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FOREWARD 1

cherished transatlantic analogy imperfect. Whether
achieved slower or faster than lightspeed, the very pro-
cess of interstellar travel itself would change the travel-
lers.
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and say hello to me.’

“That’s all,” he admltted cheerfully. “I am re-
tained only for my uncommonly high ornamental
value.”

It was, approximately, true. Our aircraft used
the field with no formality, and we only kept this
one space vessel in operation. The portmaster was
on hand simply to oversee servicing and in the un-
likely case of some emergency or dispute. But
none of the colony’s few public posts—captain,
communications officer, and the rest—required
much effort in as simple a society as ours, and they
were filled as spare-time occupations by anyone
who wanted them. There was no compensation ex-
cept getting first turn at using the machinery for
farming or heavy construction which we owned in
common.

“How was the trip?’’ asked Tokogama.

“Pretty good,” I said. ““I gave them our machines
and they filled my holds with their ores and alloys.
And I managed to take a few more notes on their
habits, and establish a few more code symbols for
communication.”

“Which is a very notable brick added to the walls
of science, but in view of the fact that you're the
only one who ever goes there it really makes no
odds.” Tokogama's dark eyes regarded me curi-
ously. “Why do you keep on making those trips out
- there, Erling? Quite a few of the other boys
wouldn’t mind visiting Five once in a while. Will
and Ivan both mentioned it to me last week.”

“I'm no hog,” I said. “If either of them, or anyone
else, wants a turn at the trading job, let 'em learn
space piloting and they can go. But meanwhile—I
like the work. You know that. I was one of those
who voted to continue the search for Earth.”

Tokogama nodded. “So you were. But that was
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three years ago. Even you must have grown some
roots here.”

“Oh, I have,” I laughed. “Which reminds me I'm
hungry, and judging by the sun it’s the local dinner
time. So I'll get on home, if Alanna knows I'm
back.”

‘““She can’t help it,” he smiled. “The whole conti-
nent knows when you're back, the way you rip the
atmosphere coming in. That home cooking must
have a powerful magnetic attraction.”

‘“A steak aroma of about fifty thousand gauss—"
I turned to go, calling over my shoulder: “Why
don’t you come to dinner tomorrow evening? I'll
invite the other boys and we’ll have an old-
fashioned hot air session.”

“I was sort of hinting in that direction,” said To-
kogama.

I got my carplane out of the hangar and took off
with a whisper of air and a hum of grav-beam gen-
erators. But I flew low over the woods and mead-
ows, dawdling along at fifty kilometers an hour
and looking across the landscape. It lay quietly in
the evening, almost empty of man, a green fair
breadth of land veined with bright rivers. The
westering sun touched each leaf and grass blade
with molten gold, an aureate glow which seemed
to fill the cool air like a tangible presence, and I
could hear the chirp and chatter of the great bird
flocks as they settled down in the trees. Yes—it
was good to get home.

My own house stood at the very edge of the sea,
on a sandy bluff sloping down to the water. The
windy trees which grew about it almost hid the
little stone and timber structure, but its lawns and
gardens reached far, and beyond them were the
fields from which we got our food. Down by the
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beach stood the boathouse and the little dock I had
made, and I knew our sailboat lay waiting there for
me to take her out. I felt an almost physical hunger
for the sea again, the mighty surge of waves out to
the wild horizon, the keen salt wind and the crying
white birds. After a month in the sterile tanked air
of the spaceboat, it was like being born again.

I set the plane down before the house and got
out. Two small bodies fairly exploded against
me—Einar and Mike. I walked into the house with
my sons riding my shoulders.

Alanna stood in the doorway waiting for me. She
was tall, almost as tall as I, and slim and red-
haired and the most beautiful woman in the uni-
- verse. We didn’t say much—it was unnecessary,
and we were otherwise occupied for the next few
minutes.

And afterward I sat before a leaping fire where
the little flames danced and chuckled and cast a
wavering ruddy glow over the room, and the wind
whistled outside and rattled the door, and the sea
roared on the nighted beach, and I told them of my
fabulous space voyage, which had been hard and
monotonous and lonely but was a glamorous ad-
venture at home. The boys’ eyes never stirred from
my face as I talked, I could feel the eagerness that
blazed from them. The gaunt sun-seared crags of
One, the misty jungles of Two, the mountains and
deserts of Four, the great civilization of Five, the
bitter desolation of the outer worlds—and beyond
those the stars. But we were home now, we sat in a
warm dry house and heard the wind singing out-
side.

I was happy, in a quiet way that had somehow
lost the exuberance of my earlier returns. Content,
maybe.

Oh, well, I thought. These trips to the fifth world
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were becoming routine, just as life on Harbor, now
that our colony was established and our automatic
and semiautomatic machines running smoothly,
had quieted down from the first great riot of work
and danger and work again. That was progress,
that was what we had striven for, to remove want
and woe and the knife-edged uncertainty which
had haunted our days. We had arrived, we had
graduated into a solid assurance and a comfort
which still held enough unsureness and challenge
to keep us from getting sluggish. Grown men don’t
risk their necks climbing the uppermost branches
of trees, the way children do; they walk on the
ground, and when they have to rise they do so
safely and comfortably, in a carplane.

“What'’s the matter, Erling?"’ asked Alanna.

“Why—nothing.” I started out of my reverie,
suddenly aware that the children were in bed and
the night near its middle. ‘“Nothing at all. I was
just sitting thinking. A little tired, I guess. Let’s
turn in.”

“You're a poor liar, Erling,” she said softly.
“What were you really thinking about?"”

“Nothing,” I insisted. “That is, well, I saw the
old Traveler as I was coming down today. It just
put me in mind of old times."”

“It would,” she said. And suddenly she sighed. I
looked at her in some alarm, but she was smiling

again. “You're right, it is late, and we’d better go to
bed.”

I took the boys out in the sailboat the next day.
Alanna stayed home on the excuse that she had to
prepare dinner, though I knew of her theory that
the proper psychodevelopment of children re-
quired a balance of paternal and maternal influ-
ence. Since I was away so much of the time, out in
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grew crowded. Actually, her minimum crew is ten
or so. Thirty people—fifteen couples, say, plus
their kids—could travel in her in ease and comfort,
with private apartments for all.”

“And still . . . still, for over twenty years, we
fought and suffered and stood the monotony and
the hopelessness—to find Earth.” Tokogama's
voice was musing, a little awed. “When all the
time, on any of a hundred uninhabited terrestroid
planets, we could have had—this.”

“For at least half that time,” pointed out
MacTeague, “we were simply looking for the right
part of the Galaxy. We knew Sol wasn’t anywhere
near, so we had no hopes to be crushed, but we
thought as soon as the constellations began to look
fairly familiar we’d be quickly able to find home.”
He shrugged. “But space is simply too big, and our
astrogational tables have so little information.
Star travel was still in its infancy when we left Sol.

“An error of, say, one percent could throw us
lightyears off in the course of several hundred
parsecs. And the Galaxy is lousy with GO-type
suns, which are statistically almost certain to have
neighbors sufficiently like Sol’s to fool an unsure
observer. If our tables had given positions relative
to, say, S Doradus, we could have found home eas-
ily enough. But they used Sirius for their bright-
star point—and we couldn’t find Sirius in that
swarm of stars! We just had to hop from star to
star which might be Sol—and find it wasn’t, and go
on, with the sickening fear that maybe we were
getting farther away all the time, maybe Sol lay
just off the bows, obscured by a dark nebula. In the
end—we gave it up as a bad job.”

“There’s more to it than that,” said Tokogama.
“We realized all that, you know. But there was
Captain Kane and his tremendous personality, his
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“Not exactly,” said Tokogama. “There was
plenty we did, if you insist that somebody must do
something. We brought some benefits of human
civilization to quite a number of places. We did
some extensive star-mapping, if we ever see
Earthmen again they’ll find our tables useful, and
our observations within different systems. We . . .
well, we were wanderers, but so what? Do you
blame a bird for not havmg hoofs?”

“The birds have hoofs now,” I said. “They're
walking on the ground. And”’—I flashed a glance at
Alanna—‘they like it.”

The conversation was getting a little too hot. I
steered it into safer channels until we adjourned to
the living room. Over coffee and tobacco it came
back.

We began reminiscing about the old days, plan-
ets we had seen, deeds we had done. Worlds and
suns and moons, whirling through a raw dark emp-
tiness afire with stars, were in our talk—strange
races, foreign cities, lonely magnificence of moun-
tains and plains and seas, the giant universe open-
ing before us. Oh, by all the gods, we had fared far!

We had seen the blue hell—flames leaping over
the naked peaks of a planet whose great sun al-
most filled its sky. We had sailed with a gang of
happy pirates over a sea red as new-spilled blood
toward the grotesque towers of a fortress older
than their history. We had seen the rich color and
flashing metal of a tournament on Drangor and the
steely immensity of the continental cities on
Alkan. We had talked philosophy with a gross wal-
lowing cephalopod on one world and been shot at
by the inhumanly beautiful natives of another. We
had come as gods to a planet to lift its barbaric na-
tives from the grip of a plague that scythed them
down and we had come as humble students to the
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Our last year on Harbor. And I had never realized
how much I loved the planet. Almost, I gave up.

But space, free space, the open universe and the
ship come alive again—!

We left the colony a complete set of plans, in the
unlikely event that they should ever want to build
a starship of their own, and a couple of spaceboats
and duplicates of all the important automatic ma-
chinery carried by the Traveler. We would make
astrogating tables, as our official purpose, and the-
oretically we might some day come back.

But we knew we never would. We would go trav-
eling, and our children would carry the journey on
after us, and their children after them, a whole
new civilization growing up between the stars,
rootless but tremendously alive. Those who wea-
ried of it could always colonize a planet, we would
be spreading mankind over the Galaxy. When our
descendants were many, they would build other
ships until there was a fleet, a mobile city hurtling
from sun to sun. It would be a culture to itself,
drawing on the best which all races had to offer
and spreading it over the worlds. It would be the
bloodstream of the interstellar civilization which
was slowly gestating in the universe.

As the days and months went by, my boys grew
even more impatient to be off. I smiled a little.
Right now, they only thought of the adventure of it,
romantic planets and great deeds to be done. Well,
there were such, they would have eventful lives,
but they would soon learn that patience and stead-
fastness were needed, that there was toil and suf-
fering and danger—and life!

Alanna—I was a little puzzled. She was very gay
when I was around, merrier than I had ever seen
her before. But she often went out for long walks,
alone on the beach or in the sun-dappled woods,
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The street onto which he turned opened before
him like a tunnel of night. The high steep-roofed
houses lay dark on either side, walling it in, and
the fluoroglobes were unlit. When the lightning
blinked, the wet cobblestones gleamed; otherwise
there was only darkness and rain.

He passed one of the twisting alleys, and glanced
at it with automatic caution. The next instant he
had thrown himself to the ground, and the javelin
whipped through the place where his belly had
been.

He rolled over and bounded to his feet, crouched
low, the sword whining out of its scabbard into his
hand. Four Khazaki sprang from the alley and
darted at him. ,

Dougald Anson grunted, backed up against a
wall. The natives were armed and mailed, they
were warriors, and they had all the unhuman
swiftness of their species. Four of them—!

The leading attacker met his sword in a clang of
steel. Dougald let him come lunging in, took the
cut on his mailed ribs, and swept his own weapon
murderously out. Faster than a man could think,
the Khazaki had his own blade up to parry the
sweeping blow. But he wasn’t quite fast enough; he
met it at an awkward angle and the Terrestrial’s
sheer power sent the sword spinning from his
hand. The hand went too, a fractional second later,
and he screamed and fell back and away.

The others were upon Anson. For moments it
was parry and slash, three against one, with no
time to feel afraid or notice the cuts in his arms
and legs. A remote part of his brain told him
bleakly: This is all. You're finished. No lone Earth-
ling ever stood up long to more than two Khazaki.
But he hardly noticed.

Suddenly there were only two in front of him. He
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running street.

Janazik was fighting two at once, his sword
never resting. He leaped and danced like the
shadow of a flame in the wind, and he was laugh-
ing—laughing! Anse hewed out, and one of the foe-
men’s heads sprang from its neck. Janazik darted
in, there was a blur of steel, and the other guards-
man toppled.

Axe and sword! Spear and dagger and flying ar-
rows! The fight rolled back and forth between the
darkling walls of houses. it grew with time;
Volakech'’s patrols were drawn by the noise, loyal-
ists crouched in hiding heard of the attack and
sped to join it. Anse and Janazik fought side by
side, human brawn and Khazaki swiftness, and the
corpses were heaped where they went.

A pike raked Anse’s hand. He dropped his sword
and the enemy leaped in with drawn knife. Anse
did not reach for his own dirk—no human had a
chance in a knife fight with a Khazaki—but his
arms snaked out, his hands closed on the native’s
waist, and he lifted the enemy up and hurled him
against another. They both went down in a crash of
denting armor and snapping bones. Anse roared
his war-cry and picked up his sword again.

Janazik leaped and darted and fenced, grinning
as he fought, demon-lights in his yellow eyes. A
spear was hurled at him. He picked it out of the
air, one-handed, and threw it back, even as he
fought another guardsman. The rebel took advan-
tage of it to get it under Janazik’s guard. Swifter
than thought, the warrior’s dagger was in his left
hand—and into the rebel’s throat.

Back and forth the battle swayed, roaring,
trampling, and the rain mingled with blood be-
tween the cobblestones. Thunder of weapons,






60 Poul Anderson

the street, thrusting through the assembled warri-
ors. Someone—someone—he knew that bright
bronze hair . . .

Ellen.

He stood waiting, letting her come up to him,
and his eyes were hungry. She was tall and full-
bodied and supple, graceful almost as a Khazaki,
and her wide-set eyes were calm and gray under a
broad clear forehead and there was a dusting of
freckles over her straight nose and her mouth was
wide and strong and generous and—

‘“Ellen,” he said wonderingly. ‘“‘Ellen.”

“What are you doing?”’ she asked. “What have
you planned?”’

No question of how he was, no look at the blood
trickling along his sides and splashed over his face
and arms—well—‘Where were you?” he asked,
and cursed himself for not being able to think of a
better greeting.

“I hid with the family of Azakhagar,” she said. ““1
lay in their loft when the patrolmen came search-
ing for me. Then I heard your heralds going
through the streets, calling on me to come out in
your name. So I came.”

“How did you know it wasn’t a trick of
Volakech's?"”” asked someone.

“I told the heralds to use my name and add after
it—well—something that only she and I knew,”
said Anse uncomfortably.

Janazik remained impassive, but he recalled
that the phrase had been “Dougald Anson, who
once told you something on a sunny day down by
Zamanaui River.” He could guess what the some-
thing had been. Well, it seemed to happen to all
Earthmen sooner or later, and it meant the end of
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front of a small door in the wall. One of them was
about to blow his trumpet for a guard detail. The
other two poised their spears near Janazik's
throat. None of them thought that anyone outside
the citadel might possess an Earth-weapon.

Janazik shot right through his cloak. In that nar-
row space, the ravenous discharge blinded and
blistered him, stung his face with flying particles
of molten iron. The hammer-blow of concussion
sent him reeling back against the wall. His cloak
caught afire; he ripped it off and flung it down on
the three blackened corpses before him.

Vision returned to his dazzled eyes. These Earth-
weapons were hideous things, he thought; they
made nothing of courage or strength or even cun-
ning. He wondered what changes Galactic civiliza-
tion would bring to old Khazak, and didn’t think
he’'d like most of them. Maybe Volakech was right.

But Anse was his comrade and Aligan had been
his king. He whistled, and the others came running
up.
“Quick,” rasped Janazik. “The noise may draw
somebody—quick, inside!”

“Can’t we swing this lightning thrower around
and blast them?” wondered a Khazaki.

“No, it’s fixed in place.” Anse threw his brawny
shoulders against the solid mass of the door. It
swung ponderously back and they dashed through
the tunnel in the thick wall—out into the open
courtyard of the castle!

The noises of the fight rose high from here, but
there were only a few warriors in sight, scurrying
back and forth on their errands without noticing
the newcomers—a fact which did not surprise
Anse or Janazik, who knew what vast confusion a
battle was. The human remembered the layout
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if not, we're really no worse off than now. I'll have
to warn him and leave the rest up to him.

The Khazaki nodded bleakly to himself. It would
probably mean his own death under Carse’s
blaster flame—and damn it, damn it, he liked liv-
ing. Even if the old world he knew were doomed,
there had been many new worlds of the Galactic
cluster. He and Anse had often dreamed of flying
over them—

However—

A red light blinked on the panel. Ellen’s signal to
cut the rockets. They were at escape velocity.

Wearily, his hand shaking, Alonzo threw the
master switch. The sudden silence was like a thun-
derclap.

And Janazik screeched the old Krakenaui dan-
ger call from his fullest lungs.

Carse turned around with a curse, awkward in
the sickening zero-gravity of free fall. “It won't do
you any good,” he yelled thickly. “I'll kill him
too—"

Alonzo threw the master switch up! With a
coughing roar, the rockets burst back into life. No
longer holding the stanchion, Carse was hurled to
the floor.

Janazik clawed at his webbing to get free. Carse
leveled his blaster on Alonzo. The engineer threw
another switch at random, and the direction of ac-
celeration shifted with sudden violence, slamming
Carse against the farther wall.

His blaster raved, and Alonzo had no time to
scream before the flame licked about him.

And in the control sroom, Anse heard Janazik’s
high ululating yell. The reflexes of the wandering
years came back to galvanize him. His sword
seemed to leap into his hand, he flung himself out
of his chair webbing with a shout . . .
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she estimated its height as 40 meters. That was
much smaller than the Ship of Father. But it was
nearly the same shape, if the hints dropped by ini-
tiates were truthful . . . and it had been seen this
morning, descending from the sky.

A chill went along her nerves. She was not espe-
cially pious; none of the Whitleys were. But this
was Mystery. They had always said it, they sang it
in the rituals and they told it to children on rainy
nights when the fires leaped high on the barracks
hearths—

Some day the Men will come to claim us.

If this was the Men.

Barbara’s hand strayed to the horn slung at her
waist. She could call the others. Claudia, the Old
Udall, had sent out the whole army to look for the
shining thing, and there must be others within ear-
- shot.

The stillness of that big metal beast was un-
nerving. It could well be a vessel of the Monsters.
The Monsters were half folk-tale, it was said they
lived on the stars like the Men and had dealings
with the Men, sometimes friendly and sometimes
otherwise.

A stray lock of rusty-red hair blew from under
Barbara’s morion and tickled her nose. She
sneezed. It seemed to crystallize decision.

Surely there were Monsters in that thing! The
Men would arrive much more portentously, land-
ing first at the Ship of Father and then at the vari-
ous towns. And there would be haloes and other
prodigies about them, and creatures of shining
steel in attendance.

Barbara was rather frightened at the idea of
Monsters—she felt her heart thump beneath the
iron breastshields—but they were less awesome
than Men. If she merely went back to town and re-
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redevelop on the frontier, isn’t it?) Basic schooling
on Earth; astronautical training on Thunderhouse
(the most notoriously slack academy in the known
Galaxy—must assemble data and file a complaint
when I get the time). Having bought his own
robotic cruiser, he came to Nerthus to start a ca-
reer in stellagraphic survey by going to Delta
Wolf’s Head—alone! As far as I could gather, his
preparations here consisted mostly of bottle hoist-
ing, skirt chasing, and a little amateur landscape
painting.

“I could not legally refuse him clearance, since
he had the training and a sufficient goodwill quo-
tient to protect any natives he might encounter. I
checked the physiological data, hoping for an ex-
cuse, but somatically he is first-rate; I presume he
makes himself excercise regularly to attract
women, but the law does not make this any of my
business. He is, in fact (or was), quite a large, good-
looking young man of the vanishing Nordic type;
his brain is excellent, if he only cared to use it; how
can I extrapolate disaster on the basis of mere
cocksureness and flippancy?

“I warned him of the vortex, and that the Service
did not plan to visit Delta until it was safely gone
from the region, in about 30 years. He replied that
it was probably safe as of now. I told him that if he
did not come back, we could not hazard lives in a
rescue party. He could not conceive that he might
not return. What he wanted, of course, was the
glory. If Delta turns out to have intelligent autoch-
thones or be an uninhabited, colonizable planet, he
will go down in history with Carsten.

“In the end, then, he left, and his At Venture is
now somewhere near the vortex. If he avoids that,
and avoids hostile natives, wild beasts, poison,
disease—the million traps a new planet lays for
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the gate. Inside, there was a broad cobbled yard
with several buildings: barracks, stables, sheds,
the Father chapel. All were in the normal Freetoon
style, long log houses with peaked sod roofs. The
hall, in the middle, was much the same, but im-
mensely bigger, its beam-ends carved into birds of
prey.

Henrietta Udall stood at its door. She was the
oldest of Claudia’s three daughters: big and
blocky, with sagging breasts and harsh black hair,
small pale eyes under tufted brows, a lump for a
nose and a gash for a mouth. The finery of em-
broidered skirt and feather cloak was wasted on
her, Barbara thought. None of the Udalls could
ever be handsome. But they could lead!

“Halt! Your hair is a mess,” said Henrietta. ‘Do
those braids over.”

Barbara bit her lip and began uncoiling the
bronze mane. It was hacked off just below her
shoulders. Spiteful blowhard, she thought. I'm bar-
ren if I do and barren if I don't. Come the day, dear
Henrietta, you won't find me on your side.

The death of an Udall was always the signal for
turmoil. Theoretically, the power went to her old-
est daughter. In practice, the sisters were likely to
fight it out between themselves; a defeated survi-
vor fled into the wilderness with her followers and
tried to start a new settlement. Day-dreams of
heading into unknown country for a fresh start
drove the sulkiness from Barbara. If, say, she rose
high in the favor of Gertrude or‘Anne . . .

“All right,” said Henrietta as Bee rose. She led
the way inside.

The main room of the Big House was long and
gloomy. Sconced torches guttered above the Old
Udall’s seat. Servants scurried around, serving
breakfast to her and to the middle-aged high-caste
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Barbara remained silent, not trusting her
tongue. Captain Janet Lundgard had emerged
from the woods with some troopers and taken
charge: set a guard on the ship, slung the uncon-
scious Monster on a spare orsper, and ridden to
town with the rest of them for escort. She had re-
ported directly to the Big House—but what had
she told? The Lundgards were not as predictable
as most families; that was one reason they were he-
reditary army officers.

“Apparently you attacked the Monster unpro-
voked,” said Claudia coldly. ‘“Father knows what
revenge it may take.”

“It had drawn a weapon on me, ma'm,” an-
swered Barbara. “If I hadn’t lassoed it, maybe it
would have destroyed all Freetoon. As it is, we
have the thing a prisoner now, don’t we?”’

“It may have friends,” whispered Elinor, her
eyes very large. A shiver went through the hall.

“Then we have a hostage,” snapped Barbara.

The Old Udall nodded. “Yes . . . there is that. I've
had relays of guards sent to its ship. None of them
report any sign of life. It, the Monster, must have
been alone.”

“How many other ships have landed, all over At-
lantis?”” wondered Henrietta.

“That’s what we have to find out,” said Claudia.
“I'm sending a party to the Ship of Father to ask
the Doctors about this. We'll also have to send
scouts to the nearest other towns, find out if
they’'ve been visited too.”

Both missions would be dangerous enough. Bar-
bara thought with a tingling what her punishment
would be. As a non-initiate, she couldn’t go to the
Ship, but she would be sent toward Greendale,
Highbridge, or Blockhouse, to spy. But that’s ter-
rific! When do we start?
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“What do you want?” replied Barbara.

“We're bringing an ultimatum,” said Gail
Whitley. “Your Udall has damned well got to turn
the Monster over to a joint guard till we get word
from the Doctors. If you don’'t—war.”

Barbara thought about if for a while. She ought
to make a break for it, try to reach Freetoon ahead
of this gang . . . no, that would earn her nothing
more than a bolt in the back. There was plaguey
well going to be a war, no Udall would cough up a
prize like the Monster. Well, who says we can’t de-
fend our own fields? Hell and thunder, we'll toss
them out on their fat cans and chase them all the
way home.

The battle would probably start tomorrow. It
was about thirty hours’ ride to Greendale, but the
enemy soldiers must already have left and be biv-
ouacked somewhere in the Ridge.

So be it! Barbara felt a welcome tension, almost
an eagerness. It was a pleasant change from her el-
dritch moods of the past days. She chatted amiably
with the others for the rest of the trip.

Bee and Ay were under the horizon when they
clattered by the patrols up to Freetoon, but Minos,
Ariadne, Theseus, and tiny Aegeus gave plenty of
light. The embassy had dismounted in the court-
yard and stamped into the Big House when Bar-
bara realized her usefulness was over. She turned
her kill over to the servants and put the two
orspers in the castle barn. Poor birds, they were so
tired. Then she ought to go tell her barracks mates,
but—

“Where’'s the Monster being kept?” she asked,
before thinking.

“In the shed under the north wall, ma'm,” said
the Nicholson groom. “Didn’t dare have him any-
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The multiple shadows thrown by Minos and the
other moons rippled weirdly before her. “Bertie,
- you've got to help! They’'re driving us back!”

He reached out and patted her in a not very
brotherly fashion. “There, there.” When it made
her hysterics worse, he shouted. After a struggle,
he got some facts.

The Greendalers had returned with allies. Out-
numbered three to one, the Freetooners were
being hammered back through their own streets.

Newburgh, Blockhouse, and Highbridge ban-
ners flew beyond the walls. It was clear enough to
Davis. Having learned about the spaceship, and
well aware she couldn’t take it alone, the
Greendale Udall had sent for help, days ago, proba-
bly. And the prize looked great enough to unite
even these factions for a while.

“But now Claudia will have to make terms,” he
blurted.

“It’s too late!” sobbed Elinor. She moaned and
ran toward the Big House. Only warriors were to
be seen, the artisans and helots had retreated into
their sheds. Davis told himself to stop shaking.

The fighting didn’t halt even for eclipse. At mid-
afternoon the gates opened and Freetoon’s army
poured into the court.

Step by step, their rearguard followed. Davis
saw Barbara at the end of the line. She had a round
wooden shield on one arm and swung a light long-
shafted ax. A red lock fell from under the battered
morion and plastered itself to a small, drawn face.

A burly warrior pushed against her. Barbara
caught the descending ax-blow on her shield. Her
own weapon chopped for the neck, missed, and bit
at the leather cuirass. It didn’t go through; low-
carbon steel got blunted almighty fast. The other
woman grinned and began hailing blows. Barbara
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Davis nodded, thinking his own thoughts. If Bess
got her hooks on him, the situation would return to
what it had been. He wouldn’t lift gravs for her
without a spear at his back and strict orders to de-
stroy some town which Union law said he must die
rather than bombard. He might well be tortured
by way of inducement.

Therefore he must recapture his boat, somehow,
despite all the guards the victorious allies would
mount over it . . . big joke!

Barbara looked at the northern ranges. “We've
scant hope of finding help this side of Smoky
Pass,” she said. “But nobody’s crossed the moun-
tains for, oh, generations. They say there are some
strange folk living over there. If they’d help . . . we
could promise them the loot from the enemy—"

“Wait a minute!”” Davis’ brain whirred. He was
not forbidden by law to use violence against primi-
tives, if it would save himself or rectify an obvi-
ously bad turn of affairs. But he doubted that a Co-
ordinator board would see eye to eye with Barbara
on what constituted rectification. “Look, look
here,” he stammered. “Wasn'’t there a message al-
ready sent to this, uh, holy Ship of yours?”

“To the Doctors? Yes,” said Valeria. “They
would decide—"

“Ah, ha!” Whoever these mysterious Doctors
were, they knew enough science to operate a par-
thenogenesis machine. He'd have a better chance
of convincing them of the truth than anyone else.
And they could order his boat returned to him!

“Let’s go to the Doctors,” he said quickly. “They
have the final disposition of the case anyway, and
we’d be safe there.”

“We can’t!” said Valeria, quite aghast. “Barbara
and I are only Maidens. And you—the Ship is sa-
cred to Father!”
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“But I'm a man,’’ argued Davis. “Or a monster, if
you insist. The rules don’t apply to me.” He
glanced at Elinor. “You're an initiate, aren’t you?"
She nodded eagerly. ““All right. You can escort me
through the taboo area.”

It took a good deal of wrangling. Being roared
down out of bigger lungs was a salutary new expe-
rience for the Whitleys. Eventually they agreed,
reserving the right to find allies if the Doctors,
who seldom mixed in politics, would not order
Freetoon liberated. The meaning of ‘‘liberation” in
such a context was vague to Davis, but the poor
lost kids needed something to hope for.

“We’ll have to continue north,” said Valeria.
“Over Smokey Pass and down through the valleys
on the other side to the coast . . . because the Holy
River route, all this region, will be full of people
hunting you, Davis. Once we reach the coast, we
can maybe get passage with the sea-dwellers, back
to the Ship at Holy River mouth.”

The prospect looked strenuous, thought the man
dismally.

At least it was summer. The Atlantean seasons
were due only to the eccentricity of Minos’ orbit,
but he had gathered that hereabouts the variation
of weather was considerable. A satellite always
facing its primary: permanent tidal bulge, terrific
mountains on the inner hemisphere and mostly
ocean on the outer . . . oh, well.

He remembered an item. “Do you have a sewing
kit?” he asked. “I'll need a, uh—"" he blushed
—'special garment.”

“I'll make it for you,” said Barbara helpfully.
‘“Just let me get the measurements.”

Davis’ ears glowed cadmium red. “No, thanks!
You wouldn’t understand.”

Elinor, who had picked up a little self-

’
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confidence, piped: “This trip will take just weeks,
won't it? But the Freetoon couriers will have
reached the Ship pretty soon. The Doctors will
send word back. Why, we may meet one of their
legates!”

“That’s all right,” said Valeria. ““Just so we don't
fall into Greendale hands.” She drew a finger
across her throat.

“Must you?” said Elinor faintly.

Davis glanced up at Minos. The big planet 5000
Earth masses, was almost half full, its amber face
blurred by a crushingly thick hydrogen atmos-
phere, cloudy bands of dull green and blue and
brown, dark blots which were storms large enough
to swallow Terra whole. He shivered. It was a long,
lonesome way home; the Service wouldn’t visit
Delta of its own accord for decades, and he didn’t
think he could survive that long. Why, missing his
antigeriatric treatments would alone cut his life
down to a lousy century! In short, me boy, you've
got no choice. You're jolly well on the Whitley
team.

He looked at the cousins and then at Elinor; she
smiled back at him. It could be a lot worse, he re-
flected. One man alone with three beautiful
girls—if he couldn’t make a good thing out of that,
he didn't deserve to . . .

Some days later, Davis Bertram shivered on the
heights of the Ridge with Elinor.

It had been a cruel trek, through the forests and
then up over the glaciers to this pass. Davis wanted
to help with the twins’ pot-hunting, at least—he
soon mastered the spring-powered repeating
crossbow—but Valeria told him coldly that he
walked too loud. Maybe that had been the worst of
the situation, the feeling of uselessness. He had al-
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couldn’t trust an apparently Earthlike planet;
chances were its biochemistry would be lethal to
man. It was rare good luck to find a world like At-
lantis. Therefore doctrine enjoined caution. First
the planet was thoroughly surveyed. Then an all-
male party landed, spent two or three years build-
ing, analyzing, testing in detail. Finally the women
came.

Somewhere in the Service archives of three cen-
turies back lay a record of a female transport with
a female crew; you didn’t mix the sexes on such a
journey unless you wanted trouble. Judging from
names, its complement had been purely North
American. The ship was bound for a new colony,
but vanished. A trepidation vortex, of course, per-
haps the same one he had managed to avoid. That
was back before anybody knew of such a thing.

The Ship had not been destroyed. It had been
tossed at an unthinkable pseudovelocity across
hundreds of light-years. The hyperdrive must have
been ruined, since it didn’t return home. It must
have emerged quite near Delta Capitis Lupi, or it
would have drifted endlessly at sublight speed till
the women died.

Pure good fortune that Atlantis was habitable.
But probably the ship had been wrecked in land-
ing, because it seemed never to have lifted gravs
again. And there they were, cut off, no way to call
for help and no way to get back.

They had little machinery, no weapons, scant
technical knowledge. They did their best—
discovered what the edible grains and domestic-
able fowl were, located mines and established
crude smelters, named the planets and moons in
classical tradition—but that was all, and their
knowledge slipped from them in a few illiterate
lifetimes.
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“What'’s the matter?” asked Davis.

“Oh, nothing.” His gaze made her want to
squirm. ‘“Leave me alone, will you?— No, I didn’t
mean that!”’

All the next day, as they rode deeper into the val-
ley, she churned over a new thought. Just suppose
Davis was really a Man. What then? Yes . . . voice
the thought, wait for Father’s thunderbolt . ..
when none came, Barbara'’s universe quivered and
lost a few bricks.

He was at least a very dear Monster, with his
songs and laughter, and he came from the stars.
The stars! Man or no, he could bring the Men, and
Atlantis would never be the same again.

Even if no Men ever came, she thought with sud-
den tears, her own Atlantis was dead. Let her re-
turn in triumph, driving out the enemy from
Freetoon, return to the comradeship of the bar-
racks and the unforgotten forest, Holy River below
her like a dawn knife and the remote lance of the
High Gaunt wreathed with cloud—for her, after
knowing Davis, it would be too narrow and lone-
some. She could never really go home.

She wanted to blurt her woe to him. It was not
the Whitley way, but there would be a strange
comfort, like having her mother back . . . only he
would not hold her like her mother—

For lack of anyone else, she confided in Valeria.
They were sitting up by the campfire while the
others slept.

“It would be better if the Men came,” agreed her
cousin. “We’ve never lived as Father meant us to.
We've just hung on, hoping, for three hundred
years.”

Barbara felt a smile tug her mouth. “It would be
fun to have a Man-child,” she murmured. “A kid
like his father—like both of us mixed together—"
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Each of these simple grass huts was for no more
than one woman and her children. The concept of
privacy was so new it felt like a hammerblow.

She was led to a hut, and goggle-eyed girls
brought her eggs, fruits, small sweet cakes, and
sang to her while she ate. Only slowly did her mind
stumble from the wreckage of its own axioms and
wonder what Davis was up to. . . .

As a matter of fact, Davis, the past weeks catch-
ing up with him, had gone to sleep. He woke near
sunset, donned the embroidered kilt, plumed head-
dress, and gold ornaments laid out for him, and
strolled from the shack to find a banquet in
preparation.

Valeria stood waiting for him in the long mellow
B-light. She has loosened her red hair and dis-
carded armor for a kilt and lei, but the scarred left
hand rested on her dagger. They started together
across the green toward a dais draped with feather
cloaks, where Barbara stood talking to a Craig
who held a carved staff.

“We seem to have found the kind of place we de-
serve,” he said.

Valeria snorted. ‘“Oh, yes, they're friendly
enough—but gutless. This island is 700 easy to de-
fend. They fish, raise fowl, have fruits the year
round, all the metal they need . . . spend their time
on arts, poetry, craft, music—"" She ended her list
with a vulgarity.

Glancing at delicately sculptured wood, subtly
designed decoration, intricate figure dancing, lis-
tening to choral music which was genuinely excel-
lent, Davis got fed up with Valeria. Narrow-
minded witch! Her own rather repulsive virtues,
hardihood and fearlessness, would be as redun-
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Valeria stood up, put an arm under Barbara’s
shoulders, and raised her tottery cousin. “I'll see
her to bed,” she said frostily.

Davis watched them disappear into one of the
huts. “Death and destruction!” he said, and
poured himself another drink.

He was tipsy, but there was no sleep in him.
Presently he wandered off across a dewed sward,
under the light-spattered shade of high trees, and
stood on the island rim looking across a broken
wilderness of stone and water and moonlight.

The fact is, me boy, and we might as well face it
with our usual modesty, Barbara is in love with me.
Maybe she doesn'’t quite realize it yet, but I know
the symptoms. Well?

Well, so if they could only shake that Valeria
hornet and that rather cloying Elinor, they could
have a lot of fun. Only somehow Barbara Whitley
wasn’t a person you could simply have fun with.
Davis grew a little scared. Cosmos sunder it, he
didn’t want to be tied down yet!

So, since he couldn’t get away from her, he'd
have to remove temptation by curing her of her
feelings. In the absence of electronic psych-
adjusters, he thought woozily, he could do that by
making her mad at him—say, by exercising his
Man’s prerogatives with, yes, with Yvonne . ..
who must be very disappointed in him : .. he
grinned and started down toward the village.

As he emerged from a grove into the unreal light,
he stopped short. A tall form approached him.
“Barbara,” he stammered.

She came to him, smiling and shaking the loose
red hair down over her back, but her eyes were big,
solemn, a little afraid. “Bert,” she said. “I have to
talk to you.” She halted and stood with hands
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Valeria emphasized the request with a dagger
flourish. Malevolence answered him: “So be it,
then ... for now! Don’t think you'll escape
Father.”

Davis turned to the Whitleys. He was pale and
breathed hard, but the words rattled from him:
‘““We have to get out of here. Keep these people cov-
ered. I'll take charge. You, you, you, you—" his fin-
ger chose young, horror-smitten girls. “Fetch out
all our stuff. And the legate’s pack. And food,
plenty of it. Elinor, pick up some bows.”

“No—no, you Monster,” she gasped.

“Suit yourself,” he laughed harshly. “Stay here
if you want to be torn to pieces as soon as we're
gone.”

Shaking, she collected an armful of weapons.

When the supplies were ready, Davis led his
group up the path, a scared and sullen village trail-
ing them several meters behind and staring into
the Whitley bowsights. Once over the bridge, he
cut the cable with a few hard ax strokes. The
bridge collapsed into the water and broke up.

“How do we get back?” cried a young Holloway.

“You can swim out and let ‘'em lower ropes for
you,” said Davis. ‘“Now, take us to those boats I
heard somebody mention."”

The burdened women trudged along the shaly
bank while Yvonne stood on the cliffs and howled
loyal curses. On the other side of a bluff, jutting
into the river, a score of long slim bark canoes with
carved stemposts were drawn up. Davis told his
prisoners to load one. “And set the others afire,”
he added to Barbara.

She nodded mutely and took forth tinder and
fire piston from her pouch. Flame licked across
the hulls. Her mind felt gluey, she didn’t know if
she could have moved without him to think for her.









150 Poul Anderson

‘““Babs, have you any idea who the Doctors are
. . . how many, what families?” _

She frowned, trying to remember. A child al-
ways picked up scraps of information meant only
for initiates . . . she overheard this, was blabbed
that by a garrulous helot. ‘“There are a few thou-
sand of them, I believe. And they’re said to be of
the best families.”

“Uh-huh. I thought so. Inferior types couldn’t
maintain this system. Even with that tremendous
monopoly of theirs, there’d have been more con-
flict between Church and State unless— Yeh.
Trevors, Whitleys, Burkes, that sort—the high
castes of Freetoon, with the wits and courage and
personality to override any local chief. Well.”

Barbara shoved her paddle through murmurous
moonlit waters. “But what are we going to do?”
she asked in helplessness.

“I think—yes. I really think we can get away
with it.” Davis took a long breath. “The word from
Lysum will be far behind us. Now, either of you
two is about the size of this dame. You can pass for
a legate yourself—"

Barbara choked. After a moment, Valeria shook
her head. “No, Bert. It can’t be done. Every child in
the soldier families gets that idea as soon as it can
talk: why not pass a Freetoon Whitley off as a,
Greendaler? There are countersigns to prevent
just that.”

“It isn’t what I meant,” said Davis. “Look here.
How are the sea people to know you’'re not a genu-
ine legate, bringing back a genuine Man? Only, on
his behalf, you requisition an escort and a lot of
fast orspers. We ride back to Freetoon, demand my
own boat—oh, yes, our pseudo-legate can also or-
der your town set free. Then we all hop into my
spaceship and ride to Nerthus—and return with a
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‘“Let me go to my spaceship,” said Davis. “That’s
all T ask.”

Joyce whirled on the crowd. ‘“Let him summmon
the other Monsters?” she yelled. “‘I lay eternal bar-
renness on anyone who helps this thing! I order
you to kill it, now!”

Nelly hefted her ax, grinning. “Who'’s next?” she
inquired.

Davis heard feet shuffle in the corridor, voices
buzz and break, spears drag on the floor. And there
was the sound of new arrivals, a few pro-Davis
women stamping in and making their own threats.
Women have slightly less tendency to act in mobs
than men do; the crowd was wavering, uncertain,
afraid.

He straightened, licked his lips, and walked for-
ward. “I'm going out,” he said. “Make way.”

Barbara, Valeria, Nelly and her two compan-
ions, followed at his heels. A handful of deter-
mined roughnecks shoved through the pack, to-
ward him, to join him. Otherwise no one stirred.
Joyce boiled under the menace of Barbara’s
cocked bow, Elinor hid her eyes. If nothing broke
this exploswe quiet—

The wind raved in coalsack streets. A lonely
score of women tramped in a circle about Davis,
toward the dock. He heard the crowd follow, but it
was too dark to see them.

Barbara—he felt the hard stock of her
arbalest—whispered venomously: “Don’t think
I'm coming along for your sake, you slimy double-
face. I haven’t any choice.”

When they emerged from canyon-like walls, onto
the wharf, enough light to see by trickled down
from the pharos. Nelly led the way to her ship.

“I'm staking one hell of a lot on your really being
a Man,” she said desolately, into the wind. “I don’t
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dearie,” she boomed. “Not seasick, I hope? No?
Good—kind of hard to believe in a seasick Man,
eh? Haw, haw, haw!” She slapped his back so he
staggered. Then, seriously: “Come into my cabin.
We got to talk.”

They sat on her bunk. She took out a pipe and
stuffed it with greenish flakes from a jar. “We
can't go on to Holy River now, that’s for sure,
chick. That Father-damned legate’s been preach-
ing hellfire to 'em back at Shield. The boats must
already be headed for the Ship to bring the glad
tidings. With a wind like this, a yawl can sail rings
around us. Time we get to Bow Island, even, all the
country will be up in arms.”

“Glutch!”’ strangled Davis.

Nelly kindled her pipe with a fire piston and
blew nauseous clouds. “Sure you aren’t seasick,
duck? All of a sudden you don’t look so good.”

“We've got to raise help,” mumbled Dauvis.
“Somewhere, somehow.”

Nelly nodded. ‘“‘Figgered as much. I'm bound for
Farewell, my home port. Got plenty of friends
there, and nobody to conterdick whatever you say.’

“But when they hear the Ship’s against us—"

“I know a lot who'll still stick by us, dearie. Girls
like our present crew. We've gotten almighty sick
of the Doctors. We see more of 'em than the up-
landers do, the—"" Nelly went into a rich catalogue
of the greed, arrogance, and general snottiness of
the Doctors. Davis guessed that a mercantile cul-
ture like this would naturally resent paying trib-
ute . . . and then, generations of sexual frustration
had to be vented somehow.

The Doctors could not all be villains. Doubtless
many were quite sincere. But Davis knew enough
Union law to be sure that anything he did to them
would be all right with the Coordination Service. It
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was they who stood between Atlantis and
civilization—more important, a normal family life.

The idea grew slowly within him as the Udall
rumbled on:

“I reckon we can raise quite a few shiploads,
then go far up the coast and strike inland toward
your boat.”

“No!” said Davis. Words poured from him. “Too
risky. It'll be guarded too heavily; and they may
have tools enough left in the Ship to demolish it.
We've got to act fast. If you think your friends are
willing to hazard their lives to be free—"

Nelly smiled. “Chick, with that beard and that
voice you can talk ‘’em into storming hell gate.”

“It won'’t be quite that bad,” said Davis. ““I hope.
What we're going to do is storm the Ship.”

The rebel fleet lay to at Ship city at high tide,
just after B-rise.

Davis stood on the Fishbird’s deck and watched
his forces move in. There were about forty vessels,
their windmills and sails like gull wings across
waters muddy-blue, rippled and streaked by an
early breeze. At their sterns flew the new flag he
had designed. His girls were quite taken with the
Jolly Roger.

The rebels numbered some 2,000 women from
the Farewell archipelago. There were more than
that to guard the Ship, but less tough, less experi-
enced in fighting—the seafolk were not above oc-
casional piracy. The odds didn’t look too bad.

Valeria stamped her feet so the deck thudded.
“I'm going ashore,” she said mutinously.

“No, you don't, chicakabiddy.” Nelly Udall
twirled a belaying pin. “Got to keep some guard
over the Man. What'’s the bloody-be-damned use of
it all if he gets himself skewered?”
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Barbara nodded coldly. ‘“She’s right, as anyone
but you could see,” she added. ‘“Not that I wouldn’t
rather guard a muck-bird!”

Davis sighed. In the three Atlantean weeks since
they left Shield Skerry, neither of the cousins had
spoken to him, or to each other without a curse.
After the hundreth rebuff, he had given up. Evil
take all women anyway! He just wanted to go
home, go back and get roaring drunk and have the
psych machine numb the pain which went with red
hair and green eyes.

He twisted his mind elsewhere. The Ship must
have been badly crippled, to land here; probably it
had come down where it could, on the last gasp of
broken engines. The walls which now enclosed it
had been built on a hill that just barely stuck out
over high tide. Eastward lay the marches, a dreary
gray land where a stone causeway slashed through
to the distance-blued peaks of the Ridge.

There must have been heavy construction equip-
ment in the Ship’s cargo. A few thousand women
could not have raised this place by hand. The ma-
chines were long ago worn out, but their work
remained.

The city was ringed by white concrete walls five
meters high, with a square watchtower at each
corner. The walls fell to the water of high tide or
the mud of ebb: inaccessible save by the causeway
entering the eastern gate or the wide quay built
out from the west side. Against this dock the rebel
boats were lying to. Gangplanks shot forth and ar-
mored women stormed onto the 'wharf.

Davis let his eyes wander back to the city. he
could see the tops of buildings above the walls, the
dome-roofed architecture of three centuries ago.
And he could see the great whaleback of the Ship
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He nodded. They had only a couple of hours be-
fore the tide dropped so far that any ship which re-
mained would be stranded, in mud or the harbor
locks, till the next high.

“So we stay,” growled Barbara. “Isn’t that the
idea?”

“Yeh,” said Davis. He drew hard on a borrowed
pipe. “Only the Doctors must have called in a lot of
upland warriors, to patrol between here and
Freetoon. Now they’ll send for their help. If things
go badly, I'd like a way to retreat.”

“You would,” she agreed, and turned her back
on him.

Axes, spears, swords clashed up on the wall,
bolts and darts gleamed in the cool early light. The
Doctor fighters were rapidly being outnumbered.
One of them, in a red cloak of leadership, winded a
horn. Her women fought their way toward her.

Davis gulped. It couldn’t be that simple! Yes, by
all creation, the Doctor forces were streaming
down a stairway into their town. A slim young
Burke cried triumph, he could hear the hawk-
shriek above all the racket and see how her dark
hair flew in the wind as she planted the Jolly Roger
on the city wall.

Now down the stairs! There was a red flash of
axes. The last legate backed out of view, thrusting
and slicing at sailor shields.

Nelly grabbed Davis and whirled him in a wild
stomp around the dock. “We got ’em, we got ‘em,
we got 'em!” she caroled. Planks shuddered be-
neath her.

The man felt sick. His whole culture was condi-
tioned against war, it remembered its past too
well. If he could have been in the action, himself,
taking his own chances, it wouldn’t have been so
gruesome. But he was the only one on Atlantis who
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“Follow me,” he said. “If you dare!”

They trotted after him, a dozen from the
Fishbird and as many more from the retreat whose
morale had picked up. He went through the door-
way and saw an ordered gridiron of paved streets
between tall concrete houses. The Ship rose huge
at the end of all avenues. From two other streets
came the noise of fighting. The battle had spread
out, and few had yet seen the gun fire. They would,
though, if he didn’t hurry, and that would be the
end of the rebellion.

“We went down this way,” pointed a Latvala.

Davis jogged between closed doors and broad
glass windows. Looking in, he saw that the inhabi-
tants did themselves well, no doubt luxury existed
elsewhere on Atlantis. He could understand their
reluctance to abandon such a way of life for the un-
tried mythic civilization of Men.

He skidded to a halt. The Doctors were rounding
the corner ahead.

There were about twenty. A line of legates, their
helmets facelessly blank, spread from wall to wall
with interlocked shields. Behind them lifted
swords and halberds.

“Get them!” shouted Nelly.

Three girls sprang ahead of Davis. One of them
was a Whitley, he thought for a moment she was
one of his Whitleys and then saw Barbara and
Valeria still flanking him.

Over the shield tops lifted a Burke face. It was an
old face, toothless and wrinkled below a tall bejew-
eled crown, and the body was stooped in white
robes. But his blaster gleamed in a skinny hand.

Davis flung out his arms and dove to the ground,
carrying Barbara and Valeria with him. Blue-
white fire sizzled overhead.

The three young girls fell, blasted through. It
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mood for it.

Minos was a thin sliver, with Bee sliding close.
Nearly eclipse time ... had all this only taken
three hours?

The Whitleys trailed him. He heard: “I take a lot
back, Val. You fought pretty good.”

‘““Hell, Babs, you're no slouch yourself. After all,
darling, you are identical with me.” '

The street opened on a narrow space running the
length of the east wall. There was a doorway in the
center, with wrought-iron gates. Davis looked
through the bars to the causeway and the marshes.
Mud gleamed on the ridge which the road fol-
lowed, birds screamed down after stranded fish.
The tide was ebbing, the ships already trapped. . .
but what the Evil, they had won, hadn’t they?

Hold on there!

The highway bent around a clump of saltwater
trees three kilometers from the city. Davis saw
what approached from the other side and grabbed
the bars with both hands.

“An army!”’ he croaked.

Rank after rank poured into view, with war-cries
and haughty banners; now he saw leather corse-
lets, iron morions, boots and spurs and streaming
cloaks. They were the hill people and they were
riding to the relief of the Doctors.

‘““A couple of thousand, at least,” muttered Bar-
bara. “The legates must have gone after them as
soon as we attacked. They've been waiting around
to kill you, my dearest—"' She whirled on him, her
visored face pressed against his side. ““And it’s too
late to retreat, we're boxed in!”’

“Not too late to fight!” shouted Valeria. Sea
women on the walls lifted horns to lips and wailed
an alarm.

Davis looked at the gate. It was locked, but it
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fall now that the gravity unit was gone.

Just in time! His impellers whirled him away.
The boat was a nova against the bitter stars of
space. Alone—weaponless—supplyless save for
the suit’s little emergency pack — well, that planet
had better be habitable!

It was a great cottony ball of cloud below him,
blinding in the harsh spatial sunlight. Below
him—yes, he was close enough, well within the re-
gion of perceptible gravitation. He turned off his
impeller and let himself fall. A few hours—

The silence and loneliness oppressed him. As the
thunder of his heart and blood eased, he consid-
ered the years ahead, a liftime of separation from
humankind and all he had known. The lifetime
would be short unless he was lucky. His name
would be bandied among the Traders for perhaps a
decade, and then his very memory would be dust.

Well—not much he could do about it. At least his
instruments had told him the planet was Terra-
type: about the same size and mass, pretty similar
atmosphere. That meant green plants, which in
turn meant animals with high probability, which
might mean intelligent natives; but of course
everything might be poisonous to his metabolism.
He didn’t think the natives would be very far ad-
vanced, technologically; the planet was rather
close to its sun, an obscure G6 dwarf, steamy and
tropical and perpetually cloudy—so it was un-
likely that its dwellers would have much concept
of astronomy, the father of the sciences. Still, you
never knew.

First there was the problem of oettmg down. He
gave himself a northward velocity—the subarctic
regions would be most comfortable for a human. It
was necessary to be careful with energy; his
powerpack had barely enough to land him and
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maybe fly around a bit, without wasting any.
The slow hours passed.

When he came below the high permanent clouds
it was raining. He swung into the wind, the strong
heavy flow of water sluicing over his helmet and
blurring vision, lightning savage above him. By the
time he was out of the storm, his energy meter was
flickering near zero. He slanted groundward,
studying the terrain with wary eyes.

It was a rolling land of hills and broad velleys,
green with a sweeping stretch of jungle, snaked
through by long rivers. But he was on the tringe of
the wilds. Beyond were cultivated fields, stone
huts scattered like grain seeds over the mighty
planetscape, wide highways of beaten earth con-
verging on the distant walls of a city. Quite a size-
able city, too, there in the middle of its huge do-
main; it might well have twenty or thirty thousand
inhabitants if they were humanoid. Weber's brain
began to calculate.

You could never tell in advance how primitives
were going to react. There were the unpredictable
inherent differences, due to climate and ecology
and physiology and the very external appearance;
and then within the same species you could get
fantastic variations of thought and behavior pat-
terns from culture to culture. But his best chances
lay in a sort of polite boldness, at least till he knew
his way around = little better.

He landed with a jarring thump as his
powerpack finally sputtered to extinction. Not far
off, behind a grove of trees, stood a hamlet of some
ten buildings. Dismissing thoughts of bacteria,
molds, and other forms of slow or sudden death,
Weber got to his feet, threw back his helmet and
breathed deeply.
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It was a warm, moist, pleasant air, pungent with
the aroma of earth and forest and life, heady after
the staleness of his suit. The clouds made a fea-
tureless gray sky overhead, and there were no visi-
ble shadows in that diffused light, but vision was
clear enough. A brilliantly feathered bird flew
squawking above him. He crossed the field in
which he’d landed, set his boots on the road, and
started walking toward the village.

The natives came out of it, and others ran from
the distant farm huts, converging on him with
shrill whoops. He stopped, folded his arms, and
waited.

Humanoid—yes, very. If he survived, his ship-
wreck might prove quite tolerable. They were a
slightly built folk, several centimeters shorter.
than the average Terran, six fingers to a hand and
six toes to a sandaled foot, pointed ears, pale blu-
ish skins, hair and eyes of deep purple, the males
beardless as the females—but with handsome fea-
tures not unlike the Caucasian, wiry and graceful
of body. Both sexes wore little more than a loin-
cloth, but the males had all the color and most of
the shell, tooth, and hammered copper ornaments,
feathers in their long hair, tattooing on their
breasts. They brandished obsidian spears and
axes, and some had wicked-looking wooden
swords saw-toothed with chips of flint. They stood
and stared at him.

Weber, who was a big blond man, lifted one arm
-with all the solemnity he could muster. The natives
slowed their prancing approach, wemen huddling
behind the ranked men, children screaming, a
pack of lithe, long-bodied, blue-furred animals
yowling. The peasants coming near, hoes and
spades still clutched in their grimy hands, were al-
most as gaudily equipped as the villagers. Since it









TEUCAN 189

back to his new wives in the middle-sized hours of
morning.

By Sirius, if he couldn’t make a good thing out of
this he didn’t deserve the name of Trader!

Without making claims to brilliance or to any
outstanding intellectual interests, beyond the
making and spending of as much money as possi-
ble, Weber Franz had a sharp brain and knew how
to use it. The first thing was to learn the language
and find out what the devil he’d gotten himself
into.

He held the most intelligent-looking of his wives
back from work in his fields and drafted her as his
instructor. There was little danger of upsetting his
godhead, it any, by asking to be taught
something—one very general rule about primi-
tives is that they don’t worry about consistency
and a god who doesn’t know the language is not a
contradiction. He wasn’t much disturbed in the
next few days—his wives did the farming and
household chores and except for the gaping chil-
dren the villagers left him pretty much alone—-so
he could devote his full time to study. His tutor
was only too pleased to be free of manual labor,
and the primary trouble was the attempt of a cou-
ple of the others, jealous of her privilege, to kill
her. Weber knocked a few teeth out and had no dit-
ficulties thereafter. He was beginning to realize
that brutality was an accepted feature of this soci-
ety. The men swaggered and fought, the villagers
brow-beat the peasants, the children abused the
animals—and still there seemed to be as much
laughter here as anywhere else. They must like it,
he thought.

Traders generally didn’t have too much to do
with races as backward as this one. The ideal was a



190 Poul Anderson

people far enough advanced to have something
worth buying or bilking them out of. Thus Weber’s
knowledge of the present level of society was
scant, a fact which caused him considerable grief
later on. But he had had mind training, and he un-
derstood linguistic principles, so he learned fast
now. The names of simple objects and
actions—more abstract words derived by indirec-
tion or from context—and the language was agglu-
tinative, which helped a lot. It wasn’'t many days
before he could understand and make himself
understood.

This, it seemed, was the village of Tubarro, part
of the domain of Azunica, to which it paid tribute
in the form of food-stuffs and slaves. He—Beber,
as they rendered it—was now the Teucan of
Tubarro, having killed the old one. He didn’t dare
ask directly what the Teucan was—that might be
going too far—and said merely that he had come
from the far land of Terra.

Once a levy of soldiers marched down the road
toward Azunica, gay with feathers and shields and
flowing cloaks, drums and flutes and gongs, lead-
ing a hundred miserable-looking captives roped to-
gether. And there was a lot of traffic, runners
speeding up and down the highway, porters mov-
ing under fantastic loads, nobles borne in litters
and commoners trudging with goods bought or to
sell. The life of this culture seemed to be in
Azunica; Tubarro was only a sleepy fuel station
and supply store. Weber decided that he would
have to visit the city.

But as it happened, the city came to him.

They arrived toward evening, about two weeks
after Weber's arrival—though he had lost count of
time in the monotonous round of days. There was









TEUCAN 193

“I am content here, sir,” he said. “I have my
house and my fields and my wives. Why should I
move?”’

“But reflect, sir. You will grow old and
weak—or perhaps, even before that time, there
will be a lucky challenger. There are many restless
young men who seek a teucanno to make their for-
tune. You will have to fight many times a year. And
all for this little village!”

“But there would be even more challangers in
Azunica, would there not?”

For an instant the old man looked astonished,
and then the mask clamped down again and the
eyes were shrewd. There was a good brain under
that grey-streaked purple hair. By betraying his ig-
norance, Weber had started the brain thinking.
The Terran looked nervously at the door, but none
of the soldiers shifted from the post of attention.

“You jest, sir,”” said the priest. “Unless it is in-
deed that they do matters very differently in your
homeland. No, who would dare lift a hand against
the Teucan of Azunica? He is—he is the Teucan’
What he would have is his for the asking. Should
he tell a man to slay himself, that man would
plunge the knife in his own belly on the instant.”

Hmmm—yes, apparently the Teucan of
Azunica—which, after all, was the capital of a
fairsized theocratic empire—was something dif-
ferent from the Teucan of a village. The latter
were—what? Symbols of some kind, no more. The
former might well be an incarnate god.

“The homes of Azunica are stuffed with gold and
feathers, sir,” said the priest persuasively. “The
meats are tender, the fruits are sweet, the beer is a
singing in the blood. The maidens are young and
lovely. The lords of the realm are glad to wait on
the Teucan as his slaves.” He sighed. “It is clear to
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Weber caught at his sanity with both hands. If I
don'’t, someone else will—after I'm dead.

He walked slowly forward. “The liver lies here,
my lord,” pointed Zacalli.

The knife was sharp, but there were many pris-
oners. Weber had to stop now and again to vomit.
The priests’ faces were like carven masks.

It was done—the earth had been fed—and Weber
went down again to the orgiastic multitude and
slowly back to his dwelling. Even after the blood
had been washed off and his concubines had
anointed him, he felt it red and wet on his skin,
soaking through.

There is a certain type of man, energetic, adapt-
able, and possessed of a hard common sense
rather than any great intellect, who goes where the
most money is to be gotten and moves the world to
get at it. Afterward he becomes a figure of legend
and romance, but in his own time he is merely a
practical, if adventurous, businessman, not a
brute but not especially tender-minded, willing to
take risks but not foolhardy. The glamor is added
by others. In the so-called First Dark Age it was the
viking. In the Second Dark Age it was the Martian
war lord. Now, when man has reached the stars, it
is the Trader.

He fulfills little economic purpose—civilization
just doesn’t need him—but by juggling goods from
one planet to another he can often accumulate a
tidy fortune for himself. He is, usually, cordially
disliked by everyone else, for his practices are
sharp at best and piratical at worst. He is apt to
break the law and sneak beyond the frontier to
find worlds never visited before, and there is little
which the Co-ordination Service can do about it ex-
cept hope that he doesn’t work too much harm.
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flattery. A few times he summoned others to him,
soldiers, artisans, commoners hailed in the streets
as he went by, but they were too awed for coher-
ence. With his harem he could relax, they laughed
and frolicked with their master, but they were all
featherheads who had never seen the real life of
the world, born and bred merely to please a man'’s
body. When he complained of this latter fact once
to Zacalli, the Chief Servant hurried off and
brought him the most intelligent woman in
Azunica, wife of a petty noble, and she proved as
evasive in her talk as the high priest himself.
Coached in advance?

Yes—a conspiracy of some kind. Weber investi-
gated, making surprise visits to all sections of the
palaces, snapping questions at underlings who
were too frightened to do more than stammer the
truth. Such as it was—they weren’t aware of a plot,
they merely did their jobs, but the fact emerged
and when he had it Weber laughed. This, at least,
was something he could understand. And it was
merely that the Teucan was an elaborate figure-
head and the Temple bureaucracy did everything
which counted.

Well—he’d see about that!

Easy, though, easy. He’d been thinking of a way
to eliminate the human sacrifices, but it would be
a long, difficult job. He couldn’t merely order
them discontinued—most likely the people
wouldn’t stand for that, and if somehow he did
succeed it would be destroying the fertility cult
which was the very basis of his power. No, changes
would have to be slow, and he’d just have to rid
himself of squeamishness.

But he learned there was to be a staff meeting to
plan the summer campaign, and insisted on being
there. It was an odd conference, the feathered and
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Wasn't much he could do now. Azunica was hud-
dled into itself, waiting for spring, and the world
lay dark and sodden beyond. His energy, baffled
by its initial attempts, gave up the fight and turned
to the pleasures which were given him in such
unceasing abundance and variety. Now and then
he thought dimly that it was bad to stop thinking,
that there were implications which he should rea-
son out for his own safety, but the very air seemed .
to cloud his brain. Some other time. There was
time enough; he’d be here till he died.

A drum was beating, somewhere far off, it had
been going every day for quite a while now. Zacalli
said that it was the first faint rite of spring. When
they had three clear days in a row, then it was time
for the banyaquil.

Weber looked out again. By Cosmos, the rain
was slackening. Night swirled slowly out of the
streets, up toward the hidden sky, and a thick
white mist rose with it. The rain grew thinner.
Maybe there wouldn’t be any tomorrow.

There wasn’t, except for a brief shower which
didn’t count. Nor the next day. The drums were
loud now, thuttering an insistent summons, and
the Temple buildings were suddenly alive with
softfooted priests hurrying on their errands. From
the top of the pyramid, Weber could see that the
peasants were already out, scratching up their
fields, sowing grain. He’'d have to give them a
proper plow this year.

This year! Had it been a year? Well, the cycle
was shorter on this planet. He wondered if it was
springtime on Terra.

There was a feast that night—orgy might better
describe it—over which he was expected to pre-
side. Which he did, hilariously. The rains were
ending! He slept most of the following day, which
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Earth. He said its quiet, its intellectuality, were
downright refreshing, and he could get all the row-
diness he wanted elsewhere. But of course his cus-
tom put him at the nerve center of the Service, in-
sofar as an organization operating across a frac-
tion of the galaxy can have one. He got a larger pic-
ture than most of his colleagues of how it fared
with the Pact. This made him more effective. He
was a dedicated man.

I suspect he also wanted to renew his humanity
at the wellspring of humankind, he who spent
most of his life amidst otherness. Thus he was
strengthened in his will to be a faithful guardian.

Not that he was a prig. He was large and dark,
with aquiline features and hard aquamarine eyes.
But his smile was ready, his humor was dry, his
tunic and culottes were always in the latest mode,
he enjoyed every aspect of life from Bach to beer.

When the machine summoned him to the Good
Luck affair, he had been living for a while at
Laugerie Haute, which is in the heart of the steep,
green, altogether beautiful Dordogne country. His
girl of the moment had a stone house that was built
in the Middle Ages against an overhanging cliff. Its
interior renovation did not change its exterior an-
cientness, which made it seem a part of the hills or
they a part of it. But in front grew bushes, covering
a site excavated centuries ago, where flint-working
reindeer hunters lived for millennia while the gla-
cier covered North Europe. And daily overhead
through the bright sky glided a spear that was the
Greenland-Algeria carrier; and at night, across the
stars where men now traveled, moved sparks that
were spaceships lifting out of Earth’s shadow. In
few other parts of the planet could you be more
fully in the oneness of time.

“You don't have to go, not yet,” Braganza Diane






214 Poul Anderson

clashed, stole, evangelized, grew rich, grew poor,
came, went, and were forgotten, beneath a tawdry
front was that heedless vigor which the cargo
ships bring from their homes to enclaves like this.
Trevelyan allowed himself a brief “Phew!” when
the stinks rolled around him.

He knew this town, on a hundred different
worlds. He knew how to make inquiries of chance-
met drinking companions. Eventually he found
one of Murdoch’s crew who could tell him where
the boss was this evening. It turned out to be no
dive, with the smoke of a dozen drugs stinging the
eyes, but the discreet and expensive Altair House.

There a headwaiter, live though extraterrestrial,
would not conduct him to his man. Captain
Murdoch had requested privacy for a conference.
Captain Murdoch was entitled to— Trevelyan
showed his identification. It gave no legal preroga-
tive; but a while ago the Service had forestalled a
war on the headwaiter’s native planet.

Upstairs, he chimed for admittance to the room.
He had been told that Captain Murdoch’s dinner
guest had left, seemingly well pleased, while Cap-
tain Murdoch and his female companion stayed be-
hind with a fresh order of champagne, vigorator,
and other aids to celebration. “Come in, come in!”
boomed the remembered hearty voice. The door di-
lated and Trevelyan trod through.

“Huh? I thought you were— Sunblaze! You
again!” Murdoch surged to his feet. Briefly he
stood motionless, among drapes and paintings,
sparkling glassware, drift of music and incense.
Then, tiger softly, he came around the table to a
fist’s reach of Trevelyan.

He was as tall, and broader in the shoulders. His
features were rugged, deeply weathered, blond
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diction over the entire cosmos?”’

‘““Ease off, Faustina,” Murdoch said.

“The Union is not a government, although many
governments support it,” Trevelyan said to the
woman. ‘‘This galaxy alone is too big for any power
to control. But we do claim the right to prevent
matters from getting out of hand, as far as we're
able. That includes wrongdoing by our own citi-
zens anywhere.”

“The Cordys never jailed me,” Murdoch said.
“They only scuppered my operation. I got away in
time and left no usable evidence. No hard feel-
ings.” He raised his glass. Unwillingly, Trevelyan
clinked rims with him and drank. “In fact,”
Murdoch added, “I'm grateful to you, friend. You
showed me the error of my ways. Now I've orga-
nized a thing that’ll not only make me rich, but so
respectable that nobody can belch in my presence
without a permit.”

Faustina ignited a cigarette and smoked in hard
puffs. )

“TI've been asked to verify that,” Trevelyan said.

“Why, everything’'s open and honest,” Murdoch
said. “You know it already. I got me a ship, never
mind how, and went exploring out Eridanus way. I
found a planet, uninhabited but colonizable, and
filed for a discoverer’s patent. The Service inspec-
tion team verified that Good Luck, as I'm calling it,
is a lawfully expliotable world. Here I am on
Earth, collecting men and equipment for the pre-
liminary work of making a defined area safe for
humans. You remember.” His manner grew delib-
erately patronizing. ‘“Check for dangerous organ-
isms and substances in the environment, establish
the weather and seismic patterns, et cetera. When
we're finished, I'll advertise my real estate and my
ferry service to it. For the duration of my patent, [
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“Or good night, if you prefer,” Murdoch said in
friendlier wise.

Trevelyan rose, bowed, murmured the polite for-
mulas, and left. Inwardly he felt cold. There had
been more than a gloat in his enemy’s manner;
there had been the expectation of revenge.

It looks as if I'd better take direct action, he
thought.

- The Campesino cleared from orbit, ran out of the
Solar System on gravs, and went into hyperdrive
in the usual fashion. She was a long-range cruiser
with boats and gear for a variety of conditions.
Aboard were Murdoch, Faustina, half a dozen
spacemen, and a score of technicians.

The service speedster Genji followed, manned
by Trevelyan and that being whose humanly
unpronounceable name was believed to mean
something like Smokesmith. To shadow another
vessel is more art than science and more witch-
craft than either. Campesino could easily be
tracked while in the normal mode—by amplied
sight, thermal radiation, radar, neutrinos from the
powerplant. But once she went over to the tachyon
mode, only a weak emission of super-light
particles was available. And Murdoch also had de-
tectors, surely kept wide open.

With skill and luck, Genji could stay at the effec-
tive edge of the field she was observing, while it
masked her own. For this to be possible, however,
she must be much smaller as well as much faster
than the other craft. Therefore nothing more for-
midable than her could be used. She did have a
blast cannon, a couple of heavy slugthrowers, and
several one-meter dirigible missiles with low-yield
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make up teams out of diverse breeds. The mem-
bers must be compatible in their physical require-
ments but, preferably, different enough in psy-
chologies and abilities that they form a whole
which is more than its parts.

The trouble was, Trevelyan had never before en-
countered a being from the planet men called
Reardon’s. He had heard of them, but space is too
full of life for us to remember it all, let alone meet
1t.

Smokesmith’s barrel-like body stood about 140
centimeters high on four stumpy, claw-footed legs.
Four tentacles ringed the top of it, each ending in
three boneless fingers whose grip was astonishing.
The head was more like a clump of fleshy blue pet-
als than anything else; patterns upon them were
the outward signs of sense organs, though
Trevelyan didn’t know how these worked. Withal,
Smokesmith was handsome in his (?) fashion. In-
deed, the mother-of-pearl iridescence on his ru-
gose torso was lovely to watch.

The man decided on a straightforward ap-
proach. “Well,” he said, “‘the fact that Murdoch is
involved was in itself suspicious. He probably
came to Earth to outfit, rather than some colonial
world where he isn’t known, because he wouldn’t
attract attention.”

“I should extrapolate otherwise, when few com-
mercial ventures originate on Earth.”

“But the average Terrestrial hasn’t got the aver-
age colonist’s lively interest in such matters. The
port cities are mostly ignored by the rest of the
planet, a regrettable necessity to be kept within
proper bounds. Then, too, Murdoch would have a
better chance of getting substantial but close-
mouthed—uh, that means secretive—money help
on Earth, which is still the primary banker of the
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phy. That, and reading, and listening to music
tapes, and tinkering with handicrafts, and phys-
ical exercises, had been his refuge from the weary
weeks. Smokesmith was a decent being in his way,
but too alien for games or conversation. When
asked how he passed the time, with no apparent
motion save of his endlessly interweaving arms, he
replied: “I make my alternate life. Your language
lacks the necessary concepts.”

The blossoming of what had been merely an-
other, slowly waxing blue star, jerked Trevelyan to
alertness. He sat up, clenched hands on chair
arms, and stared at the simulacrum until his vi-
sion seemed to drown in those glittering dark
depths. The star climbed in brilliance even as he
watched, for Genji passed the wave front of the ini-
tial explosion and entered that which had come
later. It dominated the whole sky before Trevelyan
could shout:

“Supernova!”’

And still it flamed higher, until its one searing
point gave fifty times the light that full Luna does
to Earth, ten million times the light of the next
most luminous—and nearby—sun. Although the
screens throttled down that terrible whiteness,
Trevelyan could not look close to it, and his vision
was fogged with shining spots for minutes after
the glimpse he had first gotten.

Smokesmith’s claws clicked on the deck of the
conn section as the Reardonite entered. Trevelyan
caught a hackle-raising whiff from him and knew
he was equally awed. Perhaps his expressionless
phrasing was a defense:

“Yes, a supernova of Type I, if the theoretical
accounts I have witnessed are correct. They are es-
timated to occur at the rate of one every fifty-odd
years in the galaxy. The remnants of some have
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been investigated, but to date no outburst has been
observed within the range of recorded
explorations.”

“We've gone beyond that range already,” the
man whispered. He shook himself. “Is Murdoch
headed toward it?”

“Approximately. No change in course.”

“Can’t be coincidence. He must have traveled
far, looking for game the Cordys wouldn’t take
from him, and—" Roughly: “Let’s get some
readings.”

Instruments, astrophysical files carried on
every Service vessel, and computation produced a
few answers. The star was about 150 parsecs
away, which meant it had died five centuries ago.
It had been a blue giant, with a mass of some ten
Sols, an intrinsic luminosity of perhaps 50,000; but
the Scorpian clouds had hidden it from early Ter-
restrial astronomers, and modern scientists were
as yet too busy to come this far afield.

So wild a burning could not go on for many mil-
lion years. Instabilities built up until the great star
shattered itself. At the peak of its explosion, it
flooded forth energy equal to the output of the rest
of the galaxy.

That could last for no more than days, of course.
Racing down the light-years, Trevelyan saw the lu-
rid splendor fade. A mistiness began to grow, a
nebula born of escaped gases, rich in new nuclei of
the heavier elements, destined at last to enter into
the formation of new suns and planets.
Insturments picked out the core of the star:
whitely shining, fiercer still in the X-ray spectrum,
lethal to come near. But it collapsed rapidly be-
neath its own monstrous gravitation, to the size of
a dwarf, a Jupiter, an Earth. At the end it would be
so dense that nothing, not even light, could leave;
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and it would have vanished from the universe.

Trevelyan said with bleak anger: “He didn't re-
port it. The information that’s already been lost as
the wave front swelled—"

‘“Shall we return at once?” the Reardonite
asked.

“Well . . . no, I suppose not. If we let Murdoch
go, Cosmos knows what deviltry might happen.
There'll be other supernovas, but a dead sentience
doesn’t come back.”

“We have a strong indication of his goal.”

“What?” Trevelyan set down the pipe he had
been nervously loading.

“Examine the photomultiplier screen, and next
these.” Fingertendrils snaked across dial faces.
“The star to which I point is an ordianry G3 sun
within a hundred light-years of the supernova.
Proper motions show that it was somewhat closer
at the time of the eruption. Our study object is on
an unmistakable in.ercept track. It is plausible
that this is meant to terminate there.”

“But— No!"” Trevelyan protested. “What can he
want?”’

“The dosage received by any planet of the lesser
sun, through the cosmic rays given off by the
larger at its maximum, was in the thousands of
roentgens, delivered in a period of days. Atmos-
phere and magnetic field would have provided
some shielding, but the effect must nonetheless
have been biologically catastrophic. Presumably,
though, most lower forms of life would survive, es-
pecially vegetable and marine species. A new eco-
logical balance would soon be struck, doubtless
unstable and plagued by a high mutation rate but
converging upon stability. Probably the infall of
radionuclides, concentrated in certain areas by
natural processes, would make caution advisable
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But savage descendants of a city-building race
would live in villages. Genji’s sensors would regis-
ter their very campfires. Besides, it was more rea-
sonable that some comeback would have been
made, however weak. For the sleet of cosmic radia-
tion harmed no buildings, no tools or machines, no
books, little, indeed, except what was alive.

Gazing into a viewscreen, where clouds panted
briefly to show high towers by a lake, Trevelyan
said: “Populous, which means they had efficient
agriculture and transportation, at least in their
most advanced regions. I can identify railway lines
and the traces of roads. Early industrial, I'd guess,
combustion engines, possible limited use of elec-
tricity. . . . But they had more aesthetic sense, or
something, than most cultures at that technologi-
cal level. They kept beauty around them.” He
hauled his thoughts away from what that implied.
If he did not stay impersonal he must weep.

“Did they succumb to radiation effects alone?”’
Smokesmith wondered. He appeared to have no
trouble maintaining detachment. But then, he did
not feel humanlike emotions, as Trevelyan judged
the dead beings had. ‘“Shelter was available.”

‘““Maybe they didn’t know about radioactivity. Or
maybe the escapers were too few, too scattered,
too badly mutated. Anyhow, they're gone—Hold!”

Trevelyan's hands danced over the board. Genji
swung about, backtracked, and came to hover.

Atmosphere blurred the magnified view, but
beams, detectors, and computer analysis helped. A
town stood on an island in a wide river. Thus, de-
spite the bridges that soared from bank to bank, it
was not thickly begrown by vegetation. What had
entered was largely cleared away: recent work, the
rawness identifiable. The job had been done by ma-
chines, a couple of which stood openly in a central
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crete, as firm as the day it was dedicated. He
landed there, and presently walked forth. A grav
sled would have taken him faster and easier, but
part of his aim was to get to know somewhat about
those who were departed. His ship, all systems on
standby, fell behind him like a coppery cenotaph.

He didn’t worry about the safety of the environ-
ment. Murdoch had proven that for him. What had
still to be learned was mere detail: for instance,
what imported crops would do well?”

Any number, Trevelyan felt sure. It was a rich
and generous planet. No doubt it had been more so
before the catastrophe, but it remained wonderful
enough, and nature was fast healing the wounds.

The bay glittered and chuckled between golden-
green hills. At its entrance began an ocean; coming
down, he had identified fantastically big shoals of
marine plants and animals. No wings rode the
wind that rumpled his hair. Most, perhaps all ver-
tebrates were extinct. But lower forms had sur-
vived the disaster. Insects, or their equivalent,
swarmed on delicate membranes that often threw
back the sunlight in rainbows. Silvery forms
leaped from the water. The wind smelled of salt,
iodine, and life.

Overhead wandered some clouds, blue-
shadowed in a dazzlingly blue heaven. At this sea-
son, the supernova was aloft by day, invisible. Dis-
aster, Trevelyan thought with a shudder. How
little had Earth’s ancient astrologers known of
how terrible a word they were shaping!

But the day was sunny, cool, and peaceful. He
walked shore-ward, looking.

The watercraft had sunk or drifted free of their
rotted lines. However, the shallower water inshore
was so clear that he could see a few where they lay,
somewhat preserved. The gracious outlines of the
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beyond into farm and town. But the invasion was
slow. The wilderness had all the time in the world.
It was in full occupation of the shoreward edges of
this city, and reducing the next line, but as yet just
a few forerunners and (Trevelyan thought with a
hurtful smile) sappers had won this near the
waterfront.

The buildings of granite, marble, and masonry
rose tall, washed by rain and sunlight, little dam-
aged by weather, only occasional creepers
blurring their outlines. Like the relief sculptureon
their walls, they leaped and soared, not as man-
built skyscrapers do but in that peculiar rhythm
which made their heights seem to fly. They were
colonnaded, balustraded, many-windowed, and
kept some of the coloring that once softened their
austerity.

Trevelyan wondered at the absence of parks or
gardens. His observations from altitude had sug-
gested a deep-reaching iove of landscape and care
for it. And floral motifs were about the commonest
decorations. Well, the dwellers had not been hu-
man; it would take long to get some insight to what
their race psyche might have been. Maybe they en-
joyed the contrast of art and openness. If this place
was typical, every city was a delight to live in. At
some economic sacrifice, the dwellers had avoided
filling their air and water with noise, dirt, and
poison. To be sure, they were lucky that no heating
was required. But as far as Trevelyan had been
able to ascertain, industrial plants were widely
scattered outside urban limits, connected by rail-
ways. There were no automobiles, though that was
probably within the technological capabilities. In-
stead, he found the depictions, and some bones, of
large quadrupeds that served like horses; he also
identified the hulks of what appeared to have been
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public vehicles with primitive electric motors. It
was hard to tell after four hundred years, but he at
least got the impression that, while theirs was a
productive and prosperous civilization, the dwell-
ers had not created overly much trash either. They
could have foreseen the problem and taken steps.
He'd like to know.

Not that they were saints. He came upon statues
and dimmed murals which showed combat. Twice,
above inscriptions he would never interpret, he
saw a being dressed in rags bursting chains off
himself; no doubt somebody put those chains on in
the first place. But oftenest he found imagery
which he read as of affection, gentleness, work,
teaching, discovery, or the sheer splendor of being
alive.

He entered courtyards, walked past dried pools
and fountains, on into the buildings. Few had ele-
vators, which was suggestive since the culture
could have supplied them. He noted that the shafts
of the wide circular staircases would easily accom-
modate grav lifts. The murals indoors were
scarcely faded; their vividness took some of the
grief off him. Nevertheless, and although he was
not superstitious or even especially religious, he
knocked on the first door he came to.

Every door was sliding or folding, none bore
locks or latches, which again implied unusual
traits. The majority of apartments had been de-
serted. Cloth had decayed, metal tarnished, plaster
cracked, and dust fallen centimeters thick. But the
furnishings remained usable by humans, who
were formed quite like the dwellers. Clean and
patch up; restore the water supply; make do with
the airily shaped oil lanterns, if need be, and a
camp stove since the original owners didn’t seem
to have cooked anything; throw padding over
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chairs, divans, beds, intricately grained floors: and
you would be altogether comfortable. Soon power
would become available, and you could change the
place around at your leisure until it was ideal.

Early in the game, though, you'd better get rid of
those pictures, papers, enigmatic tools, and
shelves full of books. They could be disturbing to
live with.

As the hours passed, Trevelyan did find skele-
tons in a few apartments. Either these individuals
had died by surprise, like those he infrequently no-
ticed in the streets, or they desired privacy for
their final day. One lay in a kind of chaise longue,
with a book upon what had been the lap. Twice he
found small skeletons covered by a large one. Did
the mother understand that death was coming
from the sky? Yes, she could see it up there, a point
of radiance to brilliant to look near, surrounded by
the auroras it evoked in this atmosphere. Probably
she knew the death was everywhere. But she was
driven by the instinct of Niobe.

When he discovered the ossuary, Trevelyan de-
cided there must be several, and this was how the
average dweller had elected to go. It was in a large
hall—theater? auditorium? temple? The most sus-
ceptible must already have died, and radiation
sickness be upon the rest. In man it approaches its
terminus with nausea, vomiting, hair coming out,
internal bleeding, blood from the orifices and eyes,
strengthlessness, fever, and delirium. Doubtless it
was similar for the dwellers.

Outside were the remants of séveral improvised
coal furnaces. Their pipes fed into the sealed hall,
carbon monoxide generators. Bones and rusted
weapons nearby suggested the operators had fin-
ished their task and then themselves. The door was
the single tightly fastened one Trevelyan had en-
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scientific value.” Trevelyan kept his tone amiable
and a faint smile on his mouth. “I refer to that is-
land city. But the planet is such an archaeological
and biological Golconda that we’ll overlook your
indiscretion, we'll put it down to an amateur's for-
givable enthusiasm, in exchange for the service
you've done to civilization by bringing this world
to our knowledge. You'll remember an agent like
me has authority to issue pardons in minor cases.
I'll write you one today, if you wish, and recom-
mend you for next year’s Polaris Medal into the
bargain.”

He offered his hand. “Stop worrying,” he said.
‘“Let’s have a drink and go home together.”

Murdoch did not take the hand. The big man
stood for a while, staring, and the silence of the
dead grew and grew. He broke it with a whisper:
‘““Are you serious?”’

Trevelyan dropped pretense. He said in a hard-
ened voice, while his nerves felt the surrounding
guns: “It’s an honest offer. You already have Good
Luck to make your living off. Be content with
that.”

“Good Luck?” Faustina cried. She swept one
arm in a taloned arc. “You incredible idiot! This is
Good Luck!”

“I kept hoping it wasn’t,” Trevelyan said low.

“What do you figure I had in mind?”” Murdoch
demanded. )

“Obvious,” Trevelyan sighed. “Here was your
real discovery. But how to exploit it? You couldn’t
get a patent, because the Union would forbid colo-
nization until the scientists finished their re-
searches. Considering the distance, and the short-
age of personnel, and the vast amout there is to
study, that would take at least a hundred years,
probably longer. In fact, the odds are we’d put a se-
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“Nothing,” Trevelyan said. “How could we dis-
place tens of thousands, maybe millions of men,
women, and children, who’d come in good faith,
started a good new life, put down roots, begun
bringing forth a new generation? It’d be a political
impossibility, a moral one, maybe a physical one.
They’'d fight for their homes, and we couldn’t
bomb them, could we?

“You personally would be subject to—in theory,
confiscation of your properties and imprisonment
of your body. In practice, you’d have put both
where we couldn’t touch them without more effort
and killing than it was worth. You’d have rigged
the colonial government and its constitution early
in the game to make you something like the Found-
ing Father president of Good Luck. They’d fight for
you too. So, rather than violate its own prohibition
on conquest—for the sake of scientific and aes-
thetic values that’d already been ruined—the
Union would accept what you’d done to it.”

Trevelyan closed his mouth. He felt hoarse and
tired and wanted a smoke, but didn’t dare reach
for his pipe under those guns.

Murdoch nodded. “You read me good.” He
chuckled. “Thanks for the Founding Father title. I
hadn’t thought of that. Sounds like what I need.”

“I can’t allow it, you know,” Trevelyan said.

“Why not?”” Murdoch grew curiously earnest.
“What's here, really? A worldful of bones. I'm
sorry it happened, but dead’s dead. And they were,
well, one more race among millions. What can we
learn from them that matters? Oh, I suppose you
can hope for a new technique or art form or what-
ever, that’ll revolutionize civilization. But you
prob’ly understand better than me how small that
chance is. Meanwhile, yonder we've got people
who're alive, and hurting, now.”
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realize it won’t bother Smokesmith to-annihilate
me along with you. But he agrees it’s undesirable.
So is the destruction of this beautiful plaza. Let's
compromise.”’

“I asked what do you want, you devil?”

““Safe conduct back to my vessel. Smokesmith
will monitor me by radio. Your ship will stay put.
At the first sign of any ill faith whatsoever, he
shoots. At worst, you see, he must eliminate both
ships and hope this world gets rediscovered by
someone who'll respect it. Once aloft, I'll quickly
drop down again and pick him up, too quickly for
you to rise. At that point you’'ll be helpless; but
have no fears. With a head start and a faster craft,
I'll be on the frontier planets before you, issuing
prohibitions. No one’s going to follow you when he
knews it'll bring warships down on him. I suggest
you find an obscure place and lie low.”

Murdoch beat fist into palm, again and again.
For a minute he looked old and hollowed out.

Then his mirth awoke. “You win this 'un too,
Mike,” he said. “I'll escort you to your boat per-
sonal. Here.” He offered his pistol. Trevelyan ac-
cepted it.

Faustina sat up. A bruise was spreading on her
slim jaw where her lover’s fist had smitten. She
looked at them both, through tears and matted
locks, and was no longer anything except a bewil-
dered beaten child.

“Why?” she pleaded. “Why can’t we have a
patent—when w-w-we found the supernova for
you? You'd do this—wreck everything for . . . two,
three  hundred  s-s-specialists—and their
curiosity?” ‘

Trevelyan hunkered down before her. He took
both her hands in one of his. The other pointed
around, ending at the temple. “No,” he said most
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unthinkingly to a dead symbol. It’s not a human re-
action, even, it's a verbal reflex.”

Kormt’s eyes, meshed in crow’s-feet, were se-
rene and steady under the thick gray brows. He
smiled a little in his long beard, but made no other
reply. Had he simply let the insult glide off him, or
had he not understood it at all? There was no real
talking to these peasants; too many millennia lay
between, and you couldn’t shout across that gulf.

“Well,” said Jorun, “the ships will be here to-
morrow or the next day, and it’'ll take another day
or so to get all your people aboard. You have that
long to decide, but after that it’ll be too late. Think
about it, I beg of you. As for me, I'll be too busy to
argue futher.”

“You are a good man,” said Kormt, ““and a wise
one in your fashion. But you are blind. There is
something dead inside you.”

He waved one huge gnarled hand. “Look around
you, Jorun of Fulkhis. This is Earth. This is the old
home of all humankind. You cannot go off and for-
get it. Man cannot do so. It is in him, in his blood
and bones and soul; he will carry Earth within him
forever.”

Jorun's eyes traveled along the arc of the hand.
He stood on the edge of the town. Behind him were
its houses—low, white, half-timbered, roofed with
thatch or red tile, smoke rising from the chimneys;
carved galleries overhung the narrow, cobbled,
crazily twisting streets; he heard the noise of
wheels and wooden clogs, the shouts of children at
play. Beyond that were trees and the incredible
ruined walls of Sol City. In front of him, the
wooded hills were cleared and a gentle landscape
of neat fields and orchards rolled down toward the
distant glitter of the sea; scattered farm buildings,
drowsy cattle, winding gravel roads, fence walls of
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and Saturn for centuries yet; but even so, we have
to clear the Sirius Sector now, because there'll be
a lot of work to do elsewhere. Fortunately, there
are only a few people living in this whole part of
space. The Sirius Sector has been an isolated,
primi—ah—quiet region since the First Empire
fell, fifty thousand years ago.”

Julith’s voice rose a little. “But those people are
us!”

‘““And the folk of Alpha Centauri and Procyon and
Sirius and—oh, hundreds of other stars. Yet all of
you together are only one tiny drop in the quadril-
lions of the Galaxy. Don’t you see, Julith, you have
to move for the good of all of us?”

“Yes,” she said. “Yes, I know all that.”

She got us, shaking herself. ‘“Let’s go
swimming.”

Jorun smiled and shook his head. “No, I'll wait
for you if you want to go.” '

She nodded and ran off down the beach, shel-
tering behind a dune to put on a bathing-suit. The
Terrans had a nudity taboo, in spite of the mild in-
terglacial climate; typical primitive irrationality.
Jorun lay back, folding his arms behind his head,
and looked up at the darkening sky. The evening
star twinkled forth, low and white on the dusk-
blue horizon. Venus—or was it Mercury? He
wasn’t sure. He wished he knew more about the
early history of the Solar System, the first men to
ride their thunderous rockets out to die on un-
known hell-worlds—the first clumsy steps toward
the stars. He could look it up in the archives of
Corazuno, but he knew he never would. Too much
else to do, too much to remember. Probably less
than one per cent of mankind'’s throngs even knew
-where Earth was, today—though, for a while, it
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ornaments of hammered copper. A radium clock,
which must be incredibly old, stood on the stone
mantel, above a snapping fire; a chemical-powered
gun, obviously of local manufacture, hung over it.
Julith’s parents, a plain, quiet peasant couple, con-
ducted him to the end of the wooden table, while
half a dozen children watched him with large eyes.
The younger children were the only Terrans who
seemed to find this removal an adventure.

The meal was good and plentiful: meat, vegeta-
bles, bread, beer, milk, ice cream, coffee, all of it
from the farms hereabouts. There wasn't much
trade between the few thousand communities of
Earth; they were practically self-sufficient. The
company ate in silence, as was the custom here.
When they were finished, Jorun wanted to go, but
it would have been rude to leave immediately. He
went over to a chair by the fireplace, across from
one in which Kormt sprawled.

The old man took out a big-bowled pipe and be-
gan stuffing it. Shadows wove across his seamed
brown face, his eyes were a gleam out of darkness.
“T'll go down to City Hall with you soon,” he said.
“I imagine that’s where the work is going on.”

“Yes,” said Jorun. “I can relieve Zarek at it. I'd
appreciate it if you did come, good sir. Your influ-
ence is very steadying on these people.”

“It should be,” said Kormt. “I've been their
Speaker for almost a hundred years. And my fa-
ther Gerlaug was before me, and his father Kormt
was before him.” He took a brand from the fire
and held it over his pipe, puffing hard, looking up
at Jorun through tangled brows. “Who was your
great-grandfather?”

“Why—I don’t know. I imagine he’s still alive
somewhere, but—"’

“I thought so. No marriage. No family. No home.
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know, this evacuation was forced on us, too. We
don’t want to move you, but we must.”

“Oh, yes,” said Kormt. “You have been very nice
about it. It would have been easier, in a way, if
you'd come with fire and gun and chains for us,
like the barbarians did long ago. We could have un-
derstood you better then.”

“At best, it will be hard for your people,” said
Jorun. “It will be a shock, and they’ll need leaders
to guide them through it. You have a duty to help
them out there, good sir.”

‘““Maybe.” Kormt blew a series of smoke rings at
his youngest descendant, three years old, who
crowed with laughter and climbed up on his knee.
“But they’ll manage.”

“You can’t seem to realize,” said Jorun, ‘‘that
you are the last man on Earth who refuses to go.
You will be alone. For the rest of your life! We
couldn’t come back for you later under any cir-
cumstances, because there’ll be Hulduvian colo-
nies between Sol and Sagittarius which we would
disturb in passage. You'll be alone, I say!”

Kormt shrugged. “I'm too old to change my
ways; there can’t be many years left me, anyway. I
can live well, just off the food-stores that'll be left
here.” He ruffled the child’s hair, but his face drew
into a scowl. “Now, no more of that, good sir, if
you please; I'm tired of this argument.”

Jorun nodded and fell into the silence that held
the rest. Terrans would sometimes sit for hours
without talking, content to be in each other’s near-
ness. He thought of Kormt, Gerlaug’s son, last man
on Earth, altogether alone, living alone and dying
alone; and yet, he reflected, was that solitude any
greater than the one in which all men dwelt all
their days?
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Presently the Speaker set the child down,
knocked out his pipe and rose. “Come, good sir,”
he said, reaching for his staff. “Let us go.”

They walked side by side down the street, under
the dim lamps and past the yellow windows. The
cobbles gave back their footfalls in a dull clatter.
Once in a while they passed someone else, a vague
figure which bowed to Kormt. Only one did not no-
tice them, an old woman who walked crying be-
tween the high walls.

“They say it is never night on your worlds,” said
Kormt.

Jorun threw him a sidelong glance. His face was
a strong jutting of highlights from sliding shadow.
‘““Some planets have been given luminous skies,”
said the technician,” and a few still have cities, too,
where it is always light. But when every man can
control the cosmic energies, there is no real reason
for us to live together; most of us dwell far apart.
There are very dark nights on my own world, and I
cannot see any other home from my own—just the
moors.”’

“It must be a strange life,” said Kormt. “Belong-
ing to no one.”

They came out on the market-square, a broad
paved space walled in by houses. There was a foun-
tain in its middle, and a statue dug out of the ruins
had been placed there. It was broken, one arm
gone—but still the white slim figure of the dancing
girl stood with youth and laughter, forever under
the sky of Earth. Jorun knew that lovers were wont
to meet here, and briefly, irrationally, he won-
dered how lonely the girl would be in all the mil-
lions of years to come.

The City Hall lay at the farther end of the square,
big and dark, its eaves carved with dragons, and
the gables topped with wing-spreading birds. It
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to stay here alone.”

“I told you I don’t like good-bys,’
harshly.

“I have to go advise the captain of the ship,” said
Jorun. “You have maybe half an hour before she
lifts. Nobody will laugh at you for changing your
mind.”

“I won't.” Kormt smiled without warmth. “You
people are the future, I guess. Why can’t you leave
the past alone? I'm the past.” He looked toward
the far hills, hidden by the noisy rain. “I like it
here, Galactic. That should be enough for you.”

“Well, then—" Jorun held out his hand in the ar-
chaic gesture of Earth. “Good-by.”

“Good-by.” Kormt took the hand with a brief, in-
different clasp. Then he turned and walked off to-
ward the village. Jorun watched him till he was out
of sight.

The technician paused in the air-lock door, look-
ing over the gray landscape and the village from
whose chimneys no smoke rose. Farewell, my
mother, he thought. And then, surprising himself:
Maybe Kormt is doing the right thing after all.

He entered the ship and the door closed behind
him.

’

said Kormt

Toward evening, the clouds lifted and the sky
showed a clear pale blue—as if it had been washed
clean—and the grass and leaves glistened. Kormt
came out of the house to watch the sunset. It was a
good one, all flame and gold. A pity little Julith
wasn’t here to see it; she’d always liked sunsets.
But Julith was so far away now that if she sent a
call to him, calling with the speed of light, it would
not come before he was dead.

Nothing would come to him. Not ever again.

He tamped his pipe with a horny thumb and lit it
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and drew a deep cloud into his lungs. Hands in
pockets, he strolled down the wet streets. The
sound of his clogs was unexpectedly loud.

Well, son, he thought, now you've got a whole
world all to yourself, to do with just as you like.
You're the richest man who ever lived.

There was no problem in keeping alive. Enough
food of all kinds was stored in the town'’s freeze-
vault to support a hundred men for the ten or
twenty years remaining to him. But he’d want to
stay busy. He could maybe keep three farms from
going to seed—watch over fields and orchards and
livestock, repair the buildings, dust and wash and
light up in the evening. A man ought to keep busy.

He came to the end of the street, where it turned
into a graveled road winding up toward a high hill,
and followed that. Dusk was creeping over the
fields, the sea was a metal streak very far away
and a few early stars blinked forth. A wind was
springing up, a soft murmurous wind that talked
in the trees. But how quiet things were!

On top of the hill stood the chapel, a small stee-
pled building of ancient stone. He let himself in the
gate and walked around to the graveyard behind.
There were many of the demure white
tombstones—thousands of years of Solis Town-
ship, men and women who had lived and worked
and begotten, laughed and wept and died. Some-
one had put a wreath on one grave only this morn-
ing; it brushed against his leg as he went by. To-
morrow it would be withered, and weeds would
start to grow. He’'d have to tend the chapel yard,
too. Only fitting.

He found his family plot and stood with feet
spread apart, fists on hips, smoking and looking
down at the markers, Gerlaug Kormt'’s son, Tarna
Huwan'’s daughter; these hundred years had they
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