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nmystery novel Perish by the Sword won the Cock Robin Award. Well -
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Hearts and Three Lions, Earthman's Burden (with Gordon R Dickson), The
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"Call Me Joe" (selected for inclusion in the SFWA Hall of Fane, Vol une
2), "The Man Who Cane Early," "Sam Hall," "Kings Wiwo D e" and
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Nebul a Awards; and his novelette "The Queen of Air and Darkness" won
a Nebul a Award.

The [ ast gl ow of the last sunset would linger alnost until mdw nter. But
there woul d be no nore day, and the northlands rejoiced. Blossons
opened, fl anboyance on firethorn trees, steelflowers rising blue from



the brok and rainplant that cloaked all hills, shy whiteness of kiss-nme-
never down in the dales. Flitteries darted anong themin iridescent

Wi ngs; a crownbuck shook his horns and bugl ed. Between horizons the

sky deepened from purple to sable. Both nmoons were aloft, nearly full
shining frosty on | eaves and nolten on waters. The shadows they made
were blurred by an aurora, a great blowing curtain of |ight across half
heaven. Behind it the earliest stars had cone out.

A boy and a girl sat on Whlund's Barrow just under the dolnen it

upbore. Their hair, which streamed hal fway down their backs, showed
startlingly forth, bleached as it was by sumer. Their bodies, still dark
fromthat season, merged with earth and bush and rock, for they wore

only garlands. He played on a bone flute

and she sang. They had | ately becone | overs. Their age was about \.

si xteen, but they did not know this, considering thenselves Qut..lings
and thus indifferent to tine, remenbering little or nothing of how they
had once dwelt in the [ands of nen.

H s notes piped cold around her voice:
"Cast a spell, weave it well of dust and dew and night and you."

A brook by the grave nound, carrying nmoonlight down to a hillhidden
river, answered with its rapids. A flock of hellbats passed bl ack beneath
t he aurora.

A shape canme boundi ng over C oudnoor. It had two arns and' two |egs,

but the Iegs were | ong and cl awfooted and feather covered it to the end
of a tail and broad wi ngs. The face was half, human, dom nated by its
eyes. Had Ayoch been able to standwholly erect, he woul d have reached

to the boy's shoul der.

The girl rose. "He carries a burden," she said. Her vision was not.. neant
for twilight like that of a northland creature born, but she had | earned
how to use every sign her senses gave her. Besides the,fact that ordinarily
a pook would fly, there was a heaviness to his haste.

"And he cones fromthe south." Excitenent junped in the boy, sudden
as a green flame that went across the constellation Lyrth. He sped down
t he mound. "GChoi, Ayoch!" he called. "Me here,: M stherd!"

"And Shadow- of -a-Dream " the girl |aughed, foll ow ng.

The pook halted. He breathed | ouder than the soughing in the growh
around him A snell of bruised yerba |ifted where he

st ood.

"Well met in winterbirth,” he whistled. "You can help me bring this to
Car heddi n. "

He hel d out what he bore. His eyes were yellow | anterns above. It noved
ari d whi nper ed.

"Why, a child," Mstherd said.

"Even as you were, my son, even as you were. Ho, ho, what a snatchl"
Ayoch boasted. "They were a score in yon canp by Fall owwod, arned, and
besi des wat cher engines they had big ugly dogs aprowl while they slept.
cane from above, however, having spied on themtill | knew that a handful



of dazedust
"The poor thing." Shadow of -a-Dreamtook the boy and held himto her

smal |l breasts. "So full of sleep yet, aren't you?" Blindly, he sought a

ni ppl e.

She smled through the veil of her-hair. "No, | amstill too young, and you
al ready too old. But cone, when you wake in Carheddi n under the nountain,
you shall feast."

"Yo-ah; " said Ayoch very softly. "She is abroad and has heard

and seen. She comes." He crouched down, wi ngs folded. After a
monent M stherd knelt, and then Shadow of - a- Dream t hough
she did not let go the child.

The Queen's tall form bl ocked off the noons. For a while she regarded the
three and their booty. Hill and nmoor sounds withdrew fromtheir awareness
until it seemed they could hear the northlights hiss.

At | ast Ayoch whi spered, "Have | done well, Starnother?"

"If you stole a babe froma canmp full of engines," said the beautiful voice,
"then they were folk out of the far south who may not endure it as neekly
as yeonen."

"But what can they do, Snowraker?" the pook asked. "How can they track
us?"

Mstherd lifted his head and spoke in pride. "Also, now they too have felt
the awe of us."

"And he is a cuddly dear," Shadow of -a-Dream said. "And we need nore |ike
him do we not, Lady Sky?"

"It had to happen in sone twlight," agreed she who stood above. "Take
hi m onward and care for him By this sign," which she made, "is he clai ned
for the Dwellers.”

Their joy was freed. Ayoch cartwheel ed over the ground till he reached a
shiverl eaf. There he swarned up the trunk and out on a |linb, perched half
hi dden by unrestful pale foliage, and crowed.

Boy and girl bore the child toward Carheddin at an easy di stancedevouring
| ope which [ et himpipe and hey sing:

"Wahai i, wahaii!
Wayal a, laii! -

Wng on the w nd

hi gh over heaven

shrilly shrieking,

rush with the rainspears,

tunbl e t hrough tumult,

drift to the noonhoar trees and the dream heavy
shadows beneath them

and rock in, be one with the clinking wavel ets of
| akes where the starbeans drown."



As she entered, Barbro Cullen felt, through all grief and fury, stabbed by
di smay. The room was unkenpt. Journals, tapes, reels, codices, file boxes,
bescri bbl ed papers were piled on every table. Dust filnmed nost shel ves and
corners. Against one wall stood a | aboratory setup, mcroscope and

anal ytical equi pment. She recognized it as conpact and efficient, but it was
not what you woul d expect in an office, and it gave the air a faint chenica
reek. The rug was threadbare, the furniture shabby.

This was her final chance?

Then Eric Sherrinford approached. "Good day, Ms. Cullen,” he said. H's
tone was crisp, his handclasp firm His faded gripsuit didn't bother her
She

wasn't inclined to fuss about her own appearance except on speci al
occasions. (And woul d she ever agai n have one, unless she got back Jinmmy?)
What she observed was a cat's personal neatness.

A snile radiated in crow s feet fromhis eyes. "Forgive ny bachel or
housekeepi ng. On Beowul f we have-we had, at any ratemachines for that, so

| never acquired the habit nyself, and | don't want a hireling disarrangi ng
my tools. Mdre convenient to work out of mnmy apartment than keep a

separate office. Wn't you be seated?"

"No, thanks. | couldn't,"” she munbl ed.

"I understand. But if you'll excuse me, | function best in a rel axed
position."

He jackknifed into a | ounger. One |ong shank crossed the other knee.
He drew forth a pipe and stuffed it froma pouch. Barbro wondered why
he took tobacco in so ancient a way. Wasn't Beowul f supposed to have
the up-to-date equi pnent that they still couldn't afford to build on
Rol and? Well, of course old custonms m ght survive anyhow. They
generally did in colonies, she renmenbered readi ng. Peopl e had noved
starward in the hope of preserving such outnoded things as their

not her tongues or constitutional government or rational-technol ogi ca
civilization ...

Sherrinford pulled her up fromthe confusion of her weariness. "You
must give ne the details of your case, Ms. Cullen. You ve sinply told
me your son was ki dnapped and your |ocal constabul ary did not hing.

O herwi se, | know just a few obvious facts, such as your being w dowed
rat her than divorced; and you' re the daughter of outwayers in O ga

| vanof f Land who, neverthel ess, kept in close tel ecomunication wth
Christmas Landing; and you're trained in one of the biologica

prof essi ons; and you had several years' hiatus in field work unti
recently you started again."

She gaped at the hi gh-cheeked, beak-nosed, bl ack-haired and gray-eyed
countenance. His lighter made a scrit and a flare which seemed to fill the
room Quietness dwelt on this height above the city, and w nter dusk

was seeping through the wi ndows. "How in cosnbs do you know t hat ?"

she heard hersel f exclai m

He shrugged and fell into the lecturer's manner for which he was
notorious. "My work depends on noticing details and fitting them
together. In nore than a hundred years on Rol and, tending to cluster
according to their origins and thought habits, people have devel oped
regi onal accents. You have a trace of the O gan burr, but you nasalize
your vowels in the style of this area, though you live in Portol ondon-



That suggests steady chil dhood exposure to metropolitan speech. You
were part of Mtsuyam's expedition, you told ne, and took your boy
al ong. They woul dn't have all owed any ordinary technician to do that;
hence, you had to be val uabl e

enough to get away with it. The team was conducting ecol ogi cal'
research; therefore, you nmust be in the life sciences. For the sane
reason, you rust have had previous field experience. But your skin is
fair, showi ng none of the |eatheriness one gets from prol ongedexposure
to this sun. Accordingly, you nust have been nostly

i ndoors for a good while before you went on your ill-fated trip. As: for
wi dowhood-you never mentioned a husband to ne, but you have had a
man whom you t hought so highly of that you still wear both the

weddi ng and the engagenent ring he gave you."

Her sight blurred and stung. The | ast of those words had brought Tim
back, huge, ruddy, |aughterful and gentle. She must turn fromthis other
person and stare outward. "Yes," she achieved saying, "you're right."

The apartnent occupied a hilltop above Christmas Landi ng Beneath it
the city dropped away in walls, roofs, archaistic chimeys and lanplit
streets, goblin lights of human-piloted vehicles,' to the harbor, the
sweep of Venture Bay, ships bound to and fromthe Sunward Isl ands and
renoter regions of the Boreal Qcean, which glimrered |ike nercury in
the aftergl ow of Charl emagne. O iver was sw nging rapidly higher, a
nmottl ed orange disc a full degree wide; closer to the zenith which it
coul d never reach, it would shine the color of ice. Alde, half the
seem ng size, was a thin slow crescent near Sirius, which she
renenbered was near Sol, but you couldn't see Sol without a tel escope
"Yes," she said around the pain in her throat, "my husband is about four
years dead. | was carrying our first child when he was killed by a

st anpedi ng nonocerus. W'd been married three years before. Met

while we were both at the University-'casts from School Central can
only supply a basic education, you know We founded our own teamto

do ecol ogi cal studies under contractyou know, can a certain area be

settled while nmaintaining a bal ance of nature, what crops wll grow,
what hazards, that sort of question-Well, afterward | did lab work for a
fisher co-op in Portolondon. But the nonotony, the . . . shut-in-ness .

was eating ne away. Professor Matsuyanma offered me a position on
the team he was organi zi ng to exam ne Comm ssi oner Hauch Land. |
t hought, God help me, | thought Jimy-Ti mwanted hi m naned Janes,
once the tests showed it'd be a boy, after his own father and because of
"Ti my and Ji mry' and-oh, | thought Jimmy could safely conme al ong.
couldn't bear to | eave himbehind for nonths, not at his age. W could
make sure he'd never wander out of canp. Wiat could hurt himinside it?
| had never believed those stories about the Qutlings stealing human
children. | supposed parents were trying to hide fromthensel ves the fact
they'd been careless, they'd let a kid get lost in the woods or attacked by
a
pack of satans or- Well, | learned better, M. Sherrinford. The guard
robots were evaded and the dogs were drugged and when | woke, Jimmy
was gone."

He regarded her through the snmoke from his pipe. Barbro Engdahl Cullen

was a big woman of thirty or so (Rol andic years, he rem nded hinself,

ni nety-five percent of Terrestrial, not the same as Beowul fan years),

br oad- shoul dered, |ong-1egged, full-breasted, supple of stride; her face was
wi de, straight nose, straightforward hazel eyes, heavy but nobile nouth;



her hair was reddi sh-brown, cropped bel ow the ears, her voice husky, her
garnment a plain street robe. To still the withing of her fingers, he asked
skeptically, "Do you now believe in the Qutlings?"

"No. I'mjust not so sure as | was."
him "And we have found traces."

She swung about with half a glare for

"Bits of fossils,"” he nodded. "A few artifacts of a neolithic sort. But
apparently ancient, as if the makers died ages ago. |ntensive search has
failed to turn up any real evidence for their survival."

"How i ntensive can search be, in a sunmer-stormy, w ntergloony

wi | derness around the North Pol e?" she demanded. "Wen we are, how

many, a nillion people on an entire planet, half of us crowded into this
one city?"

"And the rest crowding this one habitable continent," he pointed out.

"Arctica covers five mllion square kiloneters," she flung back. "The
Arctic Zone proper covers a fourth of it. W haven't the industrial base
to establish satellite nonitor stations, build aircraft

we can trust in those parts, drive roads through the damed dar kl ands and
est abl i sh permanent bases and get to know them and tane them Good
Christ, generations of lonely outwaynen told stories about G aynantle,

and the beast was never seen by a | proper scientist till last year!"
"Still, you continue to doubt the reality of the Qutlings?" -
"Well, what about a secret cult anmong humans, born of isolation and

i gnorance, lairing in the wlderness, stealing children when they can for-"
She swal | owed. Her head dropped. "But you're supposed to be the expert."

"From what you told ne over the visiphone, the Portol ondon

constabul ary questions the accuracy of the report your group ° nmde,
thinks the lot of you were hysterical, claims you must have onmitted a due
precaution, and the child toddl ed away and was | ost beyond your finding."

H's dry words pried the horror out of her. Flushing, she snapped, "Like
any settler's kid? No. | didn't sinply yell. | consulted Data Retrieval. A
few too many such cases are recorded for accident to be a very plausible
expl anation. And shall we totally ignore the frightened stories about
reappear ances? But when | t went back to the constabulary with ny facts,

they brushed nme off. _ | suspect that was not entirely because they're
undermanned. | think they're afraid too. They're recruited fromcountry
boys, and .. Portolondon lies near the edge of the unknown."

Her energy faded. "Roland hasn't got any central police force," she
finished drably. "You're ny |ast hope."

The man puffed snmoke into twilight, with which it blent, before he said in
a kindlier voice than hitherto: "Please don't make it a high hope, Ms.
Cullen. I'"'mthe solitary private investigator on this world, having no
resources beyond nysel f, and a newconer to boot."

"How | ong have you been here?"
"Twel ve years. Barely tinme to get a little fanmiliarity with the relatively

civilized coastlands. You settlers of a century or nore- ' what do you,
even, know about Arctica's interior?"



Sherrinford sighed. "I'll take the case, charging no nore than | nust,
mai nly for the sake of the experience," he said. "But only if you'll be
nmy gui de and assistant, however painful it will be for you."

"OfF course! | dreaded waiting idle. Wiy ne, though?"

"hiring soneone else as well qualified would be prohibitively
expensi ve, on a pioneer planet where every hand has a thousand

urgent tasks to do. Besides, you have a notive. And |I'll need that. 1
who was born on another world altogether strange to this one, itself
al toget her strange to Mdther Earth, | amtoo dauntingly aware of how

handi capped we are."

Ni ght gat hered upon Christmas Landing. The air stayed mld, but
glimer-lit tendrils of fog, sneaking through the streets, had a cold
| ook, and col der yet was the aurora where it shuddered between the
nmoons. The wonan drew closer to the man in this darkening room
surely not aware that she did, until he switched on a Auoropanel. The
same know edge of Rol and's al oneness was in both of them

One light-year is not much as gal actic di stances go. You could walk it
in about 270 mllion years, beginning at the mddle of the Pernian
Era, when dinosaurs belonged to the renote future, and continuing to

t he present day when spaceshi ps cross even greater reaches. But stars
i n our nei ghborhood average some nine lightyears apart, and barely

one percent of them have planets which are man-habitable, and speeds
are limted to |l ess than that of radiation. Scant help is given by
relativistic time contraction and suspended ani mati on en route.' These
make the journeys seem short, but history neanwhil e does not stop at
horre.

Thus voyages fromsun to sun will always be few Colonists will be

t hose who have extrenely special reasons for going. They will take
al ong germ pl asm for exogenetic cultivation of domestic plants and
ani mal s-and of human infants, in order that popul ati on can grow fast
enough to escape death through genetic drift. After all, they cannot
rely on further immgration. Two or three

times a century, a ship may call from sone other colony. (Not from
Earth. Earth has long ago sunk into alien concerns.) Its place of origin
will be an old settlenment. The young ones are in no position to build
and man interstellar vessels.

Their very survival, let alone their eventual nodernization, is in
doubt. The founding fathers have had to take what they could get in a
uni verse not especially designed for man.

Consi der, for exanple, Roland. It is anong the rare happy finds, a
worl d where humans can live, breathe, eat the food, drink the water
wal k uncl ad if they choose, sow their crops, pasture their beasts, dig
their mnes, erect their homes, raise their children and grandchildren
It is worth crossing three-quarters of a light-century to preserve
certain dear values and strike newroots into the soil of Roland.

But the star Charlenagne is of type F9, forty percent brighter than

Sol, brighter still in the treacherous ultraviolet and wilder still in the
wi nd of charged particles that seethes fromit. The planet has an
eccentric orbit. In the mddle of the short but furious northern

sumer, which includes periastron, total insolation is nore than

doubl e what Earth gets; in the depth of the long northern winter, it is



barely less than Terrestrial average.

Native life is abundant everywhere. But | acking el aborate machinery,
not yet economically possible to construct for nore than a few

speci alists, man can only endure the high latitudes. A tendegree axial
tilt, together with the orbit, means that the northern part of the
Arctican continent spends half its year in unbroken sunl essness.
Around the South Pole lies an enpty ocean.

O her differences fromEarth might superficially seem nore

i mportant. Rol and has two noons, small but close, to evoke cl ashing
tides. It rotates once in thirty-two hours, which is endlessly, subtly
di sturbing to organi sns evol ved t hrough gi gayears of a qui cker

rhythm The weather patterns are altogether unterrestrial. The gl obe
is a nere 9500 kilonmeters in dianeter; its surface gravity is 0.42 X
980 cmisect; the sea level air pressure is slightly above one Earth

at nosphere. (For actually Earth is the freak, and

man exi sts because a cosnic accident bl ew away nost of the gas that a
body its size ought to have kept, as Venus has done.)

However, Hono can truly be called sapi ens when he practices his
specialty of being unspecialized. H's repeated attenpts to freeze
hinself into an all-answering pattern or culture or ideol ogy, or

what ever he has named it, have repeatedly brought ruin. Gve himthe
pragmati ¢ business of making his living, and he will usually do rather
well. fie adapts, within broad limts.

These limts are set by such factors as his need for sunlight and his
bei ng, necessarily and forever, a part of the life that surrounds him and
a creature of the spirit wthin.

Port ol ondon thrust docks, boats, machi nery, warehouses into the Gulf

of Polaris. Behind them huddl ed the dwellings of its five thousand

per manent inhabitants: concrete walls, stormshutters, high-peaked tile
roofs. The gaiety of their paint |ooked forlorn amdst |anmps; this town
lay past the Arctic Crcle.

Nevert hel ess Sherrinford remarked, "Cheerful place, eh? The kind of
thing I came to Roland | ooking for."

Barbro made no reply. The days in Christmas Landi ng, while he nade

his preparations, had drai ned her. Gazing out the dome of the taxi that
was whirring them downtown fromthe hydrofoil that brought them

she supposed he nmeant the |ushness of forest and neadows al ong the
road, brilliant hues and phosphorescence of flowers in gardens, clanor
of wings overhead. Unlike Terrestrial flora in cold climates, Arctican
veget ati on spends every, daylit hour in frantic growth and energy
storage. Not till summer's fever gives place to gentle winter does it
bl oom and fruit; and estivating animals rise fromtheir dens and

m gratory birds come hone.

The view was | ovely, she had to admt: beyond the trees, a spaciousness
clinmbing toward renote heights, silvery-gray under a noon, an aurora,
the diffuse radiance froma sun just bel ow the horizon

Beauti ful as a hunting satan, she thought, and as terrible. That
wi | derness had stolen Jimy. She wondered it she would at | east

be given to find his little bones and take themto his father



Abruptly she realized that she and Sherrinford were at their hotel and
that he had been speaking of the town. Since it was next in size after
the capital, he nmust have visited here often before. The streets were
crowded and noisy; signs flickered, nusic blared from shops, taverns,
restaurants, sports centers, dance halls; vehicles were jamed down to
nol asses speed; the several -storieshigh office buildings stood agl ow.
Portol ondon |inked an enornous hinterland to the outside world. Down
the Goria River cane tinber rafts, ores, harvest of farns whose
owners were slowly making Rolandic life serve them nmeat and ivory

and furs gathered by rangers in the nmountains beyond Troll Scarp. In
fromthe sea canme coastwi se freighters, the fishing fleet, produce of
t he Sunward |sl ands, plunder of whole continents further south where
bol d nen adventured. It clanged in Portol ondon, |aughed, bl ustered,
swagger ed, connived, robbed, preached, guzzled, swilled, toiled,
dreaned, lusted, built, destroyed, died, was born, was happy, angry,
sorrowful , greedy, vulgar, loving, anbitious, human. Neither the sun's
bl aze el sewhere nor the half year's twlight here-wholly night around
m dwi nter-was going to stay man's hand

O so everybody said.

Everybody except those who had settled in the darklands. Barbro used

to take for granted that they were evol ving curious custons, |egends

and superstitions, which would die when the Qutway had been

conpl etely mapped and controlled. O late, she had wondered. Perhaps
Sherrinford' s hints, about a change in his own attitude brought about by
his prelimnary research; were responsible.

O perhaps she just needed sonething to think about besides how

Jimy, the day before he went, when she asked hi m whet her he wanted

rye or French bread for a sandw ch, answered in great sol emity-he was
becom ng interested in the al phabet "I'lIl have a slice of what we people
call the F bread."

She scarcely noticed getting out of the taxi, registering, being
conducted to a primtively furnished room But after she unpacked, she
renmenbered Sherrinford had suggested a confidential conference. She
went down the hall and knocked on his door. Her knuckl es sounded |ess
| oud than her heart.

He opened the door, finger on lips, and gestured her toward a corner
Her tenper bristled until she saw the image of Chief Constabl e Dawson
in the visiphone. Sherrinford must have chi ned himup and nust have

a reason to keep her out of scanner range. She found a chair and

wat ched, nails digging into knees.

The detective's lean length refolded itself. "Pardon the interruption,”
he said. "A man ni stook the number. Drunk, by the indications."

Dawson chuckl ed. "We get plenty of those." Barbro recalled his
fondness for gabbing. He tugged the beard which he affected, as if he
were an outwayer instead of a townsnman. "No harmin themas a rule.
They only have a lot of voltage to discharge, after weeks or nonths in
t he backl ands. ".

"I"ve gathered that that environment-foreign in a mllion major and
m nor ways to the one that created man-1've gathered that it does do
odd things to the personality." Sherrinford tanped his pipe. "O
course, you know ny practice has been confined to urban and suburban
areas. |lsolated garths sel dom need private investigators. Now that



situation appears to have changed. | called to ask you for advice."

"dad to help," Dawson said. "l've not forgotten what you did for us in
t he de Tahoe nmurder case." Cautiously: "Better explain your problem
first."”

Sherrinford struck fire. The snoke that followed cut through the green
odors-even here, a paved pair of kiloneters fromthe nearest woods-

that drifted past traffic runble through a crepuscular window "This is
nmore a scientific mssion than a search for an abscondi ng debtor or an

i ndustrial spy," he drawled. "I'mlooking into two possibilities: that an
organi zation, crimnal or religious or whatever, has |ong been active

and steals infants; or that the Qutlings of folklore are real."

"Huh?" On Dawson's face Barbro read as nuch di smay as surprise.
"You can't be serious!"”

"Can't 1?" Sherrinford smiled. "Several generations' worth of reports
shoul dn't be di smi ssed out of hand. Especially not when they becone
nore frequent and consistent in the course of tine, not |ess. Nor can
we ignore the docunmented | oss of babies and small children, anounting
by now to over a hundred, and never a trace found afterward. Nor the
finds which denonstrate that an intelligent species once inhabited
Arctica and may still haunt the interior."

Dawson | eaned forward as if to clinb out of the screen. "Wo engaged
you?" he demanded. "That Cullen woman? We were sorry for her

natural ly, but she wasn't naking sense, and when she got downri ght
abusi ve-"

"Didn't her conpanions, reputable scientists, confirmher story?"

"No story to confirm Look, they had the place ringed with detectors
and al arms, and they kept mastiffs. Standard procedure in country
where a hungry sauroid or whatever m ght happen by Nothing coul d' ve
ent ered unbeknownst . "

"On the ground. flow about a flyer landing in the m ddle of canmp?"
"A man in a copter rig would' ve roused everybody."

"A wi nged being night be quieter."

"Aliving flyer that could lift a three-year-old boy? Doesn't exist."

"Isn't in the scientific literature, you mean, Constable. Renmenber
Graymantl e; renmenber how little we know about Rol and, a planet, an

entire world. Such birds do exist on Beowulf-and on Rustum |'ve read.
made a calculation fromthe local ratio of air density to gravity, and,
yes, it's marginally possible here too. The child could have been carried
off for a short distance before wi ng nuscles were exhausted and the
creature must descend.”

Dawson snorted. "First it |anded and wal ked into the tent where

not her and boy were asleep. Then it wal ked away, toting

him after it couldn't fly further. Does that sound like a bird of prey?
And the victimdidn't cry out, the dogs didn't bark!"

"As a matter of fact," Sherrinford said, "those inconsistencies are the
nost interesting and convincing features of the whole account. You're



right, it's hard to see how a human ki dnapper coul d get in undetected,
and an eagle type of creature wouldn't operate in that fashion. But none
of this applies to a winged intelligent being. The boy could have been
drugged. Certainly the dogs showed signs of having been."

"The dogs showed signs of having overslept. Nothing had di sturbed

them The kid wandering by wouldn't do so. W don't need to assume

one dam thing except, first, that he got restless and, second, that the
alarns were a bit sloppily rigged-seeing as how no danger was expected
frominside canp-and let himpass out. And, third, | hate to speak this
way, but we must assunme the poor tyke starved or was killed."

Dawson paused before adding: "If we had nore staff, we could have given
the affair nmore tine. And woul d have, of course. W did nake an aeri al
sweep, which risked the lives of the pilots, using instrunents which
woul d' ve sported the kid anywhere in a fiftykilometer radius, unless he
was dead. You know how sensitive thermal analyzers are. W drew a

conpl ete bl ank. W& have nore inportant jobs than to hunt for the
scattered pieces of a corpse.”

He finished brusquely. "If Ms. Cullen's hired you, my advice is you find
an excuse to quit. Better for her, too. She's got to cone to ternms with
reality.”

Bar bro checked a shout by biting her tongue.

"Ch, this is merely the | atest disappearance of the series,” Sherrinford
said. She didn't understand how he could nmaintain his easy tone when
Jimy. was lost. "Mre thoroughly recorded than any before, thus nore
suggestive. Usually an outwayer famly has given a tearful but undetail ed
account of their child who vani shed and nust have been stolen by the

A d Fol k. Sonetimes, years later, they'd tell about glinpses of what they
swore nust have been the grown child, not really human any | onger
flitting past in

murk or peering through, a wi ndow or working m schief upon them As

you say, neither the authorities nor the scientists have had personnel or
resources to nount a proper investigation. But as | say, the matter
appears to be worth investigating. Maybe a private party like nyself can
contribute."”

"Li sten, nost of us constables grew up in the outway. W don't just ride
patrol and answer energency calls; we go back there for holidays and

reunions. If any gang of . . . of human sacrificers was around, we'd
know. "
"I realize that. | also realize that the people you canme from have a

wi despread and deep-seated belief in nonhuman bei ngs with supernatural
powers. Many actually go through rites and nmake offerings to propitiate
them™

"I know what you're |eading up to," Dawson fleered. "I've heard it
before, froma hundred sensationalists. The aborigines are the Qutlings.
t hought better of you. Surely you've visited a museunf or three, surely
you've read literature from pl anets which do have natives-or damm and

bl ast, haven't you ever applied that |ogic of yours?"

He wagged a finger. "Think," he said. "Wat have we in fact discovered?
A few pieces of worked stone; a few nmegaliths that m ght be artificial
scrat chings on rock that seemto show plants and ani mals, though not



the way any human culture woul d ever have shown them traces of fires

and broken bones; other fragnents of bone that seemas if they m ght've
bel onged to thinking creatures, as if they night've been inside fingers or
around big brains. If so, however, the owners | ooked nothing Iike nen.

O angels, for that matter. Nothing! The nost anthropoid

reconstruction |I've seen shows a kind of two-l|egged crocagator

"Wait, let me finish. The stories about the Qutlings-oh, |'ve heard them
too, plenty of them | believed themwhen | was a kid -the stories tel
how there're different kinds, sone w nged, sone not, some half human,
some conpl etely human except maybe for being too handsone-It's

fairyland fromancient Earth all over again. Isn't it? | got interested
once and dug into the Heritage

Library mcrofiles, and be dammed if | didn't find al nost the identica
yarns, told by peasants centuries before spaceflight.

"None of it squares with the scanty relics we have, if they are relics, or
with the fact that no area the size of Arctica could spawn a dozen
different intelligent species, or . . . hellfire, man, with the way your
conmon sense tells you aborigi nes woul d behave when humans arrived!"
Sherrinford nodded. "Yes, yes," he said. "I'mless sure than you that the
common sense of nonhuman beings is precisely like our own. |'ve seen

so nmuch variation wthin mankind. But, granted, your argunents are
strong. Roland's too few scientists have nore pressing tasks than
tracking down the origins of what is, as you put it, a revived nedieval
superstition.”

He cradl ed his pipe bowl in both hands and peered into the tiny hearth of
it. "Perhaps what interests me nost," he said softly, "is why-across that
gap of centuries, across a barrier of machine civilization and its utterly
ant agoni stic world viewno continuity of tradition whatsoever-why have

har dheaded, technol ogically organi zed, reasonably well -educated

col oni sts here brought back fromits grave a belief in the Add Folk""

"I suppose eventually, if the University ever does devel op the
psychol ogy departnent they keep tal king about, | suppose eventual |y
somebody will get a thesis out of your question." Dawson spoke in a
j agged voi ce, and he gul ped when Sherrinford replied:

"I propose to begin now. In Comm ssioner Hauch Land, since that's
where the latest incident occurred. Wiere can | rent a vehicle?"

"Uh, mght be hard to do-"

"Come, cone. Tenderfoot or not, | know better. In an econony of
scarcity, few people own heavy equi pnent. But since it's needed, it can
al ways be rented. | want a canper bus with a ground-effect drive suitable

for every kind of terrain. And | want certain equipnment installed which
I've brought along, and the top canopy section replaced by a gun turret
controllable fromthe driver's seat. But |I'll supply the weapons. Besi des
rifles and pistols

of my own, |'ve arranged to borrow sone artillery from Christnas
Landi ng's police arsenal ."

"Hoy? Are you genuinely intending to make ready for . . . a war
agai nst a myth?"

"Let's say |'mtaking out insurance, which isn't terribly expensive,



against a renote possibility. Now, besides the bus, what about a |ight
aircraft carried piggyback for use in surveys?"

"No." Dawson sounded nore positive than hitherto. "That's asking for

di saster. W can have you flown to a base canmp in a | arge pl ane when

the weather report's exactly right. But the pilot will have to fly back at
once, before the weather turns wong again. Meteorology's

under devel oped on Rol and; the air's especially treacherous this time of
year, and we're not tooled up to produce aircraft that can outlive every
surprise." He drew breath. "Have you no idea of how fast a whirly-whirly
can hit, or what size hailstones mght strike froma clear sky, or-P Once
you're there, man, you stick to the ground.” He hesitated. "That's an

i nportant reason our information is so scanty about the outway and its
settlers are so isolated.”

Sherrinford | aughed ruefully. "Well, | suppose if details are what |'m
after, | must creep al ong anyway."

"You'll waste a lot of time," Dawson said. "Not to mention your client's
nmoney. Listen, | can't forbid you to chase shadows, but-"

The di scussion went on for al nost an hour. When the screen finally

bl anked, Sherrinford rose, stretched and wal ked toward Barbro. She

noti ced anew his peculiar gait. He had come froma planet with a fourth
again of Earth's gravitational drag, to one where weight was | ess than
hal f Terrestrial. She wondered if he had flying dreans.

"I apol ogi ze for shuffling you off like that," he said. "I didn't expect

to reach himat once. He was quite truthful about how busy he is. But
havi ng made contact, | didn't want to reni nd hi movernuch of you. He

can dismss ny project as a futile fantasy which I'll soon give- up. But he

m ght have frozen conpletely, mght even have put up obstacles before
us, if he'd realized
t hrough you how determ ned we are.”

"Why shoul d he care?" she asked in her bitterness.

"Fear of consequences, the worse because it is unadmitted fear of
consequences, the nore terrifying because they are unguessable.”
Sherrinford' s gaze went to the screen, and thence out the w ndow to
the aurora pulsing in glacial blue and white i nmensely far overhead. "I
suppose you saw | was talking to a frightened man. Down underneath

his conventionality and scoffing, he. believes in the Qutlings-oh, yes,
he believes."

The feet of Mstherd fl ew over yerba and out paced w ndbl own
driftweed. Beside him black and m sshapen, hul ked Nagrimthe nicor
whose earthquake weight left a swath of crushed plants. Behind,

| um nous bl ossons of a firethorn shone through the twining, trailing
outlines of Mrgarel the waith.

Here C oudnoor rose in a surf of hills and thickets. The air lay quiet,
now and then carrying the distance-nuted howl of a beast. It was

dar ker than usual at winterbirth, the noons being down and aurora a
wan flicker above the nountains on the northern world edge. But this
made the stars keen, and their nunbers crowded heaven, and Ghost

Road shone among themas if it, like the | eafage beneath, were paved
with dew.



"Yonder!" bawl ed Nagrim All four of his arms pointed. The party had
topped a ridge. Far off glimered a spark. "Noah, hoah! Ul we right
of f stanp demflat, or pluck derv apart slow?"

W shall do nothing of the sort, bonebrain, Mrgarel's answer slid

t hrough their heads. Not unless they attack us, and they will not unless
we nmake them aware of us, and her command is that we spy out their

pur poses.

"G-r-rummm | know deir aim Cut down trees, stick plows in |and,
sow deir cursed seed in de clods and in deir shes. 'Less we drive dem
into de bitterwater, and soon, soon, dey'll wax too strong for us."

"Not too strong for the Queen!" M stherd protested, shocked.
Yet they do have new powers, it seens, Mrgarel ren nded
him Carefully nmust we probe them

"Den carefully can we step on den?" asked Nagrim

The question woke a grin out of Mstherd s own uneasiness. He sl apped
the scaly back. "Don't talk, you," he said. "It hurts ny ears. Nor
thi nk; that hurts your head. Cone, run!"

Ease yoursel f, Mrgarel scolded. You have too nuch life in you,
human- bor n

M stherd made a face at the waith, but obeyed to the extent of

sl owi ng down and pi cking his way through what cover the country
afforded. For he traveled on behalf of the Fairest, to | earn what had
brought a pair of nortals questing hither

Did they seek that boy whom Ayoch stole? (He continued to weep for
his nmother, though | ess and |less often as the marvel s of Carheddin
entered him) Perhaps. A birdcraft had left themand their car at the
now abandoned canpsite, from which they had foll owed an outward
spiral. But when no trace of the cub had appeared inside a reasonable
di stance, they did not call to be flown hone. And this wasn't because
weat her forbade the farspeaker waves to travel, as was frequently the
case. No, instead the couple set off toward the nountains of

Moonhorn. Their course would take them past a few outlying invader
steadings and on into real ms untrodden by their race.

So this was no ordinary survey. Then what was it?

M st herd under st ood now why she who reigned had made her adopted
nortal children learn, or retain, the clumsy | anguage of their
forebears. He had hated that drill, wholly foreign to Dweller ways. O
course, you obeyed her, and in tinme you saw how wi se she had been ...

Presently he |l eft Nagrim behind a rock-the nicor would only be useful
in a fight-and crawl ed frombush to bush until he lay wthin man-

| engt hs of the humans. A rainplant drooped over him |eaves soft on
his bare skin, and clothed himin darkness. Mrgarel floated to the
crown of a shiverleaf, whose unrest would better conceal his flinsy
shape. He'd not be much help either. And that was the nost



troubl ous, the alnbst appalling thing here. Waiths

were anong those who could not just sense and send thoughts, but cast
illusions. Morgarel had reported that this tinme his power seened to
rebound off an invisible cold wall around the car

O herwi se the mal e and femal e had set up no guardi an engi nes and
kept no dogs. Belike they supposed none woul d be needed, since they
slept in the long vehicle which bore them But such contenpt of the
Queen's strength could not be tolerated, could it?

Met al sheened faintly by the light of their canpfire. They sat on
either side, wapped in coats agai nst a cool ness that M stherd, naked,
found mld. The male drank snoke. The fermale stared past himinto a
dusk which her flane-dazzl ed eyes nust see as thick gloom The
danci ng gl ow brought her vividly forth. Yes, to judge from Ayoch's
tale, she was the dam of the new cub.

Ayoch had wanted to cone too, but the Wnderful One forbade.
Pooks couldn't hold still |ong enough for such a m ssion.

The man sucked on his pipe. H's cheeks thus pulled into shadow while

the Iight flickered across nose and brow, he | ooked disquietingly Iike a
shearbill about to stoop on prey.

'"-No, | tell you again, Barbro, | have no theories,"” he was saying.
"When facts are insufficient, theorizing is ridiculous at best, nisleading
at worst."

"Still, you nust have some idea of what you're doing," she said. It was
plain that they had threshed this out often before. No Dweller could be
as persistent as she or as patient as he. "That gear you packed-t hat
generator you keep runni ng-"

"I have a working hypothesis or two, which suggested what equi pnent
| ought to take."

"Way won't you tell me what the hypotheses are?"

"They thensel ves indicate that that m ght be inadvisable at the

present tine. I'mstill feeling ny way into the [abyrinth. And | haven't
had a chance yet to hook everything up. In fact, we're really only
protected against so-called tel epathic influence-"

"What ?" She started. "Do you nean . . . those |egends about how they
can read mnds too . " Her words trailed off and her gaze sought the
dar kness beyond hi s shoul ders.

He | eaned forward. His tone lost its clipped rapidity, grew earnest and
soft. "Barbro, you're racking yourself to pieces. Wich is no help to
Jimy if he's alive, the nore so when you may well be badly needed

|ater on. W've a long trek before us, and you'd better settle into it."

She nodded jerkily and caught her lip between her teeth for a nonment
bef ore she answered, -'I'mtrying."

He smiled around his pipe. "I expect you'll succeed. You don't strike
me as a quitter or a whiner or an enjoyer of msery."

She dropped a hand to the pistol at her belt. Her voice changed; it
cane out of her throat |like knife fromsheath. "Wen we find them



they' Il know what | am Wat hunans are.™
"Put anger aside also," the man urged. "W can't afford enotions. If

the Qutlings are real, as | told you |I'm provisionally assum ng, they're
fighting for their honmes." After a short stillness he added: "I like to
think that if the first explorers had found Iive natives, men woul d not
have col oni zed Rol and. But too late now. W can't go back if we

wanted to. It's a bitter-end struggle, against an eneny so crafty that
he's even hidden fromus the fact that he is wagi ng war."

"I's he? | nean, skul king, kidnapping an occasional child-"

"That's part of my hypothesis. | suspect those aren't harassnents,
they're tactics enployed in a chillingly subtle strategy."

The fire sputtered and sparked. The man snoked awhil e, brooding,
until he went on:

"I didn't want to raise your hopes or excite you unduly while you had

to wait on nme, first in Christmas Landing, then in Portol ondon

Afterward we were busy satisfying ourselves that Jimy had been

taken further from canp than he coul d have wandered before

collapsing. So I"'monly now telling you how thoroughly I studied

avail able material on the . . . AOd Folk. Besides, at first | did it on the
principle of elinminating every inmaginable possibility, however absurd.
expected no result other than final disproof. But | went through
everything, relics, analyses, histories, journalistic accounts,

nmonogr aphs; | tal ked to outwayers who happened to be
in town and to what scientists we have who' ve taken any interest in
the matter. I'ma quick study. | Hatter nyself | becane as expert as

anyone-t hough God knows there's little to be expert on. Furthernore,
I, a conparative stranger to Rol and, maybe | ooked on the probl em
with fresh eyes. And a pattern enmerged for ne.

"I'f the aborigines had beconme extinct, why hadn't they left nore
remants? Arctica isn't enornous, and it's fertile for Rolandic life. It
ought to have supported a popul ation whose artifacts ought to have
accunul ated over mllennia. |I've read that on Earth, literally tens of

t housands of pal eolithic hand axes were found, nore by chance than

ar chaeol ogy.

"Very well. Suppose the relics and fossils were deliberately renoved,
between the time the last survey party left and the first col onizing
ships arrived. | did find sone support for that idea in the diaries of the

original explorers. They were too preoccupied with checking the
habitability of the planet to make catal ogues of primtive nonuments.
However, the remarks they wote down indicate they saw nmuch nore
than later arrivals did. Suppose what we have found is just what the
renovers overl ooked or didn't get around to.

"That argues a sophisticated nmentality, thinking in | ong-range terns,
doesn't it? Which in turn argues that the A d Folk were not nere
hunters or neolithic farmers."

"But nobody ever saw buil dings or machi nes or any such thing," Barbro
obj ect ed.

"No. Most likely the natives didn't go through our kind of metall urgic-
i ndustrial evolution. | can conceive of other paths to take. Their full-
Hedged civilization m ght have begun, rather than ended, in biologica



sci ence and technol ogy. It mght have devel oped potentialities of the
nervous system which might be greater in their species than in nan.
W have those abilities to some degree ourselves, you realize. A
dowser, for instance, actually senses variations in the | ocal magnetic
field caused by a water table. However, in us, these talents are
maddeni ngly rare and tricky. So we took our business el sewhere. Wo
needs to be a

tel epath, say, when he has a visiphone? The A d Fol k may have seen it
the other way around. The artifacts of their civilization may have
been, may still be unrecognizable to nen."

"They could have identified thenselves to the nmen, though," Barbro
said. "Why didn't they?"

"I can imagi ne any nunber of reasons. As, they could have had a bad
experience with interstellar visitors earlier in their history. Qurs is
scarcely the sole race that has spaceships. However, | told you | don't
theorize in advance of the facts. Let's say no nore than that the A d
Folk, if they exist, are alien to us."

"For a rigorous thinker, you' re spinning a mghty thin thread."

"I"'ve admitted this is entirely provisional." He squinted at her through
a roil of canpfire snoke. "You came to ne, Barbro, insisting in the
teeth of officialdomthat your boy had been stolen, but your own talk
about cultist kidnappers was ridicul ous. Why are you reluctant to admt
the reality of nonhumans?"

"In spite of the fact that Jimmy's being alive probably depends on it,"
she sighed. "I know. " A shudder. "Maybe | don't dare admit it."

"I"ve said nothing thus far that hasn't been specul ated about in print,"”

he told her. "A disreputable speculation, true. In a hundred years,

nobody has found valid evidence for the Qutlings being nore than a
superstition. Still, a few people have declared it's at |east possible that
intelligent natives are at large in the wlderness."

"I know," she repeated. "I'mnot sure, though, what has made you,
overni ght, take those argunents seriously."

"Well, once you got ne started thinking, it occurred to ne that

Rol and' s outwayers are not utterly isolated nmedieval crofters. They
have books, tel econmuni cations, power tools, notor vehicles; above

all, they have a nodern science-oriented educati on. Wiy should they
turn superstitious? Sonething nust be causing it." He stopped. "I'd
better not continue. My ideas go further than this; but if they're

correct, it's dangerous to speak them al oud."

M stherd's belly muscles tensed. There was danger for fair, in

that shearbill head. The Garland Bearer nust be warned. For a mnute he
wonder ed about summoning Nagrimto kill these two. If the nicor junped
themfast, their firearnms m ght avail them naught. But no. They mi ght
have | eft word at hone, or- He cane back to his ears. The tal k had
changed course. Barbro was murmuring, "-why you stayed on Rol and."

The man snmiled his gaunt smile. "Well, life on Beowulf held no chall enge
for me. Heorot is-or was; this was decades past, renmenber-Heorot was
densel y popul ated, snoothly organi zed, boringly uniform That was partly
due to the low and frontier, a safety valve that bled off the dissatisfied.



But | lack the carbon di oxide tol erance necessary to live healthily down
there. An expedition was being readied to make a swi ng around a nunber

of col ony worlds, especially those which didn't have the equipnment to

keep in laser contact. You'll recall its announced purpose, to seek out new
i deas in science, arts, sociology, philosophy, whatever m ght prove
valuable. I'mafraid they found little on Roland rel evant to Beowl f. But |
who had wangl ed a berth, | saw opportunities for nyself and decided to

make ny hone here.”

"Were you a detective back there, too?"

"Yes, in the official police. W had a tradition of such work in our fanmily.
Sone of that may have come fromthe Cherokee side of it, if the nane

means anything to you. However, we also clainmed collateral descent from

one of the first private inquiry agents on record, back on Earth before
spaceflight. Regardl ess of how true that nmay be, | found hima useful

nodel . You see, an archetype-"

The man broke off. Unease crossed his features. "Best we go to sleep," he
said. "We've a long distance to cover in the norning."

She | ooked outward. "Here is no norning."

They retired. Mstherd rose and cautiously flexed |Iinberness back into his
nmuscl es. Before returning to the Sister of Lyrth, he risked a gl ance
through a pane in the car. Bunks were nmade up, side by side, and the
humans lay in them Yet the man had not touched her, though hers was a
bonny body, and not hing that had

passed between them suggested he nmeant to do so.

El dritch, humans. Cold and claylike. And they would overrun the. beautiful
wild world? Mstherd spat in disgust. It must not happen. It would not
happen. She who reigned had vowed that.

The lands of WIlliamlrons were inmrense. But this was because a barony

was required to support him his kin and cattle, on native crops whose
cultivation was still poorly understood. He raised sonme Terrestrial plants
as well, by sumerlight and in conservatories. However, these were a

[ uxury. The true conquest of northern Arctica lay in yerba hay, in
bat hyr hi za wood, in pericoup and glycophyllon, and eventually, when the
mar ket had expanded with popul ati on and industry, in chal cant hemum for
city florists and pelts of cage-bred rover for city furriers.

That was in a tonmorrow Irons did not expect that he would live -1 to see.
Sherrinford wondered if the man really expected anyone ever woul d.

The room was warm and bright. Cheerful ness crackled in the fireplace.

Li ght from fl uoropanel s gl eamed of f hand-carven chests t and chairs and

tabl es, off colorful draperies and shelved dishes. The outwayer sat solid in
his high seat, stoutly clad, beard flowing down his chest. H s wife and
daught ers brought coffee, whose fragrance joined the remant odors of a
hearty supper, to him his :s guests and his sons.

But outside, wind hooted, lightning flared, thunder baw ed, rain crashed on
roof and walls and roared down to swirl anmong the courtyard cobbl estones.
Sheds and barns crouched agai nst hugeness beyond. Trees groaned, and did

a wi cked undertone of laughter run beneath the | owi ng of a frightened

cow? A burst of hailstones hit the tiles |ike knocki ng knuckl es.



You coul d feel how di stant your nei ghbors were, Sherrinford
t hought. And nonet hel ess they were the people whom you saw
oftenest, did daily business with by visiphone (when a solar storm
didn't nake gi bberish of their voices and chaos of their faces)
or in the flesh, partied with, gossiped and intrigued with, inter-

a

,S
married with; in the end, they were the people who would bury you.
The lights of the coastal towns were nonstrously further away.

Wlliamlrons was a strong man. Yet when now he spoke, fear was in
his tone. "You'd truly go over Troll Scarp?"

"Do you mean Hanstein Palisades?" Sherrinford responded, nore
chal | enge than question

"No outwayer calls it anything but Troll Scarp," Barbro said.

And how had a nane |ike that been reborn, light-years and centuries
fromEarth's Dark Ages?

"Hunters, trappers, prospectors-rangers, you call thentravel in those
nount ai ns," Sherrinford decl ared.

"In certain parts," Irons said. "That's allowed, by a pact once nade
"tween a man and the Queen after he'd done well by a jack-o'-the-hil
that a satan had hurt. \Werever the plumabl anca grows, nen may fare

if they | eave man-goods on the altar boul ders in payment for what

they take out of the land. El sewhere" -one fist clenched on a chair arm
and went slack again-" 's not wise to go."

"It's been done, hasn't it?"

"Ch, yes. And some cane back all right, or so they clained, though

|'ve heard they were never |ucky afterward. And some didn't; they

vani shed. And sonme who returned babbl ed of wonders and horrors, and
stayed witlings the rest of their lives. Not for a long time has anybody

been rash enough to break the pact and overtread the bounds." Irons
| ooked at Barbro al nbst entreatingly. Hi s woman and children stared
i kewise, grown still. Wnd hooted beyond the walls and rattled the

stormshutters. "Don't you."
"I'"ve reason to believe ny son is there," she answered.

"Yes, yes, you've told and I'm sorry. Maybe somnet hing can be done.

don't know what, but 1'd be glad to, oh, lay a double offering on
Unvar's Barrow this mdw nter, and a prayer drawn in the turf by a
flint knife. Maybe they'll return him" Irons sighed. "They' ve not done
such a thing in man's nenory, though. And he

could have a worse lot. |'ve glinpsed them nysel f, speedi ng madcap
through twilight. They seem happier than we are. M ght be no
ki ndness, sendi ng your boy horme again."

"Like in the Arvid song," said his wfe.

Irons nodded. "Mhm O others, conme to think of it.



"What's this?" Sherrinford asked. More sharply than before, he felt
hinself a stranger. He was a child of cities and technics, above all a
child of the skeptical intelligence. This famly believed. It was

di squieting to see nore than a touch of .their acceptance in Barbro's
sl ow nod.

"W have the sane ballad in O ga Ivanoff Land," she told him her
voi ce |l ess calmthan the words. "It's one of the traditional ones -
nobody knows who conposed themthat are sung to set the neasure of
a ring dance in a neadow. "

"I noticed a multilyre in your baggage, Ms. (sullen," said the wife of
Irons. She was obviously eager to get off the explosive topic of a
venture in defiance of the A d Folk. A songfest could help. "Wuld

you like to entertain us?"

Bar bro shook her head, white around the nostrils. The ol dest boy said
qui ckly, rather inportantly, "Well, sure, | can, if our guests would I|ike
to hear."

"I"d enjoy that, thank you." Sherrinford | eaned back in his seat and
stoked his pipe. If this had not happened spontaneously. he would
have gui ded the conversation toward a simlar outcone.

In the past he had had no incentive to study the fol klore of the
outway, and not much chance to read the scanty references on it since
Bar bro brought him her trouble. Yet nore and nore he was becomn ng
convinced that he nust get an understandi ng-not an ant hropol ogi cal
study, but a feel fromthe inside out-of the relationship between

Rol and's frontiersnmen and those bei ngs which haunted them

A bustling foll owed, rearrangenent, settling down to listen, coffee cups
refilled and brandy offered on the side. The boy explained, "The | ast
line is the chorus. Everybody join in, right?" Cearly he too hoped thus
to bleed off sone of the tension. Cathar-

si s through nusic? Sherrinford wondered, and added to hinsel f:

No; exorcism

A girl strunmed a guitar. The boy sang, to a nel ody which beat across
t he storm noi se:

"It was the ranger Arvid rode homeward through the hills anong the
shadowy shiverleafs, along the chinmng rills.

The dance weaves under the firethorn.

"The ni ght w nd whispered around him. with scent of brok and rue.
Bot h nmoons rose high above himand hills aflash with dew

The dance weaves under the firethorn.

"And dream ng of that woman who waited in the sun, he stopped,
amazed by starlight, and so he was undone.

The dance weaves under the firethorn.

"For there beneath a barrow that bul ked athwart a noon, the CQutling
fol k were dancing in glass and gol den shoon

The dance weaver under the firethorn



"The Qutling folk were dancing |like water, wind and fire to frosty-
ringi ng harpstrings, and never did they tire.

The dance weaves under the firethorn.

"To Arvid cane she striding fromwhere she wat ched the dance, the
Queen of Air and Darkness, with starlight in her glance.

The dance weaves under the firethorn.

"Wth starlight, love and terror in her imortal eye, the Queen of Air
and Dar kness-"

"No!" Barbro | eaped fromher chair. Her fists were clenched and tears
fl ogged her cheekbones. "You can't-pretend that-about the things that
stole Jimmy!"

She fled fromthe chanber, upstairs to her guest bedroom

But she finished the song herself. That was about seventy hours |ater,
canped in the steeps where rangers dared not fare.

She and Sherrinford had not said much to the Irons fanmly, after

refusing repeated pleas to | eave the forbidden country al one. Nor had

t hey exchanged many remarks at first as they drove north. Slowy,

however, he began to draw her out about her own life. After a while

she al nost forgot to nmourn, in her remenbering of hone and old

nei ghbors. Sonehow this | ed to discoveries=that he, beneath his

prof essi onal nmanner, was a gournet and a | over of opera and

appreci ated her femal eness; that she could still laugh and find beauty in
the wild | and around her-and she realized, half guiltily, that life held
nore hopes than even the recovery of the son Ti mgave her

"I"ve convinced nmyself he's alive," the detective said. He scow ed.
"Frankly, it makes nme regret having taken you along. | expected this
woul d be only a fact-gathering trip, but it's turning out to be nore. If
we're dealing with real creatures who stole him they can do real harm

| ought to turn back to the nearest garth and call for a plane to fetch
you." '

"Li ke bottomost hell you will, mster,” she said. "You need
somebody who knows outway conditions, and I'ma better shot than
aver age. "

"Mmm. . . it would involve considerable delay too, wouldn't it?

Besi des the added distance, | can't put a signal through to any airport
before this current burst of solar interference has cal ned down."

Next "night" he broke out his remaining equiprent and set it up. She
recogni zed sone of it, such as the thermal detector. Gher itenms were
strange to her, copied to his order fromthe advanced apparatus of his
birthworld. fie would tell her little about them "I've explained ny
suspicion that the ones we're after have telepathic capabilities," he
sai d i n apol ogy.

Her eyes wi dened. "You nmean it could be true, the Queen and her
peopl e can read m nds?"

"That's part of the dread which surrounds their |egend, isn't it?
Actual ly there's nothing spooky about the phenomenon. It was



studied and fairly well defined centuries ago, on Earth. | daresay the
facts are available in the scientific mcrofiles at Christmas Landing.
You Rol anders have sinply had no occasion to seek them out, any

nore than you've yet had occasion to | ook up how to build power
beantasters or spacecraft.”

"Well, how does tel epathy work, then?"

Sherrinford recogni zed that her query asked for confort as much as it
did for facts and he spoke with deliberate dryness: "The organi sm
generates extrenely | ong-wave radi ati on which can, in principle, be
nodul ated by the nervous system In practice, the feebl eness of the
signals and their lowrate of information transm ssion make them

el usive, hard to detect and neasure. Qur prehuman ancestors went in
for nore reliable senses, |like vision and hearing. What telepathic
transceiving we do is nargi nal at best. But explorers have found
extraterrestrial species that got an evol utionary advantage from

devel oping the systemfurther, in their particular environnents.

i magi ne such species could include one which gets conparatively little
direct sunlight-in fact, appears to hide frombroad day. It could even
become so able in this regard that, at short range, it can pick up man's
weak eni ssions and. nake nan's primtive sensitivities resonate to its
own strong sendings."

"That woul d account for a lot, wouldn't it?" Barbro said faintly.

"I"ve now screened our car by a janming field," Sherrinford told her
"but it reaches only a few neters past the chassis. Beyond, a

scout of theirs might get a warning fromyour thoughts, if you knew
precisely what I'mtrying to do. | have a well-trai ned subconsci ous

which sees to it that | think about this in French when |I' m outside.
Conmuni cation has to be structured to be intelligible, you see, and

that's a different enough structure fromEnglish. But English is the
only human | anguage on Rol and, and surely the A d Fol k have | earned

it."

She nodded. Ile had told her his general plan, which was too obvious to
conceal . The problem was to make contact with the aliens, if they

exi sted. Hitherto, they had only reveal ed thenselves, at rare
intervals, to one or a few backwoodsnmen at a time. An ability to
generate hallucinations would help themin that. They would stay

clear of any | arge, perhaps unmanageabl e expediti on which m ght pass
through their territory. But two people, braving all prohibitions,
shoul dn't 1 ook too form dable to approach. And . . . this would be the
first human team which not only worked on the assunption that the
Qutlings were real but possessed the resources of nodern, off-planet
pol i ce technol ogy.

Not hi ng happened at that canp. Sherrinford said he hadn't expected it
woul d. The A d Fol k seenmed cautious this near to any settlenent. In
their own | ands they nust be bol der.

And by the followi ng "night,"” the vehicle had gone well into yonder
country. When Sherrinford stopped the engine in a neadow and the
car settled down, silence rolled in |ike a wave.

They stepped out. She cooked a neal on the glower while he gathered
wood, that they m ght [ater cheer thenselves with a canpfire.
Frequently he glanced at his wist. It bore no watchinstead, a radio-



controlled dial, to tell what the instruments in the bus m ght register

Who needed a watch here? Sl ow constellations wheel ed beyond

glimering aurora. The noon Al de stood above a snowpeak, turning

it argent, though this place lay at a goodly height. The rest of the
nmount ai ns were hidden by the forest that crowded around. Its trees

were nostly shiverleaf and feathery white plumabl anca,

ghostly am dst their shadows. A few firethorns glowed, clustered dim

| anterns, and the underbrush was heavy and snelled sweet. You could see
surprisingly far through the blue dusk. Somewhere nearby, a brook sang
and a bird fluted.

"Lovely here,"” Sherrinford said. They had risen fromtheir supper and
not yet sat down again or kindled their fire.

"But strange," Barbro answered as low. "I wonder if it's really meant for
us. If we can really hope to possess it."

H s pi pestem gestured at the stars. "Man's gone to stranger places than
this."

"Has he? I . . . oh, | suppose it's just sonmething left over from ny outway
chi | dhood, but do you know, when |I'munder them | can't think of the.

stars as balls of gas, whose energi es have been neasured, whose pl anets
have been wal ked on by prosaic feet. No, they're small and cold and

magi cal ; our lives are bound to them after we die, they whisper to us in
our graves." Barbro glanced downward. "I realize that's nonsense."

She could see in the twilight how his face grew tight. "Not at all," he

sai d.

"Enotionally, physics may be a worse nonsense. And in the end, you

know, after a sufficient nunber of generations, thought follows feeling.

Man is not at heart rational. He could stop believing the stories of science
if those no longer felt right."

He paused. "That ballad which didn't get finished in the house,"” he said,
not |ooking at her. "Why did it affect you so?"

"I couldn't stand hearing them well, praised. O that's how it seened.
Sorry for the fuss."

"I gather the ballad is typical of a large class."

"Well, | never thought to add themup. Cultural anthropology is

somet hing we don't have time for on Roland, or nore likely it hasn't
occurred to us, with everything else there is to do. Butnow you nmention
it, yes, I'msurprised at how many songs and stories have the Arvid notif
in them"

"Coul d you bear to recite it?"

She nustered the will to laugh. "Why, | can do better than that if you
want. Let me get ny multilyre and 1'Il perform™

She omtted the hypnotic chorus |line, though, when the notes rang out,
except at the end. He watched her where she stood . agai nst noon and

aur or a.

"-the Queen of Air and Darkness cried softly under sky:



"'Light down, you ranger Arvid, and join the Qutling folk. You need no
nore be human, which is a heavy yoke.'

"lie dared to give her answer: | may do naught but run. A naiden waits
me, dreanming in | ands beneath the sun

""And |i kewi se wait nme conrades and tasks | would not shirk, for what is
ranger Arvid if he lays down his work?

"'So wreak your spells, you Qutling, and east your wath on ne. Though
maybe you can slay ne, you'll not make me unfree.'

"The Queen of Air and Darkness stood w apped about with fear and
northlight flares and beauty he dared not | ook too near

"Until she | aughed Iike harpsong

and said to himin scorn
'l do not need a mmgic
to make you al ways nourn

"'1 send you hone with nothing except your menory of noonlight,
Qutling music, night breezes, dew and ne.

"*And that will run behind you, a shadow on the sun, and that will lie
besi de you when every clay is done.

"*In work and play and friendship your grief will strike you dumb for
t hi nki ng what you are-and-what you m ght have becone.

"'Your dull and foolish wonan treat kindly as you can. Go home now,
ranger Arvid, set free to be a man!'

"I'n flickering and | aughter

the Qutling fol k were gone.

He stood al one by nmoonli ght
and wept until the dawn.

The dance weaves under the firethorn."

She laid the Iyre aside. Awind rustled | eaves. After a | ong quietness
Sherrinford said, "And tales of this kind are part of everyone's life in
t he out way?"

"Well, you could put it thus," Barbro replied. "Though they're not al
full of supernatural doings. Some are about |ove or heroism

Tradi tional thenes."

"I don't think your particular tradition has arisen of itself." H's tone
was bleak. "In fact, | think many of your songs and stories were not
conposed by human bei ngs. "

He snapped his lips shut and would say no nore on the subject. They
went early to bed.

Hours later, an alarm roused them

The buzzing was soft, but it brought theminstantly alert. They sl ept
in gripsuits, to be prepared for energencies. Sky-glow lit them through



t he canopy. Sherrinford swng out of his bunk, slipped shoes on feet
and clipped gun holster to belt. "Stay inside," he conmmanded.

"What's here?" Her pul se thuttered.
He squinted at the dials of his instrunents and checked t hem agai nst

the lum nous telltale on his wist. "Three animals,” he counted. "Not
wi | d ones happening by. A large one, honeothernmic, to judge fromthe

infrared, holding still a short ways off. Another . . . hm |ow
tenmperature, diffuse and unstable em ssion, as if it were nore like a
a swarm of cells coordi nated sonehow . . . pherononal | y?.

hovering, also at a distance. But the third' s practically next to us,
nmovi ng around in the brush; and that pattern | ooks human.™"

She saw hi m qui ver with eagerness, no |longer seeming a professor. "I'm
going to try to make a capture,"” he said. "Wien we have a subject for
interrogation-Stand ready to let me back in again fast. But don't risk
yoursel f, whatever happens. And keep this cocked." He handed her a

| oaded big-gane rifle.

Hs tall frame poised by the door, opened it a crack. Air blew in, cool
danp, full of fragrances and nurnurings. The noon O iver was now

al so aloft, the radiance of both unreally brilliant, and the aurora
seethed in whiteness and ice-Dblue.

Sherrinford peered afresh at his telltale. It nmust indicate the directions
of the watchers, anong those dappl ed | eaves. Abruptly he sprang out.

He sprinted past the ashes of the canmpfire and vani shed under trees.
Barbro's hand strained on the butt of her weapon.

Racket exploded. Two in conbat burst onto the neadow. Sherrinford

had cl apped a grip on a smaller human figure. She coul d nmake out by
stream ng silver and rainbow flicker that the other was nude, male,

| ong-haired, lithe and young. He fought denoniacally, seeking to use
teeth and feet and raking nails, and nmeanwhile he ululated |like a satan

The identification shot through her: A changeling, stolen in babyhood
and raised by the Ad Folk. This creature was what they woul d nmake

Jimy into.

"Ha!" Sherrinford forced his opponent around and drove stiffened
fingers into the solar plexus. The boy gasped and sagged. Sherrinford
manhandl ed hi mtoward the car

Qut fromthe woods cane a giant. It mght itself have been a tree,

bl ack and rugose, bearing four great gnarly boughs; but earth

qui vered and boomed beneath its leg-roots, and its hoarse bell owi ng
filled sky and skulls.

Barbro shrieked. Sherrinford whirled. He yanked out his pistol

fired and fired, flat whipcracks through the half light. His free arm
kept a lock on the youth. The troll shape |urched under those

blows. It recovered and cane on, nore slowy, nore carefully,

circling around to cut himoff fromthe bus. He couldn't nove fast
enough to evade it unless he rel eased his prisoner-who was his sole
possi bl e guide to Ji nmy

Barbro |l eaped forth. "Don't!" Sherrinford shouted. "For God's sake,
stay inside!" The nonster runbl ed and nmade snatching notions at

her. She pulled the trigger. Recoil slamed her in the shoulder. The
col ossus rocked and fell. Sonehow it got its feet back and | unbered



toward her. She retreated. Again she shot, and again. The creature
snarl ed. Bl ood began to drip fromit and gleamoilily am dst
dewdrops. It turned and went off, breaking branches, into the
darkness that |aired beneath the woods.

"Cet to shelter!"™ Sherrinford yelled. "You' re out of the janmer
fieldl"

A mstiness drifted by overhead. She barely glinpsed it before she
saw t he new shape at the neadow edge. "Jinmmy!" tore from her

"Mother." He held out his arnms. Monlight coursed in his tears.
She dropped her weapon and ran to him

Sherrinford plunged in pursuit. Jinmy flitted away into the brush.
Barbro crashed after, through clawing twi gs. Then she was seized
and borne away.

St andi ng over his captive, Sherrinford strengthened the fluoro
output until vision of the wlderness was bl ocked off fromwthin
t he bus. The boy squirmed beneath that col orless glare.

"You are going to talk," the man said. Despite the haggardness in his
features, he spoke quietly.

The boy gl ared through tangl ed | ocks. A bruise was purpling on his
jaw. He'd al nost recovered ability to flee while Sherrinford chased
and | ost the wonman. Returning, the detective had barely caught him
Time was | acking to be gentle, when Qutling reinforcements m ght
arrive at any noment. Sherrinford had knocked hi mout and dragged
himinside. He sat |ashed into a sw vel seat.

He spat. "Talk to you, man-cl od?" But sweat stood on his skin, and
his eyes flickered unceasingly around the netal which caged him

"Gve ne a nane to call you by."
"And have you work a spell on nme?"

"Mne's Eric. If you don't give me another choice, 1'll have to cal
you . . . mmm. . . Wddikins."

"What ?" However eldritch, the bound one remai ned a hunman
adol escent. "M stherd, then." The lilting accent of his English
somehow enphasi zed its sullenness. "That's not the sound, only
what it neans. Anyway, it's my spoken name, naught else.”

"Ah, you keep a secret name you consider to be real ?"

"She does. | don't know myself what it is. She knows the real names
of everybody."

Sherrinford raised his brows. "She?"
"Who reigns. May she forgive me, | can't make the reverent sign
when ny arms are tied. Some invaders call her the Queen of Air and

Dar kness. "

"So." Sherrinford got pipe and tobacco. He let silence wax while he
started the fire. At length he said:



"I"ll confess the A d Folk took me by surprise. | didn't expect so
form dabl e a nmenber of your gang. Everything | could | earn had
seened to show they work on ny race-and yours, |ad-by stealth,
trickery and illusion."

M stherd jerked a truculent nod. "She created the first nicors not
| ong ago. Don't think she has naught but dazzl ements at her beck."

"I don't. However, a steel jacketed bullet works pretty well too,

doesn't it?"

Sherrinford tal ked on, softly, nostly to hinmself: "I do still believe the,
ah,

ni cors-all your hal f-humanlike breeds-are intended in the main to be seen
not used. The power of projecting mrages nmust surely be quite limted in
range and scope as well as in the nunber of individuals who possess it.

O herwi se she woul dn't have needed to work as slowy and craftily as she
has. Even outside our mnd-shield, Barbro-nmy conpanion-could have

resi sted, could have renai ned aware that whatever she saw was unrea

i f

she'd been | ess shaken, less frantic, |ess driven by need."

Sherrinford weathed his head in snoke. "Never m nd what | experienced,"”
he said. "It couldn't have been the same as for her. | think the command
was sinply given us, 'You will see what you npbst desire in the world,
runni ng away fromyou into the forest.'" O course, she didn't travel many
nmeters before the nicor waylaid her. I'd no hope of trailing them |I'mno
Arctican woodsman, and besides, it'd have been too easy to anbush ne. |
cane back to you." Gimy: "You're nmy link to your overlady."

"You think I'Il guide you to Starhaven or Carheddi n? Try maki ng nme, cl od-
man. "

"I want to bargain."
"I s'pect you intend nore'n that." M stherd' s answer held surprising
shrewdness. "Wiat'Il you tell after you cone hone?"

"Yes, that does pose a problem doesn't it? Barbro Cullen and | are not
terrified outwayers. We're of the city. W brought recording instruments.
We'd be the first of our kind to report an encounter with the dd Fol k, and
that report would be detailed and plausible. It would produce action."

"So you see I'mnot afraid to die," Mstherd declared, though his |ips
trenbled a bit. "If | let you come in and do your man-things to ny people
I'd have naught left worth living for."

"Have no immedi ate fears," Sherrinford said. "You' re nerely bait." He sat
down and regarded the boy through a visor of calm (Wthin, it wept in him
Bar bro, Barbro!) "Consider. Your Queen can't very well let ne go back,
bringing nmy prisoner and telling about hers. She has to stop that sonehow |
could try fighting ny

way through-this car is better armed than you know but that wouldn't free

anybody. Instead, |I'mstaying put. New forces of hers will get here as
fast as they can. | assume they won't blindly throw thensel ves agai nst a
machi ne gun, a howitzer, a fulgurator. They'll parley first, whether their

intentions are honest or not. Thus | make the contact |'mafter.”

"What d' you plan?" The munbl e hel d angui sh



"First, this, as a sort of invitation." Sherrinford reached out to flick a

switch. "There. |I've lowered ny shield agai nst m nd-readi ng and shape-
casting. | daresay the | eaders, at least, will be able to sense that it's
gone.

That shoul d gi ve them confidence."
"And next?"
"Next we wait. Whuld you like something to eat or drink'?"

During the tinme which foll owed, Sherrinford tried to jolly M stherd al ong,
find out sonething of his Ilife. What answers he got were curt. He di nmed
the interior lights and settled down to peer outward. That was a |long few
hour s.

They ended at a shout of gl adness, half a sob, fromthe boy. Qut
of the woods cane a band of the A d Fol k.

Sone of them stood forth nmore clearly than nmoons and stars and

northlights should have caused. He in the van rode a white crownbuck whose
horns were garlanded. H s formwas manli ke but unearthly beautiful, silver-
blond hair falling from beneath the antlered hel net, around the proud cold
face. The cloak fluttered off his back Iike living wings. Hs frost-col ored
mai | rang as he fared.

Behind him to right and left, rode two who bore swords whereon snall
flames gl eaned and flickered. Above, a flying flock | aughed and trilled and
tumbled in the breezes. Near then drifted a hal f-transparent nistiness.
Those others who passed anong trees after their chieftain were harder to
make out. But thev nmoved in quicksilver grace and as it were to a sound of
harps and trunpets.

"Lord Luighaid." dory overflowed in Mstherd' s tone. "Her master Knower-
hi msel f."

Sherrinford had never done a harder thing than to sit at the

mai n control panel, finger near the button of the shield generator, and not
touch it. He rolled down a section of canopy to let voices travel. A gust of
wi nd struck himin the face, bearing odors of the roses'in his nother's
garden. At his back, in the main body of the vehicle, M stherd strained

agai nst his bonds till he could see the oncom ng troop. ,

"Call to them" Sherrinford said. "Ask if they will talk with nme."

Unknown, flutingly sweet words flew back and forth. "Yes," the boy
interpreted. "fie will, the Lord Luighaid. But I can tell you, you'll never
be

let go. Don't fight them Yield. Cone away. You don't know what 'tis to be
alive till you' ve dwelt in Carheddin under the nountain."

The Qutlings drew nigh.

Jimy glinmered and was gone. Barbro lay in strong arnms, against a broad
breast, and felt the horse nove beneath her. It had to be a horse, though
only a few were kept any |onger on the steadings and they only for special
uses or love. She could feel the rippling beneath its hide, hear a rush of
parted | eaf age and the thud when a hoof struck stone; warmth and living
scent welled up around her through the darkness.



He who carried her said mldly, "Don't be afraid, darling. It was a vision
But he's waiting for us and we're bound for him"

She was aware in a vague way that she ought to feel terror or despair or
somet hing. But her nenories |ay behind her-she wasn't sure just how she
had come to be here-she was borne along in a know edge of being |oved. At
peace, at peace; rest in the cal mexpectation of joy .

After a while the forest opened. They crossed a | ea where boul ders stood
gray-white under the nmoons, their shadows shifting in the di mhues which
the aurora threw across them Flitteries danced, tiny comets, above the
flowers between. Ahead gl eamed a peak whose top was crowned in cl ouds.

Bar bro's eyes happened to be turned forward. She saw the horse's head and
t hought, with quiet surprise: Wiy, this is Sanbo,

who was mne when | was a girl. She | ooked upward at the man. He wore a
bl ack tunic and a cow ed cape, which nade his face hard to see. She could
not cry aloud, here. "Tim" she whi spered.

"Yes, Barbro."

"I buried you-"

Hs smle was endlessly tender. "Did you think we're no nore than what's

| aid back into the ground? Poor torn sweetheart. She who's called us is the

Al'l Healer. Now rest and dream"”

--- "Dream " she said, and for a space she struggled to rouse herself.

But the effort was weak. Wiy shoul d she believe ashen tal es about
atons and energies, nothing else to fill a gape of enptiness

. tales she could not bring to mind . . . when Timand the horse

her father gave her carried her on to Jinmy? Had the other thing

not been the evil dream and this her first drowsy awakening from

it?

As if he heard her thoughts, he nmurnured, "They have a song in Qutling
| ands. The Song of the Men:

"The world sails to an unseen wind. Light swirls by the bows. The wake is
ni ght .

But the Dwell ers have no such sadness."”

"l don't understand," she said.

He nodded. "There's much you'll have to understand, darling, and | can't see
you again until you've learned those truths. But nmeanwhile you'll be with
our son."

She tried to Iift her head and kiss him He held her down. "Not yet," he

said. "You've not been received anong the Queen's people. | shouldn't have
cone for you, except that she was too nerciful to forbid. Lie back, lie
back. "

Ti me bl ew past. The horse gall oped tirel ess, never stumbling, up the
nmount ai n. Once she glinpsed a troop riding down it and thought they
were bound for a last weird battle in the west against . . . who? . . . one



who

lay cased in iron and sorrow. Later she would

ask herself the nane of hi mwho had brought her into the land of the
ad Truth.

Finally spires lifted splendid anong the stars, which are snmall and
magi cal and whose whi sperings confort us after we are dead. They
rode into a courtyard where candl es burned unwavering, fountains

spl ashed and birds sang. The air bore fragrance of brok and pericoup
of rue and roses, for not everything that nan brought was horrible.
The Dwellers waited in beauty to wel cone her. Beyond their
stateliness, pooks cavorted through the gl oam ng; anong the trees
darted children; merrinment carol ed across mnusic nore sol em.

"W have conme-" Tinms voice was suddenly, inexplicably a croak

Bar bro was not sure how he di snobunted, bearing her. She stood before
hi m and saw hi m sway on his feet.

Fear caught her. "Are you well?" She seized both his hands. They felt
cold and rough. Were had Sanbo gone? Her eyes searched beneath

the cowl. In this brighter illumnation, she ought to have seen her
man's face clearly. But it was blurred, it kept changing. "Wat's wong,
oh, what's happened?"

He smiled. Was that the smile she had cherished? She couldn't
conpletely remenber. "I-1 nust go," he stanmered, so | ow she could
scarcely hear. "Qur tine is not ready." Ile drew free of her grasp and
| eaned on a robed form which had appeared at his side. A haziness

swirled over both their heads. "Don't watch ne go . . . back into the
earth," he pleaded. "That's death for you. Till our time returns- There,
our son!"

She had to fling her gaze around. Kneeling, she spread wi de her arns.
Jimy struck her like a warm solid cannonball. She runpled his hair;
she kissed the holl ow of his neck; she | aughed and wept and babbl ed
fool i shness; and this was no ghost, no nenory that had stol en off

when she wasn't | ooki ng. Now and again, as she turned her attention to
yet another hurt which m ght have conme upon hi mhunger, sickness,
fear-and found none, she would glinpse their surroundi ngs. The

gardens were gone. It didn't matter

"I mssed you so, Mther. Stay?"
"I"ll take you hone, dearest.”
"Stay. Here's fun. 1I'll show. But you stay."

A sighing went through the twilight. Barbro rose. Jimmy clung to her
hand. They confronted the Queen

Very tall she was in her robes woven of northlights, and her starry
crown and her garlands of kiss-ne-never. Her countenance recalled
Aphrodite of M1 os, whose picture Barbro had often seen in the real ns
of men, save that the Queen's was nore fair and nore nmjesty dwelt
upon it and in the night-blue eyes. Around her the gardens woke to
new reality, the court of the Dwellers and the heaven-climnbing spires.

"Be wel cone," she spoke, her speaking a song, "forever."

Agai nst the awe of her, Barbro said, "Monnother, |let us go hone."



"That may not be."

"To our world, little and bel oved," Barbro dreaned she begged, "which
we build for ourselves and cherish for our children."

"To prison days, angry nights, works that crunble in the fingers, |oves
that turn to rot or stone or driftweed, loss, grief, and the only sureness
that of the final nothingness. No. You too, Wanderfoot who is to be,

will jubilate when the banners of the Qutworld conme flying into the

last of the cities and man is made wholly alive. Now go with those who
will teach you."

The Queen of Air and Darkness lifted an armin sumons. It halted,
and none cane to answer.

For over the fountains and nelodies lifted a gruesome growling. Fires

| eaped, thunders crashed. Her hosts scattered scream ng before the

steel thing which boormed up the nountainside. The pooks were gone

in a whirl of frightened wings. The nicors flung their bodi es agai nst the
unal i ve invader and were consumed, until their Mther cried to them

to retreat.

Barbro cast Jimmy down and herself over him Towers wavered and

snoked away. The nountain stood bare under icy noons, save for

rocks, crags,. and farther off a glacier in whose depths the

auroral light pulsed blue. A cave nouth darkened a cliff. Thither folk
streamed, seeking refuge underground. Sonme were human of bl ood, sone
grotesques |like the pooks and nicors and waiths; but nost were |ean, scaly,
| ong-tailed, |ong-beaked, not renotely men or Qutlings.

For an instant, even as Jimy wailed at her breast-perhaps as nuch because
t he enchant nent had been wrecked as because he was afraid-Barbro pitied
the Queen who stood alone in her nakedness. Then that one also had fled,
and Barbro's world shiver ered apart.

The guns fell silent; the vehicle whirred to a halt. Fromit sprang a boy
who called wildly, "Shadow of-a-Dream where are you? It's ne, M stherd.
Ch, come, cone!"-before he remenbered that the | anguage they had been
raised in was not nan's. He shouted in that until a girl crept out of a

t hi cket where she had hidden. They stared at each other through dust,
snoke and moongl ow. She ran to him

A new voi ce barked fromthe car, "Barbro, hurry!"

Christmas Landi ng knew day: short at this time of year, but sunlight, blue
skies, white clouds, glittering water, salt breezes in busy streets, and the
sane disorder of Eric Sherrinford' s |living room

He crossed and uncrossed his | egs where he sat, puffed on his pipe as if to
make a veil, and said, "Are you certain you' re recovered? You nustn't risk
overstrain."”

"I"'mfine," Barbro Cullen replied, though her tone was flat. "Still tired,
yes,

and showing it, no doubt. One doesn't go through such an experience and
bounce back in a week. But |I'mup and about. And to be frank, | nust know

what's happened, what's going on, before | can settle down to regain ny
full strength. Not a word of news anywhere."



"Have you spoken to others about the matter?"

"No. I've sinply told visitors | was too exhausted to talk. Not much of a
lie. | assuned there's a reason for censorship."”
Sherrinford | ooked relieved. "Good girl. It's at my urging. You can inagine

the sensation when this is made public. The authorities agreed they need
time to study the facts, think and debate in a cal m atnosphere, have a
decent policy ready to offer voters who're bound to becone rat her
hvsterical at first." H's nouth quirked slightly upward. "Furthernore, your
nerves and Jinmmy's get their chance to heal before the journalistic storm
breaks over you. How is he?"

- "Quite well. He continues pestering ne for leave to go play with

his friends in the Wonderful Place. But at his age, he'll recover-
he'll forget."

"He may neet them | ater anyhow "

"What? W didn't-" Barbro shifted in her chair. "I've forgotten too.
hardly recall a thing fromour |last hours. Did you bring back any ki dnapped
humans?"

"No. The shock was savage as it was, w thout throwi ng themstraight into
an . . . an institution. Mstherd, who's basically a sensible young fell ow,
assured me they'd get along, at any rate as regards survival necessities,
til

arrangenents can be made." Sherrinford hesitated. "I'm not sure what the
arrangenents will be. Nobody is, at our present stage. But obviously they

i ncl ude those peopl e-or many of them especially those who aren't full-
grown -rejoining the human race. Though they may never feel at honme in
civilization. Perhaps in a way that's best, since we will need sone kind of
nmutual |y acceptable liaison with the Dwellers.”

H s inpersonality soothed them both. Barbro became able to say, "Was |
too big a fool? | do renmenber how | yow ed and beat ny head on the
floor."

"Way, no." He considered the big woman and her pride for a few seconds
before he rose, wal ked over and |laid a hand on her shoul der. "You'd been
lured and trapped by a skillful play on your deepest instincts, at a noment
of sheer nightmare. Afterward, as that wounded nonster carried you off,
evidently another type of being cane along, one that could saturate you
wi th cl ose-range neuropsychic forces. On top of this, ny arrival, the
sudden bruta
abol i shnent of every halluci nation, nust have been shattering. No
wonder if you cried out in pain. Before you did, you conmpetently
got Jimy and yourself into the bus, and you never interfered
with ne."
"What did you do?"

"Way, | drove off as fast as possible. After several hours, the
at nospherics let up sufficiently for me to call Portol ondon and
insist on an emergency airlift. Not that that was vital. Wat chance
had the enenmy to stop us? They didn't even try-But quick trans-_
portation was certainly hel pful ."

"I figured that's what nust have gone on." Barbro caught his
gl ance. "No, what | neant was, how did you find us in the back-
[ ands?"

Sherrinford noved a little off fromher. "My prisoner was ny



guide. | don't think I actually killed any of the Dmellers who'd
cone to deal with ne. | hope not. The car sinply broke through
them after a couple of warning shots, and afterward out paced
them Steel and fuel against flesh wasn't really fair. At the cave
entrance, | did have to shoot down a few of those troll creatures.
I"mnot proud of it."

He stood silent. Presently: "But you were a captive," he said. "I
couldn't be sure what they might do to you, who had first claim

on nme." After another pause: "I don't |ook for any nmore viol ence."
"How did you make . . . the boy . . . cooperate?"
Sherrinford paced fromher, to the wi ndow, where he stood

staring out at the Boreal Ocean. "I turned off the mnd-shield,"”

he said. "I let their band get close, in full splendor of illusion

Then | turned the shield back on, and we both saw themin

their true shapes. As we went northward, | explained to M st-

herd how he and his kind had been hoodw nked, used, nade

tolive in a wrld that was never really there. | asked himif he

want ed hinmsel f and whonever he cared about to go on till

they died as donmestic aninmals-yes, running in limted freedom
on solid hills, but always called back to the dreamkennel." H s
pi pe fumed furiously. "May | never see such bitterness again.

He had been taught to believe he was free."

Qui et returned, above the hectic traffic. Charl enagne drew
nearer to setting; already the east darkened.

Finally Barbro asked, "Do you know why?"

"Why children were taken and raised like that? Partly because
it was in the pattern the Dwellers were creating; partly in order
to study and experiment on nmenbers of our species-ninds, that
is, not bodies; partly because humans have special strengths which

are hel pful, like being able to endure full daylight."
"But what was the final purpose of it all?"
Sherrinford paced the floor. "Well," he said, "of course the ulti-

mate notives of the aborigines are obscure. W can't do nore than
guess at how they think, let alone howthey feel. But our ideas do
seemto fit the data.

"Why did they hide fromman? | suspect they, or rather their
ancestors-for they aren't glittering elves, you know, they're nor-
tal and fallible too-1 suspect the natives were only being cautious
at first, nore cautious than human primtives, though certain of
those on Earth were also slow to reveal thenselves to strangers
Spying, mentally eavesdroppi ng, Roland' s Dwellers nust have
pi cked up enough | anguage to get sone idea of how different man
was fromthem and how powerful; and they gathered that nore
ships would be arriving, bringing settlers. It didn't occur to them
that they mi ght be conceded the right to keep their |ands. Perhaps

they're still nore fiercely territorial than we. They determined to
fight, in their own way. | daresay, once we begin to get insight into
that mentality, our psychol ogical science will go through its

Coperni can revol ution."

Ent husiasm kindled in him "That's not the sole thing we'll
learn, either," he went on. "They nust have science of their own,
a nonhuman science born on a -planet that isn't Earth. Because
they did observe us as profoundly as we've ever observed our-
selves; they did nount a plan against us, one that would have
t aken another century or nore to conplete. Wll, what else do
t hey know? How do they support their civilization wthout visible
agriculture or aboveground buil dings or mnes or anything? How can
they breed whole new intelligent species to order? A nmillion questions,
ten mllion answers!"”



"Can we learn fromthen?" Barbro asked softly. "Or can we only
overrun them as you say they fear?"

Sherrinford halted, |eaned el bow on mantel, hugged his pipe and
replied, "I hope we'll show nore charity than that to a defeated

eneny. It's what they are. They tried to conquer us, and failed, and
now in a sense we are bound to conquer themsince they'll have to

make their peace with the civilization of the machine rather than see
it rust away as they strove for. Still, they never did us any harm as
atroci ous as what we've inflicted on our fellow men in the past. And, |
repeat, they could teach us marvel ous things; and we could teach them
too, once they' ve learned to be less intolerant of a different way of
life."

"I suppose we can give thema reservation," she said, and didn't know
why he grimaced and answered so roughly:

"Let's | eave themthe honor they've earned! They fought to save the
worl d they'd al ways known fromthat"-he nmade a choppi ng gesture at

the city-"and just possibly we'd be better off ourselves with less of it."
He sagged a trifle and sighed, "However, | suppose if El fland had won,

man on Rol and woul d at | ast-peacefully, even happily -have died away.

W live with our archetypes, but can we live in then"

Bar bro shook her head. "Sorry, | don't understand."

"What' ?" He | ooked at her in a surprise that drove out nelancholy.

After a laugh: "Stupid of me. 1've explained this to so many politicians
and scientists and conmi ssioners and Lord knows what, these past
days, | forgot I'd never explained to you. It was a rather vague idea of

m ne, nmost of the time we were traveling, and | don't like to discuss
i deas prematurely. Now that we've net the Qutlings and watched how
they work, | do feel sure.”

He tanped down his tobacco. "In limted neasure,” he said, "l've used
an archetype throughout nmy own working life. The

rati onal detective. It hasn't been a conscious pose-much-it's sinply
been an image which fitted nmy personality and professional style. But
it draws an appropriate response from nost people, whether or not

t hey' ve ever heard of the original. The phenomenon is not

uncommon. W neet persons who, in varying degrees, suggest Chri st

or Buddha or the Earth Mdther, or, say, on a less exalted pl ane,

Ham et or d' Artagnan. Historical, fictional and nythical, such figures
crystallize basic aspects of the human psyche, and when we neet them
in our real experience, our reaction goes deeper than consciousness."

He grew grave again. "Man al so creates archetypes that are not

i ndi vidual s. The Anina, the Shadow and, it seens, the Qutworld. The
wor |l d of magic, of glanour-which originally neant enchant nent - of

hal f - human bei ngs, sone like Ariel and some |ike Caliban, but each
free of nortal frailties and sorrows-therefore, perhaps, a little
carelessly cruel, nore than a little tricksy; dwellers, in dusk and
nmoonl i ght, not truly gods but obedient to rulers who are enigmatic and
power ful enough to be- Yes, our Queen of Air and Darkness knew wel |
what sights to let lonely people see, what illusions to spin around them
fromtime to time, what songs and | egends to set going anmong them |
wonder how nmuch she and her underlings gl eaned from hunman fairy



tal es, how nuch they nmade up thensel ves, and how nuch nen created
all over again, all unwittingly, as the sense of living on the edge of the
world entered them"

Shadows stole across the room It grew cooler and the traffic noises
dwi ndl ed. Barbro asked nutedly, "But what could this do?"

"I'n many ways," Sherrinford answered, "the outwayer is back in the
Dark Ages. He has few nei ghbors, hears scanty news from beyond his
hori zon, toils to survive in a land he only partly understands, that may
any ni ght raise unforeseeabl e disasters against himand is bounded by
enornous wi |l dernesses. The machine civilization which brought his
ancestors here is frail at best. He could lose it as the Dark Ages nations
had | ost G eece and Ronme, as the whole of Earth seenms to have lost it.
Let hi m be worked on, |ong,
strongly, cunningly, by the archetypical Qutworld, until he has
-conme to believe in his bones that the nagic of the Queen of Air
and Darkness is greater than the energy of engines; and first his
faith, finally his deeds will follow her. Ch, it wouldn't happen fast.
Ideally, it would happen too slowy to be noticed, especially by
self-satisfied city people. But when in the end a hinterland gone
back to the ancient way turned fromthem how could they keep
alive?"
Barbro breathed, "She said to ne, when their banners flewin
the last of our cities, we would rejoice."
"I think we would have, by then," Sherrinford adnmitted. "Nev-

ertheless, | believe in choosing one's destiny."
He shook hinself, as if casting off a burden. He knocked the
dottle fromhis pipe and stretched, nuscle by rmuscle. "Well," he

said, "it isn't going to happen."

She | ooked straight at him "Thanks to you."

A flush went up his thin cheeks. "In time, |I'm sure sonebody
el se woul d have- What nmatters is what we do next, and that's too
big a decision for one individual or one generation to make."

She rose. "Unless the decision is personal, Eric," she suggested,
feeling heat in her own face.

It was curious to see himshy. "I was hopi ng we m ght neet
again."

"W owill."

Ayoch sat on Wl und's Barrow. Aurora shuddered so brilliant,

C in such vast sheafs of light, as alnobst to hide the wani ng noons.
Firethorn bloons had fallen; a few still glowed around the tree
roots, amidst dry brok which crackl ed underfoot and snelled |like
woodsnoke. The air remai ned warm but no gleamwas left on the

- sunset hori zon.

"Farewel |, fare lucky," the pook called. M stherd and Shadow-
of - a- Dream never | ooked back. It was as if they didn't dare. They
trudged on out of sight, toward the human canp whose lights
made a harsh new star in the south.

Ayoch lingered. He felt he should al so of fer good-bye to her who

had lately joined himthat slept in the dol men. Likely none would -

S.-- nmeet here again for loving or magic. But he could only think of
one old verse that might do. He stood and trilled:

. "Qut of her breast
a bl ossom ascended.
The sumrer burned it.
The song is ended."



-e,----..rhea he spread his wings for the long flight away.



