaai’s yuaua. It got to its feet, quickly
retrieved its sleep inducer and lifted into the night air. It
headed swiftly for its cave, its twin hearts thumping
loudly.

It arrived at the cave,
placed its DNA samples into stasis, went directly to its shower and
turned the cold water on - hard. Its raaua was protruding from its pouch,
and its yuaua was
still fully formed and dripping luanna fluids. It was a mess. It was
so ashamed of itself it was changing colors.

It could not
believe it had behaved
in such a fashion. It showered for a long time before its
raaua finally softened
enough to return to its pouch and its yuaua released its form. It was
emotionally distressed for doing such an appalling thing. It knew now it
should not have
been the one left there. It fell onto its cot, its mind in
chaos.

It thought,
My people were right not to want to mate with me. I
am a… pervert! It knew only a pervert
would mate with someone without their consent - no matter the
circumstances. It was sickened to learn this of itself.

Its ship was due back in
another week to retrieve it. It determined it would run tests on
the DNA, observe the group of hunter/gatherers from its cave and
not go anywhere near them. In this manner, it felt it could protect them from
itself until its Leader returned.

It knew there was only one way to
rectify what it had done. It would have to tell the Leader, then it
would self-immolate. It was the only way to atone for such a grave
sin - and crime. It trusted the Leader would allow it to see its
home again, first. It finally fell into a fitful sleep.

For the next week,
Siicanndaai kept to its
cave, observing the group only from afar. It carefully avoided
observing the lone male and refused to watch the mating activities
at all. It tested the DNA and discovered there were several
surprising similarities between these primitives and Elwists. They
actually shared a lot of the same DNA. This was an exciting
discovery and the Leader needed to be informed. This would not
help it any but
it was important for its people to know.

It began to pack its instruments and
equipment in anticipation of the return of the ship, leaving only
the communications link booster out so that it would detect the
moment the ship re-entered this star system.

And it waited. Two days
past the time the ship was to return it received a faint message.
It rushed to access the booster, relieved. It had begun to worry.

<Yes, Leader?> it sent
anxiously.

<Siicanndaai!> came the reply,
<there has been an accident and we will not be able to retrieve
you as scheduled.>

Siicanndaai
was frantic. <Is the ship intact? Has anyone
been harmed? Oh, Leader! I am sorrowful! What has
happened?>

<The ship’s hull was
breached when we ran into an unexpected area of dense debris. There
are several injuries and the ship is crippled. We must get back to
port for assistance. I am sorry, Siicanndaai. I grieve that we must
leave you alone for so much longer than intended.>

Siicanndaai
could feel the distress in the Leader. Indeed, it
too was distressed, and it despaired. Its ship crippled? And some
of its ship-mates wounded? This was
a disastrous turn of affairs.

<Please, do not be
concerned for me, Leader! You must go and obtain the aid you
require. I will be well here.> But it knew there was no chance
it would ever get home again, now. It was glad the Leader was
unable to observe it as it was changing colors quite rapidly. It
had hoped to at least see
home before it killed itself.

But the Leader felt its distress and
desolation. It switched to a private link and tried to soothe the
young Elwist.

<Siicanndaai, know that you are
loved. I will not abandon you, I will return for you!>

Siicanndaai
knew it had to tell the Leader of its findings
about the DNA - and of its shame. It had planned to tell it when
the ship returned, and then ask to be allowed to see home before it
did what it had to do. It knew the Leader needed to know
just what it
would be returning for, a pervert. The Leader would be angry
and disappointed in it, and not so eager to return for it but it
sent its message quickly before it could lose its
courage.

It first told the Leader what it found
in the DNA, then, with shame, told it what it had done to the
unsuspecting primitive its humiliation going out with its message.
It knew it was doomed as it was going to have to kill itself. It
was for the best. After all, it was not as if it would ever have
been contributing to the gene pool, anyway. This way, perhaps its
parents and siblings would never have to know. The Leader could
take its time coming back to retrieve the equipment.

The link was silent for a
stretched moment and Siicanndaai
thought the Leader was so disgusted it could not
answer. It sorrowed, for it had hoped to hear its Leader’s thoughts
one last time. In its anguish, it began to prepare itself to die.
At least the Leader knew it would know what to do to expiate its
sin. It began to sing its death song.

The Leader was shocked
by Siicanndaai’s
admission but horrified when it began to sing.
<Siicanndaai!
NO! STOP! It is not your fault! Please, do not harm yourself. It is
the fault of our society. It ostracized you for something over
which you had no control. It has been much too long since you were
allowed to mate and if we do not mate within a certain amount of
time we become highly susceptible to… involuntary urges. Our
lawmakers know this. That is why it is against the law for the
surrogates in the luanna
houses to refuse anyone.> It hesitated for a
moment. It did not want to embarrass or upset Siicanndaai any more than it already
was, but it went on.

<I know about the
surrogates refusing you and I should have done something about it
at the time. I regret, now, that I did not, but I thought we would
be home well before now.> They had been out for over a year now,
and it would be at least another year before they would be able to
return for the young Elwist. It was afraid it would die before
then. It was on the verge of self-death now. The information
gathered by Siicanndaai
was important and could
be of use. It deserved a chance - and forgiveness. It thought as
quickly as it could under the circumstances.

<Siicanndaai, you did
not attack the male and
from your description, he was enjoying the contact as much as you,
even though he was asleep. From what you have told me, he has been
denied a mate by his group the same as you have by
yours.>

It paused and continued
slowly, <If you find yourself unable to sustain control until we
return for you, then use the sleep inducer so that at least the
primitives will not see you. I promise that we will return for you! Remain safe
until then.> It knew the young
Elwist would soon run out of supplies. It
hoped it would be able to survive.

Siicanndaai
was humiliated that the
Leader knew of its rejection at the luanna house, but its sorrow at the
knowledge that it probably would never see its home again overtook
it.

It tried to keep the grief
out of its thoughts as it sent its final message to the Leader:
<Thank you, Leader, for your comfort. Please know that I
have always admired and respected you. I will do as you have commanded,
and I will await your return.>

It shut down the link booster and sat
back, its thoughts racing. It got up and paced around the cave,
trying to calm itself. It began to slowly unpack. It set its cot
back up, uncrated the porta-shower, hooking it up. It removed its
image reader, its computer, all its electronics, and lab equipment,
and set it all back up. It had not been wearing any clothing, as it
was easier to go without them since the weather was warm in this
region, for now. It knew, though, that it would get colder as the
year progressed, so it hauled out the clothes cabinet and set it
up.

It was bereft. This would be its home
- probably its final one - until the Leader could return. Then it
sat down and did its version of weeping. It leaned its head in its
hands and changed colors rapidly, voicing its grief in a low
mournful wail.

Although the Leader had
tried to comfort it and make it feel better, it felt abandoned and
alone, and in spite of its Leader’s words, it knew it had disgraced itself with
the primitive male. It would try to survive until its Leader came
back. Then it
would self-immolate.

It sat for a long time not stirring,
staring off into emptiness.

Finally, it shook itself out of its
stupor. It became ashamed for feeling sorry for itself when its
ship-mates had been harmed in such a terrible accident. It said a
prayer to the gods of the universe, asking for their safety, and
for forgiveness for itself for being so selfish.

It was still too full of sorrow to
have much of an appetite and it did not have much in the way of
food supplies left, but it had promised the Leader it would try to
survive until its return, so it had no choice but to make the
attempt. It had not eaten so it prepared food and ate as much as it
could force down. It perused the meager remaining supplies. It
would soon have to learn how to procure more food.

The day was spent, so it set its force
shield back up and lay down on its cot to try and sleep.


Chapter Three

Making Friends

​ Siicanndaai awakened to the sounds of screams and shouting. It jumped
from its cot, head whirling in confusion.

It had been two weeks since it learned
it would not be going home, and it had spent most of its time in
the cave trying to come to terms with its circumstances and
observing the little group of people down the hill. It saw it had
left its image reader on with the sound going. The noises were
coming from the encampment.

It hurried over to see if it could
discern what was taking place. It was just before dawn so it turned
on the infrared lighting to see better. It watched in horror as it
saw that a group of strangers had attacked.

They were stabbing at the
males with spears while others were in the process of trying to
drag away the females. The males were putting up a fight, trying to
defend their family, but Siicanndaai could see they were
outnumbered and would soon succumb to the superior numbers of the
attacking force.

Without thinking, it quickly opened
its force shield and took off down the hillside. It arrived over
the scene within minutes, spread it arms, and sang out in its
language for the fighting to stop before it remembered none of them
would be able to understand what it was saying.

But it seemed it had frightened
everyone very badly. Everyone, attackers and attacked alike, fell
prone upon the ground, trembling in fear. The only ones left
standing were the smallest children who had been shoved behind the
males for protection. They were looking up at it in wonder until
one of the females - the one who had been curious about the fire -
crawled over and began making them also lie down on the
ground.

Siicanndaai
hovered there in surprise, its feathers moving in
the morning breeze. The sun was beginning to rise, and the first
rays came over the horizon striking its feathers, forming a
brilliant, colorful nimbus around it. It slowly descended, knowing
it was going to have to do some serious wiping to correct this but
it felt it could not have just stood by and allowed the ones it had
been watching for so long be destroyed.

It noticed several of what
it now thought of as its
group, were wounded, as were some in the
attacking group, with one appearing to be unconscious - or dead. It
went first to what was the most seriously wounded of
its group. It was the
lone male.

It hurriedly squatted and saw he had
been pierced deeply in his side. Its hearts ached for his pain and
it lifted him up into its arms. It looked within him and saw what
it needed to do, and proceeded to Heal him. Then it laid him gently
back on the grass. It then checked each of them for wounds and
Healed the ones who needed it.

It turned to the
attackers. One had lifted his head and was staring at it fearfully,
his eyes stretched wide. Siicanndaai went over and the
attacker screamed when it reached for him.

Siicanndaai
could see in his mind that he was sure he was
going to be killed - and eaten. It shook its head at him. “Be
still, little enemy. I only mean to Heal you,” it said to him in
what it hoped was a reasonable rendering of his
language.

It looked him over and Healed a bad
cut on his leg. It Healed each injured attacker but shook its head
in sorrow when it could do nothing for the still one. He had been
dead too long and could not be resuscitated. It sang a song of
sorrow for the dead and laid the body away from the
rest.

All the people were still lying prone
on the ground. The ones it had Healed and laid on their backs had
turned over onto their stomachs and were lying the same way, eyes
tightly shut.

Siicanndaai
was puzzled at this and touched the mind of the
lone male.

<Why do you all lie prone?> it
asked before it remembered these people were not telepathic. It
repeated the question aloud.

The lone male opened his
eyes and peeked up at Siicanndaai
then dropped his head in reverence.

“O Lord God, we thank you
for saving us and we but seek to worship you!” he cried.

Startled,
Siicanndaai stared at
him. They thought it was a god. It felt terrible for making them
feel it was higher than they. It decided it would deal with that
later. Now it wanted to find out why they had been attacked. It
turned to the attackers.

“Why have you attacked my
people?” it asked, not realizing it had just designated them
as its people.

One of the attackers crawled forward,
groveling.

“Forgive us, O God, we did
not know they were your
people else we would have left them alone. We
were merely trying to obtain women for our tribe, Lord. We throw
ourselves on your mercy! If you would but allow us to leave, we
will trouble them no more!”

Or he said something to
that effect. Siicanndaai
got the gist of it. It had not quite grasped the
word “women” but knew it referred to the females, just as the word
“men” or “man” referred to the males. It still was not sure of all
their pronouns. It stood and the attackers gasped and cringed. So
did its group.

Well, stars and
dust, it thought, what do I do now?

It considered the attackers, then made
a decision. There were sixteen of them. It could handle that many
at once. It looked within their minds and carefully began to wipe
itself from their memories while constructing different ones for
them. It did not want to get too elaborate as that could be just as
bad. They would simply remember that they tried to steal females
from this group but the group was stronger than they thought and
they lost the fight, one of them being killed in the
process.

It put them in a light trance that
would break as soon as they returned to their own group, had them
pick up their dead companion, and directed them away from the camp.
It watched as they left carrying the body. It did not know how they
treated their dead but it had left a post-hypnotic suggestion that
they bury him. It breathed a sigh of relief as they went out of
sight.

It turned to its group, looking down
at them. They still lay there trembling in fear.

“Little ones, please get
up. I am not a
god. I am an Elwist. Please do not fear me, as I only wish to help
you,” it sang.

Actually, it
hoped that was what it
said. It was wishing it had paid more attention to their language.
It still had not decided if it should wipe them yet. It considered
its options. Barring accidental death or starvation, it was going
to be here for a while. If it could get these people to see it as a
friend, perhaps they would at least provide it with companionship
for the duration.

It had no wish to be
worshiped - in fact, the thought was detestable to it. Surely
the true gods of
the universe would exact a terrible punishment on it if it tried to
perpetrate such a falsehood on these people. But the people still
lay prostrate before it. It heaved a sigh.

It noticed one of the small children
had escaped from the hold the curious female had on it, and was
sitting up smiling at it. It smiled back and reached down and
picked the naked child up, holding it in one of its hands. It
judged the child to be out of infant-hood, as it was old enough to
walk fairly well.

“Hello, little one,” it
greeted… “her,” assuming it was remembering the pronoun correctly.
It looked at the bottom of the child to be sure of its sex.
Yes, “her,” it thought
confidently.

She reached out and patted its face,
and said, <?>

It stared at her with
amazement. She was telepathic. Or at least partially so. It began
to get an inkling of what the strands of DNA its people shared with
these might indicate. It was obvious that not all of them were telepathic but it
seemed they, or at least some
of them, might be headed in that direction. She
had just asked it for its name - in mind-speak.

It quickly scanned the people around
it - who were beginning to sit up to see what was going on - and
saw the signs in them, most strongly in the children. It concluded
that they were not aware of this and were probably prone to grow
out of it as they got older, but still, it was there. It would have
to study this.

<You are beautiful,
little one,> it told the child, with a gentle smile. <I
am Siicanndaai,> it sang.

Its name, in addition to a
musical note, included a flash of gold, which of course, she could
not truly understand or pronounce, so she called it “Second” which
was how it sounded to her. This was fine with Siicanndaai, and “Second” became its
name ever afterward to the people. It was a name that it quickly
became used to and indeed, came to prefer.

<What is
your name,
child?>

She grinned and said aloud,
“Cheyu.”

It thought on this name of hers,
trying to get the understanding of it, and came up with “She Who
Runs in Circles.” Its confusion about their pronouns had it
figuratively scratching it head for a moment over “she.” It had
some learning to do.

It smiled at her again and set her
back down next to the curious female, gently patting her tiny head
with one of its large hands. It eyed the rest of the
group.

“My friends, I am called
Second.” It had realized that they would not be any more able to
articulate its name than the child Cheyu had, so it used her
pronunciation. “I will be here with you for a while until my people
come for me. I am merely a mortal, the same as you. I am taller
than you and look different from you because I am from another…
land. Please do not think I am a god. The true gods of the universe would not
like it if I pretended to be a god.”

It saw they were watching it warily
with confused looks on their faces, and understood it may have
given them too many different concepts to grasp at once, especially
since it was not yet fluent in their language. It sighed,
again.

The group Leader spoke up
hesitantly.

“Pardon, Giant Feathered
One--” The curious female tugged at his arm, interrupting, and he
leaned down to her. She whispered in his ear. He looked at her then
straightened up and began again. “Pardon, Second, how are you
not a god? You fly, you
healed our people of their wounds, and you sent our enemies away.
You saved us!
Should we not, then, worship you?”

Second shook its head.
“Only the gods are immortal, Leader, and I am not. Only they should
be worshipped. I can be killed, just as you. I am perhaps a little harder to kill
but nevertheless, I am mortal, just as you are. One day I was born
and one day I will die.”

The Leader was startled to hear
himself addressed as such. How had the giant being known he was the
Leader of his people? He asked.

Second admitted it had been observing
them for a while and concluded this fact from his
actions.

“You behave as a Leader
would. You protect your people, provide for them, and keep order. I
have also concluded this curious female is your mate or at least
one of them.” It smiled at her.

She came and stood beside the Leader.
She gazed up at the tall being.

“Yes, I am his chief
woman, Second. My name is Bekyu. Why do you call me “curious
female?””

Second saw it was in for a long
session, so it sat down in the grass and folded its legs. It
explained how it accidentally put their fire out one day, and
restarted it and saw that she was curious as to how it had started
while the wood was so wet. It did not mention the imagers as it
suspected that would only further confuse them. It allowed them to
believe it had only been playing a game.

She nodded. She
thought she had sensed
someone in the trees. Then she was distracted by one of the
children. When she had glanced back, she had seen nothing and
decided she was mistaken.

Second sat and talked with the group
for a time, learning most of their names and incidentally, becoming
more familiar with their language. It could see in their minds they
were still worrying over the idea it was not a god - or a demon as
some wondered - but they were becoming more relaxed.

Especially the children. They were
fascinated with its feathers and delighted when it would pick one
of them up so he or she could touch them. They marveled at the
number of its fingers and toes.

Second looked for the lone
male with the extra digits. He was hanging back at the edge of the
group. It remembered the night it had… abused him in his sleep and
felt a flush of shame - mixed with a flash of desire. It felt
its raaua stir
and only with an effort of will got itself under control. It asked
the Leader about him.

“Who is the tall male? Why
is it that he does not have a mate?”

The Leader looked at it, then glanced
back at the male.

“That is Kaizyu. He is my
son. He has a birth defect and no female will have him.” He sighed
sorrowfully. “He is a good man, but I fear he will never have a
mate or children.”

Second looked at Kaizyu with sympathy.
“I understand, Leader. I too have a birth defect and found it
difficult to obtain mates amongst my kind.”

The Leader was startled.
“What birth defect could you
have, Second? Do not the others of your people
look the same as you?”

It explained about its
missing head crest and how not only had it been unable to attain
vow-mates but also how the surrogates wanted nothing to do with it.
At the puzzled look on the Leader’s face, it explained what a
surrogate was. The Leader became very curious, so Second explained
about the luanna houses, mentioning that its kind was double sexed.

“So, you are both
male and female?”
he asked, his eyebrows almost meeting his hairline by now. Several
of the other adults heard this exchange and gathered around the two
in wonderment.

It nodded. “That is so, Leader. I am
both.”

“Then, we should not call
you “he” or “she?”

There were pronouns for its kind in
its language but it knew these people would never be able to
understand them as they consisted of varying shades of green
accompanied by a musical note. It shook its head and thought for a
moment, then it said, “No, I am more properly referred to as “it.”
It smiled at the looks on their faces.

The Leader shook his head in
amazement.

“I have learned much
today. As is custom when making new friends, I was going to offer
you one of our females as a mate but it would appear you would be
just as happy with a male.” He thought about this a moment, then
added, “…though I doubt if any of our females or males would be willing.” He
hesitated. “I have never done so before but I could, of course,
order one of them, if you would like.” He eyed the tall being,
hoping it would not want him to do that.

Second smiled at him but
it was shocked. It understood their ways were different, but still…
to order someone
to do that…

“I thank you for your
offer, Leader, but I fear your females are too small for me. I
would not wish to hurt one of them. As to your males, please do not
order such a thing. It is against our ways to mate with someone who
is unwilling.” With a flush of guilt, it again thought of what it
had done to Kaizyu when he had been unaware.

The Leader was relieved to hear
that.

“If you are sure, then,
Second. However, if you should change your mind please do not
hesitate to inform me. You have been kind to us and have saved us
from our enemies. We are obligated to you.” Also, he
still was not sure it
was not a god.

Second smiled and stood to
leave.

“I must go, now, Leader.
There are some things I must do. If you or one of your people need
me for anything, call my name - or think it very hard - and I will
return to help as best I can. Please remember, I am
not a god and I would
like to be your friend.” It sang its leave-taking and flew back to
its cave.

Kaizyu watched it go,
thinking, How beautiful it
is! He did not
say so to his father, but he might have been willing to go with the
Elwist. He still thought Second just might be a god - or a
goddess - and he
remembered a half-dream he had recently and had wondered about. To
mate with a goddess… he sighed. He knew he would never have a woman
because of his fingers and toes.

In fact, his name meant “He of Many
Fingers and Toes.” It had always been thus for him. None of the
women wanted him because of it. In fact, the only way he would ever
have a woman would be to find another tribe and try to steal one
and though he did not especially want to get a woman that way, he
was seriously considering it.

He went over and joined the other men
who were discussing the things they learned that day.


Chapter Four

Rescuing Nyshia

​ Second got back to its cave and went
straight to its shower. All the talk of mating had left it
thoroughly discomposed.

It knew it departed from
the group rather abruptly but it had needed to move quickly before
it became unable to speak because its tongue had begun to change
into its yuaua mode when it looked at the lone male, and its
raaua began to stir. It
would have been extremely embarrassed for the people to see it
thus.

After its shower, it realized its
appetite was better than it had been the last two weeks - during
which it had barely eaten anything - so it prepared one of the last
meals from its supplies. As it ate, it occurred to it that it would
soon have to obtain more food on its own. The thought of killing
and eating an animal was abhorrent to it. It never had to do such a
thing and was not at all sure it would be able to.

It sighed. It would deal
with that when it had to. It went to its image reader and sat and
watched the people go about their daily lives. It especially liked
watching the children. They were so wonderful and had so much aptitude.
This was a very young race with a long way to go before they
realized all of their potential. With luck and the grace of the
gods, they would one day create a civilization that would take them
off their planet and out to become denizens of the
universe.

Second hoped they would not destroy
themselves as had so many others - as Elwists nearly
had.

It pushed away these thoughts and
leaned back in its chair. It decided it would begin to keep a
record of its time here, so it pulled up a blank journal document
in its computer, and began to write. When it finished with what
happened the past two weeks and that morning - leaving nothing out
- it saved it into the archives and rose to its feet.

It thought of what it would do next
and decided it would briefly scout the area to ensure no more
attacks were imminent. It found no other groups nearby and returned
to its cave. It needed to think of how it would obtain food for
itself once its supplies ran out. It determined the best thing it
could do was to watch and learn how its group did it.

While scouting the area it had been
relieved to discover that the prey animals of this world did not
broadcast their feelings as did the ones on its home world. That
was a good thing.

It would make it a
little less traumatic to
kill its dinner.

******

Over the next several months, Second
learned much from the group, especially how to hunt, and in turn,
they learned much from it.

When they left to go to their winter
area, it did not go with them but it did keep track of them to
ensure they would be well. They wintered in a large cave several
miles from its cave, in the foothills of the mountain to the north
of their summer location, following their main meat animals, and
the hunting was good.

Second noticed the females dropped
seeds in a bare space before they left the summer vicinity, and
understood they actually did so deliberately, as it would ensure
having grains upon their return. They were learning to farm. It
knew it could help them with this and when they returned during the
following wet season, it sat down with them and explained methods
of planting, which they took to heart.

Its people did not return
for it after the year it expected it to take, and its hearts hurt
because its Leader had assured
it of their return. It tried not to think of
just why they did
not come back but it could not help but wonder if it was because no
one wanted it
back - or because its Leader decided it actually
was a pervert and
therefore not worthy to return for.

These were agonizing thoughts and it
sincerely hoped this was not the case, but the only other reasons
they would not have returned were unbearable to contemplate - that
they had not survived to reach home or that some catastrophe had
befallen its home - so it prayed for the safety of its shipmates
and its home.

Had it not been for the little
hunter/gatherer group to occupy its mind, it might have gone insane
- or died from grief and loneliness. Or both.

Two and a half more years passed in
this fashion, with the group finally accepting Second as a friend
rather than a god - to its immense relief. It helped them as much
as possible or as much as they would allow it to. They were
fiercely independent and took great pride in doing most things for
themselves.

It still watched them on its image
reader, and it especially watched the lone male, Kaizyu. He went on
a raid with three other males from his group to obtain new females,
and the raid was a success; they brought back five new females, and
without killing anyone. They waited until the males were absent,
and went in and stole the women.

Upon their return, Kaizyu took one of
the females into his dwelling but she soon came out without his
mating with her and joined the rest of the group in one of the two
communal dwellings.

Second was curious as to why Kaizyu
did not force the female to remain with him, and decided to ask him
when it went to the encampment.

“I heard your words,
Second, of how your people do not mate with an unwilling person,
and I have decided to follow your ways in this matter.”

“That is admirable,
Kaizyu, however, I would not think the less of you for following
your ways.” And it would not have.

It also knew that, sooner or later,
the little male would probably give up on that, and get himself a
female anyway, whether she wanted him or not. It hoped he would not
feel guilt for doing so.

It decided it wanted to watch Kaizyu
further and managed to slip an imager into his dwelling. It often
saw how lonely he was, how he sometimes wept when he was alone, and
how he would sometimes indulge in self-gratification. Second felt
sadness for him, and identified with him. As his father said, he
was a good man and he certainly deserved to have a mate and
children.

After watching him, Second tried
self-gratification itself a few times but did not get satisfactory
results so gave it up as something that did not work for it. It
desired Kaizyu and felt it might love him, but was loath to
approach him because it still felt such guilt and shame for what it
had done to him without his consent.

******

One afternoon during the summer, the
sun was shining brightly in a blue, cloudless sky. Second finished
its latest recordings in its journal and had nothing to do for the
rest of the day. The males of its group went hunting, and though it
was going to have to hunt soon, it did not go with them this
time.

Instead, it decided to explore the
countryside farther away from its cave than usual. It rose into the
air and hovered. It looked toward the west and saw the sun glinting
off the large body of water it knew to be part of the great ocean
observed from the ship as they orbited the planet. They had come
down in small scout boats, and Second was not really paying that
much attention at the time but now it wanted to see some of the
area in that direction, so it headed off.

It knew there were several
other groups in the vicinity near its home, and had no desire to
chance being seen by any group other than its own, so it stayed up
high. It hoped if they looked up they would suppose it was a large
bird. It had noticed such birds in the area, though they were not as large
as it was. It thought it would be far enough away not to be
recognized as anything else.

It was a gorgeous region, and it flew
lower as it went, marking spots it might want to later visit. It
saw several groups and managed to avoid being seen by them. It
noted where they were so it could avoid them on its way back. The
sun sank lower in the sky before it reached the ocean, so it turned
to head back to its cave.

As it flew over a large, mostly grassy
plain surrounded by forest, and looked down, it saw a figure
scrambling to climb a tree.

It stopped and hovered, wondering
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