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IN THE TENTH YEARTHE DAY OF JUDGVENT

The Earth colony of Landin had been stranded on distant Eltanin for ten years. But ten of
Eltanin's years were six hundred Terrestrial years, and the lonely and dw ndling human settl enment
was beginning to feel the strain.

Every wi nter—a season which lasted for fifteen of our years—the Earthman had nei ghbors. These were
the hu-manoid hilfs, a nonmadic people who only settled down when they burrowed in for the crue
long cold spell. Yet the hilfs feared the Earthnen, whomthey thought of as witches and called the
farborns. And their fear kept the |lost colony |onely.

But hilfs and farborns had common enenies: the hordes of ravagi ng barbarians called Gaals and the
eerie preying snowghouls. And in the terrible winter of the Tenth Year, the only hope of hilf and
farborn was to join forces or be annihil ated.

URSULA KRCEBER LE GUI'N, daughter of A L. Kroe-ber (anthropologist) and Theodora Kroeber (author),
was born in Berkeley, California in 1929. She attended coll ege at Radcliffe and Col unbia, and
married C. A Le@in hi Paris in 1951. The LeGuins and their three children live in Portl and,

Or egon.
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CHAPTER ONE: A Handful of Darkness

PLANET COF EXI LE

Copyright © 1966, by Ursula K LeQuin
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First Ace printing: Cctober, 1966

Second Ace printing: My, 1971

Third Ace printing: March, 1973
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IN THE LAST DAYS of the |ast noonphase of Autum a wind blew fromthe northern ranges through the
dying forests of Askatevar, a cold wind that snelled of snobke and snow. Slight and shadowy as a
wild animal in her light furs, the girl Rolery slipped through the woods, through the storni ng of
dead | eaves, away fromthe walls that stone by stone were rising on the hillside of Tevar and from
the busy fields of the | ast harvest. She went alone and no one called after her. She followed a
faint path that led west, scored and rescored in grooves by the passing southward of the
footroots, choked in places by fallen trunks or huge drifts of |eaves.

Where the path forked at the foot of the Border Ridge she went on straight, but before she had
gone ten steps she turned back quickly towards a pulsing rustle that approached from behi nd.

A runner canme down the northward track, bare feet beating in the surf of |eaves, the long string
that tied his hair whipping behind him Fromthe north he cane at a steady, pounding, |ung-
bursting pace, and never glanced at Rolery anong the trees but pounded past and was gone. The w nd
blew himon his way to Tevar with his news—storm disaster, winter, war . . . Incurious, Rolery
turned and foll owed her own evasive path, which zi gzagged up-

PLANET COF EXI LE

ward anong the great, dead, groaning trunks until at last on the ridge-top she saw sky break clear
before her, and beneath the sky the sea.
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The dead forest had been cleared fromthe west face of the ridge. Sitting in the shelter of a huge
stump, she could | ook out on the renpte and radi ant west, the endless gray reaches of the tida
plain, and, a little below her and to the right, walled and red-roofed on its sea-cliffs, the city
of the farborns.

Hi gh, bright-painted stone houses junbl ed wi ndow bel ow wi ndow and roof bel ow roof down the
slanting cliff-top to the brink. Qutside the walls and beneath the cliffs where they ran | ower
south of the town were nmiles of pas-tureland and fields, all dyked and terraced, neat as patterned
carpets. Fromthe city wall at the brink of the cliff, over dykes and dunes and straight out over
the beach and the slick-shining tidal sands for half a mile, striding on i mense arches of stone,
a causeway went, linking the city to a strange black island anong the sands. A sea-stack, it
jutted up bl ack and bl ack-shadowed fromthe sleek planes and shining | evels of the sands, grim
rock, obdurate, the top of it arched and towered, a carving nore fantastic than even wind or sea
could nake. Was it a house, a statue, a fort, a funeral cairn?-VWat black skill had hollowed it
out and built the incredible bridge, back in timepast when the farborns were nighty and made war?
Rol ery had never paid nuch heed to the vague tales of witchcraft that went with nention of the
farborns, but now | ooking at that black place on the sands she saw that it was strange—the first
thing truly strange to her that she had ever seen: built in a tinepast that had nothing to do with
her, by hands that were not kindred flesh and bl ood, imagined by alien mnds. It was sinister, and
it drew her. Fascinated, she watched a tiny figure that wal ked on that hi gh causeway, dwarfed by
its great length and height, a little dot or stroke of darkness creeping out to the black towers
anong the shining sands.

PLANET OF EXILE

The wi nd here was | ess cold; sunlight shone through cloud-rack in the vast west, gliding the
streets and roofs below her. The town drew her with its strangeness, and w thout pausing to sumrn
up courage or decision, reckless, Rolery went |ightly and quickly down the nountainside and
entered the high gate.

I nside, she wal ked as |ight as ever, careless-willful, but that was nostly from pride: her heart
beat hard as she foll owed the gray, perfectly flat stones of the alien street. She glanced from
left toright, and right to left, hastily, at the tall houses all built above the ground, with
sharp roofs, and wi ndows of transparent stone-so that tale was true! —and at the narrow dirt-lots
in front of some houses where bright-1|eaved kell em and hadun vines, crinmson and orange, went
climbing up the painted blue or green walls, vivid anong all the gray and drab of the autumma

| andscape. Near the eastern gate many of the houses stood enpty, color stripping and scabbing from
the stone, the glittering wi ndows gone. But farther down the streets and steps the houses were
lived in, and she began to pass farborns in the street.

They | ooked at her. She had heard that farborns would nmeet one's eyes straight on, but did not put
the story to test. At |east none of them stopped her; her clothing was not unlike theirs, and sone
of them she saw in her quick flicking glances, were not very nuch darker-skinned than nen. But hi
the faces that she did not | ook at she sensed the unearthly darkness of the eyes.

Al'l at once the street she wal ked on ended in a broad open place, spacious and |level, all gold-and-
shadow streaked by the westering sun. Four houses stood about this square, houses the size of
little hills, fronted with great rows of arches and above these with alternate gray and

transparent stones. Only four streets led into this square and each could be shut with a gate that
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swung fromthe walls of the four great houses; so the square was a fort
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within a fort or a towmn within a town. Above it all a piece of one building stuck straight up into
the air and towered there, bright with sunlight.

It was a mghty place, but al nost enpty of people.

In one sandy corner of the square, itself large as a field, a few farborn boys were playing. Two
youths were having a fierce and skillful westling match, and a bunch of younger boys in padded
coats and caps were as fiercely practicing cut-and-thrust with wood swords. The westlers were
wonderful to watch, weaving a sl ow dangerous dance about each other, then engaging with deft and
sudden grace. Along with a couple of farborns, tall and silent in their furs, Rolery stood | ooking
on. Wen all at once the bigger westler went sailing head over heels to land flat on his brawny
back she gave a gasp that coincided with his, and then [ aughed with surprise and adnmiration. "Good
throw, Jonkendy!" a farborn near her called out, and a woman on the far side of the arena cl apped
her hands. Oblivious, absorbed, the younger boys fought on, thrusting and whacki ng and parryi ng.

She had not known the witchfolk bred up warriors, or prized strength and skill. Though she had
heard of their westling, she had al ways vaguely inmagi ned them as hunched back and spiderlike in a
gl oony den over a potter's wheel, naking the delicate bits of pottery and cl ear-stone that found
their way into the tents of mankind. And there were stories and runors and scraps of tales; a
hunter was "lucky as a farborn"; a certain kind of earth was called witch-ore because the
witchfolk prized it and would trade for it. But scraps were all she knew. Since |ong before her
birth the Men of Askatevar had roaned in the east and north of their range. She had never cone
with a harvest-load to the storeroons under Tevar Hill, so she had never been on this western
border at all till this nobonphase, when all the Men of the Range of Askatever came together with
their flocks and famlies to build the Wnter Cty over the buried granaries. She knew not hi ng,
really,

about the alien race, and when she becane aware that the winning westler, the slender youth
cal l ed Jonkendy, was staring straight into her face, she turned her head away and drew back in
fear and distaste.

He cane up to her, his naked body shining black with sweat. "You come from Tevar, don't you?" he
asked, in human speech, but sounding half the words wong. Happy with his victory, brushing sand
off his lithe arns, he smiled at her

"Yes."

"What can we do for you here? Anything you' want?"
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She could not | ook at himfromso close, of course, but his tone was both friendly and nocking. It
was a boyi sh voi ce; she thought he was probably younger than she. She would not be nocked. "Yes,"
she said coofly. "I want to see that black rock on the sands."

"Go on out. The causeway's open."

He seened to be trying to peer into her lowered face. She turned further fromhim

"I f anybody stops you, tell them Jonkendy Li sent you," he said, "or should I go with you?"

She woul d not even reply to this. Head high and gaze down she headed for the street that led from
the square towards the causeway. None of these grinning black fal semen woul d dare think she was
afraid .

Nobody foll owed. Nobody seened to notice her, passing her in the short street. She cane to the
great pillars of the causeway, glanced behind her, |ooked ahead and st opped.

The bridge was i mrense, a road for giants. Fromup on the ridge it had | ooked fragile, spanning
fields and dunes and sand with the light rhythmof its arches; but here she saw that it was wi de
enough for twenty nmen to wal k abreast on, and led straight to the |ooning black gates of the tow
errock. No rail divided the great wal kway fromthe gulf of air. The idea of wal king out on it was
sinply wong. She could not do it; it was not a walk for human feet.
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A sidestreet led her to a western gate in the city wall. She hurried past |ong, enpty pens and
byres and slipped out the gate, intending to go on round the walls and be off hone.

But here where the cliffs ran lower, with nany stairs cut in them the fields below |ay peacefu
and patterned in the yell ow afternoon; and just across the dunes lay the wi de beach, where she

m ght find the |ong green seafl owers that wonmen of Askatevar kept in their chests and on feast-
days weathed hi their hair. She snelled the queer snmell of the sea. She had never wal ked on the
sea-sands in her life. The sun was not |ow yet. She went down a cliff stairway and through the
fields, over the dykes and dunes and ran out at |ast onto the flat and shining sands that went on
and on out of sight to the north and west and south.

Wnd blew, faint sun shone. Very far ahead in the west she heard an unceasi ng sound, an inmense,
renote voice nurnuring, lulling. Firmand |l evel and endl ess, the sand |ay under her feet. She ran
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for the joy of running, stopped and |ooked with a | augh of exhilaration at the causeway arches

mar chi ng sol etm and huge beside the tiny wavering line of her footprints, ran on again and stopped
again to pick up silvery shells that lay half buried in the sand. Bright as a handful of col ored
pebbl es the farborn town perched on the cliff-top behind her. Before she was tired of salt w nd
and space and solitude, she was out al nost as far as the towerrock, which now | ooned dense bl ack
bet ween her and the sun

Cold lurked hi that |ong shadow. She shivered and set off running again to get out of the shadow,
keepi ng a good |l ong ways fromthe black bul k of rock. She wanted to see how | ow t he sun was
getting, how far she nust run to see the first waves of the sea.

Fai nt and deep on the wind a voice rang in her ears, calling sonmething, calling so strangely and
urgently that she stopped still and | ooked back with a qual mof dread at

the great black island rising up out of the sand. Was the witchplace calling to her?

On the unrail ed causeway, over one of the piers that stuck down into the island rock, high and
distant up there, a black figure stood calling to her

She turned and ran, then stopped and turned back. Terror grew in her. Now she wanted to run, and
did not. The terror overcane her and she could not nove hand or foot but stood shaking, a roaring
in her ears. The witch of the black tower was weaving his spider-spell about her. Flinging out his
arns he called again the piercing urgent words she did not understand, faint on the wind as a
seabird's call, staak, staak! The roaring hi her ears grew and she cowered down on the sand.

Then all at once, clear and quiet inside her head, a voice said, "Run. Get up and run. To the

i sl and—ow, quick." And before she knew, she had got to her feet; she was running. The qui et voice
spoke again to guide her. Unseeing, sobbing for breath, she reached black stairs cut hi the rock
and began to struggle up them At a turning a black figure ran to neet her. She reached up her
hand and was hal f | ed, hah5 dragged, up one nore staircase, then rel eased. She fell against the
wal |, for her |egs would not hold her. The black figure caught her, hel ped her stand, and spoke
aloud in the voice that had spoken inside her skull: "Look," he said, "there it comes."

Wat er crashed and boil ed below themwi th a roar that shook the solid rock. The waters parted by
the island joined white and roaring, swept on, hissed and foaned and crashed on the long slope to
the dunes, stilled to a rocking of bright waves.

Rol ery stood clinging to the wall, shaking. She could not stop shaking.

"The tide cones in here just a bit faster than a man can run," the qui et voice behind her said.
"And when it's in, it's about twenty feet deep here around the Stack. Cone on

10
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up this way . . . That's why we lived out here in the old days, you see. Half of the tine it's an
island. Used to lure an eneny army out onto the sands just before the tide cane in, if they didn't
know nuch about the tides . . . Are you all right?"

Rol ery shrugged slightly. He did not seemto understand the gesture, so she said, "Yes." She could
understand his speech, but he used a good many words she had never heard, and pronounced nost of
the rest wong. "You come from Tevar ?"

She shrugged again. She felt sick and wanted to cry, but did not. Cinbing the next flight of
stairs cut in the black rock, she put her hair straight, and fromits shelter glanced up for a
split second sideways at the farborn's face. It was strong, rough, and dark, with grim bright
eyes, the dark eyes of the alien

"What were you doing on the sands? Didn't anyone warn you about the tide?"

"I didn't know, " she whi spered.

"Your Elders know. O they used to last Spring when your tribe was living along the coast here.
Men have dam short nenories." What he said was harsh, but his voice was al ways qui et and w t hout
har shness. "This way now. Don't worry—the whole place is enpty. It's been a long tinme one of you
peopl e set foot on the Stack . "

They had entered a dark door and tunnel and come out into a room which she thought huge till they
entered the next one. They passed through gates and courts open to the sky, along arched galleries
that | eaned far out above the sea, through roons and vaulted halls, all silent, enpty, dwelling

pl aces of the sea-wi nd. The sea rocked its winkled silver far bel ow now. She felt |ight-headed,

i nsubstanti al

"Does nobody live here?" she asked hi a small voice.

"Not now. "

"I't's your Wihiter City?"

"No, we winter in the town. This was built as a fort. W

12
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had a lot of enenmies in the old Years . . . Wiy were you on the sands?"

"l wanted to see ..

" See what ?"

"The sands. The ocean. | was hi your town first, | wanted to see

"All right! No harmhi that." He led her through a gallery so high it nade her dizzy. Through the
tall, pointed arches crying seabirds flew Then passing down a |last narrow corridor they canme out
under a gate, and crossed a clanging bridge of swordnetal onto the causeway.

They wal ked between tower and town, between sky and sea, hi silence, the wind pushing them al ways
towards the right. Rolery was cold, and unnerved by the hei ght and strangeness of the walk, by the
presence of the dark fal se-nan beside her, walking with her pace for pace.

As they entered the town he said abruptly, "I won't mnd-speak you again. | had to then."

"When you said to run— she began, then hesitated, not sure what he was tal king about, or what had
happened out on the sands.

"1 thought you were one of us," he said as if angry, and then controlled hinself. "I couldn't
stand and watch you drown. Even if you deserved to. But don't worry. | won't do it again, and it
didn't give ne any power over you. No matter what your Elders nay tell you. So go on, you're free
as air and ignorant as ever."

Hi s harshness was real, and it frightened Rolery. Inpatient with her fear she inquired, shakily
but with inpudence, "Am| also free to cone back?"

At that the farborn | ooked at her. She was aware, though she could not | ook up at his face, that
hi s expression had changed. "Yes. You are. May | know your nane, daughter of Askatevar?"

"Rolery of Wwld's Kin."

"Wl d's your grandfather?—your father? He's still alive?"
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"Wol d closes the circle hi the Stone Pounding," she said loftily, trying to assert herself agai nst
his air of absolute authority. How could a farborn, a false-nman, kinless and beneath |aw, be so
grimand |ordly?

"Gve himgreeting fromJakob Agat Alterra. Tell himthat I'Il conme to Tevar tonorrow to speak to
him Farewell, Rolery." And he put out his hand in the salute of equals so that wi thout thinking
she did the same, |aying her open pal magainst his.

Then she turned and hurried up the steep streets and steps, drawing her fur hood up over her head,
turning fromthe few farborns she passed. Wiy did they stare in one's face so, |ike corpses or
fish? Warm bl ooded ani mal s and human beings did not go staring hi one another's eyes that way. She
cane out of the landward gate with a great sense of relief, and nade her quick way up the ridge in
the | ast reddi sh sunlight, down through the dying woods, and along the path leading to Tevar. As
twilight verged into darkness, she saw across the stubble-fields little stars of fire light from

the tents encircling the unfinished Wnter City on the hill. She hurried on towards warnth and
di nner and humanki nd. But even in the big sister-tent of her Kin, kneeling by the fire and
stuffing herself with stew anong the wonenfol k and children, still she felt a strangeness

lingering in her nmnd. Cosing her right hand, she seenmed to hold against her palma handful of
dar kness, where his touch had been

CHAPTER TWO In the Red Tent

"Tats SLOP'S COLD," he grow ed, pushing it away. Then seeing old Kerry's patient | ook as she took

the bowl to reheat it, he called hinself a cross old fool. But none of his w ves—he had only one

| eft —Aone of hi s daughters, none of the wonmen could cook up a bow of bhan-neal the way Shakat any

had done. Wat a cook she had been, and young. . .his last young wife. And she had died, out there
in the eastern range, died young while he went on living and living, waiting for the bitter Wnter
to cone.

A girl came by in a leather tunic stanped with the trifoliate nmark of his Kin, a granddaughter
probably. She | ooked a little Iike Shakatany. He spoke to her, though he did not remenber her
name. "WAs it you that cane in late |last night, kinswoman?"

He recognized the turn of her head and snile. She was the one he teased, the one that was
i ndol ent, inpudent, sweet-natured, solitary; the child born out of season. Wiat the devil was her
name?"

"I bring you a nessage, Eldest."
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"Whose nessage?"

"He called hinself by a big nane—Jakat-abat-bolter-ra? | can't renenber it all.”

"Alterra? That's what the farborns call their chiefs. Were did you see this man?"

15
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"It wasn't a man, Eldest, it was a farborn. He sent greetings, and a nessage that he'll cone today
to Tevar to speak to the El dest."

"Did he, now?" said Wld, nodding a little, admring her effrontery. "And you're his nmessage-
bear er ?"

"He chanced to speak to ne .

"Yes, yes. Did you know, kinswoman, that anmong the Men of Pernnek Range an unwed worman who speaks
to a farborn is ... punished?"

" Puni shed how?"

"Never mnd."

"The Pernnek men are a | ot of kloob-eaters, and they shave their heads. What do they know about
farborns, anyway? They never cone to the coast. ... | heard once in sonme tent that the El dest of
my Kin had a farborn wife. In other days."

"That was true. In other days." The girl waited, and Wl d | ooked back, far back into another tine:
ti mepast, the Spring. Colors, fragrances long faded, flowers that had not blooned for forty
moonphases, the al nost forgotten sound of a voice . . . "She was young. She died young. Before
Sunmer ever came." After a while he added, "Besides, that's not the same as an unwed girl speaking
to a farborn. There's a difference, kinswonan."
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"Why so?"

Though i npertinent, she deserved an answer. "There are several reasons, and sone are better than
others. This mainly: a farborn takes only one wife, so a true-woman marryi ng hi m woul d bear no
sons. "

"Way woul d she not, El dest?"

"Don't wonen talk in the sister-tent any nore? Are you all so ignorant? Because human and farborn
can't conceive together! Did you never hear of that? Either a sterile mating or el se m scarri ages,
nm sf ormed nonsters that don't come to term My wife, Arilia, who was farborn, died in niscarrying
a child. Her people have no rule; their wonen are like nmen, they nmarry whomthey |ike. But anobng
Man-

land there is law. wonen lie with human nmen, marry human men, bear human children!™”

She | ooked a little sick and sorry. Presently, |ooking off at the scurry and bustle on the walls
of the Wnter City, she said, "A fine |law for wonmen who have nen to lie with

She | ooked to be about twenty nobonphases ol d, which neant she was the one born out of season

right in the mddle of the Summer Fallow when children were not born. The sons of Spring would by
now be twice or three tinmes her age, nmarried, remarried, prolific; the Fall-born were all children
yet. But sone Spring-born fell ow would take her for third or fourth wife; there was no need for
her to conplain. Perhaps he could arrange a narriage for her, though that depended on her
affiliations. "Wo is your nother, kinswonan?"

She | ooked straight at his belt-clasp and said, "Shaka-tany was nmy nother. Have you forgotten
her ?"

"No, Rolery,"” he replied after a little while. "I haven't. Listen now, daughter, where did you
speak to this Al-terra? Was his nane Agat ?"

"That was part of his nane.

"So | knew his father and his father's father. He is of the kin of the woman ... the farborn we
spoke of. He woul d be perhaps his sister's son or brother's son."

"Your nephew then. My cousin," said the girl, and gave a sudden |laugh. Wl d also grinned at the
grotesque logic of this affiliation
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"I met himwhen | went to | ook at the ocean," she explained, "there on the sands. Before | saw a
runner coming fromthe north. None of the wonen know. WAs there news |Is the Southing going to
begi n?"

"Maybe, maybe," said Wl d. He had forgotten her name again. "Run along, child, help your sisters
inthe fields there," he said, and forgetting her, and the bow of bhan he had been waiting for

he got up heavily and went round his great red-painted tent to gaze at the swarm ng workers on the
eart h-houses and the walls of the Wnter Cty, and be-
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yond themto the north. The northern sky this norning I was very blue, clear, cold, over bare
hills. : Vividly he renenbered the life in those peak-roofed : warrens dug into the earth: the
huddl ed bodi es of a hun-dred sl eepers, the old wonen waking and lighting the fires that sent heat
and snoke into all his pores, the snell of boiling wintergrass, the noise, the stink, the close
warnth of winter in those burrows under the frozen ground. And the cold cleanly stillness of the
wor| d above, w nd-scoured or snow covered, when he and the other young hunters ranged far from
Tevar hunting the snowbirds and korio and the fat wespries that followed the frozen rivers” down
fromthe renotest north. And over there, right across the valley, froma patch of snowrop there
had risen up the lolling white head of a snowghoul. . . . And before then, before the snow and ice
and white beasts of Wnter, there had once before been bright weather like this: a bright day of
gol den wi nd and bl ue sky, cold above the hills. And he, no nan, only a brat anong the brats and
worren, | ooking up at flat white faces, red plunes, capes of queer, feathery grayish fur; voices
had barked |ike beasts in words he did not understand, while the nmen of his Kin and the El ders of
Askat evar had answered in stern voices, bidding the flat-faces go on. And before that there had
been a man who cane running fromthe north with the side of his face burnt and bl oody, crying,
"The Gaal, the Gaal! They canme through our canp at Peknal "

Cl earer than any present voice he heard that hoarse shout ring across his lifetinme, the sixty
nmoonphases that |ay between himand that staring, listening brat, between this bright day and that
bright day. Wiere was Pekna? Lost under the rains, the snows; and the thaws of Spring had washed
away the bones of the nassacred, the rotted tents, the nmenory, the nane.

There woul d be no nassacres this time when the Gaal cane south through the Range of Askatevar. He
had seen to that. There was sone good in outliving your tune and

18
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renenmbering old evils. Not one clan or fanmily of the Men of all this Range was left out in the
Sunmer | ands to be caught unawares by the Gaal or the first blizzard. They were all here. Twenty
hundreds of them with the little Fall-borns thick as | eaves skippi ng about under your feet, and
wonen chattering and gleaning in the fields |ike flocks of mgratory birds, and nen swarning to
build up the houses and walls of the Wnter City with the old stones on the old foundations, to
hunt the last of the mgrant beasts, to cut and store endl ess wood fromthe forests and peat from
the Dry Bog, to round up and settle the harmin great byres and feed themuntil the wi ntergrass
shoul d begin to grow. Al of them in this [abor that had gone on half a nobonphase now, had obeyed
hun, and he had obeyed the old Way of Man. \Wen the Gaal canme they would shut the city gates; when
the blizzards cane they woul d shut the earth-house doors, and they would survive till Spring. They
woul d survive

He sat down on the ground behind his tent, |lowering hinmself heavily, sticking out his gnarled,
scarred legs into the sunlight. Small and whitish the sun | ooked, though the sky was flaw essly
clear; it seened half the size of the great sun of Summer, smaller even than the noon. "Sun shrunk
to noon, cold conmes soon . " The ground was danp with the long rains that had plagued them all
t hi s noonphase, and scored here and there with the little ruts left by the migrating footroots.
What was it the girl had asked hi mabout farborns, about the runner, that was it. The fellow had
come panting hi yesterday—was it yesterday?—with a tale of the Gaal attacking the Wnter Gty of
Tl okna, up north there near the Green Muntains. There was lie or panic in that tale. The Gaa
never attacked stone walls. Flat-nosed barbarians, in their plumes and dirt, running southward

| i ke honel sss aninals at the approach of Wnter—they couldn't take a city. And anyway, Pekna was
only a little hunting canp, not a walled city. The runner lied. It was all right. They would
survive. Were was
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the fool woman with his breakfast? Here, now, it was warm here in the sun ..

Wld' s eighth wife crept up with a basket of steam ng bhan, saw he was asl eep, sighed grunmpily,
and crept away again to the cooking-fire.

That afternoon when the farborn cane to his tent, dour guards around himand a ragtag of |eering,
jeering children trailing behind, Wld remenbered what the girl had said, |aughing: "Your nephew,
my cousin." So he heaved hinself up and stood to greet the farborn with averted face and hand held
out in the greeting of equals.

As an equal the alien greeted him unhesitating. They had al ways that arrogance, that air of

t hi nki ng thensel ves as good as nen, whether or not they really believed it. This fell ow was tall
wel | -made, still young; he wal ked |ike a chief. Except for his darkness and his dark, unearthly
eyes, he m ght have been thought to be human
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"I am Jakob Agat, Eldest."

"Be welconme in ny tent and the tents of nmy Kin, A -terra."

"I hear with nmy heart," the farborn said, making Wld grin a little; he had not heard anybody say
that since his father's tune. It was strange how farborns always renenbered old ways, digging up
things buried in timepast. How could this young fell ow know a phrase that only Wl d and perhaps a
coupl e of the other ol dest men of Tevar renmenbered? It was part of the farborns' strangeness,

whi ch was called witchery, and which nmade people fear the dark fol k. But Wl d had never feared

t hem

"A nobl ewoman of your Kin dwelt in nmy tents, and | walked in the streets of your city many tines

in Spring. | remenber this. So | say that no man of Tevar will break the peace between our people
while | live."
"No man of Landin will break it while | live."

The ol d chief had been noved by his little speech as he nade it; there were tears in his eyes, and
he sat down on his chest of painted hide clearing his throat and bl i nking.

Agat stood erect, black-cloaked, dark eyes in a dark face.

. The young hunters who guarded him fidgeted, children peered whispering and shoving hi the open
side of the tent. Wth one gesture Wl d blew themall away. The tentside was |lowered, old Kerly
lit the tentfire and scurried out

, again, and he was alone with the alien. "Sit down," he said. Agat did not sit down. He said,

"I listen," and stood there. If Wld did not ask himto be seated in front of the other humans, he
woul d not be seated when there were none to see. Wld did not think all this nor decide upon it,
he merely sensed it through a skin nade sensitive by a long lifetinme of |eading and controlling
peopl e.

He sighed and said, "Wfe!" in his cracked bass voice. Od Kerly reappeared, staring. "Sit down,"
Wl d said to Agat, who sat down crosslegged by the fire. "Go away,"

. Wl d growed to his wife, who vani shed.

Sil ence. El aborately and |aboriously, Wld undid the

; fastenings of a small |eather bag that hung fromthe waist-
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\ strap of his tunic, extracted a tiny lunp of solidified gesin-

[ oil, broke fromit a still tinier scrap, replaced the lunp, re-

e tied the bag, and laid the scrap on a hot coal at the edge of

the fire. Alittle curl of bitter greenish snoke went up

; Wl d and the alien both inhal ed deeply and cl osed their

I eyes. Wl d | eaned back against the big pitch-coated urine

basket and said, "I listen."
"El dest, we have had news fromthe north." "So have we. There was a runner yesterday." Was it
yesterday?" 1 "Did he speak of the Wnter Cty at Tl okna?"

The old man sat looking into a fire a while, breathing deep as if to get a last whiff of the
gesin, chewi ng the ; inside of his lips, his face (as he well knew) dull as a piece of wood,
bl ank, senile.

"I'd rather not be the bearer of ill news,"” the alien said in his quiet, grave voice.

"You aren't. We've heard it already. It is very hard. Al-terra, to know the truth in stories that
come fromfar away,
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fromother tribes in other ranges. It's eight days' journey even for a runner from Tl okna to
Tevar, twice that long with tents and hann. Who knows? The gates of Tevar will be ready to shut,
when the Southing cones by. And you in your city that you never |eave, surely your gates need no
mendi ng?"
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"Eldest, it will take very strong gates this time. Tlonka had walls, and gates, and warriors. Now
it has none. This is no runmor. Men of Landin were there, ten days ago; they' ve been watching the
borders for the first Gaal. But the Gaal are coming all at once—=

"Alterra, | listen . . . Nowyou listen. Men sonetines get frightened and run away before the
eneny ever cones. W hear this tale and that tale too. But | amold. | have seen autumm twice,
have seen Wnter cone, | have seen the Gaal cone south. | wll tell you the truth.”

"I listen," the alien said.

"The Gaal live in the north beyond the farthest ranges of nmen who speak our |anguage. They have
great grassy Sunmerlands there, so the story says, beneath nountains that have rivers of ice on
their tops. After Md-Autum the cold and the beasts of the snow begin to come down into then-
lands fromthe farthest north where it is always Witer, and |ike our beasts the Gaal nobve south.
They bring their tents, but build no cities and save no grain. They come through Tevar Range while
the stars of the Tree are rising at sunset and before the Snowstar rises, at the turn fromFall to
Wnter. If they find famlies traveling unprotected, hunting canps, unguarded fl ocks or fields,

they'Il kill and steal. If they see a Wiiter City standing built, and warriors on its walls, they
go by waving their spears and yelling, and we shoot a few darts into the backsides of the |ast
ones. . . . They go on and on, and stop only sonmewhere far south of here; sone nmen say it's warner

where they spend the Wnter—who knows? But that is the Southing. | know 1've seenit, Aterra,
and seen themreturn north again in the thaws when the forests are growi ng. They don't attack

PLANET OF EXI LE

stone cities. They're like water, water running and noisy, j but the stone divides it and is not
nmoved. Tevar is stone." | The young farborn sat with bowed head, thinking, long j enough that Wld
could glance directly at his face for a ' nonent.

"Al'l you say, Eldest, is truth, entire truth, and has always been true in past Years. But this is
anewtinme ... | ama |leader anong ny people, as you are of yours. | I cone as one chief to

anot her, seeking help. Believe me—Ilisten to ne, our people nust help each other. There is a great

man anong the Gaal, a | eader, they call him Kub-ban or Kobban. He has united all their tribes and

made an i arny of them The Gaal aren't stealing stray hann al ong : their way, they're

besi eging and capturing the Witer Cties . in all the Ranges along the coast, killing the

Spring-born nen, enslaving the wonmen, |eaving Gaal warriors hi each city to hold and rule it over

the Whiter. Cone Spring, when the Gaal come north again, they'll stay; these lands will be then

| ands—these forests and fields and Sumerl ands and i cities and all their people—what's left of

t hem . "

The old man stared aside a while and then said very

heavily, in anger, "You talk, | don't listen. You say ny

people will be beaten, killed, enslaved. My people are nen
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i and you're a farborn. Keep your black talk for your own

bl ack fate!"

"I'f nmen are in danger, we're in worse danger. Do you know how many of us there are in Landin now,
El dest? Less than two thousand. "

; "So few? What of the other towns? Your people lived on t the coast to the north, when |
was young." "CGone. The survivors came to us."

"War ? Sickness? You have no sickness, you farborns."

"It's hard to survive on a world you weren't nade for,"

Agat said with grimbrevity. "At any rate we're few, we're

weak hi nunbers: we ask to be the allies of Tevar when

the Gaal come. And they'll come within thirty days."

"Sooner than that, if there are Gaal at Tl onka now.
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They're late already, the snowwll fall any day. They'll be hurrying."

"They're not hurrying, Eldest. They're conming slowy because they're conming all together—fifty,
sixty, seventy thousand of them™

Suddenly and nost horribly, Wld saw what he said: saw the endl ess horde filing rank behind rank
through the nmoun tain passes, led by a tall slab-faced chief, saw the nmen of Tl onka—er was it of
Tevar ?—yi ng sl aughtered under the broken walls of their city, ice formng in splinters over
puddl ed blood. ... He shook his head to clear out these visions. Wat had cone over hinf He sat
silent a while chewing the inside of his |ips.
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"Well, 1 have heard you, Alterra.”

"Not entirely, Eldest." This was barbarian rudeness, but the fellow was an alien, and after all a
chief of his own kind. Wld let himgo ahead. "W have tine to prepare. |If the nen of Askatevar
and the men of Allakskat and of Pern-nek will make alliance, and accept our help, we can neke an
arnmy of our own. If we wait in force, ready for the Gaal, on the north border of your three
Ranges, then the whol e Southing rather than face that nmuch strength mght turn asi de and go down
the mountain trails to the east. Twice in earlier Years our records say they took that eastern
way. Since it's late and getting colder, and there's not nmuch ganme left, the Gaal may turn aside
and hurry on if they neet nen ready to fight. My guess is that Kubban has no real tactic other
than surprise and nultitude. W can turn him?"

"The men of Pernmek and Al |l akskat are in their Wnter Cities now, |like us. Don't you know t he Wy
of Men yet? There are no battles fought hi Wnter!"

"Tell that law to the Gaal, Eldest! Take your own counsel, but believe ny words!" The farborn
rose, inpelled to bis feet by the intensity of his pleading and warning. Wld felt sorry for him
as he often did for young nen, who have not seen how passion and plan over and over are
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wasted, how their lives and acts are wasted between desire and fear

"I have heard you," he said with stolid kindliness. "The Elders of ny people will hear what you've

said." "Then may | come tonorrow to hear— "Tonorrow, next day . " "Thirty days, Eldest! Thirty
days at nost!" "Alterra, the Gaal will cone, and will go. The Wnter will cone and will not go.

What good for a victorious warrior to return to an unfinished house, when the earth turns to ice?
Wien we're ready for Wnter we'll worry about the Gaal. . . , Now sit down again." He dug into his

pouch again for a second bit of gesin for their closing whiff. "WAs your father Agat also? | knew
hi m when he was young. And one of nmy worthl ess daughters told ne that she net you while she was
wal ki ng on the sands."

The farborn | ooked up rather quickly, and then said, "Yes, so we nmet. On the sands between tides."
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CHAPTER THREE: The True Nane of the Sun

WHAT CAUSED the tides along this coast, the great diurnal swinging in and swi nging out of fifteen
to fifty feet of water? Not one of the Elders of the Gty of Tevar could answer that question. Any
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child in Landin could: the nmoon caused the tides, the pull of the npon

And noon and earth circled each other, a stately circle taking four hundred days to conplete, a
nmoonphase. And toget her the double planet circled the sun, a great and solemmly whirling dance in
the mdst of nothingness. Sixty nmoonphases that dance |asted, twenty-four thousand days, a
lifetime, a Year. And the nane of the center and sun—the nanme of the sun was Eltanin: Ganma

Dr aconi s.

Bef ore he entered under the gray branches of the forest, Jakob Agat |ooked up at the sun sinking
into a haze above the western ridge and in his mind called it by its true nane, the neaning of
which was that it was not sinply the Sun, but a sun: a star anong the stars.

The voice of a child at play rang out behind himon the slopes of Tevar H I, recalling to himthe
j eering, sidelong-looking faces, the nocking whispers that hid fear, the yells behind his
back—There's a farborn here! Cone and | ook at him" Agat, alone under the trees, wal ked faster,
trying to outwal k humiliation. He had been huniliated anmong the tents ot Tevar and had suffered

al so fromthe sense of isolation. Having lived all his life inalittle community of
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his own kind, know ng every nane and face and heart, it was hard for himto face strangers.
Especially hostile strangers of a different species, in crowds, on their own ground. The fear and
hum |'i ati on now caught up with himso that he stopped wal king altogether for a nonent. /'// be
dammed if 1'll go back there! he thought. Let the old fool have his way, and sit snoke-drying
hinself in his stinking tent till the Goal cone. Ignorant, bigoted, quarrelsone, nealy-face,

yel | ow eyed barbari ans, wood-headed hilfs, let "emall burn!

"Alterra?"

The girl had cone after him She stood a few yards behind himon the path, her hand on the
striated white trunk of a basuk tree. Yellow eyes blazed with excitenment and nockery in the even
white of her face. Agat stood notionl ess.

"Alterra?" she said again in her light, sweet voice, |ooking aside.

"What do you want ?"

She drew back a bit. "lI'mRolery," she said. "On the sands—

"I know who you are. Do you know who | an? |I'ma falseman, a farborn. If your tribesnen see you
with me they'll either castrate me or cerenonially rape you—+ don't know which rules you follow
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Now go home!"

"My people don't do that. And there is kinship between you and ne," she said, her tone stubborn
but uncertain.

He turned to go.

"Your mother's sister died in our tents—

"To our shanme," he said, and went on. She did not follow.

He stopped and | ooked back when he took the left fork up the ridge. Nothing stirred in all the
dyi ng forest, except one bel ated footroot down anong the dead | eaves, creeping with its
excruci ati ng veget abl e obstinacy southward, leaving a thin track scored behind it.

Raci al pride forbade himto feel any shane for his treat-
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ment of the girl, and in fact he felt relief and a return of confidence. He would have to get used
to the hilfs' insults and ignore their bigotry. They couldn't help it; it was their own kind of
obstinacy, it was then- nature. The old chief had shown, by his own lights, real courtesy and

pati ence. He, Jakob Agat, must be equally patient, and equally obstinate. For the fate of his
people, the life of mankind on this world, depended on what these hilf tribes did and did not do
in the next thirty days. Before the crescent noon rose, the history of a race for six hundred
nmoonphases, ten Years, twenty generations, the |long struggle, the long pull mght end. Unless he
had | uck, unless he had patience.

Dry leafless, with rotten branches, huge trees stood crowded and aisled for niles along these
hills, their roots withered in the earth. They were ready to fall under the push of the north
wind, to |ie under frost and snow for thousands of days and nights, to rot in the long, |ong thaws
of Spring, to enrich with their vast death the earth where, very deep, very deeply sleeping, their
seeds lay buried now Patience, patience

In the wind he cane down the bright stone streets of Landin to the Square, and passing the school -
children at their exercises in the arena, entered the arcaded, towered building that was called by
an old nane: the Hall of the League.

Li ke the other buildings around the Square, it had been built five years ago when Landin was the
capital of a strong and nourishing little nation, the tine of strength. The whole first floor was
a spacious neeting-hall. Al around its gray walls were broad, delicate designs picked out in
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gold. On the east wall a stylized sun surrounded by nine planets faced the west wall's pattern of
seven planets in very long ellipses round their sun. The third planet of each system was doubl e,
and set with crystal. Above the doors and at the far end, round dial-faces with fragile and ornate
hands told that this present day was the 391st day of the 45th nobonphase of the Tenth Local Year
of the Col ony on Gam
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ma Draconis Il1l. They also told that it was the two hundred and second day of Year 1405 of the
League of Al Wrlds; and that it was the twelfth of August at hone.

Most peopl e doubted that there was still a League of Al Wrlds, and a few paradoxicalists |iked
to question whether there ever had in fact been a home. But the clocks, here in the Geat Assenbly
and down in the Records Room underground, which had been kept running for six hundred League
Years, seened to indicate by their origin and their steadfastness that there had been a League and
that there still was a hone, a birthplace of the race of man. Patiently they kept the hours of a
pl anet lost in the abyss of darkness and years. Patience, patience

The other Alterrans were waiting for himhi the library upstairs, or canme in soon, gathering
around the driftwood fire on the hearth: ten of themall together. Seiko and Alia Pasfal |ighted
the gas jets and turned them | ow Though Agat had said nothing at all, his friend Huru Pil otson
comng to stand beside himat the fire said, "Don't let 'emget you, Jakob. A herd of stupid
stubborn nomads—they' |l never learn."

"Have | been sendi ng?"

"No, of course not." Huru giggled. He was a quick, slight, shy fellow, devoted to Jakob Agat. That
he was a honosexual and that Agat was not was a fact well-known to them both, to everybody around
them to everyone in Landin indeed. Everybody in Landin knew everything, and candor, though
wearing and difficult, was the only possible solution to this problem of over-conmrunication

"You expected too rmuch when you left, that's all. Your disappointnment shows. But don't let 'em get
you, Jakob. They're just hilfs."

Seeing the others were listening, Agat said aloud, "I told the old man what |'d planned to; he
said he'd tell their Council. How much he understood and how nuch he believed, | don't know "

"If he Iistened at all it's better than I'd hoped,” said Alia
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Pasfal, sharp and frail, with blueblack skin, and white hair crowning her worn face. "Wl d's been
around as long as | have—tonger. Don't expect himto wel conre wars and changes."

"But he should be well disposed—he narried a human," Dermat said.

"Yes, ny cousin Arilia, Jakob's aunt—the exotic one in Wl d' s female zoo. | renmenber the
courtship,"” Alia Pasfal said with such bitter sarcasmthat Dernmat wlted.

"He didn't nake any decision about helping us? Did you tell himyour plan about going up to the

border to neet the Gaal ?" Jonkendy Li stanmmered, hasty and di sappoi nted. He was very young, and

had been hoping for a fine war with marchings-forth and trunpets. So had they all. It beat being
starved to death or burned alive

"Gve themtinme. They'll decide," Agat said gravely to the boy.

"How did Wl d receive you?" asked Seiko Esmit. She was the |last of a great famly. Only the sons
of the first |eader of the Colony had borne that nanme Esmit. Wth her it would die. She was Agat's
age, a beautiful and delicate wonan, nervous, rancorous, repressed. When the Alter-rans net, her
eyes were always on Agat. No natter who spoke she wat ched Agat.

"He received ne as an equal ."

Ali a Pasfal nodded approvingly and said, "He always had nore sense than the rest of their males."
But Sei ko went on, "Wat about the others? Could you just wal k through their camp?" Seiko could
al ways dig up his humiliation no matter how well he had buried and forgotten it. H's cousin ten
times over, his sister-playnate-|over-conpani on, she possessed an i medi at e under st andi ng of any
weakness in himand any pain he felt, and her synpathy, her conpassion closed in on himlike a
trap. They were too close. Too close, Hum old Alia, Seiko, all of them The isolation that had
unnerved himtoday had al so given hima glinpse of distance, of solitude, had perhaps waked a
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craving in him Seiko gazed at him watching himw th clear, soft, dark eyes, sensitive to his
every mood and word. The hilf girl, Rolery, had never yet |ooked at him never net his gaze. Her
| ook al ways was asi de, away, glancing, golden, alien

"They didn't stop ne," he answered Sei ko briefly. "Well, tonorrow nmaybe they'l|l decide on our
suggestion. O the next day. How s the provisioning of the Stack been going this afternoon?" The
tal k becane general, though it tended always to center around and be referred back to Jakob Agat.
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He was younger than several of them and all ten Al -terrans were elected equal in their ten-year
terns on the council, but he was evidently and acknow edgedly their |eader, their center. No
especial reason for this was visible unless it was the vigor with which he noved and spoke; is
authority noticeable in the man, or in the nen about hin? The effects of it, however, showed in
himas a certain tension and sonberness, the results of a heavy |oad of responsibility that he had
borne for a long time, and that got daily heavier.

"l nmade one slip,"” he said to Pilotson, while Seiko and the ot her wonmen of the council brewed and
served the little, hot, cerenonial eupfuls of steeped basuk |eaves called ti. "I was trying so
hard to convince the old fellow that there really is danger fromthe Gall, that | think | sent for
a noment. Not verbally; but he | ooked Iike he'd seen a ghost."

"You' ve got very powerful sense-projection, and |ousy control when you're under strain. He
probably did see a ghost."

"We've been out of touch with the hilfs so | ong—and we're so i ngrown here, so damed isol ated, |

can't trust ny control. First | bespeak that girl down on the beach, then | project to

Wl d—they' Il be turning on us as witches if this goes on, the way they did in the first Years.
And we've got to get themto trust us. In so short a time. If only we'd known about the Gaa

earlier!™

"Well," Pilotson said in his careful way, "since there are
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no nmore human settlenments up the coast, it's purely due to your foresight in sending scouts up
north that we have any warning at all. Your health, Seiko," he added, accepting the tiny, steam ng
cup she presented.

Agat took the last cup fromher tray, and drained it. There was a slight sense-stimulant hi
freshly brewed ti, so that he was vividly aware of its astringent, clean heat hi his throat, of
Sei ko's intense gaze, of the bare, large firelit room of the twilight outside the wi ndows. The
cup in his hand, blue porcelain, was very old, a work of the Fifth Year. The handpress books hi
cases under the wi ndows were old. Even the glass in the wi ndowfranes was old. Al their luxuries,
all that made themcivilized, all that kept themAlterran, was old. In Agat's lifetine and for

| ong before there had been no energy or leisure for subtle and conplex affirmations of man's skil
and spirit. They did well by now nmerely to preserve, to endure.

Gradual |y, Year by Year for at |least ten generations, their nunmbers had been dw ndling; very
gradual 'y, but always there were fewer children born. They retrenched, they drew together. Od
dreans of domination were forgotten utterly. They canme back—f the Wnters and hostile hilf tribes
did not take advantage of their weakness first—+to the old center, the first colony, Landin. They
taught then: children the old know edge and the old ways, but nothing new. They |ived always a
little nore hunbly, comng to value the sinple over the el aborate, cal mover strife, courage over
success. They withdrew
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Agat, gazing into the tiny cup hi his hand, sawin its clear, pure translucency, the perfect skill
of its naking and the fragility of its substance, a kind of epitone of the spirit of his people.
Qutside the high windows the air was the same translucent blue. But cold: a blue twlight, imense
and cold. The old terror of his childhood cane over Agat, the terror which, as he becane adult, he
had reasoned thus: this world on which he had been born, on which his father and forefathers for
twenty-three generations had been born
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was not his hone. H's kind was alien. Profoundly, they were always aware of it. They were the
Farborn. And little by little, with the majestic slowness, the vegetable obstinacy of the process
of evolution, this world was killing them+ejecting the graft.

They were perhaps too subnmissive to this process, too willing to die out. But a kind of
subni ssi on—their iron adherence to the League Laws—had been their strength fromthe very

begi nni ng; and they were still strong, each one of them But they had not the know edge or the
skill to conbat the sterility and early abortion that reduced then" generations. For not al

wi sdomwas witten in the League Books, and fromday to day and Year to Year a little know edge
woul d al ways be | ost, supplanted by sone nore i medi ately useful bit of information concerning
daily existence here and now. And in the end, they could not even understand nuch of what the
books told them What truly remained of their Heritage, by now? If ever the ship, as in the old
hopes and tales, soared down in fire fromthe stars, would the nen who stepped fromit know them
to be nen?

But no ship had cone, or would cone. They would die; their presence here, their long exile and
struggle on this world, would be done with, broken like a bit of clay.

He put the cup very carefully down on the tray, and wi ped the sweat off his forehead. Sei ko was
wat ching him He turned fromher abruptly and began to listen to Jon-kendy, Dermat and Pil ot son
Across his bleak rush of foreboding he had recalled briefly, irrelevant and yet seem ng both an
expl anation and a sign, the light, lithe, frightened figure of the girl Rolery, reaching up her
hand to himfromthe dark, sea-besieged stones.
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CHAPTER FOUR: The Tall Young Men

THE SOUND OF rock pounded on rock, hard and unrever-berant, rang out anong the roofs and
unfinished walls of the Wnter City to the high red tents pitched all around it. Ak ak ak ak, the
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sound we.nt on for a long tune, until suddenly a second pounding joined it in counterpoint, kadak
ak ak kadak. Another cane in on a higher note, giving a tripping rhythm then another, another,
nmore, until any nmeasure was lost in the clatter of constant sound, an aval anche of the high dry
whack of rock hitting rock in which each individual pounding rhythmwas subnerged,

i ndi sti ngui shabl e.

As the sound-aval anche went ceasel essly and stupefying-ly on, the Eldest Man of the Men of

Askat evar wal ked slowy fromhis tent and between the aisles of tents and cookfires from which
snoke rose through slanting |late-afternoon, late-autum light. Stiff and ponderous the old nman
went al one through the canp of his people and entered the gate of the Wnter City, followed a
twisting path or street anong the tent-1ike wooden roofs of the houses, which had no sidewalls
aboveground, and cane to an open place in the mddle of the roofpeaks. There a hundred or so nen
sat, knees to chin, pounding rock on rock, pounding, in a hypnotic tonel ess trance of percussion.
Wl d sat down,
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conpleting the circle. He picked up the smaller of two heavy waterworn rocks in front of him and
with satisfying heavi ness whacked it down on the bigger one: Kl ak! klak! klak! To right and left
of himthe clatter went on and on, a rattling roar of random noi se, through which every now and
then a snatch of a certain rhythmcould be discerned. The rhythm vani shed, recurred, a chance
concatenation of noise. On its return Wld caught it, fell in with it and held it. Nowto himit
domi nated the clatter. Now his neighbor to the left was beating it, their two stones rising and
faUi ng together; now his neighbor to the right. Now others across the circle were beating it,
poundi ng together. It cane clear of the noise, conquered it, forced each conflicting voice into
its own single ceaseless rhythm the concord, the hard heartbeat of the Men of Askatevar, pounding
on, and on, and on

This was all their nmusic, all their dance.

A man | eaped up at last and wal ked into the center of the ring. He was bare-chested, black stripes
painted up his arns and |l egs, his hair a black cloud around his face. The rhythm | i ghtened,
| essened, died away. Silence.

"The runner fromthe north brought news that the Gaal follow the Coast Trail and cone in great
force. They have cone to Tl okna. Have you all heard this?"

A runbl e of assent.

"Now listen to the man who called this Stone-Pounding," the shaman-herald called out; and Wl d got
up with difficulty. He stood in his place, gazing straight ahead, massive, scarred, imobile, an
ol d boul der of a man.

"A farborn came to ny tent," he said at last in his age-weakened, deep voice. "He is chief of them
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in Landin. He said the farborns have grown few and ask the help of men.

A runble fromall the heads of clans and fanmlies that sat novel ess, knees to chin, in the circle.
Over the circle, over the wooden roof peaks about them very high up in the cold, golden light, a
white bird wheel ed, harbinger of winter.

"This farborn said the Southing cones not by clans and
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tribes but all in one horde, many thousands |led by a great chief."

"How does he know?" sonebody roared. Protocol was not strict in the Stone-Poundi ngs of Tevar

Tevar had never been ruled by its shamans as sone tribes were. "He had scouts up north!" Wld
roared back. "He said the Gaal besiege Wnter Cities and capture them That is what the runner
said of Tlokna. The farborn says that the warriors of Tevar should join with the farborns and with
the men of Pernnek and AUakskat, go up in the north of our range, and turn the Southing aside to
the Mountain Trail. These things he said and | heard them Have you all heard?"

The assent was uneven and turbulent, and a clan chief was on his feet at once. "Eldest! from your
mouth we hear the truth always. But when did a farborn speak truth? Wen did nen listen to
farborns? | hear nothing this farborn said. What if his Gty perishes in the Southing? No nmen live
init! Let them perish and then we nen can take their Range."

The speaker, Wl nmek, was a big dark man full of words; Wl d had never |iked him and dislike

i nfluenced his reply. "I have heard Wal mek. Not for the first tine. Are the farborns nen or
not —-who knows? Maybe they fell out of the sky as in the tale. Maybe not. No one ever fell out of
the sky this Year . . . They look like nen; they fight like nmen. Their women are |ike wonen, | can

tell you that! They have sonme wi sdom It's better to listen to them. Hi s references to
farborn wonen had themall grinning as they sat in their solem circle, but he wi shed he had not
said it. It was stupid to renmind themof his old ties with the aliens. And it was wong . . . she
had been his wife, after all..

He sat down, confused, signifying he woul d speak no nore.

Some of the other men, however, were inpressed enough by the runner's tale and Agat's warning to
argue with those who di scounted or distrusted the news. One of Wl d' s Springborn sons, Urmaksuman
who | oved raids and forays,
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spoke right out in favor of Agat's plan of marching up to the border

"It's atrick to get our nmen away up north on the Range, caught in the first snow, while the
farborns steal our flocks and wives and rob the granaries here. They're not nen, there's no good
in them " Walnek ranted. Rarely had he found so good a subject to rant on

"That's all they've ever wanted, our wonmen. No wonder they're growing few and dying out, all they
bear is nonsters. They want our women so they can bring up human children as theirs!" This was a
youngi sh fam |y-head, very excited. "Aagh!" Wl d growl ed, disgusted at this m shnmash of

m si nformati on, but he kept sitting and | et Uraksunan set the fell ow straight.

"And what if the farborn spoke truth?" Umaksuman went on. "Wat if the Gaal cone through our Range
all together, thousands of then? Are we ready to fight then"

"But the walls aren't finished, the gates aren't up, the last harvest isn't stored," an ol der man
said. This, nore than distrust of the aliens, was the core of the question. If the able nen

mar ched off to the north, could the wonen and children and old nen finish all the work of readying
the Wnter City before winter was upon then? Maybe, naybe not. It was a heavy chance to take on
the word of a farborn

Wl d hinmsel f had nade no decision, and | ooked to abide by that of the Elders. He |iked the farborn
Agat, and woul d guess himneither deluded nor a liar; but there was no telling. All men were alien
one to another, at tines, not only aliens. You could not tell. Perhaps the Gaal were coning as an
army. Certainly the Wnter was comng. Which eneny first?

The El ders swayed toward doi ng not hing, but Umaksu-man's faction prevailed to the extent of having
runners sent to the two nei ghbori ng Ranges, Allakskat and Pernnek, to sound them out on the
project of a joint defense. That was all the decision nmade; the shanman rel eased the scrawny harm
he had caught in case a decision for war was reached
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and nmust be sealed by |apidation, and the El ders di spersed.

Wl d was sitting in his tent with nen of his Kin over a good hot pot of bhan, when there was a
commot i on outside. Umaksuman went out, shouted at everybody to clear out, and reentered the great
tent behind the f arborn Agat.

"Wel cone, Alterra," said the old man, and with a sly glance at Ms two grandsons, "will you sit
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with us and eat?"

He |iked to shock people; he always had. That was why he had al ways been running off to the
farborns in the old days. And this gesture freed himin his nind, fromthe vague shane he suffered
si nce speaking before the other men of the farborn girl who had so | ong ago been his wife.

Agat, calmand grave as before, accepted and ate enough to show he took the hospitality seriously;
he waited till they were all done eating, and Ukwet's wife had scuttled out with the | eavings,
then he said, "Eldest, | listen."

"There's not nmuch to hear,” Wl d replied. He belched. "Runners go to Pernnek and All akskat. But
few spoke for war. The cold grows each day now safety lies inside walls, under roofs. W don't
wal k about in tinmepast as your people do, but we know what the Way of Man has al ways been and is,
and hold to it."

"Your way is good," the farborn said, "good enough, maybe, that the Gaal have learned it fromyou
In past Wnters you were stronger than the Gaal because your clans were gathered together against
them Now the Gaal too have |l earned that strength lies in nunbers."

"/l that news is true," said Ukwet, who was one of Wl d' s grandsons, though older than Wl d's son
Unmaksuman

Agat | ooked up at himin silence. Ukwet turned aside at once fromthat straight, dark gaze.

"If it's not true, then why are the Gaal so late coning south?" said Unaksuman. "Wat's keeping
then? Have they ever waited till the harvests were in before?"

"Who knows?" said Wl d. "Last Year they canme |ong before the Snowstar rose, | renenber that. But
who renenbers the Year before |ast?"
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"Maybe they're following the Mountain Trail,’
Askatevar at all."

said the other grandson, "and won't come through

"The runner said they had taken Tl okna," Umaksuman said sharply, "and Tlokna is north of Tevar on
the Coast Trail. Wiy do we disbelieve this news, why do we wait to act?"

"Because nen who fight wars in Wnter don't live till Spring," Wld grow ed.
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"But if they cone—=

"I'f they cone, we'll fight."

There was a little pause. Agat for once | ooked at none of them but kept his dark gaze | owered
i ke a human.

"Peopl e say," Ukwet remarked with a jeering note, sensing triunph, "that the farborns have strange
powers. | know nothing about all that, | was born on the Sumer-1lands and never saw farborns
before this noonphase, let alone sat to eat with one. But if they're witches and have such powers,
why woul d they need our hel p agai nst the Gaal ?"

"l do not hear you!" Wl d thundered, his face purple and his eyes watering. Ukwet hit his face.
Enraged by this insolence to a tent-guest, and by his own confusion and in-decisiveness whi ch nade
hi m argue agai nst both sides, Wld sat breathing heavily, staring with inflaned eyes at the young
man, who kept his face hidden

"l talk," Wld said at last, his voice still loud and deep, free for a little fromthe huskiness
of old age. "I talk: listen! Runners will go up the Coast Trail until they neet the Southing. And
behind them two days behind, but no farther than the border of our Range, warriors wll

foll ow-all men born between Mdspring and the Summer Fallow. If the Gaal cone in force, the
warriors will drive themeast to the nmountains; if not, they will come back to Tevar."

Umeksuman | aughed al oud and said, "Eldest, no man | eads us but you!"

Wl d grow ed and bel ched and settled down. "You'll lead the warriors, though,"” he told Uraksuman
dourly.
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Agat, who had not spoken for sone tinme, said in his quiet way, "My people can send three hundred
and fifty men. We'll go up the old beach road, and join with your nmen at the border of Askatevar.'
He rose and held out his hand. Sulky at having been driven into this commtnent, and still shaken
by his enotion, Wld ignored him Unmaksuman was on his feet in a flash, his hand agai nst the
farborn's. They stood there for a nonent in the firelight like day and night. Agat dark, shadowy,
sonber, Umaksuman fair-skinned, |ight-eyed, radiant.

The deci sion was nade, and Wl d knew he could force it upon the other Elders. He knew also that it
was the |ast decision he woul d ever nake. He could send themto war: but Umraksunman woul d comne
back, the | eader of the warriors, and thereby the strongest |eader anong the Men of Askatevar
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Wl d's action was his own abdi cati on. Unaksuman woul d be the young chief. He would cl ose the
circle of the Stone-Pounding, he would lead the hunters in Wnter, the forays in Spring, the great
wanderings of the |long days of Summer. Hi s Year was just beginning ..

"Go on," Wld growmed at themall. "Call the Stone-Pounding for tonorrow, Umaksuman. Tell the
shaman to stake out a hann, a fat one with some blood in it." He would not speak to Agat. They
left, all the tall young men. He sat crouched on his stiff hams by his fire, staring into the
yellow flanmes as if into the heart of a lost brightness, Sumer's irrecoverabl e warmth.
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CHAPTER FI VE: Twi light in the Wods

THE FARBORN CAME out of Unmaksuman's tent and stood a minute talking with the young chief, both of
them | ooking to the north, eyes narrowed against the biting gray wi nd. Agat noved his outstretched
hand as if he spoke of the nountains. A flaw of wind carried a word or two of what he said to

Rol ery where she stood watching on the path up to the city gate. As she heard hi m speak a trenor
went through her, a little rush of fear, and darkness through her veins, making her renenber how
that voi ce had spoken in her mind, in her flesh, calling her to him

Behind that |like a distorted echo in her nenory cane the harsh command, outward as a slap, when on
the forest path he had turned on her, telling her to go, to get away fromhim

Al'l of a sudden she put down the baskets she was carrying. They were nmoving today fromthe red
tents of her nomad chil dhood into the warren of peaked roofs and underground halls and tunnels and
alleys of the Wnter City, and all her cousin-sisters and aunts and ni eces were bustling and
squeal i ng and scurrying up and down the paths and in and out of the tents and the gates with furs
and boxes and branches tearing at her clothes, catching her hood. The there beside the path and
wal ked of f toward the forest.

"Rol ery! Ro-o-olery!" shrilled the voices that were for-
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ever shrilling after her, accusing, calling, screeching at her back. She never turned, but wal ked
right on. As soon as she was well into the woods she began to run. Wen all sound of voices was

| ost in the soughing, groaning silence of the wind-strained trees, and nothing recalled the canp
of her people except a faint, bitter scent of woodsnoke in the wi nd, she sl owed down-Great fallen
trunks barred the path now hi places, and nmust be clinbed over or craw ed under, the stiff dead
branches tearing at her clothes, cathcing her hood. The woods were not safe in this wi nd; even
now, sonewhere off up-the ridge she heard the nmuttering crash of a tree falling before the wind' s
push. She did not care. She felt |ike going down onto those gray sands again and standing still,
perfectly still, to watch the foam ng thirty-foot wall of water cone down upon her ... As suddenly
as she had started off, she stopped, and stood still on the twilit path.
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The wi nd bl ew and ceased and blew. A nmurky sky withed and | owered over the network of |eafless
branches. It was already half dark here. Al anger and purpose drained out of the girl, |eaving
her standing in a kind of scared stupor, hunching her shoul ders agai nst the wi nd. Sonething white
flashed in front of her and she cried out, but did not nove. Again the white novenent passed, then
stilled suddenly above her on a jagged branch: a great beast or bird, wi nged, pure white, white
above and below, with short, sharp hooked lips that parted and cl osed, and staring silver eyes.
Gipping the branch with four naked talons the creature gazed down at her, and she up at it,
neither noving. The silver eyes never blinked. Abruptly great white wings shot out, wider than a
man' s hei ght, and beat anobng the branches, breaking them The creature beat its white w ngs and
screanmed, then as the wind gusted | aunched out into the air and made its way heavily off between
the branches and the driving clouds.

"A stornbringer.

Agat spoke, standing on the path a
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few yards behind her. "They're supposed to bring the blizzards."

The great silver creature had driven all her wits away. The little rush of tears that acconpanied
all strong feelings in her race bunded her a nmonment. She had nmeant to stand and nmock him to jeer
at him having seen the resentnment under his easy arrogance when people in Tevar slighted him
treated himas what he was, a being of a |l ower kind. But the white creature, the stornbringer, had
frightened her and she broke out, staring straight at himas she had at it, "I hate you, you're
not a man, | hate you!"

Then her tears stopped, she | ooked away, and they both stood there in silence for quite a while.

"Rolery," said the quiet voice, "look at nme."

She did not. He came forward, and she drew back crying, "Don't touch ne!" hi a voice |ike the
stornbringer's scream her face distorted. "Get hold of yourself," he said. "Here—take ny hand,
take it!" He caught her as she struggled to break away, and held both her wists. Again they stood
wi t hout novi ng.

"Let nme go," she said at last in her nornmal voice. He rel eased her at once.

She drew a | ong breath.

"You spoke—+ heard you speak inside ne. Down there on the sands. Can you do that again?"
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He was watching her, alert and quiet. He nodded. "Yes. But | told you then that | never would."

"I still hear it. | feel your voice." She put her hands over her ears.

"I know. . . I'msorry. | didn't know you were a hilf—a Tevaran, when | called you. It's against
the aw. And anyhow it shouldn't have worked ..."

"What's a hil f?"

"What we call you."

"What do you call yourselves?"

“Men. "
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She | ooked around them at the groaning twilit woods, gray aisles, withing cloud-roof. This gray
world in notion was very strange, but she was no | onger scared. Hi s touch, his actual hand' s touch
cancel ing the insistent inpal pable sense of his presence, had given her calm which grew as they
spoke together. She saw now that she had been half out of her mind this [ast day and ni ght.

"Can all your people do that. . . speak that way?"

"Some can. It's a skill one can learn. Takes practice. Cone here, sit down a while. You've had it
rough." He was al ways harsh and yet there was an edge, a hint of something quite different in his
voice now as if the urgency with which he had called to her on the sands were transmuted into an
infinitely restrai ned, unconsci ous appeal, a reaching out. They sat down on a fallen basuk-tree a
couple of yards off the path. She noticed how differently he noved and sat than a man of her race;
the schooling of his body, the sumof his gestures, was very slightly, but conpletely, unfamliar.
She was particularly aware of his dark-skinned hands, clasped together between his knees. He went

on, "Your people could |earn nmindspeech if they wanted to. But they never have, they call it
witchcraft, | think . . . Qur books say that we ourselves learned it from another race, |ong ago,
on a world called Rokanan. It's a skill as well as a gift."

"Can you hear ny mnd when you want ?"

"That is forbidden," he said with such finality that her fears on that score were quite di sposed
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of .

she said with suddea chil di shness.

"Teach nme the skill,

"I't would take all Wnter.

"It took you all fall?"

"And part of Sunmmer too." He grinned slightly.

"What does hilf nean?"

"It's a word fromour old | anguage. It means 'Highly intelligent life-form""

"Where i s anot her worl d?"
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"Well —+here are a lot of them Qut there. Beyond sun and noon."

"Then you did fall out of the sky? Wat for? How did you get from behind the sun to the seacoast
her e?"

"Il tell you if you want to hear, but it's not just a tale, Rolery. There's a lot we don't
under stand, but what we do know of our history is true."

"1 hear," she whispered in the ritual phrase, inpressed, but not entirely subdued.

"Well, there were many worlds out anong the stars, and many kinds of men living on them They nade
ships that could sail the darkness between the worlds, and kept traveling about and tradi ng and
exploring. They allied thenselves into a League, as your clans ally with one another to make a
Range. But there was an eneny of the League of Al Wrlds. An eneny comng fromfar off. | don't
know how far. The books were witten for men who knew nore than we know . "

He was al ways using words that sounded |ike words, but neant nothing; Rolery wondered what a ship
was, what a book was. But the grave, yearning tone in which he told his story worked on her and
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she |istened fascinated.

"For a long tinme the League prepared to fight that eneny. The stronger worlds hel ped the weaker
ones to arm agai nst the enenmy, to nake ready. Alittle as we're trying to nmake ready to neet the
Gaal , here. M ndhearing was one skill they taught, | know, and there were weapons, the books say
fires that could burn up whol e planets and burst the stars . . . Well, during that tinme nmy people
came fromtheir hone-world to this one. Not very many of them They were to make friends with your
peopl es and see if they wanted to be a world of the League, and join agai nst the enemy. But the
eneny cane. The ship that brought ny people went back to where it came from the help in fighting
the war, and sone of the people went with it, and the . . . the far-speaker with which those nen
could talk to one another fromworld to world. But some of the people
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stayed on here, either to help this world if the eneny canme here, or because they couldn't go back

again: we don't know. Their records say only that the ship left. A white spear of netal, |onger
than a whole city, standing up on a feather of fire. There are pictures of it. | think they
thought it would come back soon. . . That was ten Years ago."

"What of the war with the eneny?"

"We don't know. We don't know anything that happened since the day the ship left. Sone of us
figure the war must have been lost, and others think it was won, but hardly, and the few nmen |eft
here were forgotten in the years of fighting. Wio knows? If we survive, sone day we'll find out;

if no one ever cones, we'll nmake a ship and go find out. " He was yearning, ironic. Rolery's
head spun with these gulfs of tine and spice and inconprehension. "This is hard to live with," she
said after a while.

Agat |aughed, as if startled. "No—t gives us our pride. Wiat is hard is to keep alive on a world
you don't belong to. Five Years ago we were a great people. Look at us now "

"They say farborns are never sick, is that true?”

"Yes. W don't catch your sicknesses, and didn't bring any of our own. But we bleed when we're
cut, you know . . . And we get old, we die, like hunmans . "

"Wel | of course,"” she said disgustedly.

He dropped his sarcasm "Qur trouble is that we don't bear enough children. So many abort and are
stillborn, so few cone to term"
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"I heard that. | thought about it. You do so strangely. You conceive children any tine of the
Year, during the Wnter Fall ow even—why is that?"

"W can't helpit, it's howwe are." He l|aughed again, |ooking at her, but she was very serious
now. "I was born out of season, in the Sunmer Fallow," she said. "It does happen with us, but very
rarely; and you see-when Wnter's over |I'll be too old to bear a Spring child. I'lIl never have a
son. Sone old man will take me for a fifth wife one of these days, but the Wnter Fall ow has
begun, and cone
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Spring "Il beold. . . Sol will die barren. It's better for a woman not to be born at all than
to be born out of season as | was . . . And another thing, it is true what they say, that a
farborn man takes only one w fe?"

He nodded. Apparently that meant what a shrug nmeant to her

"Well, no wonder you're dying out!"

He grinned, but she insisted, "Many wi ves—Amny sons. If you were a Tevaran you'd have five or ten
children al ready! Have you any?"

"No, I'"'mnot nmarried."

"But haven't you ever lain with a worman!"

"Well, yes," he said, and then nore assertively, "O course! But when we want children, we marry."

"If you were one of us—

"But 1'm not one of you," he said. Silence ensued. Finally he said, gently enough, "It isn't
manners and nores that nake the difference. W don't know what's wong, but it's in the seed. Sone
doctors have thought that because this sun's different fromthe sun our race was born under, it

af fects us, changes the seed in us little by little. And the change kills."

Again there was silence between themfor a tine. "What was the other world |ike—your home?"

"There are songs that tell what it was like," he said, but when she asked tinidly what a song was,
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he did not reply. After a while he said, "At hone, the world was closer to its sun, and the whole
year there wasn't even one noonphase long. So the books say. Think of it, the whole Wnter would

only last ninety days . ." This nade them both laugh. "You wouldn't have tinme to light a fire,"
Rol ery said

Real darkness was soaking into the di mess of the woods. The path in front of themran indistinct,
a faint gap anong the trees leading left to her city, right to his. Here, between, was only w nd,
dusk, solitude. Ni ght was com ng quickly. Night and winter and war, a tinme of dying. "I'mafraid

of the Wnter," she said, very | ow.
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"We all are,” he said. "What will it be like? . . . W've only known the sunlight."

There was no one anpng her people who had ever broken her fearless, careless solitude of nind
havi ng no age-mates, and by choice al so, she had al ways been quite al one, going her own way and
caring little for any person. But now as the world had turned gray and nothing held any proni se
beyond death, now as she first felt fear, she had met him the dark figure near the tower-rock
over the sea, and had heard a voice that spoke in her bl ood.

"Way wi Il you never | ook at ne?" he asked.

"I will," she said, "if you want ne to." But she did not, though she knew his strange shadowy gaze
was on her. At |ast she put out her hand and he took it.

"Your eyes are gold," he said. "I want... | want. . . But if they knew we were together, even now.

"Your peopl e?"

"Yours. M ne care nothing about it.

"And m ne needn't find out." They both spoke al nost in whispers, but urgently, w thout pauses.

"Rolery, | leave for the north two nights from now "

"l know that."
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"When | conme back—

"But when you don't cone back!" the girl cried out, under the pressure of the terror that had
entered her with Autum's end, the fear of coldness, of death. He held her against himtelling her
quietly that he woul d come back. As he spoke she felt the beating of his heart and the beating of
her own. "I want to stay with you," she said, and he was saying, "I want to stay with you."

It was dark around them When they got up they wal ked slowy in a grayi sh darkness. She cane with
him towards his city. "Wiere can we go?" he said with a kind of bitter laugh. "This isn't |ike
love hi Sunmmer . . . There's a hunter's shelter down the ridge a way . . . They'll niss you in
Tevar."

"No," she whispered, "they won't miss ne."
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THE FORE- RUNNERS had gone; tonorrow the Men of Askatevar would march north on the broad vague
trail that divided their Range, while the snmaller group fromLandin would take the old road up the
coast. Like Agat, Umaksu-nman had judged it best to keep the two forces apart until the eve of
fighting. They were allied only by Wi d's authority. Miny of Unmaksuman's nen, though veterans of
many raids and forays before the Wnter Peace, were reluctant to go on this unseasonal war; and a
si zabl e faction, even within his own Kin, so detested this alliance with the farborns that they
were ready to nake any trouble they could. Uk-wet and others had said openly that when they had
finished with the Gaal they would finish off the witches. Agat discounted this, foreseeing that
victory woul d nodify, and defeat end, their prejudice; but it worried Umaksuman, who did not | ook
so far ahead.

"Qur scouts will keep you in sight all along. After all, the Gaal may not wait on the border for
us."

"The Long Vall ey under Cragtop would be a good place for a battle,"” Umaksuman said with his
flashing smle. "Good luck, Alterral!”

"Good luck to you, Umaksuman." They parted as friends, there under the mud-cenented stone gateway
of the Wnter City. As Agat turned sonething flickered in the
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dull afternoon air beyond the arch, a wavering drifting novenent. He | ooked up startled, then
turned back. "Look at that."

The native cane out fromthe walls and stood beside hima nmnute, to see for the first tinme the
stuff of old nen's tales. Agat held his hand out palmup. A flickering speck of white touched his
wist and was gone. The long vale of stubble-fields and used-up pasture, the creek, the dark inlet
of the forest and the farther hills to south and west all seened to trenble very slightly, to

wi t hdraw, as random fl akes fell fromthe low sky, twirling and slanting a little, though the w nd
was down.

Children's voices cried in excitenment behind them anong the hi gh- peaked wooden roofs.

"Snow is smaller than | thought," Uraksuman said at |last, dreanily.

"I thought it would be colder. The air seens warnmer than it did before . . ." Agat roused hinself
fromthe sinsiter and charming fascination of the twirling fall of the snow "Til we neet in the
north," he said, and pulling his fur collar close around his neck against the queer, searching
touch of the tiny flakes, set out on the path to Landin.

A half-kilo into the forest he saw the scarcely narked side path that led to the hunter's shelter
and passing it felt as if his veins were running liquid Ilight. "Come on, come on," he told
hinsel f, inpatient with his recurrent loss of self-control. He had got the whole thing perfectly
straight in the short intervals for thinking he had had today. Last ni ght-had been |ast night. A
right, it was that and nothing nore. Aside fromthe fact that she was, after all, a hilf and he
was human, so there was no future in the thing, it was foolish on other counts. Ever since he had
seen her face, on the black steps over the tide, he had thought of her and yearned to see her

i ke an adol escent nooning after his first girl; and if there was anything he hated it was the
stupidity, the obstinate stupidity of uncontrolled passion. It led nen to take blind risks, to
hazard really inmportant things
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for a nere nonment of lust, to |lose control over their acts. So, in order to stay in control, he
had gone with her last night; that was nerely sensible to get the fit over with. So he told

hi msel f once nore, wal king along very rapidly, his head high, while the snow danced thinly around
him Toni ght he would meet her again, for the same reason. At the thought, a flood of warmli ght
and an aching joy ran through his body and nind; he ignored it. Tonorrow he was off to the north,
and if he cane back, then there would be tine enough to explain to the girl that there could be no
nmore such nights, no nore lying together on his fur cloak in the shelter in the forest's heart,
starlight overhead and the cold and the great silence all around . . . no, no nore . . . The
absol ut e happi ness she had given himcanme up in himlike a tide, drowning all thought. He ceased
to tell hinmself anything. He wal ked rapidly with his long stride in the gathering darkness of the
woods, and as he wal ked, sang under his breath, not knowing that he did so, sonme old |ove-song of
his exiled race.

The snow scarcely penetrated the branches. It was getting dark very early, he thought as he
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approached the place where the path divided, and this was 'the last thing in his m nd when
sonet hi ng caught his ankle in mdstride and sent himpitching forward. He | anded on his hands and
was hal f-way up when a shadow on his |left becane a man, silvery-white in the gloom who knocked

hi m over before he was fairly up. Confused by the ringing in his ears, Agat struggled free of
sonet hi ng holding himand again tried to stand up. He seened to have | ost his bearings and did not
under st and what was happeni ng, though he had an inpression that it had happened before, and al so
that it was not actually happening. There were several nore of the silvery-looking men wth
stripes down their |legs and arnms, and they held himby the arnms while another one cane up and
struck himw th something across the nouth. There was pain, the darkness was full of pain and
rage. Wth a furious and skillful convul sion of his whole body he got free of the

51

PLANET COF EXI LE

silvery men, catching one under the jaw with his fist and sending himout of the scene backward:
but there were nore and nore of them and he could not get free a second tinme. They hit himand
when he hid his face in his arms against the nud of the path they kicked his sides. He lay pressed
agai nst the bl essed harm ess nud, trying to hide, and heard sonebody breathing very strangely.
Through that noise he al so heard Uraksuman's voice. Even he, then . . . But he did not care, so
long as they would go away, would let himbe. It was getting dark very early.

It was dark: pitch dark. He tried to craw forward. He wanted to get honme to his people who woul d
help him It was so dark he could not see his hands. Soundl essly and unseen in the absol ute

bl ackness, snow fell on himand around himon the mud and | eafnmol d. He wanted to get honme. He was
very cold. He tried to get up, but there was no west or east, and sick with pain he put his head

down on his arm "Cone to ne," he tried to call in the m ndspeech of Alterra, but it was to hard
to call so far into the darkness. It was easier to lie still right here. Nothing could be easier.
In a high stone house in Landin, by a driftwood fire, Alia Pasfal lifted her head suddenly from

her book. She had a distinct inpression that Jakob Agat was sending to her, but no message cane.

It was queer. There were all too nmany queer by-products and aftereffects and i nexplicables

i nvol ved in m ndspeech; many people here in Landin never |learned it, and those who did used it
very sparingly. Up north in Atlantika col ony they had nmi ndspoken nore freely. She herself was a
refugee fromAtlantika and renembred howin the terrible Wnter of her chil dhood she had

nm ndspoken with the others all the time. And after her nother and father died in the fam ne, for a
whol e noon- phase after, over and over again she had felt them sending to her, felt their presence
in her mnd—but no nessage, no words, silence.

"Jakob!" She bespoke him |ong and hard, but there was no answer.
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At the sane tine, in the Arnory checking over the expedition's supplies once nore, Huru Pil otson
abruptly gave way to the uneasi ness that had been preying on himall day and burst out, "What the
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hel | does Agat think he's doing!"

"He's pretty late," one of the Arnory boys affirned. "lIs he over at Tevar agai n?"

"Cementing relations with the nmealy-faces,"” Pilotson said, gave a mirthless giggle, and scow ed.
"All right, come on, let's see about the parkas."

At the sane tine, in a roompaneled with wood like ivory satin, Seiko Esmit burst into a fit of
silent crying, winging her hands and struggling not to send to him not to bespeak him not even
to whi sper his nane al oud: "Jakob!"

At the sanme tine Rolery's mind went quite dark for a while. She sinply crouched notionl ess where
she was.

She was in the hunter's shelter. She had thought, with all the confusion of the nove fromthe
tents into the warren-1like Kinhouses of the city, that her absence and very late return had not
been observed | ast night. But today was different; order was reestablished and her |eaving woul d
be seen. So she had gone off in broad daylight as she so often did, trusting that no one would
take special notice of that; she had gone circuitously to the shelter, curled down there in her
furs and waited till dark should fall and finally he should cone. The snow had begun to fall

wat ching it made her sleepy; she watched it, wondering sleepily what she would do tonorrow. For he
woul d be gone. And everyone in her clan would know she had been out all night. That was tonorrow.
It would take care of itself. This was tonight, tonight . . . and she dozed off, till suddenly she
woke with a great start, and crouched there a little while, her nind blank, dark.

Then abruptly she scranbled up and with flint and tin-derbox |ighted the basket-lantern she had
brought with her. By its tiny gl ow she headed downhill till she struck the path, then hesitated,
and turned west. Once she stopped and said,
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"Alterra . in a whisper. The forest was perfectly quiet in the night. She went on till she
found himlying across the path.

The snow, falling thicker now, streaked across the lantern's dim small glow The snow was
sticking to the ground now instead of nelting, and it had stuck in a powdering of white all over
his torn coat and even on his hair. H's hand, which she touched first, was cold and she knew he
was dead. She sat down on the wet, snowrinmed rmud by himand took his head on her knees.
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He noved and nade a kind of whinper, and with that Rolery came to herself. She stopped her silly
gesture of snoothing the powdery snow fromhis hair and collar, and sat intent for a minute. Then
she eased hi m back down, got up, automatically tried to rub the sticky blood from her hand, and
with the lantern's aid began to seek around the sides of the path for sonething. She found what
she needed and set to work.

Soft, weak sunlight slanted down across the room In that warnth it was hard to wake up and he
kept sliding back down into the waters of sleep, the deep tideless |ake. But the |ight always
brought himup again; and finally he was awake, seeing the high gray walls about himand the sl ant
of sunlight through gl ass.

He lay still while the shaft of watery golden |ight faded and returned, slipped fromthe floor and
pool ed on the farther wall, rising higher, reddening. Alia Pasfal cane in, and seeing he was awake
signed to soneone behind her to stay out. She closed the door and canme to kneel by him Alter-ran
houses were sparsely furnished; they slept on pallets on the carpeted floor, and for chairs used
at nmost a thin cushion. So Alia knelt, and | ooked down at Agat, her worn, black face |lighted
strongly by the reddi sh shaft of sun. There was no pity in her face as she | ooked at him She had
borne too nuch, too young, for conpassion and scruple ever to rise fromvery deep in her, and in
her ol d age she was
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quite pitiless. She shok her head a little fromside to side as she said softly, "Jakob . . . What
have you done?"

He found that his head hurt himwhen he tried to speak, so having no real answer he kept still.

"What have you done

"How did | get hone?" he asked at last, formng the words so poorly with his smashed nouth t hat
she rai sed her hand to stop him "How you got here—s that what you asked? She brought you. The
hilf girl. She made a sort of travois out of sone branches and her furs, and rolled you onto it
and haul ed you over the ridge and to the Land Gate. At night in the snow Nothing left on her but
her breeches —she had to tear up her tunic to tie you on. Those hilfs are tougher than the | eather
they dress in. She said the snow made it easier to pull... No snow |l eft now That was night before
last. You' ve had a pretty good rest all in all.”

She poured hima cup of water fromthe jug on a tray nearby and hel ped himdrink. C ose over him
her face | ooked very old, delicate with age. She said to himw th the m ndspeech, unbelievingly,
How coul d you do this? You were always a proud man, Jakob

He replied the sane way, wordlessly. Put into words what he told her was: / can't get on wi thout
her .

The old wonman flinched physically away fromthe sense of his passion, and as if in self-defense
spoke aloud: "But what a time to pick for a love affair, for a romance! \Wen everyone depended on
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you—

He repeated what he had told her, for it was the truth and all he could tell her. She bespoke him
with harshness: But you're not going to marry her, so you'd better learn to get on wi thout her

He replied only, No.

She sat back on her heels a while. Wen her mind opened again to his it was with a great depth of
bitterness. Wll, go ahead, what's the difference. At this point whatever we do, any of us, alone
or together, is wong. W can't do the right thing, the lucky thing. W can only go on comitting
sui -
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cide, little by little, one by one. Till we're all gone, till Al -terra is gone, all the exiles
dead ...
"Alia," he broke in aloud, shaken by her despair, "the ... the men went . . . ?"

"What men? Qur arny?" She said the words sarcastically. "Did they march north yesterday—wi t hout
you?"

"Pi | ot son—

"If Pilotson had | ed them anywhere it woul d have been to attack Tevar. To avenge you. He was crazy
with rage yesterday."

" Andt hey. . ."

"The hilfs? No, of course they didn't go. Wen it becane known that Wl d' s daughter is running off
to sleep with a farborn in the woods, Wl d's faction comes in for a certain amunt of ridicule and
di scredit—you can see that? O course, it's easier to see it after the fact; but | should have

t hought —=

"For God's sake, Alia."

"Al'l right. Nobody went north. W sit here and wait for the Gaal to arrive when they please."
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Jakob Agat lay very still, trying to keep hinmself fromfalling headfirst, backwards, into the void
that lay under him It was the blank and real abyss of his own pride: the self-deceiving arrogance
fromwhich all his acts had sprung: the lie. If he went under, no matter. But what of his people
whom he had betrayed?

Ali a bespoke himafter a while: Jakob, it was a very little hope at best. You did what you coul d.
Man and unman can't work together. Six hundred hone-years of failure should tell you that. Your
folly was only their pretext. If they hadn't turned on us over it, they would have found sonethi ng
el se very soon. They're our enemies as much as the Gaal. O the Wnter. O the rest of this planet
that doesn't want us. W can nmake no alliances but anong ourselves. W're on our own. Never hold
your hand out to any creature that belongs to this world.

He turned his nmind away from hers, unable to endure the
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finality of her despair. He tried to lie closed in on hinself, wthdrawn, but something worried
himinsistently, dragged at his consciousness, until suddenly it came clear, and struggling to sit
up he stamrered, "Wiere is she? You didn't send her back—

Clothed in a white Alterran robe, Rolery sat crosslegged, a little farther away fromhimthan Alia
had been. Alia was gone; Rolery sat there busy with sone work, nending a sandal it seemed. She had
not seened to notice that he spoke; perhaps he had only spoken in dream But she said presently in
her light voice, "That old one upset you. She could have waited. What can you do now? ... | think
none of them knows how to take six steps w thout you."

The last red of the sunlight made a dull glory on the wall behind her. She sat with a quiet face,
eyes cast down as al ways, absorbed in nending a sandal

In her presence both guilt and pain eased off and took their due proportion. Wth her, he was
hi nsel f. He spoke her nane al oud.

"Ch, sleep now, it hurts you to talk," she said with a nicker of her timd nockery.

"WIIl you stay?" he asked.

"Yes."

"As ny wife," he insisted, reduced by necessity and pain to the bare essential. He inmagi ned that
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her people would kill her if she went back to them he was not sure what his own people night do
to her. He was her only defense, and he wanted the defense to be certain

She bowed her head as if in acceptance; he did not know her gestures well enough to be sure. He
wondered a little at her quietness now The little while he had known her she had al ways been
quick with notion and enotion. But it had been a very little while ... As she sat there working
away her quietness entered into him and with it he felt his strength begin to return.
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CHAPTER SEVEN: The Sout hi ng

BRI GHT ABOVE t he roof peaks burned the star whose rising told the start of Whiter, as cheerlessly,
bright as Wl d remenbered it from his boyhood sixty noonphases ago. Even the great, slender
crescent noon opposite it in the sky seened paler than the Snowstar. A new noonphase had begun
and a new season. But not auspiciously.

Was it ture what the farborns used to say, that the nmoon was a world |ike Askatevar and the other
Ranges, though without living creatures, and the stars too were worlds, where nmen and beasts,
lived and sumer and winter cane? . . . What sort of men would dwell on the Snowstar? Terrible
beings, white as snow, with pallid |ipless nouths and fiery eyes, stal ked through Wld's

i magai nati on. He shook his head and tried to pay attention to what the other Elders were saying.
The fore-runners had returned after only five days with various runmors fromthe north; and the

El ders had built a fire in the great court of Tevar and held a Stone-Pounding. Wl d had cone | ast
and closed the circle, for no other man dared; but it was meaningless, huniliating to him For the
war he had decl ared was not being fought, the nen he had sent had not gone, and the alliance he
had nade was broken.

Beside him as silent as he, sat Umaksuman. The others shouted and w angl ed, getting nowhere. What
did they ex-
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pect? No rhythm had risen out of the pounding of stones, there had been only clatter and conflict.
After that, could they expect to agree on anything? Fools, fools, Wld thought, glowering at the
fire that was too far away to warm him The others were nostly younger, they could keep warmwi th
youth and with shouting at one another. But he was an old man and furs did not warm him out under
the glaring Snowstar in the wind of Wnter. Hi s |l egs ached now with cold, his chest hurt, and he
did not know or care what they were all quarreling about.

Uraksunman was suddenly on his feet. "Listen!" he said, and the thunder of his voice (He got that
fromme, thought Wl d) conpelled them though there were audible nutters and jeers. So far, though
everybody had a fair idea what had happened, the i medi ate cause or pretext of their quarrel wth
Landi n had not been di scussed outside the walls of Wld's Kinhouse; it had sinply been announced
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t hat Unaksuman was not to |ead the foray, that there was to be no foray, that there night be an
attack fromthe farborns. Those of other houses who knew not hi ng about Rol-ery or Agat knew what
was actually involved: a power-struggle between factions in the nost powerful clan. This was
covertly going on in every speech made now i n the Stone-Poundi ng, the subject of which was,

nom nal |y, whether the farborns were to be treated as enem es when nmet beyond the walls.

Now Umaksuman spoke: "Listen, Elders of Tevar! You say this, you say that, but you have not hi ng
left to say. The Gaal are coming: within three days they are here. Be silent and go sharpen your
spears, go look to our gates and walls, because the eneny conmes, they cone down on us—see!" He
flung out his armto the north, and many turned to stare where he pointed, as if expecting the
hordes of the Southing to burst through the wall that nonment, so urgent was Unak-suman's rhetoric.

"Way didn't you | ook to the gate your ki nswoman went out of, Umaksuman?"
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Now it was sai d.

"She's your kinswoman too, Ukwet," Umaksunman said wathfully.

One of themwas Wl d' s son, the other his grandson; they spoke of his daughter. For the first tinme
in his life Wld knew shanme, bal d, hel pl ess shanme before all the best men of his people. He sat
novel ess, his head bowed down.

"Yes, she is; and because of ne, no shame rests on our Kin! | and ny brothers knocked the teeth
out of the dirty face of that one she lay with, and | had himdown to geld himas he-ani nmals
shoul d be gel ded, but then you stopped us, Umaksuman. You stopped us with your fool talk—=

"l stopped you so that we wouldn't have the farborns to fight along with the Gaal, you fool! She's
of age to sleep with a man if she chooses, and this is no—=

"He was no man, kinsman, and | amno fool."

"You are a fool, Ukwet, for you junped at this as a chance to make quarrel with the farborns, and
so lost us our one chance to turn aside the Gaal!"

"I do not hear you, liar, traitor!"

They net with a yell in the niddle of the circle, axes drawn. Wl d got up. Men sitting near him
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| ooked up expecting him as Eldest and clan-chief, to stop the fight. But he did not. He turned
away fromthe broken circle and in silence, with his stiff, ponderous shuffle, went down the alley
between the high slant roofs, under projecting eaves, to the house of his Kin.

He cl anbered | aboriously down earthen stairs into the stuffy, snoky warmh of the i mmense dug-out
room Boys and womenfol k cane asking himif the Stone-Pounding was over and why he cane al one.
"Umaksuman and Ukwet are fighting," he said to get rid of them and sat down by the fire, his |egs
right in the firepit. No good would conme of this. No good would conme of anything any nore. \Wen
crying wonen brought in the body of his grandson Ukwet, a thick path of blood dropping behind them
fromthe ax-split skull, he | ooked on w thout mnoving or speaking.
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"Umaksuman killed him his kinsman, his brother,” Uk-wet's wi ves shrilled at Wl d, who never
rai sed his head. Finally he | ooked around at themheavily Iike an old ani mal beset by hunters, and
said in a thick voice, "Be still . . . Can't you be still. :

It snowed again next day. They buried Ukwet, the first-dead of the Wnter, and the snow fell on
the corpse's face before the grave was filled. Wl d thought then and | ater of Umaksuman, outl awed,
alone hi the hills, in the snow. Wich was better off?

H s tongue was very thick and he did not like to talk. He stayed by the fire and was not sure,
sonmeti mes, whether outside it was day or night. He did not sleep well; he seened sonehow al ways to
be waki ng up. He was just waki ng up when the noi se began outside, up above ground.

Wirren came shrieking in fromthe side-roonms, grabbing up then- little Fall-born brats. "The Gaal
the Gaal!" they screeched. Ohers were quiet as befitted wonmen of a great house, and put the place
in order and sat down to wait.

No man cane for Wl d.

He knew he was no longer a chief; but was he no | onger a man? Must he stay with the babies and
wonen by the fire, in a hole hi the ground?

He had endured public shame, but the loss of his own self-respect he could not endure, and shaking
alittle he got up and began to rummage in his old painted chest for his |eather vest and his
heavy spear, the spear with which he had killed a snow ghoul singlehanded, very | ong ago. He was
stiff and heavy now and all the bright seasons had passed since then, but he was the sane nman, the
sane that had killed with that spear in the snow of another winter. WAs he not the sane man? They
shoul d not have left himhere by the fire, when the eneny cane.

H s fool wonenfol k came squealing around him and he got m xed up and angry. But old Kerly drove
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themal |l off,
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gave himback his spear that one of them had taken fromhim and fastened at his neck the cape of
gray korio-fur she had made for himin autum. There was one |left who knew what a man was. She
wat ched himin silence and he felt her grieving pride. So he wal ked very erect. She was a cross
ol d woman and he was a foolish old man, but pride remained. He clinbed up into the cold, bright
noon, hearing beyond the walls the calling of foreign-voices.

Men were gathered on the square platformover the snokehold of the House of Absence. They nmade way
for himwhen he hoisted hinself up the | adder. He was wheezing and trenbling so that at first he
could see nothing. Then he saw. For a while he forgot everything in the unbelievable sight.

The vall ey that wound fromnorth to south along the base of Tevar Hill to the river-valley east of
the forest was full—full as the river in the flood-tine, swarm ng, overrunning with people. They
wer e novi ng sout hward, a sluggish, junbled, dark flood, stretching and contracting, stopping and
starting, with yells, cries, calls, creaking, snapping whips, the hoarse bray of hann, the wail of
babi es, the tuneless chanting of travois-pullers; the flash of color froma rolled-up red felt
tent, a wonman's painted bangles, a red plune, a spearhead; the stink, the noise, the
nmovenent —al ways t he novenent, noving southward, the Southing. But in all tinmepast there had never
been a Southing like this, so nany all together. As far as eye could follow up the w dening valley
northward there were nore conming, and behind them nore, and behind them nmore. And these were only
the wonen and the brats and the baggage-train . . . Beside that slow torrent of people the Wnter
City of Tevar was nothing. A pebble on the edge of a river in flood.

At first Wld felt sick; then he took heart, and said presently, "This is a wonderful thing
And it was, this mgration of all the nations of the north. He was glad to have seen it. The man
next to him an Elder, Anweld of Siok-
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man's Kin, shrugged and answered quietly, "But it's the end of us."

"If they stop here."

"These won't. But the warriors cone behind."

They were so strong, so safe in their nunbers, that their warriors cane behind.
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"They' Il need our stores and our herds tonight, to feed all those,” Anweld went on. "As soon as

these get by, they'll attack."”

"Send our wonen and children out into the hills to the west, then. This City is only a trap
agai nst such a force."

"I listen," Anweld said with a shrug of assent.

" Now—qui ckl y—before the Gaal encircle us."

"This has been said and heard. But others say we can't send our wormen out to fend for thensel ves
while we stay in the shelter of the walls.”

"Then let's go with them" Wld grow ed. "Can the Men of Tevar, deci de not hi ng?"

"They have no | eader,"” Anweld said. "They follow this man and that man and no man." To say nore
woul d be to seemto blane Wl d and his kinsnmen; he said no nore except, "So we wait here to be
destroyed. "

"I"'mgoing to send my wonenfol k off," Wld said, irked by Anweld' s cool hopel essness, and he left
the m ghty spectacle of the Southing, to | ower hinself down the lad-. der and go tell his kinfolk
to save thensel ves while there was sone chance. He neant to go with them For there was no
fighting such odds, and some, sone few of the people of Tevar nust survive

But the younger nen of his clan did not agree and would not take his orders. They woul d stand and
fight.

"But you'll die," said Wld, "and your wonen and children nmight go free—f they're not here with
you." Hi's tongue was thick again. They could hardly wait for himto finish

"We' || beat off the Gaal," said a young grandson. "W are warriors!"
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"Tevar is a strong city, Eldest," another said, persuasive, flattering. "You told us and taught us
to build it well."
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"I't will stand against Wnter," Wl d said. "Not against ten thousand warriors. | would rather see
my wonen die of the cold in the bare hills, than live as whores and slaves of the Gaal." But they
were not listening, only waiting for himto be done talking.

He went outside again, but was too weary nowto clinmb the |adders to the platformagain. He found
hinself a place to wait out of the way of the coming and going hi the narrow alleys: a niche by a
supporting buttress of the south wall, not far fromthe gate. If he clamnbered up on the slanting
mud- bri ck buttress he could | ook over the wall and watch the Sout hi ng goi ng by; when the wi nd got
under his cape he could squat down, chin on knees, and have sone shelter in the angle. For a while
the sun shone on himthere. He squatted in its warnth and did not think of nuch. Once or tw ce he
gl anced up at the sun, the Wnter sun, old, weak in its old age.

W nter grasses, the short-lived hasty-flowering little plants that would thrive between the
blizzards until nidw nter when the snow did not nelt and nothing lived but the rootl ess snowcrop,
al ready were pushing up through the tranpled ground under the wall. Al ways sonething |lived, each
creature biding its tinme through the great Year, flourishing and dying down to wait again.

The | ong hours went by.

There was crying and shouting at the northwest corner of the walls. Men went running by through
the ways of the Little city, alleys wi de enough for one man only under the overhangi ng eaves. Then
the roar of shouting was behind Wl d s back and outside the gate to his left. The hi gh wooden
slidegate, that lifted frominside by nmeans of long pulleys, rattled inits frame. They were
ranming a log against it. Wld got up with difficulty; he had got so stiff sitting there hi the
cold that he could not feel his legs. He |l eaned a minute on his spear, then got a footing with his
back
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agai nst the buttress and held his spear ready, not with the thrower but poised to use at short
range.

The Gaal must be using | adders, for they were already inside the city over at the north side, he
could tell by the noise. A spear sailed clear over the roofs, overshot with a thrower. The gate
rattled again. In the old days they had no | adders and rans, they cane not by thousands but in
ragged tribes, cowardly barbarians, running south before the cold, not staying to |live and die on
their owmn Range as true nmen did. . . . There canme one with a wide, white face and a red plunme in
his horn of pitch-sneared hair, running to open the gate fromwithin. Wld took a step forward and
said, "Stop there!" The Gaal | ooked around, and the old man drove his six-foot iron-headed spear
into his eneny's side under the ribs, clear in. He was still trying to pull it back out of the
shivering body when, behind him the gate of the city began to split. That was a hi deous sight,
the wood splitting Like rotten |eather, the snout of a thick |og poking through. Wld left his
spear in the Gaal's belly and ran down the alley, heavily, stunbling, towards the House of his
Kin. The peaked wooden roofs of the city were all on fire ahead of him

file:/lIC|/2590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%20...0Leaugue%2002%20-%20Planet%200f%20Exile.txt (49 of 93) [12/29/2004 1:13:23 AM]



file:///C|/2590%20Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/Ursul a8%620K . %20L eguin%20-%20L eaugue%2002%620-%20P| anet%200f %20EXil e.txt

65

CHAPTER EI GHT: In The Alien City

THE STRANGEST thing in all the strangeness of this house was the painting on the wall of the big
room downstairs. Wien Agat had gone and the rooms were deathly still she stood gazing at this
picture till it became the world and she the wall. And the world was a network: a deep network,
like interlacing branches in the woods, like inter-running currents in water, silver, gray, black
shot through with green and rose and a yellow |li ke the sun. As one watched their deep network one
sawin it, anpbng it, woven into it and weaving it, little and great patterns and figures, beasts,
trees, grasses, nmen and wonen and other creatures, sone |ike farborns and some not; and strange
shapes, boxes set on round | egs, birds, axes, silver spears and feathers of fire, faces that were
not faces, stones with wings and a tree whose | eaves were stars.

"What is that?" she asked the farborn wonan whom Agat had asked to | ook after her, his ki nswoman;
and she in her way that was an effort to be kind replied, "A painting, a picture—your people make
pi ctures, don't they?"

"Yes, a little. What is it telling of?"

"Of the other worlds and our hone. You see the people init. . .It was painted long ago, in the
first Year of our exile, by one of the sons of Esnmit."
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, "What is that?" Rolery pointed, froma respectful distance.

"A building—the Geat Hall of the League on the world called Davenant."

"And t hat ?"

"An erkar."

"I listen again," Rolery said politely—she was on her best nanners at every nonent now-but when
Sei ko Esnit seenmed not to understand the formality, she asked, "Wat is an erkar?"

The farborn woman pushed out her lips a little and said indifferently, "A. . . thing toride in
like a ... well, you don't even use wheels, how can |I tell you? You' ve seen our wheeled carts?
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Yes? Well, this was a cart to ride in, but it flewin the sky."

"Can your people make such cars now?" Rolery asked in pure wondernent, but Seiko took the question
wrong. She replied with rancor, "No. How could we keep such skills here, when the Law conmanded us
not to rise above your |evel? For six hundred years your people have failed to | earn the use of
wheel s! "

Desolate in this strange place, exiled fromher people and now al one wi thout Agat, Rolery was
frightened of Seiko Esmit and of every person and every thing she nmet. But she woul d not be
scorned by a jeal ous wonan, an ol der worman. She said, "I ask to learn. But | think your people
haven't been here for six hundred years."

"Si x hundred hone-years is ten Years here." After a nonment Sei ko Esmt went on, "You see, we don't
know all about the erkars and nmany other things that used to belong to our people, because when
our ancestors canme here they were sworn to obey a | aw of the League, which forbade themto use
many things different fromthe things the native people used. This was called Cultural Enbargo. In
time we woul d have taught you how to make things—tike wheeled carts. But the Ship left. There were
few of us here, and no word fromthe League, and we found many enem es anong
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your nations in those days. It was hard for us to keep the Law and al so to keep what we had and
knew. So perhaps we |ost much skill and know edge. W don't know "

"I't was a strange law," Rol ery murnured.

"I't was made for your sakes—ot ours,"” Seiko said in her hurried voice, in the hard distinct
farborn accent like Agat's, "In the Canons of the League, which we study as children, it is
witten: No Religion or Congruence shall be disseninated, no technique or theory shall be taught,
no cultural set or pattern shall be exported, nor shall para-verbal speech be used with any non-
Communi cant high-intelligence Iifeform or any Colonial Planet, until it be judged by the Area
Council with the consent or the Plenumthat such a planet be ready for Control or for Menbership

It neans, you see, that we were to live exactly as you live. In so far as we do not, we have
broken our own Law. "

"It did us no harm" Rolery said. "And you not rmuch good."

"You cannot judge us," Seiko said with that rancorous col dness; then controlling herself once
nore, "There's work to be done now. WIIl you come?"

Submi ssive, Rolery followed Seiko. But she glanced back at the painting as they left. It had a
greater whol eness than any object she had ever seen. Its sonber, silvery, unnerving conplexity
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af fected her sonewhat as Agat's presence did; and when he was with her, she feared him but
not hi ng el se. Not hing, no one.

The fighting nmen of Landin were gone. They had sone hope, by guerilla attacks and anbushes, of
harrying the Gaal on southward towards | ess aggressive victins. It was a bare hope, and the wonen
were working to ready the town for siege. Seiko and Rolery reported to the Hall of the League on
the great square, and there were assigned to help round up the herds of hann fromthe long fields
south of town. Twenty wormen went together; each as she left the Hall was given a packet of bread
and hann-m | k
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curd, for they would be gone all day. As forage grew scant the herds had ranged far south between
the beach and the coastal ridges. The women hi ked about eight mles south and t hen beat back
zigzagging to and fro, collecting and driving the little, silent, shaggy beasts in greater and
greater nunbers.

Rol ery saw the farborn wonen in a new |ight now They had seened delicate, childish, with their
soft light clothes, their quick voices and quick minds. But here they were out in the ice-rimed
stubble of the hills, in furs and trousers |ike human woren, driving the slow, shaggy herds into
the north wi nd, working together, cleverly and with determ nati on. They were wonderful with the
beasts, seeming to |lead rather than drive them as if they had sone mastery over them They cane
up the road to the Sea Gate after the sun had set, a handful of wonen in a shaggy sea of trotting,
hi gh- haunched beasts. Wen Landin walls cane in sight a woman lifted up her voice and sang. Rolery
had never heard a voice play this game with pitch and tine. It made her eyes blink and her throat
ache, and her feet on the dark road kept the nusic's time. The singing went from voice to voice up
and down the road; they sang about a | ost home they had never known, about weaving cloth and
sewing jewels on it, about warriors killed in war; there was a song about a girl who went mad for

| ove and junped into the sea, "Othe waves they roll far out before the tide .. ." Sweet-voiced,
maki ng song out of sorrow, they cane with the herds, twenty wonmen wal king in the windy dark. The
tide was in, a soughing blackness over the dunes to their left. Torches on the high walls flared
before them making the city of exile an island of I|ight.

Al food in Landin was strictly rationed now. People ate communally in one of the great buildings
around the square, or if they chose took their rations hone to their houses. The wonen who had
been herding were late. After a hasty dinner in the strange building called Thiatr, Rolery went
with Seiko Esnit to the house of the wonman
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Alia Pasfal. She would rather have gone to Agat's enpty house and been al one there, but she did
what ever she was asked to do. She was no longer a girl, and no |l onger free. She was the wife of an
an Alterran, and a prisoner on sufferance. For the first tine in her |life she obeyed.

No fire burned in the hearth, yet the high roomwas warn |anps w thout w cks burned in gl ass
cages on the wall. In this one house, as big as a whol e Ki nhouse of Tevar, one old wonan |ived by
hersel f. How did they bear the | oneliness? And how did they keep the warnth and Iight of sunmer
inside the walls? And all Year long they lived in these houses, all their lives, never wandering,
never living in tents out on the range, on the broad Sum nerlands, wandering . . . Rolery pulled

file:/lIC|/2590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%20...0Leaugue%2002%20-%20Planet%200f%20Exile.txt (52 of 93) [12/29/2004 1:13:23 AM]



file:///C|/2590%20Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/Ursul a8%620K . %20L eguin%20-%20L eaugue%2002%620-%20P| anet%200f %20EXil e.txt

her groggy head erect and stole a glance at the old one, Pasfal, to see if her sleepiness had been
seen. It had. The ol d one saw everything; and she hated Rolery.

So did they all, the Alterrans, these farborn El ders. They hated her because they | oved Jakob Agat
with a jealous |ove; because he had taken her to wife; because she was human and they were not.

One of them was sayi ng sonething about Tevar, sonething very strange that she did not believe. She
| ooked down, but fright nust have showed hi her face, for one of the nmen, Dernat Alterra, stopped
listening to the others and said, "Rolery, you didn't know that Tevar was | ost?"

"l listen,"” she whispered.

"Qur men were harrying the Gaal fromthe west all day," the farborn expl ai ned. "Wen the Gaa
warriors attacked Tevar, we attacked their baggage-line and the canps their wonen were putting up
east of the forest. That drew some of themoff, and some of the Tevarans got out—but they and our
men got scattered. Sone of them are here now, we don't really know what the rest are doi ng, except
it's a cold night and they're out there in the hills . "

Rol ery sat silent. She was very tired, and did not understand. The Wnter Gty was taken
destroyed. Could that be
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true? She had | eft her people; now her people were all dead, or honeless in the hills in the
Wnter night. She was |left alone. The aliens tal ked and tal ked hi their hard voices. For a while
Rol ery had an illusion, which she knew for an illusion, that there was a thin filmof blood on her
hands and wists. She felt a little sick, but was not sleepy any |onger; now and then she felt
herself entering the outskirts, the first stage, of Absence for a ninute. The bright, cold eyes of
the old one, Pasfal the witch, stared at her. She could not nove. There was nowhere to go.
Everyone was dead.

Then there was a change. It was |like a small light far off hi darkness. She said al oud, though so
softly only those nearest her heard, "Agat is comng here."

"lI's he bespeaki ng you?" Alia Pasfal asked sharply.

Rol ery gazed for a nmonent at the air beside the old woman she feared; she was not seeing her
"He's coming here," she repeated.

"He's probably not sending, Alia," said the one called Pilotson. "They're in steady rapport, to
sone degree."
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"Nonsense, Huru."

"Why nonsense? He told us he sent to her very hard, on the beach, and got through; she nust be a
Natural. And that established a rapport. It's happened before."

"Bet ween human coupl es, yes," the old woman said. "An untrained child can't receive or send a
paraver bal message, Huru; a Natural is the rarest thing in the world. And this is a hilf, not a
human! "

Rol ery nmeanwhil e had got up, slipped away fromthe circle and gone to the door. She opened it.

Qut side was enpty darkness and the cold. She | ooked up the street, and in a nonent could nake out
a man coming down it at a weary jogtrot. He cane into the shaft of yellow light fromthe open
door, and putting out his hand to catch hers, out of breath, said her name. His smle showed three
front teeth gone; there was a bl ackened bandage around his head under his fur cap; he was grayish
with fatigue and pain. He had been out hi the hills since the Gaal had entered Aska-
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tevar Range, three days and two nights ago. "Get nme sonme water to drink," he told Rolery softly,
and then cane on into the light, while the others all gathered around him

Rol ery found the cooking-roomand in it the netal reed with a flower on top which you turned to
make water run out of the reed; Agat's house al so had such a device. She saw no bowl s or cups set
out anywhere, so she caught the water in a hollow of the | oose hem of her |eather tunic, and
brought it thus to her husband in the other room He gravely drank fromher tunic. The others
stared and Pasfal said sharply, "There are cups in the cupboard.” But she was a witch no | onger
her malice fell like a spent arrow. Rolery knelt beside Agat and heard his voice.

CHAPTER NI NE: The Guerrillas

THE WEATHER HAD war ned again after the first snow There was sun, a little rain, northwest wnd
light frost at night, much as it had been all the |ast nponphase of Autum. Wnter was not so
different fromwhat went before; it was a bit hard to believe the records of previous Years that
told of ten-foot snowfalls, and whol e noonphases when the ice never thawed. Maybe that came | ater
The probl em now was the Gaal ..

Paying very little attention to Agat's guerillas, though he had inflicted some nasty wounds on
their army's flanks, the northerners had poured at a fast march down through As-katevar Range,
encanped east of the forest, and now on the third day were assaulting the Wnter City. They were
not destroying it, however; they were obviously trying to save the granaries fromthe fire, and
the herds, and perhaps the wonen. It was only the nen they slaughtered. Perhaps, as reported, they
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were going to try to garrison the place with a few of their own nen. Come Spring the Gaa
returning fromthe south could march fromtown to town of an Enpire.

It was not like the hilfs, Agat thought as he lay hidden under an i mrense fallen tree, waiting for
his little arny to take their positions for their own assault on Tevar. He had been in the open
fighting and hiding, two days and ni ghts
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now. A cracked rib fromthe beating he had taken in the woods, though well bound up, hurt, and so
did a shall ow scai p-wound froma Gaal slingshot vesterday; but with imunity to infection wounds
heal ed very fast, and Agat paid scant attention to anything | ess than a severed artery. Only a
concussion had got himdown at all. He was thirsty at the monent and a bit stiff, but his mnd was
pl easantly alert as he got this brief enforced rest. It wasn't like the hilfs, this planning
ahead. Hlfs did not consider either time or space in the linear, inperialistic fashion of his own
species. Tine to themwas a lantern lighting a step before, a step behind—+the rest was

i ndi stinguishable dark. Time was this day, this one day of the i nmense Year. They had no

hi storical vocabulary; there was nmerely today and "tinepast." They | ooked ahead only to the next
season at nost. They did not | ook down over tine but wer" in it as the lanp in the night, as the
heart hi the body. And so also with space: space to themwas not a surface on which to draw
boundari es but a range, a heartl and, centered on the self and clan and tribe. Around the Range
were areas that brightened as one approached them and di nred as one departed; the farther, the
fainter. But there were no lines, no limts. This planning ahead, this trying to keep hold of a
conquered place across both snace and tine, was untypical; it showed-what? An autononous change in
a hilf culture-pattern, or an infection fromthe old northern col onies and forays of Man?

It would be the first tine, Agat thought sardonically, that they ever |earned an idea from us.
Next we'll be catching their colds. And that'll kill us off; and our ideas mght well kill them
of f

There was in hima deep and nostly unconsci ous bitterness agai nst the Tevarans, who had snashed
his head and ribs, and broken their covenant; and whom he nmust now watch getting slaughtered h
their stupid little nud city under his eyes. He had been hel pless to fight against them
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now he was al nost helpless to fight for them He detested them for forcing hel pl essness upon him
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At that nonent—ust as Rolery was starting back towards Landin behind the herds—there was a rustle
in the dry leaf-dust hi the hollow behind him Before the sound had ceased he had his | oaded
dartgun trained on the holl ow.

Expl osi ves were forbidden by the Law of Cul tural Enbargo, which had becone a basic ethos of the
Exiles; but sone native tribes, in the early Years of fighting, had used poi soned spears and
darts. Freed by this fromtaboo, the doctors of Landin had devel oped some effective poi sons which
were still in the hunting-fighting repertory. There were stunners, paralyzers, slow and quick
killers; this one was | ethal and took five seconds to convul se the nervous systemof a |arge

ani mal, such as a Gaal. The nechani smof the dartgun was neat and sinple, accurate within a little
over fifty neters. "Conme on out," Agat called to the silent hollow, and his still swollen Iips
stretched out in a grin. Al things considered, he was ready to kill another hilf.

"Alterra?"

A hilf rose to his full height among the dead gray bushes of the hollow, his arnms by his sides. It
was Unmaksuman.

"HelI!'" Agat said, |owering his gun, but not all the way. Repressed viol ence shook hima noment
with a spastic shudder.

"Alterra," the Tevaran said huskily, "in nmy father's tent we were friends."

"And afterwards—n the woods?"

The native stood there silent, a big, heavy figure, his fair hair filthy, his face clayey with
hunger and exhausti on

"I heard your voice, with the others. If you had to avenge your sister's honor, you could have
done it one at a tine." Agat's finger was still on the trigger; but when Draksu-nman answered, his
expression changed. He had not hoped for an answer.
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"I was not with the others. | followed them and stopped them Five days ago | killed Ukwet, my
nephew brother, who led them | have been in the hills since then." Agat uncocked his gun and

| ooked away. "Cone on up here,"” he said after a while. Only then did both of themrealize that
they had been standing up talking out loud, in these hills full of Gaal scouts. Agat gave a |ong
noi sel ess | augh as Unaksuman slithered into the niche under the log with him "Friend, eneny, what
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the hell," he said. "Here." He passed the hilf a hunk of bread fromhis wallet. "Rolery is ny
wi fe, since three days ago."

Silent, Umaksuman took the bread, and ate it as a hungry nan eats.

"When they whistle fromthe left, over there, we're going to go hi all together, heading for that
breach in the walls at the north corner, and nmake a run through the town, to pick up any Tevarans
we can. The Gaal are |ooking for us around the Bogs where we were this norning, not here. It's the
only tune we're going for the town. You want to cone?"

Uraksunman nodded. "Are you arnmed?"

Umaksuman lifted his ax. Side by side, not speaking, they crouched watching the burning roofs, the
tangl es and spurts of notion in the wecked alleys of the little town on the hill facing them A
gray sky was closing off the sunlight; snoke was acrid on the w nd.

Of to then- left a whistle shrilled. The hillsides west and north of Tevar sprang alive with nen,
little scattered figures crouch-running down into the vale and up the slope, piling over the
broken wall and into the weckage and confusion of the town.

As the men of Landin net at the wajl they joined into squads of five to twenty nmen, and these
squads kept together, whether in attacking groups of Gaal looters with dartguns, bolos and knives,
or in picking up whatever Tev-aran wonen and children they found and making for the
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gate with them They went so fast and sure that they m ght have rehearsed the raid; the Gaal
occupied hi cleaning out the last resistance in the town, were taken off guard.

Agat and Umaksuman kept pace, and a group of eight or ten coal esced with themas they ran through
t he Stone-Poundi ng Square, then down a narrow tunnel-alley to a | esser square, and burst into one
of the big Kinhouses. One after another |eapt down the earthen stairway into the dark ulterior
White-faced nen with red plunes twined hi their horn-like hair canme yelling and sw ngi ng axes,
defending their loot. The dart from Agat's gun shot straight into the open nmouth of one; he saw
Umeksuman take the armoff a Gaal's shoul der as an axman | ops a branch froma tree. Then there was
silence. Wonen crouched in silence in the half-darkness. A baby baw ed and bawl ed. "Come with us!"
Agat shouted. Sorme of the wonen nmoved towards him and seeing him stopped.

Umaksuman | oonmed up beside himin the dun Iight fromthe doorway, heavy |aden with sone burden on
his back. "Conme, bring the children!" he roared, and at the sound of his known voice they al
moved. Agat got them grouped at the stairs with his nen strung out to protect them then gave the
word. They broke fromthe Kinhouse and nade for the gate. No Gaal stopped their run—a queer bunch
of wonen, children, nmen, led by Agat with a Gaal ax running cover for Umaksuman, who carried on
his shoul ders a great dangling burden, the old chief, his father Wld.
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They made it out the gate, ran the gauntlet of a Gaal troop in the old tenting-place, and with
other such flying squads of Landin nmen and refugees hi front of them and behind them scattered
into the woods. The whol e run through Tevar had taken about five m nutes.

There was no safety in the forest. Gaal scouts and troops were scattered along the road to Landin.
The refugees and rescuers fanned out singly and in pairs southward into the woods. Agat stayed
wi th Unaksuman, who could not defend hinself carrying the old man. They struggled through
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the underbrush. No eneny nmet them anong the gray aisles and humocks, the fallen trunks and
tangl ed dead branches and nunm ed bushes. Somewhere far behind thema wonman's voi ce screaned and
screaned.

It took thema long tine to work south and west in a half-circle through the forest, over the
ridges and back north at last to Landin. When Umaksunan could not go any farther, Wl d wal ked, but
he could go only very slowy. Wen they cane out of the trees at |last they saw the lights of the
City of Exile flaring far off in the windy dark above the sea. Half-dragging the old man, they
struggl ed along the hillside and came to the Land Gate.

"Hilfs comi ng!" Guards sang out before they got within clear sight, spotting Umaksuman's fair
hair. Then they saw Agat and the voices cried, "The Alterra, the Alterral!"

They came to neet him and brought himinto the city, nen who had fought beside him taken his
orders, saved his skin for these three days of guerilla-fighting hi the woods and hills.

They had done what they could, four hundred of them against an eneny that swarmed |ike the vast

m grations of the beasts—fifteen thousand nmen. Agat had guessed. Fifteen thousand warriors,

bet ween sixty or seventy thousand Gaal hi all, with their tents and cookpots and travoi s and hann
and fur rugs and axes and arm ets and cradl eboards and ti nderboxes, all their scant bel ongings,
and their fear of the Wiiter, and their hunger. He had seen Gall wonen in their encanpnents
gathering the dead lichen off logs and eating it. It did not seem probable that the little Cty of
Exile still stood, untouched by this flood of violence and hunger, with torches alight above its
gates of iron and carved wood, and nen to wel come hi m hore.

Trying to tell the story of the last three days, he said, "W canme around behind their |ine of
march, yesterday afternoon.” The words had no reality; neither had this warmroom the faces of
men and wonmen he had known all his life, listening to him "The ... the ground behind
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them where the whole migration had cone down sonme of the narrow vall eys—t | ooked |ike the ground
after a landslide. Raw dirt. Nothing. Everything trodden to dust, to nothing . "

"How can they keep goi ng? What do they eat?" Huru nuttered.

"The Whiter stores in the cities they take. The land's all stripped by now, the crops are in, the
bi g game gone south. They must | oot every town on their course and live off the hann-herds, or
starve before they get out of the snowl ands."

"Then they'll come here," one of the Alterrans said quietly.

"l think so. Tonorrow or next day." This was true, but it was not real either. He passed his hand
over his face, feeling the dirt and stiffness and the unheal ed soreness of his lips. He had felt
he nmust cone nake his report to the governnent of his city, but now he was so tired that he could
not say anything nore, and did not hear what they were saying. He turned to Rolery, who knelt in
silence beside him Not raising her anber eyes, she said very softly, "You should go hone,
Alterra.”

He had not thought of her ahl those endl ess hours of fighting and running and shooting and hiding
in the woods. He had known her for two weeks; had talked with her at any |length perhaps three
times; had lamw th her once; had taken her as his wife hi the Hall of Law in the early norning
three days ago, and an hour later had left to go with the guerillas. He knew nothing nmuch about
her, and she was not even of his species. And in a couple of days nore they woul d probably both be
dead. He gave his noisel ess |laugh and put his hand gently on hers. "Yes, take ne hone," he said.
Silent, delicate, alien, she rose, and waited for himas he took his | eave of the others.

He had told her that Wl d and Uraksuman, with about two hundred nore of her people, had escaped or
been res-
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cued fromthe violated Wnter City and were now in refugee quarters in Landin. She had not asked
to go to them As they went up the steep street together fromA la' s house to his, she asked, "Wy
did you enter Tevar to save the people?"

"Why?" It seenmed a strange question to him "Because they wouldn't save thenselves."

"That's no reason, Alterra."
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She seened submi ssive, the shy native wife who did her lord s will. Actually, he was |earning, she
was stubborn, willful, and very proud. She spoke softly, but said exactly what she neant.

"It is a reason, Rolery. You can't just sit there watching the bastards kill off people slowy.
Anyhow, | want to fight —+o fight back . . ."

"But your town: how do you feed these people you brought here? If the Gaal |ay siege, or
afterwards, in Wnter?"

"W have enough. Food's not our worry. Al we need is nen."

He stunmbled a little fromweariness. But the clear cold night had cleared his mnd, and he felt
the rising of a small spring of joy that he had not felt for a long tine. He had sone sense that
this little relief, this lightness of spirit, was given himby her presence. He had been
responsi ble for everything so long. She the stranger, the foreigner, of alien blood and nind, did
not share his power or his conscience or his know edge or his exile. She shared nothing at al
with him but had met himand joined with himwholly and i mmedi ately across the gulf of their
great difference: as if it were that difference, the alienness between them that |et them neet,
and that in joining themtogether, freed them

They entered his unl ocked front door. No light burned in the high narrow house of roughly dressed
stone. It had stood here for three Years, a hundred and ei ghty noon-phases; his great-grandfather
had been born in it, and his grandfather, and his father, and hinself. It was as famliar
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to himas his own body. To enter it with her, the nomad wonan whose only hone woul d have been this
tent or that on one hillside or another, or the teem ng burrows under the snow, gave hima

pecul iar pleasure. He felt a tenderness towards her which he hardly knew how to express. Wt hout
intent he said her nane not al oud but paraver-bally. At once she turned to himin the darkness of

the hall; in the darkness, she |ooked into his face* The house and city were silent around them
In his mnd he heard her say his own nanme, like a whisper in the night, Iike a touch across the
abyss.

"You bespoke ne," he said al oud, unnerved, nmarveling. She said nothing but once nore he heard h
his mnd, along his blood and nerves, her nmind that reached out to him Agat, Agat
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CHAPTER TEN: The A d Chi ef

file://IC|/2590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%20...0Leaugue%2002%20-%20Planet%200f%20Exile.txt (60 of 93) [12/29/2004 1:13:23 AM]



file:///C|/2590%20Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/Ursul a8%620K . %20L eguin%20-%20L eaugue%2002%620-%20P| anet%200f %20EXil e.txt

THE OLD CHI EF was tough. He survived stroke, concussion, exhaustion, exposure, and disaster with
intact will, and nearly intact intelligence.

Sone things he did not understand, and others were not present to his mnd at all tinmes. He was if
anything glad to be out of the stuffy darkness of the Kinhouse, where sitting by the fire had nade
such a woman of him he was quite clear about that. He |iked—he had always |iked—this rock-
founded, sunlit, wi ndswept city of the farborns, built before anybody alive was born and stil
standi ng changeless in the sane place. It was a nmuch better built city than Tevar. About Tevar he
was not always clear. Sonetines he renenbered the yells, the burning roofs, the hacked and

di senbowel ed corpses of his sons and grandsons. Sonetines he did not. The will to survive was very
strong in him

Q her refugees trickled in, some of themfrom sacked Wnter Cities to the north; in all there were
now about three hundred of Wld's race in the farborns' town. It was so strange to be weak, to be

few, to live on the charity of pariahs, that sone of the Tevarans, particularly anong the m ddl e-

aged nmen, could not take it. They sat in Absence, |egs crossed, the pupils of their eyes shrunk to
a dot, as if they had been rubbing thensel ves with gesin oil
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Some of the wonmen, too, who had seen their nen cut into gobbets in the streets and by the hearths
of Tevar, or who had |ost children, grieved thenselves into sickness or Absence. But to Wld the

col | apse of the Tevaran world was only part of the collapse of his own |ife. Know ng that he was

very far along the way to death, he | ooked with great benevol ence on each day and on all younger

men, human or farborn: they were the ones who had to keep fighting.

Sunl i ght shone now in the stone streets, bright on the painted housefronts, though there was a
vague dirty snear along the sky above the dunes northward. In the great square, in front of the
house called Thiatr where all the humans were quartered, Wl d was hailed by a farborn. It took him
a while to recogni ze Jaokob Agat. Then he cackled a bit and said, "Alterra! you used to be a
handsone fellow. You |look |like a Pernmek shaman with his front teeth pulled. Were is ... (he
forgot her nane) where's ny ki nswonman?"

"I'n ny house, Eldest."

"This is shaneful ," Wld said. He did not care if he offended Agat. Agat was his |lord and | eader
now, of course; but the fact remained that it was shameful to keep a mistress in one's own tent or
house. Farborn or not, Agat shoul d observe the fundanental decencies.

"She's ny wife. Is that the shanme?"

"l hear wongly, ny ears are old,"” Wld said, wary.
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"She is nmy wife."

Wl d | ooked up, neeting Agat's gaze straight on for the first tine. Wld' s eyes were dull yellow
like the whiter sun, and no white showed under the slanting lids. Agat's eyes were dark, iris and
pupil dark, white-cornered in the dark face: strange eyes to neet the gaze of, unearthly.

Wl d | ooked away. The great stone houses of the farborns stood all about him clean and bright and
ancient in the sunlight.

"I took a wife fromyou, Farborn," he said at last, "but |
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never thought you' d take one fromnme ... Wl d s daughter narried anong the fal se-nen, to bear no
sons—

"You' ve got no cause to mourn," the young farborn said unnoving, set as a rock. "I amyour equal
wld. In all but age. You had a farborn wife once. Now you' ve got a farborn son-in-law. |f you
want ed one you can swal |l ow the other."

"It is hard," the old man said with dour sinplicity. There was a pause. "W are not equals, Jakob
Agat. My people are dead or broken. You are a chief, alord. | amnot. But | ama man, and you are
not. What |ikeness between us?"

"At | east no grudge, no hate," Agat said? still unnoving.

Wbl d | ooked about himand at | ast, slowy, shrugged assent.

"Cood, then we can die well together," the farborn said with his surprising [augh. You never knew
when a farborn was going to laugh. "I think the Gaal will attack in a few hours, Eldest."

"I'n a few?2"

"Soon. When the sun's-high nmaybe." They were standing by the enpty arena. A light discus |ay
abandoned by their feet. Agat picked it up and without intent, boyishly, sailed it across the
arena. Gazing where it fell he said, "There's about twenty of themto one of us. So if they get
over the walls or through the gate . . . I"'msending all the Fall-born children and their nothers
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out to the Stack. Wth the drawbridges raised there's no way to take it, and it's got water and
supplies to last five hundred peopl e about a noon-phase. There ought to be sonme nmen with the
wonenfol k. WIl you choose three or four of your nmen, and the wonen with young children, and take
them there?" They nust have a chief. Does this plan seem good to you?"

"Yes. But | will stay here," the old nman said.

"Very well, Eldest," Agat said without a flicker of protest, his harsh, scarred young face
i npassi ve. "Please choose the nen to go with your wonen and children. They should go very soon
Kenmper will take our group out."
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"I'"ll go with them" Wld said in exactly the sane tone, and Agat |ooked just a trifle

di sconcerted. So it was possible to disconcert him But he agreed quietly. H s deference to Wld
was courteous pretense, of course—what reason had he to defer to a dyi ng man who even anong his
own defeated tribe was no |onger a chief?—but he stuck with it no matter how foolishly Wld
replied. He was truly a rock. There were not many nen like that. "My lord, ny son, ny like," the
old man said with a grin, putting his hand on Agat's shoul der, "send nme where you want ne. | have
no nmore use, all | can do is die. Your black rock | ooks like an evil place to die, but I'Il do it
there if you want. "

"Send a few nen to stay with the wonen, anyway," Agat said, "good steady ones that can keep the
wonen from panicking. |'ve got to go up to the Land Gate, Eldest. WIIl you cone?"

Agat, lithe and quick, was off. Leaning on a farborn spear of bright netal, Wl d nade his way
slowy up the streets and steps. But when he was only hal fway he had to stop for breath, and then
realized that he should turn back and send the young nothers and their brats out to the island, as
Agat had asked. He turned and started down. \When he saw how his feet shuffled on the stones he
knew t hat he shoul d obey Agat and go with the wonen to the black island, for he would only be in
the way here.

The bright streets were enpty except for an occasional farborn hurrying purposefully by. They were
all ready or getting ready, at their posts and duties. If the clansnmen of Tevar had been ready, if
they had marched north to neet the Gaal, if they had | ooked ahead into a conming tinme the way Agat
seened to do . . . No wonder people called far-borns witchmen. But then, it was Agat's fault that
they had not nmarched. He had | et a wonman cone between allies. If he, Wld, had known that the girl
had ever spoken again to Agat, he would have had her killed behind the tents, and her body thrown
into the sea, and Tevar might still be
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standing . . . She cane out of the door of a high stone house, and seeing Wld, stood still.
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He noticed that though she had tied back her hair as married wonen did, she still wore |eather
tunic and breeches stanped with the trifoliate dayflower, clan-mark of his Kin.

They did not |ook into each other's eyes.

She did not speak. Wl d said at | ast—for past was past, and he had called Agat "son"—=Do you go to
the black island or stay here, ki nswoman?"

"I stay here, Eldest."

"Agat sends ne to the black island,"” he said, a little vague, shifting his stiff weight as he
stood there in the cold sunlight, in his bloodstained furs, |eaning on the spear

"l think Agat fears the wonmen won't go unless you lead them you or Umaksuman. And Umaksunman | eads
our warriors, guarding the north wall."

She had lost all her lightness, her ainless, endearing insol ence; she was urgent and gentle. Al

at once he recalled her vividly as a little child, the only little one hi all the Sum nerl ands,
Shakat any' s daughter, the sumer-born. "So you are the Alterra's wife?" he said, and this idea
com ng on top of the nmenory of her as a wild, |aughing child confused himagain so he did not hear
what she answer ed.

"Way don't all of us in the city go to the island, if it can't be taken?"

"Not enough water, Eldest. The Gaal would nove into this city, and we would die on the rock."

He coul d see, across the roofs of the League Hall, a glinpse of the causeway. The tide was in;
waves glinted beyond the black shoul der of the island fort.

"A house built upon sea-water is no house for nmen," he said heavily. "It's too close to the |and
under the sea ... Listen now, there was a thing | neant to say to Arilia—to Agat. Wait. Wat was
it, 1've forgotten. | can't hear ny mnd . " He pondered, but nothing cane. "Well, no natter

ad nen's thoughts are |ike dust. Goodbye, daughter.”
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He went on, shuffling halt and ponderous across the Square to the Thiatr, where he ordered the

young nothers to collect their children and cone. Then he led his last foray—a flock of cowed
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wonen and little crying children, followi ng himand the three younger nen he chose to cone with
him across the vasty dizzy air-road to the black and terrible house.

It was cold there, and silent. In the high vaults of the roons there was no sound at all but the
sound of the sea sucking and nout hing at the rocks bel ow. H s peopl e huddl ed together all hi one
huge room He w shed old Kerly were there, she would have been a help, but she was |ying dead hi
Tevar or in the forests. A couple of courageous wonen got the others going at last; they found

grain to nmake bhanneal, water to boil it, wood to boil the water. Wen the wonen and chil dren of
the farborns came with their guard of ten nen, the Tevarans could offer them hot food. Now there
were five or six hundred people in the fort, filling it up pretty full, so it echoed with voices

and there were brats underfoot everywhere, alnost |like the wonen's side of a Kinhouse in the
Wnter Cty. But fromthe narrow wi ndows, through the transparent rock that kept out the w nd, one
| ooked down and down to the water spouting on the rocks bel ow, the waves snoking hi the w nd.

The wind was turning and the dirtiness in the northern sky had beconme a haze, so that around the
little pale sun there hung a great pale circle: the snowircle. That was it, that was what he had
meant to tell Agat. It was going to snow. Not a shake of salt like last tine, but snow, w nter
snow. The blizzard . . . The word he had not heard or said for so | ong nade himfeel strange. To
die, then, he nust return across the bl eak, changel ess | andscape of his boyhood, he nust reenter
the white world of the storns.

He still stood at the wi ndow, but did not see the noisy water below He was renenbering Wnter. A
Il ot of good it would do the Gaal to have taken Tevar, and Landin too.
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Toni ght and tonorrow they coul d feast on hann and grain. But how far would they get, when the snow
began to fall? The real snow, the blizzard that |eveled the forests and rilled the valleys; and
the winds that followed, bitter cold. They would run when that eneny cane down the roads at them
They had stayed North too I ong. Wl d suddenly cackl ed out |oud, and turned fromthe darkening

wi ndow. He had out-lived his chiefdom his sons, his use, and had to die here on a rock in the

sea; but he had great allies, and great warriors served hi mgreater than Agat, or any nman. Storm
and Wnter fought for him and he would outlive his enemes.

He strode ponderously to the hearth, undid his gesin-pouch, dropped a tiny fragnment on the coals
and inhal ed three deep breaths. After that he bellowed, "Well, wonen! |Is the slop ready?" Meekly
they served him contentedly he ate.
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CHAPTER ELEVEN: The Siege of the City

ALL THE FI RST DAY of the siege Rolery's job had been with those who kept the nen on the walls and
roofs supplied with | ances—+ong, crude, unfinished slivers of holn-grass wei ghing a couple of
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pounds, one end slashed to a long point. WelIl ained, one would kill, and even fromunskilled hands
a rain of themwas a good deterrent to a group of Gaal trying to raise a | adder against the
curving landward wall. She had brought bundles of these |ances up endless stairs, passed them up
as one of a chain of passers on other stairs, run with themthrough the windy streets, and her
hands still bristled with hair-thin, stinging splinters. But now since daybreak she had been
haul i ng rocks for the katapuls, the rock-throw ng-things |ike huge slingshots, which were set up
inside the Land Gate. Wen the Gaal crowded up to the gate" to use their rans, the big rocks

whi zzi ng and whacki ng down anong tern scattered and rescattered them But to feed the katapul s
took an awful pile of rocks. Boys kept at work prising paving-stones up fromthe nearby streets,
and her crew of wonen ran these eight or ten at a tinme on a little roundl egged box to the nen
wor ki ng the katapuls. Ei ght wormen pull ed together, harnessed to ropes. The heavy box with its dead
| oad of stone would seemimovable, until at last as they all pulled its round | egs woul d suddenly
turn, and with it clattering
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and jolting behind, they would pull it uphill to the gate all in one straining rush, dunp it, then
stand panting a mnute and wi pe the hair out of their eyes, and drag the bucking, enpty cart back
for nmore. They had done this all norning. Rocks and ropes had blistered Rolery's hard hands raw.
She had torn squares fromher thin | eather skirt and bound themon her palns wth sandal -thongs;

it helped, and others initated her

"I wish you hadn't forgotten how to nake erkars," she shouted to Sei ko Esmt once as they cane
clattering down the street at a run with the unwieldy cart jouncing behind them Seiko did not
answer; perhaps she did not hear. She kept at this grueling work—there seenmed to be no soft ones
anong the farborns—but the strain they were under told on Sei ko; she worked |like one in a trance
Once as they neared the gate the Gaal began shooting fire-brands that fell snoking and snol dering
on the stones and the tile roofs. Seiko had struggled in the ropes |ike a beast in a snare,
cowering as the flam ngo things shot over. "They go out, this city won't burn," Rolery had said
softly, but Seiko turning her unseeing face had said, "I'mafraid of fire, I'"'mafraid of fire

But when a young crossbowran up on the wall, struck in the face by a Gaal slingshot, had been

t hrown backwards off his narrow | edge and crashed down spread-eagl ed besi de them knocking over
two of the harnessed wonen and, spattering their skirts with his blood and brains, it had been
Sei ko that went to himand took that snashed head on her knees, whispering goodbye to the dead
man. "That was your kinsman?" Rol ery asked as Sei ko resunmed her harness and they went on. The
Alterran woman said, "W are all kinsman hi the Cty. He was Jonkendy Li—the youngest of the
Counci | . ™

A young westler in the arena in the great square, shining with sweat and triunph, telling her to
wal kK where she liked in his city. He was the first farborn that had spoken to her
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She had not seen Jakob Agat since the night before last, for each person, human and farborn, |eft
in Landin had his job and place, and Agat's was everywhere, holding a city of fifteen hundred

agai nst a force of fifteen thousand. As the day wore on and weari ness and hunger | owered her
strength, she began to see himtoo sprawl ed out on bl oody stones, down at the other main attack-
point, the Sea Gate above the cliffs. Her crew stopped work to eat bread and dried fruit brought
by a cheerful lad hauling a roundl eg-cart of provisions; a serious little naiden |lugging a skin of
wat er gave themto drink. Rolery took heart. She was certain that they would all die, for she had
seen, fromthe rooftops, the eneny blackening the hills: there was no end to them they had hardly
begun the siege yet. She was equally certain that Agat could not be killed, and that since he
woul d live, she would live. What had death to do with hin? He was life; her life. She sat on the
cobbl ed street confortable chewing hard bread. Miutilation, rape, torture and horror enconpassed
her within a stone's throw on all sides, but there she sat chewing her bread. So | ong as they
fought back with all their strength, with all their heart, as they were doing, they were safe at

| east from fear.

But not long after canme a very bad tine. As they dragged their |unbering |oad towards the gate,
the sound of the clattering cart and all sounds were drowned out by an incredi ble howing noise
outside the gate, a roar like that of an earthquake, so deep and loud as to be felt in the bone,
not heard. And the gate | eaped on its iron hinges, shuddering. She saw Agat then, for a nonent. He
was running, leading a big group of archers and dartgunners up fromthe |ower part of town,
yelling orders to another group on the walls as he ran

Al'l the wonmen scattered, ordered to take refuge in streets nearer the center of town. Howw, howw,
howd went the crowd-voice at the Land Gate, a noise so huge it seemed the hills thensel ves were
meking it, and would
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rise and shake the city off the cliffs into the sea. The wind was bitter cold. Her crew was
scattered, all was confusion. She had no work to lay her hand to. It was getting dark. The day was
not that old, it was not tine yet for darkness. Al at once she saw that she was in fact going to
die, believed hi her death; she stood still and cried out under her breath, there hi the enpty
street between the high, enpty houses.

On a side street a few boys were prising up stones and carrying themdown to build up the
barricades that had been built across the four streets that led into the nmain square, reinforcing
the gates. She joined them to keep warm to keep doing sonething. They | abored in silence, five
or six of them doing work too heavy for them

"Snow, " one of them said, pausing near her. She | ooked up fromthe stone she was pushing foot by
foot down the street, and saw the white flakes whirling before her, falling thicker every nonment.
They all stood still. Now there was no wi nd, and the nonstrous voice howing at the gate fel
silent. Snow and darkness cane together, bringing silence.

"Look at it," a boy's voice said hi wonder. Already they could not see the end of the street. A
feeble yellowi sh glimer was the light fromthe League Hall, only a bl ock away.
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"We've got all Whiter to look at the stuff," said another lad. "If we live that |ong. Cone on
They must be passing out supper at the Hall."

"You coni ng?" the youngest one said to Rolery.

"My people are in the other house, Thiatr, | think."

"No, we're all eating hi the Hall, to save work, Cone on.
She went with them

The boys were shy, gruff, conradely.

The night had cone early; the day cane |ate. She woke in Agat's house, beside him and saw gray
light on the gray walls, slits of dimess |eaking through the shutters that hid the gl ass w ndows.
Everything was still, entirely still. Inside the house and outside it there was no noi se at
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all. How could a besieged city be so silent? But siege and Gaal s seened very far off, kept away by
this strange daybreak hush. Here there was warnth, and Agat beside her |ost hi sleep. She lay very
still.

Knocki ng downstairs, hammering at the door, voices. The charm broke; the best nonent passed. They
were calling Agat. She roused him a hard job; at last, still blind with sleep, he got hinself on
his feet and opened w ndow and shutter, letting in the Iight of day.

The third day of seige, the first of storm Snowlay a foot deep in the streets and was stil
falling, ceaseless, sonetinmes thick and calm nostly driving on a hard north wi nd. Everything was
silenced and transformed by snow. Hills, forest, fields, all were gone; there was no sky. The near
rooftops faded off into white. There was fallen snow, and falling snow, for a little ways, and
then you could not see at all

Westward, the tide drew back and back into the silent storm The causeway curved out into void.
The Stack could not be seen. No sky, no sea. Snow drove down over the dark cliffs, hiding the
sands.

Agat | atched shutter and wi ndow and turned to her. His face was still relaxed with sleep, his
voi ce was hoarse. "They can't have gone," he nuttered. For that was what they had been calling up
to himfromthe street: "The Gaal have gone, they've pulled out, they're running south . * "

There was no telling. Fromthe walls of Landin nothing could be seen but the storm But a little
way farther into the stormthere mght be a thousand tents set up to weather it out; or there
m ght be none.
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A few scouts went over the walls on ropes. Three returned saying they had gone up the ridge to the
forest and found no Gaal; but they had conme back because they could not see even the city itself
froma hundred yards off. One never cane back. Captured, or lost in the storn®

The Alterrans net in the library of the Hall; as was customary, any citizen who wi shed cane to
hear and del i ber-
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ate with them The Council of the Alterrans was eight now, not ten. Jonkendy Li was dead and so
was Haris, the youngest and the ol dest. There were only seven present, for Pilotson was on guard
duty. But the roomwas crowded with silent |isteners.

"They're not gone . . . They're not close to the city . . . Sone . . . sone are . . ." Alia Pasfa
spoke thickly, the pulse throbbed in her neck, her face was nuddy gray. She was best trained of
all the f arborns at what they called mndhearing: she could hear nmen's thoughts farther than any
other, and could listen to a mnd, that did not know she heard it.

That is forbidden, Agat had said | ong ago—a week ago? —and he had spoken against this attenpt to

find out if the Gaal were still encanped near Landin. "W ve never broken that |law, " he said,
"never in all the Exile." And he said, "W'Il know where the Gaal are as soon as the snow |l ets up
meanwhile we' || keep watch."

But others did not agree with him and they overrode his will. Rolery was confused and di stressed
when she saw himw thdraw, accepting their choice. He had tried to explain to her why he nust; he
said he was not the chief of the city or the Council, that ten Alterrans were chosen and rul ed

together, but it all nmade no sense to Rolery. Either he was their | eader or he was not; and if he
was not, they were |ost.

Now t he old wonan writhed, her eyes unseeing, and tried to speak in words her unspeakabl e half-
glinpses into alien mnds whose thoughts were in an alien speech, her brief inarticulate grasp of
what anot her being's hands touched—1 hol d+ hol d—-1ine—+ope— she stanmered.

Rol ery shivered in fear and distaste; Agat sat turned fromAlia, wthdrawn.

At last Alia was still, and sat for a long tine with bowed head.

Sei ko Esmt poured out for each of the seven Alterrans
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and Rolery the tiny cerenonial cup of ti; each, barely touching it with his lips, passed it on to

a fellowcitizen, and he to another till it was enpty. Rolery |ooked fascinated at the bow Agat
gave to her, before she drank and passed it on. Blue, leaf-frail, it let the Iight pass through it
like a jewel.

"The Gaal have gone," Alia Pasfal said aloud, raising her ravaged face. "They are on the nobve now,
in sone vall ey between two ranges—that cane very clear."

"dlIn Valley," one of the nmen murnmured. "About ten kilos south fromthe Bogs."

"They are fleeing fromthe Wnter. The walls of the city are safe."

"But the law is broken
jubilation. "Walls can be nended. Well, we'll see

Agat said, his hoarsened voice cutting across the nurnur of hope and

Rolery went with himdown the stair case and through the vast Assenbly Room crowded now with
trestles and tables, for the communal dining-hall was there under the gol den clocks and the
crystal patterns of planets circling their suns. "Let's go hone," he said, and pulling on the big
hooded furcoats that had been issued to everyone fromthe storerooms underneath the A d Hall, they
went out together into the blinding wind in the Square. They had not gone ten steps when out of
the blizzard a grotesque figure plastered with red-streaked white burst on them shouting, "The
Sea Gate, they're inside the walls, at the Sea Gate—=

Agat gl anced once at Rolery and was gone into the storm |In a nonent the clangor of metal on neta
broke out fromthe tower overhead, boomi ng, snownuffled. They called that great noise the bell
and before the siege began had all learned its signals. Four, five strokes, then silence, then
five again, and again: all nmen to the Sea Gate, the Sea Gate

Rol ery dragged the messenger out of the way, under the arcades of the League Hall, before nmen cane
bursting fromthe doors, coatless or struggling into their coats as
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they ran, armed and unarmed, pelting into the whirling snow, vanishing in it before they were
across the Square. No nore cane. She could hear sone noise in the direction of the Sea CGate,
seem ng very renote through the sound of the wind and the hushing of the snow. The messenger
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| eaned on her, in the shelter of the arcade. He was bl eeding froma deep wound in his neck, and
woul d have fallen if she had et him She recognized his face; he was the Alterran called
Pil ot son, and she used his name to rouse him and keep himgoing as she tried to get himinside the
buil di ng. He staggered with weakness and nuttered as if still trying to deliver his nmessage, "They
broke in, they're inside the walls . "
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CHAPTER TVEELVE: The Siege of the Square

THE H GH, narrow Sea Gate clashed to, the bolts shot hone. The battle in the stormwas over. But
the men of the city turned and saw, over the red-stained drifts in the street and through the
still-falling snow, shadows running.

They took up their dead and wounded hastily and returned to the Square. In this blizzard no watch

coul d be kept against |adders, clinbers; you could not see along the walls nore than fifteen feet

to either hand. A Gaal or a group of them had slipped in, right under the noses of the guards, and
opened the Sea Gate to the assault. That assault had been driven out, but the next one could cone

anywhere, at any time, in greater force.

"I think," Umaksuman said, wal king with Agat towards the barricade between the Thiatr and the
Col | ege, "that nost of the Gaal went on south today."

Agat nodded. "They must have. |If they don't nove on they starve. Wiat we face now is an occupying
force left behind to finish us off and live on our stores. How many do you think?"

"Not nmore than a thousand were there at the gate," the native said doubtfully. "But there nay be
more. And they'll all be inside the walls—Fhere!" Umaksuman pointed to a qui ck cowering shape that
the snow curtains revealed for a nmonment halfway up the street. "You that way," the native
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nmuttered and vani shed abruptly to the left. Agat circled the block fromthe right, and net
Uraksuman in the street again. "No |luck," he said.

"Luck," the Tevaran said briefly, and held up a bone-inlaid Gaal ax which he had not had a mnute
ago. Over their heads the bell of the Hall tower kept sending out its soft dull clanging through
the snow. one, two—ene, two—one, two—Retreat to the Square, to the Square . . . Al who had
fought at the Sea Gate, and those who had been patrolling the walls and the Land Gate, or asleep
in their houses or trying to watch fromthe roofs, had cone or were comng to the city's heart,
the Square between the four great buildings. One by one they were |let through the barricades.

| mmksuman and Agat canme along at last, knowing it was folly to stay out now in these streets where
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shadows ran. "Let's go, Alterral!"” the native urged him and Agat canme, but reluctantly. It was
hard to |l eave his city to the enemny.

The wi nd was down now. Sonetines, through the queer conplex hush of the storm people in the
Square coul d hear glass shattering, the splintering of an ax agai nst a door, up one of the streets
that led off into the falling snow Mny of the houses had been | eft unl ocked, open to the

| ooters: they would find very little in them beyond shelter fromthe snow Every scrap of food had
been turned in to the Coomons here in the Hall a week ago. The water-nmains and the natural - gas
mains to all buildings except the four around the Square had been shut off last night. The
fountains of Landin stood dry, under their rings of icicles and burdens of snow All stores and
granaries were underground, in the vaults and cellars dug generations ago beneath the A d Hall and
the League Hall. Enpty, icy, light-less, the deserted houses stood, offering nothing to the

i nvaders.

"They can live off our herds for a noonphase—even without feed for them they'll slaughter the
hann and dry
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the meat— Dermat Alterra had nmet Agat at the very door of the League Hall, full of panic and
repr oach.

"They' || have to catch the hann first,” Agat growed in reply.

"What do you nean?"

"I mean that we opened the byres a few minutes ago, while we were there at the Sea Gate, and | et
‘em go. Paol Herdsman was with nme and he sent out a panic. They ran |like a shot, right out into
the blizzard."

"You | et the hann go—the herds? What do we live on the rest of the winter—f the Gaal |eave?"

"Did Paol mindsending to the hann panic you too, Dermat?" Agat fired at him "D you think we can't
round up our own ani mal s? What about our grain stores, hunting, snowcrop—what the devil's wong
with you!"

"Jakob," nmurnured Sei ko Esmit, coming between himand the older man. He realized he had been
yelling at Dermat, and tried to get hold of himself. But it was damed hard to come in froma

bl oody fight |like that defense of the Sea Gate and have to cope with a case of male hysteria. Hi s
head ached violently; the scalp wound he had got in one of their raids on the Gaal canp stil

hurt, though it should have heal ed al ready; he had got off unhurt at the Sea Gate, but he was
filthy with other nen's bl ood. Against the high, unshuttered windows of the library the snow
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streaked and whi spered. It was noon; it seemed dusk. Beneath the wi ndows |ay the Square with its
wel | - guarded barricades. Beyond those |lay the abandoned houses, the defensel ess walLls, the city of
snow and shadows.

That day of their retreat to the Inner Gty, the fourth day of seige, they stayed inside then-
barricades; but already that night, when the snowfall thinned for a while, a reconnoitering party
slipped out via the roofs of the College. The blizzard grew worse agai n around daybreak, or a
second storm perhaps followed right on the first, and under cover of the snow and cold the nmen and
boys of Landin
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pl ayed guerrilla in their own streets. They went out by twos or threes, prowing the streets and
roof s and roons, shadows anong the shadows. They used knives, poisoned darts, bolos, arrows. They
broke into their own honmes and killed the Gaal who sheltered there, or were killed by them

Havi ng a good head for heights, Agat was one of the best at playing the gane fromroof to roof.
Snow nmade the steep-pitched tiles pretty slippery, but the chance to pick off Gaal with darts was
irresistible, and the chances of getting killed no higher than in other versions of the sport,
street corner dodgi ng or house-haunti ng.

The sixth day of seige, the fourth of storm this day the snowfall was fine, sparse, w nd-driven
Thernoneters down hi the basement Records Room of the old Hall, which they were using now as a
hospital, read —4C. outside, and the anenoneters showed gusts well over a hundred kmh. Qutside it
was terrible, the wind lashing that fine snow at one's face like gravel, whirling it in through

t he smashed gl ass of w ndows whose shutters had been torn off to build a canpfire, drifting it
across splintered floors. There was little warnth and little food anywhere in the city, except

i nside the four buildings around the Square. The Gaal huddled in enpty roons, burning mats and
broken doors and shutters and chests in the mddle of the floor, waiting out the storm They had
no provi sions—what food there was had gone with the Southing. When the weat her changed they woul d
be able to hunt, and finish off the townsfolk, and thereafter live on the city's winter stores.
But while the stormlasted, the attackers starved.

They held the causeway, if it was any good to them Watchers in the League Tower had seen their
one hesitant foray out to the Stack, which ended pronptly in a rain of |ances and a raised draw
bridge. Very few of them had been seen venturing on the lowtide beaches below the cliffs of
Landi n; probably they had seen the tide conme roaring in, and had no idea how often and when it
woul d come next,
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for they were inlanders. So the Stack was safe, and sone of the trained paraverbalists in the city
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had been in touch with one or another of the men and wonen out on the island, enough to know t hey
were getting on well, and to tell anxious fathers that there were no children sick. The Stack was
all right. But the city was breached, invaded, occupied; nore than a hundred of its peopl e already
killed inits defense, and the rest trapped in a few buildings. Acity of snow, and shadows, and
bl ood.

Jakob Agat crouched in a gray-walled room It was enpty except for a litter of torn felt matting
and broken glass over which fine snow had sifted. The house was silent. There under the w ndows
where the pallet had been, he and Rol ery had sl ept one night; she had waked himin the norning.
Crouching there, a housebreaker in his own house, he thought of Rolery with bitter tenderness.
Once—+t seened far back hi tine, twelve days ago maybe—he had said hi this same roomthet he could
not get on without her; and now he had no time day or night even to think of her. Then let ne
think of her now, at |east think of her, he said ragefully to the silence; but all he could think
was that she and he had been born at the wong tinme. In the wong season. You cannot begin a |ove
hi the begi nning of the season of death.

W nd whi stled peevishly at the broken wi ndows. Agat shivered. He had been hot all day, when he was
not freezing cold. The thernonmeter was still dropping, and a lot of the rooftop guerillas were
having trouble with what the old nen said was frosthite. He felt better if he kept noving.

Thi nking did no good. He started for the door out of a life-tune's habit, then getting hold of

hi msel f went softly to the wi ndow by which he had entered. In the ground-floor room of the house
next door a group of Gaal were canped. He could see the back of one near the wi ndow. They were a
fair people; their hair was darkened and made stiff with some kind of pitch or tar, but the bowed,
muscul ar neck Agat | ooked down on was white. It was strange how little
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chance he had had actually to see his enenmies. You shot froma distance, or struck and ran, or as
at the Sea Gate fought too close and fast to | ook. He wondered if their eyes were yell ow sh or
anber |ike those of the Tevarans; he had an inpression that they were gray, instead. But this was
no tinme to find out. He clinbed up on the sill, swng out on the gable, and left his hone via the
roof .

H s usual route back to the Square was bl ocked: the Gaal were beginning to play the rooftop gane
too. He lost all but one of his pursuers quickly enough, but that one, armed with a dart-bl ower,
canme right after him |eaping an eight-foot gap between two houses that had stopped the others.
Agat had to drop down into an alley, pick hinself up and run for it.

A guard on the Esmit Street barricade, watching for just such escapes, flung down a rope | adder to
him and he swarnmed up it. Just as he reached the top a dart stung his right hand. He cane sliding
down inside the barricade, pulled the thing out and sucked the wound and spat. The Gaal did not

poi son their darts or arrows, but they picked up and used the ones the nen of Landin shot at them
and sonme of these, of course, were poisoned. It was a rather neat denonstration of one reason for

t he canoni cal Law of Enbargo. Agat had a very bad couple of minutes waiting for the first cranp to
hit him then deci ded he was |ucky, and thereupon began to feel the pain of the nessy little wound
in his hand. Hi s shooting hand, too.
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Di nner was being dished out in the Assenbly Hall, beneath the golden clocks. He had not eaten

si nce daybreak. He was raveni ng hungry until he sat down at one of the tables with his bow of hot
bhan and salt meat; then he could not eat. He did not want to talk, .either, but it was better
than eating, so he talked with everyone who gathered around him until the alarmrang out on the
bell in the tower above them another attack

As usual, the assault noved frombarricade to barricade; as usual it did not ampunt to nuch.
Nobody could lead a
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prol onged attack in this bitter weather. Wat they were after in these shifting, twlight raids
was the chance of slipping even one or two of their men over a nonmentarily unguarded barricade
into the Square, to open the massive iron doors at the back of Add Hall. As darkness cane, the
attackers nelted away. The archers shooting fromupper win-1 dows of the dd Hall and Coll ege held
their fire and presently called down that the streets were clear. As usual, a few defenders had
been hurt or killed: one crossbowran picked off at his wi ndow by an arrow from bel ow, one boy who,
climbing too high on the barricade to shoot down, had been hit in the belly with an iron-headed

| ance; several mnor injuries. Every day a few nmore were killed or wounded and there were less to
guard and fight. The subtraction of a fewfromtoo few

Hot and shivering again, Agat came in fromthis action. Mst of the men who had been eating when
the al arm canme went back and finished eating. Agat had no interest in food now except to avoid the
snell of it. His scratched hand kept bl eedi ng af resh whenever he used it, which gave hi man excuse
to go down to the Records Room underneath Od Hall, to have the bonesetter tie it up for him

It was a very large, lowceilinged room kept at even warnth and even soft |ight night and day, a
good place to keep old instrunents and charts and papers, and an equally good place to keep
wounded nen. They lay on inprovised pallets on the felted floor, little islands of sleep and pain
dotted about in the silence of the Iong room Anong them he saw his wife comng towards him as he
had hoped to see her. The sight, the real certain sight of her, did not rouse in himthat bitter
tenderness he felt -when he thought about her: instead it sinply gave himintense pl easure.

"Hull o, Rolery," he munbled and turned away from her at once to Sei ko and the bonesetter Wattock
aski ng how Hum Pi | ot son was. He did not know what to do with delight any nore, it overcame him

"H s wound grows," Wattock said in a whisper. Agat
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stared at him then realized he was speaking of Pilotson. "G ows?" he repeated unconprehendi ng and
went over to kneel at Pilotson's side.

Pi | ot son was | ooking up at him

"How s it going, Huru?"

"You nmade a very bad nistake," the wounded nan said.

They had known each other and been friends all their lives. Agat knew at once and unni st akably

what would be on Pilotson's nmind: his marriage. But he did not know what j to answer. "It
woul dn't have nmade nuch difference," he j began finally, then stopped; he would not justify
hi msel f. i

Pi | ot son sai d, "There aren't enough, there aren't } enough."

Only then did Agat realize that his friend was out of his head. "It's all right, Huru!" he said so
authoritatively that Pilotson after a nonent sighed and shut his eyes, seenming to accept this

bl anket reassurance. Agat got up and rejoi ned Wattock. "Look, tie this up, will you, to stop the
bl eedi ng. Yat's wong with Pilotson?"

Rol ery brought cloth and tape. Wattock bandaged Agat's hand with a couple of expert turns.
"Alterra," he said, "I don't know The Gaal mnust be using a poison our antidotes can't handl e.
I'"ve tried "emall. Pilotson Alterra isn't the only one. The wounds don't close; they swell up
Look at this boy here. It's the same thing." The boy, a street-guerilla of sixteen or so, was
nmoani ng and struggling like one in nightmare. The spear-wound in his thigh showed no bl eeding, but
red streaks ran fromit under the skin, and the whol e wound was strange to | ook at and very hot to
t he t ouch.

"You've tried antidotes?" Agat asked, | ooking away fromthe boy's tornented face.

"All of them Aterra, what it remnds me of is the wound you got, early in Fall, fromthe klois
you treed. Renenber that? Perhaps they nmake sone poison fromthe bl ood or glands of klois. Perhaps
these wounds will go away as that did. Yes, that's the scar—Wen he was a young
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fellow like this one," Wattock explained to Seiko and Rolery, "he went up a tree after a klois,
and the scratches it gave himdidn't seem nuch, but they puffed up and got hot and made hi m sick
But in a fewdays it all went off again."
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"This one won't get well," Rolery said very softly to Agat.

"Way do you say that?"

"I used to . . .to watch the nedicine-wonan of nmy clan. | learned a little . . . Those streaks, on
his leg there, those are what they call death-paths.”

"You know t his poison, then, Rolery?"

"l don't think it's poison. Any deep wound can do it. Even a small wound that doesn't bl eed, or
that gets dirty. It's the evil of the weapon—

"That is superstition,"” the old bonesetter said fiercely.

"W don't get the weapon-evil, Rolery," Agat told her, drawi ng her rather defensively away from
the indignant old doctor. "W have an—

"But the boy and Pilotson Alterra do have it! Look here She took himover to where one of the
wounded Tevar-ans sat, a cheerful little mddle-aged fellow, who willingly showed Agat the place
where his left ear had been before an ax took it off. The wound was healing, but was puffed, hot,
0o0zi ng .

Unconsci ously Agat put his hand up to his own throbbing, untended scal p-wound.

Wattock had followed them daring at the unoffending hilf, he said, "Wat the |ocal hilfs cal
"weapon-evil' is, of course, bacterial infection. You studied it in school, Alterra. As human

bei ngs are not susceptible to infection by any |ocal bacterial or viral life-fornms, the only harm
we can suffer is damage to vital organs, exsanguination, or chenical poisoning, for which we have
anti dot es—

"But the boy is dying, Elder," said Rolery in her soft, unyielding voice. "The wound was not
washed out before it was sewed together—

The ol d doctor went rigid with fury. "Get back anong
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your own kind and don't tell me how to care for hunmans—

"That's enough," Agat said.

Si | ence.

"Rolery," Agat said, "if you can be spared here a while, | thought we mght go . . ." He had been
about to say, "go hone." "To get sonme dinner, maybe," he finished vaguely.

She had not eaten; he sat with her in the Assenbly Room and ate a little. Then they put on their
coats to cross the unlit, wind-whistling Square to the Coll ege building, where they shared a
classroomwith two other couples. The dornmitories in Od Hall were nore confortable, but nost of
the married couples of which the wife had not gone out to the Stack preferred at | east this sem -
privacy, when they could have it. One woman was sound asl eep behind a row of desks, bundled up in
her coat. Tables had been up-ended to seal the broken w ndows from stones and darts and w nd. Agat
and his wife put their coats down on the unnatted floor for bedding. Before she let himsleep

Rol ery gathered clean snow froma w ndowsill and washed the wounds in his hand and scalp with it.
It hurt, and he protested, short-tenpered with fatigue; but she said, "You are the Alterra—you
don't get sick—but this will do no harm No harm. "
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CHAPTER THI RTEEN: The Lost Day

IN H S FEVERI SH sl eep, in the cold darkness of the dusty room Agat spoke al oud sonetinmes, and
once when she was asleep he called to her fromhis own sleep, reaching out across the unlit abyss,
calling her name fromfarther and farther away. Hi s voice broke her dreanmi ng and she woke. It was
still dark.

Morni ng canme early: light shone in around the upturned tables, white streaks across the ceiling.
The wonan who had been there when they came in last night still slept on in exhaustion, but the

ot her couple, who had slept on one of the witing-tables to avoid the drafts, roused up. Agat sat
up, |ooked around, and said in his hoarse voice, with a stricken | ook, "The stornm s over ."
Sliding one of the tables aside a little they peered out and saw the world again: the tranpled
Square, snow nounded barricades, great shuttered facades of the four buil dings, snow covered roofs
beyond them and a glinpse of the sea. A white and blue world, brilliantly clear, the shadows bl ue
and every point touched by the early sunlight dazzling white.

It was very beautiful; but it was as if the walls that protected them had been torn down in the
ni ght.
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Agat was thi nki ng what she thought, for he said, "W'd better get on over to the Hall before they
realize they can sit up on the rooftops and use us for target-practice."
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"W can use the basenent tunnels to get fromone building to another," one of the others said.

Agat nodded. "W will," he said. "But the barricades have got to be manned

»

Rol ery procrastinated till the others had gone, then managed to persuade the inpatient Agat to |et
her ook at his head-wound again. It was inproved or at |east no worse. His face still showed the

beati ng he had got from her kinsnen; her own hands were bruised from handling rocks and ropes, and
full of sores that the cold had made worse. She rested her battered hands on his battered head and
began to laugh. "Like two old warriors,” she said. "O Jakob Agat, when we go to the country under
the sea, will you have your front teeth back?"

He | ooked up at her, not understanding, and tried to smile, but failed.

"Maybe when a f arborn dies he goes back to the stars—to the other worlds," she said, and ceased
to smle.

"No," he said, getting up. "No, we stay right here. Cone along, ny wife."

For all the brilliant light fromthe sun and sky and snow, the air outside was so cold it hurt to
breat he. They were hurrying across the square to the arcades of the League Hall when a noise

behi nd them made themturn, Agat with his dartgun drawn, both ready to duck and run. A strange
shrieking figure seened to fly up over the barricade and crashed down headfirst inside it, not
twenty feet fromthem a Gaal, two lances bristling out between his ribs. CGuards on the barricades
stared and shouted, archers |oaded their crossbows in haste, glancing up at a man who was yelling
down at them froma shuttered wi ndow on the east side of the building above them The dead Gaa

|l ay face down in the bl oody, tranpled snow, in the blue shadow of the barricade.

One of the guards cane running up to Agat, shouting "Alterra, it nust be the signal for an
attack— Another man, bursting out of the door of the College, interrupted
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him "No, | sawit, it was chasing him that's why he was yelling |ike that—=

"Saw what? Did he attack like that all by hinsel f?"

"He was running fromit—+rying to save his Iife! Didn't you see it, you on the barricade? No
wonder he was yelling. Wiite, runs like a man, with a neck like—od, like this, Aterra! It cane
around the corner after him and then turned back."

"A snowghoul ," Agat said, and turned for confirmation to Rolery. She had heard Wl d's tales, and
nodded. "White, and tall, and the head going fromside to side . . ." She imtated Wld's grisly
imtation, and the man who had seen the thing fromthe wi ndow cried, "That's it." Agat nounted the
barricade to try and get a sight of the nonster. She stayed bel ow, |ooking down at the dead man
who had been so terrified that he had run on his eneny's |lances to escape. She had not seen a Gaa
up close, for no prisoners were taken, and her work had been underground with the wounded. The

body was short and thin, rubbed with grease till the skin, whiter than her own, shone like fat
nmeat; the greased hair was interbraided with red feathers. Ill-clothed, with a felt rag for a
coat, the dead nan lay sprawled in his abrupt death, face buried as if still hiding fromthe white

beast that had hunted him The girl stood notionless near himin the bright, icy shadow of the
barri cade.

"There!" she heard Agat shout, above her on the slanting, stepped inner face of the wall, built of
pavi ng-stones and rocks fromthe seacliffs. He cane down to her, his eyes blazing, and hurried her
off to the League Hall. "Saw it just for a second as it crossed Otake Street. It was running, it

swung its head towards us. Do the things hunt in packs?"

She did not know, she only knew Wl d's story of having killed a snowhoul single-handed, anong | ast
Wnter's nythic snows. They brought the news and the question into the crowded refectory.
Urmaksuman said positively that snowghouls often ran in packs, but the farborns would not take a
hilf's word, and had to go ook in their books. The
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book they brought in said that snowghoul s had been seen after the first stormof the Ninth Wnter
running in a pack of twelve to fifteen

"How do the books say? They nake no sound. It is |like the m ndspeech you speak to me?"
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Agat | ooked at her. They were at one of the long tables in the Assenbly Room drinking the hot,
thin grass-soup the farborns liked; ti, they called it.

"No—el |, yes, alittle. Listen, Rolery, I'll be going outside in a nmnute. You go back to the
hospital. Don't mind Wattock's tenper. He's an old nman and he's tired. He knows a | ot, though

Don't cross the Square if you have to go to another building, use the tunnels. Between the Gal
archers and those creatures . " He gave a kind of laugh. "What next, | wonder?" he said

"Jakob Agat, | wanted to ask you

In the short tinme she had known him she had never |earned for certain how many pi eces his nane
came into, and which pieces she should use.

"I listen," he said gravely.

"Why is it that you don't speak mindspeech to the Gaal? Tell themto—+o go. As you told nme on the
beach to run to the Stack. As your herdsman told the hann . . ."

"Men aren't hann," he said; and it occurred to her that he was the only one of themall that spoke
of her people and his own and the Gaal all as nen.

"The ol d one—Pasfal —she |istened to the Gaal, when the big arny was starting on south.”

"Yes. People with the gift and the training can listen in, even at a distance, w thout the other
mnd s knowing it. That's a bit |ike what any person does in a crowd of people, he feels their
fear or joy; there's nore to m ndhearing than that, but it's wi thout words. But the nindspeech

and receiving mndspeech, is different. An untrained man, if you bespeak him w Il shut his mnd
to it before he knows he's heard anything. Especially if what he hears isn't what he hinmself wants
or believes. Non-Communi cants have per-
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feet defenses, usually. In fact to |learn paraverbal conmunication is mainly to |learn how to break
down one's own defenses."

"But the aninmals hear?"

"To sone extent. That's done wi thout words again. Sonme people have that knack for projecting to
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animals. It's useful hi herding and hunting, all right. Did you never hear that farborns were
| ucky hunters?"

"Yes, it's why they're called witches. But am| |ike a hann, then? | heard you."

"Yes. And you bespoke me—ence, in ny house—+t happens somnetinmes between two people: there are no
barriers, no defenses." He drained his cup and | ooked up broodingly at the pattern of sun and

jeweled circling worlds on the long wall across the room "Wen that happens,” he said, "it's
necessary that they |ove each other. Necessary ... | can't send ny fear or hate against the Gaal
They woul dn't hear. But if |I turned it on you, | could kill you. And you nme, Rolery . "

Then they cane wanting himout in the square, and he nust |eave her. She went down to | ook after
the Tevaran nen in the hospital, which was her assigned job, and also to hel p the wounded farborn
boy to die: a hard death that took all day. The old bonesetter let her take care of the boy.
Wattock was bitter and rageful, seeing all his skill useless. "W humans don't die your fou
death!" he storned once. "The boy was born with sonme blood defect!" She did not care what he said.
Nei ther did the boy, who died in pain, holding onto her hand.

New wounded were brought down into the big, quiet room one or two at atine. Only by this did
they know that there nmust be bitter fighting, up in the sunlight on the snow Umaksuman was
carried down, knocked unconscious by a Gaal slingshot. Great-linbed and stately he lay, and she
| ooked at himwith a dull pride: a warrior, a brother. She thought himnear death, but after a
whil e he sat up, shaking his head, and then stood up. "What place is this?"
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he demanded, and she al nost | aughed when she answered. Wl d's kin were hard to kill off. He told
her that the Gaal were running an attack against all the barricades at once, a ceasel ess push
like the great attack on the Land Gate when the whole force of themhad tried to scale the walls
on one another's shoul ders. "They are stupid warriors," he said, rubbing the great |lunp over his
ear. "If they sat up on the roofs around this Square for a week and shot at us with arrows, we
woul dn't have nen enough left to hold the barricades. Al they knowis to come running all at
once, yelling . " He rubbed his head again, said, "Wat did they do with ny spear?" and went
back up to the fighting

The dead were not brought down here, but laid in an open shed in the Square till they could be
burned. If Agat had been killed, she would not know it. When bearers cane with a new patient she

| ooked up with a surge of hope: if it were Agat wounded, then he was not dead. But it was never
him She wondered if, when he was killed, he would cry out to her nind before he died; and if that
cry would kiU her.

Late in the unending day the old womman Alia Pasfal was carried dowmn. Wth certain other old nmen
and worren of the farborns, she had denmanded the dangerous job of bringing arns to the defenders of
the barricades, which neant running across the Square with no shelter fromthe eneny's fire. A
Gaal |ance had pierced her throat fromside to side. Wattock could do very little for her. A
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little, black, old wonman, she lay dying anpong the young men. Caught by her gaze, Rolery went to
her, a basin of bloody vomt in her hands. Hard, dark, and depthless as rock the old eyes gazed at
her; and Rol ery | ooked strai ght back, though it was not a thing her people did.

The bandaged throat rattled, the nmouth tw sted.

To break down one's own defenses ..

"I listen!" Rolery said aloud, in the formal phrase of her people, in a shaking voice.
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They will go, Alia Pasfal's voice, tired and faint, said in her mnd: They'|ll try to follow the
ot hers south. They fear us, the snowghouls, the houses and streets. They are afraid, they will go
after this attack. Tell Jakob | can hear, | can hear them Tell Jakob they will go—tonorrow—

"Il tell him" Rolery said, and broke into tears. Movel ess, speechless, the dying wonan stared
at her with eyes |ike dark stones.

Rol ery went back to her job, for the hurt nen needed attention and WAattock had no ot her assistant.
And what good would it do to go seek out Agat up there in the bl oody snow and t he noi se and haste,
to tell him before he was killed, that a mad ol d worman dying had said they woul d survive?

She went on about her work with tears still running down her face. One of the farborns, badly
wounded but eased by the wonderful medicine Wattock used, a little ball that, swallowed, made pain
| essen or cease, asked her, "Wiy are you crying?" He asked it drowsily, curiosly, as one child

nm ght ask another. "I don't know," Rolery told him "Go to sleep." But she did know, though
vaguel y, that she was crying because hope was intol erably painful, breaking through into the

resi gnati on hi which she had lived for days; and pain, since she was only a worman, made her weep.

There was no way at all of knowing it down here, but the day nust be ending, for Seiko Esnmt cane
with hot food on a tray for her and Wattock and those of the wounded that could eat. She waited to
take the bowl s back, and Rolery said to her, "The old one, Pasfal Alterra, is dead."

Sei ko only nodded. Her face was tight and strange. She said in a high voice, "They're shooting
firebrands now, and throw ng burning stuff down fromthe roofs. They can't break in so they're
going to burn the buildings and the stores and then we all can starve together in the cold. If the
Hall catches fire you'll be trapped down here. Burnt alive."

Rol ery ate her food and sai d nothing. The hot bhan-neal
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had been flavored with nmeat juice and chopped herbs. The farborns under siege were better cooks
than her people in the midst of Autum plenty. She finished up her bow, and also the half-bow ful
a wounded man left, and another scrap or two, and brought the tray back to Sei ko, only w shing
there had been nore.

No one el se cane down for a long time. The men slept, and nobaned in their sleep. It was warny the
heat of the gas-fires rose up through the gratings naking it confortable as a fire-warnmed tent.
Through the breathing of the men sonetines Rolery could hear the tick, tick, tick of the round-
faced things on the walls, and they, and the gl ass cases pushed back against the wall, and the
hi gh rows of books, winked in gold and brown glimerings in the soft, steady |ight of the gas-
flares.

"Did you give himthe anal gesic?" Wattock whi spered, and she shrugged yes, rising from besi de one
of the nen. The old bonesetter |ooked half a Year ol der than he was, as he squatted down besi de
Rolery at a study table to cut bandages, of which they had run short. He was a very great doctor
hi Rolery's eyes. To please himin his fatigue and di scouragenent she asked him "Elder, if it's
not the weapon-evil that makes a wound rot, what thing does?"

"Ch—ereatures. Little beasts, too small to see. | could only show 'emto you with a special glass,
like that one in the case over there. They live nearly everywhere; they're on the weapon, in the
air, on the skin. If they get into the blood, the body resists 'emand the battle is what causes
the swelling and all that. So the books say. It's nothing that ever concerned ne as a doctor."

"Way don't the creatures bite farborns?"

"Because they don't like foreigners." WAattock snorted at his small joke. "W are foreign, you
know. We can't even digest food here unless we take periodic doses of certain enzynoids. W have a
chemical structure that's very slightly different fromthe local organic norm and it shows up
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in the cytopl asmYou don't know what that is. Well, what it nmeans is, we're nmade of slightly
different stuff that you hilfs are."

"So that you're dark-skinned and we light?" "No, that's uninportant. Totally superficial
vari ations, color and eye-structure and all that. No, the difference is on a lower level, and is
very snall —ene nolecule in the hereditary chain,” Wattock said with relish, warnmng to his
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| ecture. "It causes no mmjor divergence fromthe Comon Hom nid Type in you hilfs; so the first
colonists wote, and they knew. But it nmeans that we can't interbreed with you; or digest |oca
organi ¢ food w thout help; or react to your viruses. . . . Though as a matter of fact, this
enzynoi d business is a bit overdone. Part of the effort to do exactly as the First Generation did.
Pure superstition, some of that. |'ve seen people cone hi fromlong hunting-trips, or the
Atlanti ka refugees last Spring, who hadn't taken an enzy” noid shot or pill for two or three
nmoonphases, but weren't failing to digest. Life tends to adapt, after all." As he said this
Wattock got a very odd expression, and stared at her. She felt guilty, since she had no i dea what
he had been explaining to her: none of the key words were words in her |anguage. "Life what?" she
inquired timdly.

"Adapts. Reacts. Changes! G ven enough pressure, and enough generations, the favorabl e adaptation
tends to prevail. . . . Wuld the solar radiation work in the long run towards a sort of |oca

bi ochemical norm. . . all the stillbirths and m scarriages then woul d be overadaptations or naybe
i nconpatibility between the nother and a normalized fetus . " Wattock stopped waving his
scissors and bent to his work again, but in a nonment he was | ooking up again in his unseeing,

i ntense way and nuttering, "Strange, strange, strange! . . . That would inply, you know, that
cross-fertilization mght take place."

"I listen again,” Rollery nurnured.

"That nen and hilfs could breed together!"
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Thi s she understood at |ast, but did not understand whether he said it as a fact or a wish or a
dread. "Elder, | amtoo stupid to hear you," she said.

"You understand hi mwel|l enough," said a weak voice nearby: Pilotson Alterra, |ying awake. "So you
think we've finally turned into a drop in the bucket, Wattock?" Pilotson had raised up on his
el bow. Hi's dark eyes glittered in his gaunt, hot, dark face.

"If you and several of the others do have infected wounds, then the fact's got to be expl ai ned
sonehow. "

"Dam adaptation then. Dam your crossbreeding and fertility!" the sick man said, and | ooked at
Rolery. "So long as we've bred true we've been Man. Exiles, Aterrans, humans. Faithful to the
know edge and the Laws of Man. Now, if we can breed with the hilfs, the drop of our human bl ood
will be |ost before another Year's past. Diluted, thinned out to nothing. Nobody will set these
instrunents, or read these books. Jakob Agat's grandsons will sit pounding two rocks together and

yelling, till the end of tinme . . . Damm you stupid barbarians, can't you | eave nen al one—al one!"
He was shaking with fever and fury. A d Wattock, who had been fiddling with one of his little
hol | ow darts, filling it up, now reached over in his snooth doctorly way and shot poor Pilotson in

the forearm "Lie down, Huru," he said, and with a puzzl ed expression the wounded man obeyed. "I
don't care if | die of your filthy infections,"” he said in a thickening voice, "but your filthy
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brats, keep them away from here, keep 'emout of the . . . out of the Gty . . ."

"That'll hold himdown a while," Wattock said, and sighed. He sat hi silence while Rolery went on
preparing bandages. She was deft and steady at such work. The ol d doctor watched her with a
br oodi ng face.

When she straightened up to ease her back she saw the old man too had fallen asleep, a dark pile
of skin and bones hunched up in the corner behind the table. She worked on
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wondering if she had understood what he said, and if he had neant it: that she could bear Agat's
son.

She had totally forgotten that Agat might very well be dead already, for all she knew She sat
there among the sl eep of wounded nen, under the ruined city full of death, and brooded
speechl essly on the chance of life.
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CHAPTER FOURTEEN: The First Day

THE COLD gripped harder as night fell. Snow that had thawed in sunlight froze as slick ice.
Conceal ed on nearby roofs or in attics, the Gaal shot over their pitch-tipped arrows that arched
red and gold like birds of fire through the cold twilit air. The roofs of the four bel eaguered
bui | di ngs were of copper, the walls of stone; no fire caught. The attacks on the barricades
ceased, no nore arrows of iron or fire were shot. Standing up on the barricade, Jakob Agat saw the
darkening streets slant off enpty between dark houses.

At first the nen in the Square waited for a night attack, for the Gaal were plainly desperate; but
it grew colder, and still colder. At |last Agat ordered that only the m ni numwatch be kept, and

I et most of the nen go to get their wounds | ooked after, and get food and rest. If they were
exhausted, so nust the Gaal be, and they at |east were clothed against this cold while the Gaa
were not. Even desperation would not drive the northerners out into this awmful, starlit clarity,
intheir scant rags of fur and felt. So the defenders slept, nany at their posts, huddled hi the
halls and by the w ndows of warm buil dings. And the besiegers, wthout food, pressed around
canpfires built in high stone roons; and their dead lay stiff-linbed hi the ice-crusted snow bel ow
the barri cades.
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Agat wanted no sleep. He could not go inside the buildings, |eaving the Square where all day |ong
they had fought for their lives, and which now lay so still under the Wnter constellations. The
Tree; and the Arrow, and the Track of five stars; and the Snowstar itself, fiery above the eastern
roofs: the stars of Whiter. They burned like crystals hi the profound, cold bl ackness overhead.

He knew this was the last night—his own last night, or his city's, or the |ast night of

battl| e—whi ch one, he did not know. As the hours wore on, and the Snowstar rose higher, and utter
silence held the Square and the streets around it, a kind of exultation got hold of him They
slept, all the enenmies within these city walls, and it was as if he alone waked; as if the city
bel onged, with all its sleepers and all its dead, to himalone. This was his night.

He woul d not spend it |locked hi a trap within a trap. Wth a word to the sl eepy guard, he nounted
the Esnmit Street barricade and swung hinmself down on the other side. "Alterral" someone called
after himhi a hoarse whisper; he only turned and gestured that they keep a rope ready for himto
get back up on, and went on, right up the mddle of the street. He had a conviction of his
invulnerability with which it would be bad luck to argue. He accepted it, and wal ked up the dark
street among his enemes as if he were taking a stroll after dinner

He passed his house but did not turn aside. Stars eclipsed behind the bl ack roof - peaks and
reappeared, their reflections glittering in the ice underfoot. Near the upper end of town the
street narrowed and turned a little between houses that had been deserted since before Agat was
born, and then opened out suddenly into the little square under the Land Gate. The catapults stil
stood there, partly wecked and dismantled for firewod by the Gaal, each with a heap of stones
beside it. The high gates thensel ves had been opened at one point, but were bolted again now and
frozen fast. Agat clinbed up the steps beside one of the gate-towers to a post on the wall; he
remenber ed | ooki ng
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down fromthat post, just before the snow began, on the whole battle-force of the Gaal, a roaring
tide of nen like the seatide down on the beach. If they had had nore | adders it woul d have al
been over with that day . . . Now nothing noved; nothing nmade any sound. Snow, silence, starlight
over the slope and the dead, ice-laden trees that crowned it.

He | ooked back westward, over the whole City of Exile; a little clutter of roofs droppi ng down
away from his high post to the wall over the seacliff. Above that handful of stone the stars npbved
slowy westward. Agat sat notionless, cold even in his clothing of |eather and heavy furs,
whistling a jig-tune very softly.

Finally he felt the day's weariness catching up with him and descended from his perch. The steps
were icy. He slipped on the next to bottom step, caught hinself fromfalling by grabbing the rough
stone of the wall, and then still staggering | ooked up at some novenent that had caught his eyes
across the little square.
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In the black gulf of a street opening between two house-walls, sonmething white noved, a slight
swayi ng notion |ike a wave seen in the dark. Agat stared, puzzled. Then it cane out into the vague
gray of the starlight: a tall, thin, white figure running towards himvery quickly as a man runs,
the head on the long, curving neck swaying a little fromside to side. As it cane it made a little
wheezi ng, chirping sound.

Hi s dartgun had been in his hand all along, but his hand was stiff from yesterday's wound, and the
gl ove hanpered him he shot and the dart struck, but the creature was already on him the short

cl awed forearmnms reaching out, the head stuck forward with its weaving, swaying notion, a round

t oot hed mout h gapi ng open. He threw hinself down right against its legs in an effort to trip it
and escape the first lunge of that snapping nmouth, but it was quicker than he. Even as he went
down it turned and caught at him and he felt the claws on the weak-looking little arns tear
through the | eather of his coat and clothing, and felt him

120

PLANET OF EXI LE

self pinned down. A terrible strength bent his head back> baring his throat; and he saw the stars
whirl hi the sky far up above him and go out.

And then he was trying to pull himself up on hands and knees, on the icy stones beside a great,
reeki ng bulk of white fur that twitched and trenbl ed. Five seconds it took the poison on the

darttip to act; it had al nbost been a second too long. The round nouth still snapped open and shut,
the legs with thek flat, splayed, snowshoe feet punped as if the snowghoul were still running.
Snowghoul s hunt in packs, Agat's menory said suddenly, as he stood trying to get his breath and
nerve back. Snowghouls hunt in packs . . . He reloaded his gun clunsily but nethodically, and,
with it held ready, started back down Esmit Street; not running lest he slip on the ice, but not
strolling, either. The street was still enpty, and serene, and very | ong.

But as he neared the barricade, he was whistling again.

He was sound asleep in the roomin the College when young Shevi k, their best archer, canme to rouse
hi m up, whispering urgently, "Cone on, Alterra, conme on, wake up, you've got to cone . " Rolery
had not cone in during the night; the others who shared the roomwere all still asleep

"What is it, what's wong?" Agat nmunbl ed, on his feet and struggling into his torn coat already.

"Cone on to the Tower," was all Shevik said.

Agat followed him at first with docility, then, waking up fully, w th beginni ng understandi ng.
They crossed the Square, gray in the first bleak light, ran up the circular stairs of the League
Tower, and | ooked out over the city. The Land Gate was open
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The Gaal were gathered inside it, and going out of it. It was hard to see themin the half-Iight
before sunrise; there were between a thousand and two thousand of them the nmen watching with Agat
guessed, but it was hard to tell. They were only shadowy blots of notion under the walls and on
the snow. They strung out fromthe Gate in knots
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and groups, one after another disappearing under the walls and then reappearing farther away on
the hillside, going at a jogtrot in a long irregular line, going south. Before they had gone far
the dimlight and the folds of the hill hid them but before Agat stopped watching the east had
grown bright, and a cold radi ance reached hal fway up the sky.

The houses and the steep streets of the city lay very quiet in the norning |ight.

Sonebody began to ring the bell, right over their heads in the tower there, a steady rapid clanor
and cl angor of bronze on bronze, bew | dering. Hands over their ears, the nen in the tower cane
runni ng down, neeting other nen and wonen hal fway. They | aughe'd and they shouted after Agat and
caught at him but he ran on down the rocking stairs, the insistent jubilation of the bell stil
hanmering at him and into the League Hall. In the big, crowded, noisy roomwhere gol den suns swam
on the walls and the years and Years were told on golden dials, he searched for the alien, the
stranger” his wife. He finally found her, and taking her hands he said, "They're gone, they're
gone, they're gone ..."

Then he turned and roared it with all the force of his lungs at everybody—-They're gone!"

They were all roaring at himand at one another, laughing and crying. After a mnute he said to
Rol ery, "Come on with ne—eut to the Stack." Restless, exultant, bew | dered, he wanted to be on the
nmove, to get out into the city and nake sure it was their own again. No one else had |eft the

Square yet, and as they crossed the west barricade Agat drew his dartgun. "I had an adventure | ast
night," he said to Rolery, and she, |ooking at the gaping rent in his coat, said, "I know"
"I killed it."

"A snowghoul ?"

"Right."
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"Al one?"

"Yes. Both of us, fortunately."

The solem | ook on her face as she hurried al ong beside himmade hi mlaugh out |oud wth pleasure.

They canme out onto the causeway, running out in the. icy wind between the bright sky and the dark
foam | aced water.

The news of course had already been given, by the bell and by m ndspeech, and the drawbridge of
the Stack was | owered as soon as Agat set foot on the bridge. Men and wonen and little sleepy, fur-
bundl ed children cane running to neet them wth nore shouts, questions, and enbraces.

Behi nd the wonen of Landin, the wonen of Tevar hung back, afraid and unrejoicing. Agat saw Rol ery
going to one of these, a young woman with wild hair and dirt-snudged face. Mst of them had hacked
their hair short and | ooked unkenpt and filthy, even the few hilf men who had stayed out at the
Stack. A little disgusted by this grimy spot on his bright nmorning of victory, Agat spoke to
Urmaksuman, who had come out to gather his tribesmen together. They stood on the drawbridge, under
the sheer wall of the black fort. H|If nen and wonen had col |l ected around Unaksuman, and Agat
lifted up his voice so they all could hear. "The Men of Tevar kept our walls side by side with the
Men of Landin. They are welcone to stay with us or to go, to live with us or |eave us, as they

pl ease. The gates of ny city are open to you, all Wnter long. You are free to go out them but

wel comre within them™

"l hear," the native said, bowing his fair head.

"But where's the Eldest, Wld? | wanted to tell him—

Then Agat saw the ash-sneared faces and ragged heads with a new eye. They were in nourning. In
under standi ng that he renmenbered his own dead, his friends, his kinsnen; and the arrogance of
triunph went out of him

Umaksuman sai d, "The El dest of nmy Kin went under
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the sea with his sons who died in Tevar. Yesterday he went. They were buil ding the dawn-fire when
they heard the bell and saw the Gaal going south."

"I would watch this fire," Agat said, asking Uraksu-nman's perm ssion. The Tevaran hesitated, but
an ol der man beside himsaid firmy, "Wld s daughter is this one's wife: he has clan right."

So they let himcone, with Rolery and all that were left of her people, to a high terrace outside

a gallery on the seaward side of the Stack. There on a pyre of broken wood the body of the old nan
| ay, age-deformed and powerful, wapped hi a red cloth, death's color. A young child set the torch
and the fire burnt red and yell ow, shaking the air, paled by the cold early Iight of the sun. The

tide was drawi ng out, grinding and thundering at the rocks bel ow the sheer black walls. East over

the hills of Askatevar Range and west over the sea the sky was clear, but northward a bl uish dusk

brooded: Whiter.

Fi ve thousand nights of Wnter, five thousand days of it: the rest of their youth and maybe the
rest of their lives.

Agai nst that distant, bluish darkness in the north, no triunph showed up at all. The Gaal seened a
little scurry of vermin, gone already, fleeing before the true eneny, the true lord, the white
lord of the Storns. Agat stood by Rolery in front of the sinking death-fire, in the high sea-

bel eaguered fort, and it seemed to himthen that the old nan's death and the young man's victory
were the same thing. Neither grief nor pride had so nuch truth in themas did joy, the joy that
trenbled in the cold wind between sky and sea, bright and brief as fire. This was his fort, his
city, his world; these were his people. He was no exile here.

"Cone," he said to Rolery as the fire sank down to ashes, "cone, let's go hone."
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The Earth col ony had been stranded on distant Eltanin for six hundred years. And its |onely,
strai ned nunbers were beginning to dwindle, their only neighbors fearful nomads who burrowed in
besi de them during the cruel, fifteen-year-long w nter

Fortunately for all. Because this winter they would be descended upon by hordes of barbarians and
the eerie, deadly snowghoul s.
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And native and exile would have to join forces —er be anni hil at ed.
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