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LOST DORSAI

| am Corunna El Man.

| brought the little courier vessel down at last at the spaceport of Nahar City on Ceta, the large world
around Tau Ceti. | had made it from the Dorsai in six phase shiftsto trangport, to the stronghold of Gebel
Nahar, our Amanda Morgan—she whom they cdl the Second Amanda.

Normally | am far too senior in rank to act asacourier pilot. But | had been home on leave a thetime.
The courier vessals owned by the Dorsai Cantons are too expensiveto risk lightly, but the Situation
re-quired a contracts expert at Nahar more swiftly than one could safety be gotten there. They had asked
me to take on the problem, and | had solved it by stretching the possibilities on each of the phase shifts,
coming here,

Therisks| had taken had not seemed to bother Amanda. That was hot surprising, since she was Dorsal.
But neither did shetalk to me much on the trip; and that was athing that had come to be, with me, alittle
unusud.

For things had been different for me after Baunpore. In the massacre there following the siege, when the



North Frellandersfinaly overran the town, they cut up my face for the revenge of it; and they killed Else,
for no other reason than that she was my wife. There was nothing left of her then but incandescent gas,
dis-gpating throughout the universe; and since there could be no hope of agrave, nothing to come back
to,

nor any place where she could be remembered, | re-jected surgery then, and chose to wear my scars as
amemorid to her.

It wasadecison | never regretted But it was true that with those scars came an dteration in the way
other people reacted to me. With some | found that | became amost invisible; and nearly al seemed to
re-lax their natural impulse to keep private their persona secrets and concerns.

It wasdmogt asif they felt that somehow | was now beyond the point where | would stand in judgment
on their pains and sorrows. No, on second thought, it was something even stronger than that. It was asif
| was like aburnt-out candle in the dark room of their inner selves—alightless, but safe, companion
whose pres-ence reassured them that their privacy was still un-breached. | doubt very much that
Amanda and those | was to meet on thistrip to Gebel Nahar would have talked to me asfredly asthey
later did, if | had met them back in the dayswhen | had had Else, dive.

We were [ucky on our incoming. The Gebel Nahar is more amountain fortress than a paace or
govern-ment center; and for military reasons Nahar City, near it, has a spaceport capable of handling
deep-space ships. We debarked, expecting to be met in the termi-na the minute we entered it through its
field doors. But we were not.

The principality of Nahar Colony liesintropica latitudes on Ceta, and the main lobby of the termina
was smdll, but high-callinged and airy; itsfloor and celling tiled in bright colors, with plantsgrowing in
planter areas dl about; and bright, enormous, heavily-framed paintingson al thewals. We stood in the

middle of dl thisand foot traffic moved past and around us. No one looked directly at us, dthough
neither | with my scars, nor Amanda—who bore are-markable resemblance to those pictures of thefirst
Amandain our Dorsai history books—were easy to ig-nore.

| went over to check with the message desk and found nothing there for us. Coming back, | had to hunt
for Amanda, who had stepped away from where | had |eft her.

“El Man—" her voice said without warning, behind me. “Look!”

Her tone had warned me, even as| turned. | caught sight of her and the painting shewaslooking at, al
in the same moment. It was high up on one of the walls; and she stood just below it, gazing up.

Sunlight through the transparent front wall of the termina flooded her and the picture, dike. Shewasin
al the naturd colors of life—as Else had been—tdl, dim, in light blue cloth jacket and short
cream-colored skirt, with white-blond hair and that incredible youthfulness that her namesake ancestor
had also owned. In contragt, the painting wasrich in garish pigments, gold leaf and dizarin crimson, the
human figuresit depicted caught in exaggerated, melodramatic at-titudes

L eto de muerte, the large brass plate below it read. Hero' s Death-Couch, asthetitle would roughly
trandate from the bastard, archaic Spanish spoken by the Naharese. It showed a grest, golden bed set
out on an open plain in the aftermath of the battle. All about were corpses and bandaged officers standing
in gilt-encrusted uniforms. Theliving surrounded the bed



and its occupant, the dead Hero, who, powerfully muscled yet emaciated, hideousy wounded and
sripped to thewais, lay upon athick pile of velvet cloaks, jewd led wegpons, marvelloudy-wrought
tapestries and golden utensils, dl of which covered the bed.

The body lay onitsback, chin pointing at the sky, face gaunt with the agony of death, still firmly holding
by onelarge hand to its naked chest, the hilt of an oversized and ornate sword, its massive blade
dark-ened with blood. The wounded officers standing about and gazing at the corpse were posed in
dramatic at-titudes. In the foreground, on the earth beside the bed, asingle ordinary soldier in battle-torn
uniform, dying, stretched forth one arm in tribute to the dead man.

Amandalooked at mefor asecond as| moved up beside her. She did not say anything. It was not
neces-sary to say anything. In order to live, for two hundred years we on the Dorsai have exported the
only com-modity we owned—the lives of our generations—to be spent in wars for others' causes. We
livewith real war; and to those who do that, a painting like this one was close to obscenity.

“So that’s how they think here,” said Amanda.

| looked sideways and down at her. Along with the appearance of her ancestor, she had inherited the
First Amanda sincredible youthfulness. Even |, who knew she was only a half-dozen years younger than
myself— and | was now in my mid-thirties—occasiondly forgot that fact, and was jolted by the
redlization that she thought like my generation rather than like the strip-ling she seemed to be.

“Every culture hasitsown fantases” | said. “And
this culture’ sHispanic, at least in heritage.”

“Lessthan ten percent of the Naharese population’ s Hispanic nowadays, | understand,” she answered.
“Beddes, thisisa caricature of Hispanic attitudes.”

Shewasright. Nahar had origindly been colonized by immigrants—Gallegos from the northwest of
Spain who had dreamed of large ranchesin alarge open Ter-ritory. Instead, Nahar, squeezed by its
moreindustrial and affluent neighbors, had become a crowded, smal country which had retained a
bastard version of the Spanish language asits native tongue and amedley of haf-remembered Spanish
atitudes and customs asits culture. After the first wave of immigrants, those who came to settle here
were of anything but Hispanic an-cestry, but till they had adopted the language and ways they found
here.

The original ranchers had become enormoudy rich —for though Cetawas asparsaly populated planet, it
was food-poor. The later arrivals swelled the cities of Nahar, and stayed poor—very poor.

“I hope the people I’ m to talk to are going to have more than ten per cent of ordinary sense,” Amanda
said. “This picture makes me wonder if they don't pre-fer fantasy. If that’ stheway it isat Gebel Nahar. .

She left the sentence unfinished, shook her head, and then—apparently pushing the picture from her
mind—smiled at me. The smilelit up her face, in something more than the usua sense of that phrase.
With her, it was something different, an inward light-ing deeper and greater than those words usually
in-dicate. | had only met her for thefirst time, three days earlier, and Elsswas dl | had ever or would
ever want; but now | could see what people had meant on the

Dorsai, when they had said she inherited the first Amanda s abilities to both command others and make



them love her.
“No messagefor us?’ she said.
“No—" | began. But then | turned, for out of the corner of my eye | had seen someone approaching us.

She dso turned. Our attention had been caught be-cause the man striding toward us on long legswas a
Dorsai. He was big. Not the size of the Graeme twins, lan and Kensie, who were in command at Gebel
Nahar on the Naharese contract; but close to that size and noticeably larger than | was. However, Dorsai
comein al shapes and sizes. What had identified him to us—and obvioudy, usto him—was not hissize
but amultitude of smdl signds, too subtle to be catal ogued. He wore a Naharese army bandmaster’s
uniform, with warrant officer tabs at the collar; and he was blond-haired, lean-faced, and no morethan in
hisearly twenties. | recognized him.

Hewas the third son of aneighbor from my own canton of High Idand, on the Dorsai. His name was
Michael de Sandovd, and little had been heard of him for six years.

“Sr—Mam,” hesaid, stopping in front of us. “ Sorry to keep you waiting. There was a problem get-ting
transport.”

“Michad,” | sad. “Have you met AmandaMorgan?’

“No, | haven't.” Heturned to her. “An honor to meet you, ma m. | suppose you' retired of having
ev-eryone say they recognize you from your great-grandmother’ s pictures?’

“Never tireof it,” said Amanda cheerfully; and gave
him her hand. “But you aready know CorunnaEl Man?’

“The El Man family are High Idand neighbors,” said Michadl. He smiled for asecond, dmost sadlly, at
me*“| remember the Captain from when | was only six years old and he was first home on leave. If you'll
come aong with me, please? |’ ve dready got your lug-gage in the bus.”

“Bus?’ | said, aswe followed him toward one of the window-wal exitsfrom the termind.
“The band busfor Third Regiment. It wasdl | could get.”

We emerged on to asmall parking pad scattered with anumber of atmosphere flyers and ground
vehi-clesMichael de Sandoval led usto astubby-framed, powered lifting body, that looked asif it could
hold abouit thirty passengers. Insde, one person saved the vehicle from being completely empty It was an
Exoticin adark blue robe, an Exotic with white hair and astrangely agelessface. He could have been
anywhere between thirty and eighty years of age and he was seated in the lounge area at the front of the
bus, just before the compartment wall that divided off the con-trol areaiin the vehicle' s nose He stood up
aswecamein.

“Padma, Outbond to Ceta,” said Michadl. “ Sir, may | introduce Amanda Morgan, Contracts Ad-juster,
and Corunna El Man, Senior Ship Captain, both from the Dorsai? Captain El Man just brought the
Adjuster in by courier.”

“Of course, | know about their coming,” said Pad-ma



He did not offer ahand to either of us. Nor did he

rise. But, like many of the advanced Exotics | have known, he did not seem to need to. Aswith those

oth-ers, there was awarmth and peace about him that the rest of us wereimmediately caught up in, and
any be-havior on his part seemed natural and expected.

We sat down together. Michael ducked into the con-trol compartment, and amoment later, with a soft
vi-bration, the buslifted from the parking pad.

“It’ san honor to meet you, Outbond,” said Aman-da. “Buit it's even more of an honor to have you meet
us. What rates us that sort of attention?”

Padmasamiled dightly.

“I'mafraid | didn’t comejust to meet you,” he said to her. “ Although Kensie Graeme' sbeen telling me
all about you; and—" helooked over a me, “even I’ ve heard of CorunnaEl Man.”

“Isthere anything you Exotics don't hear about?’ | said.
“Many things,” he shook his head, gently but seri-oudy.
“What was the other reason that brought you to the spaceport, then?” Amanda asked.

Helooked at her thoughtfully.

“Something that has nothing to do with your com-ing,” he said. “It happens| had acall to maketo
elsawhere on the planet, and the phones at Gebel Nahar are not asprivate as| liked. When | heard
Michael was coming to get you, | rode dong to make my cal from thetermind, here.”

“It wasn't acall on behalf of the Conde of Nahar, then?’ | asked.
“If it was—or if it was for anyone but mysdelf—* he smiled. “I wouldn't want to betray a confidence by
admitting it. | takeit you know about El Conde? Thetitular ruler of Nahar?’

“I’ve been briefing mysdlf on the Colony and on Gebel Nahar ever sinceit turned out | needed to come
here,” Amanda answered.

| could see her signaling meto leave her done with him. It showed in the way she sat and the angle at

which she held her head. Exotics were perceptive, but | doubted that Padma had picked up that subtle
private message.

“Excuseme,” | told them. “I think I'll go have aword with Michagl.”

| got up and went through the door into the control section, closing it behind me. Michael sat relaxed,
one hand on the control rod; and | sat down mysdlf in the copilot’s seat.

“How arethings a home, Sir?’ he asked, without turning his head from the sky ahead of us.

“I’ve only been back this once snceyou' d have left, yoursdf,” | said. “But it hasn't changed much. My
father died last year.”



“I’m sorry to hear that.”

“Y our father and mother are well—and | hear your brothers are dl right, out among the stars,” | said.
“But, of course, you know that.”

“No,” he sad, gtill watching the sky ahead. “I haven't heard for quite awhile.”
A dlence threatened.

“How did you happen to end up here?’ | asked. It wasamost aritual question between Dorsais away
from home.

“1 heard about Nahar. | thought I’ d take alook at it.”

“Did you know it was asfake Hispanic asit is?” “Not fake,” he said. “ Something ... but not that.” He
was right, of course.

“Yes” | sad, “I guess| shouldn't use the word fake Situations like the one here come out of natural
causes, likedl others”

He looked directly at me | had learned to read such looks since Else died. He was very closein that
mo-ment to telling me something more than he would probably have told anyone € se. But the moment
passed and he looked back out the windshield.

“Y ou know the Stuation here?’ he said.
“No. That'sAmanda sjob,” | said. “I’mjust adriver on thistrip. Why don't you fill mein?’

“Y ou must know some of it dready,” he said, “and lan or Kensie Graeme will betelling you the rest. But
in any casethe Conde safigurehead. Literally. Hisfather was set up with that title by the first Naharese
immigrants, who're dl now rich ranchers. They had adream of arting their own hereditary aristocracy
here, but that never realy worked. Still, on paper, the Conde sthe hereditary sovereign of Nahar; and, in
theory, the army belongs to him as Commander-in-Chief. But the army’ s ways been drawn from the
poor of Nahar—the city poor and the campesinos, and they hate the rich first-immigrants. Now there' sa
revolution brewing and the army doesn’t know which way it’ll jump.”

“I see” | said. “So aviolent change of government is on the way, and our contract here’ swith a
govern-ment which may be out of power tomorrow. Amanda s got a problem.”

“It' severyone s problem,” Michad said. “Theonly

reason the army hasn't declared itself for the revolu-tionariesis because its parts don’t work together
too well. Coming from the outside, the way you have, the ridiculousness of thelocals' attitudes may be
what catches your noticefirst. But actualy those attitudes

aredl the non-rich have, here, outside of abare ex-istence—this business of the flags, the uniforms, the
music, the duels over one wrong glance and theidea of dying for your regiment—or being ready to go at
the throat of any other regiment at the drop of ahat.”

“But,” | said, “what you re describing isn't any practical, working sort of military force.”



“No. That'swhy Kensge and lan were contracted in here, to do something about turning the local army
into something like an actual defensive force. The oth-er principalities around Nahar dl have their eyeson
the ranchlands, here. Given anormal Situation, the Graemes d aready be making progress—you know
lan’ sreputation for training troops. But the way it’ sturned out, the common soldiers here think of the
Graemes astools of the ranchers, the revol utionaries preach that they ought to be thrown out, and the
regi-ments are non-cooperating with them. | don’t think they’ ve got a hope of doing anything useful with
the army under present conditions; and the Situation’ s been getting more dangerous dailly—for them, and
now for you and Amanda, aswell. Thetruthis, | think Kensie and lan’d be wise to take their loss on the

con-tract and get out.”

“If accepting loss and leaving was dl there wasto it, someone like Amandawouldn’t be needed here,” |
sad. “There hasto be more than that to involve the Dorsai in general.”

He said nothing.

“How about you?’ | said. “What' syour position here? Y ou're Dorsal t00.”
“Am|7?" he said tothewindshield, inalow voice.

| had at last touched on what had been going un-

spoken between us. There was aname for individuaslike Michadl, back home. They were caled “lost
Dorsai.” The name was not used for those who had chosen to do something other than amilitary
vocation. It was reserved for those of Dorsal heritage who seemed to have chosen their life work,
whatever it was, and then—suddenly and without explanation—aban-doned it. In Michael’ s case, as|
knew, he had gradu-ated from the Academy with honors; but after gradu-ation he had abruptly
withdrawn his name from as-sgnment and | eft the planet, with no explanation, even to hisfamily.

“I’m Bandmaster of the Third Naharese Regi-ment,” he said, now. “My regiment likesme. The lo-ca
people don't class me with the rest of you, genera-ly—* he smiled alittle sadly, again, “except that |
don’'t get challenged to duels”

“I see” | said.

“Yes” Helooked over a me now. “ So, whilethe army is il technically obedient to the Conde, asits
Commander-in-Chief, actudly just about everything' s cometo ahdt. That'swhy | had trouble getting
trans-portation from the vehicle pool to pick you up.”

“I see—* | repesated. | had been about to ask him some more; but just then the door to the control
com-partment opened behind us and Amanda stepped in.

“Wadl, Corunna,” she said, “how about giving me achanceto talk with Michael 7’

She smiled past me a him; and he smiled back. | did not think he had been strongly taken by her—
whatever was hidden in him was abarrier to anything like that. But her very presence, with dl itimplied
of home, was plainly warming to him.

“Go ahead,” | said, getting up. “I’ll go say aword or two to the Outbond.”

“He' sworth talking to,” Amanda spoke after meas| went.



| stepped out, closed the door behind me, and re-joined Padma in the lounge area. He was |ooking out
the window beside him and down at the plains areathat lay between the town and the small mountain
from which Gebel Nahar took its name. The city we had just left was on asmall rise west of that
mountain, with suburban and planted areas in between. Around and beyond that mountain—for the
fort-like residence that was Gebel Nahar faced east—the actua, open grazing land of the cattle plains
began. Our bus was one of those vehicles designed to fly ordinarily at about tree-top level, though of
courseit could go right up to the limits of the atmaosphere in a pinch, but right now we were about three
hundred meters up. As| stepped out of the control compartment, Padma took his atten-tion from the
window and looked back at me.

“Your Amanda samazing,” he said, as| sat down facing him, “for someone so young.”

“She said something like that about you,” | told him. “But in her case, she’ s not quite asyoung as she
looks.”

“I know,” Padma smiled. “1 was speaking from the viewpoint of my own age. To me, even you seem
ywrg.”

I laughed. What | had had of youth had been far back, some years before Baunpore. But it was true that
interms of years| was not even middle-aged.

“Michadl’ s been telling me that arevolution seemsto be brewing herein Nahar,” | said to him.
“Yes” He sobered.

“That wouldn't be what brings someone like you to Gebel Nahar?’

Hishazel eyeswere suddenly amused.

“| thought Amandawas the one with the ques-tions,” he said.

“Areyou surprised | ask?’ | said. “Thisisan out of the way location for the Outbond to afull planet.”

“True.” He shook his head. “ But the reasons that bring me here are Exotic ones. Which means, I'm
afrad, that I’m not free to discussthem.”

“But you know about the local movement toward arevolution?’

“Oh, yes” He sat in perfectly relaxed stillness, his hands|oosely together in the lap of hisrobe, light
brown against the dark blue. Hisface was calm and unreadable. “1t's part of the overal pattern of events
onthisworld.”

“Jugt thisworld?’

He smiled back at me.

“Of course,” he said gently, “our Exotic science of ontogenetics dealswith the interaction of al known

human and natura forces, on dl theinhabited worlds. But the Situation herein Nahar, and specificaly the
Stuation at Gebd Nahar, isprimarily aresult of local, Cetan forces.”



“Internationa planetary politics.”

“Yes” hesad. “Nahar is surrounded by five other principdities, none of which have cattle-raising land
likethis. They’d dl liketo have apart or dl of this Colony in their control.”

“Which ones are backing the revol utionaries?’

He gazed out the window for amoment without

speaking. It was a presumptuous thought on my part to imagine that my strange gess, that made people

want to tell me private things, would work on an Ex-otic. But for amoment | had had the familiar feding
that he was about to open up to me.

“My gpologies,” hesad at lagt. “1t may bethat in my old age I'm faling into the habit of treating
ev-eryone else like—children.”

“How old are you, then?’
Hesmiled.

“Old—and getting older.”

“Inany case,” | said, “you don't have to apologize to me. It' [l be an unusud situation when bordering
countries don’t take Sdesin aneighbor’ srevolution.”

“Of course” hesad. “Actudly, al of thefivethink they have ahand in it on the sde of the
revolu-tionaries. Bad as Nahar is, now, it would be a shambles after a successful revolution, with
everybody fighting everybody esefor different gods. The other principaitiesall look for astuationin

which they can movein and gain. But you're quiteright. International politicsisawaysat work, andit’s
never smple”

“What' sfueling this Situetion, then?”

“William,” Padmalooked directly at me and for thefirst time| felt the remarkable effect of hishazel
eyes. Hisface held such acamnessthat all his expression seemed to be concentrated in those eyes.

“William?" | asked.

“William of Ceta.”

“That'sright,” | said, remembering. “He ownsthisworld, doesn’t he?’

“It'snot redly correct to say he ownsit,” Padmasaid. “ He controls most of it—and a grest many parts
of other worlds. Our present-day version of amerchant prince, in many ways. But he doesn’t control
every-thing, even here on Ceta. For example, the Naharese ranchers have aways banded together tightly

to deal with him; and hisbest effortsto split them gpart and gain adirect authority in Nahar, haven't

worked. He controls after afashion, but only by manipulating the outside conditions that the ranchers
haveto ded with.”

“S0 he' sthe one behind the revolution?”



1] Y%.”

It was plain enough to methat it was William’ sin-volvement here that had brought Padmato this
back-water section of the planet. The Exotic science of ontogenetics, which was essentidly astudy of
how hu-mansinteracted, both asindividuas and societies, was something they took very serioudy; and

William, as one of the movers and shakers of our time would dways have his machinations closdy
watched by them.

“Well, it'snothing to do with us, at any rate,” | said, “except asit affects the Graeme' s contract.”

“Not entirdly,” he said. “William, like most gifted individuals, knows the advantage of killing two, or even
fifty, birdswith one stone. He hires agood many mercenaries, directly and indirectly. It would benefit him
if events here could lower the Dorsai reputation and the market value of its military individuals.”

“I see—" | began; and broke off asthe hull of the bus rang suddenly—asiif to a sharp blow.

“Down!” | sad, pulling Padmato the floor of the vehicle and away from the window beside which we
had been stting. One good thing about Exotics—they

trust you to know your own line of work. He obeyed me instantly and without protest. Wewaited . . .
but there was no repetition of the sound.

“What wasit?" he asked, after amoment, but with-out moving from where | had brought him.

“Solid projectile dug. Probably from aheavy hand weapon,” | told him. “We ve been shot at. Stay
down, if you please, Outbond.”

| got up mysdlf, staying low and to the center of the bus, and went through the door into the control
com-partment. Amanda and Michael both looked around at me as| entered, their faces alert.

“Who'sout to get us?’ | asked Michadl.
He shook his head.
“I don’'t know,” he said. “Herein Nahar, it could be anything or anybody. It could be the revolutionaries

or smply someonewho doesn't like the Dorsai; or some-one who doesn't like Exotics—or even
someone who doesn't like me. Findly, it could be someone drunk, drugged, or just in amacho mood.”

“—who aso hasamilitary hand weapon.”

“There sthat,” Michad said. “But everyonein Nahar isarmed; and most of them, legitimately or not,
own military wegpons.”

He nodded at the windscreen.
“Anyway, we redmost down,” he said.

| looked out. The interlocked mass of buildings that was the government seat called” Gebel Nahar was
sporawled hafway down from the top of the smal mountain, just below us. In the tropica sunlight, it
looked like aresort hotel, built on terraces that de-scended the steep dope. The only difference was that



each tarrace terminated in awall, and the lowest of the

wallswere ramparts of solid fortifications, with heavy wegpons emplaced along them. Gebel Nahar,
properly garrisoned, should have been able to dominate the countryside againgt surface troopsdl the
way out to the horizon, a least on this Sde of the mountain.

“What' sthe other side like?’ | asked.

“Mountaineering cliff—there’ s heavy weapon emplacements cut out of the rock there, too, and reached
by tunnels going clear through the moun-tain,” Michagl answered “ The ranchers spared no ex-pense
when they built thisplace. Gallego thinking. They and their families might al have to hole up here, one

day.

But afew moments later we were on the poured con-crete surface of avehicle pool. The three of us
went back into the body of the busto rgjoin Padma; and Michad et us out of the vehicle. Outside, the
parking areawas abnormaly slent.

“1 don’t know what' s happened—" said Michael aswe set foot outside. We three Dorsai had checked,
in-gtinctively, ready to retrest back into the bus and take off again if necessary.

A voice shouting from somewhere beyond the ranked flyers and surface vehicles, brought our heads
around. There was the sound of running feet, and amoment later asoldier wearing an energy sidearm,

but dressed in the green and red Naharese army uniform with band tabs, burst into sight and did to a halt,
panting before us.

“Sir—" hewheezed, in thelocd didect of archaic Spanish. “Gone—*
Wewaited for him to get his breath; after a second, he tried again.

“They’ ve deserted, Sir!” he said to Michad, trying to pull himsdlf to atention. “They’ ve gone—dl the
regiments, everybody!”

“When?" asked Miched!.

“Two hours past. It was all planned. Certainly, it was planned. In each group, at the same time, aman
stood up. He said that now was the time to desert, to show the ncones where the army stood. They dll
marched out, with their flags, their guns, everything. Look!”

Heturned and pointed. We looked. The vehicle pool was on the fifth or sixth level down from the top of
the Gebd Nahar. It was possible to see, from this as from any of the other levels, straight out for miles
over the plains. Looking now we saw, so far off no other sgn was visible, thetiny, occasiona twinkles of
reflected sunlight, seemingly right on the horizon.

“They are camped out there; waiting for an army they say will come from dl the other countries around,
to reinforce them and accomplish the revolution.”

“Everyone sgone?’ Michad’ swordsin Spanish brought the soldier’ s eyes back to him.
“All but us. The soldiers of your band, sir. We are the Conde' s Elite Guard, now.”

“Where are thetwo Dorsa Commanders?”’



“Inthar offices, ar.”

“I'll have to go to them-right away,” said Michael to the rest of us. “Outbond, will you wait in your
quar-ters, or will you come dong with us?’

“I"ll come,” said Padma

The five of uswent across the parking area, between the crowded vehicles and into amaze of corridors.
Through these at last we found our way findly to a

large suite of offices, where the outward wall of each room was al window. Through the window of the
onewe werein, we looked out on the plain below, where the distant and al but invisible Naharese
regiments were now camped. We found Kensie and lan Graeme together in one of the inner offices,
standing talking before amassive desk large enough to serve as a con-ference table for a haf-dozen

people.

They turned as we came in—and once again | was hit by the curiousilluson that | usudly experienced
on meeting these two. It was striking enough whenever | gpproached one of them. But when the twins
were together, as now, the effect was enhanced.

Inmy ownmind | had dwayslad it to the fact that in spite of thelr Sze—and either oneis nearly ahead
taller than | an—they are so evenly proportioned physicdly that their true dimensions do not register on
you until you have something to measure them by. From adistance it is easy to take them for not much
more than ordinary height. Then, having unconscious-ly underestimated them, you or someone else
whose size you know gpproaches them; and it isthat individ-ual who seemsto changeinsizeashe, or
she, or you get close. If it isyou, you are very aware of the change. But if it is someone ese, you can il
seem to shrink somewhat, aong with that other person. To fed your-salf become smdler in relationship
to someone dseisastrange sensation, if the phenomenon is entirely sub-jective.

In this case, the measuring element turned out to be Amanda, who ran to the two brothers the minute we
entered the room. Her home, Fal Morgan, was the homestead closest to the Graeme home of Fordie
ad

the three of them had grown up together. As| said, she was not a small woman, but by the time she had
reached them and was hugging Kensie, she seemed to have become not only tiny, but fragile; and
suddenly— again, asit dways does—the room seemed to orient itself about the two Graemes.

| followed her and held out my hand to lan.

“Corunna * he said. He was one of the few who till caled me by thefirst of my persona names. His



large hand wrapped around mine. His face—so different, yet so like, to histwin brother’ s—l ooked down
into mine. In truth, they wereidentical, and yet there was dl the difference in the universe between them.
Only it was not aphysical difference, for dl its powerful effect ontheeye. Literdly, it wasthat lan was
lightless, and dl the bright element that might have been in him wasingtead in hisbrother, so that Kensie
radiated double the human norma amount of sunny warmth. Dark and light. Night and day. Brother and
brother.

And yet, there was a closeness, an identity, between them of akind that | have never seen in any other
two humean beings.

“Do you have to go back right away?" 1an was ask-ing me. “Or will you be staying to take Amanda
back?’

“I canday,” | said. “My leave-timeto the Dorsai wasn't that tight. Can | be of use, here?’
“Yes” lansaid. “You and | should talk. Just aminute, though—"

Heturned to greet Amandain histurn and tell Michadl to check and seeif the Conde was availablefor a
vigt. Michael went out with the soldier who had met us at the vehicle pool. It seemed that Michael and



his bandsmen, plus ahandful of servants and the Con-de himsdlf, added up to the total present
population of Gebel Nahar, outside of those in thisroom. The ram-parts were designed to be defended
by ahandful of people, if necessary; but we had barely more than ahandful in the forty members of the
regimenta band Michael had led, and they were evidently untrained in anything but marching.

Weleft Kenge with Amandaand Padma. |an led meinto an adjoining office, waved meto achair, and
took one himsdlf.

“| don’'t know the Situation on your present con-tract—" he began.

“There sno problem. My contract’ sto a space force leased by William of Ceta. I'm leader of Red
Hight under the overall command of Hendrik Gait. Asde from the fact that Gault would understand, as
any oth-er Dorsai would, if agituation like thiswarranted it, hisforces aren’t doing anything at the
moment. Whichiswhy | wason leavein thefirst place, dong with haf his other senior officers. I'm not
William'sofficer. I'm Gault's”

“Good,” said lan. Heturned his head to look past the high wing of the chair hewas sitting in and out



over the plain a where thelittle flashes of light were visible. Hisarmslay relaxed upon the arms of the
chair, hismassive hands loosdly curved about the ends of those chair arms. There was, asthere dways
had been, something utterly lonely but utterly invincible about 1an. Most non-Dorsais seem to draw a
notice-able comfort from having aDorsal around in times of physical danger, asif they assumed that any
one of uswould know theright thing to do and so do it. It may

sound fanciful, but | have to say that in somewhat the same way as the non-Dorsal reacted to the Dorsai,
S0 did most of the Dorsai I"ve known always react to lan.

But not dl of us. Kense never had, of course. Nor, cometo think of it, had any of the other Graemesto
my knowledge. But then, there had aways been some-thing—not solitary, but independent and apart—
about each of the Graemes. Even Kenge. It was acharacterigtic of the family. Only, lan had that double
shareof it.

“It' [l take them two daysto settlein out there,” he said now, nodding at the nearly invisible
encamp-mentson the plain. “ After that, they’ Il either have to move againg us, or they’ll sart fighting
among them-selves. That means we can expect to be overrun herein two days.”

“Unlesswhat?’ | asked. Helooked back at me.

“Theré sdwaysan unless,” | said.

“Unless Amanda can find us an honorable way out of the Situation,” he said. “Asit now stands, there
doesn’'t seem to be any way out. Our only hope isthat she can find something in the contract or the
gtuation that the rest of us have overlooked. Drink?’

“Thanks”

He got up and went to a Sdeboard, poured a couple of glasses haf-full of dark brown liquor, and
brought them back. He sat down once more, handing aglassto me, and | sniffed at its pungent darkness.

“Dorsa whiskey,” | said. “Y ou're provided for, here.”

He nodded. We drank.

“Isn’t there anything you think she might be ableto use?’ | asked.

“No,” hesaid. “It' sahope against hope. An honor problem.”

“What makesit so sengtive that you need an Ad-juster from home?’ | asked.

“William. Y ou know him, of course. But how much do you know about the Situation here in Nahar?’
| repeated to him what | had picked up from Michagl and Padma.

“Nothing else?" he asked.

“I haven’t had timeto find out anything else. | was asked to bring Amanda here on the spur of the

mao-ment, so on theway out | had my hands full. Also, she was busy studying the available data on this
gtuation hersdlf. Wedidn't talk much.”



“William—" hesaid, putting his glass down on asmall table by hischair. “Well, it smy fault we' reinto
this, rather than Kensi€'s. I’ m the strategi<t, he' s the tactician on this contract. The large picture was my
job, and | didn’t look far enough.”

“If there were things the Naharese government didn’t tell you when the contract was under dis-cussion,
then there syour out, right there.”

“Oh, the contract’ s chalengeable, dl right,” lan said. He smiled. | know there are those who like to
believe that he never amiles; and that notion isnon-sense. But hisamileislikeal therest of him. “It
wasn't the information they held back that’ strapped us, it’ sthis matter of honor. Not just our personal
hon-or—the reputation and honor of al Dorsa. They’ ve got usin a position where whether we stay and
dieor goandlive, it'll tarnish the planetary reputation.”

| frowned a him.

“How can they do that? How could you get caught

in that sort of trap?’

“Partly,” lan lifted his glass, drank, and put it back down again, “because William’'s an extremely able
srategist himsalf—again, asyou know. Partly, be-cause it didn’t occur to me, or Kensie, that we were
getting into athree-party rather than atwo-party agreement.”

“I don't follow you.”

“Thedtuation in Nahar,” he said, “was dways one with its built-in termination clause—I| mean, for the
ranchers, the original settlers. Thetype of country they tried to set up was something that could only exist
under uncrowded, near-pioneering conditions. The principaities around their grazing areagot settled in,
somefifty Cetan years ago. After that, the neighboring countries got built up and industrialized; and the
semi-feuda notion of open plainsand large individua holdings of land got to beimpractica, on the
interna-tiona leve of thisworld. Of course, thefirgt settlers, those Gallegos from Galiciain northwest
Spain, saw that coming from the start. That was why they built this place we re stting in.”

Hisamile came again.

“But that was back when they were only trying to delay theinevitable,” he said. “ Sometimein more
re-cent years they evidently decided to cometo termswithiit.”

“Bargain with the more modern principdities around them, you mean?’ | said.

“Bargain with therest of Ceta, infact,” he said. “And the rest of Ceta, nowadays, is William—for al
practical purposes.”

“Thereagain, if they had an agreement with Wil-

Ham that they didn’t tell you about,” | said, “you’ ve every excuse, in honor aswell as on paper, to void
the contract. | don’t seethe difficulty.”

“Their dedl they’ ve got with William isn’t awritten, or even a spoken contract,” lan answered. “What
the ranchers did was let him know that he could have the control he wanted herein Nahar—as| said, it
was obviousthey were going to lose it eventudly, anyway —if not to him, to someone or something



else—if he/ d meet their terms.”
“And what were they after in exchange?’

“A guarantee that their life style and this pocket cul-ture they’ d developed would be maintained and
pro-tected.”

Helooked under his dark brows at me.
“I see” | sad. “How did they think William could do that?’

“They didn’t know. But they didn’t worry about it. That’ sthe dippery part. They just |et thefact be
known to William that if they got what they wanted they’ d stop fighting his attempts to control Nahar
di-rectly. They left it up to him to find the ways to meet their price. That’ swhy there' s no other contract
we can cite as an excuse to break thisone.”

| drank from my own glass.

“It soundslike William. If | know him,” | said, “he d even enjoy engineering whatever Stuation was
needed to keep this country fifty years behind the times. But it sounded to me earlier asif you were
saying that he was trying to get something out of the Dorsai at the same time. What good doesit do him if
you have to make a penalty payment for breaking this contract? It won't bankrupt you Graemesto pay
it,

will it? And even if you had to borrow from genera Dorsai contingency funds, it wouldn’t be more than
apinprick againg those funds. Also, you still haven't ex-plained this business of your being trapped here,
not by the contract, but by the genera honor of the Dorsai.”

lan nodded.

“William’ staken care of both things,” he said. “His plan wasfor the Naharese to hire Dorsai to make
their army aworking unit. Then hisrevolutionary agents would cause arevolt of that army. Then, with
matters out of hand, he could step in with hisown non-Dorsai officersto control the Situation and bring
order back to Nahar.”

“l see” | said.

“He then would mediate the matter,” 1an went on, “the revol utionary people would be handed some
lim-ited say in the government—under his outside control, of course—and the ranchers would give up
their absolute local authority but little of anything else. They' d stay in charge of their ranches, ashis
man-agers, with al hiswedth and forces to back them against any real push for control by the real
revolu-tionary faction; which would eventudly be tamed and brought in line, dso—the way he' stamed
and brought in line dl the rest of thisworld, and some good-sized chunks of other worlds.”

“So,” | sad, thoughtfully, “what he' s after isto show that his military people can do things Dorsal can't?’

“You follow me,” said lan. “We command the price we do now only because military like oursalves are
inlimited supply. If they want Dorsal results—miilitary

Stuations dedlt with at either no cost or aminimum cog, in life and materid—they haveto hire Dorsal.
That'sasit stands now. But if it looks like others can do the same job aswell or better, our price hasto



go down, and the Dorsai will begin to sarve.”

“It'd take some yearsfor the Dorsai to starve. In that time we could live down the results of this,
may-be.”

“But it goes farther than that. William isn't thefirst to dream of being ableto hiredl the Dorsal and use
them as a persond force to dominate the worlds. We ve never considered allowing dl our working
peo-pleto end up in one camp. But if William can depress our price below what we need to keep the
Dorsa free and independent, then he can offer us wages better than the market—surviva wages,
available from him alone—and we' |l have no choice but to accept.”

“Then you' ve got no choice, yourself,” | said. “Y ou’ ve got to bresk this contract, no matter what it
cogts”

“I'mafraid not,” he answered. “ The cost 1ooks right now to be the one we can’t afford to pay. As|
said, we' re damned if we do, damned if we don’t—caught in the jaws of this nutcracker unless Amanda
can find usaway out—"*

The door to the office where we were Sitting opened at that moment and Amanda herself looked in.

“It seems some locd people cdling themsdaves the Governors have just arrived—" Her tonewas
humor-ous, but every line of her body spoke of serious con-cern. “Evidently, I’ m supposed to go and
talk with them right away. Areyou coming, lan?’

“Kenseisdl you'll need,” lan said. “We vetrained

them to redlize that they don't necessarily get both of us on deck every timethey whistle. You'll find it's
just another step in the dance, anyway—there’ s nothing to be done with them.”

“All right.” She started to withdraw, stopped. *“ Can Padma come with us?’

“Check with Kenge. I'd say it'sbest not to ruffle the Governors' feathersby askingtolet him gitin, right

“That'sdl right,” shesaid. “Kensie dready thought not, but he said | should ask you.”

She went out.

“Sure you don’t want to be there?’ | asked him.

“No need.” He got up. “There' s something | want to show you. It’simportant you understand the
stu-ation here thoroughly. If Kensie and myself should both be knocked out, Amandawould only have
you to help her handle things—and if you' re certain about being able to stay?”’

“Asl said,” | repeated, “I can stay.”

“Fine. Come dong, then. | wanted you to meet the Conde de Nahar. But I’ ve been waiting to hear from
Michael asto whether the Conde' sreceiving, right now. Wewon't wait any longer. Let’ s go see how the

old gentlemanis”

“Won't he—the Conde, | mean—be at this meeting with Amanda and the Governors?’



lan led the way out of the room.

“Not if there' s serious business to be talked about. On paper, the Conde controls everything but the
Gov-ernors. They eect him. Of course, asde from the pa-per, they’ re the ones who redlly control

everything.”

We left the suite of offices and began to trave the

corridors of Gebe Nahar once more Twice we took lift tubes and once we rode a motorized strip down
onelong corridor, but at the end lan pushed open adoor and we stepped into what was obviously the
orderly room fronting a barracks section

The soldier bandsman seated behind the desk there cameto hisfeet immediately at the sight of us—or
per-hapsit wasjust at the sight of 1an.

“Sirs” hesad, in Spanish

“I ordered Mr de Sandovd to find out for meif the Conde would receive Captain EI Man here, and
my-sdif,” lan said in the same language “ Do you know where the Bandmaster is now?’

“No, sr He has not come back. Sir—it is not aways possible to contact the Conde quickly—*
“I’'maware of that,” said lan “Rest easy. Mr de Sandova’ s due back here shortly, then?’

“Yes, dr Any minute now. Would the Srs careto walit in the Bandmaster’ s office?’

“Yes” sadlan

The orderly turned aside, lifting his hand in ade-cidedly non-military gesture to usher us past his desk
through afarther entrance into alarger room, very or-derly and with a clean desk, but crowded with filing
cabinets and with itswalls hung with musica instru-ments

Mogt of these were ones | had never seen before, dthough they were all variants on string or wind
music-makers. There was one that looked like an early Scottish bagpipe It had only asingle drone, some
sev-enty centimeterslong, and a chanter about half that length Another was obvioudy a keyed bugle of
some sort, but with most of its central body length wrapped

with red cord ending in dependent tassals. | moved about the walls, examining each as| cametoit, while
lan took achair and watched me. | came back at length to the deprived bagpipe.

“Canyou play this?’ | asked lan.

“I’'mnot apiper,” said lan. “I can blow abit, of course—but I’ ve never played anything but regular
highland pipes. You' d better ask Michad if you want ademongration. Apparently, he plays everything—
and playsit well.”

| turned away from the walls and took a seat mysdif.

“What do you think?" asked lan. | was gazing around the office.



| looked back at him and saw his gaze curioudy upon me.

“It's...srange” | sad.

And the room was strange, for reasons that would probably never strike someone not a Dorsai. No two
people keep an office the same way; but just asthere are subtle characteristics by which one born to the
Dorsa will recognize another, o there are smdl sig-nals about the office of anyone on military duty and
from that world. | could tell a aglance, as could lan or any one of us, if the officer into whose room we
had just stepped was Dorsai or not. The clueslie, not so much with what was in the room, asin the way
the things there and the room itsdlf was arranged. There is nothing particular to Dorsai-born individuas
about such arecognition. Almost any veteran officer isableto tell you whether the owner of the office he
has just stepped into isaso aveteran officer, Dorsai or not. But in that case, asin this, it would be easier
to give the answer than to list the reasons why the answer was what it was.

So, Michael de Sandova’ s office was unmistakably the office of aDorsai. At the sametimeit owned a
gtrange difference from any other Dorsai’ s office, that dmost shouted at us. The difference wasabasic

one, underneath any comparison of this place with the of-fice of aDorsai who had hiswalls hung with
weapons, or with one who kept a severely clean desktop and message baskets, and preferred no

wegpon in Sght.
“He sgot these musicd instruments displayed asif they werefighting tools,” | said.

lan nodded. It was not necessary to put the implica-tion into words. If Michagl had chosen to hang a
ban-ner from one of the wallstestifying to the fact that he would absolutely refuseto lay his hands upon a

weap-on, he could not have announced himself more plainly to lan and myself.

“It seemsto be astrong point with him,” | said. “1 wonder what happened?’

“Hisbusiness, of course,” said lan.

“Yes” | sad.

But the discovery hurt me—because suddenly | identified what | had felt in young Michael from the first
moment | had met him, here on Ceta. It was pain, adeep and abiding pain; and you cannot have known
someone since he was in childhood and not be moved by that sort of pain.

The orderly stuck his head into the room.

“Sirs” hesaid, “the Bandmaster comes. HE |l be here in one minute.”

“Thank you,” said lan.

A moment |ater, Michael camein.

“Sorry to keep you waiting—" he began.

“Perfectly dl right,” 1an said. “The Conde made

you wait yoursdlf before letting you speak with him, didn’'t he?’

“Yesdr.



“Wéll, is he available now, to be met by me and Captain EI Man?’

“Yessdr. You' re both most welcome.”

“Good.”

lan stood up and so did I. We went out, followed by Michael to the door of his office.

“AmandaMorgan is seeing the Governors, a the moment,” lan said to him asweleft him. “ She may
want to talk to you after that’sover. Y ou might keep yoursdlf available for her.”

“I'll beright here,” said Michadl. “ Sir—I wanted to gpologize for my orderly’ s making excuses about my
not being here when you came—" he glanced over at the orderly who waslooking embarrassed. “My
men have been told not to—*

“It'sdl right, Michadl,” said lan. “Y ou’ d be an un-usud Dorsai if they didn’t try to protect you.”

“Still—* said Michedl.

“Stll,” said lan. “I know they’ ve trained only as bandmen. They may beline troops at the moment— all
theline troopswe ve got to hold this place with— but I’ m not expecting miracles.”

“Wadl,” said Michad. “Thank you, Commander.”

“Y ou' rewelcome.”

We went out. Once more lan led me through a maze of corridors and lifts.

“How many of his band decided to stay with him when the regiments moved out?’ | asked aswe went.
“All of them, “said lan.

“And no one e se stayed?’

lan looked at mewith aglint of humor.

“Y ou have to remember,” he said, “Michadl did graduate from the Academy, after dl.”

A fina short distance down awide corridor brought usto amassive pair of double doors. lan touched a
visitor’s button on the right-hand door and spoke to an annunciator pand in Spanish.

“Commander lan Graeme and Captain EI Man are here with permission to see the Conde.”

There was the pause of amoment and then one of the doors opened to show us another of Michagl’s
bandsmen

“Be pleased to comein, Srs” he said.

“Thank you,” lan said as we walked past. “Where s the Conde' s mg ordomo?’



“Heisgone, dr. Also mogt of the other servants.”

“l see”

The room we had just been let into was awide [obby filled with enormous and magnificently-kept
furniture but lacking any windows. The bandman led us through two more rooms like it, also without
windows, until we werefinaly ushered into athird and finaly window-walled room, with the same
unchanging view of the plainsbelow. A stick-thin old man dressed in black was standing with the help of
adglver-headed cane, before the center of the window area.

The soldier faded out of the room. lan led me to the old man.

“El Conde,” hesad, ill in Spanish, “may | intro-duce Captain Corunna El Man. Captain, you have the
honor of meeting El Conde de Nahar, Macias Francis-co Ram6n Manud Vaentiny Compostelay
Abente”

“Y ou are welcome, Captain El Man,” said the Con-

de. He spoke amore correct, if more archaic, Spanish than that of the other Naharese | had so far met;
and his voice was the thin remnant of what once must have been aremarkable bass. “Wewill St down

now, if you please. If my age produces aweakness, it isthat it iswearisome to stand for any length of
time”

We seitled ourselvesin heavy, overstuffed chairs with massively padded arms—more like thrones than
chairs.

“Captain El Man,” said lan, “happened to be on leave, back on the Dorsai. He volunteered to bring
Amanda Morgan here to discuss the present situation with the Governors. She' stalking to them now.”

“I have not met. . .” the Conde hesitated over her name, “ AmandaMorgan.”
“Sheisone of our experts of the sort that the present situation callsfor.”

“I would like to meet her.”

“ She' slooking forward to meeting you.”

“Possibly thisevening? | would have liked to have had al of you to dinner, but you know, | suppose,
that most of my servants have gone.”

“I just learned that,” said lan.

“They may go,” said the Conde. “They will not be alowed to return. Nor will the regimentswho have
deserted their duty be alowed to return to my armed forces.”

“With the Conde sindulgence,” said lan, “we don't yet know all the reasonsfor their leaving. It may be
that someleniency isjudtified.”

“I can think of none.” The Conde s voice wasthin with age, but his back was as erect as a flagstaff and
hisdark eyesdid not waver. “But, if you think thereis



some reason for it, | can reserve judgment momentarily-*
“We d appreciate that,” lan said.

“You are very lenient.” The Conde looked a me. His voice took on an unexpected timbre. “Captain,
has the Commander here told you? Those deserters out there—"* heflicked afinger toward the window
and the plains beyond, “under the ingtigation of people calling themsdves revol utionaries, have threatened
to take over Gebel Nahar. If they dare to come here, | and what few loya servantsremain will resist. To
the death!”

“The Governors—* lan began.

“The Governors have nothing to say in the matter! * the Conde turned fiercely on him. “Once,
they—their fathers and grandfathers, rathe—chose my father to be El Conde. | inherited that title and
neither they, nor anyone else in the universe has the authority to take it from me. Whilel live, | will be El
Conde; and the only way | will ceaseto be El Conde will be when degth takes me. | will remain, I will
fight—aloneif need be—aslong as| am able. But | will retreat, never! | will compromise, never!”

He continued to talk, for some minutes; but a-though his words changed, the message of them
re-mained the same. He would not give an inch to anyone who wished to change the governmental
system in Nahar. If he had been obvioudy uninformed or ig-norant of the implications of what he was
saying, it would have been easy to let hiswords blow by un-heeded. But this was obvioudy not the case.
Hisfrailty wasal inthethin old body. His mind was not only clear but fully aware of the Stuation. What
he an-

nounced was smply an unshakable determination never to yied in spite of reason or the overwhelming
odds againgt him.

After awhile he ran down. He gpologized gracioudy for hisemotion, but not for hisattitude; and, after a
few minutes more of meaninglesdy polite conversation on the history of Gebd Nahar itsdlf, let usleave,

“So you see part of our problem,” said lan to me when we were adone again, walking back to his
offices

We went alittle distance together in silence.

“Part of that problem,” | said, “seemsto liein the difference between our idea of honor, and theirs,
here”

“And William’'s complete lack of it,” said lan. “Y ou' re right. With us, honor’ sameatter of theindividua’s
obligation to himself and his community —which can end up being to the human racein gener-d. Tothe
Naharese, honor’ s an obligation only to their own soul.”

| laughed, involuntarily.

“I’'msorry,” | said, ashelooked at me. “But you hit it almost too closely. Did you ever read Calderon’s
poem about the Mayor of Zalamea?’

“| don't think so. Calderon?”’

“Pedro Calderon dela Barca, seventeenth century Spanish poet. He wrote apoem called El Alcalde de



damea”

| gave him the lines he had reminded me of. Al Rey lahacienday lavida Se hade dar; pen € honor Es
patnmonio de dmaT & damasolo esde Dws.

* ‘—Fortune and life we oweto the King,” “ murmured
lan, * *but honor is patrimony of the soul and the soul belongsto God adone.” | see what you mean.”

| started to say something, then decided it was too much effort. | was aware of lan glancing sSideways at
me as we went.

“When did you eat last?’ he asked.
“I don’'t remember,” | said. “But | don’t particular-ly need food right now.”

“Y ou need deep, then,” said lan, “I’'m not sur-prised, after the way you madeit here from the Dorsai.
When we get back to the office, I'll call one of Michadl’s men to show you your quarters, and you' d
better degpin. | can make your excusesto the Condeif he still wants us dl to get together tonight.”

“Yes. Good,” | sad. “I’d gppreciate that.”

Now that | had admitted to tiredness, it was an ef-fort even to think. For those who have never
navigated between the sars, it is easy to forget the implicationsin the fact that the danger increases
rapidly with the distance moved in asingle shift—beyond a certain safe amount of light-years. We had
exceeded safe limitsasfar as| had dared push them on each of the six shiftsthat had brought Amanda
and mysdf to Ceta.

It'snot just that danger—the danger of finding yourself with so large an error in destination that you
cannot recognize any familiar star patterns from which to navigete. It isthe fact that even when you
emerge in known space, alarge error factor requiresinfinitely more recal culation to locate your position.
Itisvitd to locate yoursdlf to afine enough point so that your error on the next shift will not be
compounded and you will find yoursdlf lost beyond repair.

For three days | had had no more than catnaps be-

tween periods of caculation. | was numb with afatigue | had held a bay until this moment with the body
adrendin that can be evoked to meet an emer-gency Situation.

When the bandsman supplied by 1an had shown me at last to asuite of rooms, | found | wanted nothing
more than to collapse on the enormous bed in the bedroom. But years of ingtinct made me prowl the
quartersfirst and check them out. My suite consisted of three rooms and bathroom; and it had the
inevitable plains-facing window wall—with one difference. Thisone had adoor init to let me out onto a
small balcony that ran the length of this particular level. It was divided into asemi-private outdoor area
for each suite by tal plantsin potswhich acted as screens at each divison point.

| checked the balcony area and the suite, locked the doors to the hal and to the balcony, and dept.
It was sometime after dark when | awoke, suddenly. | was awake and sitting up on the edge of the bed

in one reflex movement before it registered that what had roused me had been the sound of the cdll chime
at thefront door of my suite.



| reached over and keyed on the annunciator circuit.
“Yes?' | sad. “Whoisit?’
“Michael de Sandova,” said Michael’ svoice, “can | comein?’

| touched the stud that unlocked the door. It swung open, letting a knife-blade sharp swath of light from
the corridor into the darkness of my sitting room, as seen through the entrance from my bedroom. | was

up on my feet now, and moving to meet him in the Stting room. He entered and the door closed behind
him.

“What isit?" | asked.

“The ventilating sysemisout on thisleve,” he said; and | redized that the air in the suite was now

perfectly motionless—motionless and beginning to be alittle warm and stuffy. Evidently Gebel Nahar had
been designed to be sedled against outside at-mosphere.

“I wanted to check the quarters of everyone onthisleve,” Michad said. “Interior doorsaren't so tight
that you would have asphyxiated; but the breathing could have got alittle heavy. Maybe by morning we

can locate what' s out of order and fix it. Thisis part of the problem of the servant staff taking off when
the

army did. I’ d suggest that | open the door to the bal cony for you, Sir.”
He was aready moving across the room toward the door he had mentioned.

“Thanks,” | said. “What was the situation with the servants? Were they revol utionary sympathizers,
too?’

“Not necessarily.” He unlocked the door and propped it open to the night air, which came coolly and

swestly through the aperture. “ They just didn’t want their throats cut dong with the Conde's, when the
army stormed itsway back in here.”

“I see” | said.
“Yes” He came back to mein the center of the St-ting room.
“What timeisit?’ | asked. “I've been deeping asif | was under drugs

“A little before midnight.”

| sat down in one of the chairs of the unlighted lounge. The glow of the soft exterior lights spaced at ten

meter intervas aong the outer edge of the balcony came through the window wall and dimly illuminated
the room.

“Sit foramoment,” | said. “Tell me. How did the meeting with the Conde go this evening?’

Hetook achair facing me

“| should be getting back soon,” he said. “I’m the only one we ve got available for aduty officer at the



moment. But—the meeting with the Conde went like acharm. He was so busy being graciousto
Amanda he dmost forgot to breathe defiance againgt the army deserters.”

“How did Amanda do with the Governors, do you know?’

| sensed, rather than saw, ashrug of his shouldersin the gloom.

“There was nothing much to be done with them,” he said. “ They talked about their concern over the
desertion of the regiments and wanted reassurances that 1an and Kensie could handle the Situation.
Effec-tively, it wasdl choreographed.”

“They'vel€ft, then?’

“That’ sright. They asked for guarantees for the safety of the Conde. Both lan and Kensie told them that
there was no such thing as a guarantee; but we' d protect the Conde, of course, with every meansat our
disposal. Thenthey left.”

“It sounds,” | said, “asif Amandacould have saved her time and effort.”

“No. She said she wanted to get the fed of them.” Heleaned forward. “Y ou know, she's something to
write home abouit. | think if anyone can find away out of this, she can. She says hersdf that there’sno
guestion that thereisaway out—it’ sjust that finding it in the next twenty-four to thirty-six hoursis asking
alot”

“Has she checked with you about these people? Y ou seem to be the only one around who knows them
adlwdl”

“ She talked with me when we flew in—you re-member. | told her I’ d be available any time she needed
me. So far, however, she's spent most of her time either working by hersdlf, or with lan or Padma.”

“I see” | said. “Isthere anything | can do? Would you like me to spell you on the duty officer bit?’

“You'reto rest, lan says. HE |l need you tomorrow. I’ m getting aong fine with my duties.” He moved
toward the front door of the suite. “Good night.”

“Good night,” | said.

He went out, the knife of light from the corridor briefly cutting across the carpeting of my Sitting room
and vanishing again as the door opened, then latched behind him

| stayed where | wasin the Sitting room chair, enjoy-ing the gentle night breeze through the
propped-open door. | may have dozed. At any rate | came to, sudden-ly, to the sound of voices from
the balcony. Not from my portion of the balcony, but from the portion next to it, beyond my bedroom
window to the |ft.

“..yes” avoicewas saying. lan had been in my mind; and for asecond | thought | was hearing lan
speak But it was Kensie. The voices wereidentical; only, there was adifferencein attitude that
distin-guished them.

“I don’t know. . .” it was Amanda s voice answer-ing, atroubled voice.



“Timegoesby quickly,” Kensesaid. “Look at us. It was just yesterday we were in school together.”
“I know,” she said, “you' re talking about it being time to settle down But maybe | never will.”

“How sure are you of that?’

“Not sure, of course.” Her voice changed asif she had moved some little distance from him. | had an
unexpected mental image of him standing back by the door in awindow wall through which they had just
come out together; and one of her, having just turned and walked to the bal cony railing, where she now
stood with her back to him, looking out at the night and the starlit plain.

“Then you could take the idea of settling down un-der consideration.”
“No,” shesaid. “I know | don’t want to do that.”

Her voice changed again, asif she had turned and come back to him. “Maybe I’'m ghost-ridden, Kensie.
Maybeit' sthe old spirit of the first Amandathat’ s ruling out the ordinary thingsfor me.”

“She married—three times”
“But her husbands weren't important to her, that way. Oh, | know she loved them. I ve read her letters

and what her children wrote down about her after they were adults themselves. But sheredly belonged
to ev-eryone, not just to her husbands and children. Don’'t you understand? | think that’ sthe way it's

going to have to befor me, too.”

He said nothing. After along moment she spoke again, and her voice was lowered, and drastically
a-tered.

“Kenge! Isit that important?’
Hisvoice waslightly humorous, but the words came afraction more dowly than they had before.

“It seemsto be”

“But it' s something we both just fell into, as chil-dren. It was just an assumption on both our parts. Since
then, we' ve grown up. Y ou’ ve changed. I’ ve changed.”

“yes”
“You don't need me. Kensdie, you don’t need me—* her voice was soft. “Everybody lovesyou.”
“Could I trade?’ The humorous tone persisted. “Everybody for you?’

“Kenge, don't!”

“Youask alot,” he said; and now the humor was gone, but there was till nothing in the way he spoke
that reproached her. “1’d probably find it easier to



stop breathing.”
There was another silence.

“Why can’t you see?| don’t have any other choice,” she said. “I don’t have any more choice than you
do. We' re both what we are, and stuck with what we are.”

“Yes” hesaid.

Thesdlencethistimelasted along time. But they did not move, either of them. By thistime my ear was
sen-sitized to sounds as light as the breathing of a sparrow. They had been standing alittle apart, and

they stayed standing apart.

“Yes” hesad agan, finaly—and thistimeit wasalong, dow yes, atired yes. “Lifemoves. And dl of us
move with it, whether welikeit or not.”

She moved to him, now. | heard her steps on the concrete floor of the balcony.



“You're exhausted,” she said. “Y ou and lan both. Get some rest before tomorrow. Things Il ook
dif-ferent inthe daylight.”

“That sometimes happens.” The touch of humor was back, but there was effort behind it. “Not that |
believeit for amoment, in this case.”

They went back inside.

| sat where | was, wide awake. There had been no way for meto get up and get away from their
conversa-tion without letting them know | wasthere. Their hearing was at least as good asmine, and like
me they had been trained to keep their senses aways dert. But knowing al that did not help. | still had
the ugly fed-ing that | had been intruding where | should not have been.

Therewas no point in moving now. | sat where| was, trying to talk senseto myself and get the ugly
feeling under control. | was so concerned with my own fedingsthat for once | did not pay close
attention to the sounds around me, and the first warning | had was a small noisein my own entrance to
the balcony area; and | looked up to see the dark silhouette of awoman in the doorway.

“You heard,” Amanda s voice said.

Therewasno point in denying it.

“Yes” | told her.

She stayed where she was, standing in the doorway.

“I happened to be sitting here when you came out on the balcony,” | said. “ There was no chance to shut
the door or move away.”

“It'sdl right,” she camein. “No, don't turn on thelight.”
| dropped the hand | had lifted toward the control studsin the arm of my chair. With the illumination
from the bal cony behind her, she could see me better than | could see her. She sat down inthe chair

Michadl had occupied ashort while before.

“I told mysdf I’d step over and seeif you were degp-ing dl right,” she said. “lan hasalot of work in
mind for you tomorrow. But | think | wasredlly hoping to find you awake.”

Even through the darkness, the signals came loud and clear. My geaswas at work again.

“I don’'t want to intrude,” | said.

“If | reach out and haul you in by the scruff of the neck, are you intruding?’ Her voice had the same sort
of lightness overlying pain that | had heard in Kens€'s. “I’m the one who' s thinking of intruding—of
intruding my problemson you.”

“That'snot necessarily anintrusion,” | said.

“1 hoped you' d fed that way,” she said. It was strange to have her voice coming in such everyday tones
from aslhouette of darkness. “1 wouldn't bother you, but | need to have dl my mind on what I’ m doing



here and persona matters have ended up getting in the way.”

She paused.

“Youdon't redly mind people spilling dl over you, do you?’ shesad.
“No,” | said.

“I thought so. | got the feding you wouldn't. Do you think of Else much?’
“When other thingsaren’'t on my mind.”

“I wish I'd known her.”

“ She was someone to know.”

“Y es. Knowing someone e se iswhat makesthe dif-ference. Thetroubleis, often we don’t know. Or
we don't know until too late.” She paused. “| suppose you think, after what you heard just now, that I'm
talking about Kense?’

“Aren't you?’

“No. Kense and lan—the Graemes are so close to us Morgans that we might aswell al be related.
Youdon't usudly fal in love with areative—or you don't think you will, at least, when you' re young.
Thekind of person you imaginefalingin love with is someone

Strange and exciting—someone from fifty light years away.”
“I don’t know about that,” | said. “ Elsewas aneighbor and | think | grew up being in love with her.”

“I'm sorry.” Her silhouette shifted alittle in the darkness. “I' m redly just talking about mysdlf. But |
know what you mean. In sober moments, when | was younger, | more or less just assumed that some
day I'd wind up with Kensie. Y ou’ d have to have something wrong with you not to want someone like

him”
“And you' ve got something wrong with you?’ | said.

“Yes” shesad. “That'sit. | grew up, that’ sthetrouble.”

“Everybody does”

“I don’'t mean | grew up, physicdly. | mean, | matured. Welive along time, we Morgans, and |
sup-pose we' re dower growing up than most. But you know how it iswith young anythings—young
animasaswdl asyoung humans. Did you ever have awild anima asapet asachild?’

“Severd,” | said.

“Then you'veruninto what I'm talking about While the wild animd’ syoung, it' s cuddly and tame; but
when it grows up, the day comesit bites or dashes at you without warning. People talk about that being
part of their wild nature. But it isn’t. Humans change just exactly the same way. When anything young
grows up, it becomes conscious of itsdlf, its own wants, its own desires, its own moods. Then the day



comes when someonetriesto play with it and it isn’t in a playing mood—and it reacts with * Back off!
What | want isjust asimportant as what you want” And al at

once, thetime of itsbeing young and cuddly is over forever.”
“Of course” | sad. “That happensto dl of us”

“But to us—to our people—it happenstoo late!” she said. “ Or rather, we start life too early. By the age
of seventeen on the Dorsal we have to be out and work-ing like an adult, either at home or on some
other world. We're pitchforked into adulthood. There' s nev-er any time to take stock, to realize what
being adult isgoing to turn usinto. We don't realize we aren’t cubs any more until one day we dash or
bite someone with-out warning; and then we redlize that we' ve changed —and they’ ve changed. But it's
too late for usto adjust to the change in the other person because we' ve al-ready been trapped by our
own change.”

She stopped. | sat, not speaking, waiting. From my experience with this sort of thing since Elsedied, |
as-sumed that | no longer needed to talk. She would carry the conversation, now.

“No, it wasn't Kense | wastaking about when | first camein hereand | said the troubleisyou don’t
know someone ese until too late. It slan.”

“lan?’ | said, for she had stopped again, and now | felt with equa instinct that she needed some help to
continue.

“Yes” shesad. “When | wasyoung, | didn’t un-derstand Ian. | do now. Then, | thought there was
nothing to him—or ese hewas smply solid al the way through, like a piece of wood. But he’ snot.
Everything you can seein Kengeistherein lan, only there' sno light to seeit by. Now | know. And now
it stoo late”

“Too late?’ | sad. “He snot married, ishe'”

“Married? Not yet. But you didn’t know? Look at



the picture on hisdesk. Her name' s Leah. She’ s on Earth. He met her when he was there, four years
ago. But that’ s not what | mean by too late. | mean—it’ stoo late for me. What you heard metell Kensie
isthetruth. I’ ve got the curse of thefirst Amanda. I’m born to belong to alot of people, first; and only to
any single person, second. Asmuch as|’d givefor lan, that equation’stherein me, ever since | grew up.
Sooner or later it’d put even him in second place for me. | can’t do that to him; and it stoo late for meto
be anything ese”

“Maybe lan’ d be willing to agree to those terms.”

Shedid not answer for asecond. Then | heard adow intake of breath from the darker darkness that
was her.

“You shouldn't say that,” she said.

There was a second of silence. Then she spoke again, fiercely

“Would you suggest something like that to lan if our positions were reversed?’
“I didn't suggestit,” 1 said. “1 mentioned it.”

Another pause.

“You'reright,” shesaid. “I know what | want and what I’'m afraid of in mysdlf, and it seemsto me so
obvious | keep thinking everyone ese must know too.”

She stood up.
“Forgive me, Corunna,” shesaid. “I’ ve got no right to burden you with dl this.”
“It' stheway theworld is,” | said. “Peopletalk to people.”

“And to you, more than most.” She went toward the door to the balcony and paused in it. “Thanks

agan.
“I’'vedonenothing,” | said.
“Thank you anyway. Good night. Seep if you can.”

She stepped out through the door; and through the window wall | watched her, very erect, passto my
left until she walked out of my sight beyond the Sitting room wall.

| went back to bed, not really expecting to fal adeep again easily. But | dropped off and dept likealog.

When | woke it was morning, and my bedside phone was chiming. | flicked it on and Michael looked at
me out of the screen.

“I"'m sending aman up with maps of theinterior of Gebel Nahar,” he said, “so you can find your way
around. Breskfast’ savailablein the Generd Staff Lounge, if you're ready.”

“Thanks,” | told him.



| got up and was ready when the bandsman he had sent arrived, with asmall display cube holding the
maps. | took it with me and the bandsman showed me to the Generd Staff Lounge—which, it turned out,
was not alounge for the staff of Gebel Nahar, in gener-al, but one for the military commanders of that
estab-lishment. lan was the only other present when | got there and hewas just finishing hismedl.

“Stdown,” hesad.
| sat.

“I’m going ahead on the assumption that I'll be de-fending this place in twenty-four hoursor so,” he

sad. “What I d like you to do isfamiliarize yoursdlf with its defenses, particularly thefirst line of walsand
its wegpons, so that you can either direct the men work-ing them, or take over the genera defense, if
neces-sary.”

“What have you got in mind for agenera defense?’
| asked, as a bandsman came out of the kitchen areato see what | would ezt. | told him and he went.

“We ve got just about enough of Michad’ stroopsto man that first wall and have a handful in reserve,”
he said. “Most of them have never touched anything but a handweapon in their life, but we ve got to use
them to fight with the emplaced energy weagpons against foot attack up the dope. I'd like you to get them
on the wegpons and drill them—Michael should be able to help you, since he knowswhich of them are
steady and which aren’t. Get breakfast in you; and I'll tell you what | expect the regimentsto do on the
attack and what | think we might do when they try it.”

He went on talking while my food came and | ate. Boiled down, his expectations—based on what he
had learned of the Naharese military while he had been here, and from consultation with Michae—were
for aseries of infantry wave attacks up the dope until the first wall was overrun. Hisplan called for a
defense of thefirst wall until the last safe moment, destruction of the emplaced weapons, so they could
not be turned againgt us, and aquick retreat to the second wall with its weapons—and so, step by step
retreating up the terraces. It was essentidly the sort of defense that Gebel Nahar had been designed for
by itsbuilders.

The problem would be getting absolutely green and excitable troops like the Naharese bandsmen to
re-treat cool-headedly on order. If they could not be brought to do that, and lingered behind, then the
first wave over the ramparts could reduce their numbers to the point where there would not be enough of
them to make any worthwhile defense of the second terrace, to say nothing of the third, the fourth, and so
on, and ill

have men left for afina stand within the fortress-like wals of thetop threelevels.

Given an equa number of veteran, properly trained troops, to say nothing of Dorsai-trained ones, we
might even have held Gebd Nahar in that fashion and inflicted enough casualties on the attackers to
even-tualy make them pull back. But unspoken between lan and myself aswe sat in the lounge, wasthe
fact that the most we could hope to do with what we had was inflict amaximum of damage whilelosing.

However, again unspoken between us, was the fact that the stiffer our defense of Gebel Nahar, evenina
hopel ess Stuation, the more difficult it would be for the Governors and William to charge the Dorsai
of-ficerswith incompetence of defense.

| finished eating and got up to go.



“Where’'s Amanda?’ | asked.

“ She' sworking with Padma—or maybe | should put it that Padma s working with her,” l1an said.

“I didn’t know Exoticstook sides”

“Heisn't,” lan said. “He sjust making knowledge —his knowledge—available to someone who needs
it. That's standard Exotic practice as you know aswell as| do. He and Amanda are still hunting some
politica angleto bring us and the Dorsal out of thiswithout pregjudice.”

“What do you redly think their chances are?’

lan shook his head.

“But,” he said, shuffling together the papers he had spread out before him on the lounge table, * of
course, where they’re looking is away out, beyond the areas of strategy | know. We can hope.”

“Did you ever stop to think that possibly Michad,



with his knowledge of these Naharese, could give them some insights they wouldn't otherwise have?’ |
asked.

“Yes” hesad. “| told them both that; and told Michadl to make himself available to them if they thought
they could use him. Sofar, | don't think they have.”

He got up, holding his papers and we went out; | to the band quarters and Michad’ s office, heto his
own office and the overall job of organizing our supplies and everything €l se necessary for the defense.

Michadl was not in hisoffice. The orderly directed meto thefirst wall, where | found him areedy drilling
his men on the emplaced wegpons there. | worked with him for most of the morning; and then we
stopped, not because there was not alot more practice needed, but because his untrained troops were
exhausted and be-ginning to make mistakes smply out of fatigue.

Michadl sent them to lunch. He and | went back to his office and had sandwiches and coffee brought in
by hisorderly.



“What about this?’ | asked, after we were done, getting up and going to the wall where the
archaic-looking bagpipe hung. “1 asked lan about it. But he said he’ d only played highland pipes and that
if I wanted ademondtration, | should ask you.”

Michadl looked up from his seat behind his desk, and grinned. The drill on the guns seemed to have
done something for him in away he was not redlly aware of himself. Helooked younger and more
chearful than | had yet seen him; and obvioudy he enjoyed any atention given to hisingruments.

“That' sagatagalega” hesad. “Or, to be correct, it' salocd imitation of the gaitagalegayou can il

find occasionaly being made and played in the prov-ince of Galiciain Spain, back on Earth. It'sa
perfectly playable instrument to anyone who' sfamiliar with the highland pipes. lan could have played
it—I’d guess hejust thought | might prefer to show it off myself.”

“He seemed to think you could play it better,” | said.

“Wadll...” Michad grinned again. “ Perhaps, abit.”

He got up and came over to the wall with me.

“Do you redly want to hear it?’ he asked.

“Y% | dO.”

Hetook it down from the wall.

“WE |l haveto step outside,” he said. “1t’ s not the sort of instrument to be played in asmall room like
this”

We went back out on to the first terrace by the deserted weapon emplacements. He swung the pipe up
inhisarms, thelong single drone with itsfringe tied at the two ends of the drone, resting on his|left
shoulder and pointing up into the air behind him. He took the mouthpiece between hislipsand laid his
fingers across the holes of the chanter. Then he blew up the bag and began to play.

The music of the pipesislike Dorsa whiskey. People either cannot stand it, or they fed that there's
nothing comparable. | happen to be one of those who love the sound—for no good reason, | would have
said until that trip to Gebel Nahar; since my own heritage is Spanish rather than Scottish and | had never
before redized that it was dso a Spanish instrument.

Michadl played something Scottish and standard— The Flowers of the Forest, | think—pacing dowly
up and down as he played. Then, abruptly he swung around

and stepped out, dmost strutted, in fact; and played something entirely different.

| wish there were wordsin meto describeit. It was anything but Scottish. It was hispanic, right down to
its backbones—awild, barbaric, musicaly ornate challenge of some sort that heated the blood in my
veins and threatened to raise the hair on the back of my neck.

Hefinished at last with asort of dying wail as he swung the deflating bag down from his shoulder. His
face was not young any more, it was changed. He looked drawn and old.



“What wasthat?’ | demanded.

“It'sgot apolite name for polite company,” he said. “But nobody usesit. The Naharese call it Su
Madre.”

“Your Mother?’ | echoed. Then, of coursg, it hit me. The Spanish language has anumber of elaborate
and poetically insulting cursesto throw at your enemy about his ancestry; and the words su madre are
found in most of them.

“Yes” said Michad. “It' swhat you play when you' re daring the enemy to come out and fight. It
ac-cuses him of being lessthan aman in al the senses of that phrase—and the Naharese loveit.”

He sat down on the rampart of the terrace, sudden-ly, like someone very tired and discouraged by a
long and hopeless effort, resting the gaita gallegaon hisknees.

“And they likeme,” he said, staring blindly at thewall of the barrack area, behind me. “My bandsmen,
my regiment—they likeme.”

“There' redwaysexceptions,” | said, watching him. “But usualy the men who serve under them like their
Dorsai officers”

“That’ snot what | mean.” Hewas gtill staring a the wall. 1’ ve made no secret here of thefact | won't
touch aweapon. They dl knew it from the day | signed on as bandmaster.”

“I s | said. “Sothat’sit.”

He looked up a me, abruptly.

“Do you know how they react to cowards—as they consider them—people who are able to fight but
won't, inthis particular crazy splinter culture? They encourage them to get off the face of the earth. They

show their manhood by knocking cowards around here. But they don’t touch me. They don’t even
chd-lengemeto dues”

“Because they don't bdieveyou,” | said.

“That'sit.” Hisfacewas amogt savage. “They don't. Why won't they believe me?’

“Because you only say you won't use aweapon,” | told him bluntly. “In every other language you spesk,
everything you say or do, you broadcast just the op-posite information. Thet tells them that not only can
you use aweapon, but that you' re so good at it none of them who' d chalenge you would stand a
chance. Y ou could not only defeat someone like that, you could make him look foolish in the process.

And no onewantsto look foolish, particularly amacho-minded in-dividua. That messageisinthe very
way you wak and talk. How else could it be, with you?’

“That' snot true!” he got suddenly to hisfeet, hold-ing the gaita. “1 livewhat | believein. | have, ever
snce—"

He stopped.

“Maybe we' d better get back to work,” | said, asgently as| could.



“No!” Theword burst out of him. “I want to tell someone. The odds are we' re not going to be around
after this. | want someoneto. . .”

He broke off. He had been about to say “someone to understand. . .” and he had not been able to get
thewords out. But | could not help him. As|’ve said, since Else' sdegth, I’ ve grown accustomed to
listening to people. But thereis something in me that tells me when to spesk and when not to help them
with what they wish to say. And now | was being held silent.

He struggled with himsdlf for afew seconds, and then calm seemed to flow over him.

“No,” hesad, asif talking to himsdlf, “what people think doesn't matter. We re not likdly to live through
this, and | want to know how you react.”

Helooked at me.

“That’' swhy I've got to explain it to someonelike you,” he said. “I’ ve got to know how they’ d takeit,
back home, if I’ d explained it to them. And your fami-ly isthe same as mine, from the same canton, the
same neighborhood, the same sort of ancestry. . .”

“Did it occur to you you might not owe anyone an explanation?’ | said. “When your parents raised you,
they only paid back the debt they owed their parents for raising them. If you’ ve got any obligation to
anyone—and even that’ samoot point, since the idea behind our world isthat it's a planet of free
people—it’sto the Dorsai in generd, to bring in interstellar exchange credits by finding work off-planet.
And you' ve done that by becoming bandmaster here. Anything beyond that’ s your own private
busness”

It was quite true. Thevita currency between worlds was not wedlth, as every school child knows, but
the

exchange of interplanetary work credits. The in-habited worlds trade special skills and knowledges,
packaged in human individuals, and the exchange credits earned by a Dorsai on Newton enablesthe
Dorsai to hire ageophysicist from Newton—or a phy-sician from Kultis. In addition to his persond pay,
Michael had been earning exchange credits ever since he had come here. True, he might have earned
these a ahigher rateif he had chosen work as amercenary combat officer; but the exchange credits he
did earn as bandmaster more than justified the expense of his education and training.

“I"'m not talking about that—" he began.

“No,” | sad, “you' retalking about a point of ob-ligation and honor not very much removed from the
sort of thing these Naharese have tied themselves up with.”

He stood for asecond, absorbing that. But his mouth wastight and hisjaw set.

“What you'retelling me,” hesaid at lagt, “isthat you don’t want to listen. I'm not surprised.”

“Now,” | said, “you redly aretaking likeaNaharese Il listen to anything you want to say, of course*
“Then st down,” hesad.

He gestured to the rampart and sat down himsdlf. | came and perched there, opposite him.



“Do you know I’'m ahappy man?’ he demanded. “| realy am. Why not? I’ ve got everything | want. I've
got amilitary job, I'min touch with dl thethingsthat | grew up feding made the kind of life one of my
family ought to have. I'm one of akind I'm better at what | do and everything connected with it than
anyonedse

they can find—and I’ ve got my other love, which was music, as my main duty. My men like me, my
regi-ment is proud of me. My superiorslikeme.”

| nodded.

“But then there’ sthis other part. . .” His hands closed on the bag of the gaita, and there was afaint
sound from the drone.

“Y our refusd to fight?’

“Yes” Hegot up from the ramparts and began to pace back and forth, holding the instrument, talking a
littlejerkily. “ Thisfeding againgt hurting anything ... | had it, too, just aslong as| had the other—all the
dreams | made up as aboy from the stories the older peoplein the family told me. When | wasyoung it
didn’t seem to maiter to me that the fedling and the dreams hit head on. It just dways happened that, in
my own persona visions the battles | won were aways bloodless, the victories dways came with no one
get-ting hurt. | didn’t worry about any conflict in me, then. | thought it was something that would take
careof itsdf later, as| grew up. Y ou don’t kill anyone when you' re going through the Academy, of
course. You know aswell as| do that the better you are, the less of adanger you are to your
fellow-students. But what wasin me didn’t change. It was there with me dl thetime, not changing.”

“No normal person likesthe actud fighting and kill-ing,” | said. “What setsus Dorsal off in aclassby
oursalvesisthe fact that most of the time we can win bloodlesdy, where someone el se would have dead
bod-ies piled dl over the place. Our way judtifiesitself to our employers by saving them money; but it
as0 gets us away from the essentid brutality of combat and

keeps us human. No good officer pins medals on him-self in proportion to the people he kills and
wounds. Remember what Cletus says about that? He hated what you hate, just as much.”

“But he could do it when he had to,” Michadl stopped and looked at me with aface, the skin of which
was drawn tight over the bones. “ So can you, now. Or lan. Or Kensie.”

That wastrue, of course. | could not deny it.

“Yousee” said Michad, “that’ s the difference be-tween out on the worlds and back at the Academy. In
life, sooner or later, you get to thekilling part. Sooner or later, if you live by the sword, you kill with the
sword. When | graduated and had to face going out to the worlds as afighting officer, | finaly had to
makethat decison. And so | did. I can’t hurt anyone. | won't hurt anyone—even to save my own life, |
think. But at the sametime I’ m asoldier and nothing else. I'm bred and born asoldier. | don’t want any
other life, | can’'t conceive of any other life; and | loveit.”

He broke off, abruptly. For along moment he stood, staring out over the plains at the distant flashes of
light from the camp of the deserted regiments.

“Wdl, thereitis” hesad.

“Yes” | sad.



He turned to look a me.

“Will you tell my family that?” he asked. “If you should get home and | don’t?’

“If it comesto that, | will,” | said. “But we re along way from being deed, yet.”

He grinned, unexpectedly, asad grin.

“I know,” hesaid. “It'sjust that I’ ve had this on my consciencefor along time. Y ou don’t mind?’
“Of course not.”

“Thanks,” hesaid.

He hefted the gaitain hishands asif he had just suddenly remembered that he held it.

“My men will be back out herein about fifteen minutes” he said “I can carry on with the drilling myself,
if you' ve got other things you want to do.”

| looked at him alittle narrowly.
“What you'retrying totell me,” | said, “isthat they’ll learn fagter if I’ m not around.”

“Something like that.” He laughed. “ They’ re used to me; but you make them sdlf-conscious. They tighten
up and keep making the same mistakes over and over again; and then they get into afury with themsalves
and do even worse. | don’t know if 1an would approve, but | do know these people; and | think | can
bring them dong faster done. . .”

“Whatever works,” | said. “I’ll go and seewhat else lan can find for meto do.”
| turned and went to the door that would let me back into the interior of Gebel Nahar.

“Thank you again,” he cdlled after me. There was anote of rdief in hisvoice that moved me more
strongly than | had expected, so that instead of telling him that what | had donein listening to him was
nothing at dl, | amply waved a him and went insde.

| found my way back to lan’ s office, but he was not there. It occurred to me, suddenly, that Kensie,
Pad-maor Amanda might know where he had gone—and they should al be a work in other offices of
that same suite.

| went looking, and found Kensie with his desk cov-ered with large scae printouts of terrain maps.

“lan?’ hesaid. “No, | don’t know. But he ought to be back in his office soon. I'll have some work for
you tonight, by theway. | want to mine the approach dope. Michagl’ s bandsmen can do the actuad work,
after they’ ve had some rest from the day; but you and | are going to need to go out first and make a
sweep to pick up any observersthey’ ve sent from the regimentsto camp outside our walls. Then, later,
before dawn

I’d like some of usto do ascout of that camp of theirs on the plains and get some hard ideas asto how
many of them there are, what they have to attack with, and soon. . .”



“Fing” | sad. “I’'mdl dept up now, mysdlf. Cal on me when you want me.”

“Y ou could try asking Amanda or Padmaif they know wherelanis.”

“I wasjust going to.”

Amandaand Padmawere in a conference room two doors down from Kensi€' s office, seated at one
end of along table covered with text printouts and with an activated display screen flat initstop. Amanda
was studying the screen and they both looked up as| put my head in the door. But while Padma s eyes
were sharp and questioning, Amanda s were abstract, like the eyes of someone refusing to be drawn al
the way back from whatever was engrossing her.

“Just aquestion. . .” | said.

“I'll come,” Padma said to me. He turned to Aman-da. “ Y ou go on.”

She went back to her contemplation of the screen without aword. Padma got up and came to me,
step-ping into the outside room and shutting the door be-hind him.

“I'mtrying tofind lan.”

“I don’'t know where he' d be just now,” said Padma. “ Around Gebel Nahar somewhere—but saying
that’snot much hdp.”

“Not a the size of thisestablishment,” | nodded toward the door he had just shut.

“It'sgetting rather late, isn't it,” | asked, “for Amandato hope to turn up some sort of lega solu-tion?”
“Not necessarily.” The outer office we were sand-ing in had its own window wall, and next to that
win-dow wall were severd of the heavily overstuffed armchairs that were acommon article of furniturein
the place. “Why don’t we sit down there? If he comesin from the corridor, he' sgot to go through this
office, and if he comes out on the terrace of thislevel, we can see him through the window.”

We went over and took chairs.

“It'snot exact, actudly, to say that there salega way of handling this Situation that Amanda slooking
for. I thought you understood that?’

“Her work is something | don’t know athing about,” | told him. “It'sa speciaty that grew up aswe got
more and more aware that the people we were making contracts with might have different meanings for
the same words, and different notions of implied obligations, than we had. So we' ve developed people
like Amanda, who steep themsalvesin the differences of attitude and ideawe might runinto, in the
gplinter cultureswe ded with.”

“1 know,” hesaid.
“Yes, of course you would, wouldn't you?’

“Not inevitably,” he said. “It happensthat as an Outbond, | wrestle with pretty much the same sort of
problemsthat Amanda does. My work iswith people who aren’t Exotics, and my responsibility most of



the time is to make sure we understand them—and they us. That’swhy | say what we have here goesfor
beyond legd matters”

“For example?’ | found mysdlf suddenly curious.

“Y ou might get abetter word pictureif you said what Amanda.is searching for isasocid solution to the
gtugion.”

“I see” | said. “Thismorning lan talked about Amanda saying that there dways was a solution, but the
problem herewasto find it in so short atime. Did | hear that correctly—that there' saways a solution to
atanglelikethis?

“There' saways any number of solutions,” Padmasaid. “The problemisto find the oneyou' d
prefer—or

maybe just the one you' d accept. Human situations, being human-made, are always mutable at human
hands, if you can get to them with the proper pressures before they happen. Once they happen, of



course, they become history—-*
Hesmiled a me.

“—And higtory, so far at least, is something we aren’t able to change. But changing what’ s about to
happen smply requires getting to the base of the forcesinvolved in time, with the right sort of pressures
ex-erted in theright directions. What takes time isidenti-fying the forces, finding what pressures are
possible and where to gpply them.”

“And we don't havetime.”
Hissmilewent.

“No. Infact, you don’'t.”

| looked squardly a him.

“Inthat case, shouldn't you be thinking of leaving, yoursdf?’ | said. “ According to what | gather about
these Naharese, once they overrun this place, they’re ligbleto kill anyone they come across here. Aren't
you too valuable to Marato get your throat cut by some battle-drunk soldier?’

“I"d liketo think s0,” he said. “But you see, from our point of view, what' s happening here has
im-portancesthat go entirely beyond the locd, or even the planetary Situation. Ontogeneticsidentifies
certain in-dividuas as possbly being particularly influentia on the higtory of their time. Ontogenetics, of
course, can be wrong—it’ s been wrong before this. But we think the value of studying such people as
closdly aspossble at certain timesisimportant enough to take priority over everything ese.”

“Higoricdly influentid? Do you mean William?’ | said. “Who ese—not the Conde’? Someonein the
revo-lutionary camp?’

Padma shook his head.

“If wetagged certain individuas publicly as being influentia men and women of their higtoric time, we
would only prgjudice their actions and the actions of the people who knew them and muddie our own
con-clusions about them—even if we could be sure that ontogenetics had read their importance rightly;
and we can't be sure”

“Youdon't get out of it that easily,” | said. “Thefact you' re physically here probably meansthat the
individuas you' re watching areright herein Gebel

Nahar. | can't believeit’ sthe Conde. His day is over, no matter how things go. That leavesthe rest of
us. Michael’ saposshility, but he' s ddiberately chosen to bury himsdlf. | know I’'m not someoneto
shape his-tory. Amanda? Kense and lan?’

Helooked a mealittle sadly.

“All of you, oneway or another, have ahand in shaping history. But who shapesit largdly, and who only
alittleissomething | can’t tell you. As| say, ontogeneticsisn't that sure. Asto whom | may be watching,
| watch everyone.”

It was agentle, but impenetrable, shield he opposed me with. | et the matter go. | glanced out the



window, but there was no sign of lan.

“Maybe you can explain how Amanda, or you go about looking for asolution,” | said.

“Asl sad, it samatter of looking for the base of the existing forces at work—"

“The ranchers—and William?’

He nodded.

“Particularly William—since he' sthe prime mover. To get the results he wants, William or anyone else
hasto set up astructure of cause and effect, operating through individuas. So, for anyone else to control
the forces dready set to work, and bend them to different results, it' s necessary to find where William's
sructure isvulnerable to cross-pressures and arrange for those to operate—again through individuas.”

“And Amanda hasn't found awesk point yet?’

“Of course she has. Severd.” Hefrowned a me, but with atouch of humor. “I don’t have any objection
totelling you al this. Y ou don’t need to draw me with leading questions.”

“Sorry,” | sad.

“It'sdl right. As| say, she' saready found severa. But none that can be implemented between now and
sometime tomorrow, if the regiments attack Gebel Nahar then.”

| had astrange sensation. Asif agate was dowly but inexorably being closed in my face.

“It seemstome,” | said, “the easiest thing to change would be the position of the Conde. If he'd just
agree to come to termswith the regiments, the whole thing would collapse.”

“Obvious solutions are usualy not the easiest,” Padma said. “ Stop and think. Why do you suppose the
Conde would never change hismind?’

“He'saNaharese” | sad. “Morethan that, he' s honestly an hispanic. El honor forbidsthat heyield an
inch to soldierswho were supposedly loya to him and now are threatening to destroy him and everything
he standsfor.”

“But tell me,” said Padma, watching me. “Evenif € honor was satisfied, would he want to treat with the
rebels?’

| shook my head.

“No,” | said. It was something | had recognized before this, but only with the back of my head. Asl
spoke to Padma now, it was like something emerging from the shadows to stand in the full light of day.
“Thisisthe great moment of hislife. Thisisthe chance for him to substantiate that paper title of his, to
makeit red. Thisway he can proveto himsdlf heisared aristocrat. He' d give hislife—in fact, he can
hard-ly wait to give hislife—to win that.”

Therewasalittle slence.

“Soyou see” said Padma. “Go on, then. What oth-er ways do you see a solution being found?’



“lan and Kensie could void the contract and make the penalty payment. But they won't. Asde from the
fact that no responsible officer from our world would risk giving the Dorsai the sort of bad name that
could give, under these specid circumstances, neither of those two brothers would abandon the Conde
aslong asheinssted on fighting. It sasimpossble for aDorsal to do that asit isfor the Conde to play
gameswith & honor. Like him, their whole life has been ori-ented againg any such thing.”

“What other ways?’
“I can't think of any,” | said. “I’m out of sugges-
tions—which is probably why | was never considered for anything like Amanda sjob, in thefirst place.”

“Asamatter of fact, there are anumber of other possible solutions,” Padmasaid. His voice was soft,
amogt pedantic. “ There€ sthe possibility of bringing counter economic pressure upon William—but
there sno timefor that. There' salso the possibility of bring-ing socid and economic pressure upon the
ranchers; and there' sthe possibility of disrupting the control of the revol utionaries who' ve comein from
outside Nahar to run thisrebellion. In each case, none of these solu-tions are of the kind that can very
easly be made to work in the short time we' ve got.”

“Infact, thereisn't any such thing asasolution that ran be madeto work intime, is't that right?’ | said,
bluntly.

He shook his head.

“No. Absolutely wrong. If we could stop the clock at this second and take the equivaent of some
months to study the Situation, we' d undoubtedly find not only one, but severa solutionsthat would abort
the attack of the regimentsin the time we ve got to work with. What you lack isn’'t timeinwhich to act,
sncethat’s merely something specified for the solution. What you lack istimein which to discover the
solution that will work in thetimethereisto act.”

“Soyou mean,” | said, “that we' re to st here tomorrow with Michadl’ sforty or so bandsmen—and face
the attack of something like six thousand line troops, even though they’ re only Naharese line troops, all
the time knowing that there is absolutely away in which that attack doesn't have to happen, if only we
hed the senseto find it?’



“The sense—and thetime,” said Padma. “ But yes, you'reright. It saharsh redlity of life, but the sort of
redlity that history hasturned on, since history began.”

“I see” | said. “Wadll, | find | don’t accept it that easily.”

“No.” Padma s gaze waslevel and cooling upon me. “Neither does Amanda. Neither does lan or
Kense. Nor, | suspect, even Michad. But then, you'red| Dorsal.”

| said nothing. It isalittle embarrassing when some-one plays your own top card againgt you.

“Inany case,” Padmawent on, “none of you are being called on to merely accept it. Amanda s <till a
work. Soislan, so aredl therest of you. Forgive me, | didn’t mean to sneer at the reflexes of your
culture. | envy you—agreat many people envy you—that in-ability to givein. My point isthat the fact
that we know there' s an answer makes no difference. You' d al be doing the same thing anyway,

wouldn't you?’

“Trueenough,” | said—and a that moment we were interrupted.



“Padma?’ 1t was the generd office annunciator speaking from the wals around us with Amanda svoice.
“Could you give me some help, please?’

Padmagot to hisfest.
“I’'vegot to go,” hesaid.

Hewent out. | sat where | was, held by that odd little melancholy that had caught me up—and | think
doesthe same with most Dorsal away from home—at momentsdl through my life. It isnot aserious
thing, just atouch of loneliness and sadness and the facing of the fact that life is measured; and there are
only S0

many thingsthat can be accomplished in it, try how you may.

| was il in thismood when lan’ s return to the office suite by the corridor door woke me out of it.
| got up.

“Corunnal” he said, and led theway into his private office. “How’ sthetraining going?’

“Asyou’d expect,” | said. I left Michadl alonewith them, at his suggestion. He thinksthey might learn
faster without my presence to distract them.”

“Possible,” said lan.

He stepped to the window wall and looked out. My height was not enough to let me look over the edge
of the parapet on thisterrace and see down to the first where the bandsmen were drilling; but | guessed
that hiswas.

“They don’t seem to be doing badly,” he said.

Hewas gtill on hisfeet, of course, and | was standing next to his desk. | looked at it now, and found the
cube holding the image Amanda had talked about. The woman pictured there was obvioudy not Dorsal,
but there was something not unlike our people about her. She was strong-boned and dark-haired, the
hair sweeping down to her shoulders, longer than most Dorsais out in the field would have worn it, but
not long according to the styles of Earth.

| looked back at 1an. He had turned away from the window and his contemplation of the drill going on
two levels below. But he had stopped, part way in his backturn, and his face was turned toward the wall
beyond which Amandawould be working with Padmaat this moment. | saw him in three-quarter’ sface,
with the light from the window wall sriking that quarter of

his features that was averted from me; and | noticed atiredness about him. Not that it showed anywhere
goe-cificdly inthelines of hisface. He was, asdways, like amountain of granite, untouchable. But
something about the way he stood spoke of afatigue—perhaps afatigue of the spirit rather than of the

body.

“I just heard about Leah, here,” | said, nodding at the image cube, speaking to bring him back to the
mo-ment.



Heturned asif histhoughts had been along way away.

“Leah?Oh, yes.” His own eyeswent absently to the cube and away again. “Yes, she'sEarth. I'll be
going to get her after thisisover. We Il be married in two months.”

“That soon?’ | said. “1 hadn’t even heard you' d fallenin love.”

“Love?’ hesad. Hiseyeswere still on me, but their attention had gone away again. He spoke more asiif
to himsdf thanto me. “No, it wasyearsago | fdl inlove. . .”

His attention focused, suddenly. He was back with me.

“Sit down,” he said, dropping into the chair behind hisdesk. | sat. “Have you talked to Kense since
bregk-fast?’

“Just alittle while ago, when | was asking around to find you,” | said.
“He sgot acouple of runs outsde thewalls he' d like your hand with, tonight after dark’ swell settled in.”

“I know,” | said. “Hetold me about them. A sweep of the dopein front of this placeto clear it before
laying minesthere, and a scout of the regimenta camp

for whatever we can learn about them before tomor-row.”

“That'sright,” lan said.

“Do you have any solid figures on how many there are out there?’

“Regimentd rolls” said lan, “give usatota of alittle over five thousand of dl ranks. Fifty-two hundred
and some. But something like thisinvariably attracts anumber of Naharese who scent persond glory, or
at least the chance for persona glory. Then there re per-haps seven or eight hundred honest
revolutionariesin Nahar, Padma estimates, individual s who' ve been working to loosen the grip of the
rancher oligarchy for

sometime. Plusahundred or so agents provocateurs from outside.”

“In something like this, those who aren’t trained soldiers we can probably discount, don’t you think?”

lan nodded.

“How many of the actua soldiers Il have had any actua combat experience?’ | asked.

“Combat experiencein thispart of Ceta,” lan said, “means having been involved in aborder clash or
two with the armed forces of the surrounding principa-ities. Maybe one in ten of the line soldiers has had
that. On the other hand, every mae, particularly in Nahar, has dreamed of a dramatic moment likethis.”
“Sothey’ll dl come on hard with thefirg attack,” | said.

“That'sas| seeit,” said lan, “and Kende agrees. I'm glad to hear it’ s your thought, too. Everyone out

therewill attack in that first charge, not merely de-termined to do well, but dreaming of outdoing
ev-eryone ese around him. If we can throw them back even once, some of them won't come again. And



that’ stheway it ought to go. They won't lose heart as agroup. Just each setback will take the heart out
of some, and we'll work them down to the hard core that’ s serious about being willing to dieif only they
can get over thewalls and reach us”

“Yes” | sad, “and how many of those do you think there are?’

“That' sthe problem,” said lan, camly. “ At the very least, there' sgoing to be onein fifty we'll havetokill
to sop. Evenif haf of them are already out by the time we get down toit, that’ s sixty of them left; and
we ve got to figure by that timewe |l have taken at least thirty percent casudties oursdves—and that's
an optimigtic figure, consdering the fact that these bandsmen are next thing to noncombatants. Man to
man, on the kind of hardcore attackersthat are going

to be making it over the walls, the bandsmen that’ re left will be lucky to take care of an equa number of
attackers. Padma, of course, doesn’'t exist in our de-fensive table of personnel. That leaves you, me,
Kense, Michad, and Amandato handle about thirty bodies. Have you been keeping yourself in
condition?’

| grinned.

“That’'sgood,” said lan. “I forgot to figure that scar-face of yours. Be sure to smile like that when they
come at you. It ought to dow them down for a couple of seconds at least, and we'll need dl the help we
canget.”

| laughed.

“If Michael doesn’'t want you, how about working with Kensie for the rest of the afternoon?’
“Fing” | sad.

| got up and went out. Kensie looked up from his printouts when he saw me again.

“Find him?" he asked.

“Y es. He suggested you could use me.”

“| can. Joinme.”

We worked together the rest of the afternoon. The so-called large scale terrain maps the Naharese army
library provided were hardly more useful than tourist brochures from our point of view. What Kensie
needed to know was what the ground was like meter by meter from the front walls on out over perhapsa
couple of hundred meters of plain beyond where the dope of the mountain met it. Given that knowledge,
it would be possible to make reasonable estimates as to how afoot attack might devel op, how many
attackers we might be likely to have on afront, and on which parts of that front, because of vegetation,

or the footing or the ter-rain, attackers might be expected to fal behind their fellows during arush.

The Naharese terrain maps had never been made with such adetailed information of the ground in mind.
To correct them, Kensie had spent most of the day before taking telescopic pictures of three-meter
square segments of the ground, using the watch cam-eras built into the ramparts of thefirst wall. With
these pictures as reference, we now proceeded to make notes on blown-up versions of the clumsy
Naharese maps.



It took usthe rest of the afternoon; but by the time we were finished, we had afairly good working
knowl-edge of the ground before the Gebel Nahar, from the

viewpoint not only of someone sorming up it, but from the viewpoint of adefender who might haveto
cover it on hisbelly—as Kensie and | would be doing that night. We knocked off, with the job done,
findly, about the dinner hour.

In spite of having finished at a reasonable time, we found no one ese at dinner but 1an. Michael was il
up to hisearsin the effort of teaching his bandsmen to be fighting troops, and Amandawas ill with
Padma, hard at the search for a solution, even at this eeventh hour.

“Y ou' d both probably better get an hour of deep, if you can sparethetime,” lan said to me. “We might
be able to pick up an hour or two more of rest just before dawn, but there' s no counting oniit.”

“Yes” said Kense. “And you might grab some deep, yoursdf.”

Brother looked at brother. They knew each other so well, they were so complete in their understanding
of each other, that neither one bothered to discuss the matter further. It had been discussed silently in that
one momentary exchange of glances, and now they were concerned with other things.

Asit turned out, | was ableto get afull three hours of deep. It wasjust after ten o' clock, local time
when Kensie and | came out from Gebel Nahar. On the rea-sonabl e assumption that the regiments would
have watchers keeping an eye on our walls—that same watch Kensie and | were to silence so that the
bandsmen could mine the dope—I had guessed we would be doing something like going out over adark
portion of the front wall on arope. Instead, Michadl wasto lead us, properly outfitted and with our face

and hands blackened, through some cellarways and along a passage that would let us out into the night a
good fifty meters beyond the wall.

“How did you know about this?’ | asked, as hetook us along the passage, “If there’ s more secret ways
likethis, and the regiments know about them—*

“Therearen’t and they don’t,” said Michael. We were going dmost single file down the concrete-walled
tunnel as he answered me. “Thisis aprivate escape hatch that’ s the secret of the Conde, and no one

else. Hisfather had it built thirty-eight local years ago. Our Conde called meinto tell me about it when he
heard the regiments had deserted.”

| nodded. There was plainly asympathy and afriendship between Michadl and the old Condethat | had
not had timeto ask about. Perhapsit had come of their each being the only one of their kind in Gebel
Nahar.

We reached the end of the tunnel and the foot of a short wooden ladder leading up to acircular metal
hatch. Michad turned out the light in the tunndl and we were suddenly in absolute darkness. | heard him
cranking something well-oiled, for it turned dmost noisdesdy. Above usthe circular hatch lifted dowly to
show darlit sky.

“Go ahead,” Michad whispered. “Keep your heads

down. The bushes that hide this spot have thorns at the end of their leaves.”

Wewent up; | led, as being the more expendable of the two of us. The thorns did not stab me, although



| heard them scratch againgt the tiff fabric of the black combat overalls| was wearing, as| pushed my
way through the bushes, keeping leve to the ground. | heard Kensie come up behind me and the faint
sound of the hatch being closed behind us. Michael was due to open it again in two hours and fourteen
minutes

Kense touched my shoulder. | looked and saw his hand held up, to silhouette itsalf against the stars. He
made the hand signa for move out, touched me again lightly on the shoulder and disappeared. | turned
away and began to move off in the opposite direction, staying close to the ground.

| had forgotten what a sweep likethiswas like. Aswith dl our people, | had been raised with the idea of
being awaysin effective physica condition. Of course, initsdlf, thisisamost auniversal ideanowadays.
Most cultures emphasize kegping the physical vehiclein shape so asto be able to deliver the mentd skills
wher-ever the market may require them. But, becauise in our case the conditions of our work are so
physically de-manding, we have probably placed more emphasisonit. It has become anideawhich
beginsin the cradle and becomes dmost an ingrained reflex, like washing or brushing teeth.

Thismay be one of the reasons we have so many people living to advanced old age; apart from those
naturaly young for their yearslike theindividuasin Amanda sfamily. Certainly, | think, it isone of the
reasons why we tend to be active into extreme old age,

right up to the moment of degth. But, with the best efforts possible, even our training does not produce
the sameresults as practice.

lan had been right to needle me about my condition, gently as he had done it. The best facilities aboard
the biggest space warships do not compare to the redity of being out in thefield. My choice of work lies
between the stars, but there is no denying that those like mysdalf who spend the working yearsin ships
grow rusty inthe areaof ordinary body skills. Now, at night, out next to the earth on my own, | could
fed asort of salf-con-sciousness of my body. | wastoo aware of the weight of my flesh and bones, the
effort my muscles made, and the awkwardness of the creeping and crawling positionsinwhich | had to
cover the ground.

| worked to theright as Kensie was working left, covering the dope segment by segment, clicking off
these chunks of Cetan surface in my mind according to the memory pattern in which | had fixed them. It
wasdl sand and gravel and low brush, most with built-in defensesin the form of thorns or burrs. The
night wind blew like an invisible current around me in the darkness, cooling me under a sky where no
clouds hid the gars.

Thelight of amoon would have been welcome, but Ceta has none. After about fifteen minutes| cameto
thefirg of nine positions that we had marked in my area as possible locations for watchers from the
enemy camp. Picking such positionsisamatter of smple rea-soning. Anyone but the best trained of
observers, given the job of watching something like the Gebel Nahar, from which no action isredlly
expected to develop, would find the hourslong. Particularly, when the

hoursin question are cool nighttime hours out in the middle of aplain where thereislittle to occupy the
attention. Under those conditions, the watcher’ s cer-tainty that heis smply putting in time grows steadily;
and with the animd ingtinct in him he drifts auto-matically to the most comfortable or sheltered location %
from which to do hiswetching.

But there was no one a the first of the positions| cameto. | moved on.

It wasjust about thistime that | began to be aware of achangeintheway | wasfeding. The exercise,



the

adjustment of my body to the darkness and the night temperature, had begun to have their effects| was
no longer physicaly self-conscious. Instead, | was begin-ning to enjoy the action.

Old habits and reflexes had awakened in me. | flowed over the ground, now, not an intruder in the night
of Nahar, but part of it My eyes had adjusted to the dim illumination of the starlight, and | had theillusion
that | was seeing dmost aswell as| might have in the day.

Just so, with my hearing. What had been a con-

fusion of dark sounds had separated and identified itself asamultitude of different auditory messages. |
heard the wind in the bushes without confusing it with the distant noise-making of some smadl, wild plains
animdl. | smelled the different and separate odors of the vegetation. Now | was able to hold the small
sounds of my own passage—the scuff of my hands and body upon the ground—separate from the other
noises that rode the steady stream of the breeze. In the end, | was not only aware of them all, | was
aware of being one with them—one of the denizens of the Cetan night.

Therewas an excitement to it, afeding of natu-ralness and Tightnessin my quiet search through this
dim-lit land. | felt not only a home here, but asif in some measure | owned the night. The wind, the
scents, the sounds | heard, dl entered into me; and | recog-nized suddenly that | had moved completely
beyond an awareness of mysalf asaphysical body separate from what surrounded me. | was pure
observer, with the keen involvement that awild anima fedlsin the world he movesthrough. | was
disembodied; apair of eyes, anose and two ears, sweeping invisibly through the world. I had forgotten
Gebe Nahar. | had dmogt forgotten to think like ahuman. Almost—for afew mo-ments—I had
forgotten Else.

Then asense of duty came and hauled me back to my obligations. | finished my sweep. There were no
observersat dl, elther a any of the likely positions Kense and | had picked out or anywhere lseinthe
areal had covered. Unbelievable asit seemed from amilitary standpoint, the regiments had not even
both-ered to keep atoken watch on us. For asecond | won-dered if they had never had any intention at
al of at-

tacking, as lan had believed they would; and as ev-eryone ese, including the Conde and Michad’s
bandsmen, had taken for granted.

| returned to the location of the tunnd-end, and met Kende there. His hand-signal showed that he had
also found his area deserted. There was no reason why Michael’ s men should not be moved out as soon
as possible and put to work laying the mines.

Michael opened the hatch at the scheduled time and we went down the ladder by fedl in the darkness.
With the hatch once more closed overhead, the light came on again.

“What did you find?” Michadl asked, aswe stood squinting in the glare.
“Nothing,” said Kenge. “It seemsthey’ reignoring us. Y ou’ ve got the mines ready to go?’

“Yes” said Michad. “If it's safe out there, do you want to send the men out by one of the regular gates?
| promised the Conde to keep the secret of thistun-nel.”

“Absolutdly,” said Kensie. “In any case, the less people who know about this sort of way in and out of a



place like Gebel Nahar, the better. Let’s go back in-side and get things organized.”

Wewent. Back in Kensi€ s office, we were joined by Amanda, who had temporarily put aside her
search for asocia solution to the Situation. We sat around in acircle and Kensie and | reported on what
we had found.

“The thought occurred to me,” | said, “that some-thing might have come up to change the mind of the
Naharese about attacking here.”

Kende and lan shook their heads so unanimoudy

and immediately it was asif they had reacted by in-gtinct. The small hopein the back of my mind
flickered and died. Experienced asthe two of them were, if they were that certain, there was little room
for doubt.

“I haven't waked the men yet,” said Michael, “be-cause after that drill on the wegponstoday they
needed al the deep they could get. I'll cal the orderly and tell him to wake them now. We can be
outsde and a work in half an hour; and except for my rotating them in by groupsfor food and rest
breaks, we can work straight through the night. We ought to have al the mines placed by alittle before
dawn.”

“Good,” said lan.

| sat watching him, and the others. My sensations, outside of having become one with the night, had left
my senses keyed to an abnormally sharp pitch. | wasfeding now like awild animal brought into the
artificid world of indoors. The lights overhead in the office seemed harshly bright. Thear itsef wasfull of
aien, mechanica scents, little trace odors carried on the ventilating system of oil and room dugt, plusal
the human smellsthat result when our race is cooped up within astructure.

And part of this sensitivity was directed toward the other four people in the room. It seemed to methat |
saw, heard and sméelled them with an dmost painful acuity. | read the way each of them wasfeding to a
degree | had never been ableto, before.

They were dl deadly tired—each in hisor her own way, very tired, with apersond, inner exhaustion that
hed finally been exposad by the physical tiredness to which the present situation had brought al of them
except me. It seemed what that physical tiredness had

accomplished had been to strip away the polite cover-ing that before had hidden the private exhaustion;
and it was now plain on every one of them.

“...Thenthere sno reason for therest of usto waste any moretime,” lan was saying. “ Amanda, you
and I’ d better dress and equip for that scout of their camp. Knife and sdearm, only.”

Hiswords brought me suddenly out of my separate awareness.

“Youand Amanda?’ | said. “I thought it was Kensie and |, Michael and Amandawho were going to
take alook at the camp?’

“ltwas,” said lan. “One of the Governorswho

cameinto talk to usyesterday ison hisway in by persond aircraft. He wantsto talk to Kense again,



privatdly—hewon't talk to anyone dse.”
“Some kind of aded in the offing?’

“Possibly,” said Kenge. “We can’t count on it, though, so we go ahead. On the other hand we can't
ignore the chance. So I'll stay and lan will go.”

“Wecould do it withthreg” | said.

“Not aswdll asit could be done by four,” said lan. “ That’ s agood-sized camp to get into and look over
inahurry. If anyone but Dorsai could be trusted to get in and out without being seen, I d be glad to take
half adozen more. It'snot like most military camps, where there' sasingle overdl headquarters area.
WEe re going to have to check the headquarters of each regiment; and there re six of them.”

| nodded.
“You'd better get something to eat, Corunna,” lan went on. “We could be out until dawn.”

It was good advice. When | came back from esting, the other three who were to go were aready in
lan’ s office, and outfitted. On his right thigh Michagl was wearing a knife—which was after dl, moretool
than weapon—but he wore no sidearms and | noticed lan did not object. With her hands and face
blacked, wear-ing the black stocking cap, overalls and boots, Aman-dalooked taller and more
sguare-shouldered than she had in her daily clothes.

“All right,” said lan. He had the plan of the camp laid out, according to our telescopic observation of it
through the rampart watch-cameras, combined with what Michael had been ableto tell us of Naharese
hab-its.

“WE I go by fidld experience,” hesaid. “I’ll take two of the Six regiments—the two in the center.
Michael, because he' s more recently from his Academy training and because he knows these people, will
take two regiments—the two on the left wing that includes the far 1eft one that was his own Third
Regi-ment. Y ou'll take the Second Regiment, Corunna, and Amandawill take the Fourth | mention this
now in case we don't have achance to talk outside the camp *

“It' sunlucky you and Michael can't take regiments adjoining each other,” | said. “ That’ d giveyou a
chance to work together. Y ou might need that with two regiments apiece to cover.”

“lan needsto see the Fifth Regiment for himsdlf, if possible,” Michadl said. “ That’ sthe Guard Regiment,
the one with the best arms. And since my regiment isatraditional enemy of the Guard Regiment, thetwo
have deliberately been separated asfar as possible— that’ swhy the Guards are in the middle and my
Third’ son thewing.”

“Anything ese? Then we should go,” said lan.

We went out quietly by the same tunnel by which Kensie and | had gone for our sweep of the dope,
leav-ing the hatch propped alittle open against our return. Once in the open we spread apart a about a
ten meter interva and began to jog toward the lights of the regi-mental camp, in the distance.

Wewere alittle over an hour coming up on it We began to hear it when we were till some distance
fromit. It did not resemble amilitary camp on the eve of battle half so much asit did alarge open-air

paty.



The camp waslaid out in a crescent. The center of each regimentad area was made up of the usud

beehive-shaped buildings of blown bubble-plastic that could be erected so easily on the spot. Behind
and be-tween the dumpings of these were ordinary tents of al types and sizes. There was noise and
steady traffic be-tween these tents and the plastic buildings aswell as between the plastic buildings
themsdves

We stopped a hundred meters out, opposite the cen-ter of the crescent and checked off. We were able
to stand talking, quite openly. Even if we had been with-out our black accoutrements, the genera sound
and activity going on just before us ensured as much privacy and protection asawall between us and the
camp would have afforded.

“All back herein forty minutes,” lan said.

We checked chronometers and split up, going in. My target, the Second Regiment, was between lan's
two regiments and Michagl’ s Two; and it was a sec-tion that had few tents, these seeming to cluster most
thickly either toward the center of the camp or out on both wings. | dipped between thefirst line of
build-ings, moving from shadow to shadow. It wasfoolishly easy. Eveniif | had not aready |oosened
myself up on the scout across the dope before Gebel Nahar, | would have found it easy. It wasvery
clear that evenif | had come, not in scouting blacks but wearing ordinary lo-ca clothing and obvioudy
mispronouncing the local Spanish accent, | could have strolled fredly and openly wherever | wanted.
Individudsin al sortsof civilian dothing were intermingled with the uniformed mili-tary; and it became
plain dmost immediately that few of the civilians were known by name and face to the soldiers. Ironically,
my night battle dress was the one ouitfit that would have attracted unwelcome attention

if they had noticed me.

But there was no danger that they would notice me. Effectively, the people moving between the buildings
and among the tents had neither eyes nor earsfor what was not directly under their noses. Getting about
un-seen under such conditions boils down smply to the fact that you move quietly—which means moving
al of youin asngle rhythm, including your bresthing; and that when you stop, you become utterly
gtill—which means being completely relaxed in whatever bodily position you have sopped in.

Bresthing isthe key to both, of course, aswe learn back home in childhood games even before we are
school age. Movein rhythm and stop utterly and you can sometimes stand in plain sight of someone who
does not expect you to be there, and go unobserved. How many times has everyone had the experience
of being looked “right through” by someone who does not expect to see them at a particular place or
mo-ment?

So, there was no difficulty in what | had to do; and as| say, my experience on the dope had dready
keyed me. | fel back into my earlier feding of being nothing but senses—eyes, ears, and nose, drifting
invisibly through the scenes of the Naharese camp. A quick circuit of my areatold me al we needed to
know about this particular regiment.

Mogt of the soldiers were between late twenties and early fortiesin age. Under other conditionsthis
might have meant aforce of veterans. In this casg, it in-dicated just the opposite, time-serverswho liked
the uniform, the relatively easy work, and the authority and freedom of being in the military. | found afew

field energy weagpons—Iight, three-man pieces that were not only out-of-date, but impractica to bring
into action in open territory like that before Gebel Nahar. The heavier weapons we had emplaced on the



ram-parts would be able to take out such as these dmost as soon asthe rebels could try to put them into
action, and long before they could do any red damage to the heavy defensivewalls.

The hand wegpons varied, ranging from the best of newer energy guns, conerifles and needle guns—in
the hands of the soldiers—to the strangest assortment of ancient and modern hunting tools and
dug-throwing sport pieces—carried by thosein civilian clothing. | did not see any crossbows or swords,
but it would not have surprised meif | had. The civilian and the mili-tary hand weapons alike, however,
had one thing in common that surprised me, in the light of everything ese | saw—they were clean,
well-cared for, and han-dled with respect.

| decided | had found out as much as necessary about this part of the camp. | headed back to thefirst
row of plastic structures and the darkness of the plains beyond, having to detour dightly to avoid a
drunken brawl that had spilled out of one of the buildingsinto the space between it and the next. In fact,
there seemed to be agood dedl of drinking and drugging going on, although none of those | saw had got
them-selves to the edge of unconsciousnessyet.

It was on this detour that | became conscious of someone quietly moving parale to me. In this place and
time, it was highly unlikely that there was anyone who could do so with any secrecy and skill except one
of uswho had come out from Gebel Nahar. Sinceiit

was on the sde of my segment that touched the area given to Michael to investigate, | guessed it was he.
| went to look, and found him.

I’ve got something to show you, he hand signaled me. Are you done, here?
Yes, | told him,
Come on, then.

Heled meinto hisarea, to one of the larger plastic buildingsin the territory of the second regiment he
had been given to investigate. He brought me to the building’ s back. The curving sides of such structures
arenot difficult to climb quietly if you have had some practise doing so. He led meto the top of the roof
curve and pointed a asmall hole.

| looked in and saw six men with the collar tabs of Regimental Commanders, sitting together at atable,
gpparently having sometime since finished amed. Also present were some officers of lesser rank, but
none of these were & the table. Bubble plagtic, in addition to its other virtues, is agood sound baffle; and
since the table and those about it were not directly under the observation hole, but over against one of the
curving walls, some distance off, | could not make out their conversation. It was just below
comprehension leve. | could hear their words, but not understand them.

But | could watch the way they spoke and their gestures, and tell how they were reacting to each other.
It became evident, after afew minutes, that there were agreat many tensions around that table. There
was no open argument, but they sat and looked at each other in ways that were next to open challenges
and the rumble of their voices bristled with the eectricity of controlled angers.

| felt my shoulder tapped, and took my attention from the hole to the night outside. It took afew
sec-onds to adjust to the relative darkness on top of the structure; but when | did, | could seethe
Michadl was again talking to me with his hands.

Look at the youngest of the Commanders—the one on your left, with the very black mustache. That's



the Commander of my regiment.
| looked, identified the man, and lifted my gaze from the hole briefly to nod.

Now look across the table and as far down from him as possible. Y ou see the somewhat heavy
Commander with the gray sideburns and the lipsthat a most pout?

| looked, raised my head and nodded again.

That' sthe Commander of the Guard Regiment. He and my Commander are beginning to wear on each
other. If not, they’ d be seated side by side and pretending that anything that ever was between their two
regiments has been put aside. It'samost as bad with the junior officers, if you know the signsto look for
in each on€' s case. Can you guess what’ striggered it off?

No, | told him, but | suppose you do, or you wouldn’t have brought me here.

I’ve been watching for sometime. They had the maps out earlier, and it was easy to tell what they were
discussing. It' sthe position of each regiment in the line of battle, tomorrow. They’ ve agreed what it’sto
be, a last, but no one' s happy with the final decision.

| nodded.

/ wanted you to seeit for yoursdlf. They're dl ready to go at each other’ sthroats and it' s an explosive
gtuation. Maybe Amanda can find something in it she can use. | brought you here because | was hoping
that when we go back to rendezvous with the others, you ‘ 11 support mein suggesting she come and see
thisfor hersdf.

| nodded again. The brittle emotions betrayed by the commanders below had been obvious, evento me,
the moment | had first looked through the hole.

We dipped quietly back down the curve of the build-ing to the shadowed ground at its back and moved
out together toward the rendezvous point.

We had no trouble making our way out through the rest of the encampment and back to our meeting
gpot. It was safely beyond the illumination of the lights that the regiments had set up amongst their
buildings. 1an and Amandawere dready there; and we stood togeth-er, looking back at the activity inthe
encampment as we compared notes.

“| called Captain El Maninto look at something I’d found,” Michad said. “In my dternate area, there
was ameeting going on between the regimental com-manders—*

The sound of ashot from someone' s antique ex-plosive fireearm cut him short. We dl turned toward the
encampment; and saw alean figure wearing awhite shirt brilliantly reflectivein thelights, running toward
us, while agang of men poured out of one of the tents, stared about, and then Started in pursuit. * The
onethey chased was running directly for us, in his obvious desire to get away from the camp. 1t would
have been easy to beieve that he had seen us and was running to usfor help; but the sSituation did not
sup-port that conclusion. Aside from the unlikeliness of his seeking aid from strangers dressed and
equipped aswewere, it was obvious that with hiseyes il dilated from the lights of the camp, and
staring at black-dressed figures like ours, he was completely unable to see us.

All of usdropped flat into the sparse grass of the



plain. But he still came straight for us. Another shot sounded from his pursuers.

It only seems, of course, that the luck in such situ-ationsis aways bad. It isnot so, of course. Good and
bad balance out. But knowing this does not help when things seem freakishly determined to do their
worgt. Thefugitive had al the open Naharese plain into which to run. He came toward usinstead as if
drawn on acable. Welay till. Unless he actualy stepped on one of us, there was a chance he could run
right through us and not know we were there.

He did not step on one of us, but he did trip over Michadl, stagger on a step, check, and glance down to
seewhat had interrupted hisflight. He looked directly at Amanda, and stopped, staring down in
astonish-ment. A second later, he had started to swing around to face his pursuers, his mouth open to
shout to them.

Whether he had expected the information of what he had found to soothe their anger toward him, or
whether he had smply forgotten at that moment that they had been chasing him, was besde the point. He
was obvioudly about to betray our presence, and Amandadid exactly the correct thing—evenif it
pro-duced the least desirable results. She uncoiled on the ground like a spring released from tension, one
figt tak-ing the fugitive in the adan’ s gppleto cut off his cry and the other going into him just under the
breastbone to take the wind out of him and put him down without killing him.

She had been forced to rise between him and his pursuers. But, all black as she wasin contrast to the
brilliant whiteness of his shirt, shewould well have flickered for a second before their eyes without being

recogni zed; and with the man down, we could have dipped away from the pursuers without their
redizing until too late that we had been there. But the incredi-ble bad luck of that moment was still with
us

As shetook the man down, another shot sounded from the pursuers, clearly amed at the now-stationary
target of the fugitive—and Amandawent down with him.

She was up again in asecond.

“Fine—I'mfing” shesad. “Let’'sgo!”

We went, fading off into the darkness at the same steady trot at which we had come to the camp. Until
we were aware of specific pursuit there was no point in burning up our reserves of energy. We moved
steadily away, back toward Gebel Nahar, while the pursuersfindly reached the fugitive, surrounded him,
got him on hisfeet and talking.

By that time we could see them flashing around them the lights some of them had been carrying,
searching the plain for us. But we were well away by that time, and drawing farther off every second. No

pursuit developed.

“Too bad,” said lan, asthe sound and lights of the camp dwindled behind us. “But no great harm done.
What happened to you, ‘Manda?’

Shedid not answer. Instead, she went down again, stumbling and dropping abruptly. In asecond we
were al back and squatting around her.

Shewasplainly having trouble bresthing.



“Sorry ..” shewhispered.

lan was aready cutting away the clothing over her |eft shoulder.

“Not much blood,” he said.

Thetone of hisvoice said hewas very angry with her. Sowas|. It was entirely possible that she might
have killed hersdf by trying to run with awound that should not have been excited by that kind of
treat-ment. She had acted ingtinctively to hide the knowl-edge that she had been hit by that last shot, so
that the rest of uswould not hesitate in getting away safely. It was not hard to understand the impul se that
had made her do it—but she should not have.

“Corunna,” said lan, moving adde. “Thisismorein your line”

Hewasright. Asacaptain, | wasthe closest thing to a physician aboard, most of thetime. | movedin
beside her and checked the wound asbest | could. In the genera but faint starlight it showed as merely a

small patch of darkness againgt alarger, pae patch of exposed flesh. | fdt it with my fingersand put my
cheek down againgt it.

“Smadll caiber dug,” | said. lan breathed alittle harshly out through his nogtrils. He had dready de-duced
that much. 1 went on. “Not asucking wound. High up, just below the collarbone. No immediate
pneumothorax, but the chest cavity’ Il befilling with blood. Are you very short of breeth, Amanda? Don't
talk, just nod or shake your head.”

She nodded.

“How do you fed. Dizzy? Faint?’

She nodded again. Her skin was clammy to my touch.

“Going into shock,” | said.

| put my ear to her chest again.

“Right,” | said. “Thelung on thissde snot filling with air. She can’t run. She shouldn’t do anything.

WE Il need to carry her.”

“I'll dothat,” said lan. He was still angry—irra-tiondly, emotionaly angry, but trying to contral it. “How
fast do we have to get her back, do you think?’

“Her condition ought to stay the same for a couple of hours,” | said. “Lookslike no large blood vessels
were hit; and the smaller vessdstend to be self-seding. But the pleurd cavity on this side has been filling
up with blood and she' s collgpsed alung. That’ swhy she' s having trouble breathing. No blood around
her mouth, so it probably didn’t nick an airway going through. ..”

| falt around behind her shoulder but found no exit wound.

“It didn’t go through. If there' re MASH med-mech units back at Gebel Nahar and we get her back in
the next two hours, she should be dl right—if we carry her.”



lan scooped her into hisarms. He stood up.
“Head down,” | sad.

“Right,” he answered and put her over one shoulder in afireman’scarry. “No, wait—we Il need some
pad-ding for my shoulder.”

Michaegl and | took off our jerseys and made a pad for his other shoulder. He transferred her to that
shoulder, with her head hanging down hisback. | sym-pathized with her. Even with the padding, it was
not a comfortable way to travel; and her wound and shortness of breath would make it agreet dedl
worse.

“Tryitat adow wak, first,” | said.

“I'll try it. But we can’'t go dow walk al theway,” said Ian. “It' s nearly three klicks from wherewe are

Hewasright, of course. To walk her back over adistance of three kilometers would take too long. |
went behind him to watch her aswell as could be done. The sooner | got her to a med-mech unit the
better. We started off, and he gradually increased his pace until we were moving smoothly but briskly.

“How areyou?’ he asked her, over his shoulder.
“Shenodded,” | reported, from my position behind him.
“Good,” he said, and began to jog.

Wetravelled. She made no effort to speak, and none of the rest of us spoke. From timeto time | moved
up closer behind lan to watch her a closerange; and asfar as| could tell, she did not lose consciousness
once on that long, jolting ride; lan forged ahead, something made of sted rather than of ordinary human
flesh, his gaze fixed on the lights of Gebel Nahar, far off acrossthe plain.

Thereis something that happens under those condi-tions where the choiceis elther to count the seconds,
or disregard time atogether. In the end we all—and | think Amanda, too, asfar as she was capable of
con-trolling how she felt—went off alittle way from or-dinary time, and did not come back to it until we
were a the entrance to the Conde' s secret tunndl, leading back under the walls of Gebel Nahar.

By thetime | got Amandalaid out in the medica section of Gebel Nahar, shelooked very bad indeed
and was only semi-conscious. Anything else, of course, would have been surprising indeed. It does not
im-prove the looks of even avery healthy person to be carried head down for over thirty minutes.
Luckily, the medica section had everything necessary in theway of med-mechs. | wasableto find a
portable unit that could be rigged for bed res—vacuum pump, power unit, drainage bag. It was a matter
of inserting atube between Amanda s lung and chest wall—and this | |€ft to the med-mech, which was
less ligble to human mis-takes than | was on aday in which luck seemed to be running so badly—so that
the unit could exhaust the blood from the pleurd space into which it had drained.

It was aso necessary to rig a unit to supply her with

recongtituted whole blood while this draining process was going on. However, none of thiswas difficult,
even for apart-trained person like myself, once we got her safely to the medica section. | finaly got her



fixed up and | eft her to ret—she wasin no shape to do much else.

| went off to the officesto find lan and Kensie. They were both there; and they listened without
interrupt-ing to my report on Amanda’ s treatment and my esti-mate of her condition.

“She should rest for the next few days, | takeit,” said lan when | was done.
“That'sright,” | said.

“There ought to be some way we could get her out of here, to safety and aregular hospitd,” said
Kense.

“How?’ | asked. “It'sadmost dawn now. The Naharese would zero in on any vehicle that tried to leave
thisplace, by ground or air. It d never get away.”

Kensie nodded soberly.

“They should,” said lan, “ be starting to move now, if this dawn wasto be the attack moment.”

He turned to the window, and Kensie and | turned with him. Dawn was just breaking. The sky overhead
was white-blue and hard, and the brown stretch of the plain looked aso stony and hard and empty
between the Gebd Nahar and the distant line of the encamp-ment. It was very obvious, even without
vison amplification, that the soldiers and othersin the en-campment had not even beguntoformupin
battle postions, let alone begin to move toward us.

“After dl ther partieslast night, they may not get going until noon,” | said.

“I don’'t think they’ Il bethat late,” said lan, absent-

ly. He had taken me serioudy. “At any rate, it gives us alittle more time. Are you going to haveto stay
with Amanda?’

“I'll want to look in on her from timeto time—in fact, I’ m going back down now,” | said. | just came
up to tell you how sheis. But in between vidts, | can be useful.”

“Good,” sad lan. “ As soon as you' ve had another look at her, why don’'t you go seeif you can help
Michael. He' s been saying he' s got his doubts about those bandsmen of his.”

“All right.” | went out.

When | got back to the medical section, Amandawas adeep. | was going to dip out and leave her to
rest, when she woke and recognized me.

“Corunna” shesaid, “how am 7’

“You'refine” | said, going back to the side of the bed where shelay. “ All you need now isto get alot
of deep and do agood job of heding.”

“What' sthe Stuation outside?’ shesaid. “Isit day, yet?’

Wewerein one of the windowlessroomsin thein-terior of Gebd Nahar.



“Just dawn,” | said. “Nothing happening so far. In any case, you forget about al that and rest.”
“You'll need meup there”

“Not with atube between your ribs,” | said. “Lie back and deep.”

Her head moved restlessy on the pillow.

“It might have been better if that dug had been more on target.”

| looked down at her.

“According to what I’ ve heard about you,” | said,

“you of al people ought to know that when you'rein ahospita bed it' s not the best time in the world to
beworrying over things.”

She started to speak, interrupted hersdlf to cough, and was silent for alittle time until the pain of the
tube, rubbing inside her with the disturbance of her coughing, subsided. Even a deep breath would move
that tube now, and pain her. There was nothing to be done about that, but | could see how shalowly she
bresthed, accordingly.

“No,” shesaid. “I can’'t want to die. But the Situ-ation asit stands, isimpossble; and every way out of it
thereis, isimpossible, for dl three of us. Just like our Stuation herein Gebel Nahar with no way out.”

“Kenge and lan are able to make up their own minds.”

“It' snot amatter of making up minds. It' samatter of impossibilities.”
“Wadl,” | said, “isthere anything you can do about that?’

“I ought to be ableto.”

“Ought to, maybe, but can you?’

She breathed shalowly. Slowly she shook her head on the pillow.

“Thenletit go. Leaveit done” | said. “I'll be back to check on you from timeto time. Wait and see
what develops.”

“How can | wait?’ shesaid. “I'm afraid of myself. Afraid | might throw everything overboard and do
what | want most—and so ruin everyone.”

“Youwon'’t do that.”
1] | mi gl,]tln
“You'reexhausted,” | told her. “You'rein pain.

Stop trying to think. 1’1l be back in an hour or two to check on you. Until then, rest!”



| went out.

| took the corridorsthat led me to the band section. | saw no other bandsmen in the corridors as |
ap-proached their section, but an orderly was on duty as usua in Michad’s outer office and Michael
himsalf wasin his own office, standing beside his desk with asheaf of printed recordsin hand.

“Captain!” he said, when he saw me,

“I’'ve got to look in on Amandafromtimetotime,” | said. “But in between, lan suggested you might find
meussful.”

“I"d dwaysfind you useful, Sr,” he said, with the ghost of asmile. “Do you want to come dong to stores
with me? | need to check afew items of supply and we can talk aswe go.”

“Of course”

We |eft the offices and he led me down other cor-ridors and into asupply section. What he was after, it
devel oped, was not the supplies themsalves, but the automated delivery system that would keep feeding
them, on command—or at regular intervals, without command, if the communi cations network was
knocked out—to various sections of Gebdl Nahar. It was asystem of asort | had never seen before.

“Another of the ways the ranchers who designed thislooked ahead to having to hole up here,” Michaegl
explained aswe looked at the supply binsfor each of the various sections of the fortress, each bin
aready stocked with the suppliesit would ddliver as needed. He was going from bin to bin, checking the
contents of each and testing each ddivery system to make sureiit

wasworking.

The overhead lightswere very bright, and their il-lumination reflected off solid concrete walls painted a
utilitarian, flat white. The effect was both blinding and blesk at once; and the feding of blesknesswas
rein-forced by the stillness of the air. The ventilators must have been working here asin other interior
parts of the Gebel Nahar, but with the large open space of the sup-ply section and its high ceilings, the air
fdt asif therewasno movement toit at al.

“Lucky for us” | said.
Michael nodded.

“Yes, if ever aplace was made to be defended by a handful of people, thisisit. Only, they didn’t expect
the defense to be by such asmall handful aswe are. They were thinking in terms of ahundred families,
with servants and retainers. Still, if it comesto alast stand for usin theinner fort, on the top threelevels,
they’ re going to have to pay one hdll of apriceto get at us.”

| watched his face as he worked. There was no doubt about it. He looked much more tired, much
leaner, and older than he had appeared to me only afew days before when he had met Amandaand me
at the spaceport termina of Nahar City. But the work he had been doing and what he had gone through
could not aone have been enough to cut him down so vigbly, a hisage.

Hefinished checking the last of the ddlivery systems and the last of the bins. He turned away.



‘lan tells me you' ve got some concern as to how your bandsmen may stand up to the attack,” | said

His mouth thinned and straightened.

“Yes” hesad. Therewasalittle pause, and then he added: “Y ou can’'t blame them. If they’ d been redl
sol-dier types they would have been in one of the line com-panies There' s security, but no chance of

promoation to speak of, in aband.”

Then humor came back to him, atired but real amile.
“Of course, for someone like mysdlf,” hesaid, “that’sided.”

“Ontheother hand,” | said. “They’ re here with us. They stayed.”

“Wdl. ..” He sat down alittle heavily on ashort stack of boxes and waved meto another, “so far it

hasn't cost them anything but some hard work. And they’ ve been paid off in excitement. | think | said
something to you about that when we were flying out from Nahar City. Excitement—drama—is what

most Nahareselive for; and diefor, for that matter, if the dramais big enough.”
“Y ou don’t think they’ Il fight when the time comes?’
“I don’t know.” Hisface was blegk again. “I only know | can't blame them—I can't, of al people—if
they don't.”
“Y our attitude’ sameatter of conviction.”
“Maybetheirsis, too. There' sno way to judge any one person by another. Y ou never know enough to
make area comparison.”
“True” | said. “But | gill think that if they don't fight, it' [l be for somewhat lesser reasons than yoursfor
not fighting.”
He shook hishead dowly.

“Maybe I'mwrong, dl wrong.” His tone was

amogt bitter. “But | can’t get outsde mysdlf tolook at it. | only know I'm afraid.”

“Afrad? | looked a him. “Of fighting?’

“I wishitwasof fighting,” helaughed, briefly. “No, I'm afraid that | don’t have thewill not to fight. I'm
afrad that a thelast moment it’ Il all come back, dl those early dreamsand al the growing up and dl the
training—and I'll find mysdlf killing, even though I’ [l know that it won't make any differencein theend

and that the Naharese will take Gebel Nahar anyway.”

“I don't think it' d be Gebel Nahar you' d be fighting for,” | said dowly. “I think it’ d be out of anatural,
norma ingtinct to stay alive yoursdf aslong as you can —or to help protect those who are fighting
adongsdeyou.”

“Yes,” hesad. Hisnogtrilsflared as he drew in an unhappy breath. “The rest of you. That'swhat |
won't be ableto stand. It' stoo deep in me. | might be able to stand there and let myself be killed. But



can | stand there when they start to kill someone ese—like Aman-da, and she aready wounded?’

Therewas nothing | could say to him. But theirony of it rang in me, just the same. Both he and Amanda,
afraid that their ingtincts would lead them to do what their thinking minds had told them they should not
do. Heand | walked back to his officein slence. When we arrived, there was a message that had been
left with Michagl’ s orderly, for me, to call lan.

| did. Hisface looked out of the phone screen at me, as unchanged as ever.

“The Naharese ill haven't garted to move,” he said. “They’ re so unprofessond I’ m beginning to think
that perhaps we can get Padma, at least, awvay

from here. He can take one of the small units from the vehicle pool and fly out toward Nahar City. My
guessisthat once they stop him and see he' san Exotic, they’ll smply wave him on.”

“Itcould be,” | said.

“I"d likeyou to go and put that point to him,” said lan. “He seemsto want to stay, for reasons of his
own, but hemay listen if you make him seethat by staying here, he smply increasesthe load of
responsibility ontherest of us. I'd like to order him out of here; but he knows | don’t have the authority
for that.”

“What makes you think I’'m the oneto talk himinto going?’

“It'd have to be one of the senior officers here, to get himto listen,” said lan. “Both Kenseand | aretoo
tied up to take the time. While even if either one was capable, Michad’ s abad choice and Amanda sflat
inbed.”

“All right,” | said. “I'll go talk to him right now. Whereishe?’

“In hisquarters, | understand. Michad can tell you how to find them.”

| reached Padma! s suite without trouble. In fact, it was not far from the suite of rooms that had been
as-sgned to me. | found Padma seated at his desk making arecording. He broke off when | stepped into
his St-ting room in answer to hisinvitation, which had fol-lowed my knock on hisdoor.

“If you're busy, | can drop back in alittlewnhile” | said.

“No, no.” He swung his chair around, away from the desk. “Sit down. I’'m just doing up areport for
whoever comes out from the Exotics to replace me.”

“Youwon't need to be replaced if you'll leave now,” | said. It was ablunt beginning, but he had given
me the opening and time was not plentiful.

“l see” hesaid. “Did lan or Kense ask you to talk to me, or isthisthe result of an impulse of your
own?’

“lan asked me,” | said. “The Naharese are delaying their attack, and he thinksthat they’ re so generally
disorganized and unmilitary that there’ sachance for you to get safely away to Nahar City. They'll
undoubt-edly stop whatever vehicle you' d take, when they seeit coming out of Gebel Nahar. But once
they seeyou' re an Exotic—*



Hissmileinterrupted me.

“All right,” 1 said. “Tel me. Why shouldn’t they let you pass when they see you're an Exotic? All the
worlds know Exotics are noncombatants.”

“Perhaps” he said. “Unfortunately, William has made a practice of identifying us asthe machiavelian
practitioners at the roots of whatever trouble and evil thereisto be found anywhere. At the moment most
of the Naharese have an image of methat’ s haf-demon, half-enemy. In their present mood of license,
most of them would probably welcome the chance to shoot me on sight.”

| stared a him. He was amiling.
“If that’ sthe case, why didn’t you leave days ago?’ | asked him.
“I have my duty, too. In thisinstance, it' sto gather information for those on Maraand Kultis” Hissmile

broadened. “ Also, there' sthe matter of my own tem-perament. Watching asituation like the one hereis
fascinating. | wouldn't leave now if | could. In short, I'm as chained here asthe rest of you, evenif itis

for different reasons”

| shook my head at him.

“It safineargument,” | said. “But if you'll forgive me, it’ salittle hard to believe.”
“Inwhat way?’

“I’'msorry,” | told him, “but | don’t seem to be able to give any redl faith to the idea that you' re being
held here by patternsthat are essentidly the same as mine, for instance.”

“Not thesame,” he said. “Equivdent. Thefact oth-ers can’t match you Dorsai in your own particular
area doesn’t mean those others don’t have equa areasin which equa commitments apply to them. The
physicsof lifeworksinal of us. It smply manifestsitsaf dif-ferently with different people.”

“With identica results?”

“With comparable results—could | ask you to Sit down?’ Padmasaid mildly. “1’'m getting astiff neck
looking up & you.”

| sat down facing him.

“For example,” hesaid. “Inthe Dorsal ethic, you and the others here have something that directly
justi-fies your natural human hunger to do thingsfor great purposes. The Naharese here have no
equivaent ethic; but they fed the hunger just the same. So they invent their own customs, their leto de
muerte concepts. But can you Dorsais, of al people, deny that their concepts can lead them to astrue a
heroism, or astrue akeeping of faith asyour ethic leads you to?’

“Of course | can't deny,” | said. “But my people can at least be counted on to perform as expected.
Can the Naharese?’

“No. But note the dangers of the fact that Dorsais are known to be trustworthy, Exotics known to be
per-



sondly nonviolent, the church soldiers of the Friendly Worlds known to be faith-holders. That very
knowl-edge tends too often to lead one to take for granted that trustworthinessis the exclusive property
of the Dorsal, that there are no truly non-violent individuas not wearing Exotic robes, and that the faith of
anyone not a Friendly must be wesk and unremarkable. We are dl human and struck with the whole
spectrum of the human nature. For clear thinking, it's necessary to first assume that the great hungersand
responses are there in everyone—then simply go look for themin al people—including the Naharese.”

“Y ou sound alittle like Michagl when you get on the subject of the Naharese.” | got up. “All right, have
it your way and stay if you want. I’m going to leave now, mysdf, before you tak meinto going out and
offering to surrender before they even get here”

Helaughed. | left.

It wastime again for meto check Amanda. | went to the medical section. But she was honestly adeep
now. Apparently she had been able to put her personal con-cerns aside enough so that she could
exercise alittle of the basic physologica control we aredl taught from birth. If she had, it could be that
shewould spend most of the next twenty-four hours deeping, which would be the best thing for her. If
the Naharese did not manage, before that time was up, to break through to the inner fort where the
medical section was, she would have taken alarge stride toward healing hersdlf. If they did break through
she would need whatever strength she could gain between now and then.

It was ashock to seethe sun ashigh in the sky asit was, when | emerged from the blind walls of the
cor-

ridors once more, on to the first terrace. The sky was dmost perfectly clear and therewasasmall,
steady breeze. The day would be hot. 1an and Kensie were each standing at one end of the terrace and
looking through watch cameras at the Naharese front.

Michadl, the only other person in sight, was dso a awatch camera, directly in front of the door | had
come out. | went to him and helooked up as | reached him.

“They’re onthemove,” he said, stepping back from the watch camera. | looked into its rectangular
viewing screen, bright with the daylight scene it showed under the shadow of the battle armor hooding the
camera. He wasright. The regiments had findly formed for the attack and were now moving toward us
with their portable field weapons, at the pace of adow walk acrosstheintervening plain.

| could seetheir regimental and company flags spaced out aong the front of the crescent formation and
whipping in the morning breeze. The Guard Regi-ment was till in the center and Michadl’ s Third
Regi-ment out on the right wing. Behind the two wings| could see the darker svarmsthat werethe
volunteers and the revolutionaries, intheir civilian clothing.

The attacking force had aready covered athird of the distanceto us. | stepped away from the screen of
the camera, and dl a once the front of men | looked at became athin line with little bright flashes of
re-flected sunlight and touches of color dl dongit, sill distant under the near-cloudless sky and the
dimbing aun.

“Another thirty or forty minutes before they reach us” said Michad.

| looked at him. The clear daylight showed him as pae and wire-tense. Helooked asif he had been
whit-tled down until nothing but nerves were left. He was not wearing wegpons, although at either end of



the terrace, lan and Kensie both had sidearms clipped to their legs, and behind us there were racks of
coneriflesready for use.

The rifles woke me to something | had sub-conscioudy noted but not focused upon. The bays with the
fixed wegpons were empty of human figures.

“Where re your bandsmen?’ | asked Michad.

He gazed a me.

“They'regone,” hesaid.

“Gone?’

“Decamped. Run off. Deserted, if you want to use that word.”

| stared at him.

“Y ou mean they’ ve joined—"

“No, no.” Hebrokein on me asif the question | wasjust about to ask was physicaly painful to him.
“They haven't gone over to the enemy. They just decided to save their own skins. | told you—you
remember, | told you they might. Y ou can’t blame them. They’re not Dorsai; and staying here meant
certain death for them.”

“If Gebel Nahar isoverrun,” | said.

“Canyou beieveit won't be?’

“It'sbecome hard to,” | said, “now that there’ sjust us. But there' saways a chance aslong asanyone's
left to fight. At Baunpore, | saw men and women firing from hospita beds, when the North Freilanders
brokein.”

| should not have said it. | saw the shadow cross his

eyes and knew he had taken my reference to Baunpore persondly, asif | had been comparing his
present wegponless ate with the last efforts of the defenders | had seen then. There were timeswhen
my scars be-came more curse than blessing.

“That’ sagenerd observation, only,” | told him. “I don’t mean to accuse—*

“It’ snot what you accuse me of, it'swhat | accuse

meof,” hesaid, in alow voice looking out at the on-coming regiments. “I knew what it meant when my
bandsmen took off. But | aso understand how they could decideto doit.”

There was nothing more | could say. We both knew that without” hisforty men we could not even make
apretence of holding the first terrace past the moment when thefirst line of Naharese would reach the
base of the ramparts. There were just too few of us and too many of them to stop them from coming
over thetop.



“They’re probably hiding just out beyond thewalls” he said. Hewas il talking about hisformer
bandsmen. “1f we do manage to hold out for aday or two, there sadight chance they might trickle
back—"

He broke off, staring past me. | turned and saw Amanda.

How she had managed to do it by hersdlf, | do not know. But, clearly, she had gotten herself out of her
hospital bed and strapped the portable drainage unit on to her. It was not heavy or much bigger than a
thick book; and it was designed for wearing by an am-bulatory patient, but it must have been hell for her
torigit by herself with that tube rubbing insde her a every deep bregth.

Now shewas here, looking asif she might collapse a any time, but on her feet with the unit dung from
her right shoulder and strapped to her right side. She had a sidearm clipped to her left thigh, over the
cloth of the hospita gown; and the gown itsalf had been ripped up the center so that she could walk init.

“What the hell are you doing up here?’ | snarled at her. “ Get back to bed!”

“Corunna—" she gave me the most level and un-yielding stare | have ever encountered from anyonein
my life, “don’t give me orders. | rank you.”

| blinked &t her. It wastrue | had been asked to be her driver for thetrip here, and in a sense that put
me under her orders. But for her to presumeto tel aCap-tain of afull flight of fighting ships, with an edge
of haf adozen yearsin seniority and experience that in acombat situation like this she ranked him—it
was rav-ing nonsense. | opened my mouth to explode—and found myself bursting out in laughter,

instead. The sit-uation wastoo ridiculous. Here we were, five people even counting Michad, facing three
thousand; and | was about to let myself get trapped into an argument over who ranked who. Aside from
the fact that only the accident of her present assignment gave her any claim to superiority over me,
relative rank between Dorsai had always been a matter of local conditions and situ-ations, tempered with
alarge pinch of common sense.

But, obvioudy she was out here on the terrace to tay; and obvioudy, | was not going to make any redl
issue of it under the circumstances. We both under-stood what was going on. Which did not change the
fact that she should not have been on her feet. Like lan out on the plain, and in spite of having been
forced to see thefunny sde of it, | was till angry with her.

“The next time you’ re wounded, you better hope I’m not your medico,” | told her. “What do you think
you can do up here, anyway?’

“I can bewith therest of you,” she said.

| closed my mouth again. There was no arguing with that answer. Out of the corner of my eyes| saw
Kenge and lan approaching from the far ends of the

terrace. In amoment they were with us.
They looked down at her but said nothing, and we all turned to look again out acrossthe plain.
The Naharese front had been approaching steadily. It was till too far away to be seen as aformation of

individuas. It was till just aline of different shade than the plain itsdf, touched with flashes of light and
spotsof color. But it was aline with a perceptible thickness now.



We stood together, the four of us, looking at the dow, ponderous advance upon us. All my life, asjust
now with Amanda, | had been plagued by a sudden awareness of the ridiculous. It came on me now.
What mad god had decided that an army should march against a handful—and that the handful should
not only stand to be marched upon, but should prepare to fight back? But then the sense of the
ridiculousness passed. The Naharese would continue to come on be-cause dl their lives had oriented
them against Gebel Nahar. We would oppose them when they came be-cause al our lives had been
oriented to fighting for even lost causes, once we had become committed to them. In another time and
placeit might be different for those of us on both sides. But thiswas the here and now.

With that, | passed into thefina stage that always came on me before battle. It was asif | stepped down
into a place of private peace and quiet. What was com-ing would come, and | would meet it when it
came. | was aware of Kenge, lan, Michael and Amanda stand-ing around me, and aware that they were
experiencing much the same fedings. Something like ate epathy flowed between us, binding ustogether
inafeding of

particular unity. In my life there has been nothing like that feding of unity, and | have noticed that those
who have once fdt it never forget it. It isasit is, asit aways has been, and we who are there at that
moment are together. Against that togetherness, odds no longer matter.

There was afaint scuff of afoot on the terrace floor, and Michael was gone. | looked at the others, and
the thought was unspoken between us. He had gone to put on his weapons. We turned once more to the
plain, and saw the gpproaching Naharese now close enough so that they were recognizable asindividua
figures. They were dmost close enough for the sound of their approach to be heard by us.

We moved forward to the parapet of the terraces and stood watching. The day-breeze, strengthening,
blew in our faces. There was time now to appreciate the sunlight, the not-yet-hot temperature of the day
and themoving air. Another few hundred meters and they would be within the range of maximum
efficiency for our emplaced wegpons—and we, of course, within range of their portables. Until then,
there was nothing urgent to be done.

The door opened behind us. | turned, but it was not Michael. It was Padma, supporting El Conde, who
was coming out to uswith the help of a silver-headed walking stick. Padma helped him out to wherewe
stood at the parapet, and for a second he ignored us, looking instead out at the oncoming troops. Then
he turned to us.

“Gentlemen and lady,” he said in Spanish, “1 have chosen to join you.”

“We're honored,” lan answered him in the same
tongue. “Would you careto st down?’ , “Thank you, no. | will stand. Y ou may go about your duties.”

He leaned on the cane, watching across the parapet and paying no attention to us. We stepped back
away from him, and Padmaspokein alow voice,

“I’'m sure hewon't bein theway,” Padmasaid. “But he wanted to be down here, and there was no one
but meleft to hdp him.”

“It'sdl right,” said Kensie. “But what about you?’

“I"d liketo stay, too,” said Padma.



lan nodded. A harsh sound came from the throat of the count, and we looked a him. Hewasrigid as
some ancient dry spearshaft, staring out at the gpproaching soldiers, hisface carved with the lines of fury
and scorn.

“What isit?” Amandaasked.

| had been as baffled asthe rest. Then afaint sound cameto my ear. The regimentswere at last close
enough to be heard; and what we were hearing were their regimental bands—except Michadl’ s band, of
course—as afaint snatch of melody on the breeze. It was barely hearable, but | recognized it, asEl
Conde obvioudy dready had.

“They're playing thete guelo,” | said. “Announcing ‘ no quarter.’”

Thetegueloisapromiseto cut the throat of anyone opposing. Amanda’ s eyebrows rose.

“For us?’ she said. “What good do they think that’s going to do?’

“They may think Michadl’ s bandsmen are till with us, and perhaps they’ re hoping to scarethem out,” |
said. “But probably they’re doing it just because it’s dways done when they attack.”

The otherslistened for asecond. Thete guelo isan effectively chilling piece of music; but, as Amanda
had implied, it was alittle beside the point to play it to Dorsai who had dready made their decision to

fight.
“Where' sMichad?’ she asked now.

I looked around. It was agood question. If he had indeed gone for weapons, he should have been back
out on the terrace by thistime. But there was no sign of him.

“l don't know,” | said.

“They’ ve stopped their portable weapons,” Kense said, “and they’ re setting them up to fire. Still out of
effectiverange, againg walslikethis”

“We d probably be better down behind the armor of our own embayments and ready to fire back when
they

get alittlecloser,” said lan. “ They can’'t hurt the wallsfrom where they are. They might get lucky and
hurt some of us.”

He turned to El Conde.

“If you' d care to step down into one of the weapon embayments, sr—* he said.
El Conde shook his head.

“| shl watch from here,” he announced.

lan nodded. He looked at Padma.

“Of course,” said Padma. “I'll comein with one of you—unless| can be useful in some other way?’



“No,” sad lan. A shouting from the gpproaching soldiers that drowned out the band music turned him
and the rest of us once more toward the plain.

Thefront line of the attackers had broken into arun toward us. They were only ahundred meters or so
now from the foot of the dope leading to the walls of Gebel Nahar. Whether it had been decided that
they should attack from that distance, or—more likely—someone had been carried away and started
forward early, did not matter. The attack had begun.

For amoment, al of uswho knew combat recog-nized immediately, this development had given usa
temporary respite from the portable weagpons. With their own soldiers flooding out ahead, it would be
dif-ficult for the gunnersto fire at Gebel Nahar without killing their own men. It wasthe sort of small
happen-stance that can sometimes be turned to an advantage —but, as| stared out at the plain, | had no
idea of what we might do that in that moment that would make any red differenceto the baitle's
outcome.

“Look!”
It was Amanda calling. The shouting of the attack-

ing soldiers had stopped, suddenly. She was standing right at the parapet, pointing out and down. | took
one step forward, so that 1 could see the dope below close by the foot of the first wall, and saw what she
had seen.

Thefront line of the attackerswas full of men trying
to dow down againgt the continued pressure of those
behind who had not yet seen what thosein front had.
The result was effectively ahdting of the attack as
more and more of them stared at what was happening
on thedope.

What was happening there was that the lid of EI Conde' s private exit from Gebel Nahar wasrising. To
the Naharese military it must have looked asif some secret wegpon was about to unvell itself on the
dope— and it would have been thisthat had caused them to have sudden doubts and their front line of
mento diginther heds. They were still agood two or three hun-dred meters from the tunnel entrance,
and thefirgt line pi attackers, trapped where they were by those behind them, must have suddenly
conceived of themselves as Sitting ducks for whatever field-class weapon would eevate itself through this
unexpected opening and zero in on them.

But of course no such wespon came out. Instead, what emerged was what |ooked like a head wearing a
regimenta cap, with agtick tilted back by itsright ear . . . and dowly, up onto thelevel of the ground,
and out to face them al came Michad.

He was il without weapons. But he was now dressed in hisfull parade regimentals as band officer; and
the gaitagdlegawasresting in hisarms and on his shoulder, the mouthpiece between hislips, thelong
drone over his shoulder. He stepped out on to the dope

of the hill and began to march down it, toward the Naharese.

The slence was deadly; and into that silence, strik-ing up, came the sound of the gaitagdlegaashe
dtarted to play it. Clear and strong it cameto us on thewall; and clearly it reached aswell to the



now-s lent and motionless ranks of the Naharese. He was playing Su Madre.

Hewent forward at amarch step, shouldersleve, theinsrument held securely in hisarms; and his
playing went before him, throwing its chalenge direct-ly into their faces. A single figure marching against
Sx thousand.

From where | stood, | had adight angle on him; and with the help of the magnification of the screen on
the watch cameranext to me, | could get just aglimpse of hisface from the side and behind him. He
looked peaceful and intent. The exhausted leanness and ten-sion | had seen in him earlier seemed to have
gone out of him. He marched asif on parade, with the intent-ness of agood musician in performance,
and dl the time Su Madre was hooting and mocking at the armed regiments before him.

| touched the controls of the camerato make it give me a closeup look at the men in the front of the
Nahareseforce. They stood asif paralyzed, as| panned adong their line. They were saying nothing, doing
nothing, only watching Michael come toward them asif he meant to march right through them. All dong
their front, they were stopped and watching.

But their inaction was something that could not last —a moment of shock that had to weer off. Even as|
watched, they began to stir and spesk. Michael was

between us and them, and with the incredible voice of the bagpipe his notes came amost loudly to our
ears. But rising behind them, we now began to hear alow-pitched swell of sound like the growl of some
enormous beast.

| looked in the screen. The regiments were still not advancing, but none of the figures | now saw as|
panned down the front were standing frozen with shock. In the middle of the crescent formation, the
sol-diers of the Guard Regiment who held afeud with Michadl’ s own Third Regiment, were shaking
weap-ons and fists at him and shouting. | had no way of knowing what they were saying, at this distance,
and the camera could not help me with that, but | had no

doubt that they were answering chalenge with cha-lenge, insult with insult.

All dong theline, the front boiled, becoming more active every minute. They had al seen that Michael
was unarmed; and for afew momentsthis held them in check. They threatened, but did not offer to, fire
on him. But even at thisdistance | could fed the fury building up inthem. It was only ametter of time, |
thought, until one of them lost his self-control and used the weapon he carried.

| wanted to shout at Michae! to turn around and come back to the tunnel. He had broken the
momen-tum of their attack and thrown them into confusion. With troops like this they would certainly not
take up their advance where they had halted it. It was dmost a certainty that after this challenge, this
emotiond shock, that their senior officers would pull them back and reform them before coming on again.
A vauable breathing space had been gained. It could be some hours, it could be not until tomorrow they
would be able to mount asecond attack; and in that time in-terna tensions or any number of
developments might work to help us further. Michad till had them be-tween histhumb and forefinger. If

he turned his back on them now, their inaction might well hold until he was back in safety.

But therewas no way | could reach him with that message. And he showed no intention of turning back
on hisown. Instead he went steadily forward, scorning them with hismusic, taunting them for attacking in
their numbers an opponent so much less than them-salves.

Still the Naharese soldiery only shook their wegpons



and shouted insults a him; but now in the screen | began to see adifference. On the wing occupied by
the Third Regiment there were uniformed figures begin-ning to wave Michad back. | moved the view of
the screen further out dong that wing and saw individualsin civilian clothes, some of those from the
following swarm of volunteers and revolutionaries, who were pushing their way to the front, knegling
down and put-ting wegpons to their shoulders.

The Third Regiment soldiers were pushing these others back and jerking their wegpons away from them.
Fights were beginning to break out; but on that wing, those who wished to fire on Michael were being
held back. It was plain that the Third Regiment was torn now between its commitment to join in the
attack on Gebel Nahar and itsimpulse to protect their former bandmaster in his act of outrageous
bravery. Still, | saw one civilian with the starved face of afanatic who had literaly to be tackled and held
on the ground by three of the Third Regiment before he could be stopped from firing on Michad!.

A sudden cold suspicion passed through me. | siwung the view of the screen to the opposite wing; and
there | saw the same Situation. From behind the uni-formed soldiersthere, volunteersand civilian

revol u-tionaries were trying to stop Michael with their wegp-ons. Some undoubtedly were from the
neighboring principalities where aworship of dramaand acts of flamboyant courage was not part of the
culture, asit was here. On thiswing, also, the soldiers were trying to stop those individual s who
attempted to shoot Michadl. But here, the effort to prevent that firing was scattered and ineffective.

| saw anumber of weapons of al typesleveled at Michadl. No sound could reach me, and only the
gport guns and ancient explosive wegpons showed any vis-ible sign that they were being fired; but it was
clear that death wasfinaly in the air around Michad.

| switched the view hastily back to him. For amo-ment he continued to march forward in the screen asiif
some invisble armor was protecting him. Then he sumbled dightly, caught himsalf, went forward, and
fel.

For a second time—for amoment only—the voice of the attackers stopped, cut off asif amultitude of
in~visible hands had been clapped over the mouths of those there. | lifted the view on the screen from the
fallen shape of Michad and saw soldiers and civilians dike standing motionless, staring at him, asif they
could not believe that he had at last been brought down.

Then, on the wing opposite to that held by the Third Regiment, the civilians that had been firing began to
dance and wave their wegponsin the air— and suddenly the whole formation seemed to collapse inward,
the two wings melting back into the main body as the soldiers of the Third Regiment charged acrossthe
front to get at thergoicing civilians, and the Guard Regiment swirled out to oppose them. Thefighting
spread asindividud attacked individud. In amoment they were al embroiled. A wild mob without
direction or purpose of any kind, except to kill whoever was closest, took the place of the military
formation that had existed only five minutes before.

Asthefighting became generd, the tight mass of bodies spread out like butter rapidly melting down
from asolid to aliquid; and the struggle spread out over alarger and larger area, until at last it covered
even the place where Michael had falen. Amanda turned away from the parapet and | caught her asshe
staggered. | held her upright and she leaned heavily againgt me.

“I haveto liedown, | guess,” she murmured.

I led her towards the door and the bed that was waiting for her back in the medical section. lan, Kensie



and Padmaturned and followed, leaving only El Conde, leaning on his slver-headed stick and star-ing
out at what was taking place on the plain, hisface lighted with the fierce satisfaction of a hawk perched
above the body of itskill.

It wastwilight before dl the fighting had ceased; and, with the dark, there began to be heard the small
sounds of the annunciator chimes at the main gate. One by one Michad’ s bandsmen began to dip back
to usin Gebel Nahar. With their return, lan, Kensie and | were able to stop taking turns at standing
watch, aswe had up until then. But it was not until after mid-night that we fdlt it was safe to leave long
enough to go out and recover Michagl’ s body.

Amandains sted on going with us. There was no reason to argue against her coming with us and agood
dedl of reason in favor of it. She was responding very well to the drainage unit and afurther eight hours of
deep had rebuilt her strength to aremarkable degree. Also, she was the one who suggested we take
Michadl’ s body back to the Dorsai for buridl.

The cost of travel between the worlds was such that few individuds could afford it; and few Dorsa who
died in the course of their duties off-planet had their

bodies returned for internment in native soil. But we had adequate space to carry Michadl’ sbody with
usin the courier vessdl; and it was Amanda s point that Michael had solved the problem by his
action—some-thing for which the Dorsai world in general owed him a debt. Both Padmaand El Conde
had agreed, after what had happened today, that the Naharese would not be brought back to the idea of
revolution again for sometime. William’ s machinations had fdlen through. 1an and Kensie could now
ether makeit their choiceto stay and execute their contract, or legit-imately withdraw from it for the
reason that they had been faced with Situations beyond their control.

Intheend, al of us except Padmawent out to look for Michagl’ s body, leaving the returned bandsmen
to stand duty. It wasfull night by the time we emerged once more on to the plain through the secret exit.

“El Conde will have to have another of these made for him,” commented Kensie, as we came out under
the star-brilliant sky. “ This passage is more anational monument than a secret, now.”

The night was one very much like the one before, when Kensie and | had made our sweep in search of
observersfrom the other sde. But thistime we were looking only for the dead; and that was dl we
found.

During the afternoon al the merely wounded had been taken away by their friends; but there were
bod-ies to be seen as we moved out to the spot where we had seen Michadl go down, but not many of
them. It had been possible to mark the location exactly using the surveying equipment built into the watch
cameras. But the bodies were not many. The fighting had been more awegponed brawl than a battle.
Which did not dter the fact that those who had died were dead. They would not cometo life again, any
more than Michagl would. A smal night breeze touched our faces from time to time aswe waked. It was
too soon after the fighting for the odors of death to have taken possession of the battlefield. For the
present moment under the stars the scene we saw, including the dead bodies, had all the neatness and
antiseptic qudity of astage sat-ting.

We came to the place where Michad’ s body should have been, but it was gone. lan switched on a
pocket lamp; and he, with Kensie, squatted to examine the ground. | waited with Amanda. lan and
Kensewere

the experienced field officers, with Hunter Team prac-tise. | could spend several hourslooking, to see



what they would takein at aglance.

After afew minutesthey stood up again and lan switched off the lamp. There were afew secondswhile
our eyes readjusted, and then the plain became real around us once more, replacing the black wall of
darknessthat the lamplight had instantly created.

“Hewas here, dl right,” Kende said. “Evidently quite acrowd cameto carry his body off someplace
ese. It'll be easy enough to follow the way they went.”

Wefollowed thetrail of scuffed earth and broken vegetation left by the footwear of those who had
car-ried away Michadl’ sbody. Thetrack they had left was plain enough so that | mysdlf had no trouble
picking it out, even by starlight, aswe went along at awalk. It led further away from Gebe Nahar,
toward where the center of the Naharese formation had been when the genera fighting broke out; and as
we went, bodies be-came more numerous. Eventualy, at aspot which must have been close to where
the Guard Regiment had stood, we found Michad!.

The mound on which hisbody lay was visble asadark massin the Sarlight, well before we reached it.
But it was only when lan switched on his pocket lamp again that we saw itstrue identity and purpose. It
was apile nearly ameter in height and agood two meterslong and broad. Most of what made it up was
clothes; but there were many others things mixed in with the cloth items—belts and ornamentd chains,
ancient wegpons, so old that they must have been heir-looms, bits of persond jewdry, even shoesand
boots.

But, as| say, the greater part of what madeit up

was clothing—in particular uniform jackets or shirts, dthough afair number of detached deevesor
collars bearing insggnia of rank had evidently been deliberate-ly torn off by their owners and added as
Separate items.

Ontop of al this, lying on his back with his dead face turned toward the stars, was Michael. | did not
need an interpretation of what | was seeing here, after my earlier look at the painting in the Nahar City
Spaceport Termina. Michadl lay not with asword, but with the gaitagalegaheld to his chest; and
beneath him was the leto de muerte—the redl |eto de muerte, made up of everything that those who had
seen him there that day, and who had fought for and against him after it wastoo late, considered the most
vauable thing they could give from what wasin their possession at thetime.

Each had given the best he could, to build up abed of state for the dead hero—a bed of triumph,
actudly, for in winning here Michadl had won everything, ac-cording to their rulesand their ways. After

the su-preme victory of his courage, asthey saw it, there was nothing left for them but the offering of
tribute; their possessionsor their lives.

We stood, we three, looking at it dl in silence. Find-ly, Kensie spoke.
“Do you gill want to take him home?’

“No,” said Amanda. The word was dmost as asigh from her, as she stood looking at the dead Michadl.
“No. Thisishishome, now.”

We went back to Gebel Nahar, leaving the corpse of Michagl with its honor guard of the other dead
around him.



The next day Amandaand | left Gebel Nahar to return to the Dorsal. Kensie and lan had decided to
complete their contract; and it looked asif they should be able to do so without difficulty. With dawn,
individ-ual soldiers of the regiments had begun pouring back into Gebel Nahar, asking to be accepted
once moreinto their duties. They were eager to please, and for Naharese, remarkably subdued.

Padmawas also leaving. He rode into the spaceport with us, as did Kensie and lan, who had come
along to see us off. In the termina, we stopped to look once more at the leto de muerte painting.

“Now | understand,” said Amanda, after amo-ment. She turned from the painting and lightly touched
both lan and Kensie who were standing on either side of her.

“We Il be back,” she said, and led the two of them off.
| wasleft with Padma.
“Understand?’ | said to him. “Theleto de muerte concept?’

“No,” said Padma, softly. “I think she meant that now she understands what Michadl cameto
under-stand, and how it appliesto her. How it appliesto everyone, including me and you.”

| felt coldness on the back of my neck.

“Tome?’ | sad.

“You havelost part of your protection, the armor of your sorrow and loss,” he answered. “To acertain
ex-tent, when you let yourself become concerned with Michadl’ s problem, you let someone dseinto
touch you again.”

| looked at him, alittlegrimly.

“Youthink 0?7’ | put the matter aside. “I’ ve got to get out and Start the checkover on the ship. Why
don’t you come along? When Amanda and the others come back and don’t find us here, they’ Il know
whereto look.”

Padma shook his heed.

“I'm afraid I d better say goodbye now,” he replied. “There are other urgencies that have been
demanding my attention for sometime and I’ ve put them aside for this. Now, it’ stime to pay them some
attention. So I'll say goodbye now; and you can give my farewellsto the others.”

“Goodbye, then,” | said.

Aswhen we had met, he did not offer me his hand; but the warmth of him struck through to me; and for
thefirgt time| faced the possibility that perhaps he was right. That Michadl, or he, or Amanda—or
per-haps the whole affair—had either worn thin aspot, or chipped off apiece, of that shell that had
closed around me when | watched them kill Else.

“Perhapswe' Il run into each other again,” | said.

“With peoplelike oursdves” hesad, “it' svery like-ly.”



He smiled once more, turned and went.

| crossed the terminal to the Security Section, identi-fied myself and went out to the courier ship. It was
no more than half an hour’ swork to run the checkover— these specid vessels are practicaly
self-monitoring. When | finished the others had till not yet appeared. | was about to go in search of them
when Amanda pulled herself through the open entrance port and closed it behind her.

“Where' sKenseand lan?’ | asked.

“They were paged. The Board of Governors showed up a Gebel Nahar, without warning. They both
had to hurry back for afull-dress confrontation. | told them I d say goodbyeto you for them.”

“All right. Padmasends hisfarewells by meto the rest of you.”

She laughed and sat down in the copilot’ s seat beside me.

“I'll haveto write lan and Kensie to pass Padma son,” she said. “Arewe ready to lift?’
“Assoon aswe're cleared for it. That port sealed?’

She nodded. | reached out to the instrument bank before me, keyed Traffic Control and asked to be put
in sequencefor liftoff. Then | gave my attention to the matter of warming the bird to life.

Thirty-five minutes later we lifted, and another ten minutes after that saw us safely clear of the
at-mosphere. | headed out for the legdly requisite number of planetary diameters before making the first
phase shift. Then, findly, with mind and handsfree, | was able to turn my attention again to Amanda.
Shewaslogt in thought, gazing deep into the pin-point fires of the visible stars in the navigation screen
above the instrument bank. | watched her without speaking for amoment, thinking again that Padma had
possibly been right. Earlier, even when she had spoken to mein the dark of my room of how shefelt
about lan, | had touched nothing of her. But now, | could fed the lifein her as she sat beside me.

She must have sensed my eyes on her, because she roused from her private consultation with the stars
and looked over.

“Something on your mind?” she asked.

“No,” | said. “Or rether, yes. | didn't redlly follow your thinking, back in the terminal when we were
looking at the painting and you said that now you un-derstood.”

“Youdidn't?' Shewatched mefor afraction of asecond. “| meant that now | understood what Michad
rm.”

“Padma said he thought you’ d meant you under-stood how it applied to you—and to everyone.”
She did not answer for a second.
“Y ou' re wondering about me—and lan and Kensie,” she said.

“It’ snot important what | wonder,” | said.



“Yes, itis After dl, | dumped the whole matter in your lgp in thefirst place, without warning. It' sgoing
to bedl right. They’ll finish up their contract here and then lan will go to Earth for Leah. They’ll be
married and she' ll settlein Fordie”

“And Kense?’
“Kense” Sheamiled sadly. “Kens€ll goon ... hisownway.”
“Andyou?’

“I'll gomine.” Shelooked at me very much as Pad-mahad looked at me, as we stood below the
painting. “That’ swhat | meant when | said I’d understood. In the end the only way isto be what you are
and do what you must. If you do that, everything works. Michael found that out.”

“And threw hislife away putting it into practise.”

“No,” she said swiftly. “He threw nothing away. There were only two things he wanted. One wasto be
the Dorsai he was born to be and the other was never to use aweapon; and it seemed he could have
ether

one but not the other. Only, he was true to both and it worked. In the end, he was Dorsai and
unarmed— and by being both he stopped an army.”
Her eyes held me so powerfully that | could not look away.

“Hewent hisway and found hislife,” she said, “and my answer isto go mine lan, his. And Kensie,
his—*

She broke off so abruptly | knew what she had been about to say.

“Givemetime,” | said; and the words came alittle more thickly than | had expected. “It’ stoo soon yet.
Still too soon since she died. But give metime, and maybe . . . maybe, even me.”

WARRIOR

The spacdiner coming in from New Earth and Freiland, worlds under the Sirian sun,
was delayed initslanding by traffic at the spaceport in Long Idand Sound. The two police lieutenants,
waiting on the bare concrete beyond the shdlter of the Termina buildings, turned up the collars of their
cloaks againg the hissing dest, in this unweatherproofed area. The deet was turning into tiny hailstones
that bit and stung al ex-posed areas of skin. The gray November sky poured them down without pause
or mercy; the vast, reaching surface of concrete seemed to dance with their white multitudes.

“Hereit comesnow,” said Tyburn, the Manhattan Complex police lieutenant, risking aglance up into the
hailstorm. “Let me do the talking when wetakehimin.”

“Fineby me,” answered Breagan, the spaceport of-ficer, “I’'m only here to introduce you—and because
it smy bailiwick. Y ou can have Kenebuck, with his hood connections, and hismillions. If it were up to
me, I'd let the soldier get him.”

“It'shim,” said Tyburn, “who’ slikely to get the soldie—and that’ swhy I’ m here. Y ou ought to know
thet.”



The great mass of the interstellar ship settled like a cautious mountain to the concrete two hundred yards
off. It protruded alanding stair near its base like ametd leg, and the passengers began to disembark. The
two policemen spotted their man immediately in the crowd.

“He'shig,” said Breagan, with the judicious ap-
praisa of someone safely on the Sddlines, asthe two of them moved forward.

“They’redl big, these professiona military men off the Dorsal world,” answered Tyburn, alittleirritably,
shrugging his shoulders against the cold, under hiscloak. “ They breed themselvesthat way.”

“I know they're big,” said Breagan. “ Thisone shigger.”

The first wave of passengers was rolling toward them now, their quarry among the mass. Tyburn and
Breagan moved forward to meet him. When they got close they could see, even through the hissing dest,
every line of hisdark, unchanging face looming above the lesser heights of the people around him, his
mili-tary erectness molding the civilian clothes he wore un-til they might aswell have been auniform.
Tyburn found himsdlf staring fixedly at thetdl figure asit came toward him. He had met such professiona
sol-diersfrom the Dorsai before, and the stamp of their breeding had aways been plain on them. But this
man was somehow more 0, even than the others Tyburn had seen. In some way he seemed to be the
spirit of the Dorsal, incarnate.

He was one of twin brothers, Tyburn remembered now from the dossier back at his office. lan and
Kensie weretheir names, of the Graeme family at Fordie, on the Dorsai. And the report wasthat Kensie
had two men’ slikability, while his brother 1an, now ap-proaching Tyburn, had a double portion of grim
shad-ow and solitary darkness.

Staring a the man coming toward him, Tyburn could believe the dossier now. For amoment, even, with
the deet and the cold taking possession of him, hefound himsdf believing in the old saying that, if the
born soldiers of the Dorsai ever cared to pull back to

their own small, rocky world, and chalenge the rest of humanity, not al the thirteen other inhabited
planets could stand against them. Once, Tyburn had laughed at that idea. Now, watching lan approach,
he could not laugh. A man like thiswould live for different rea-sons from those of ordinary men—and die
for different reasons.

Tyburn shook off thewild notion. The figure coming toward him, he reminded himsdlf sharply, wasa
pro-fessond military man—nothing more.

lan was dmost to them now. The two policemen moved in through the crowd and intercepted him.

“Commandant 1an Graeme?’ said Breagan. “I’m Kg Breagan of the spaceport police. Thisis
Lieuten-ant Walter Tyburn of the Manhattan Complex Force. | wonder if you could give usafew
minutes of your time?’

lan Graeme nodded, dmost indifferently. He turned and paced aong with them, hislonger stride making
more leisurdly work of their brisk walking, asthey led him away from the route of the disembarking
passen-gers and in through ablank metal door a one end of the Termina, marked Unauthorized Entry
Prohibited. In-side, they took an eevator tube up to the offices on the Termind’ s top floor, and ended up
in chairs around adesk in one of the offices.



All theway in, lan had said nothing. He sat in his chair now with the same indifferent patience, gazing at
Tyburn, behind the desk, and at Breagan, seated back againgt thewall at the desk’ sright side. Tyburn
found himsdlf staring back in fascination. Not at the granite face, but at the massive, powerful hands of
the man, hanging idly between the chair-armsthat supported hisforearms. Tyburn, with an effort,
wrenched his gaze from those hands.

“Wdl, Commandant,” he said, forcing himsdlf at last to look up into the dark, unchanging festures,
“you’'re here on Earth for avigt, we understand.”

“To seethe next-of-kin of an officer of mine.” lan’ svoice, when he spoke at last, was dmost mild

com-pared to the rest of his appearance. It was adeep, cam voice, but lightless—like avoice that had
long for-gotten the need to be angry or threatening. Only . . . there was something sad about it, Tyburn

thought.
“A James Kenebuck?’ said Tyburn.

“That’ sright,” answered the deep voice of 1an. “Hisyounger brother, Brian Kenebuck, was on my staff
in the recent campaign on Freiland. He died three months back.”

“Doyou,” said Tyburn, “dwaysvidt your deceased officers next of kin?’
“When possible. Usudly, of course, they dieintheline of duty.”

“I see” said Tyburn. The office chair in which he sat seemed hard and uncomfortable underneath him.
He shifted dightly. “Y ou don’t happen to be armed, do you, Commandant?’

lan did not even amile.

“No,” hesad.

“Of course, of course,” said Tyburn, uncom-fortable. “Not that it makes any difference.” Hewas
looking again, in spite of himsdlf, at the two massive, relaxed hands opposite him. “Your . . . extremities
by themselves are letha weapons. We register profession-a karate and boxing experts here, you
know—or did you know?’

lan nodded.

“Yes” sad Tyburn. He wet hislips, and then was furious with himself for doing so. Damn my orders, he
thought suddenly and whitely, | don’t haveto St here

making afool of mysdf in front of this man, no matter how many connections and millions Kenebuck
owns.

“All right, look here, Commandant,” he said, harshly, leaning forward. “We ve had acommunica-tion
from the Freiland-North Police about you. They suggest that you hold K enebuck—James K enebuck—
responsible for his brother Brian' s death.”

lan sat looking back at him without answering.

“Wadl,” demanded Tyburn, raggedly after along moment, “do you?’



“Force-leader Brian Kenebuck,” said lan camly, “led his Force, consisting of thirty-six men a thetime,
againgt orders, farther than was wise into enemy pe-rimeter. His Force was surrounded and badly shot
up. Only he and four men returned to the lines. He was brought to trid in the field under the Mercenaries
Codefor ddiberate mishandling of histroops under combat conditions. The four men who had returned
with him testified againgt him. Hewas found guilty and | ordered him shot.”

lan stopped speaking. His voice had been perfectly even, but there was so much findity about the way
he spoke that after he finished there was a pause in the room while Tyburn and Breagan stared at him as
if they had both been tranced. Then the silence, echoing in Tyburn’s ears, jolted him back to life.

“| don’'t seewhat dl this has to do with James Kenebuck, then,” said Tyburn. “Brian committed some. .
. military crime, and was executed for it. Y ou say you gave the order. If anyone sresponsiblefor Brian
Kenebuck’ s death then, it seemsto meit’d be you. Why connect it with someone who wasn't even there
at the time, someone who was here on Earth dl the while, James Kenebuck?’

“Brian,” said lan, “was his brother.”

The emotionless statement was calm and coldly rea-sonablein the sllent, brightly-lit office. Tyburn found
his open hands had shrunk themselvesinto fists on the desk top. He took a deep breath and began to
spesk in aflat, officid tone.

“Commandant,” he said, “1 don’t pretend to under-stand you. Y ou’ re aman of the Dorsal, a product of
one of the splinter cultures out among the stars. I’'m just an old-fashioned Earthborn—but I'm a
policeman in the Manhattan Complex and James Kenebuck is. . . well, he'sataxpayer in the Manhattan
Complex.”

Hefound he was talking without meeting lan’ s eyes. He forced himsdlf to look a them—they were dark
urn-moving eyes.

“It' smy duty to inform you,” Tyburn went on, “that we ve had intimations to the effect that you'reto
bring some retribution to James Kenebuck, because of Brian Kenebuck’ s desth. These are only
intimations, and aslong as you don't break any laws here on Earth, you' re free to go where you want
and ssewhom you like. But thisis Earth, Commandant.”

He paused, hoping that lan would make some sound, some movement. But lan only sat there, wait-ing.

“We don't have any Mercenaries Code here, Com-mandant,” Tyburn went on harshly. “We haven't any
feud-right, no droit-de-mmn. But we do have laws. Those laws say that, though a man may be the worst
murderer dive, until he's brought to book in our courts, under our process of laws, no oneisalowed to
harm ahair of hishead. Now, I’'m not here to argue whether thisisthe best way or not; just to tell you
that that’ stheway thingsare.” Tyburn stared fixedly into the dark eyes. “Now,” he said, bluntly, “I know
thet

if you' re determined to try to kill Kenebuck without counting the cogt, | can't prevent it.”
He paused and waited again. But lan till said noth-ing.
“I know,” said Tyburn, “that you can walk up to him like any other citizen, and once you' re within reach

you can try to kill himwith your bare hands before anyone can stop you. / can't stop you in that case.
But what | can do is catch you afterwards, if you succeed, and see you convicted and executed for



murder. And you will be caught and convicted, there’ s no doubt about it. Y ou can't kill James Kenebuck
the way someone like you would kill aman, and get away with it here on Earth—do you understand that,
Com-mandant?’

“Yes” sad lan.

“All right,” said Tyburn, letting out a deep breath. “ Then you understand. Y ou' reasane man and a
Dorsa professiona. From what I’ ve been able to learn about the Dorsal, it’s one of your military tenets
that part of aman’sduty to himsalf isnot to throw hislife away in ahopeless cause. And this cause of
yoursto bring Kenebuck to justice for his brother’ s death, is hopeless.”

He stopped. |an straightened in a movement pre-liminary to getting up.
“Wait asecond,” said Tyburn.

He had cometo the hard part of theinterview. He had prepared his speech for this moment and
re-hearsed it over and over again—but now he found himsalf without faith that it would convince lan.

“Onemoreword,” said Tyburn. “Y ou' reaman of camps and battlefields, aman of the military; and you
must be used to thinking of yoursdlf as a pretty effec-tive individua. But here, on Earth, those specid
ills

of yoursare modtly illegd. And without them you' re ineffective and helpless. Kenebuck, on the other
hand, isjust the opposite. He's got money—millions. And he’ s got connections, some of them nasty.
And he was born and raised here in Manhattan Complex.” Tyburn stared emphatically at thetall, dark
man, will-ing him to understand. “ Do you follow me? If you, for example, should suddenly turn up dead
here, we just might not be able to bring Kenebuck to book for it. Where we absol utely could, and
would, bring you to book if the Situation were reversed. Think about it.”

He sat, il staring at 1an. But lan’ s face showed no change, or sign that the message had gotten through
tohim.

“Thank you,” lan said. “If there s nothing more, I'll be going.”

“There’ snothing more,” said Tyburn, defegted. He watched |an leave. It was only when lan was gone,
and he turned back to Breagen that he recovered alittle of his salf-respect. For Breagan' s face had
paled.

lan went down through the Terminal and took a cab into Manhattan Complex, to the John Adams Hotdl.
He registered for aroom on the fourteenth floor of the transient section of that hotel and inquired about
the location of James Kenebuck’ s suite in the resident sec-tion; then sent his card up to Kenebuck with a
request to come by to see the millionaire. After that, he went on up to his own room, unpacked his
luggage, which had aready been delivered from the spaceport, and took out asmall, sedled package.
Just at that moment there was a soft chiming sound and his card was re-turned to him from addivery dot
intheroomwall. It fel into the saver below the dot and he picked it up,

to read what was written on the face of it. The penciled
note read:

Come on up—



K.

He tucked the card and the package into a pocket and Ieft histrangent room. And Tyburn, who had
fol-lowed him to the hotel, and who had been observing dl of lan’s actions from the second of hisarrivd,
through sensors placed in the walls and cellings, haf rose from his chair in the room of the empty suite
di-rectly above Kenebuck’s, which had been quietly taken over as a police observation post. Then,
help-lesdy, Tyburn swore and sat down again, to follow lan’s movementsin the screen fed by the
sensors. So far there was nothing the policeman could do legally— nothing but watch.

So he watched as lan strode down the softly carpeted hallway to the elevator tube, roseinit to the
eightieth floor and stepped out to face the heavy, trans-parent door sedling off the resident section of the
hotel. He held up Kenebuck’ s card with its message to a con-cierge screen beside the door, and with a
soft sigh of air the door did back to let him through. He passed on in, found a second elevator tube, and
took it up thirteen more stories. Black doors opened before him—and he stepped one step forward into
asmdl| foyer to find himself surrounded by three men.

They were big men—one, alantern-jawed giant, was even bigger than lan—and they were vicious.
Tyburn, watching through the sensor in the foyer ceil-ing that had been secretly placed there by the police
the day before, recognized al of them from hisfiles. They were underworld muscle hired by Kenebuck at
word of lan’scoming; dl armed, and bruta and hair-trigger—mad dogs of the lower city. After that first

gep into their midgt, lan stood till. And there fol-lowed a strange, unnatural cessation of movement in
the room.

The three stood checked. They had been about to put their hands on lan to search him for something,
Tyburn saw, and probably to rough him up in the pro-cess. But something had stopped them, some
abrupt changein the air around them. Tyburn, watching, felt the change asthey did; but for amoment he
fdt it without understanding. Then understanding cameto him.

The differencewasin lan, in theway he stood there. He was, saw Tyburn, smply . . . waiting. That
same patient indifference Tyburn had seen upon himin the Termind office wasthere again. In the split
second of hissingle step into the room he had discovered the men, had measured them, and stopped.
Now, he waited, in histurn, for one of them to make amove.

A sort of black lightning had entered the smdll foyer. It was abruptly obviousto the watching Tyburn, as
to the three below, that the first of them to lay hands on lan would be thefirgt to find the hands of the
Dorsa soldier upon him—and those hands were degth.

For thefirst timein hislife, Tyburn saw the per-sond power of the Dorsai fighting man, made plain
without words. 1an needed no badge upon him, stand-ing as he stood now, to warn that he was
dangerous. The men about him were mad dogs; but, patently, lan was awolf. There was a difference
with the three, which Tyburn now recognized for thefirst time. Dogs —even mad dogs—fight, and the
losing dog, if he can, runsaway. But no wolf runs. For awolf wins every fight but one, and in that one he
dies.

After amoment, when it was clear that none of the

three would move, lan stepped forward. He passed through them without even brushing against one of
them, to theinner door opposite, and opened it and went on through.



He stepped into athree-level living room stretching to alarge, wide window, its glassrolled up, and
black with the deet-filled night. The living room was aslarge asasmadl suiteinitself, and filled with
people, men and women, richly dressed. They held cocktail glassesin their hands as they stood or s,
and talked. The atmosphere was heavy with the scents of acohol, and women’s perfumes and cigarette
smoke. It seemed that they paid no attention to his entrance, but their eyes followed him covertly once he
had passed.

Hewaked forward through the crowd, picking hisway to afigure before the dark window, the figure of
aman amogt astal as himsdf, erect, athletic-looking with ahandsome, sharp-cut face under
whitish-blond hair that stared at 1an with asort of incredulity as lan approached.

“Graeme. . 7’ said thisman, as lan stopped before him. Hisvoice in this moment of off-guardedness
betrayed itstwo levels, the semi-hoodlum whine and harshness underneath, the polite accents above.
“My boys. . . you didn't—" he sumbled, “leave anything with them when you were coming in?’

“No,” said Ian. “You're James Kenebuck, of course. Y ou look like your brother.” Kenebuck stared at
him.

“Just aminute,” he said. He set down his glass, turned and went quickly through the crowd and into the
foyer, shutting the door behind him. In the hush of the room, those there heard, first sillence then a short,
uninteligible burst of sharp voices, then slence again.

Kenebuck came back into the room, two spots of angry color high on his cheekbones. He came back to
facelan.

“Yes,” hesad, hdting before lan. “ They were sup-posed to ... tell mewhen you camein.” Hefdl slent,
evidently waiting for 1an to speak, but lan merely stood, examining him, until the spots of color on
Kenebuck’s cheekbones flared again.

“Wdl?" hesad, abruptly. “Wel?Y ou came here to see me about Brian, didn’t you? What about
Brian?’ He added, before lan could answer, in atone suddenly bruta: “I know he was shot, so you
don't have to break that newsto me. | suppose you want to tell me he showed al sorts of noble
guts—refused a blindfold and that sort of—*

“No,” said lan. “Hedidn’t die nobly.”

Kenebuck’ stal, muscled body jerked alittle at the words, dmost asif the bullets of aninvisiblefiring
squad had poured into it.

“Wadl .. .that'sfinel” he laughed angrily. “Y ou come light-years to see me and then you tell methat! |
thought you liked him—Iiked Brian.”

“Liked him?No,” lan shook his head. Kenebuck stiffened, hisface for amoment caught in agape of
bewilderment. “ Asamatter of fact,” went on lan, “he was a glory-hunter. That made him apoor soldier
and aworse officer. I'd have transferred him out of my command if I’ d had time before the campaign on
Freiland started. Because of him, welogt the lives of thirty-two menin his Force, that night.”

“Oh.” Kenebuck pulled himself together, and looked sourly at lan. “Those thirty-two men. Y ou’ ve got
them on your conscience—isthat it?’

“No,” said lan. There was no emphasis on theword



ashesad it, but somehow to Tyburn’s ears above, the brief short negative dismissed Kenebuck's
question with an abruptness like contempt. The spots of color on Kenebuck’ s cheeks flamed.

“You didn't like Brian and your conscience doesn’t bother you—what' re you here for, then?’” he

snapped.
“My duty bringsme,” said lan.
“Duty?’ Kenebuck’ sface stilled, and went rigid.

lan reached dowly into his pocket asif he were sur-rendering a weapon under the guns of an enemy and
did not want his move misinterpreted. He brought out the package from his pocket.

“I brought you Brian’ s persond effects,” he said. He turned and laid the package on atable beside
Kenebuck. Kenebuck stared down at the package and the color over his cheekbones faded until hisface
was nearly aspale ashishair. Then dowly, hesitantly, asif he were gpproaching a booby-trap, he
reached out and gingerly picked it up. He held it and turned to lan, staring into lan’ s eyes, amost
demandingly.

“It' sin here?’ said Kenebuck, in avoice barely above awhisper, and with a strange emphasis.
“Brian’seffects” sad lan, watching him.

“Yes...aure All right,” said Kenebuck. Hewas plainly trying to pull himself together, but hisvoice was
ill dmost whispering. “I guess. . . that settlesit.”

“That settlesit,” said lan. Their eyes held together. “ Good-by,” said lan. He turned and walked back
through the silent crowd and out of the living room. The three muscle-men were no longer in thefoyer.
Hetook the eevator tube down and returned to his own hotel room.

Tyburn, who with akey to the service elevators, had

not had to change tubes on the way down as lan had, waswaiting for him when lan entered. lan did not
seem surprised to see Tyburn there, and only glanced casudly at the policeman ashe crossed to a
decanter of Dorsai whisky that had since been ddlivered up to the room.

“That sthat, then!” burst out Tyburn, inrelief. “Y ou got in to see him and he ended up |etting you out.
Y ou can pack up and go, now. It'sover.”

“No,” said lan. “Nothing' s over yet.” He poured afew inches of the pungent, dark whisky into aglass,
and moved the decanter over another glass. “Drink?’

“I'monduty,” said Tyburn, sharply.

“Ther€ Il bealittlewait,” said lan, camly. He poured some whisky into the other glass, took up both
glasses, and stepped across the room to hand one to Tyburn. Tyburn found himsdlf holding it. lan had
stepped on to stand before the wal l-high window. Out-side, night had fallen; but—faintly seenin thelights
from the city levels below—the deet here above the weather shidld till beet like small, dark ghosts
againg the transparency.



“Hang it, man, what more do you want?’ burst out Tyburn. “Can’t you seeit’ syou I’ m trying to protect
—aswadl asKenebuck?| don’'t want anyonekilled! If you stay around here now, you' re asking for it. |
keep telling you, here in Manhattan Complex you' re the helpless one, not Kenebuck. Do you think he
hasn’t made plansto take care of you?’

“Not until he’'ssure,” said lan, turning from the ghost-deet, beeting like lost souls against the
window-glass, trying to get in.

“Sure about what? Look, Commandant,” said Tyburn, trying to spesk camly, “haf an hour after we
heard from the Freiland-North Police about you,

Kenebuck caled my officeto ask for police protec-tion.” He broke off, angrily. “Don’'t look at melike
that! How do | know how he found out you were com-ing? | tell you he' srich, and he's got connections!
But the point is, the police protection he' sgot isjust a screen—an excuse—for whatever he’ sgot
planned for you on hisown. Y ou saw those hoodsin the foyer!”

“Yes” sad lan, unemotiondly.

“Wll, think about it!” Tyburn glared at him. “Look, | don't hold any brief for James Kenebuck! All
right—let metell you about him! We knew he’ d been trying to get rid of his brother snce Brian was
ten— but blagt it, Commandant, Brian was no angd, either—*

“I know,” said lan, seating himself in achair op-posite Tyburn.

“All right, you know! I'll tell you anyway!” said Tyburn. “ Their grandfather was aloca kingpin—hewas
in every racket on the eastern seaboard. He was one of the mob, with millions he didn’t dare count
be-cause of wherethey’ d comefrom. In their father’ stime, those millions started to be fed into legitimate
businesses. Thethird generation, James and Brian, didn’t inherit anything that wasn't legitimate. Hell, we
couldn’t even make ajaywalking ticket stick against one of them, if we' d ever wanted to. Jameswas
twenty and Brian ten when their father died, and when he died the last bit of tattle-tale gray went out of
the fami-ly linen. But they kept their hoodlum connections, Commandant!”

lan sat, glassin hand, watching Tyburn amost curioudy.

“Don’'t you get it?" snapped Tyburn. “I tell you that, on paper, in law, Kenebuck’ s twenty-four carat
gilt-edge. But hisfamily was hoodlum, he was raised

like ahoodlum, and he thinkslike ahood! He didn’t want hisyoung brother Brian around to share the
crown prince position with him—so he set out to get rid of him. He couldn’t just have him killed, so he
Set out to cut him down, show him up, break his spirit, until Brian took one chance too many trying to
match up to hisolder brother, and killed himsdlf off.”

lan dowly nodded.

“All right!” said Tyburn. “ So Kenebuck finally suc-ceeded. He chased Brian until the kid ran off and
be-came a professiond soldier—something Kenebuck wouldn't leave hiswine, women and song long
enough to shine a. And he can shine a most things he realy wantsto shine at, Commandant. Under that
hood attitude and all those millions, he' s got a good mind and agood body that he’' s made a hobby out
of training. But, al right. So now it turns out Brian was still no good, and he took some soldiersaong
when hefindly got around to doing what Kenebuck wanted, and getting himself killed. All right! But what
can you do about it? What can anyone do about it, with al the connections, and al the money and dl the



law on Kenebuck’ s side of it? And, why should you think about doing something about it, anyway?’

“It' smy duty,” said lan. He had swallowed half the whisky in his glass, absently, and now he turned the
glass thoughtfully around, watching the brown liquor swirl under the forces of momentum and gravity. He
looked up a Tyburn. “Y ou know that, Lieutenant.”

“Duty! Isduty that important?’ demanded Tyburn. lan gazed a him, then looked away, at the
ghost-deet beating vainly against the glass of the win-dow that held it back in the outer dark.

“Nothing’s more important than duty,” said lan, half to himsdf, his voice thoughtful and remote.

“Mercenary troops have the right to care and protec-tion from their own officers. When they don’t get
it, they’ re entitled to justice, so that the samething is discouraged from happening again. That justiceisa

duty.”
Tyburn blinked, and unexpectedly awall seemed to go down in hismind.

“Judtice for those thirty-two dead soldiers of Brian’s!” he said, suddenly understanding. “ That’ s what
brought you herel”

“Yes.” lan nodded, and lifted hisglassamost asif to the deet-ghoststo drink the rest of hiswhisky.

“But,” said Tyburn, staring a him, “Y ou're trying to bring acivilian to justice. And Kenebuck hasyou
out-gunned and out-maneuvered—"*

The chiming of the communicator screen in one cor-ner of the hotel room interrupted him. 1an put down
his empty glass, went over to the screen and depressed a stud. Hiswide shoulders and back hid the
screen from Tyburn, but Tyburn heard hisvoice.

13 Y@l
The voice of James Kenebuck sounded in the hotel room.

“Graeme—ligen!”

There was a pause.

“I'mligening,” said lan, camly.

“I'm aone now,” said the voice of Kenebuck. It wastight and harsh. “My guests have gone home. | was
just looking through that package of Brian’sthings...” He stopped speaking and the sentence seemed to
Tyburn to dangle unfinished in the air of the hotel room. Ian et it dangle for along moment.

“Yes?’ hesad, findly.

“Maybe | wasalittle hasty ...” said Kenebuck.

But the tone of hisvoice did not match the words. The tone was savage. “Why don’t you come up, now
that I’'maone, andwell . . . talk about Brian, after al?’

“I'll beup,” sad lan.



He snapped off the screen and turned around.

“Wait!” said Tyburn, starting up out of hischair. “Y ou can’'t go up there!”
“Can't?’ lanlooked at him. “I’ve been invited, Lieutenant.”

Thewords were like adamp towe dapping Tyburn in the face, waking him up.
“That'sright . ..” hestared at lan. “Why? Why’ d he invite you back?’

“He' shad time,” said lan, “to be done. And to look at that package of Brian's.”

“But ...” Tyburn scowled. “There was nothing im-portant in that package. A watch, awallet, a passport,
some other papers. . . Customs gave usalist. There wasn't anything unusua there.”

“Yes” said lan. “And that’ swhy hewantsto see me again.”
“But what does hewant?’

“Hewantsme,” said lan. He met the puzzlement of Tyburn’s gaze. “He was dways jedous of Brian,”
lan explained, dmost gently. “Hewas afraid Brian would grow up to outdo him in things. That’ swhy he
tried to bregk Brian, even to kill him. But now Brian's come back to face him.”

“Brian...7
“Inme,” said lan. He turned toward the hotel door.

Tyburn watched him turn, then suddenly—like a man coming out of adaze, he took three hurried strides
after him as lan opened the door.

“Wait!” snapped Tyburn. “He won't be done up there!  HE Il have hoods covering you through the

walls. HE |l definitely havetraps set for you ...” Eadly, lan lifted the policeman’ sgrip from hisarm. “I
know,” he said. And went.

Tyburn was |eft in the open doorway, staring after him. As lan stepped into the elevator tube, the
police-man moved. He ran for the service eevator that would take him back to the police observation
post above the sensorsin the ceiling of Kenebuck’ sliving room.

When lan stepped into the foyer the second time, it was empty. He went to the door to the living room
of Kenebuck’ s suite, found it gar, and stepped through it. Within the room was empty, with glasses and
overflowing ashtrays still on the tables; the lights had been lowered. Kenebuck rose from achair with its
back to thefar, large window at the end of the room. lan walked toward him and stopped when they
were little more than an arm’ slength apart.

Kenebuck stood for asecond, staring at him, the skin of hisface tight. Then he made a short almost
angry gesture with hisright hand. The gesture gave away the fact that he had been drinking.

“Sit down!” he sad. lan took a comfortable chair and Kenebuck sat down in the one from which he had
just risen. “Drink?’ said Kenebuck. There was ade-canter and glasses on the table beside and between



them. l1an shook his head. Kenebuck poured part of aglassfor himself.

“That package of Brian’sthings,” he said, abruptly, the whites of his eyes glinting as he glanced up under
hislidsat lan, “there was just persona stuff. Nothing dseinit!”

“What else did you expect would beinit?’ asked lan, calmly.
Kenebuck’ s hands clenched suddenly on the glass.

He gtared at 1an, and then burst out into alaugh that rang alittle wildly against the emptiness of the large
room.

“No, no...” said Kenebuck, loudly. “I’m asking the questions, Graeme. I’ [l ask them! What made you
comedl theway here, to see me, anyway?”’

“My duty,” said lan.

“Duty? Duty to whom—Brian?’ Kenebuck looked asif he would laugh again, then thought better of it.
Therewas the white, wild flash of hiseyes again. “What was something like Brian to you? Y ou said you
didn't evenlikehim.”

“That was beside the point,” said lan, quietly. “He was one of my officers.”

“One of your officersl Hewas my brother! That’s more than being one of your officers “

“Not,” answered lan in the same voice, “wherejus-ticeis concerned.”

“Jugtice?” Kenebuck laughed. “ Justice for Brian? Isthat it?’

“And for thirty-two enlisted men.”

“Oh—"* Kenebuck snorted laughingly. “Thirty-two men . . . those thirty-two men!” He shook his head.
“I never knew your thirty-two men, Graeme, so you can't blame mefor them. That was Brian' sfault; him
and hisidea—what was the charge they tried him on? Oh, yes, that he and his thirty-two or thirty-six men
could raid enemy Headquarters and come back with the ene-my Commandant. Come back . . . covered
with glory.” Kenebuck laughed again. “But it didn’t work. Not my fault.”

“Briandidit,” said lan, “to show you. Y ou were what made him do it.”

“Me?Could | help it if he never could match up to me?’ Kenebuck stared down at his glass and took a
quick swalow from it then went back to cuddling it in hishands. He smiled alittle to himsdlf. “ Never

could even catch up to me.” Helooked whitely acrossat lan. “1’m just a better man, Graeme. Y ou better
remember that.”

lan said nothing. Kenebuck continued to stare at him; and dowly Kenebuck’ s face grew more savage.

“Don't believe me, do you?’ said Kenebuck, softly. “Y ou better believe me. I'm not Brian, and I’'m not
bothered by Dorsais. You're here, and I'm facing you —alone.”

“Alone?’ said lan. For thefirgt time Tyburn, above the ceiling over the heads of the two men, listening



and watching through hidden sensors, thought he heard a hint of emotion—contempt—in lan’svoice. Or
had heimagined it?

“Alone—Wel!” James Kenebuck laughed again, but alittle cautioudy. “I'm acivilized man, not ahick
frontiersman. But | don't haveto be afool. Yes, I’ ve got men covering you from behind the walls of the
room here. I'd be stupid not to. And I’ ve got this. . .” He whistled, and something about the sze of a
small dog, but made of smooth, black metal, dipped out from behind a sofanearby and did on an
arcushion over the carpeting to their feet.

lan looked down. It was a sort of satchd with an orifice in the top from which two metalic tentacles
protruded dightly.

lan nodded dightly.
“A medicd mech,” hesaid.

“Yes,” said Kenebuck, “cued to respond to the heartbests of anyone in the room with it. So you see, it
wouldn’t do you any good, even if you somehow knew where al my guards were and beat them to the
draw. Evenif you killed me, this could get to meintimeto

keep it from being permanent. So, I’ m unkillable. Give up!” He laughed and kicked at the mech. “ Get
back,” hesaid toit. It did back behind the sofa.

“Soyou see...” hesad. “Just sengble precautions. There' sno trick toit. Y ou' reamilitary man—and
what’ sthat mean? Superior strength. Superior tactics. That'sal. So | outpower your strength, outnumber
you, make your tactics use ess—and what are you? Nothing.” He put his glass carefully aside on the
table with the decanter. “But I'm not Brian. I’m not afraid of you. | could do without these thingsif |
wanted to.”

lan sat watching him. On the floor above, Tyburn had stiffened.
“Could you?’ asked lan.

Kenebuck stared at him. The white face of the mil-lionaire contorted. Blood surged up into it, darkening
it. Hiseyesflashed whitely.

“What're you trying to do—test me?’ he shouted suddenly. He jumped to hisfeet and stood over lan,
waving hisarmsfurioudy. It was, recognized Tyburn overhead, the cal culated, self-induced hysterical
rage of the hoodlum world. But how would lan Graeme below know that? Suddenly, Kenebuck was
scream-ing. “Y ou want to try me out? Y ou think | won't face you? Y ou think I'll back down like that
brother of mine, that . . .” he broke into aflood of obscenity in which the name of Brian wasfredy mixed.
Abruptly, he whirled about to the walls of the room, yelling a them. “ Get out of there! All right, out! Do
you hear me? All of you! Out—*

Panels did back, bookcases swung aside and four men stepped into the room. Three were those who
had been in the foyer earlier when lan had entered for the first time. The other was of the same type.

“Out!” screamed Kenebuck at them. “Everybody

out. Outside, and lock the door behind you. I’ [l show thisDorsa, this...” dmost foaming at the mouth,
he lgpsed into obscenity again.



Overhead, abovethe celling, Tyburn found himself gripping the edge of the table below the observation
screen o hard hisfingers ached.

“It' satrick!” he muttered between histeeth to the unhearing lan. “He planned it thisway! Can’'t you see
that?’

“Graeme armed?’ inquired the police sensor tech-nician at Tyburn’sright. Tyburn jerked his head
around momentarily to Stare at the technician.

“No,” said Tybum. “Why?’

“Kenebuck is” The technician reached over and tapped the screen, just below the left shoulder of
Kenebuck’ sjacket image. “ Sug-thrower.”

Tyburn made afist of hisaching right fingers and softly pounded the table before the screenin
frugtraction.

“All right!” Kenebuck was shouting below, turning back to the still-seated form of lan, and spreading his
armswide. “Now’ syour chance. Jump me! The door’slocked. Y ou think there’ s anyone else near to
help me? Look!” He turned and took five steps to the wide, knee-high to celling window behind him,
punched the control button and watched asit swung wide. A few of the whirling deet-ghosts outside
drove from out of ninety stories of vacancy, into the opening—and fell dead in little drops of moisture on
the windowsl Il asthe automatic weeather shield behind the glass blocked them out.

He stalked back to lan, who had neither moved nor changed expression through dl this. Sowly,
Kenebuck sank back down into hischair, his back to the night, the blocked-out cold and the deet.

“What' sthe matter?’ he asked, dowly, acidly. “Y ou don’t do anything? Maybe you don't have the
nerve, Graeme?’

“We weretaking about Brian,” said lan.

“Yes, Brian ...” Kenebuck said, quite dowly. “He had abig head. He wanted to be like me, but no
mat-ter how hetried—how | tried to help him—he couldn’t makeit.” He stared at lan. “ That’ sjust the
way, he never could make it—the way he decided to go into enemy lines when therewasn't achancein
theworld. That's the way he was—aloser.”

“With help,” said lan.

“What? What' sthat you' re saying?’ Kenebuck jerked upright in hischair.

“You helped him lose,” lan’s voice was matter of fact. “ From the time he was ayoung boy, you built him
up to want to be like you—to take long chances and win. Only your chances were always safe bets, and
his were as unsafe as you could make them.”

Kenebuck drew in an audible, hissing breeth.

“Y ou’ ve got a big mouth, Graeme!” he said, in alow, dow voice.

“Youwanted,” said lan, amost conversationdly, “to have him kill himsdlf off. But he never quitedid.



And each time he came back for more, because he had it stuck into hismind, carved into his mind, that
he wanted to impress you—even though by the lime he was grown, he saw what you were up to. He
knew, but he still wanted to make you admit that he wasn't aloser. Y ou' d twisted him that way while he
was grow-ing up, and that wastheway he grew.”

“Go on,” hissed Kenebuck. “Go on, big mouth.”

“So, he went off-Earth and became a professiona soldier,” went on lan, steadily and calmly. “Not
be-cause he was drafted like someone from Newton or a

born professiona from the Dorsal, or hungry like one of the ex-miners from Coby. But to show you you
were wrong about him. He found one place where you couldn’t compete with him, and he must have
gtarted writing back to you to tell you about it—haf rubbing it in, half asking for the pat on the back you
never gave him.”

Kenebuck sat in the chair and bresthed. His eyeswere all one dlitter.

“But you didn’'t answer hisletters” said lan. “1 suppose you thought that’ d make him desperate enough
to finally do something fatal. But he didn’t. Instead he succeeded. He went up through the ranks. Findly,
he got his commission and made Force-L ead-er, and you began to be worried. It wouldn't belong, if he
kept on going up, before he' d be above the field officer grades, and out of most of the actud fighting.”

Kenebuck sat perfectly ill, alittle leaning forward. He looked amost asif he were praying, or putting
al theforce of hismind to willing that lan finish what he had started to say.

“And s0,” said lan, “on histwenty-third birthday— which was the day before the night on which heled
his men againgt ordersinto the enemy area—you saw that he got thisbirthday card ...” Hereached into a
sde pocket of hiscivilian jacket and took out awhite, folded card that showed signs of having been
savagely crumpled but was now smoothed out again. 1an opened it and laid it beside the decanter on the
table between their chairs, the sketch and legend facing Kenebuck. Kenebuck’ s eyes dropped to look at
it.

The sketch was a crude outline of arabbit, with acombat rifle and battle helmet discarded at itsfeet,
engaged in painting abroad yelow stripe down the center of its own back. Underneath this picture was

printed in block letters, the question—*WHY FIGHT IT?

Kenebuck’ sface dowly rose from the sketch to face lan, and the millionaire s mouth stretched at the
cor-ners, and went on stretching into aghastly verson of agmile.

“Wasthat dl ... 7 whispered Kenebuck.

“Not dl,” said lan. “ Along with it, glued to the pa-per by the rabbit, there was this—*

He reached dmost casudly into his pocket.

“No, you don't!” screamed Kenebuck trium-phantly. Suddenly he was on hisfest, jumping behind his
chair, backing away toward the darkness of the window behind him. He reached into his jacket and his

hand came out holding the dug-thrower, which cracked loudly in the room. 1an had not moved, and his
body jerked to the heavy impact of the dug.



Suddenly, lan had cometo life. Incredibly, after being hammered by a dug, the shock of which should
have immobilized an ordinary man, lan was out of the chair on hisfeet and moving forward. Kenebuck
screamed again—thistime with pure terror—and began to back away, firing as he went.

“Die, you—! Diel” he screamed. But the towering Dorsal figure came on. Twiceit was hit and spun
clear around by the heavy dugs, but like afootbal fullback shaking off the assaults of tacklers, it plunged
on, with great strides narrowing the distance between it and the retreating Kenebuck.

Screaming finally, Kenebuck came up with the back of his knees againgt thelow sl of the open window.
For asecond hisface distorted itself out of al human shape in agrimace of itsterror. He looked, to right
and to left, but there was no place |ft to run. He had been pulling the trigger of hisdugthrower dl this
time, but

now the firing pin clicked at last upon an empty chamber. Gibbering, he threw the wegpon at 1an, and it
flew wide of the driving figure of the Dorsai, now amost upon him, great hands outstretched.

Kenebuck jerked his head away from what was rushing toward him. Then, with ahowl like a beaten
dog, he turned and flung himsdlf through the window before those hands could touch him, into ninety-odd
stories of unsupported space. And his howl carried away down into silence.

lan halted. For a second he stood before the win-dow, his right hand still clenched about whatever it
was he had pulled from his pocket. Then, like atop-pling tree, hefell.

As Tyburn and the technician with him finished burning through the celling above and came dropping
through the charred opening into the room. They dmost landed on the small object that had comeroll-ing
from lan’ s now-lax hand. An object that wasredly two objects glued together. A small paint-brush and a
transparent tube of glaringly yellow paint.

“I hope you redlize, though,” said Tyburn, two weekslater on anicy, bright December day ashe and the
recovered lan stood just ingde the Termina wait-ing for the boarding signa from the spaceliner about to
take off for the Sirian worlds, “what a chance you took with Kenebuck. It was just luck it worked out for
you theway it did.”

“No,” sad lan. He was as apparently emotionless as ever; alittle more gaunt from his say in the
Man-hattan hospital, but he had mended with the swiftness of hisDorsai condtitution. “ Therewas no
luck. It al happened theway | planned it.”

Tyburn gazed in astonishment.

“Why ..."” hesaid, “if Kenebuck hadn’t had to send his hoods out of the room to make it seem
neces-sary for him to shoot you himsalf when you put your hand into your pocket that second time—or if
you hadn’t had the card in the first place—* He broke off, suddenly thoughtful. “Youmean ... 7’ he
stared at lan. “Having the card, you planned to have Kenebuck get you done. .. ?

“It wasaform of persona combat,” said lan. “And persona combat ismy business. Y ou assumed that
Kenebuck was strongly entrenched, facing my attack. But it was the other way around.”

“But you had to come to him—-*

“1 had to gppear to cometo him,” said lan, dmost coldly. “ Otherwise he wouldn’t have believed that he
hed to kill me—before | killed him. By hisdecison to kill me, he put himsdlf in the attacking position.”



“But he had dl the advantages!” said Tyburn, his head whirling. “Y ou had to fight on hisground, here
where hewas strong ...”

“No,” sad lan. *You re confusing the attack posi-tion with the defensive one. By coming here, | put
Kenebuck in the position of finding out whether | ac-tualy had the birthday card, and the knowledge of
why Brian had gone againgt ordersinto enemy territo-ry that night. Kenebuck planned to have hismenin
the foyer shake me down for the card—but they lost their nerve.”

“I remember,” murmured Tyburn.

“Then, when | handed him the package, he was sure the card wasin it. But it wasn't,” went on lan. “He
saw hisonly choice wasto give me aStuation where | might fedl it was safe to admit having the card and
the knowledge. He had to know about that, be-cause Brian had called his bluff by going out and risk-

ing his neck after getting the card. The fact Brian was tried and executed later made no differenceto

Kenebuck. That was a matter of law—something apart from hoodlum guts, or lack of guts. If no one
knew that Brian was braver than his older brother, that was dl right; but if | knew, he could only save
face under hisown standards by killing me.”

“Hedmost did,” said Tyburn. “Any one of those dugs—*

“There wasthe medica mech,” said lan, camly. “A man like Kenebuck would be bound to have
some-thing like that around to play safe—just as he would be bound to set an amateur’ strap.” The
boarding horn of the spaceliner sounded. 1an picked up hislug-gage bag. “ Good-by,” he said, offering
his hand to Tyburn.

“Good-by ..."” he muttered. “ So you were just going along with Kenebuck’ strap, al of it. | can’t
be-lieveit...” Herdeased lan's hand and watched as the big man swung around and took the first two
grides away toward the bulk of the ship shining in the winter sunlight. Then, suddenly, the numbness
broke clear from Tyburn’s mind. He ran after lan and caught at his arm. lan stopped and swung
half-around, frowning dightly.

“I can't believeit!” cried Tyburn. “Y ou mean you went up there, knowing Kenebuck was going to pump
you full of dugsand maybe kill you—all just to square thingsfor thirty-two enlisted soldiers under the
com-mand of aman you didn’t even like? | don’t believe it —you can't be that cold-blooded! | don’t
care how much of aman of the military you are!”

lan looked down at him. And it seemed to Tyburn that the Dorsal face had gone away from him,
some-how become as remote and stony as aface carved high

up on someicy mountain’ stop.

“But I’'m not just aman of the military,” lan said. “ That was the mistake K enebuck made, too. That was
why he thought that stripped of military elements, I'd be easy to kill.”

Tyburn, looking at him, felt achill run down hisspine asicy aswind off aglacier.
“Then, in heaven’sname,” cried Tyburn. “What are you?’

lan looked from hisfar distance down into Tyburn’s eyes and the sadness rang as clear in hisvoice



findly, asiron-shod heels on barren rock.
“I am aman of war,” said lan, softly.

With that, he turned and went on; and Tyburn saw him black againgt the winter-bright sky, looming over
all the other departing passengers, on hisway to board the spaceship.

The Plume and the Sword

by SandraMiesdl

“Fantasy abandoned by reason produces impossible mongters; united with it, sheis
the mother of the artsand origin of marvels.”

Goya

Inlife even asin art, the harmony of oppositesis Gordon R. Dickson’s constant goa. This man who
unifies opposing principlesin hisfiction uniteswithin himsalf the most disparate extremes of frivolity and
keenness—the plume and sword alike are histo wear.

In person, Dickson’ sfluffiness has aways made the grestest impression on the greatest number of
people. Heis everyone sfavorite conventioneer. (During hisforty yearsin s fandom, he has attended
hundreds of conventions.) Hisimage asthejolly party-goer, sing-ing and playing the guitar until dawn, led
Ben Bovato parody My Darling Clementine in Dickson’s honor. The chorus concludes: “ Sciencefiction
ishishobby/ But hismain job’shaving fun.”

Dickson isaveteran trencherman, amainstay of epic dinner parties, but he has aso been known to
spend more time selecting the wine than eating the medl. His bizarre preference for drinking milk, juice,
coffee, beer, and Bloody Marys at the same breakfast has been cause for comment since his student
days at the Univerdty of Minnesotathirty years ago. Latdly, dlergies (including—aas—amild oneto
wine) and adesire for waistline trimness have tempered these hab-its somewhat, but Dickson’s zest for
living remainsun-

commonly brisk.

Y et such pleasures are the least components of his joie de vivre. Dickson has a capacity for wonder that
will not be worn out. It has been claimed that no one ese can say “golly” quite asjoyfully ashe does.
(Dickson's habit of burbling along in innocent schoolboy ex-clamations once ingpired some of hisfriends
to stage a“ Gordon R. Dickson Murfle-Alike Contest.”)

Enthusiasm colors everything he does. He not only admires fine craftsmanship, he quizzes craftsmen on
the tools, techniques, and attitudes that support their skills. (How many men would demand to seethe
wrong side of embroidered fabric?) Heis aways eager for new knowledge and fresh experiences.
Recent en-deavors include lessons in bagpi pe-playing and in akido. Moreover, he encourages the same
adventurous-nessin others. Hisfriends have found themsel ves wielding knives, making lace, or writing
novesfor thefirg timeat hisurging.

Dickson describes himsdlf as“agdloping optimist,” unshakably certain that “ man’ sfutureis onward and
upward.”” Right must inevitably triumph. He admits that human beings may not be quite perfectible—
“Perfectibleisalittle too good to be true—but im-provable, tremendoudy improvable by their own

grength.”



|dedlism gives him confidence in hisown potentid aswell asthat of his species. After watching hisown
Childe Cycle gradualy move from rgection to accep-tance, after observing fractious humans dowly
struggle to build things together, Dickson concludes that creativity can overcome all obstacles. It isthe
only sure key to progress.

This same confidence in creetivity makes him partient with other people, no matter how unpromising

they may seem. Heisamong the most approachable of al s professionds. For instance, few others
would have taken the time to explain the dementary rules of prosody to an aspiring balad writer and then
been on hand afterwards to applaud her first acceptable efforts. Dickson' s forbearance, skill, and above
al, hisrespect for even the grubbiest amateur’ s dignity, have made him a superb mentor for young
authors who are seri-ous about their art. (Among the newer namesin s who have at timeslistened to him
are Joe Hademan, Rob-ert Aspirin, and Lynn Abbey.) Dickson tends to down-play hisinfluence
because he believes that “fine teaching comes as automaticaly as breathing” to ex-perienced writers. Yet
hisinner nature isreveded by the postive effects he has on those around him. For the past three decades
his encouragement of talent and his support of professionaism have worked like buds of yeast to leaven
thed fied.

Onething Dickson will not endure patiently isashoddy performance. His Victorian upbringing im-bued
him with high standards of excellence. He has aborn aristocrat’ s awareness of his own prerogatives,
evenintriviad matters. woe to the careless waiter who serves Dickson’ s vichyssoise improperly chilled.
But his specid ireisreserved for time-wasters too lazy to develop their own talents. “ Some people,” he
com-plains, “like my advice so much, they frameit and hang it on thewall instead of usingit.” Fortunately
such fallures are rare. Most of those who beseech his advice or cry on his broad shoulders put the
experience to good use.

Dickson’ s hel pfulness arouses a corresponding hel p-fulnessin others. Whether he asksfor aPuritan
ser-mon text, an Italian menu, asample of Gregorian chant, or medical data on battle wounds, someone
will

promptly provide it—fandom isaliving data bank. So grateful is he for help, he attracts amost too much
solicitude. At times the attentiveness of friends reduces Dickson to the status of afavorite teddy bear in
danger of having dl itsfur petted off.

Dickson’sadmirers do react intensely. Women' stears over the fate of lan Graemein Soldier, Ask Not
prodded him to re-examine the implications of histext and see a solution to the tragedy. Other fans want
to elaborate the Cycle' s background with or without the author’ s sanction. There was the lawyer who
speculated on interstellar legd systems and the artist who tried to predict future art tastes. The most
con-spicuous example of this phenomenon isanon-profit organization known asthe Dorsal Irregulars
which provides security services a s conventions, sometimesin costume. The author has licensed their
useof the Dorsa name and insgnia

Dickson appreciates such vivid identification be-cause he enjoys playing roles himsdf. The higtorica
persona he designed to join the Society for Creative Anachronism is* Kenneth of Otterburn,” a
fourteenth-century border lord whose heraldic badge isthe otter. This character isabow to dudity in
gener-al and to Dickson’s own Anglo-Scottish heritage in particular. One earlier member of hisfamily.
Simon Fraser, the deventh Lord Lovat, was beheaded in 1747 for supporting Bonnie Prince Charlie.
The officid Dickson crestis: “ahart couchant gardant proper; at-tired, or within two branches of laurel
leavesvertinorle” which isto say, astag with gilded horns at rest on afield bordered with green laurel
leaves. Thefami-ly mottois* Cubo sed euro,” “I lie down but | remain watchful.”



More importantly, this SCA project, like so many of

Dickson's activities, isaremote preparation for the |Childe Cycle. The climax of Childe, the concluding
vol-ume of the series, will be modeled on the Battle of Ot-terburn fought between the English and the
Scotsin 1388. Furthermore, investigating thelife of an imag-inary medieva nobleman will dso givethe
author spe-cid indghtsinto the mind of the real Sir John Hawkwood, hero of the Cycle s planned
opening vol-ume.

Dicksonis never content to do his research from books, even from primary sources. Whenever
possible, he must visit Stesand handle actua artifacts. For ex-ample, he absorbs historical mana by
fingering Plantagenet coins and reading gothic manuscripts. When redlity is unattainable, heturnsto
replicas. Hismost ambitious plan yet isto commission the making of acomplete suit of armor such as
Hawkwood might have worn. (He rgjects suggestions that experiments with fless, lice, and dysentery
might be equdly ingtructive.) So far, he has acquired only the mailshirt, helmet, and amagnificent pair of
armored gloves. But attired in afriend’ sfull equippage, Dickson cut amarveloudy gdlant figure—six feet
of russet-haired, blue-eyed knight with abit of lace visble at hiswrist to accent the stedd and legther. “|
fed asif | could walk through doors,” he proclaimed, striding off down the motdl corridor. Fortunately,
no other guests disputed his passage.

But his own experience did not suffice. He wanted to observe another man'sreactionsaswell. So he
con-vinced aless-than-eager Kelly Freasto try on the ar-mor next. Freas, being shorter and stockier,
probably approximated areal medieva knight better than Dickson. Others might have followed suit, but
by thenthe outfit's undergarments were disagreesbly

drenched with swest. The author’ s zeal for medieva weaponry is so compelling that on another occasion
he ing sted that one notably unmartia colleague take up arms and beat on the maple treesin Dickson's
back yard with asword—all by way of sealing a business partnership.

Although mimetic research sounds amusing, it is no game to Dickson but rather ameasure of his
dedi-cation to his craft. He needsto set al his senses gath-ering datain order to generate the authentic
details hiswriting requires. His cregtivity isamost ametabolic process: information digested, art
synthesized. Con-sider the awvesome volume of materia he had to pro-cessfor The Far Call, the finest
redistic novel about the space program yet written. Thisbook’ s flavor comes from the author’ s own
fervent pro-space views. Its sub-stance is the product of many visitsto Kennedy Space Center and
lengthy consultations with experts on the scene. Dickson believes he must eat the bread of a place before
he can truly know it.

Dickson ddiberately incorporates his own interests, experiences, and vauesin hisfiction. Take, for
in-stance, hisfascination with animal psychology. “1 tend to gestalt things,” he says. “I see humans and
animasasilluminating one ancther by what they do and aso humans and animasilluminating diensand
vicever-sa” Thus Dickson' sfavorite beasts show up in his pages, either wearing their own hides or
disguised as extraterrestrids: bears (Spacia Delivery, The Alien Way), wolves (Slegpwaker’ sWorld),
seamammals (Home From the Shore, The Space Swimmers), cats (Time Storm, The Magters of
Everon), and, of course, otters (Alien Art). On the other hand, Dickson lent his own antic enthusiasm and
exagperating glee to the teddy bear-like Hokas (Earthman’s Burden, Star Prince Charlie

written with hisold college classmate Poul Anderson). Dickson contemplating agourmet med or afine
guitar isthe very image of aHoka.

Guitar in hand, Dickson isapillar of convention “filksings,” gatherings of people who perform odd songs



which may or may not have any bearing on &. Although histenor haslogtitsorigind clarity, his
ren-ditions of classicslike The Face on the Barroom Floor or The Three Ravens are dill enjoyable. It is
even more of atregt to hear him sing his own compositions like the grim Battle Hymn of the Friendlies,
the wistful love song from Necromancer, or the rallicking Ballad of the Shoshonu. Thishasingpired some
of hisfansto write Childe Cy-cle songs themselves.

Among sf writers, Dickson is second only to Poul Anderson in the ornamenta use of songs and poetry.
Like Anderson, Dickson wasraised on folk ballads, epics, fairy tales, and the great nineteenth-century
novels, athough there was more of a British than a Scandinavian dant to hisliterary formation.
Further-more, Dickson aong with Anderson, Robert A. Heinlein, Jerry Pournelle, Richard McKenna,
John Brunner, and Cordwainer Smith, has been heavily in-fluenced by Rudyard Kipling, (Kipling's
impact on sf, now reaching into its second and third generation, has never been adequately investigated.)
However, Dickson dso cites mgor maingtream American and Russian authors and even Thomas Mann
among hisinfluences

One expects aprofessiona writer to maintain alarge library and, indeed, the walls of Dickson's
Rich-fidd, Minnesota home are lined with books. But Dickson isatrue bibliophile. He loves books
samply asphysica objects, delighting in fine bindings and crisp pages. He shows amarked preference for
hardbound

volumes even for works of passing interest. Accompa-nying him to abookstore islike tagging behind a
tor-nado. His ever-expanding holdings are systematically catalogued and he maintains acomplete
collection of hisown editions.

Dickson has stronger opinions than most writers on how hiswork should beillustrated and collects
orig-inasof theilludtrationsthat please him. (Wallspace in his home not devoted to books is mostly
covered with art.) Hisfeeling for visua aesthetics was degpened by years of night classes at the
Minnegpolis Indtitute of Arts. His studiestaught him the difference between written and painted visions.
Asheruefully observes, too often writerstry to paint with their “writing equip-ment” while painterstry to
writewith their “ painting equipment.”

Dickson’slife and career are d'so molded by acom-plementary set of physica pursuits. Allergies—and
time—now bar him from the camping, climbing, and other outdoor recreations he formerly enjoyed.
How-ever, on arecent trip to Florida he caught the small marlin that decorates his officewal. Still, the
experi-ences he has had with wildlife and open spaces remain with him asraw materia for cregtive
efforts. He would not be the same man or the same writer if boyhood memories of Pacific breskersdid
not echo in hisdreams.

Dickson’s handling of nature is subtler than Anderson’ s lush, amost pantheistic approach. He seesit
primarily asamilieu for human action. (His prefer-ence for somber, austere landscapesis most sengtively
revededin Alien Art.) Having lived in Western Canada as a child and in Minnesota since prompts his
frequent use of these regions as story settings, ether directly or asmodelsfor aien worlds. His beloved
Canadian

mountains, “the bones of the continent,” become the cool, rocky highlands of the Dorsai. Northcountry
lakes and woodlands reappear in Pro.

Indoors, Dickson’s ardor for fitness shames his more sedentary friends. His ambition to achieve
something of the high performance under stress he admiresin tough old fighting men like Hawkwood led
to hisin-volvement with the martid arts—the chivary of medi-eva Europe and the bushido of feuda
Japan have much in common. Formd training has done more than im-part specid physica skills. It has



aso reinforced views he dready held on self-mastery and functiona beauty. Performing aclean knife
pass takes the discipline of adancer; awell-designed blade is a pleasing piece of meta sculpture.

Dickson usesthe Orientd martia artsto study the attainment and control of that perennidly fascinating
phenomenon, the exatation state. He can and on oc-casion has discussed the topic for long hours on
end. What lies behind hysterical strength, stunning intui-tion, heroic virtue? Crestivity isonce again his
answer. When human beings operate at the very highest levelstheir bodies, minds, or spirits permit, they
enter atranscendant phase Dickson calls“cregtive overdrive.” In this condition, they can direct their
conscious and unconscious powers to some otherwise unreachable goa. Salvation isintegration and
credtivity integrates.

Thus, cerebrd, artistic adventure heroes are Dickson’ s specidty. For ingtance, in The Find
En-cyclopedia, Hal Mayne is a poet who has passed through previousincarnations asa soldier (Dorsai!)
and amys-tic { Necromancer). Michagl de Sandoval in Lost Dorsal isamusician and Cletus Grahamein
Tactics of Migtake hastried painting. Dickson endows his heroes with the talents he himsdf esteems and
lets them demongirate

overdrive by their deeds. They are offered as examples of what the entire race could achieveif only its
cregtive energieswerefully liberated.

Dickson himsdlf is an advertisement for histheories. His memory |apses are legendary—once when
meaking introductions, he could not recall his own brother’ s name. He often confusesthetitles of his
books, scramblesthe locations of his planets, and forgets the lyrics to his own songs. Nevertheess, his
mind be-comes astonishingly supple and efficient when overdrive directsit in the service of hisart. Inthis
heightened state, he can move briskly through public appearances though exhausted and can soar to fresh
imaginative ingghts. For Dickson, creetivity is both the journey and thejourney’ send. It enableshim to
unite the plumy and swordlike extremes of hisown nature in order to work.

He has an unparalded sense of vocation, acommit-ment to hisartistic misson as keen asany
crusader’ svow. By writing the Cycle, he hopesto bring the evolu-tionary progress he describes that
much closer. When asked if he expects the Childe Cycle to appear on somethirtieth century list of Ten
Books That Changed the Cosmos, Dickson replied with asmile, “And what are the other nine?’ His
idealism has been dismissed as naive in some quarters but events within and without the s field continue
to vindicate him.

Some authors ssumble into their trade for lack of anything better to do; othersareforced into it by
eco-nomic necessity. Not so Dickson: “I’ve been awriter dl my life, asfar back as| can remember.
Nobody ever told me not to until later on, by which timeit wastoo late.” Histalents were encouraged by
his parents, an Australian-born mining engineer and an American school teacher who met and married in
Canada. Hisolder half-brother isthe distinguished Canadian nov-€list Lovat Dickson, but hismother’s
influence wasthe crucid formative one. Her reading him books and tell-ing him stories are among his
fondest early memories.

Maude Dickson, awonderfully gracious and spry lady of ninety-one, modestly disputes the importance
of her efforts. Nevertheless, her son was a precocious writer: a newspaper published his poem “Apple
Blossoms’™ when hewas only seven yearsold. In 1939, at age fifteen, he entered the University of
Minnesotato mgjor in creative writing but his studies were inter-rupted by military service during World
War II. Army aptitude tests predicted he would have abright future as adentist.

Dickson graduated in 1948, planning to take his doctorate, teach, and write on the side. He abandoned
this“unduly senshle’ schemeto follow hisgift and write full-time. It was adesperate gamble. He



sup-ported himsdlf by selling his blood—twice as often as permitted—and subsisted on adiet of stae
bread, peanut butter, and vitamin pills. His sacrifices were rewarded when hisfirst & story, “The Friendly
Man,” appeared in Astounding in February, 1951.

Three decades, 40 novds, and 175 shorter works lat-er, the gamble may be said to have paid off in
honors and prosperity. Dickson has won the Hugo for “ Sol-dier, Ask Not” (1965), the Nebulafor “Call
Him Lord” (1966), the Jupiter for Time Storm (1977), and the British Fantasy Award for The Dragon
and the George (1978) aswell as receiving many other award nomi-nations. These days, a dedicated
gaff including afull-time business manager and part-time secretarial and research workers assist him.
Maintaining his affairsin good order requires an otter-keeper’ s patience but the task should become
easer oncetheintricacies of his

newly purchased computer system are unraveled.

Dickson is one master who seeks perfection in his craft and fredly shares his expertise with fellow
guildsmen. He served two terms as President of the Science Fiction Writers of America(1969-71) and is
currently working to extend the benefits of SFWA' s organizationa experienceto the fledgling
Association of Science Fiction Artists. Much in demand as a speaker and resource person, heis one of
the few non-academic professiond writersin the Science Fiction Research Association. He took part in
one Clarion Workshop for new writers and regularly attended the Milford Conference for established
writers during the 1960’ s. (However, he was never known as a member of the infamous “Milford
Mafia”™) He has also been in-vited to participate in sessons of the Science Fiction Indtitute, a
teacher-training program held annually at the University of Kansas. Thus, chat by speech, he fosters
professona excellence and public understand-ing.

Dickson’s mastery of technique combinestheo-retical lessons acquired in university classes taught by
such people as Sinclair Lewis and Robert Penn Warren with ruthlesdy practical oneslearned in the
low-paying sf magazine market. Hisfaith in hisown ability saw him safely through both processes. “I was
afully-formed writer long before | got my degree,” he explains. “I had enough mass and momentum
aong theroad | wanted to travel sothat | couldn’t bejolted off.” Neither lethal classroom situations nor
the pres-sure of gaining enough story skillsto stay dive blocked his progress.

Now in the mellowness of his maturity, Dickson is reaching the destination he chose for himsdf haf a
century ago. He successfully merges style and content,

polished literary form and research-based substance, into one liquid whole. Although clarity canbea
handi-cap when critics equate obscurity with profundity, Dickson's art conced s his artfulness on purpose
with aview to reaching the widest possible audience. He be-lieves that “good fiction should become
trangparent so people end up reading it not so much for the words asfor the idess.”

Dickson has dways been a highly conscious writer. Thereis nothing random or spontaneousin histightly
structured prose, never awhed misplaced, never agear unmeshed. He seeks the optimum configuration
for hisfictiona drivetrainin order to transmit messages most efficiently. Philosophica convictions
generate the relentless power of his best work.

He cdlls hismethod of rendering principlesin fiction the “ conscioudy thematic nove.” Thistechnique,
de-vel oped from mainstream models, enables him to argue a specific point of view without resorting to
propaganda. It presents an unbiased salection of natu-ral incidentsto support itsthesis. “Theaimisto
make the theme such an integral part of the novel that it can be effective upon the reader without ever
having to be stated explicitly,” says Dickson. A conscioudy thematic story can, of course, beread and
enjoyed for its entertainment vaue aone. But idedlly, when the reader sees dl the resonances and



repetitions, the au-thor hopesthat “he will do thework of looking at thisdew of evidencel’ velaid out
and will, on hisown, cometo the conclusion I d like him to reach.”

Dickson cdlsthe Childe Cycle*“my showpiece for the conscioudy thematic novel.” Curioudy enough,
the Cycleitsdf originated in this very way, through a deeper interpretation of pre-existing evidence—as
though the unconscious side of the author’ s mind were

operating on the conscious Side viathematic methods.

During the 1940's, Dickson started—but never fin-ished—an historica novel entitled The Pikeman
about ayoung Swiss mercenary serving in fifteenth century It-ay. This plot, enhanced by ideas drawn
from Rafael Sabatini’ s Bellanon and from Astounding editor John W. Campbell, yielded Dorsm! in 1959.
Then during the course of a night-time asthmaattack at the following summer’ s Milford Conference, a
hitherto unsuspected pattern sprang at Dickson from the pages of Dorsai!. “Eurekal | had it!” herecalls.
“I got up the next morning and spent three hourstrying to tell Richard McKenna about it, a process by
which | sorted it out in my mind. The essentia structure was born full-blown at that moment.”

The Childe Cycleisan epic of human evolution, a scenario for mankind' srite of passage. Over the
course of athousand years, from the fourteenth century to the twenty-fourth, interactions between three
archetypica Prime Characters—the Men of Faith, War, and Philosophy—succeed in uniting the
unconscious/con-servative and the conscious/progressive haves of theracia psyche. Theresultisa
fully-evolved being en-dowed with intuition, empathy, and creativity whom Dickson calls
Ethica-Responsible Man. At that point, the human organism will no longer bea*childe’ but aspurred
and belted knight.

In Dickson' sfuture universe, mankind has shattered into Splinter Cultures that develop only one facet of
human nature at the expense of the others. The most important Splinter Cultures are: the Dorsai
(Warriors—Body), the Exotics (Philosophers—Mind), and the Friendlies (Believers—Spirit) but none
of theseisfully human and none has the ultimate society. Dickson’sMessanic hero Dond Graeme,
firg-born of the

Ethical-Responsible Men, lives three lives and thereby absorbs the best quadities of Warrior,
Philosopher, and Believer. Hisindomitable will dividestheracia psychein order to developit, then
reunitesit in order to per-fect it

When completed, the Cycle will consist of three his-torica, three contemporary, and six sciencefiction
novels. Donal! (1959), Necromancer (1960), Soldier, Ask Not (1968), and Tactics of Mistake (1971)
have already appeared and are scheduled for reissue by Ace. The Final Encyclopediaand Childe are
currently in prepara-tion. These novels are accompanied by a series of short-er works or “illuminations’
that stand outside the argument of the Cycle proper but share the same set-tings and characters:
“Warrior” (1965), “Brothers’ (1973), “AmandaMorgan” (1979) and Lost Dorsai (1980). “Amanda
Morgan” and “Brothers’ have been set in anarrative framewith illustrations and pub-lished by Ace as
The Spirit of Dorsai (1979). Although each work can stand alone, it is even more enjoyable understood
in proper context. The novels are best read in order of publication rather than according to in-terna
chronol ogy—one should begin with Dorsai! to follow Dond Graeme' sforays backwards and forwards
intime

Theilluminations must not be lumped together with the Cycle in one amorphous mass. Thereisno such
thing asthe“Dorsal series.” Dickson's subject is man-kind, not the Dorsai. Indiscriminate labeling dso
ob-scures the uniqueness of Dickson's plan. Heis not writing a coherent future history in the manner of
Robert A. Heinlein, Poul Anderson, Larry Niven, or Jerry Pournelle. Neither ishe merely re-using a



famil-iar universetheway Andre Norton and R.A. Lafferty do. Least of al isDickson building dien
planetslike

Ha Clement or dien cultureslike C. J. Cherryh.

Notice the vagueness of the chronology, the im-probability of the colonia locaes, and the essential
fa-miliarity of the environmentsthanksto terraforming. Dickson’s universeis not wildly futuristic despite
ad-vanced military hardware and afew props like floating chairs. Theinterstelar flights shown might as
wdl beintercontinental.

Compare Dickson’ s gpproach with the exoticism of Frank Herbert. Although Dune postdates Dorsai!,
it, too, features aMessanic hero surrounded by equivaents of the Dorsai, the Exotics, and the
Friend-lies. Herbert clothes his philosophy in fabuloudy in-tricate costumes but Dickson presentshisin
deekly functional garb to reved the form beneath the fabric. In dl respects. Dickson’ suniverseisa
selected redity, neither naturaigtic nor fantagtic.

Dickson has staunchly resisted pressure from en-thusiastic readers to elaborate the Cycle' s background.
Heintroduces new details (such as Dorsai domestic arrangementsin “AmandaMorgan”) only as
required to tell his story. For most of the two decades between Dorsai! and The Final Encyclopedia, he
carried dl hisnotesin his head. Thisbred ahost of smal in-consistencies, now purged from these Ace
editions. The artistic energy that might have otherwise gone into constructing genealogies or inventing
languages powersthe illuminations instead. These short works enable the author to spotlight certain
characters and events within the Cycle without disturbing its struc-ture.

Theilluminations serve many purposes. They dramatize eventsthet are off-sagein the novels. Dorsa
non-combatants repelling Earth’ s eite troops has to be taken on fath in Tactics of Mistake but “Amanda

Morgan” makes the defense convincing. They magnify incidents: Kens€' s degth isamere plot devicein
Dorsal!, attains mythic stature in Soldier, Ask Not, and isfinally depicted in “Brothers.” They bring
charac-tersinto focus: Corunna El Man has only acameo rolein Dorsai! but serves astheroving
narrator of Lost Dorsai and may become the hero of his own illumina-tion someday. Abovedl, they
elucidate principles. “Warrior” revedsthe values atrue man of war will liveand diefor.

Each illumination examinesthe twin mord issues of integrity and respongibility: how can human beings
reconcile what they must be with what they must do? The mgjor arena.of conflict isthe will—notice how
lit-tle space is actudly devoted to physical combat. The stakes are higher in each succeeding contest
because the fates of more people are at risk: afew individudsin “Warrior,” acity in “Brothers” aplanet
in“AmandaMorgan,” and dl the inhabited worldsin Lost Dorsal. Victory must dways be bought in
blood because the willingnessto dieisthe ultimate proof of commitment. Again and again, the ancient
myth of the hero’s saving degth is played out among the stars. Martyrdom &t the hands of enemiesin the
illumina-tions complements Dond’ s voluntary sdf-sacrificesin the Cycle.

“Warrior” grew from atiny detail in Dorsai!—theterrible scar on lan’sarm. This earliest and smplest of
the illuminations sets the pattern for those that fol-lowed. It proclaimsthat fiddlity to ideals and duty will
ultimately prevail, whatever the odds. Viceis dways vulnerable because it cannot comprehend virtue's
tac-tics.

“Warrior” makes explicit what Dorsai! only im-plied: one of lan’s specid functions as the ultimate

Man of War isto avenge sins committed by and against warriors. In this story, set a decade before the
opening of Dorsai.’, lan isgtill ayoung commandant. He punishes areckless officer for wasting hismen's



lives, then destroysthe cul prit’ s gangster brother for goading him to hunt glory. Through lan, thelone
wolf facing mad dogs, Dickson defines the honorable and dishonorable uses of force.

lan’ striumph is shown through the eyes of Tyburn, a conscientious policeman who triesto protect lan
de-spite hiscivilian disgtaste for the military. The reader seeswhat Tyburn cannot: he, too, in hishumble
way isarighteous Defender. The proud giftsthat bloom in the Dorsai till remain in the rootstock people
of Earth. Bringing the potentia in al personsto harvest, not glorifying supermen, isthe Cycle sgodl.

Dickson uses an ordinary man asa"lens of heroic experience’” even more skillfully in “Brothers.” This
story’ sfirst person narrator is St. Marie police chief Tomas Vdt. He brings the larger-than-life Graeme
twinsinto scae and his reactions make the epic events surrounding Kensi€' s death believable. Tomis
stub-bornly normal. He knows his own limitations but does not | et them paralyze him. His balance and
dedication collide with the self-hatred and thoughtlessness of his best friend and symbolic brother Pel. Pel
adores Kenge yet betrays him; Tom undervaues lan yet aids him. Responsibility isthe thread tying Tom
to lan. It makes him lan’s smaller counterpart just as Tyburn wasin “Warrior.” The policeman and the
commander cooperateto find Kense's ns before Dorsal wrath falls on the city where the outrage
occurred.

lan’ sdilemmaisthe crudest. He must uphold the Dorsai idedl of restraint and at the sametime obtain
judticefor hisdain brother. Herisks hislife rather

than his principles and so gainsthe victory. Hisgrief for the brother who was his*® other sdlf” is
measurdessinitsvery slence, like ascream of agony pitched too low for human earsto hear. Initidly,
lan shows “no more emotion at his brother’ s death than he might have on discovering an incorrect Order
of theDay.” Yet hiswordlesslast farewell to Kenseisfierce enough to crumple steel—and spectators
hearts.

Though lanisleft towak in darkness dl hisdays, dying cannot dim Kensi€ sgodlike radiance. In
retro-spect, his murder becomes a sacrifice for his desth saveswhat it was meant to destroy. When the
people of St. Marie mourn this beautiful dead Balder, they are cleansed by their own tears. Kensie
becomes their adopted hero. By emulating him they will achieve the salf-respect and self-control their “fat
littlefarm world” had hitherto lacked. Furthermore, Kens€ s as-sassination interlocks with the voluntary
martyrdom of Jamethon Black, the Friendly officer who gives up hislifeto save histroopsin Soldier, Ask
Mot. Both are vic-timsof Tarn Olyn, avengeful Earthman who negates everything they stand for. Yet, in
the end this Judas is redeemed, partly through the merits of Kensie, Jamethon, and lan. When wholeness
of heart uniteswith devotion to duty, nothing evil can endure.

“AmandaMorgan” isasresolutdy feminine as*Brothers’ ismasculine. The Spirit of Dorsal’ stwo
com-ponentsfit together as smoothly asyin and yang, as naturdly as root and blossom. lan flourishesin
the high summer of Dorsai. Amandawas aready there at the first signs of spring. Though a century
divides them, hero and heroine are complementary halves of the same defensive shidd.

As her descendant Amandallll explains, Earth-born Amandal “was Dorsai before there was aDorsai

world. What she was, was the materid out of which our people and our culture here were made.” Like
the matriarch in John Brown’ s Body, Amanda builds her homestead “ out of her blood and bone/ With
her heart for the Hall’ s foundation-stone.” She buildswell. Her household, Fal Morgan, endures until the
Splinter Cultures are no more.

This dynamic heroine makes “* AmandaMorgan” amgor landmark in Dickson’sliterary development.
Women smply do not exist within the pages of “ Brothers’—even itsunderlying myths are wholly mae.



However, inthe six yearsfollowing the origind publication of “Brothers,” Dickson taught himsdlf step by
step to expand this“ collapsed area of the con-tinuum.” Tracing the course of his progresswould be an
essay initsdf, but The Spirit of Dorsal isafine yard-stick to measure the gap covered.

Sex-rolereversas abound in “ AmandaMorgan” without shrieking for attention—thisisart, not
propa-ganda. No capital |etters announce that the Dorsai world isade facto matriarchy. Initialy, women
had to manage planetary affairs while their men were off to thewars. (The andogy to medieva
chatelainesis ob-vious and intended.) As economic conditionsimprove, the proportion of soldiersin the
population declines. By lan’ stime, only aminority of Dorsai—women aswell as men—are professona
soldiers, but planetsde women till guard the continuity of the culture.

Individua merit affects the pattern as much as ne-cessity. While avoiding the fashionable error of
belit-tling all maesto exat dl femaes, this story dlows men to be sengitive and women tough. Minor
touches carry out the theme: arecklessyoung girl protects asmaler, shyer boy; formidable Genera
Khan meekly prepares sandwiches. Mgjor examples cluster around Amanda

hersdf. In the colony’ s early days, sheled the fight against outlaw gangs. Y earslater when Earth invades
the Dorsal, sheis till “the best person to command” her District—even at age ninety-two. Amanda
person-dly defiestheinvaders Generd Amorine. (Note the unconsciousword play in their names.)
Neither hislegions nor his shiny hardware impress her, for her srength isthat of family, hearth, and the
living world.

Unconguerable Amanda s both memorable and complex. Although sheis Dorsal through and through,
ghe (and her namesakes the second and third Amandas) can believe, think, and fight like the fully evolved
humans of the future. Y et sheis not complacent about her own excellence. Sdf-criticism keeps her
learning and growing in her tenth decade of life. In the course of the story she achieves new indgghts. She
discoversthat “you love what you give to—and in proportion asyou give.” (lan livesby the reverse
principle.) Shere-alizesthat the most loving thing an integrated and re-ponsible person can do isalow
othersto master these virtues for themselves. Shelearns how to let go after alifetime of holding fast.

“To gtrive and not to yild” might be the Dorsai motto: no power can break the Dorsai will. It isthe
capacity to resst Wrong that definesaDorsal, not physical might. (The one Dorsai renegade mentioned
issuperbly gifted.) The Dorsai spirit blazes asbrightly in crippled bodies asin sound ones, as purdly in
Amandaasin lan. What Dorsal indomitability pro-tectsistheright to be free. Thisisther practical
func-tioninintersdlar politicsand their metgphysica functioninracid evolution. Whether they die
defend-ing their homes or attacking on some foreign bat-tlefield, Dorsal must buy their freedom with
blood. These Defenders’ readiness to die—and the tactical ef-

fidency of ther dying—isther margin of survival.

Lost Dorsa couplesthe willingnessto die with the refusal to kill. This story demonstrates that a Dorsai
can even be apacifist without repudiating his culturd ideds. Tensons between integrity and responsibility
are especidly severe here because of the number of characters and the intertwined complexity of the
dif-ficultiesthey face.

Both Michad and the second Amandaare “ afraid that their ingtincts would lead them to do what their
thinking minds had told them they should not do.” His problem iswar, hers, love. Her dilemma entangles
Kense, the warrior who loves her and 1an, the warrior sheloves. Michad’sruns pardld to that of
Corunnawho lost hisbeloved inwar.

All the knots pull tight during the Sege of Gebel Nahar, a*“few againgt the many” Stuation so typica of



Dickson. (The sege of Earthin The Find En-cyclopediawill be the ultimate example.) Thismilitary crisis
isasymptom of grave social imbaances, not only in Nahar but on Cetaand dl the inhabited worlds. The
web tearsa asingle pull. Michad’ s sacrifice af-fects far more than the livesimmediately around him. He
adds abit of impetusto the forces breaking human-ity free from the net that confinesit.

Every issuein Lost Dorsai shares acommon factor: the cleavage between being and doing. The troubled
groups and individuas shown cannot reconcile private essence with socid exisence. The Naharese are
ob-sessed with the form rather than the substance of & honor. They have no vaid ethic to bridie their
violent impulses. Thismorbid culture points up the hedlth-iness of the Dorsal. It dso demongtratesthat in
thelong run, al Splinter Cultures are too distorted to be viable. The Dorsal regard Naharese martia
fantades

as obscene—empty and unreal as pornography. But their judgment may be too harsh. Even these
comic-opera soldiers can respond to a genuine hero when one appears.

Michael renounced his Dorsal heritage rather than compromise his non-violent beliefs. Corunnahas
sup-pressed hisfedingsto bury himself in hiswork. The Conde isthe ghost of an authority figure, not a
man. Hisunderlings prefer to keep their livesinstead of their honor. lan neglects his own needsin favor of
the gestdlt identity he shareswith histwin. Kensetriesto attain his own dream without gauging the impact
on lan. Amandais torn between the wish to belong to one person and the need to be available to many.

Padmaisthe only balanced persondlity in the cast and the only one without a quandary. This passve
ob-server watches and learns but does not appear to grow inwardly during the ordeal. For one
dedicated to evolutionary progress, heiscurioudy static. Thereisagreeter irony inthefiery Conde's
undaked thirg for martyrdom. The cup of glory goesinstead to Michadl, who never desired it.
Paradoxicdly, itisMiched’ sre-fusd of hisorigind calling that positions him for an unprecedented
adventure—no other Dorsal ever de-feated an army singlehandedly.

Dickson alows his hero agrand ceremonid tribute after death. There is nonein the story that inspired
Lost Dorsal, Kipling's“Drums of the Fore and Aft” (1889). There two scruffy British drummer boysturn
rout into victory by charging the Afghans aone, but dl the recognition they get from their shamefaced
regi-ment isan unmarked grave.

Michadl’ s monument, the L eto de muerte, is acustom Dickson invented for this story. It was suggested
by the practice of throwing prizes—even persond belongings

to successful bullfighters, something he had wit-nessed during travelsin Mexico. (Roman gladiators may
have been rewarded in the same way.) He was not thinking of the mass sacrifices of battle trophies made
by the Iron Age Cdlts, dthough the gestures are Smi-lar in spirit.

Dickson modeled quasi-Higpanic Nahar partly on Galicia. The Gallegos are the Scots or Bretons of
Spain —aromantic but suspicious people. Ther lean coun-try isthe ancient heart of Spain and the Site of
itsholiest shrine, Santiago de Compostela. (Coincidenta-ly, among Gdicid scitiesisLa
Coruna—medieva Corunna—from which the story’ s narrator takes his name.) However, Nahar’ s social
conditions—hungry campesinos and greedy ricones—resemble those in con-temporary Latin America
The Dorsai could easily be U.S. military advisers caught in arevolution. But the merits of the two warring
partiesare not redly at is-sue. What mattersis preventing the tyrant William from exploiting the Situation
to his own advantage. Criesfor justice—in Nahar and € sewhere—will not be properly answered until
the Cycle s close acentury hence.

Since the moment of fulfillment isnot yet at hand, partid solutionsareal Lost Dorsai’ ssurvivors can



reach. Corunna s heart is just beginning to hedl. (He will seem norma when he meets Dond Graemein
Dorsai |.) Whatever Padma haslearned, it does not in-clude a profound understanding of the Graeme
twins. But having shared the Gebel Nahar experience with them may dispose him to act on their behdf in
“Brothers” Losing Amandaweskens Kensie swill to live enough to doom himin “ Brothers’ about five
years later. The excess of fraternd love lan shows by refusing to compete with Kense for Amandais
pre-

cisaly why he suffers so much in “Brothers’ and after-wards. Amanda strikes a better bal ance than the
men. Though the Star Maiden grieves both her twin suit-ors, she doeswin peace of soul for herself. She
becomes a spiritua mother to her people as the first Amandawas aphysical one.

Only Michad’svictory isfina becauseit isseded in death. Michad isawilling sacrificid lamb. Kendeis
abright golden Achilles cut down in his prime. lan, on the other hand, endures like a battered Herakles.
Heisthe ultimate Dorsal, with adarknessin him so deep it bedazzles. He demonstrates how much
harder it isto live heroically than to die heroicaly. Not for lan the quick, sharp moment of trid. He must
prove himsdlf day in and day out through one grim mora choice after another. His leadership and
example help the Dorsai survive desperate times. Thus something re-mains of hisfamily and peoplea
century later for Hal Mayne and hisbeloved, the third Amanda, to use in the evolutionary struggle.

Thustheilluminations, like the Childe Cycle they complement, turn on the question of baance. Though
the demands of integrity and respongibility can clash, they should unite to reinforce each other. Asthe
sec-ond Amanda concludes. * ‘1n the end the only way isto be what you are and do what you must. If
you do that, everything works.” “ Baance through union isa universal imperative for therace aswell as
theindivid-ual. The conscious and unconscious aspects of human nature must come together. Then
evolved mankind— intuitive, empathic, creative—can win the future with-out losing the past.

To dramatize these principles, Dickson hasin effect assembled his own set of secular-historical
archetypes. The Cycle and theilluminations function like an orig-

ina system of mythology that correlates with nearly every area of human experience. It has shaped the
au-thor as much as he has shaped it: life anticipates art; art elucidateslife. Dickson could apply Hopkins
defi-nition to himsdf: “What | doisme: for that | came.” Histwenty-year quest to complete the Childe
Cycle has become akind of initiation for him, both as an artist and asaman. Hetried to live the unity he
preaches by combining fluffy and intense traitswithin himsdlf. He knowsthat separately, the plumeis
frivo-lous and the sword ruthless. But together they are gallant.

The plume waves. The sword flashes. The proud chevalier has pledged himself to see thejourney
through and will not count the cost of keeping faith.

Editor’ snote: Asaspecia bonus for readers o/Lost Dorsai, the author has consented to the publication
of an extengve ex-cerpt from his great work-in-progress, The Final En-cyclopedia. Penultimate novel in
the Childe Cycle, Mr. Dickson fedsthat The Find Encyclopediais his most Sg-nificant work to date. It
commences on the following page.

THE FINAL ENCY CLOPEDIA: AN EXCERPT

The gory up to this point:

Ha Mayne, an orphan found in asmall, otherwise empty interstellar ship drifting near Earth orbit, is
raised on Earth by three tutors, who are his guardians. one Dorsal, one Exatic, and one Friendly.



When heisfifteen years old his guardians are murdered by the Others, the ambitious and charismatic
crossbreeds of the Splinter Cultures, who are rapidly gaining control of human societies throughout all the
inhabited worlds. The historical timeis approximately 100 years after thetime of Dorsal! and Soldier,
Ask Not.

Such a contingency had been foreseen by the tutors. Hal, grown, will be the natural opponent of the
crossbreeds, but until grown heis no match for them. Heflees, first to Coby, the mining world where he
spends nearly two years, until heislocated there by the Others—although the Others ill do not redlize
his potential. Still, their second in command, Nigel Bias, has become interested enough to want to see
Hal faceto face.

Hal escapes from Coby and lands on Harmony, under the dias of adead Friendly known as Howard
Immanuel son. Re-ca citrants are opposing the Others and their controlled govern-ments on both
Harmony and Association. AsImmanuelson, Hdl is befriended by areca citrant named Jason Rowe,
whom Ha meetsin the detention center where both Jason and he are being held by the local authorities
under the sugpicion of their being what Jason actudly is.

THE FINAL ENCY CLOPEDIA:

An Excerpt

The cdl door clashed open, waking them. In-stinctively, Hd Mayne was on hisfeet
by the time the guard came through the open door and he saw out of the corner of his eye that Jason
Rowe was aso.

“All right,” said the guard. He was thin and tall— though not astall as Hd—with astarved angry face.
“Outsde”

They obeyed. Ha’ stal body was still numb from deep, but hismind, triggered into immediate overdrive,
waswhirring. He avoided looking at Jason in the interests of keeping up the pretense that they had not
talked and till did not know each other, and he noticed that Jason avoided looking at him. Oncein the
corridor they were herded back the way Hal re-membered being brought in.

“Where are we going?’ Jason asked.

“Silence!” said the guard softly, without looking at him and without changing the expression of his gaunt,
set features, “or | will hang thee by thy wristsfor an hour or so after thisis over, gpostate whelp.”

Jason said no more. His thin face was expression-less. His dight frame was held erect. They were
moved along down severa corridors, up afreight lift shaft, to what was again very obvioudy the office
section of this establishment. Their guard brought them to join agathering of what seemed to be twenty
or more pris-onerslike themsaves, waiting outside the open doors of aroom with araised platform at
one end, adesk upon it and an open space beforeit. The flag of the

United Sects, awhite cross on ablack field, hung from aflagpole set upright on the stage.

Their guard | eft them with the other prisoners and stepped afew steps aside to stand with the five other
guards present. They stood, guards and prisoners dike, and time went by.

Findly, there was the sound of footwear on polished corridor floor, echoing around the bend in the
further corridor, and three figures turned the corner and came into sight. Hal” s breath caught in his chest.



Two were men in ordinary business suits—amost certainly loca officias. But the man between them, tall
above them, was Nigel Bias.

Nigel ran his glance over dl the prisoners as he ap-proached; and his eye paused for asecond on Hdl,
but not for longer than might have been expected from the fact that Hal was noticegbly the talest of the
group. Nigel came on and turned into the doorway, shaking his head at the two men accompanying him
ashedid so.

“Foolish,” hewas saying to them as he passed within arm’ slength of Hal, “Foolish, foolish! Did you
think | was the sort to be impressed by what you could sweep off the streets, that | was to be amused
like some primitive ruler by state executions or public torture-spectacles? This sort of thing only wastes
energy. I’ll show you how to do things. Bring themin here.”

The guards were dready moving in response before one of the men with Nigel turned and gestured at
the prisoners. Hal and the others were herded into the room and lined up in three ranks facing the
platform on which the two men now stood behind the desk and Nigel himsdlf half-sat, haf-lounged, with
hisweight on the further edge of that piece of furniture. To even this casua pose he lent an impression of
elegant authority.

The sick coldness had returned to the pit of Hal’s stomach with Nigdl’ s appearance; and now that
fed-ing was growing, spreading dl through him. Sheltered and protected as he had been dl hislife, he
had grown up without ever knowing the kind of fear that com-presses the chest and takes the strength
from the limbs. Then, al a once, he had encountered death and that kind of fear for thefirst time, al in
one mo-ment; and now the reflex set up by that moment had been triggered by a second encounter of the
tal, com-manding figure on the platform before him

Hewas not afraid of the Friendly authorities who were holding him captive. His mind recognized the fact
that they were only human, and he had deeply absorbed the principle that for any problem involving
human interaction there should be a practica solu-tion. But the sight of Nigdl faced him with something
that had destroyed the very pillars of hisuniverse. Hefdt the paralyss of hisfear saining al through him;
and therationd part of him recognized that once it had taken him over completely he would throw himself
upon the fate that would follow Nigd’ sidentification of him—just to get it over with.

He reached for help, and the ghosts of three old men came out of his memory in response.

“Heisno more than aweed that flourishes for asingle summer’ s day, thisman you face,” said the harsh
voice of Obadiah in hismind. “No more than the rain on the mountainsde, blowing for amoment past the
rock. God isthat rock, and eternal. Therain passesand is asif it never was. Hold to the rock and ignore
therain.”

“He can do nothing,” said the soft voice of Walter Inteacher, “that I’ ve not shown you at onetime or
an-other. Heisonly auser of skills devel oped by other

men and women, many of whom could use them far better than he. Remember that no one’smind and
body are ever more than human. Forget the fact that heis older and more experienced than you;
concen-trate only on atrueimage of what heis, and what hislimitsare.”

“Fear isonly another wegpon,” said Malachi, “no more dangerousin itself than asharpened bladeis.
Treat it asyou would any weapon. When it ap-proaches, turn yourself to let it passyou by, then take and
control the hand that guidesit at you. The wegp-on without the hand is only one morething—in a
uni-versefull of things”



Up on the platform Nigel looked at them dll.
“Pay dtention to me, my friends,” he said softly. “Look at me.”

They looked, Hal with the rest of them. He saw Nigel’ slean, aristocratic face and pleasant brown eyes.
Then, as he looked at them, those eyes began to ex-pand until they would entirdly fill hisfield of vision.

Reflexively, out of histraining under Water the In-teacher, he took astep back within hisown mind,
put-ting what he saw at arm’ slength—and al a once it was asif he was aware of things on two levels.
Therewasthe level on which he stood with the other pris-oners, held by Nigd like animals transfixed by
abright light in darkness; and there wasthe level in which he was aware of the assault that was being
made on hisfree will by what was hidden behind that bright light, and on which he struggled to resst it.

He thought of rock. In his mind he formed the image of amountainsde, cut and carved into an atar on
which an eternd light burned. Rock and light . . . un-touchable, eterndl.

“I must gpologize to you, my friends and brothers,”

Nigel was saying gently to dl of them. “Mistakenly, you' ve been made to suffer; and that shouldn’t be.
But it was anatural mistake and small mistakes of your own have contributed to it. Examine your
conscience. Isthere one of you here who isn't aware of things you know you shouldn't have done...”

Like migt, the beginnings of rain blew upon thelight and the dtar. But the light continued to burn, and the
rock was unchanged. Nigdl’ s voice continued; and the rain thickened, blowing more fiercely upon the
rock and the light. On the mountainside the day darkened, but the light burned on through the darkness,
showing the rock till there, still unmarked and unmoved . . .

Nigel was softly showing them dl the way to awor-thier and happier life, away that trusted in what he
wastdling them. All that they needed to do was to acknowledge the errors of their past and let
themselves be guided in the proper path in the future. Hiswords made awarm and friendly shelter away
from al storm, its door open and waiting for al of them. But, sadly, Hal must remain behind, aone, out
on the moun-tainsidein theicy and violent rain, clinging to the rock so that the wind would not blow him
away; with only the pure but heetlesslight burning in the darkness to comfort him.

Sowly, he became aware that the increasing wind had ceased growing stronger, that the rain which had
been falling ever heavier was now steady, that the darkness could grow no darker—and he, the rock and
the light were dtill there, till together. A warmth of anew sort kindled itself ingde him and grew until it
shouted in triumph. He fet a strength within him that he had never felt before, and with that strength, he
stepped back, merging once more the two levels, so that helooked out nakedly through his own eyes
agan

a Nigd.

Nigel had finished talking and was stepping down from the platform, headed out of the room. All the
prisonersturned to watch him go asif he walked out of the room holding one string to which al of them
were attached.

“If you'll comethisway, brothers,” said one of the guards.

They were led, by this sngle guard only, down more corridors and into aroom with desks, where they



were

handed back their papers.

* * %

Apparently, they were freeto go. They were ushered out of the building and Ha found himsalf walking
down the street with Jason &t his side. Helooked at the other man and saw him smiling and animated.

“Howard! * Jason said. “Isn’'t thiswonderful ? We ve got to find the others and tell them about this great
man. They'll haveto see him for themsalves”

Hal looked closdly into Jason’ s eyes.
“What isit, brother?’ said Jason. “Is something wrong?’

“No,” said Hal. “But maybe we should st down somewhere and make some plans. Isthere any place
around here where we can talk, away from people?’

Jason looked around. They were in what appeared to Hal to be a semi-industria section. It was
mid-morning, and the rain that had been faling when they had landed the day before was now holding

off, a-though the sky was dark and promised more precipita-tion.

“Thisearly . . .” Jason hesitated. “ There' sasmal eating place with boothsin its back room, and thistime
of day the back room ought to be completely empty.”

“Let’'sgo,” saidHal.

The eating place turned out to be small indeed. It was hardly the sort of establishment that Hal would
have found himsdf turning into if he had smply wanted amed, but its front room held only one group of
four and one or two customers at the square tables there; and the back room, as Jason had predicted,

was empty. They took abooth in acorner and ordered cof-fee.

“What plans did you havein mind to make, Howard?’ asked Jason, when the coffee had been brought.

Hdl tasted what wasin his cup, and set the cup down again. Coffee—or rather some imitation of it—
wasto befound on dl the inhabited worlds. But itstaste varied largely on any two worlds, and was often
markedly different in widely distant parts of the same world. Hal had spent three years getting used to

Coby coffee. He would have to start al over again with Har-mony coffee.

“Have you seen this?’ he asked, inturn.

From apocket he brought out asmall gold nugget encased in a cube of glass. It wasthefirst piece of
pocket gold he had found in the Y ow Dee Mine; and, following a Coby custom, he had bought it back

from the mine owners and had it encased in glass, to carry about as a good-luck piece. Hisfellow
team-members would have thought him strangeif he had not. Now, for thefirst time, he had ausefor it.

Jason bent over the cube.
“Isthat red gold?’ he asked, with the fascination of anyone not of either Coby or Earth.



“Yes,” said Hal. “ Seethecolor ...”

He reached out across the table and took the back of Jason’s neck gently and precisely between thetips
of

his thumb and middle finger. The skin benegath hisfin-gertips jumped at histouch, then relaxed as he put
soft pressure on the nerve endings below it.

“Easy,” hesaid, “just watch the piece of gold . . . Jason, | want you to rest for abit. Just close your eyes
and lean back against the back of the booth and deep for a couple of minutes. Then you can open your
eyesand ligten. I’ ve got something to tell you.”

With an obedience alittle too ready to be natural, Jason closed his eyes and leaned back, resting his
head against the hard, dark-dyed wooden panel that was the back of the booth. Hal took his hand from
the other’ s neck and Jason stayed as he was, breathing easily and deeply for about a hundred and fifty
heart-beats. Then he opened his eyes and stared at Hal asif puzzled for asecond. He smiled.

“Y ou were going to tell me something,” he said.

“Yes” said HA. “And you're going to listen to me al the way through and then not say anything until
you' ve thought about what I’ ve just told you. Aren't you?’

“Yes, Howard,” said Jason.

“Good. Now listen closdly.” Hal paused. He had never done anything like this before; and therewas a
danger, in Jason’s present unnaturaly receptive sate, that some words Hal used might have alarger
effect than he had intended it to have. “Because | want you to understand something. Right now you think
you're acting normally and doing exactly what you' d or-dinarily want to do. But actudly, that’ s not the
case. Thefactis, avery powerful individuad’s made you an attractive offer on alevel whereit’shard for
you to refuse him, achoiceto let your conscience go to deep and leave dl mora decisonsup to
someone else. Be-cause you were approached on that particular leve,

you've no way of judging whether this was awise de-cison to make, or not. Do you follow me so far?
Nod your head if you do.”

Jason nodded. He was concentrating just hard enough to bring asmdl frown lineinto being between his
eyebrows. But otherwise hisface was still relaxed and happy.

“Essentidly what you' ve just been told,” Hal said, “isthat Nigdl Bias, or people designated by him, will
decide not only what’ sright for you, but what you' |l want to do; and you’ ve agreed that thiswould be a
good thing. Because of that, you’ ve now joined those who' ve already made that agreement with him;
those who were until an hour ago your enemies, in that they were trying to destroy the faith you' ve held
todl your life...”

The dight frown was degpening between Jason’ s brows and the happiness on hisface was being
re-placed by a strained expression. Hal talked on; and when at last he stopped, Jason was huddled on
the other seat, turned as far away from Hal asthe close confines of the booth would alow, with hisface
hidden in hishands.

Hd sat, feding miserable himsdlf, and tried to drink his coffee. The silence between them continued, until
finally Jason heaved along, shivering sigh and dropped his hands. He turned aface to Hal that looked as



if it had not dept for two nights.

“Oh, God!” he said.
Ha looked back at him, but did not try to say any-thing.

“I'munclean,” said Jason. “Unclean!”
“Nonsense,” said Hal. Jason’ s eyes jumped to hisface; and Hal made himsdf grin at the other. “What
wasthat | seem to remember hearing when | was

young—and you must’ ve remembered hearing, too— about the sin of pride? What makes you fed
you're particularly evil in having knuckled under to the per-suasion of Nigel Bias?”’

“| lacked faith!” said Jason.

“Weadl lack faith to some extent,” Hal said. “ There are probably some men and women so strongin
their faith that Bias wouldn't have been able to touch them. | had ateacher once. . . but the point is,

everyone sein that room gave in to him, the same way you did.”

“Youdidn't”
“I've had specid training,” said Hdl. “That’ swhat | wastelling you just now, remember? What Nige

Bias did, he succeeded in doing because he' salso had specia training. Believe me, someone without
training would have had to have been avery remarkable person to resist him. But for someone with

traning, itwas. . . rdatively easy.”

Jason drew another deep, ragged breath.

“Then I’m ashamed for another reason,” he said bleakly.

“Why?' Ha stared at him.

“Because | thought you were aspy, planted on me by the Accursed of God, when they decided to hold
me captive. When we heard Howard Immanuel son had died of alung diseasein aholding station on

Coby, we dl assumed his papers had been lost. The thought that someone €l se of the faith could find
them and use them —and hisdoing it would be so secret that someone like mysalf wouldn’t know—that

was stretching coin-cidence beyond belief. And you were so quick to pick up the finger speech. So |
was going to pretend | wastaken in by you. | was going to bring you with me to some place where the

other brothers and ssters of the faith could question you and find out why you were

sent and what you knew about us.”

He stared burningly a Hal.

“And then you, just now, brought me back from Hell—from where | could never have come back
with-out you. There was no need for you to do that if you had been one of the enemy, one of the

Accursed. How could | have doubted that you were of the faith?’

“Quiteeadly,” sad Hd. “Asfar asbringing you back from Hell, al | did was hurry up the processa
little. The kind of persuasion Nigdl Biaswas using only takes permanently with people who basicaly



agree with him to begin with. With those who don’t, histype of mind-changing gets esten away by the
natural fed-ingsof theindividua until it wears thin and bresks down. Since you were someone opposed
enough to him to fight him, the only way he could stop you per-manently would beto kill you.”

“Why didn’t hethen?’ said Jason. “Why didn’t hekill dl of us?’

“Becauseit’ sto his advantage to pretend that he only opens peopl€ s eyesto theright way tolive,” said
Hal, hearing an echo of Walter the Inteacher in the words even as he said them. He had not consciously
stopped to think the matter out, but Jason’ s question had automatically evoked the obvious answer.
“Even his convinced followersfed safer if heisdwaysright, dways merciful. What he did with us, there,
wasn't because we were important, but because the two men with him on the platform were
important—to him. There reredly only a handful of what you cal the Bdlid-spawn, compared to the
trillions of people on the fourteen worlds. Those like Nigdel don't have thetime, eveniif they fdt likeit, to
control everyone person-ally. So, whenever possible they use the same sort of social mechanismsthat’ ve
been used down the cen-

turies when afew people wanted to command many.”

Jason sat watching him.

“Who are you, Howard?’ he asked.

“I'msorry.” Hal hesitated. “1 can't tell you that. But | should tell you you' ve no obligation to call me

brother. I'mafraid | lied to you. I'm not of thefaith, asyou call it. I’ ve got nothing to do with whatever
or-ganization you and those with you belong to. But | am at war with Nigdl Biasand hiskind.”

“Then you're abrother,” said Jason, smply. He picked up his own cold coffee cup and drank deeply
from it. “We—those the Accursed call the Children— are of every sect and every possible interpretation
of the ldeaof God. Y our difference from the rest of usisn't any greater than our differences from each
other. But I’'m glad you told methis, because I’ [l have to tell the others about you when we reach them.”

“Can we reach them?” asked Hal.

“There sno problem about that,” said Jason. “I’ [| make contact in town here with someone who'll know
where the closest band of warriorsis, right now; and we' ll join them. Out in the countryside we of the
faith still control. Oh, they chase us, but they can’t do more than keep us on the move. It' sonly here, in
the cities, that the Belia-gpawn and their minionsrule.”

He did to the end of the booth and stood up.

“Comeadong,” hesad.

Out in the coldly damp air of the street, they located a callbox and coded for an autocab. In succession,
they visited aclothing store, alibrary and a gymnasium, without Jason’ s recognizing anyone he trusted

enough to ask for help. Ther fourth try brought them to asmall vehicle cusom-repair garagein the
northern outskirts of Citadel.

The garage itself was adome-like temporary struc-

ture perched in an open field out where residences gave way to small persona farm-plots rented by city
dwellers on an annua basis. It occupied an open stretch of stony ground that was its own best



demon-gtration of why it had not been put to persona farming the way the land around it had. Insde the
barely-heated dome, the air of which was thick with the faint-ly banana-like smell of alocd tree oil used
for lubri-cation hanging like an invisble mist over the half-dis-mantled engines of saverd surface vehicles,
they found a single occupant—a square, short, leathery man in his sixties, engaged in reassembling the
rear support fan of an dl-terrain fourplace cruiser.

“Hilary!” said Jason, asthey reached him.

“Jase—" said the worker, barely glancing up at them. “When did you get back?’

“Yesterday,” said Jason. “ The Accursed put us up overnight in their specid hotel. Thisis Howard
Immanuelson. Not of the faith, but one of our dlies. From Coby.”

“Coby?’ Hilary glanced up once more at Hal. “What did you do on Coby?’

“I wasaminer,” said Hal.

Hilary reached for acleansing rag, wiped his hands, turned about and offered one of them to HAl.
“Long?’ heasked.

“Threeyears.”

Hilary nodded.

“I like people who know how to work,” he said. “Y ou two on the run?’

“No,” said Jason. “ They turned usloose. But we need to get out into the country. Who's close right
now?’

Hilary looked down at his hands and wiped them once more on his cloth, then threw the clothina
wastebin.

“Rukh Tamani,” he said. “ She and her peopl € re passing through, on their way to something. Y ou know
Rukh?’

“I know of her,” said Jason. “She'sasword of the Lord.”

“Y ou might connect up with them. Want meto give you amap?’

“Please,” said Jason. “And if you can supply us—*

“Clothesand gear, that'sall,” said Hilary. “Weap-ons are getting too risky.”
“Canyou take uscloseto her, a al?’

“Oh, | can get you fairly well in.” Hilary looked again a Hal. “Anything I’ [l be ableto give you in the way
of clothesisgoing tofit pretty tight.”

“Let’stry what you've got,” said Jason.



Hilary led them to a partitioned-off corner of hisdome. The door they went through let theminto a
gtoreroom piled to the ceiling with ajumble of con-tainers and goods of dl kinds. Hilary threaded hisway
among the stacks to a pile of what seemed to be mainly clothing and camping gear, and Started pulling
out items.

Twenty minutes later, he had them both outfitted with heavy bush clothing including both shoulder and
belt packs and camping equipment. As Hilary had predicted, Hal’ s shirt, jacket and undershirt were tight
in the shoulders and short in the deeves. Otherwise, everything that he had given Hd fitted well enough.
The one particular blessing turned out to be the fact that there were bush boots available of the proper
length for Hal’ sfeet. They werealittle too wide, but extra socks and insolestook care of that.

“Now,” Hilary said when the outfitting was com-plete. “When did you egt |lagt?’

Hunger returned to Hal’ s consciousness like a body blow. Unconscioudy, onceit had become obvious
inthe cdll that there was no hope of food soon, he had blocked out his need for it—strongly enough that
he had even sat in the coffee place with Jason and not thought of food, when he could have had it for the
or-dering. Asit was, Jason answered before he did.

“Wedidn’'t. Not since we got off the ship.”

“Then | better feed you, hadn’'t 17" grunted Hilary. He led them out of the storeroom and into another
corner of the dome that had a cot, sink, foodkeeper and cooking equipment.

Hefed them an enormous medl, mainly of fried veg-etables, local mutton and bread, washed down with
quantities of aflat, semi-sweet root beer, gpparently made from avariform of the native Earth product.
The heavy intake of food operated on Hdl like a sedative. Once they had all piled into a battered
six-place bush van, he stretched out and fell adeep.

He woke to arhythmic sound that was the dashing of branch tips againgt the sides of the van. Looking
out the windows on either side, he saw that they were pro-ceeding down aforest track so narrow that
the bushes on either side barely dlowed the van to pass. Jason and Hilary were in mid-conversation in
the front seet of the van.

“... Of courseit won't stop them!” Hilary was saying. “But if there sanything at dl the Bdid-spawn are
even alittle sengtivetto, it’ s public opinion. If Rukh and her people can take care of the core shaft tap,
it'll be achoicefor them of starving Hope, Vdley-vae, and the other locd cities, or shifting the ship
out-fitting to the core tap center on South Promise. It'll save them trouble to shift. It'satemporary spoke
intheir whed, that’ sdl; but what more can we ask?’

“We can ask towin,” said Jason.

“God dlowed the spawn to gain control in our cities” sad Hilary. “In Histime, He will release usfrom
them. Until then, our job isto testify for Him by doing al we can to resist them.”

Jason sighed.

“Hilary,” hesaid. “ Sometimes| forget you' re just like the other old folk when it comes to anything that
lookslike an act of God' swill.”

“Y ou haven't lived long enough yet,” Hilary said. “ To you, everything seemsto turn on what' s happened



inyour own few years. Get older and look around the fourteen worlds, and you' |l see that the time of
Judgement’ snot that far off. Our raceisold and sick in an. On every world, thingsarefdling into
disorder and decay, and the coming among us of these mixed breeds who' d make everyone el seinto
their persond cattleis only one more sign of the approach of Judgement.”

“I can't teke that attitude,” said Jason, shaking his head. “\We wouldn’t be capable of hope, if hope had
no meaning.”

“It'sgot meaning,” said Hilary, “inapractica sense. Forcing the spawn to change their plansto an-other
core tap delays them; and who' s to know but that very delay may be part of the battle plan of the Lord,
ashegirdshisloinsto fight thislast and greatest fight?’

The noise of the branches hitting the sides and win-dows of the van ceased suddenly. They had emerged
into an open area.overgrown only by tal, straight-limbed conifers—variforms of some Earthly stock—
spaced about upon uneven, rocky ground that had hardly any covering beyond patches of green moss
and brown, dead needles fdlen from the trees. The sun, for

thefirgt time Ha had seen it since he had arrived on Harmony, was breaking through a high-lying mass
of white and black clouds, wind-torn here and there to show occasiond patches of startling blue and
brilliant light. The ground-level breeze blew strongly against the van; and for thefirst time Hal became
awarethat their way was uphill. With that recognition, the re-alization came that the plant life and the
terrain in-dicated aconsderably higher dtitude than that of Citaddl.

Hal sat up on the seet.
“You dive back there?’ sad Hilary.
“Yes” answered Hal.

“WEll betherein afew minutes, Howard,” said Jason. “Let metak to Rukh about you, first. It'l be her
decision asto whether you' re allowed to join her group, or not. If shewon't have you, I’ll come back
with you, too; and we' Il stay together until Hilary can find agroup that’ Il have us both.”

“You'll beonyour own, if | haveto take you back,” said Hilary. “1 can’'t afford to keep you around my
placefor fear of attracting attention.”

“We know that,” said Jason.

The van went up and over arise of theterrain, and nosed down abruptly into avalley-like depresson
that was like aknife-cut in the dope. Some ten or twenty meters below was the bed of the valey, with a
amal stream running through it; the stream itself was hardly visible because of thethick cluster of small
treesthat grew about its moisture. The van did down the dope of the valley wall on the air-cushion of its
fans, plunged in among the trees, and cameto a halt at a short dis-tance from the near edge of the
stream. From above, Hal had seen nothing of people or shelters, but sud-denly they were in the midst of
asmadl encampment.

Hetook it in a one glance. It was a picture that wasto stay in his mind afterwards. Brightly touched by
amoment of the sunlight breaking through the ragged clouds overhead, he saw anumber of collapsible
shelterslike beehives the height of agrown man, their olive-colored side panels and tops further
camouflaged by tree branches fastened about them. Two men were stlanding in the stream, apparently
washing clothes. A woman approaching middle age, in ablack, leather-like jacket, was just coming out



of thetreesto the | eft of the van. On arock in the center of the clearing sat agray-haired man with a
conerifle haf torn down for cleaning its parts, lying on a cloth he had spread across his knees. Facing
him, and turning now to face the van, was atall, dim, dark young woman in a somber green bush jacket,
its large number of square pockets bulging with their contents. Below the bush jacket, she wore heavy
bush pants tucked into the tops of short boots. A gunbelt and sidearm were hooked tightly about her
narrow wagt, the black holster hold-ing the sidearm with its weether flap clipped firmly down

She wore nothing on her head. Her black hair was cut short about her ears, and her face was narrow
and perfect below awide brow and brilliant, dark eyes. In that single, arrested moment, the repressed
poet in Hal woke, and he thought that she was like the dark blade of asword in the sunlight. Then his
attention was jerked from her. In a series of flashing motions the disassembled parts of the coneriflein
the hands of the gray-haired man were thrown back together, ending with the hard dap of anew tube of
cones into the mag-azine dot below the barrel. The man was amost as swift asHal had seen Malachi be
insmilar demon-strations. The movements of this man did not have the smooth, unitary flow of
Maachi’ s—but he was dmost

asfast.
“All right,” said the woman in the bush jacket. “1t' sHilary.”

The hands of the gray-haired man relaxed on the now-ready weapon; but the weapon itself till lay on
the cloth over hisknees, pointing in the generd direc-tion of Hal and the other two. Hilary got out of the
van. Jason and Hal did the same.

“I brought you a couple of recruits,” said Hilary, as coolly asif the man on the rock was holding astick
of candy. He started to walk forward and Jason moved after him. Hal followed.

“Thisis Jason Rowe,” said Hilary. “Maybe you know him. The other’ snot of thefaith, but afriend. HE's
Howard Immanuelson, aminer from Coby.”

By the time he had finished saying this he was within ameter and ahdf of the woman and the man with
Jason and Hal a step behind. Hilary stopped. The woman glanced at Jason, nodded briefly, then turned
her brilliant gaze on HAl.

“Immanuelson?’ she said. “I’'m Rukh Tamani. Thisis my sergeant, James Child-of-God.”

Ha found it hard to look away from her, but he turned his gaze on the face of the gray-haired man. He
found himsdlf looking into arectangular, raw-boned set of features, clothed in skin gone leathery some
years since from sun and weether. Linesradiated from the corners of the eyes of James Child-of-God;
deeper lines had carved themsalvesin long curves about the corners of his mouth, from noseto chin, and
the pale blue eyes he fastened on Hal were like the muzzles of conerifles.

“If not of thefaith,” he said to them al now, in adry, penetrating tenor voice, “ he hath no right here
among us.”



