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G en Cook's last story here was a seagoing fantasy titled "Ghost Stal k" (May 1978), which proved
very popular. This new story is an inmensely entertaining science fiction tale about an Eart hnan
who is shipwecked on the quiet sea of another world.

Qui et Sea
By GLEN COOK

Wth dawn a hundred doves unfurled their varicol ored wi ngs upon the quiet sea, fluttering
nervously. The waves ran gentle now, but during the night the earth beneath the deep had groaned
and shaken like a brunwhal in its death throes. Ahead |ay deep blue water, cool Fenaja water from
the arctic, but Rickli sensed no danger. They would reach the Pinmental Bank before noon
Meanwhi |l e, he would nend sail, ignoring the aches in his heart and | eg, and daydream of npunt ai ns,
forests, and snow. Maybe |ater, when they got ready to put the seines over the side and he woul d
only be in the way, he would linp down to the galley and swap lies with the Shi pwecked Earthman
and hel p sharpen scaling knives.

Such were the thoughts of Rickli Manlove at dawn on the Ninth of Eel in the year 866 of the |oca
reckoni ng. The Shi pwrecked Earthnman prefered 3060. He had | ost count of his nonths and days.
After a few years he had given up trying.

Rickli, too, had given up. It had been a year since the Fenaja harpoon had shattered his knee.

For nmonths he had hoped, but, finally, he'd had to accept the truth: never again would he ride the
bowsprit of a racing chaser and, with the salty spray stinging his eyes and soaki ng his beard,

pl ant his harpoon in the glistening back of a fleeing brunwhal. Nor would he ever again trade
insults and harpoons with the cruel Fenaja.

Once the crew had named him Left Hand Sea Terror. Now he was only The Crippled Sail maker. So it
went. So it went. He bore the Fenaja no special nalice. They had done what they'd had to do, as
did Man. \When the grunling weren't running, the blackfin were.

He wet a finger, held it up, sniffed, and considered the bow of the sails. The breeze was barely
sufficient to keep way on. An inauspicious sign at dawn. The fleet coul d becone becal ned. The
Fenaj a woul d be hard pressed to resist such tenptation

But there was no feeling of danger in the deep blue water. Perhaps the Fenaja were el sewhere.

Far over the quiet sea, shell horns winded. A chaser's nmainsail fat-bellied in the breeze.

Thr oughout the fleet youngsters scranbled into the rigging to watch. The brunwhal were the nost
val uabl e, and mobst cunning, creatures of the deep. The Children of the Sky used everything but

t he nane.

The Shi pw ecked Earthman had been anazed that they renenbered their off-world origins after so
many centuries. But many things had anmazed himhere, their survival nost of all

Ri ckli and the Earthman were al nost friends, close enough that the Earthman had confided that he
wasn't an Od Earther at all but a colonial froma world called Bronwen. The distinction seened
important to him

They hadn't always been friendly. There had been a tine, before the big fight off LaFata Bank,
when Rickli had joined his peers in nocking the man for his inconpetence. But a harpoon through
the knee, the Earthman's ninistrations, and a year of nending sails had given hima new
perspective. The Earthnman was no | onger sailing his native sea, was al nost a hel pl ess as one of
the bottom creatures the divers brought up and, threw on deck. |In the Earthnan's water, Rickl
suspected, he would be nore hel pl ess than was the Earthman here.

The youngsters drifted down fromthe rigging. R ckli chuckled. Even at the wi nding of the shells
he had known there wasn't enough breeze for the chaser to overhaul the brunwhal. He carefully
inserted his tools into their brunwhal hide case, reached for his carved cane of spearfish ivory.
The ship grew quiet around him Soon there were no sounds but the soughing of the wind in the
rigging, the sea whispering along the hull, and the creak of the vessel's planks and frame. Those
sounds, in the deeps of the nightwatches, could | eave a nan terribly lonely. He added the thunp
of his cane as he hobbled aft.

There were tinmes when Rickli cursed his leg for what it denied him but as often he renenbered
that he was lucky to have it at all. Had it not been for the Shi pwecked Earthman, he mi ght never
have survived. As the augurs rem nded them when the grunling weren't running, the blackfin were.
"Thonmas?" he called down into the galley.

""Here, Rickli." The man canme to hel p hi mdown the | adder

Thomas Haki m the Shipw ecked Earthman, was a small, dusky, dark-eyed nan who had only recently
devel oped the habit of wearing his hair long and tied back in a tail, though he still kept his
beard carefully trimed in a "space." It had taken years to break the habit of regular haircuts.

file:/lIG|/rah/Glen%20Cook/Glen%20Co0k%20-%20Quiet%20Sea.txt (1 of 13) [2/9/2004 3:33:47 AM]



file://IG)/rah/Glen%20Cook/Glen%20Cook%20-%20Quiet%20Sea.txt

On his ships, he had said, short hair had been nandatory.

The people of Quiet Sea all wore theirs long. Hair becane rope and twine. On Quiet Sea al
avai l abl e resources were exploited

"Looks |ike a peaceful crossing."

"CGood. Good." The Earthman returned to his scaling knives. "A pity we can't nake peace with the
Fenaja."

It was, Rickli thought, one of the Earthman's favorite thenmes, one whose futility the man

recogni zed. Natural conpetition nade peace and cooperation inpossible.

"The augurs say we'll do well here. No one's been to Pinental Bank for years. The sandweg shoul d
be tall."

The Earthman was ever a devil's advocate. "So? And what then? We build another ship. For what?"
Ri ckli chuckl ed, playing the gane. "Wy, so we can gather sandweg faster and build another ship
sooner. Soneday we'll have the biggest fleet on Quiet Sea."

"You already have it. One of those days you'll all listen to me, say the hell with it, and go
sail off the edge of the world."

"That's what | |ike about you, Thomas. Al ways a cheery outl ook."

"Christ!" But he smiled. The nmanner was a pose, Rickli had |earned after having been thrown into
Haki mM s constant conpany by the Fenaja harpoon. "Wat were the horns about?" Though he had been
with the fleet for years, Hakimstill couldn't read signals.

"Brunwhal . They didn't get him"

"So it goes."

"When the grunling aren't running, the blackfin are. You need any hel p?"

"No. I'malnost done. Nothing till the salting starts. Checkers?"

The gane had nmade the Shipwecked Earthman fanobus across Quiet Sea. Before his falling-star
arrival, all games had had to do with the sea. Checkers had caught on as a sinple alternative to
tradition. Hakimhad tried teaching other ganes as well, especially chess, but the Children of
the Sky had rejected themas too conplicated. Their culture, Hakimhad told Rickli, was too tight
and changel ess, with never-varying, sinple goals, to accept unnecessary conplexity.

The Children, though, enjoyed it when he told fortunes with a now ragged deck of tarot cards,

t hough the augurs frowned at his treading on their heels. The Earthnman thought that it was the

pi ctures which seized their attention, not the patter. Pictures were al nost unknown on Quiet Sea.
Wth. Hakinms aid, Rickli returned to the nmaindeck. They set up the board atop a cargo hatch
Peopl e not ot herw se occupi ed came over to watch. They were the best players on board.

"So tell me about Qutside," Rickli said after a few noves. Haki mnever |ost his zest for
remniscing. Rickli didn't believe a tenth of what he said, nor did anyone el se, but his tales
were always entertaining. Also, they distracted himfromhis gane.

"Did | tell you about the Iron Legion and the war with Ri chard Hawksbl ood in the Shadow i ne on

Bl ackwor | d?" Haki m scanned his |isteners, responded to their headshakes with: "It started
centuries ago, before the U antonid War, but the high gane, the endgane, was played out on

Bl ackworld...."

The crowd grew till Dynon Tipsword, captain of Rifkin's Dream cane round grow ing at people off
their watch stations. It was one of the Earthman's best stories. He got into it so deeply that
Ri ckli beat himthree straight.

Despite his crankiness and inability to master the sinplest skills of seananship, the Earthnman was
well liked. Aboard Rifkin's Dream at |least as a storyteller, he had becone an honored
institution.

"Pale water!" a | ookout shouted fromthe naintop

"The bank," Rickli said. Al aboard relaxed slightly. The Fenaja shunned shal |l ow, warm wat er
Haki m gat hered the checkers. "Even in paradise there's work for the sinful," he nuttered. R ckl
had becone accustoned to such cryptic remarks, remarks Haki m sel dom expl ai ned

For the hundredth tinme Rickli wondered what tw st of fate had brought Thonmas to Quiet Sea. Though
Hakimw I lingly chattered about hinself, he refused to explain how he had cone to be in a snall
ship, alone, near this long-forgotten world, nor would he tell what had led himto crash. His
sole recorded remark on the affair was an observation that he had been lucky to set down near the
fleet.

Ri ckli remenbered the day well. He had been a rigging boy then, a maintop boy, when the norning
sky had shown sudden, short-lived, unknown stars, and it had been during his nasthead watch,
later, that the sky had opened up and a shooting star, throw ng off blinding-bright fragments of
itself, had conme roaring down with thunders worse than those of any storm The main body had hit
the water beyond the horizon. A great colum of steamhad risen to mark the site. The augurs,
versed in the old lore, had turned the fleet that way, though the object had splashed down in
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Fenaj a water.
Thousands of dead sea creatures had floated round a burned arid tw sted object wallowi ng deep in

the waves. It had been huge, frighteningly so, and made of netal.... That had brought awe into
the eyes of everyone who had not yet nade the pilgrimge to Landi ng, where the remains of the Ship
still lay. Wen the strange object had cool ed enough to be touched, every person, who could had

set about scavenging netal, much of which had proven, unworkable later. On Quiet Sea, where there
was no land at all and snelters consisted of charcoal hearths in the galleys of ships where
handf ul s of bottom nodes, recovered by |ucky divers, were worked, that much refined netal seened
an unbel i evabl e fortune.

Then they had broken through the outer skin and had found the unconscious man hanging in the
curious strapping. He had been a dark, angry little man whose features had borne the stanp of

i ntense concentration and fear

Though fearful, the augurs had brought himout and had done their best to nend his health. |In the
meantinme, his vessel had been |looted. Many of the Children still wore bits of glass and plastic
for jewelry. 1In the early days there had been a communications problem Hakimhadn't spoken a

| anguage anything Iike their own, which had evol ved through the centuries into one whose prinary
concern was the sea, its colors, deeps, noods, denizens, and the ships that sailed upon it. There
were | anguage difficulties even between the older fleets, though the augurs did their best to

di scour age diversion

The Earthnan's ancestors, and Rickli's, hadn't spoken the sanme | anguage as contenporaries on Ad
Earth. And Hakims people had followed a far different road since then.

But he had been a fast study. Perhaps a hint of why could be found in his tales of adventures on
many wor | ds.

Though it had been obvious he would be a |l ong tine becom ng productive, every ship in the fleet
had vied for possession of the castaway. The augurs had spread the news that he had come fromthe
sem -nythical world of their origin. The Children of the Sky had been hungry for news and

know edge.

The conpetition had becone so intense that the augurs, fearing violence, had ordered a lottery.
Rifkin's Dream had won. And had never been sorry, though at first the young people, Rickl

i ncluded, had resented his presence because he had been granted so much unearned privilege. But
when he had cone to understand the tongue and culture, he had done his best to pull his weight.
Oten over Dynon Tipsword's objections. The captain had sensed fromthe first that his new man
woul d never meke a sail or.

Thomas Haki m had never seen a sailing ship before Quiet Sea. He could only admre the conpl ex

rel ati onshi ps between the nmaze of boons, yards, rigging, nasts, and sails, not begin to
understand. The youngsters, who had grown up on the ships, sonetines thought himretarded.

Where and when, the Earthman did what he could. He had settled into the galley because cooking
was what, it proved, he best understood. Signals sounded over the water as the | ead vessels
entered the shallows. Oders shouted by dozens of captains carried over the quiet sea, sonetines
resulting in confusion. Sails cane in with whines and shrieks of tackle. In places the Pinenta
was so shallow that the | arger vessels mght run aground. The Bank was rich, but had to be
exploited carefully. One dared not risk |osing the vessel that was one's only hone.

Quiet Sea was a calm peaceful, relatively friendly world which supported its hunan popul ati on
confortably, in al nost Pol ynesian ease, but there were pragmatic realities to be faced even in
Eden. Wirst was the lack of living space. The ships were all they had, were difficult to build
for lack of land, and were always popul ated to their supportive linmts. Humanity being fecund,
stringent neasures were required to control popul ation

In Rickli's fleet this took its sinplest form Crews were segregated by sex. Male children were
allowed to remain with their nmothers only during their first two years. |n other fleets other

met hods, often harsher nethods, were enployed, including drowning of unwanted newborns, the old
and halt. No technol ogy of contraception existed.

The sexual nores of the society had been hard on the Shi pwecked Earthman. Hi s great goal, he had
once told Rickli, was to nmake it possible to mate without breeding. He had shown Manl ove one of
his ideas, a sheath of finest grunling gut carefully scraped and cured. Rickli had understood the
techni cal aspect, but not the enptional. He had sinply remarked that the material could be put to
better use as sausage casing.

The fleet began to disperse. Sone, like Rifkin's Dream would seine. Chasers would range out in
search of brunwhal, which hugged the food-rich banks. Ohers would send divers bel ow for
shel | fish, useful bottom plants, sand, and stone, the latter for potential ore, ballast use, and
transport to the centuries-old project to create, at Landing, what Quiet Sea | acked naturally: dry
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| and. Specialized vessels would harvest sandweg, a huge bottom plant that could be cut into
| unber. The stands were rich on Pinmental, often rising five neters above sea | evel

Haki m and Rickli, with everyone el se not otherw se occupi ed, hel ped clean and salt the catch
"M xed catch,” said Rickli, puzzled, dragging a thrashing blackfin froma lively pile and stilling
it with one quick jab of the butt of his knife.

Hal kin took a snaller, nore easily cleaned grunling. "Not a good sign," he agreed. When the

Species mixed in the shallows, it was because the blackfin felt threatened by something in the
deeps. Blackfin preferred the cooler, deeper waters on the faces of the banks. The grunling
preferred the warner shallows. "Fenaja?"

"Probably not. There woul d've been sone sign."

Dynon Ti psword, too, was concerned. He had a caution pennant

bent to a halyard and run to the maintruck. Here and there, simlar pennons ran to other nmains.
"Whatever, we'll find out first," said Rickli. R fkin's Dreamwas seining on the extreme |eft of
the fleet, nearest the deep water

"Probably just the tenblor |ast night"

"Maybe." But a feeling of wongness had begun growing on Rickli. Wy hadn't there been any Fenaja
sign during the crossing? They didn't attack often, but when ships entered their waters they

al ways cane up to watch, their ugly, whiskered snouts trailing Vs on the surface as they dared the
humans to start sonmething. Sonetinmes they would Iift their dun, scaly foreparts fromthe waves
and croak insults |earned fromother men. But as long as there were no bone-tipped harpoons in

sight, their intentions renai ned peaceful. Their attacks, generally, cane in waters where one of
their occasional, sudden, inexplicable population explosions had |eft the blackfin schools
depl et ed.

The w nchrmen haul ed a bul gi ng net aboard, scattering the sand-covered deck with flopping fish

The youngsters, wearing brunwhal skin chaps and gl oves, began heaving the snallest and fenal es over
the side. Neither grunling nor blackfin had dangerous teeth, but their scales could rasp the skin
off a man with one caress. Dried blackfin hide was used to sand the decks. During fishing those
decks were covered two centinmeters deep with sand fromballast nmeant to absorb spilled bl ood and
entrail s.

"Unhm' Haki m grunted. "There's your Fenaja."

Ri ckli stood, ignoring the sudden sharp pain in his knee. "Part of one." He hobbl ed forward,

hel ped others pall the nmangl ed corpse fromthe pile offish. "Dynon!"

Ti psword cane down fromthe helm spent a long minute staring at the remains. "All right. Back
to work. We've got a hold to fill. You three, put it back over the side. |Its people will be

|l ooking for it." As activity resuned, the captain stal ked back to his station. A new set of
pennons ran to the main. The ship's arnorer began naking the round of battle stations, setting
out harpoons, axes, swords.

Ri ckli resumed his seat, said nothing for a long tine.

"What is it?" Hakimasked. "Half the body had been eaten. It still had a broken harpoon in its
hand. "

Hand was a misnonmer, Fromthe Fenaja's forward end, near what m ght pass as shoul ders were it
accustonmed to going upright, a specialized pair of tentacles grew, the ends of these had nodified
into three finger-length sub-tentacles. The quasi-intelligent creatures used themas a man used
hands.

"Meani ng he maybe died fighting sonmething that was eating hinP"

"Unm" Naturally enough, the nonsters of the | egends and fol klore of the Children of the Sky were
all creatures fromthe deep and, though Haki m had never encountered a man who had seen one, the
sea people believed in their existence as devoutly as their ancestors had believed in dragons and
trolls.

The.only known enem es of the Fenaja were human. But the Children of the Sky had little rea
know edge of what lived at the bottom of the deeps. Their interest was the banks, an ecol ogica
cycle into which their ancestors had inserted thensel ves.

The seining, cleaning, and salting went on, though wary eyes kept glancing toward deep water. Yet
the crew trusted Tipsword's judgnent. Had he believed real danger existed, he would have had the
nets haul ed in and stored.

The tension bothered the Earthman. "Think 1'lIl go get Esnmeralda,"” he said, putting his knife

asi de,

Ri ckli nodded, reached for another blackfin. The thing the Earthnman called Esneral da had been one
of the few possessions he had reclainmed after the looting of his ship. To Rickli it |ooked Iike

an ornate nutation of a shipfitter's mallet, except that Haki m al ways handl ed it backwards.
Manl ove suspected it was some sort of Qutside talisman. Hakimbrought it out each tinme Rifkin's
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Dream sail ed into danger, but Rickli had yet to see the man do anything with it.

Just as Thomas returned, flying fish began skipping across the sea. Tipsword judged their nunbers
and the length of their junps, Shouted, "Ship the nets! Forget the fish! Bring themin!"

It wasn't necessary to tell the cleaners and salters to clear the decks. Every man abl e began
pitching fish over the side. New signals rose to the main; hornnmen stood by.

The sea began boiling two hundred neters off the port bow "Cut it!" Tipsword thundered at the
netnen. "Now! Myve it!" Men shuddered. A good seine costs hundreds of manhours to nake. But; if
they were lucky, they could conme about and recover it later. Bladders nade of brunwhal stomachs
woul d keep it afloat. Soneone began wi elding an ax. The trouble horns screanmed across the water.
Near by shi ps becane furious with activity.

"Hard right rudder!" Tipsword ordered. "Stand by to shift sail."

The rigging boys were already al oft.

Rifkin's Dream was the | ong-dead shipbuilder Rifkin's attenpt to conbine the best of two types of
rigging in one of the fleet's largest vessels. She was square-rigged on her forward and top-nmai n-
masts, schooner-rigged on her main and m zzen. Sharp course changes could result in nmass
conf usi on.

There was little of that this tine. Everyone was too frightened to make a m st ake.

"Ch!" said Rickli. Nothing else would cone.

"Jesus," said the Shipwecked Earthnan, softly. "What the hell is it?"

"Grossfenaja. The deepdarkdevil . "

Rifkin's Dreamslowly heel ed over as her rudder took hold and she took the wind on her beam Her
stern slid sideways toward the thing rising fromthe deep. The nearest seining ship winded its
own horns and cut its net lines too.

A shout fromthe nmasthead directed their attention forward. Half a kil oneter ahead, another one
was rising. Then another, off the port quarter

"Never heard of anything dike this!" Rickli shouted, the nearest beast was still surfacing, nore
and nore tentacles slapping water, sonme reaching for Rifkin's Dream Dynon Ti psword shouted for

t he younger boys to get bel ow.

"Must have been the earthquake,"” Hakimnuttered. "Christ! Another one."

The main body of the nearest broke water. It was over sixty neters long and serpentine, like a
fat M dgard serpent whose tail had turned into a kraken. The head was at the end opposite the
mai n mass of tentacles, with just two five-neter Fenaja-type |inbs nearhby.

Regai ning his conmposure, Rickli said, "Any of the other old nonsters | woul d' ve believed, but
this...."

The creature withed in an effort to direct its head toward the ship, but it seemed Ti psword had
acted in tine and the vessel would slip away.

"Sandweg!" the forward | ookout cried. A nonent |ater he hurtled into the sea as the vessel plowed
into a dense young stand, the tops of which hadn't yet broken water. The bows rose high, Rifkins
Dr eam shuddered, then lurched forward as her nonentum snapped or uprooted the plants.

But she hadn't enough way on to carry her through. Her stern and rudder hung up. In nonents she
was dead in the water.

"Battle stations!" Tipsword bellowed. "You boys below, see if she's sprung any | eaks. Spearsong,
get a boat over. Wnchnen, stand by to kedge her. Thomas, get coals fromthe galley."

Hakimran. Rickli, trying to stay out of the way, wondered how their puny weapons, even fire,

could stave off the predator. He glanced at the rest of the fleet. No help there. Panic and
confusion were the suprene admirals of the nonent. And running for shallower water seened no rea
solution. The creature that had surfaced i nmedi ately ahead was al ready dragging itself through
water just four neters deep. Speed seened the only escape.

He noted a racked harpoon with an ornate grip of brunwhal ivory. H's own, that the crew had given
hi m when he had been Left Hand Sea Terror, best chaser spritman in the fleet. He hobbled over and
exchanged it for his cane. There was confort in the famliar grip. He would die with his old
conpani on i n hand.

The decks and tops seened utter chaos, yet the frenetic activity had its purposes. But for the
thing bearing down, it mght have been the | ast nonent before an ordinary Fenaja fight. There had
been nore panic and confusion at LaFata. Rickli stayed out of the way, gradually drifted forward.
The sword, ax, and harpoon nen all seened so young, just boys. Were were the |ongbeards, the
grizzled old nen who had nanned the rail at LaFata? Dead, of course. Still there, consigned to
the deep. Not many had been as lucky as he. Half this crew had transferred aboard after that
battl e.
"Jesus,

he murnmnured, borrowi ng fromthe Shi pwecked Earthman. The thing's head was scarred with
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a mouth | arge enough to take a man or Fenaja at a gulp. Twenty neters fromDream it plunged
beneath the water, torpedoing into the sandweg wack |left by the ship's passage. Rickli shouted a
warni ng to Spearsong, but too late. The head rose and destroyed the | ongboat with a single snap
of huge jaws. The fore-tentacles snatched men fromthe water. The thing's rear snmashed into the
port side. The vessel junped, shook, groaned in protest. Everyone went tunbling. R gging boys

rai ned from above, smashing into deck or sea with terrified screans. Rickli |ost the harpoon
Ti psword t hunderously ordered everyone back to the rail. Then a tentacle whi pped over and
snatched himaway fromthe wheel. He went , over the side, into the sea, hacking with a rare

metal sword.

Though they nunbered only twenty and were no thicker than a man's arm the nonster's rear
tentacles seened to fall in a deadly rain. Against them harpoons were useless. The sword and ax
men managed to damage a few, but the beast seened oblivious to pain. Its head reared high to
starboard and observed critically while its tail worked nurder to port.

Dead nen speckl ed the sea

Tent acl es began reachi ng through hatches and snaki ng out the boys below. Terrified, pathetic
screanms echoed bel ow decks.

Ri ckli suddenly understood that they were fighting the wong end. Its normal prey probably never
realized that. He tried to tell sonmeone, but with Dynon gone there was no one to make them
listen. He glanced to starboard. The creature was casually nibbling on a boatnman. He bent,

pi cked up a harpoon, cast it.

Hi s knee betrayed him He coll apsed on bl oody sand, al nost cried when the harpoon whi spered past
the thing's trunk, a neter below his target. He had to get closer

It had to be out the bowsprit. From nowhere else could he be certain of being close enough to
overcone his knee. He grabbed another harpoon and started.

There wasn't much thought in the journey, that seenmed an endless pilgrimge to keep a rendezvous
with death. There was pain such as he hadn't known since the Fenaja harpoon had struck.

Tent acl es whi pped about with Rickli Manlove seemingly their special target. One seized himround
the bad knee, pulled and squeezed, but fate placed a | evel headed ax-nman nearby. He went on,

craw ing, dragging the reinjured I eg. Something had gone in the knee. He had heard and felt it.
Three neters out the bowsprit, he collapsed, unable to go on

Salt spray stung his eyes. O was it tears? Failed again.... He wasn't sure where he was, on a
chaser racing after the hunpi ng brown back of a brunwhal, or lying half-dead after LaFata.... His
will returned. Then his strength. Just enough. He nmade it to the |eadsnman's platform dragged
hi msel f upright, gripped his harpoon, threw.

And sagged in defeat. Low again. It buried itself deep, but a nmeter bel ow the huge yell ow eye
for which he had ai ned.
"Rickli! Rickli Manlove!" The Earthman's curious, harshly accented voice seened to cone from years

and kil onmeters away. Slowly, he turned.

The Earthnman stood at the foot of the bowsprit, harpoon in one hand, his talisman in the other. A
tentacl e had hi mround the wai st.

Ri ckli reached a futile hand...

The Earthman put the harpoon in the air. It slapped his palm

He felt fanmiliar ivory, the old, confortable grip of his high years.

He turned. He aimed. He cast.

He col | apsed, but only after he had seen his old conpanion buried gripdeep in the yell ow eye.

Ri ckli lay unconscious for days. He cane round to find Rifkin's Dream wth help from ot her
ships, trying to keep afloat during repairs to her hull and rigging. Sone vessels worked the
beast's remains. Masts crowded the battle site. Through them he could see a simlar cluster in
t he di st ance.

The Shi pwecked Earthman | ay beside him drugged, his waist a nass of ripped skin and ugly
bruises. His guts nust have been churned good. His talisman remained gripped in his left hand.

"Good afternoon, Captain." "llyana WI dhaber. What're you doing here?"

"Keeping this tub off the bottom" She was captain of Replete, a repair and stores vessel, "It's a
jinx."

"Have Weat her head change our station.”

"There'll be changes. This nade LaFata | ook like a christening party." "Tell ne."

"There were six of them Several ships weren't as lucky as Dream Three were dragged into the
deep. Six nmore went down in the shallows. Two we'll re-float. Mst everyone got involved."
"Quess there'll be work for a crippled sailnaker, then." Rickli's greatest fear was that the crew
woul d vote hi m supernunerary, a fear that had begun while the Fenaja harpoon still quivered in his

knee. No such vote had been taken in living nmenory, even against incorrigibles, but Rickli felt
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he was a child of fate. A nmlevolent fate. "Didn't you hear? You're captain now"

"No. "

"Yes. They voted. You'll replace Dynon. |If you live." Rickli at |last found the nerve to | ook
down. "A one-|egged man?"

She shrugged. "Got to go. You lie still, don't get it infected. They'd take it off at the neck

next tine." Rickli stared at the battered masts and rigging, pondering the odd course of fate. A
har poon man in good condition grewold in his job, usually perishing when age tricked himinto
fatal error. But as a sail maker who could fight, he had with one cast of a harpoon won the hearts
of a crew. Such as it might be. H s elevation m ght be a nockery. Losses had been heavy when he
had made his throw

Rifkin's Dream did not wei gh anchor for six weeks and then noved only a kiloneter. Rickli and the
Eart hman were both off their backs but not in good health. Hakimcouldn't handle solid food,
Rickli drilled his crew nmercilessly, trying to neld a scattering of veterans and dozens of

transfers into a new ship's conpany. "What do you think?" he asked the Earthman one day. ' They'l
cope. They al ways do.
Why wor ry?"

"I want themto |l ook sharp. W're going on pilgrinmage."
"Landi ng?" The Shi pw ecked Eart hman had never visited the site of Man's first touchdown on Qui et
Sea. During his tenure individual ships or squadrons had felt the need and nade the hadj, but

Rifkin's Dream had sailed on, remaining with the fleet as it craw ed frombank to bank. 1t had
been twenty-five years since the vessel had gone. "The whole fleet. W need the luck. Two
di sasters in one year.... It's tinme."

Landing's special significance hadn't attained religious standing, but sone superstition had
attached itself, encouraged by the augurs. To maintain their birthluck, all Children of the Sky
were encouraged to visit the Ship every few years.

The reason, the Earthman had suggested, was so the augurs at the Ship could gather infornmation
fromscattered sources, collate it, and dissem nate it again.

The Earthnman, Rickli reflected, had a ot of strange ideas about the Children of the Sky. He
supposed that was the alien viewoint. Watever, Thomas was eager to reach Landi ng.

If anything, the encounter with Grossfenaja had ripened and nellowed their relationship. The
Eart hman now shared nore of his alien thoughts.

Wil e crossing the Finneran Bank, the traditional boundary between seas well-known and the
frontier waters the fleet generally cruised, just a week's fast sail fromLanding, R ckli said,
"Thomas, you've never told us why you're here. Sonething nust've brought you."

The sun had set an hour before. The bright jewels of the gal axy wi nked down as they began their
mgration toward dawn. Rifkin's Dreamhad settled into the long, lonely silence of night,

whi spering and creaking to herself, but telling few stories to listening ears. The passage of
shi ps excited biolum nescent plankton in the shallows, scrawing pale stripes across the quiet
sea. Hakimstared at the stars, at the constellation the sea people called the Spiderfish, for a
| ong tine.

"I don't know, Rickli," he said at last. "Wy does a man | eave hone? | thought | knew then.
Sonehow, fromhere, it doesn't seemall that inportant."”

"Was it so wicked a thing?" Rickli knew he had touched a nerve with the initial question. Wen
Thomas stayed awake to watch the Spiderfish, he was feeling homesick. That nmuch Rickli knew for
sure about the Earthman.

Haki m frowned to him his expression barely visible in the starlight. Afraid he had overstepped,
Rickli turned to survey the running lights of nearby ships. N ght sailing could be tricky.
"Sonme thought so. You wouldn't conprehend. The survival inperatives are different. Here, you

all live in the sane environnment and culture." He pointed upward. "There's a fleet, the greatest
of themall. Every shipis as far fromits neighbor as we are fromany of them Sone are big,
sone small, sone strong, sone weak. Like the fishes of the sea. Here, there' re warm shal |l ows

where the living is easy and the fish get along, then the cold deeps, and in themthings that get
hungry, that sonetinmes surface, |like Gossfenaja....'

Rickli wasn't sure he followed, unless the Earthman neant that sone of his people preyed on
others. "You nean like the pirate ship in the Saga of Wl ga Stoneci pher?"

"Eh? Oh. Yes, | suppose so. In any case, nen Qutside sonetines go after other nmen the way
chasers pursue brunwhal ."

He went silent, continued staring at the Spiderfish

Ri ckli knew he had pushed as far as he dared, yet couldn't resist asking, "Wuld you go back now?
If you had the chance?"
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Haki m st udi ed hima nmonent, |ooked back to the sky, said nothing. Rickli shrugged, surveyed the
fl eet again.

Thomas had been thinking about it, he knew The man couldn't help it, no nore than he could help
t hi nki ng about serving in chasers, despite LaFata. The Earthman nman was crippled too. It just
wasn't anything as obvious as a nissing kg. Perhaps it could be called a broken heartline hone.
Landi ng, for those who had never seen it, appeared on the horizon as the nobst outstanding anomaly
of the sea, a great hunp rising fromthe water |ike the back of sone nythol ogically huge brunwha
"That's the Ship," Rickli told the Shipwecked Earthman, when the thing finally becanme visible
fromhelmlevel. Excited crewren had been scanpering up and down the rigging for hours. But not
Hakim He had a positive terror of heights.

"Strange, for a man who fl ew between the stars.”

"Jesus, how d they bring her down in one piece?"

"They didn't, really.” Rickli scanned the fleet. By now, every vessel had hoisted at |east one
bl ack sail. Sone |ooked |like the dark birds of death Hakimhad called them The chaser crews
were getting inpatient, waiting for Watherhead' s permission to begin their race to the ancient
weck. "That's why we're still here."

The Vessel had been built at the close of AOd Earth's Twenty-second Century, equipped with crude
hyper generators, to take out certain political favorites before an anticipated coll apse of
civilization. Al nost tw kiloneters |ong, she had never been neant to enter atnosphere. Rickl
was unsure of the circumstances that had brought her to, and had forced her | anding upon, Quiet
Sea. Only the augurs knew. He cared only that it had been managed and that his ancestors had
survi ved.

Thormas cared, nostly fromcuriosity, but could get no nore fromRi ckli

"Ask the augurs when we get there," Manlove kept telling him "They'Il spend a nmonth talking to
anyone willing to listen."

He thought he understood Thonas's interest. The Ship was the nearest a connection Cutside as

exi sted on Quiet Sea. A hopeless, centuries-out-of-date connection, but certainly sonmething nore
concrete than shared speci es-hood.

Qut si ders, judging by Hakim set great store by artifacts and possessions. The Earthman still, at
times, nmourned some snall itemlost when his ship had been |l ooted. Rickli had spread the word
anong the captains, but little had turned up. Everything convertible had | ong since been nade

i nto sonet hi ng useful

Weat her head rel eased the chasers. Wth a strong following breeze they were soon dwindling in
their race to the hunp.

"You really nmiss it that nuch?”, the Earthnman asked.

Rickli smled. "It shows? | think it's just not being able, It was ny life, you know "

"l understand." Thonas gl anced at the sky. "Those old-tinmers had guts. People out there
nowadays, in their shoes, would just give up."

"It was a chosen crew. They knew they couldn't go back before they started.".

"A definite advantage. None of us can, but few of us realize it." After a pause: "You know, |
think what | miss nost, nore than land, is birds. They were always a synbol of freedom" His
expressi on became faraway. Rickli reached out and, for an instant, let his hand rest lightly on
the Earthman's shoul der.

Thomas had told hima dozen tines that his fell ows woul d not be comng to rescue him They had
had no idea where to | ook.

It was al nost dark when Rifkin' s Dream dropped her stone anchors. [In the norning she would nove
to one of the stone quays whiskering the dry land the Children of the Sky had built around their
Shi p.

"Seens to nme," said the Earthman, gazing at the island that had taken centuries to create, "that
it woul d've been easier to poulder. Mre land for less fill."

Rickli had to have it explained. Thomas told himabout di kes and sub-seal evel |and recovery.
"Suggest it to the augurs. They night be interested.”

"I"'mnot sure | want to go anynore." Haki mnervously caressed his talisman. Since his narrow
escape, he had kept it with him al ways.

Rickli snmled. O course he would go, just as he hinself would visit a chaser if invited. Every
man tried to nmend his heartlines.

"They' ve made a | ot of headway since | was here last," Rickli said the follow ng norning, as
Rifkin's Dreamwarped in to a |l ow stone pier. "They've doubled the |and area. They didn't used
to work that hard at it."

The Earthnan observed wi thout coment. Several vessels were already offloading ballast to be
added to the fill. The Ship itself was conpletely surrounded. Curious sea people were |looking it
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over, some lining up at an open hatchway for an interior tour

"Rickli, it sounds defeatist, but why bother? You seemto have adapted."”

"We did without for centuries. It was just a dreamthing. Ships would cone on pilgrinmge and
everyone would bring a stone as a synbolic gift. They piled up. Then the augurs built alittle
sawril|l on the pile. It nmade cutting sandweg so much easier that people started thinking it m ght

be handy to have an island just for that. So they started bringing bigger |oads of stone. Didn't
push it, though, because they were used to doing things the old way. Then the augurs built a

bi gger sawnm ||, that handl ed about half the sandweg used in the fleets, and a snelter where they
turned out alnost a tonne of netal a nonth."

He took out the knife that, with the captaincy, he had inherited fromDynon Tipsword. "This's a

genuine Wnternmantel. Better than anything they nmake here, but it took the man a nonth,

sonetines, to nake one bl ade."

Haki m | aughed sourly. "The glories of industrialization." "It'ssobad? Look there. Places where
they can take a ship out of the water for repairs. And ways where they can build a ship in a tenth
the tinme it takes at sea, with a quarter of the men.” "No. [|I'ma cynic. Wat’'re those buil dings
down there? Beyond the drydocks and shipyard.” "I don't know. They're new. Mist be inportant,
though. That's a lot of sandweg to hold out of ship construction. "Umm Curious." It wasn't

till later that Rickli realized he had m ssed the specific that had caught the Earthnan's eye

The buil di ngs had gl ass wi ndows. Hundreds of them especially on top

Partial starts on other buildings lay scattered over the mannade island. The augurs seened to
have a big programin mnd. Rickli frowned. Providing the naterials cost the fleets tine and
materials they could use thenselves. He didn't understand. Unless there were rewards worth the
cost, as with the sawmnills and snelters.

Thomas didn't know what he wanted. Sonetinmes he would start for the pier, then would pace, then
would return to wait till Rickli had fulfilled his duties. Then he would grow inpatient again
only to repeat the cycle.

At last Rickli felt able to go. He left the ship to the duty section and, with Thomas's hel p,
slowy advanced up the pier. He felt unconfortable, naked, defensel ess, so wide had the world
expanded. And he felt dizzy. For the first time in a decade he was on footing that did not sway
and roll with the restlessness of the sea.

"This isn't going to cut it," said Thomas. "I'mgoing to nake those crutches."”

They had argued about it before. Rickli didn't want them But practicality began to alter his
m ndset .

"Where're you goi ng?" he asked. Hakimwas turning right, away fromthe rusty nountain of the
Shi p.

"I want to |look at sonething."

But they never reached the wi ndowed buildings. Rickli's |eg bothered himtoo nuch. At his
request they paused to rest in the shade of an oddly designed hull in the | ast stages of
construction.

The Earthnan studied it, finally asked, "How nmuch gl ass do they nmake here, Rickli?"

He shrugged. "Things have changed. Used to be just a little, frombottom sand, for special
bottles and trinkets."

"Handbl own?" Thomas ran his fingers over the snoboth seam ess hull.

"Never saw it done any other way." He, too, studied the strange vessel. So much netal had gone
into its construction. Surely the augurs wouldn't be so wasteful. "Is sonething wong?"

"I don't know. This isn't ny native sea. But there's sonething odd here, sonething that nakes ne
feel the way | did just before the Grossfenaja surfaced." He caressed his talisman, which
protruded fromthe wai stband of his trousers.

Per haps because he was in a suggestabl e nbod, or because he was unconfortabl e ashore, Rickli began
to feel it too. "Let's go back to the ship. You nake those crutches, and we'll poke around
|ater."

"Crutches? Ch, yes," He helped Rickli up, saying, "Mybe you should think about a wooden |eg."
"A what ?"

By way of explanation, Thonmas told hima decidedly fishy tale about an anci ent seaman nanmed Long
John Silver. The idea intrigued Rickli. Though the notion wasn't unique, it hadn't occurred to
himin relation to hinself. He had encountered few nen who'd had to cope with being an anput ee.
The state of nedicine was such that few nen ever survived such operations

Ret urni ng, they encountered acquai ntances from Repl ete, who, in good hunor, offered to carry
Rickli back to Rifkin's Dream although the ship was out of their way. It seened they hoped his
luck would rub off. Though it hurt his pride, he accepted. Hi s remaining |eg hurt nore.
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As they noved down the pier, Haki masked one of the wonmen, "May | see your knife?" A shiny new
fishknife protruded from her wai st band.

Ginning, "Sure. The augurs are trading themfor sandweg." Less cheerfully: "After Pinental

we' re overstocked. "

Ri ckli thought the Earthman woul d never stop turning the blade, examning its grip, thunbing its
edge. Finally: "Rickli, can | see yours?"

The sailors, now puzzl ed, released himso he could hand Thomas the knife. It was one of only a
dozen iron blades to be found aboard Rifkin's Dream "Forged by Aullgur Wntermantel hinself," he
told the others. The smith, though a century dead, was still a | egend.

The Earthman placed Rickli's knife back down on pier stone, suddenly swung the other so that their
edges net sharply. "Thomas!" Iliyana's wonmen grow ed angrily.

Haki m hel d the blades up for all to see. Rickli's had been deeply notched, the other nicked

i mperceptibly.

"A genui ne Wnternantel ?" the new bl ade' s owner asked, her anger fading as she saw the quality of
her knife. "Really?" "Yes." Rickli was dunfounded. H s edge shoul d have danaged the other

As the sailors drifted away, talking excitedly of further trades, Hakimsaid, "You may get an
answer to the question you asked the other night." He didn't apol ogi ze for danmagi ng the
Wntermantel. He seened terribly upset.

Rickli let it ride till they were confortably back aboard, observing ship and Ship fromthe
captain's station. The Earthman stared into the di stance and caressed his

"What is it, Thomas? What's wong?"

"I"'mnot sure. The knife. The finish on that hull. The gl ass-topped buildings. But especially
the knife."

"Way? It was a good one."

"Exactly. Too good, Rickli. | don't care what the augurs have been doing, they couldn't have
made that knife. That was a machined bl ade, an Qutside blade. The questionis, didit come with
the Ship?" After a glance toward the strange buildings, "I'mafraid of the answer."

Rickli made the intuitive leap. "You think the augurs are in touch with your people?"

"Not mine, Rickli. Not nine."

"Ah, so. The eneny. Your Fenaja."

Haki mt ook the talisman fromhis waistband, peered down its |ong axis.

"Grossfenaja." One word. But still he wouldn't el aborate,

"Your enenmies are mine. Tw ce you ve honored ny life."

"So it goes," Hakimmurmured to hinself, the ancient acceptance of fate characteristic of the
Children of the Sky. "No. They're nerciless. They'd destroy you all if | dragged you in. |If
they're really here."

Now Rickli said, "So it goes. |If they're that kind of people, then they should be enemes."
"Stay out of it, Rickli. Stay out. [I'Il try to avoid them Yes. That's best. |If they don't
know |I' m here, they won't bother anybody. |['Il just stay aboard till you put to sea again. |'l
deci de what to do when you're ready to cast off."

But the wills of Fate and the Shi pwecked Earthnman weren't in concert. Shortly, Rickli said,
"What's this?" indicating a group conming down the pier. "Ship augurs."

A youth ran up, announced, "Augurs Bl ackcraft and Homewood request perm ssion to board, sir.
"Granted." To Thonas, "The top people. Mist've heard about the G ossfenaja.”

"Uhm " Haki mwas not convinced.

The augurs were old, and sone disabled. The lore mastery was reserved to those no | onger able to
cope with the sea. Though the whole party boarded, only Bl ackcraft and Honewood, nale and fenal e,
approached the captain's station. Both eyed the Earthman. . "Geetings," said Homewood, her
voi ce surprisingly youthful. "It's been long since Landing was honored by R fkins Dream

"And | onger since Dreamwas graced by the presence of an elder augur." Rickli decided he shoul d
try to put themon the defensive.

Their eyes kept drifting to Thonas.

"W hear some strange things have befallen in the interim" Blackcraft seened strangely wary.
"The years drift past, the ships come in, and sailors tell their tales. Some were hard to
credit."

"No doubt. The young enbellish with drana. A Saga grows fromordinary events." "So it goes."
"Yet these tales seenmed no riging boy's daydream,” said Homewood, | ooking directly at the

Eart hman.

"How can we judge the truth of sea stories?"

"Never mind the fencing, Rickli," said Hakim To the augurs: "Wat do you want?" "You're the

Shi pw ecked Eart hnman?"
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"What do you want?" "Are you the man cal |l ed Thomas Haki nP"

"What do you want?" "You nust cone with us." "No," said Rickli. "Thomas is restricted to ship."
They were growing irritated. Blackcraft grunbled, "Captain, these are matters beyond you. And |
rem nd you, you're no |longer at sea."

"An oversight that can be corrected with a word."

"Tell your masters," said the Earthnan, "that if they want nme, they'll have to cone see ne

t hensel ves. "

"Mast ers?"

"The: Qutsiders. The Sangaree. The people who sent you here. The peopl e who have been giving
you

Qut side goods in return for use of Landing. You probably think they've done well by you. But
you' ve been cheated. Terribly. You don't know them don't know what they are. Tell themthat if

they want Thomas Hakim they' |l have to neet himbefore the Children of the Sky. You'll learn."
They coul d see Thonmas was i mmoveabl e. Homewood bowed slightly. "So it goes." She and Bl ackwood
rejoined their deputation. Soon one of the | esser augurs was hurrying up the pier. "'Ah." The
Eart hman chuckl ed nervously. "I was right. But | was only guessing."

"What's it all about, Thomas?" Rickli asked.

"My enemes are here. But they're not sure who | am" After a tine: "You should have stayed out
of it."

Rickli shrugged. "You're ny friend. You were ny right hand at Pinmental." Fromthe captain's
equi pnent rack he took a shellhorn "You' re one of our own now." He blew recall. Stunned silence
settled over Landing. Then sea people were everywhere, running, Before the Earthman coul d
protest, Rickli had had danger pennons run to the nmain and had instructed the arnorer to fill the
weapons racks. By ones, twos, and threes, crewnen cane runni ng aboard, battering the augurs in
their haste to reach their stations.

"You're a fool, Rickli Manlove. This isn't your fight.'
"Maybe. Stay out of the way till | get nuster."

O her vessels, too, began readyi ng weapons and sail. The chaos on Landi ng di m ni shed as crews
found their ways to their ships.

Thr ough the confusion cane a wedge of five tall nen in outlandish clothing. Rickli stared. They
were heavi er than his people, nore nmuscular. Even froma distance he could see that there was no
hurmor in their faces.

"These are your enem es?" he asked.

"Some of them \Watch the little one. The one who seens the least. He's their |eader, Gaab
Telle. There're blood debts between us. [|'Il keep out of sight." He slipped down into the
gal | ey.

Rickli called his arnorer.

The five cane aboard as if they owned Rifkin's Dream Their not having asked perm ssion
aggravated Rickli's predisposition to dislike them The |light one spoke with Homewood and

Bl ackcraft, then cane aft. Al five had hard, dark eyes. Fenaja eyes.

"Where is he?" Telle asked. He glanced speculatively at Rickli's stunp.

Quiet as death, with an expression as grim Thomas slipped fromthe galley, his talismn in hand.
He nodded.

"Ri ght behind you," Rickli replied.

But the Earthnman wore a smil e.

They turned. The |eader went pale. "You!"
"COF course. | take sone killing. How s the universe been treating you, Telle? Not well, | hope."
"But..."

"As a witer once said, the reports of ny death were exaggerated. You didn't send enough
shooters. "

So, thought Rickli, this was the nan who had tried to kill Thomas. He signaled his arnorer.
Crewnren began sel ecti ng weapons.

Men of Quiet Sea al nbst never used weapons agai nst one another. Rickli doubted his men could now.
But maybe the Qutsiders woul dn't recognize the bluff.

"I'"l'l make sure this tinme. This's one operation you're not going to weck." He didn't seem

i npressed by the martial display.

Thomas pointed his talisnman.

The | eader |aughed. "Bluffing with a dead | asepistol, von Rhor? Six years old? Gotta. Take him"
One nman took one step
There was a dazzling flash. The man fell, steamtwisting froma small black hole in his back

Pandenoni um Crewnen scattered. The augurs fled to the bows. The tabl eau of confrontation
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remai ned a tense pocket of false calmanidst the confusion

Telle and his nen seened stricken. And Thonas, too, as though he could neither believe what he
had done nor that his weapon had actually functioned.

Ri ckli took his ivory-gripped harpoon fromthe captain's equipnment rack. A great calm Iike that
of the last nonent before the cast froma racing chaser's sprit, descended upon him The sight of
one nman killing another had not shaken him as nmuch as he thought it should. Maybe he woul d react
|ater, after the tension had passed.

"Six years, Telle. Six years |'ve sailed the quiet sea, without a hope, yet cherishing this

thing. M only regret had been that you were still alive, that 1'd failed and you were stil
peddl i ng your death dust.
"l don't expect to live through this. | tried to avoid it because it'll cost these good people.

The augurs think you're benefactors, yet you're raising the drug right in their front yard. Wen
| die, you'll carry the candle to light my way into Hell."

"Spoken like a true hero," Telle sneered. But nmost of his arrogance had faded.

"Rickli," said the Earthman. "A favor."

"Anyt hing, Thonmas." "Have them stripped. Myve the shooters forward." "Thonas?" Tell e asked.

"What happened to N cholas von Rhor?" Don't nmean anything here, Telle. And just between us,
that's not it either." The bodyguards noved away. "Actually, it's Soren Deat herage."

"The Hell Stars'"

Ri ckli did not understand the exchange, but the w nds of hatred bl owi ng between the nen made it
clear they had hurt one another deeply and often. Maybe Thormas woul d explain later. But he
doubted it. He had |l earned nore about Hakimin the past ten mnutes than in all the years before.
Thomas handed his talisman to the arnorer, began shedding his own cl ot hing.

Ri ckli had never seen Thomas uncl ot hed. Now he frowned. The Earthman was ol der than he had

suspected. His body hair was heavily salted with grey. "In the fleets we settle persona

di sputes by wrestling," said Hakim

"Man to man, Telle. |'Il be thinking about what you did to ny wife."

A snile ghosted across Telle's thin lips. "Then I'lIl remenber Karamar and the Hell Stars." Wth a
swi ftness that stunned Rickli, he picked.

Thomas was |ighter, shorter. Al the disadvantages seened his. Yet he held his own.

He noved as suddenly as Telle, throwi ng an openhanded finger punch Rickli was unable to foll ow
Tell e bl ocked with a forearm as he whi pped past, flicked a kick at Hakim s groin. Thonmas took it
on his thigh, unleashed a kick of his own that connected with the back of Telle's pivotal knee as
he turned. Telle went down. As he did, he caught Thonmas's foot and dragged the smaller man with
him They rolled across the deck, kneeing, gouging, biting, then broke, bounced up, and squared
off. They traded feints and counterfeints alnost too subtle for Rickli to foll ow

This, he thought, was another new facet of Hakim The style of fighting was quick and deadly. He
was gl ad Thomas hadn't |ost his tenper under the heavy, needling of his first few years aboard.
He mi ght not be able to work ship, but he could kill.

The fighters came together in a flurry of punches and kicks. Then Haki mwas on the deck, bl eeding
fromone cheek. Telle circled himwarily while Thomas awaited a chance to regain his feet.
Thomas seened | ess practiced and clearly had | ess stanina than his OQpponent. Rickli worried
Haki m suddenly seened to do three things at once, reversing their positions. Now he circled
cautiously while Telle awaited a chance to rise.

It went on and on, tine weighing ever nore heavily on the Earthman. He was getting slower. Telle
began nmoving with nore confidence.

The [ arger man suddenly noved in, forcing a contest of strength. For long nminutes the two
strained in one another's grasp; then there was a loud crack. Thonmas gasped. His left arm went
slack. Telle stepped back with a | ook of satisfaction —and Thormas | oosed a kick that destroyed
his knee as thoroughly as the Fenaja harpoon had destroyed Rickli's.

Tell e went down with an expression of pained surprise.

Hol ding his broken armwi th his good hand, Thomas circled, waiting to kick again.

Tell e seized an ax froma nearby weapons rack, threw. Thomas dodged, but not fast enough. The
bl ade opened a gash on the outside of his left thigh. He fell, his blood staining the deck. He
tried to rise, groaned, fell back, dragged hinself to the nmi zzenmast, placed his back to it.
Telle pulled a sword fromthe rack, craw ed toward the Earthman.

"Thomas!" Thomas Hakim "

The Shi pwecked Earthman | ooked Rickli's way. Manlove threw the ivory-gripped harpoon

It slapped Thonmas's hand. He held on

Crossing the Finneran Bank by night again, Rickli Manlove peered at the Spiderfish. Unnatura
stars had been bl oom ng there since before sundown, Thomas's peopl e had cone searching for their
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enem es. Hakim s nessage, sent on Telle's Landi ng equi pnent, had gotten through.

Qui et Sea woul d never be the sane.

Ri ekli thought of Hakims talisman, of the battle, and of Qutside as Thomas had described it
before Rifkin's Dream had departed Landing. He wondered if, knowi ng of those things, the augurs
woul d have pulled the Earthman fromthe sea six years ago.

Too | ate now.

"So it goes," he nurmured, surveying the running lights of the fleet. "Wen the grunling aren't
runni ng, the blackfin are.™

Changes due or no, there was work to be done. Fish to be caught, sandweg to be harvested, Fenaja
to be fought, stone to be transported to Landing. He had enough to concern himhere on the quiet
sea.
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