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Volume 1 in the Saga of the Exiles
for Tadeusz Maxi m the noblest of them al

My heart is sore pained within me:

and the terrors of death are fallen upon ne.

Fear and trenbling have seized nme: and darkness has overwhel ned ne.

And | said: Othat | had wings |ike a dovel. For then | would fly away and be at rest
Lo, would | flee far away, and live in the wl derness.

I would wait for himwho will save me fromny cowardice and fromthe storm

psal m 55

PROLOGUE

CHAPTER ONE

To confirmthat it was indeed near death, the great vessel broke through into nornal space with
Iingering slowness. The pain of the usually swift translation was prolonged as well, until the

thousand, for all their strength, cursed and wept within their nminds and becane convi nced that
they would be trapped. It would be the gray linmbo endl essly. That and pain.

But the Ship was doing its best. Sharing the agony of the passengers, it pushed and pried agai nst
the tough fabric of the superficies until there were flickers of black against the gray. The Ship
and the people felt their anguish diminto a nere harnmony of nearly nusical vibrations that

echoed, danped, and finally snapped off.

They hung in normal space, stars all around them

The Ship had energed in the shadow cone of a planet. For |long nmonents, as the stunned travelers
wat ched wi t hout know ng what they saw, the hal o of pink atnosphere and the pearly wi ngs of the
eclipsed sun's corona gave an aureole to the black world. Then the Ship's om nous nonentum carri ed
them on; the chronosphere and the orange flames of the sun's linb burst forth, followed by its
dazzling yel |l ow substance.

The Ship curved in. The sunlit surface of the planet seened to roll open beneath themat their
approach. It was a blue world with white clouds and snowy nountains and | andmasses of ochre and
red and gray-green, beyond doubt a world of conpatible Iife. The Ship had succeeded.

Thagdal turned to the small wonman at the directive console. Brede of the Two Faces shook her head.
Dreary violet patterns on the notive display made plain that it had been the final effort of the
Ship that brought themto this haven. They were fully in the grip of the systemis gravity and no

| onger capable of inertialess |oconotion.

Thagdal 's mind and voi ce spoke. "Listen to me, remant of battle conpanies. Qur faithful craft has
all but perished. It subsists only on mechanicals now and they will not serve nuch |onger. W are
on an inpact trajectory and we nust disenbark before the hulk enters the | ower atnosphere.”
Enmanati ons of sorrow, rage, and fear filled the dying Ship. Questions and reproaches threatened to
stifle the mnd of Thagdal until he touched the golden torc around his neck and forced themall to
be silent.

"I'n the Nanme of the Goddess, hold! Qur venture was a great ganble, with all ninds turned against
us. Brede is concerned that this place may not be the perfect refuge we had hoped for

Nevertheless, it is fully conpatible, in a renote gal axy where none will dare to look for us. W
are safe and have not had to use Spear or Sword. Brede and our Ship have done well to bring us
here. Praise to their strength!"

The anti phon was raised dutifully. But sticking up out of the symetry of it was a prickly

t hought :

Hyms be dammed. Can we survive here?

Thagdal | ashed back. "W will survive if Conpassionate Tana wills, and even find the joy that has
el uded us so long. But no thanks to you, Pallol! Shadow sib! Ancient eneny! Trucebreaker! Wen we
are delivered fromthis inmediate peril you will answer to ne!"
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A certain amount of vulgar enmity swirled up to nerge with Pallol's; but it was fogged by the dull-
witted tone of mnd that comes fromthe relief of terrible pain. Nobody else really wanted to
fight now Only the irrepressible Pallol was as gane as ever

Br ede Shi pspouse flowed soothingly over the inpending shanbles. "This Many-Colored Land will be a
good place for us, nmy King. And you need have no fear, Pallol One-Eye, | have al ready sounded the
pl anet, lightly, of course, and found no nental challenge. The dominant life-formdwells in
speechl ess innocence and can be no threat to us for nore than six million planetary orbits. Yet
its germplasmis indeed conpatible for the nurturing and the service. Wth patience and skilled
| abor we will surely survive. Now let us go forth fromhere holding to our truce awhil e | onger

Let no one speak of vengeance, nor of mstrust of ny bel oved Spouse."

"Wel | said, Prescient Lady," cane the thoughts and spoken words of the others. (Any dissenters
wer e now keepi ng wel | submerged.)

Thagdal said, "The snmall flyers are waiting for us. As we depart, let all minds be raised in
salute."

He went stonping fromthe control deck, golden hair and beard still crackling with squel ched fury,
white robes brushing over the now dulled netalloid of the decking. Eadone, D onket, and Mayvar

Ki ngnaker followed after, nminds linked in the Song, fingers giving a farewell caress to the fast-
cooling walls that had once thrunmed with benevol ent power. Little by little the others in various
parts of the Ship took up the anthemuntil nearly all of themwere hi comrunion.

Flyers spurted away fromthe noribund vessel. Mre than forty birdlike machi nes pierced the

at mosphere like glow ng darts before decel erating abruptly and spreading their wi ngs. One took the
|l ead and the others forned a stately procession in its wake. They flew toward the world' s | argest
| andmass to await the cal cul ated inmpact, cane up fromthe south and crossed over the nost
distinctive feature of the planet, a vast, nearly dry sea basin, glittering with salt pans, which
cut an irregular gash across the western reaches of the najor continent. A snowy range nade a
barrier north of this Enpty Sea. The flyers went beyond the nountains and hovered over the valley
of a large eastward-flowi ng river, waiting.

The Ship entered on a westerly course, leaving a fiery trail as it ablated in the atnosphere. It
swept the ground with a horrendous pressure wave that incinerated vegetation and altered the very
m neral s of the | andscape bel ow. Mol ten gl obul es of green and brown gl ass showered the eastern

hi ghl ands as the Ship's integunent exploded away. The river waters vaporized fromtheir bed.

Then came the inpact, light-burst and heat-burst and sound-burst, as nore than two thousand
mllion tons of matter with a velocity of twenty-two kil oneters per second inflicted its wound
upon the world. The country rock netanorphosed; the substance of the Ship was all but consuned in
the hol ocaust. Nearly a hundred cubic kil oneters of planetary crust expl oded upward and outward,
the finer products rising in a black colum to the stratosphere where the high thin wi nds spread
themin a pall of nourning over nuch of the world.

The resultant crater was nearly thirty kilometers in dianeter but not very deep, battered by
tornadic storns engendered in the affronted at nosphere above the glowing ulcer in the |and. The
small flyers circled solemmly above it for nany days, oblivious of the nuddy hurricane as they
waited for the earth-fires to cool. Wien the rain had done its work, the flyers departed for a

I ong tine.

They returned to the grave when their tasks were finally done and rested for a thousand years.

CHAPTER TWO

The little ramapithecus was stubborn. She was certain that the baby nust have gone into the tangle
of maquis. H's scent was there, distinct in spite of the heavy springtime perfunme of heather

t hyme, and gone.

Uttering crooning calls, the ramapitbecus forced her way into the anci ent burned-over area, noving
uphill. A lapwing, vivid yellow and bl ack, gave a peewit cry and |inped away, trailing one w ng.
The ranmapi tbecus knew that this charade was intended to distract her froma nearby nest; but

t houghts of bird-prey were far fromher sinple mind. All she wanted was her nissing child.

She toiled up the overgrown slope, using a piece of tree branch to beat down the brush that

i npeded her. She was able to utilize this tool and a few others. Her brow was |ow, but her face
was quite vertical, with a small, humanoid jaw. Her body, a little over a neter in height, was
only slightly stooped, and cl othed except for the face and palns in short brown fur

She continued her crooning. It was a nessage not framed in words, which any young one of the
speci es woul d recogni ze: "Here is Mdther. Cone to her and be safe and conforted."

The maqui s thinned oat as she' reached the crest of the height. Qut in the open at |ast, she

| ooked around and gave a | ow noan of fear. She stood on the edge of a nonstrous basin containing a
| ake of deepest blue color. The rimcurved away to the horizon on either hand, conpletely barren
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of vegetation along the narrow lip and down the steep slope to the water.

About twenty neters away fromher stood a terrible bird. It was something like a fat heron but as
tall as a pine tree and just as long, with w ngs, head, and tail drooping sadly to the ground.
Fromits belly trailed a knobbly appendage with clinbing holds. The bird was hard, not nade of
flesh. It was layered in dust, crusted and scabbed with yell ow and gray and orange |ichen over
what had once been a snmooth bl ack skin. Far along the rimof the astroblenme, in both directions,
she coul d see other such birds standing wi dely spaced, all |ooking into the dark-m rrored depths.
The ranmapithecus prepared to flee. Then she heard a faniliar sound.

She gave a sharp hoot. Immediately, a tiny upside-down head popped out of an orifice in the belly
of the nearby bird. The child chittered happily. H's sounds had the neaning: "Wt cone, Mot her
This is fun! Look what is here!"

Exhaust ed, overcone by relief, her hands bl oody from breaking through the thorns, the nother

how ed in fury at her offspring. Hastily, he cane down the exit |adder of the flyer and scuttled
up to her. She scooped himup and crushed himto her breast, then she put himdown and cuffed the
sides of his head, left-right, pouring out a torrent of indignant chatter

Trying to placate her, he held out the thing he had found. It resenbled a large ring, but was
really two conjoined sem-circlets of twisted gold, thick as a finger and rounded, incised with
tortuous little markings |like the borings of gribbles in sea-logged wood.

The young ranmapi t hecus grinned and snapped open two knobby ends of the ring. The other ends were
hel d by a kind of pivoting hinge that allowed the halves to rotate and open wi de. The child pl aced
the ring around his neck, twisted it and snapped the catch shut. The gol den torc gl eamed agai nst
his tawny fur, nuch too large for himbut alive with power nevertheless. Smling still, he showed
hi s nother what he was now able to do. She shrieked.

The child |l eaped in disnmay. He tripped over a rock and fell backward. Before he could recover, his
nmot her was upon him yanking the ring over his head so that the netal bruised his ears. And it
hurt! The loss of it hurt worse than any pain he had ever known. He nust get it back.

The not her screaned even | ouder as he tried to grab at the tore. Her voice echoed across the
crater |ake. She flung the golden thing as far away as she could, into a dense thicket of spiny
gorse. The child wailed his broken-hearted protest, but she seized his armand haul ed himtoward
the path she had nade through the naquis.

Wel |l conceal ed and only slightly dented, the torc gleanmed in the dappl ed shadows.

CHAPTER THREE

In the early years after humanity, with a little help fromits friends, had set out to overrun the
compati bl e stars, a professor of dynam c field-physics named Theo Guderi an discovered the way into
Exile. Hi s researches, |like those of so many ot her unorthodox but prom sing thinkers of the tine,
were sustained by a no-strings grant fromthe Human Polity of the Galactic MIieu.

GQuderian lived on the AOd Wrld. Because science had so many other things to assinmlate in those
exciting tinmes (and because Cuderian's discovery seened to have no practical application

what soever in 2034), the publication of his culmnating paper caused only a brief flutter in the
dovecot e of physical cosmology. But in spite of the prevailing air of indifference, a snmall nunber
of workers fromall six of the coadunate galactic races continued to be curious enough about
Quderian's findings to seek himout in his nodest hone-cum workshop outside of Lyon. Even as his
health failed, the Professor received these visiting colleagues with courtesy and assured them
that he would be honored to repeat his experinent for themif they would pardon the crudities of
hi s apparatus, which he had renoved to the cellar of his cottage after the Institute disclainmed
further interest init.

It took Madame Guderian sonme tinme to becone resigned to the exotic pilgrinms fromother stars. One
had, after all, to preserve the social convenances by entertaining the guests. But there were
difficulties! She overcane her aversion to the tall, androgynous G after nuch nental exercise
and one could always pretend that the Poltroyans were civilized gnones. But she could never get
used to the awesone Krondaku or the half-visible Lylnik, and one could only deplore the way that
some of the |less fastidious Sinbiari dripped green on the carpet.

What was to be the last group of guests called just three days before Professor CGuderian's

term nal illness comenced. Madame opened the door to greet two outworld mal e humans (one

al arm ngly massive and the other quite ordinary), an urbane little Poltroyan wearing the gorgeous
robes of a Full Elucidator, a two-and-a-half-neter G (nercifully with clothes on), and, Sainte
Viergel, no less than three Sinbiari.

She wel conmed them and put out extra ashtrays and wast e- baskets.

Prof essor CGuderian conducted the extraterrestrial visitors to the cellar of the large country
cottage just as soon as the politenesses had been exchanged. "We will proceed at once to the

file:/lIF|/rah/Julian%20May/May,%20Julian%20-...1e%201%20-%20The%20Many%20Coloured%20Land.txt (3 of 165) [1/15/03 7:40:30 PM]



file:/I1F|/rah/Julian%20M ay/M ay,%20Julian%20-%20Pli ocene%620EXxi| €96201%20-%20T he%620M any%20Col oured%20L and.txt

denonstration, good friends. You will forgive ne, but today | ama trifle fatigued."
"Most regrettable,” said the solicitous Poltroyan. 'Perhaps my dear Professor, you would benefit
froma rejuvenative course?"

"No, no," Quderian said with a snile. "One lifetinme is quite enough for ne. | feel | am nost
fortunate to have lived in the era of the Great Intervention, but | nmust confess that events now
seemto be noving faster than nmy conposure can tolerate. | look forward to the ultinmate peace."

They passed through a netal -sheat hed door into what was apparently a converted wine cellar. An
area of stone paving sone three neters square had been renpved, |eaving bare earth. Guderian's
apparatus stood in the nmiddle of it.

The old man rummged for a nonment in an anti que oak cabi net near the door and cane up with a snal
pi |l e of readi ng-plaques, which he distributed to the scientists. "A precis of ny theoretica

consi derations and diagrans of the device are contained in these booklets, which ny wife has been
ki nd enough to prepare for visitors. You nust excuse the sinplicity of the format. W have | ong
si nce exhausted our major funding."

The others murnured synpathetically.

"Pl ease stand here for the denpbnstration. You will observe that the device has certain affinities
to the subspace translator and thus requires very little power input. My own nodi fi cadti ons have
been designed with a view toward phasing in residdual magnetics contained in the |ocal rock
strata, together with the deeper contenporary fields being generated beneath the continental
platform These, interacting with the matrices of the translator fields, generate the
singularity.”

Guderi an reached into the pocket of his work snmock and took out a large carrot. Wth a Gallic
shrug, he renmarked, "Expedient, if sonewhat ridicul ous."

He pl aced the carrot on an ordi nary wooden stool and carried it to the apparatus. Cuderian's
device rather resenbl ed an ol d-fashi oned latticework pergola or gazebo draped in vines. However,
the frame was nmade of transparent vitreous material except for peculiar nodul ar conmponents of dead
bl ack, and the "vines" were actually cables of colorful alloys that seened to grow up fromthe
cellar floor, creep in and out of the lattice in a disconcerting fashion, and abruptly di sappear
at a point just short of the ceiling.

When the stool and its carrot were in position, Quderian redjoined his guests and activated the
device. There was no sound. The gazebo shi mered nmonentarily; then it seened as if mirror panels
sprang into existence, hiding the interior of the apparatus conpletely from view

"You wi Il understand that a certain waiting period is nowin order,” the old man said. 'The carrot
is alnost always effective, but fromtine to tine there are di sappoi ntnents. ™

The seven visitors waited. The wi de-shoul dered hunman cl utched his book-pl ague in both hands but
never let his eyes | eave the gazebo. The other colonial, a placid type fromsone institute on
Londi nium nmnade a tactful examination of the control panel. The G and the Poltroyan read their
booklets with equanimity. One of the younger Sinbiari inadvertently let an enmerald drop fall and
made haste to scuff it into the cellar floor

Nunerals on the wall chrononeter flickered past. Five nminutes. Ten

"W will see whether our ganme is afoot," the Professor said, with a wink at the man from
Londi ni um

The mirrored energy field snapped off. For the nmerest nanodsecond, the startled scientists were
aware of a pony-shaped creature standing inside the gazebo. It turned instantly to an articul ated
skel eton. As the bones fell, they disintegrated into grayi sh powder.

"Shit!" exclainmed the seven em nent scientists.

"Be calm colleagues," said Guderian. "Such a denouenent is unfortunately inevitable. But we shal
project a slow notion holo so that our catch nmay be identified."

He switched on a concealed Tri-D projector and froze the action to reveal a small horse-like
animal with ami able black eyes, three-toed feet, and a russet coat marked with faint white
stripes. Carrot greens stuck out of its nouth. The wooden stool was beside it.

"Hi pparion gracfle. A cosnopolitan species during Earth's Pliocene Epoch."

Guderian let the projector run. The stool quietly dissolved. The hide and flesh of the little
horse shriveled with dreadful slowness, peeling away fromthe skel eton and exploding into a cloud
of dust, while the internal organs sinultaneously swelled, shrank, and puffed into nothingness.
The bones continued to stand upright, then tunbled in graceful slow arcs. Their first contact with
the cellar floor reduced themto their component minerals.

The sensitive G let out a sigh and dosed its great yell ow eyes. The Londoner had turned pal e
whil e the other human, fromthe rugged and norose world of Shqipni, chewed on his |large brown
nmust ache. The incontinent young Sinb made haste to utilize a wastebasket.

"I have tried both plant and aninal bait in my little trap," Quderian said. "Carrot or rabbit or
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nmouse may nmeke the trip to the Pliocene unharnmed, but on the return journey, any |ivding thing
that is within the tau-field inevitably assumes the burden of nmore than six million years of
earthly existence."”

"And i norganic nmatter?" inquired the Skipetar

"OfF a certain density, of a certain crystalline structure, nmany specinmens nake the round trip in
fairly good condition. | have even been successful in circuntranslating two forms of organic
matter: amber and coal travel unscathed."”

"But this is nmost intriguing!" said the Prine Contenplate of the Twenty-Sixth College of Sinb. The
theory of tenporal application has been in our repository for sone seventy thousand of your years,
my worthy QGuderian, but its denobnstration eluded the best mnds of the Galactic Mlieu . . . unti
now. The fact that you, a human scientist, have been even partially successful where so nany
others have failed is surely one nore confirmation of the unique abilities of the Children of
Earth. "

The sour-grape flavor of this speech was not lost on the Poltroyan. H's ruby eyes twi nkled as he
said, "The Amal gam of Pohroy, unlike certain other coadunate races, never doubted that the
Intervention was full justified." "For you and your Mlieu, perhaps," said Guderian in a | ow

voi ce. H's dark eyes, pain-tinged behind rinless eyegl asses, showed a nonentary bitterness. "But
what of us? We have had to give up so nmuch, our diverse | anguages, nany of our social philosophies
and religious dogmata, our so-called nonproductive lifestyles . . . our very hunman sovereignty,

| aughabl e though its loss must seemto the ancient intellects of the Galactic Mlieu."

The man from Shqi pni excl ai mred, "How can you doubt the wi sdomof it, Professor? W humans gave up
a fewcultural fripperies and gained energy sufficiency and unlimted | ebensraum and nmenbership in
a galactic civilization! Now that we don't have to waste tine and lives in nmere survival, there'l
be no hol ding hunanity back! Qur race is just beginning to fulfill its genetic potential, which
may be greater than that of any other people!"

The Londoner wi nced.

The Prime Contenpl ates said suavely, "Ah, the proverbial human breedi ng capacity! How it does keep
the gene pool roiled. One is rem nded of the well-known reproductive superiority of the adol escent
organi smas conpared to that of the mature individual whose plasm while |ess prodigally
broadcast, may nonet hel ess be nore prudently in the pursuit of genetic optina."

"Did you say mature?" sneered the Skipetar. "O atrophied?"

"Col | eagues! Col | eagues!" exclained the diplomatic little Poltroyan. "W will weary Professor
Guderian."

"No. it's all right,"” the old man said; bat he | ooked gray and ill.

The G hastened to change the subject "Surely this effect you have denonstrated would be a
splendid tool for pako-biology."

"I fear," Cuderian replied, "that there is linmted galactic interest in the extinct life-forms of
Earth's Rhdne- Sadne Trough."

"Then you haven't been able to, er, tune the device for retrieval in other areas?" asked the
Londoner.

"Alas, no, ny dear Sanders. Nor have other workers been able to reproduce ny experinent in other
localities on Earth or on other worlds." Cuderian tapped one of the plaque-books. "As | have

poi nted out, there is a problemin conputing the subtleties of the geomagnetic input. This region
of southern Europe has one of the more conpl ex geonorphotogles of the planet. Here in the Mots
des Lyonnais and the Forez we have a foreland of the utnost antiquity cheek-by-jow wth recent
vol canic intrusions. In nearby regions of the Massif Central we see even nore clearly the workings
of intracrustal netanorphism the anatexis engendered above one or nore ascendi ng ast henospheric
diapirs. To the east lie the Alps with their stupendously fol ded nappes. South of here is the

Medi terranean Basin with active subduction zones, which was, incidentally, in an extrenely

pecul iar condition during the Lower Pliocene Epoch."

"So you're in a dead end, eh?" remarked the Skipetar. 'Too bad Earth's Pliocene period wasn't all
that interesting. Just a fewmllion years marking time between the M ocene and the Ice Age. The
shank of the Cenozoic, so to speak."

Guderi an produced a snall whi skbroom and dust pan and began to tidy up the gazebo. "It was a gol den
time, just before the dawn of rational humankind. A tinme of benevolent climate and flourishing
plant and animal life. A vintage time, unspoiled and tranquil. An autumn before the terrible

wi nter of the Pleistocene glaciation. Rousseau woul d have | oved the Pliocene Epoch. Uninteresting?
There are even today soul -weary people in this Galactic MI|ieu who woul d not share your

eval uation."

The scientists exchanged gl ances.

"I'f only it weren't a one-way trip," said the man from Londi ni um
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Guderian was calm "All of nmy efforts to change the fades of the singularity have been in vain. It
is fixed in Pliocene time, in the uplands of this venerable river valley. And so we cone to the
heart of the matter at |ast! The great achievenment of time-travel stands revealed as a nere
scientific curiosity." Once nore, the Gallic shrug.

"Future workers will profit fromyour pioneering effort," declared the Poltroyan. The others
hurried to add appropriate felicitations.

"Enough, dear colleagues," Cuderian |aughed. "You have been nost kind to visit an old nman. And now
we nust go up to Madame, who awaits with refreshnent | bequeath to sharper minds the practica
application of nmy peculiar little experinment."

He wi nked at the outworld hunmans and tipped the contents of the dustpan into the wastebasket. The
ashes of the hipparion floated in little blobby islands on the green alien sline.

PART | - The Leavet aking

CHAPTER ONE

Bur ni shed trunpets sounded a flourish. The ducal party rode gaily out of the Chateau de Ri om
horses prancing and curvetting as they had been trained, giving a show of spirit without
inperiling the ladies in their chancy sidesaddl es. Sunshine sparkled on the jewel ed capari sons of
the nmounts, but it was the gorgeous riders who earned the crowd's appl ause.

G eeni sh-blue reflections fromthe festive scene on the nonitor blackened Mercedes Lanballe's
auburn hair and threw livid lights across her thin face. "The tourists draw lots to be in the
processi on of nobles," she explained to Genfell. "It's nmore fun to be common, but try to tel
themthat. O course the principals are all pros.”

Jean, Due de Berry, raised his armto the cheering throng. He wore a | ong houppel ande in his own
heral dic blue, powdered with fleurs de lys. The dagged sl eeves were turned back to show a rich
Iining of yellow brocade. The Duc's hosen were pure white, enbroidered with golden spangles, and
he wore gol den spurs. At his side rode the Prince, Charles d Oleans, his robes parti-colored in
the royal scarlet, black, and white, his heavy golden baldric fringed with tinkling bells. Cher
nobles in the train, gaudy as a flock of spring warblers, followed after with the | adies.

"lIsn't there a hazard?" Genfell asked. "Horses with untrained riders? | should think you'd stick
with robot mounts."

Lanbal | e said softly, "It has to be real. This is France, you know. The horses are specially bred
for intelligence and stability."

In honor of the maying, the betrothed Princess Bonne and all her retinue were dressed in mal achite-
green sil k. The nobl e nmai dens wore the quai nt headdresses of the early fifteenth century, fretted
gilt-wire confections threaded with jewels, rising up on their braided coiffures Iike kitten ears.
The crepine of the Princess was even nore outlandi sh, extending out fromher tenples in |ong

gol den horns with a white | awn veil draped over the wres.

"Cue the flower girls," said Gaston, fromthe other side of the control room

Mercy Lanballe sat still, gazing at the brilliant picture with rapt intensity. The antennae of her
conset nade the strange headpi ece of the medi eval princess out on the chateau grounds | ook al npst
ordinary in conparison

"Merce," the director repeated with gentle insistence. "The flower girls."

Slow y she reached out a hand, keying the nmarshaling channel

Trunpets sounded again and the peasant crowd of tourists oohed. Dozens of dinpled little naids in
short gowns of pink and white cane running out of the orchard carrying baskets of apple bl ossons.
They romped along the road in front of the ducal procession strewing flowers, while flageolets and
tronbones struck up a lively air. Jugglers, acrobats, and a dancing bear joined the mob. The
Princess blew kisses to the crowd, and the Due distributed an occasi onal piece of |argesse.

"Cue the courtiers," said Gaston

The wonman at the control console sat notionless. Bryan Grenfell could see drops of noisture on her
brow, danpening the straying tendrils of auburn hair. Her nmouth was tight.

"Mercy, what is it?" Genfell whispered. "What's wong?"

"Not hi ng," she said. Her voice was husky and strained. "Courtiers away, Gaston."

Three young nen, also dressed in green, cane galloping fromthe woods toward the procession of
nobility, bearing arnfuls of leafy sprigs. Wth nmuch giggling, the ladies twi ned these into head-
wreat hs and crowned the chevaliers of their choice. The nen reciprocated with dainty chaplets for
the dansels, and they all resunmed their ride toward the nmeadow where the maypol e wait ed.
Meanwhi | e, directed by Mercy's conmmands, barefoot girls and grinning youths distributed flowers
and greenery to the slightly self-conscious crowd, crying: "Vert! Vert pour le mail"

Ri ght on cue, the Due and his party began to sing along with the flutes:
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Cest le mai, c'est le mai, Cest le joli nois de mail.

"They're off pitch again," Gaston said in an exasperated voice. "Cue in the filler voices, Merce
And let's have the lark |oops and a few yellow butterflies.” He keyed for voice on the marshaling
channel and exclaimed, "Eh, Mnou! Get that clot out fromin front of the Due's horse. And watch
the kid in red. Looks like he's twitching bells off the Prince's baldric."

Mer cedes Lanbal l e brought up the auxiliary voices as ordered. The entire crowd joined in the song,
having slept on it on the way from Charl emagne's Coronation. Mercy nmade bird-song fill the bl ossom
| aden orchard and sent out signals that released the butterflies fromtheir secret cages.

Unbi dden, she conjured up a scented breeze to cool the tourists from Aquitaine and Neustria and
Bl oi and Foix and all the other "French" planets in the Galactic MIieu who had cone, together
with Francophiles and nedievalists fromscores of other worlds, to savor the glories of ancient
Auver gne.

"They' || be getting warmnow, Bry," she remarked to Grenfell. "The breeze will make them happier.”
Bryan rel axed at the nore normal tone in her voice. "l guess there are linits to the
i nconveni ences they'll endure in the nane of imersive cultural pageantry.”

"W reproduce the past," Lanballe said, "as we would have liked it to be. The realities of

medi eval France are another trip altogether."

"We have stragglers, Merce." Gaston's hands flashed over the control panel in the prelimnary
choreography of the maypole suite. "I see two or three exotics in the bunch. Probably those
compar ative ethnol ogi sts fromthe Krondak world we were alerted about Better bring over a
troubadour to keep 'em happy until they catch up with the main group. These visiting firenen are
apt to wite snotty evaluations if you let 'emget bored.™

"Some of us keep our objectivity," Genfell said mldly.

The director snorted. "Well, you're not out there tranping through horseshit in fancy dress in the
hot sun on a world with | ow subjective oxygen and doubl e subjective gravityl

Merce? Dammit, kiddo, are you fuguing off again?

Bryan rose fromhis seat and came to her, grave concern on his face. "Gaston, can't you see she's
il

"I"'mnot!"'" Mercy was sharp. "It's going to pass off in a mnute or two. Troubadour away, Gaston."
The nonitor zooned in on a singer who bowed to the little knot of |aggards, struck a chord on his
lute, and began expertly herding the people toward the nmaypol e area while soothing themw th song.
The piercing sweetness of his tenor filled the control room He sang first in French, then in the
St andard English of the Human Polity of the Galactic MIlieu for those who weren't up to the
archai c linguistics.

Le tenps a laiss, son manteau De vent, de froidure et de pluie, Et s'est vestu de broderie De
soleil luisant, cler et beau

Now time has put off its dark cl oak

O gales and of frosts and of rain,

And garbs itself in woven |ight,

Bri ght sunshine of spring once again

A genuine lark added its own coda to the mnstrel's song. Mercy | owered her head and tears fel
onto the consol e before her. That damm song. And springtime in the Auvergne. And the friggerty

| arks and retroevolved butterflies and mani cured nmeadows and orchards cranmed with gratified folk
fromfaraway planets where the living was tough but the challenge was being nmet by all but the
inevitable msfits who stubbed the beautiful growi ng tapestry of the Galactic Mlieu

Msfits |ike Mercy Lanballe.

"Beaucoup regrets, guys," she said with a rueful snmile, nmopping her face with a tissue. "Wong
phase of the noon, | guess. O the old Celtic rising. Bry, you just picked the wong day to visit
this crazy place. Sorry."

"Al'l you Celts are bonkers." Gaston excused her with breezy ki ndness. "There's a Breton., engineer
over in the Sun King Pageant who told nme he can only shoot his wad when he's doing it on a

megal ith. Come on, babe. Let's keep this showrolling."

On the screens, the maypol e dancers twined their ribbons and pivoted in intricate patterns. The
Due de Berry and the other actors of his entourage permitted thrilled tourists to admre the

i ndubi tably real gens that adorned their costumes. Flutes piped, cornenuses wail ed, hawkers
peddl ed confits and wi ne, shepherds | et people pet their |anbs, and the sun sniled down. Al was
well in la douce France, A.D. 1410, and so it would be for another six hours, through the
tournanent and cul m nati ng feast.

And then the weary tourists, 700 years renmoved fromthe nedieval world of the Due de Berry, would
be whi sked off in confortable subway tubes to their next cultural imersion at Versailles. And
Bryan Grenfell and Mercy Lanballe would go down to the orchard as evening fell to talk of sailing
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to Ajaccio together and to see how many of the butterflies had survived.

CHAPTER TWD

The al ert kl axon hooted through the ready room of Lisboa Power Gid' s central staging.

"Well, hell, I was folding anyhow," big Georgina renmarked. She hoisted the portable air-
conditioning unit of her armor and clonped off to the waiting drill-rigs, helnmet under her arm

Stein O eson slanmed his cards down on the table. H s beaker of booze went over and sluiced the
meager pile of chips in front of him "And ne with a king-high tizz and the first decent pot al
day! Damm | ucky granny-banging trisomcs!" He lurched to his feet, upsetting the reinforced chair,
and stood swaying, two neters and fifteen cents' worth of ugly-handsone berserker. The reddened
sclera of his eyeballs contrasted oddly with the bright blue irises. Oeson glared at the other

pl ayers and bunched up his nmailed servo-powered fists.

Hubert gave a deep guffaw. He could I augh, having cone out on top. "Tough kitty! Simrer down,
Stein. Sopping up all that nouthwash didn't help your game nuch.™

The fourth cardplayer chined in. "I told you to take it easy on the gargle, Steinie. And now

| ookit! We gotta go down, and you're halfplotzed again."

A eson gave the man a | ook of murderous contenpt. He shed the a/c wal karound, clinbed into his own
drill-rig, and began plugging hinself in. "You keep your trap shut, Jango. Even bund drunk | can
zap a truer bore than any scat-eatin' |li'l Portugee sardine stroker."

"Ch, for God' s sake," said Hubert. "WII you two quit?" "You try teaming with an orry-eyed

squar ehead!" Jango said. He blew his nose in the Iberian fashion, over the neck-rimof his arnor,
then | ocked on his helnet. deson sneered, "And you call ne slob! "

The el ectronic voice of Georgina, the team|eader, gave themthe bad news as they went through the
systens check, "We've |lost the Cabo da Roca-Azores nminline bore 793 klonms out and the service
tunnel, too. O ass Three slippage and over-thrust, but at least the fistula sealed. It |ooks like
a long trick, children.™

Stein Oeson powered up. Hi's 180-ton rig rose thirty cents off the deck, slid out of its bay, and
sashayed down the ranp, waving its enpennage |like a slightly tipsy iron dinosaur

"Madre de deus," growl ed Jango's voice. His machine cane after Stein's, obeying the taxi
regul ati on scrupul ously. "He's a nenace, Georgina. |I'll be dammed if | drill tandemwith him |'m
telling you, I'Il file a beef with the union! How d you |like to have a drunken nunbwit the only
thing between your ass and a bleb of red-hot basalt? "

O eson's bell owed | aughter clanged in all their ears. "Go ahead and file with the union

pussywi |  owl Then get yourself a job to fit your nerve. Like drilling holes in Swiss cheeses with
your . "
"WIIl you cut that crap?" Georgina said wearily. "Hubey, you partner with Jango this shift and Til

go tandemw th Stein." "Now wait a mnute, Ceorgina," Oeson began. "It's settled, Stein." She
cycled the airlock. "You and Big Mana agai nst the world, Blue Byes. And save your soul for :Jesus
if you don't sober up before we hit that break. Let's haul, children.™

A nassive gate, eleven neters high and nearly as thick, swing open to give thementry to the
service tunnel that dived under the sea. Georgina had fed the coordi nates of the break into the
autohel ns of their drill-rigs, so all they had to do for a while was relax, wiggle around in their
arnmor, and maybe snuff up a euphoric or two while hurtling along at 500 kph toward a mess under
the bottom of the Atlantic Ccean.

Stein Oeson raised the partial pressure of his oxygen and gave hinself a jolt of al detox and
stimvim Then he ordered the arnor's neal unit to deliver a liter of raw egg and snoked herring
puree, together with his favorite hair of the dog, akvavit.

There was a low nmuttering in his helnet receiver. "Dann atavistic cacafogo. Qught to nmount a set
of ox horns on his helmet and wap his iron ass in a bearskin jockstrap."

Stein smled in spite of hinself. In his favorite fantasies he did imagine hinself a Viking. O,
since he had both Norse and Swedi sh genes, perhaps a Varangi an nmarauder sl ashing his way sout hward
into ancient Russia. How wonderful it would be to answer insults with an axe or a sword,
unfettered by the stupid constraints of civilization! To |let the red anger flow as it was neant
to, powering his great nuscles for battle! To take strong bl onde wonen who would first fight him
off, then yield with sweet openness! He was born for a life like that.

But unfortunately for Stein O eson, hunman cul tural savagery was extinct in the Galactic Age,
mourned only by a few ethnol ogi sts, and the subtleties of the new nental barbarians were beyond
Stein's power to grasp. This exciting and dangerous job of his had been vouchsafed himby a
conpassi onate conputer, but his soul -hunger renained unsatisfied. He had never consi dered
emgrating to the stars; on no human col ony anywhere in the Galactic MIlieu was there a prim
Eden. The germ plasm of humanity was too valuable to fritter in neolithic backwaters. Each of the
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783 new human worlds was conpletely civilized, bound by the ethics of the Concilium and obligated
to contribute toward the sl owly coal esci ng Wiol e. Peopl e who hankered after their sinpler roots
had to be content with visiting the AOd Wrld s painstaking restorations of ancient cultura
settings, or with the exquisitely orchestrated | mersive Pageants, al nbst, but not quite,
authentic to the last detail, which let a person actively savor selected portions of his heritage.
Stein, who was born on the dd Wrld, had gone to the Fjordl and Saga when he was barely out of
adol escence, traveling from Chicago Metro to Scandi navia with other vacationing students. He was
ejected fromthe Longboat Invaders Pageant and heavily fined after leaping into the nidst of a
nmock nel ee, chopping a hairy Norseman's armoff, and "rescuing"” a ki dnapped British mai den from
rape. (The wounded actor was phil osophical about his three nonths in the regeneration tank. "Just
the hazards of the trade, kid," he had told his renorseful attacker.)

Sone years later, after Stein had matured and found a certain release in his work, he had gone to
t he Saga- pageants again. This time they seemed pathetic. Stein saw the happy outworld visitors
from Trondel ag and Thule and Finnmark and all the other "Scandi navian" planets as a pack of silly
costuned fools, waders in the shallows, nibblers, masturbators, pathetic chasers after | ost
identity. ! "What will you do when you find out who you are, great- j grandchildren of test
tubes?" he had screaned, fighting drunk at the Val halla Feast. "Go back where you canme from to
the new worlds the nonsters gave you!" Then he had clinbed up onto the Aesir's table and peed in
the mead bow .

They ejected and fined himagain. And this tine his credit card was pi pped so that he was
automatically turned away by every pageant box office ..

The speeding drill-rigs raced beneath the continental slope, their headlights catching glints of
pi nk, green, and white fromthe granite walls of the tunnel. Then the machines penetrated the dark
basalt of the deep-ocean crust bel ow the Tagus Abyssal Plain. Just three kil oneters above their
service tunnel were the waters of the sea; ten kiloneters below lay the nolten mantle.

As they drove two abreast through the lithosphere, the menbers of the team had the illusion of
going down a gigantic ranp with sharp drops at regular intervals. The rigs would fly straight and
| evel, then nose down sharply on a new straight path, only to repeat the maneuver a few nonents

| ater. The service tunnel was followi ng the curvature of the Earth in a series of straight-1ine
increnents; it had to, because of the power-transmittal bore it served, a parallel tunnel with a

di ameter just great enough to adnit a single drill-rig when there was a need for nmajor repairs. In
nmost parts of the conpl ex undersea power system service tunnels and bores were connected by adits
every ten kloms, allow ng the maintenance crews easy access; but if they had to, the drill-rigs

could zap right through the rough rock walls of the service tunnel and nole their way to the bore
fromany angl e.

Until the time when the alarmhad run in Lisboa, the nainline bore between continental Europe and
the extensive Azores agriculture farns had been Iit with the glare of a photon beam This ultinmate
answer to Earth's ancient energy-hunger originated at this time of day in the sunshine of the
Serra da Estrela Tier 39 Collection Center northwest of Lisboa Metro. Wth its sister centers at

Ji uguan, Akebono Platform and Cedar Bluffs KA it gathered and distributed solar energy to be
used by consuners adjacent to the 39N parallel all around the globe. A conplex of spidery
stratotowers, secure against the forces of gravity and high above the weather, gathered |light rays
fromthe cloudl ess skies, arranged theminto a coherent beam and sent this to be distributed
safely underground via a web of nmainline and | ocal feeder bores. A photon fromthe Portuguese (or
Chi nese? or Pacific or Kansas) daylight would be directed on its way by means of plasma nirrors
operating within the bores, and would reach the fog-bound folk in the farns of the North Atlantic
before an eye could bunk. The ocean farners utilized the power for everything from subnmarine
harvesters to electric blankets. Few of the consuners would bother to think where the energy cane
from

Like all of Earth's subterranean power bores, Cabo da Roca-Azores was regularly patrolled by snall
robot craw ers and nuckers. These could make minor repairs when the planetary crust shifted in a
comon Class One incident, not even interrupting the photon beam Cass Two damage was severe
enough to cause an automatic shutdown. Perhaps a trenor would shift a segnent of the bore slightly
out of alignnent, or danage one of the vital mrror stations. Crews fromthe surface would race to
the scene of the disruption via the service tunnels, and the repairs were usually made very

qui ckly.

But on this day, the tectonic adjustnent had been rated at C ass Three. The Despacho Fracture Zone
had shrugged, and a web of mnor faults in the suboceanic basalt had waggled in synmpathy. Hot rock
surounding a three-kiloneter section of the paired tunnels suddenly noved north-south, east-west,
up-down, crunpling not only the power bore but the nmuch larger service tunnel as well. As the
mrror station vaporized in a very small thernonucl ear flash, the searing photons of the beam
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burned undefl ected for a mcrosecond before safety cutoff. The beam punched through the shattered

bore wall and continued to burn a straight-arrow path westward t hrough the crust until it broke

through' the sea floor. There was a steam explosion in the liquefied rock just as the beam di ed,

whi ch effectively sealed the fistula. But a large region that had fornerly been fairly stable

solid rock was now reduced to a shanbl es of rubble, cooked oceanic ooze, and slowy cooling

pockets of nolten |ava.

A bypass restored power to the Azores within one second after the break. Until the repairs were

made, the islands would take nost of their energy fromthe Tier 38 Collection Center north west of

Lorca in Spain, via Gbraltar-Madeira. Drill crews fromboth ends of the damaged bore segnent

woul d get to clean up the ness, rebuild the mirror, and spin reinforcenent sleeves for the tunnels

passi ng through the new zone of instability.

Then there would be |ight once again.

"Usbong | eader, this is Ponta Del Three-Al fa conming up on Kl om Seven-Ni ner-Seven, c¢' non."

"Li sbong Si xteen-Echo gotcha, Ponta Del," said Georgina. "We're at Seven-Eight-Zip and rolling
Seven-Eight-Five ... Seven-Niner-Zip... and at the fall, Seven-N ner-Two. You guys gonna take

the fistula?"

"Affirm Usbong, with one unit on the bore for linkup. Long tine no see, Georgina, but we gotta

stop neeting like this! Put your best zapper on the mainline rebore, sweetie. She gonna be a

sneaky rascal, c'nmon."

"Have no fear, Ponta Del. See you in a short, Larry lovie. Sixteen-Echo gone."

Stein Oeson gritted his teeth and gripped the twin joy sticks of his rig. He knew he was the best

shot Lisboa had. Nobody could zap a truer bore than he could. Lava busters, magnetic anonmns,

not hing ever threw himoff the true. He got ready to bl ast.

"Hubert, get on that mainline rebore," Georgina said.

Humiliation and rage twisted Stein's guts. A nauseous blend of bile and herring rose in his throat

He swal | oned. He breathed. He waited.

"Jango, you follow Hubey with the sleeve-spinning until you hit the mirror. Then get on that

Steink, let's you and me open up this service tunnel™

"Right you are, Georgina," Stein said quietly. He thunbed the stud on his right stick. A greenish-

white ray blazed out of the rig's nose. Slowy, the two big nmachines began to cut through the fal

of steam ng black rock while Iittle robot nuckers scuttled about hauling the debris away.

CHAPTER THREE

The entire Voorhees clan had taken to deep space al nost imediately after the Great Intervention.
It was to be expected of the descendants of New Ansterdam ski ppers and four generations of U S
Navy airmen; a yearning for far horizons was programed into the Voorhees genes.

Ri chard Voorhees and his ol der sibs Farnum and Evel yn were born on Assawonpset, one of the |ongest-
settled "American” worlds, where their parents were based with the Fourteenth Fleet. Far and Ew e
carried on the famly tradition, line officers both, she commanding a diplonmatic courier, he the
exec on one of the asteroid-sized colonization transports. Both had served with distinction during
the brief Metapsychic Rebellion of the 'Eighties, a credit to the fanmly nane, to the service, and
to humanity at |arge

Then there was Richard.

He also went to the stars, but not in governnment service. The structured mlitary life was

repel lent to himand he was excessively xenophobic as well. Menbers of the five exotic races were
common visitors at Assawonpset Sector Base, and Richard had hated and feared themfromthe tinme he
was a toddler. Later, in school, be found a rationalization for the dread as he read about the

hal f-century preceding the Intervention on A d Earth, when nore and nore frequent probes by the
eager ant hropol ogi sts of the MIlieu had disturbed and sonetimes terrified humanity. The Krondaku
had been guilty of particularly tactl ess experinentation; and crews fromcertain Sinbiari worlds
had even descended to m schief-nmaki ng anong the natives when overcone by ennui during |ong
surveil | ance tours.

The Gal actic Conciliumhad dealt sternly with such transgressions, which were fortunately few
Nevert hel ess a remmant of the old "alien invasion" psychosis persisted in human fol kl ore even
after the Intervention had opened the way to the stars. MId manifestati ons of xenophobia were

rat her common anmong human col oni sts; but not many people carried their prejudice as far as Richard
Voor hees.

Fanned by feelings of personal inadequacy, the irrational fears of the child matured into full-

bl own hatred in the growm man. Richard rejected Mlieu service and turned instead to a career as a
comrer ci al spacer. There he could pick and choose his shipmates and the ports he visited. Farnum
and Evelyn tried to be understanding of their brother's problem but R chard knew all too well
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that the Fleet officers secretly |ooked down upon him "CQur brother the trader,"
and laugh. "Well, it's not quite as bad as being a pirate!"
Ri chard had to pretend to be a good sport about the jibing for nore than twenty years, while he
worked his way up from spacehand to mate to hired skipper to owner-operator. The day cane at | ast
when he could stand at the dock at Bedford Starport and admire the quarter-klom sleekness of CSS
Wl verton Mountain, rejoicing that she was his own. The ship had been a VIP speedster, equi pped
with the nost powerful superluminal translator as well as oversized inertialess drivers for slower-
than-1ight travel Voor hees had the passenger acconmodations ripped out and converted her to full-
aut o express cargo, because that was where the real nopney was.
He et it be known that there was no journey too long or too dangerous for himto dare, no risk he
was not prepared to undertake in the delivery of a rare or desperately needed | oad anywhere in the
gal axy. And the clients cane. In the years that followed, Ri chard Voorhees nade the appalling Hub
run eight tines before the precarious col onies there were abandoned. He burned out four sets of
updkm energy-field crystals and nearly fused his own nervous systemon a record-breaking run to
Hercul es Quster. He carried drugs and |ife-saving equi pment and parts to fix vital machinery. He
expedi ted sanples of ores and cultures of suspect organi sns from outlying human colonies to the
vast |aboratories of the Od Wrld. He was able to prevent a eugenic catastrophe on Bafut by
rushing in replacenent sperm He had given mld gratification to a dying tycoon by speedi ng one
preci ous bottle of Jack Daniel's fromEarth to the faraway Cunmberland System He had toted just
about everything but the serumto Nonme and the nmessage to Garci a.
Ri chard Voorhees becane rich and a little fanbus, underwent rejuvenation, acquired a taste for
anti que aeroplanes, rare Earth vintages, gournet goodies, and danci ng wonen, grew a big bl ack
nmust ache, and told his distinguished ol der brother and sister to go screw t hensel ves.
And then, on a certain day in 2110, Richard sowed the seed of his own ruin.
He was al one as usual on the bridge of Wl verton Mountain, deep in the gray negati on of subspace,
going balls-up for the isolated Oissa system 1870 |ight-years south of the Galactic Plane. H's
cargo was a large and intricate tenple of Jagannath, including sacred i mages and rolling stock
intended to replace a religious conmplex that had been accidentally destroyed on the H ndu-settled
planet. Od Wrld artisans, using tools and ancient patterns now unavailable to their colonia
kin, had crafted a perfect replica; but they had taken much too |Iong doing it Voorhees' contract
specified that he had to get the tenple and its statuary to Orissa within seventeen days, before
the I ocal celebration of Rath Yatra, when the god's effigy was scheduled to be transported in
sol emm procession fromthe tenple to a summer dwelling. If the ship arrived late and the faithfu
had to comrenorate their holy days wi thout the sacred edifice and i nages, the shipping fee would
be halved. And it was a very |large fee.
Voor hees had been confident of neeting the deadline. He progranmmed the tightest hyperspati al
catenary, made sure he had extra dope for the pain of breaking through the superficies on short
| eash, and settled down to play chess with the guidance conputer and trade gossip with the ship's
ot her systens. Wl verton Mountain was conpl etely automated except for her skipper; but Richard had
sufficient vestigial social tendencies to programall of the robotics with individual identities
and voices, together with input fromthe scandal sheets of his favorite worlds, jokes, and
sycophantic chatter. It hel ped to pass the tine.
"Comuni cations to bridge," said a winsone contralto, interrupting Richard' s attack on the
computer's queen.
"Voor hees here. What is it, Lily darling?"
"We've intercepted a contenporaneous subspace distress signal,"” the systemsaid. "A Poltroyan
research vessel is dead in the matrix with translator trouble. Navigation is plotting its
pseudol ocus. "
Damm grinning little dwarfs! Probably poking around in their usual busybody way and all the while
letting the u-crystals deteriorate w thout proper maintenance.
"Navigation to bridge."
"Yes, Fred?"
"That vessel in distress is damm near our catenary, Captain. They're lucky. This slice of the hype
doesn't get nuch traffic."
Ri chard's fist closed around a chess pawn and squeezed. So now he could go nursenaid the little
buggers. And kiss half his comi ssion goodbye, like as not. It would probably take severa
subj ective days to make repairs, considering the funble-fingeredness of the Poltroyans and the
fact that Wl verton Muuntain carried only three robot excursion engineers. If it was a ship-ful
of humans in distress, there'd be no question of heaving to. But exotics!
"I've acknow edged receipt of the distress signal," Lily said. "The Poltroyan vessel is in a state
of life-systemdeterioration. They've been trapped for sone tine, Skipper."

t hey woul d say,
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Oh, hell He was only two days out of Orissa. The Poltroons could certainly hang on for a few days
| onger. He could catch themon the flip-flop

"Attention all systems. Carry on original subspace vector. Conmmunications, cease all externa
transm ssions. Lily, | want you to erase fromthe log that distress signal and all subsequent
inter and intraship communi cations up to the sound of ny nmark. Ready? Mark."

Ri chard Voorhees nade his delivery in tinme and collected the entire fee fromthe gratefu

wor shi ppers of Jagannat h.

A Lyl mik Fleet cruiser rendered assistance to the Poltroyans at about the same tine that Voorhees
docked on Orissa. The Poltroyans had | ess than fifteen hours of oxygen remaining in their life-
support system when the rescuers arrived.

The Poltroyans turned their recording of Voorhees initial response to the distress signal over to
the Sector Magi stratum Wen Richard returned to Assawonpset, he was placed under arrest on
suspicion of violating the Galactic Altruism Statutes, Section 24: "Ethical Obligations of Deep-
Space Vessels."

After being convicted of the charge, Ri chard Voorhees was fined a stupendous sumthat w ped out
nost of his assets. Wl verton Muntain was confiscated and her skipper proscribed fromengaging in
any aspect of abrogation or interstellar conmerce for the rest of his natural lives.

"I think "Il visit the Od Wrld," Rchard told his solicitor after the whole thing was over
"They say you can't beat it as a place to bl ow your brains out."

CHAPTER FOUR

Felice Landry sat erect in the saddle on the back of her three-ton verrul, stun-gun cradled in her
right arm She bowed her head in acknow edgnent of the cheers. There were nearly fifty thousand
fans in the arena for the big game, a splendid turnout for a small planet such as Acadie.

Landry nudged the verrul into a complicated routine of dressage. The hi deous beast, resenbling a
stilt-legged rhino with a ceratopsian neck frill and w cked gl owi ng eyes, mnced in and out of the
bodi es wi thout stepping on a single one. O an the players on the green-and-white sawdust grid,
Landry was the only one still mounted and consci ous.

O her verruls in the sideline pens behind the burladero added their trunpeting to the crowd's

appl ause. Wth casual skill, Felice had her nount pick up the scarlet ring with its nose horn.
Then she sent the animal galloping toward the now undef ended Whitew ng goal, even though there was
no | onger any need for speed.

"Lan-dree! Lan-dree!" screaned the spectators. It seened that the young girl and the beast would
crash into the cavernous scoop at the end of the field. But just before they were upon it, Landry
gave the verrul a sharp crossrein and an unspoken comrand. The creature wheeled full about,
tossing its nonstrous head, which was nearly as long as the girl's body. The ring went sailing
through the air and entered the scoop dead center. The goal signal lit up and blared in triunph.

" Lan- DREEE! "

She held her gun high and shouted back at the nbb. Shock waves of orgasm surged through her. For a
I ong nmnute she could not see, nor did she hear the single deep peal fromthe referee's ben that
mar ked the end of the gane.

As her senses cleared, she condescended to smile at the |eaping, gesticulating throng. Celebrate
my victory, people-children-lovers. Call ny nane. But do not press. "Lan-dree! Lan-dree Lan-dree!"
A ref cane trotting up with the chanpi onshi p banner hanging at the end of a |ong | ance. She

bol stered the stun-gun, took the flag, and raised it up. She and the verrul made a slow circuit of
the arena, both of them nodding to the deafening plaudits of G eenhammer and Whitew ng fans alike.
There had never been such a season. Never such a chanpi onship gane. Never before the com ng of
Felice Landry.

The sports-mad peopl e of "Canadi an" Acadie took their ring-hockey very seriously. At first, they
had resented Landry for daring to play the dangerous gane. Then they had devoured her. Short,
slightly built but preternaturally strong of mnd and body, with an uncanny ability to control the
evil -tenpered verrul nounts, Felice had vanqui shed nal e players of talent and experience to becone
a sports idol in her first professional season. She played both offense and defense; her I|ightning-
fast stun coups becane a | egend; she herself had never fallen

In this, the last match of the chamnpionship series, she had scored eight goals, a newrecord. Wth
all of her teammmates downed in the final period, she had singl ehandedly fought off Whitew ng's
last-ditch assault on the G eenhamrer goal. Four stubborn giants of the Wiitewing team had bitten
t he dust before she triunphed and went on to score that |ast go-to-hell goal

Appl aud. Adore. Tell me | amyour queen-mistress-victim Only stay back

She gui ded the verrul toward the players' exit, fragile on the back of the nonstrous animl. She
wore an iridescent green kilt, and green head plunmes on the back-tilted hel net. The once buoyant
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frizz of her platinumhair now straggled in linp ropes against the shiny black |eather of her

ski mpy hoplite-style cuir bodily arnor.

"Lan-dree! Lan-dree!"

I have poured nyself and di scharged nyself for you, slaves-eaters-violators. Now |l et ne go.

Smal | nedical carts were scuttling through the passageway toward the arena to bring in the
stunned. Felice had to keep firmcontrol of the nervous verrul as she noved toward the G eenhamer
ranp. Suddenly there were people all around her, assistants, trainers, verrul groonms, second-
string bench-warners, gofers, and hangers-on. They raised a ragged cheer of greeting and
congratulation, tinged with over-famliarity. The heroi ne anong her own.

She gave a tight, regal smle. Someone took the bridle of the verrul and soothed it with a bucket
of feed.

"Felice! Felice, baby!" Coach Megowan, hot fromthe observation booth and still trailing gane-plan
tapes like a person caught in an old-tine ticker tape parade, cane poundi ng down fromthe upper

| evel of the arena. "You were unbelievable, [oviel! dorious! Pyrotechnic! Kaleidoscope!"

"Here you go, Coach," she said, |eaning down fromthe saddl e and passing himthe banner. "CQur
first pennant. But not our |ast."

The jostling partisans began to shout. "You tell the world. Felice! Say again, sweetie-baby!" The
verrul gave a warning grow .

Landry extended a graceful Mck-gauntleted armtoward the coach, Megowan yelled for sonmebody to
bring a dismounting platform G oonms steadied the animal white the girl allowed the coach to hand
her down. Adul ation-joy-pam nausea. The burden. The need.

She slipped off her Grecian helmwith its tall green feathers and handed it to a worshipful female
trainer. One of her fellow players, a nassive reserve guard, was enbol dened by the frenzy of

victory.
"G ve us a big wet smack, Landry" he giggled, gathering her in before she could sidestep
An instant |ater he was spread-eagled against the corridor wall. Felice | aughed. A beat later, the

others joined in. "Sone other tinme, Benny precious!" Her eyes, brown and very |arge, met those of
the other athlete. He felt as though sonmething had taken himby the throat.

The girl, the coach, and nost of the crowd passed on, heading for the dressing roons where the
reporters were waiting. Only the inportunate guard was | eft behind, sliding slowy down the wal

to sit, panting quietly, feet stuck out and arnms linp at his sides. A nedic driving a neat wagon
found himthere a few mnutes later and helped himto his feet. "Jeez, guy... and you weren't even
in the gane!"

Wth a sheepish scow, Benny admtted what had happened.

The nedi cal attendant wagged his head in anazenent. "You had a lotta nerve naking a pass. Sweet-
face that she is, that little broad scares nme shitless!"

The guard nodded, brooding. "You know? She |ikes shooting the guys down. | nean, she actually gets
her bang fromit. Only you can see she'd just as soon the poor sods was dead as snoozing. You
grab? She's a freak! A gorgeous, talent-|oaded, chanpion bitch-kitty freak."

The nedic nmade a face. "Wy el se would a worman play this crazy gane? Come on, hero. I'll give you
alift tothe infirmary. W' ve got just the thing for that wonky feeling in your tummy."

The guard clinmbed onto the cart beside a snoring casualty. "Seventeen years old! Can you imagine
what she's gonna be |ike when she grows up?"

"Jocks |ike you shouldn't have an imagination. It gets in the way of the game-plan." The nedic
gunned the cart down the corridor upward the sound of distant |aughter and shouting. Qutside in
the arena, the cheering had stopped.

CHAPTER FI VE

"Try again, Elizabeth."

She concentrated all of her mind' s strength on the projective sense, what there was left of it
Hyperventilating and with heart racing, she strained until she seened to be floating free of the
chair.

Project fromthe plaque in front of you

SM LE- GREETI NG TO YOU KWONG CHUN- MEI THERAPI ST FROM ELI ZABETH ORME FARSPEAKER. | F | HAD THE W NGS
OF AN ANGEL OVER THESE PRI SON WALLS | WOULD FLY. ENDS

"Try again, Elizabeth.”

She did. Again and again and again. Send that ironic little message that she had chosen hersel f.
(A sense of hunor is evidence of personality integration.) Send it. Send it.

The door to the booth opened and Kwong cane in at last "I'msorry, Elizabeth, but | still don't
get a flicker."

"Not even the snile?"
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"I"'msorry. Not yet. There are no inmages at all, only the sinmple carrier. Look, dear, why don't we
wap it up for today? The vital-signs nonitor has you in the yellow You really need nore rest,
nmore tine to heal. You're trying too hard.™

El i zabeth Orne | eaned back and pressed her fingers to her aching tenples. "Wy do we keep up the
pretense, Chun-Mei ? W know there is slightly better than zip probability that I'lIl ever function
as a netapsychic again. The tank did a beautiful job of putting me back together after the
accident. No scars, no aberrations. I'ma fine, normal, healthy specinmen of fermale humanity.
Normal . And that's all, folks."

"Eli zabeth..." The therapist's eyes were filled with conpassion. "G ve yourself a chance. It was
al nost a conpl ete neo-cortical regeneration. W don't understand why you didn't regain your

met af unctions together with your other nental faculties, but given tinme and work, you nmay very
wel | recover."

"No one with nmy sort of injury ever has."

"No," came the reluctant admi ssion. "But there is hope and we nust keep trying to get through
You're still one of us, Elizabeth. W want you operant again no matter how long it takes. But you
nmust keep trying."

Keep trying to teach a blind woman to see the three full nmoons of Denali Keep trying to teach a
deaf wonan to appreciate Bach, or a tonguel ess one to sing Bellini. GCh, yes.

"You're a good friend, Chun-Mei, and God knows you've worked hard with ne. But it would be
healthier if |I just accepted the loss. After all, think of the billions of ordinary people who
live happy and fulfilling lives without any netapsychic functions at all | sinply nust adapt to a
new perspective. "

G ve up the nenory of the mind s angel wings |lost. Be happy inside the prison walls of my own
skul | . Forget the beautiful Unity, the synergy, the exultant bridging fromworld to world, the
never-afraid warnth of conpanion souls, the joy of leading child-netas to full operancy. Forget
the dear identity of dead Law ence. Ch, yes.

Kwong hesitated. "Wy don't you follow Czarneki's advice and take a good | ong vacati on on some
war m peaceful worl d? Tuanotu. Riviera. Tamiam Even A d Earth! Wen you return we can begin again
with sinple pictorials."

"That might be just the thing for me, Chun-Mei" But the slight enphasis wasn't |ost on the

t herapi st, whose lips tightened in concern. Kwong did not speak, fearing to cause even deeper

pai n.

El i zabeth put on her fur-lined cloak and peered through the drapes covering the office w ndow.
"Good grief, just look how the stormhas picked up! I'd be a fool not to grab at a chance to
escape this Denali winter. | hope ny poor egg will start. It was the only one in the transport

pool this norning and it's very nearly ready for the scrap heap."

Like its driver.

The therapist followed Elizabeth Ornme to the door and pl aced one hand on her shoul der in inpulsive
enpat hy. Projecting peace. Projecting hope. "You're not to | ose courage. You owe it to yourself
and to the entire metacomunity to keep on trying. Your place is with us."

Eli zabeth snmled. It was a tranquil face with only a few fine lines about the corners of the eyes,
stignata of deep enpbtion subsequent to the regeneration that had restored her broken forty-four-
year-ol d body to the perfection of young adulthood. As easily as a crayfish grows new |inbs, she
had grown new cells to replace smashed arns and rib cage and pelvis, lungs and heart and abdom na
organs, shattered bone and gray matter of her skull and forebrain. The regenerati on had been
virtually perfect, so the doctors had said. Ch, yes.

She gave the therapist's hand a gentle squeeze. "Goodbye, Chun-Mei. Until the next tine."

Never, never again.

She went out into the snow, ankle-deep already. The illuminated office wi ndows of the Denal
Institute of Metapsychol ogy made squarish gol den patterns on the white quadrangle. Frank, the

cust odi an, gave her a wave as he plied a shovel along the wal k. The nelting system nmust have
broken down agai n. Good ol d Denali

She woul d not be conming back to the Institute where she had worked for so nany years, first as a
student, then as counseling farspeaker and redactor, finally as patient. The continuing pain of
deprivation was nore than her sanity could bear, and Elizabeth was basically a practical woman. |t
was tine for sonething conpletely different.

Filled with purpose, clutching the hood of her cloak closely about her head, she headed for the
egg park. As was her custom now, she noved her |ips as she prayed.

"Bl essed Di anond Mask, guide ne on ny way to Exile."

CHAPTER SI X
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Adnmitting the Human race to the Galactic Mlieu in advance of its sociopolitical maturation had
been risky. Even after the first metaphysic human threat to MIlieu security had been put down by
the venerated Jack and Illusio, there persisted stubborn evidence of humanity's original sin.
Peopl e such as Al ken Drum

Ai ken was one of those peculiar personalities who drive behavior nodification specialists to

di straction. He was nornally chronosoned. His brain was undamaged, undi seased, and of superior
intelligence quotient. It was crammed with [atent nmetafunctions that mght, in due time, be coaxed
into operancy. His childhood nurturing on the newy founded col ony of Dalriada was no different
fromthat of the other thirty thousand nonborns who were engendered fromthe spermand ova of
carefully sel ected Scottish forebears.

But Ai ken had been different fromthe rest of the hatch. He was a natural crook

Despite the | ove of surrogate parents, the devotion of skilled teachers, and the inevitable
corrective courses adninistered al nost continuously throughout his stormy adol escence, Aiken
stubbornly dung to his destined path of knavery. He stole. He lied. He cheated when he felt he
could get away with it. He took joy in breaking the rules and was contenptuous of peers with

nor mal psychosocial orientation

"The subj ect A ken Drunmt sunmmarized his personality inventory, "displays a fundanental dysfunction
in the imagi native sense. He is essentially flawed in his ability to perceive the social and
personal consequences of his own actions and is self-centered to a del eterious degree. He has
proved resistant to all techniques of noral inpression.”

But Ai ken Drum was charm ng. And Ai ken Drum had a rogui sh sense of hunor. And Ai ken Drum for all
his rascal ways, was a natural |eader. He was clever with his hands and ingenious in dreaning up
new ways to outrage the established order, so his contenporaries tended to view himas a shadow
hero. Even Dalriada's adults, harried by the awesone task of raising an entire generation of test-
tube col onists to populate an enpty new world, had to |laugh at sonme of his enormities.

When Ai ken Drum was twel ve, his Ecol ogy Corps crew was charged with the cleanup of a putrefying
cetacean carcass that had washed up on the beach of the planet's fourth-1largest settlenment Saner
heads anong the children voted for bulldozing the twenty-ton ness into the sand above hi gh-tide

| evel . But Aiken convinced themto try a nore spectacul ar nmeans of disposal. So they had bl own up
the dead whale with plastic explosive of Aiken's concoction. Fist-sized gouts of stinking flesh
showered the entire town, including a visiting delegation of Mlieu dignitaries.

When Ai ken Drumwas thirteen, he had worked with a crew of civil engineers, diverting the course
of a small waterfall so that it would help feed the newly completed O d Man of the Muntain
Reservoir. Late one night, Aiken and a gang of young confederates stole quantities of cenent and
conduit and nodified the rocks at the rimof the falls. Dawn on Dalriada reveal ed a passabl e
sinul acrum of gigantic male urogenital organs, taking a leak into the reservoir forty meters

bel ow.

When Ai ken Drum was fourteen, he stowed his small body away on a luxury liner bound for Cal edonia.
The passengers were victimzed by thefts of jewelry, but monitors showed that no human thief had
entered their roons. A search of the cargo deck reveal ed the young stowaway and the radi o-
control | ed robot "npuse" he had sent foraging, programed to sniff out precious nmetals and
genstones that the boy calmy admtted he planned to fence in New d asgow.

They sent hi m home, of course, and the behaviorists had still another shot at redirecting Aiken's
errant steps toward the narrow road of virtue. But the conditioning never took

"He breaks your heart," one psychol ogi st adnitted to another. "You can't help but Iike the kid,
and he's got a brilliantly inventive mind in that troll body of his. But what the hell are we
going to do with hinf The Galactic Mlieu just has no niche for Till Eul enspiegel!"

They tried redirecting his narcissisminto conedic entertainment, but his fellow troupers nearly
I ynched hi m when he queered their acts with practical jokes. They tried to harness his nmechani cal
ability, but he used the engineering school facilities to build outlaw bl ack boxes that gave
illegal access to half the conputerized credit systens in the Sector. They tried metapsychic deep-
redact and deprivation conditioning and multiphase el ectroshock and narcot herapy and ol d-tine
religion.

Ai ken Drumis w ckedness triunphed over all

And so, when he reached an unrepentant twenty-first birthday, Aiken Drumwas confronted with a
mul ti pl e-choke question, the answer to which would shape his future:

As a confirned recidivist, counterproductive to the ultinmate harnony of the Galactic MIlieu, which
of these options do you choose?

a Permanent incarceration in Dalriada Correctional Institution

b Psychoturgical inplant of a docilizarion unit
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"None of the above," said Aiken Drum "I choose Exile."

CHAPTER SEVEN

Si ster Annamaria Roccaro first net C aude when he brought his dying wife to the Oregon Cascade
Hospi ce.

Both of the old people had been sal vage exopal eontol ogi sts, C aude Maj ewski specializing in
macr of ossi | s and Genevi eve Logan in nicros. They had been married for nmore than ninety years and
one rejuvenation, and together they had surveyed the extinct life-forms of nore than two score

pl anets col oni zed by humanity. But Genevi eve had grown weary at |last and refused a third lifetine,
and Cl aude had concurred in her decision, as he had throughout nost of their tinme together. They
stayed in harness as long as possible, then spent a few declining years in their cottage on the
Paci fic Coast of Ad Wrld North Anerica.

Cl aude never thought about the inevitable end until it was upon them He had a vague notion that
they woul d soneday drift off quietly together in their sleep. The reality, of course, was |ess
tidy. Caude's Polish peasant body proved in the end to have a nuch greater staying power than
that of his Afro-Anerican wife. The tine came when Cenevieve had to go to the Hospice with C aude
acconpanyi ng her. They were wel coned by Sister Roccaro, a tall and open-faced wonman, who took
personal charge of the physical and spiritual consolation of the dying scientist and her husband
Genevi eve, riddled with osteoporosis, partly paralyzed and dulled by a series of snall strokes,
was a long tinme passing. She may have been aware of her husband's efforts to confort her, but she
gave very little evidence of it. Suffering no pain, she spent her days sedated in a dreany reverie
or in sleep. Sister Roccaro found that nore and nore of her professional efforts were devoted to
dealing with Cl aude, who was frustrated and deeply depressed by his wife's slowdrift toward
life's end.

The old man was still physically sturdy at the age of one hundred and thirty-three, so the nun
often took himwal king in the mountains. They tranped the misty evergreen forests of the Cascade
Range and fished for trout in streams running off the Munt Hood gl aciers. They checklisted birds
and wild-flowers as high sunmer canme on, clinbed the flanks of Hood, and spent hot afternoons
sitting in the shade on the nmountainside wthout speaking, for Majewski was unable or unwilling to
verbalize his grief.

One norning in the early Jury of 2110, Cenevi eve Logan began to sink quickly. She and d aude coul d
only touch one another now, since she could no |longer see or hear or speak. \Wen the sickroom
moni t or showed that the old woman's brain had ceased to function, the Sister celebrated the Mass
of Departure and gave the last anointing. Caude turned off the machines hinself and sat beside
the bed hol di ng Genevi eve's skeletal brown hand until the warnth left it.

Si ster Roccaro gently pressed the winkled coffee-colored |ids down over the dead scientist's
eyes. "Wuld you like to stay with her awhile, C aude?"

The old man sniled absently. "She's not here, Arerie. Wuld you walk with me if no one el se needs
you for a while? It's still early. | think 1'd like to talk."

So they put on boots and went out again to the nountain, the trip via egg taking only a few

m nutes. Parking at Coud Cap, they ascended Cooper Spur by an easy trail and cane to a hah bel ow
Tie-in Rock, on a ridge at the 2800-neter |evel. They found a confortable place to sit and took
out canteens and hutches. Just below was Hood's Eliot dacier. To the north, beyond the Col unbia
Ri ver Gorge, were Muunt Adans and distant Rainier, both snow crowned |ike Hood. The symetrica
cone of Mount St. Helens, to the west downriver, sent up a gray plune of snoke and vol cani c steam
Maj ewski said, "Pretty up here, isn't it? Wien Gen and | were kids, St. Helens was cold. They were

still logging the forests. Dans bl ocked the Colunbia, so the salnon had to clinb upstreamon fish
| adders. Port Oregon Metro was still called Portland and Fort Vancouver. And there was a little
snog, and sone overcrowding if you wanted to |ive where the jobs were. But all in all, life was

pretty good out here, even in the bad old days when St. Helens erupted. It was only toward the
very end, before the Intervention when the world was running out of energy and the technoeconony
col l apsing, that this Pacific North-west country started to share sone of the griefs of the rest
of the world."

He pointed eastward, toward the dry canyons and the hi gh-desert scrub of the old |l ava pl ateau
beyond t he Cascades.

"Qut there lie the John Day fossil beds. Gen and | did our first collecting there when we were
students. Maybe thirty or forty nmillion years ago, that desert was a |ush nmeadowl and with forested
hills. It had a big popul ation of mammal s, rhinos, horses, camels, oreodonts, we call them cookie
nmonsters, and even gi ant dogs and saber-tooth cats. Then one day the vol canoes began to erupt.
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They spread a deep bl anket of ash and debris all over these eastern plains. The plants were buried
and the streanms and | akes were poi soned. There were pyroclastic flows, kind of a fiery cloud made
of gas and ash and bits of lava, racing along faster than a hundred-fifty klons an hour."

He slowy unw apped a sandw ch, bit, and chewed. The nun said nothing. She took off her bandanna
head scarf and used it to wipe the sweat from her w de brow.

"No matter how fast or how far those poor aninals ran, they couldn't escape. They were buried in
the layers of ash. And then the vol cani sm stopped. Rain washed away the poisons and the plants
came back. After a while, the animals returned, too, and repopul ated the |and. But the good life
didn't last. The vol canoes erupted again, and there were nore showers of ashes. It happened over
and over again throughout the next fifteen mllion years or so. The killing and the repopul ati ng,
the shower of death and the return of life. Layer after layer of fossils and ashes were |aid down
out there. The John Day formation is nore than half a klomthick, and there are sinilar formations
above and belowit."

As the old man spoke, the nun sat staring at the tableland to the east. A pair of giant condors
circled slowy in a thermal. Below them a tight formati on of nine egg-shaped flying craft wafted
slow y al ong the course of an invisible canyon.

"The ash beds were capped with thick lava. Then, after nmore nillions of years, rivers cut down
through the rock and into the ash layers below. Gen and | found fossils along the watercourses,
not just bones and teeth, but even leaf-prints and whole flowers pressed into the finer |ayers of
ash. The records of a whole series of vanished worlds. Very poignant. At night, she and | would
make | ove under the desert stars and |look at the MIky Way in Sagittarius. W' d wonder how the
constel l ati ons had | ooked to all those extinct aninmals. And how nuch | onger poor ol d mankind coul d
hang on before it was buried in its own ash bed, waiting for paleontol ogists from Sagittarius to
come dig us up after another thirty mllion years."

He chuckl ed. "Mel odrama. One of the hazards of digging fossils in a ronmantic setting." He ate the
rest of his sandwi ch and drank fromthe canteen. Then he said, "Genevieve," and was quiet for a
long tine.

"Were you shocked by the Intervention?" Sister Roccaro asked at last. "Some of the ol der people
I've counsel ed seened al nost di sappointed that humanity was spared its just ecol ogi cal deserts."
"I't was tough on the Schadenfreude crowd,"” Mjewski agreed, grinning. 'The ones who vi ewed
humanki nd as a sort of plague organi smspoiling what nmight otherw se have been a pretty good

pl anet. But pal eontologists tend to take a long view of life. Sone creatures survive, sone becone
extinct. But no nmatter how great the ecol ogical disaster, the paradox called Iife keeps on defying
entropy and trying to perfect itself. Hard times just seemto help evolution. The Pleistocene Ice
Age and phivials could have killed off all the plant-eating homi nids. But instead, the rough
climate and the vegetati on changes seemto have encouraged some of our ancestors to becone neat
eaters. And if you eat neat, you don't have to spend so much tinme hunting food. You can sit down
and learn to think." "Once upon a tine, hunter-killer was better?" "Hunter doesn't equate with
murderer. | don't buy the totally depraved ape-man picture that sone ethnol ogists postulate for
human ancestry. There was goodness and altruismin our hom nid forebears just as there's good in
nost peopl e today."

"But evil is real," said the nun. "Call it egocentrismor malignant aggression or original sin or
whatever. It's there. Eden's gone."

"I'sn't biblical Eden an anbival ent synbol? It seens to ne that the nyth sinply shows us that self-
awar eness and intelligence are perilous. And they can be deadly. But consider the alternative to
the Tree of Know edge. Wbul d anyone want innocence at such a price? Not ne, Arerie. We really
woul dn't want to give back that bite of apple. Even our aggressive instincts and stubborn pride
hel ped make us rulers of the Earth.”

"And one day naybe of the gal axy?" C aude gave a short |augh. "God knows we used to argue |ong
enough about the notion when the G and the Poltroyans cooperated with us on salvage digs. The
consensus seens to be that despite our hubris and pushiness, we hunmans have incredible potenti al
which justified the Intervention before we got ourselves too screwed up. On the other hand, the
troubl e we caused during the nmetapsychic flap back in the 'Eighties nmakes you wonder whet her we
haven't sinply transferred our talent for spoiling to a cosmic stage instead of just a planetary
one."

They ate some oranges and after a tine O aude said "Watever happens, I'mglad that | lived to
reach the stars, and I'mglad that Gen and | nmet and worked with other thinking beings of
goodwi I I . It's over now, but it was a wonderful adventure." "How did Genevi eve feel about your

travel s? "She was nore strongly tied to Earth, even though she enjoyed the outworld journeyings.
She insisted on keeping a home here in the Pacific Northwest, where we had been raised. If we had
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been able to have children, she might never have agreed to | eave. But she was a sickle-cel
carrier, and the technique for nodifying the genetic codon was devel oped after Gen had passed
optimal child-bearing age. Later on, when we were ready for rejuvenation, our parenting instincts
were pretty well atrophied, and there was so nuch work to do. So we just kept on doing it

toget her. For ninety-four years..."

"Claude." Sister Roccaro reached out her hand to him A light breeze stirred her short curly hair.
"Do you realize that you're heal ed?"

"I knew it would happen. After Gen was dead. It was only her going that was so bad. You see, we'd

talked it all out nonths ago, when she was still in control of her faculties, and did a | ot of
conmi serating and accepting and enotional purging. But she still had to go, and | had to watch and
wait while the person | loved nore than nmy own life slipped farther and farther away but was never
quite gone. Now that she's dead, |'mfunctional again. | just ask nmyself what in the world |I'm

going to do?"

"I had to answer the sane question," the nun said carefully.

Maj ewski gave a start, then studied her face as though he had never seen it before. "Anerie,
child. You've spent your life consoling needy people, serving the dying and their nourners. And

you still have to ask a question |like that?"
"I"'mnot a child, Claude. I'ma thirty-seven-year-old woman and |'ve worked at the Hospice for
fifteen of those years. The job... has not been easy |'mburnt out. | had decided that you and

Genevi eve would be ny last clients. My superiors have concurred with nmy decision to | eave the
order."

Shocked beyond words, the old man stared at her. She continued, "I found nyself becom ng isol ated,
consuned by the enotions of the people | was trying to help. There's been a shriveling of faith,
too, C aude." She gave a small shrug "The kind of thing that people in the religious life arc al
too likely to suffer. A sensible scientific type |like you would probably |augh."

"I'"d never laugh at you, Anerie. And if you really think |I'm sensible, maybe | can help you."

She rose up and sl apped gritty rock dust off her jeans. "It's time for us to get off this
mountain. It'll take at |east two hours to wal k back down to the egg.”

"And on the way," he insisted, "you're going to tell ne about your problemand your plans for the
future.'

Annamari a Roccaro regarded the very old man with anused exasperation. "Doctor Majewslti, you're a
retired bone digger, not a spiritual counselor."

"You're going to tell me anyhow. In case you don't know it, there's nothing nore stubborn in the
Galactic Mlieu than a Polack who's set his mnd to something. And I'"'ma |ot nore stubborn than a
| ot of other Pol acks because |'ve had nore tinme to practice. And besides that," he added slyly,
"you woul d never have nentioned your problemat all if you hadn't wanted to talk it over with ne.
Come on. Let's get wal king."

He set off slowy down the trail and she followed. They tranped along in silence for at |east ten
m nut es before she began to speak.

"When | was a little girl, ny religious heroes weren't the Galactic Age saints. | could never
identify with Pere Teilhard or Saint Jack the Bodiless or Illusio Dianmond Mask. | liked the really
old-tinme nystics: Sineon Stylites, Anthony the Hernit, Dame Julian of Norwi ch. But today, that
kind of solitary commitnment to penitence is contrary to the Church's new vision of human
energetics. W're supposed to chart our individual journey toward perfection within a unity of
human and divine | ove."

Gl aude grimaced at her over his shoulder. "You lost nme, child.”

"Stripped of the jargon, it nmeans that charitable activity is in; solitary nysticismis out CQur
Gal actic Age is too busy for anchoresses or hermts. That way of life is supposed to be selfish,
escapi st, masochistic, and counter to the Church's social evolution."

"But you don't think so, is that it, Amerie? You want to go off and fast and contenplate in some
| onesome spot and suffer and attain enlightennment.”

"Don't you laugh at me, Claude. | tried to get into a nonastery . . . the Cistercians, Poor
Clares, Carnelites. And they took one | ook at ny psychosocial profile and told ne to get |ost.
Counseling, they advised! Not even the Zen-Brigittines would give ne a chance! But | finally

di scovered that there is one place where an ol d-fashioned solitary nystic wouldn't be out of place
Have you ever heard of Exile? "

"\What pal eobi ol ogi st hasn't?"

"You nmay know that there's been a sort of underground railroad to it for a good many years. But
you may not know that use of the tine portal was given official MIlieu sanction four years ago in
response to an increasing denmand. An kinds of people have gone into Exile after undergoing a
survival reginmen. People fromevery inaginable educati onal background and profession, fromEarth
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and fromthe human colonies. Al of those tinme-travelers have one thing in common: They want to go
on living, but they can't function any longer in this conplex, structured world of galactic
civilization."”

"And this is what you've chosen?"

"My application was accepted nore than a nonth ago."

They came to a tricky scree slope, the remant of an old aval anche, and concentrated on traversing
it safely. When they reached the other side they rested for a nonent. The sun beat down hotly. The
retroevol ved condors were gone.

"Arerie," the old man said, "it would be very interesting to see fossil bones with flesh on them"
She el evated an eyebrow. "Isn't this notion a trifle inmpulsive?"

"Maybe 1've nothing better to do. Seeing Pliocene aninmals alive would be an interesting w ndup to
a long career in pal eobiology. And the day-to-day survival aspects wouldn't pose any problens for
me. |f there's one thing you learn out in the field, it's roughing it in confort. Maybe | could

ki nd of help you get your hermitage set up. That is, if you wouldn't think | was too great a
tenptation to your vows."

She went into gales of laughter, then stopped and said, "C aude! You're worried about nme. You
think FU get eaten by a sabertooth tiger or tranpled by nastodons."

"Dammit, Anerie! Do you know what you're letting yourself in for? Just because you clinb a few
tame mountai ns and catch stocked trout in Oregon you think you can be a female Francis of Assis

in a howing wilderness!" He | ooked away, scow ing. "God knows what kind of human dregs are
wandering around there. | don't want to cranmp your style, child. | could just keep an eye on
things. Bring you food and such. Even those old nystics let the faithful bring 'emofferings, you
know. Anerie, don't you understand? | wouldn't want anything to spoil your dream"

Abruptly, she threw her arns around him then stepped back sniling, and for an instant he saw her
not in jeans, plaid shirt, and bandanna, but robed in white homespun with a rope knotted about her
wai st. "Doctor Majewski, | would be honoured to have you as a protector. You may very well be a
tenptation. But |I'Il be steadfast and resist your allure, even though | |ove you very nuch.”
"That's settled, then. W'd better get on down and arrange for Genevieve' s requi emw t hout del ay.
W'l | take her ashes with us to France and bury her in the Pliocene. Gen would have |iked that."

CHAPTER ElI GHT

The wi dow of Professor Theo Guderi an had been astounded when the first time-tripper appeared at
the gate of the cottage on the slope of the Monts du Lyonnais.

It happened in the year 2041, early in June. She was working in her rose garden, snipping
deadheads fromthe splendid standards of Mre. A Meilland and wondering how she woul d be able to
pay the death duties, when a stocky male hiker with a dachshund cane striding up the dusty road
from Sai nt - Ant oi ne- des- Vi gnes. The man knew where he was goi ng. He stopped precisely in front of
the gate and waited for her to approach. The little dog sat down one step behind her master's |eft
heel

"CGood evening, Mnsieur," she said in Standard English, folding her secateurs and slipping them
into the pocket of her back sal opette.

"Citizen Angelique Mntnagny?"

"I prefer the older formof address. But yes, | amshe."
He bowed fornally. "Madane Cuderian! Pernmit ne to present nyself. Richter, Karl Josef. | am by
prof ession a poet and nmy hone has been up to nowin Frankfurt. |I am here, chere Madane, to discuss

with you a business proposal concerning the experinental apparatus of your |ate husband."

"I regret that | amno |longer able to denobnstrate the device." Madanme pursed her lips. The fine
beak of her aquiline nose lifted proudly. Her small black eyes sparkled with unshed tears.

"Indeed, | amshortly going to have it dismantled so that the nore val uabl e conponents can be
sold. "

"You nust not! You nust not!" cried Richter, taking hold of the top of the gate.

Madane took a step backward and stared at himin astoni shment. He was noon-faced, with pale

pr ot uberant eyes and thick reddi sh brows, now hoisted in di snay. Expensively dressed as for a
strenuous wal king tour, he wore a |large rucksack. To it were |lashed a violin case, a |lethal-

| ooki ng dural catapult, and a golfer's unbrella. The stolid dachshund guarded a | arge parcel of
paged books, carefully wapped in plass and equi pped with straps and a carryi ng handl e.

Gai ning control of his enotions, Richter said, "Forgive me, Madane. But you nust not destroy this
so-wonder ful achi evenent of your |ate husband! It would be a sacril ege."

"Neverthel ess, there are the death duties," said Madane. "You spoke of business, Mnsieur. But you
shoul d know that many journalists have already witten about ny husband's work."

"I ," said Richter with a faint nmoue of distaste, "amnot a journalist. | ama poet! And | hope you
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wi Il consider ny proposal npbst seriously." He unzipped a side conpartnent of the pack and renpved
a | eather card-case, fromwhich he extracted a small blue rectangle. He held this out to Madane.
"Evi dence of ny bona fides."

The blue card was a sight draft on the Bank of Lyon entitling the bearer to collect an

extraordi nary anount of noney.

Madane Cuderian unl atched the gate. "Please enter, M Richter. One trusts the little dog is wel
manner ed. "

Ri chter picked up his package of books and smiled thinly. "Schatzi is nmore civilized than nost
humans. "

They sat on a stone bench bel ow a bee-loud arch of Soleil d' O and Richter explained to the w dow
why he had cone. He had | earned of Guderian's tine-gate at a publisher's cocktail party in
Frankfurt and decided that very evening to sell everything that he owned and hasten to Lyon

"It is very sinple, Madane. | wish to pass through this time-portal and live permanently anid the
prehistoric sinmplicity of the Pliocene Epoch. The peaceabl e ki ngdom Locus anmpenusf. The Forest of
Ardent. The sanctuary of innocence! The hal cyon | and unwatered by hunan tears!" He paused and
tapped the blue card still in her hand. "And | amw lling to pay handsonely for ny passage."

A madman! Madane fingered the secateurs deep in her pocket. "The tine-gate," she said carefully,
"opens in but a single direction. There is no return. And we have no detail ed know edge of what
lies on the other side in the Pliocene land. It was never possible to circuntransliate Tri-D
canmeras or other types of recording equi pment”

"The fauna of the epoch is well known, Madane, as is the climate. A prudent person need have
nothing to fear. And you, gnadige Frau, mnmust suffer no qual ns of conscience in permtting me to
use the portal. | amself-sufficient and well able to |ook after nyself in a wilderness. | have
sel ected ny equipnment with care, and for conpanionship there is ny faithful Schatzi. Don't
hesitate, | beg of you! Let me pass through tonight. Now"

A madman i ndeed, but perhaps one that Providence had sent!

She renmonstrated with himfor sone tinme while the sky darkened to indigo and the nightingal es
began to sing. Richter parried all of her objections. He had no famly to mss him He had told no
one of his intentions, so there would be no inquiries nade of her. No one had observed hi mwal ki ng

on the lonely road fromthe village. She would be rendering hima blessing, fulfilling for him
what had once been an inpossible dream of Arcady. He was not committing suicide, he was nerely
entering a new, nore tranquil life. But if she refused him his Seel enqual would | eave himonly

the grimrest alternative. And there was the noney .

"Cest entendu,"” Madane said at |ast "Please acconpany ne."

She led himdown into the cellar and threw on the lights. There stood the gazebo with its cables,
just as poor Theo had left it. The poet gave a joyous cry and rushed to the apparatus, tears
runni ng down his round cheeks.

"At last!"

The dachshund trotted sedately after her master. Madane picked up the parcel of books and pl aced
it inside the lattice.

"Qui ckly, Madane! Quickly!" Richter clasped his hands in a paroxysm of exaltation

"Listen to ne," she said sharply. "Wen you have been translated, you nust inmediately renove
yourself fromthe point of your arrival. Walk three or four neters away and take the dog with you
Is this clear? O herwise you will be snatched back into the present day as a dead man and crunbl e
to dust."

"1 understand! Vite, Madane, vite! Quickly!"

Trenbling, she noved to the sinple control panel and activated the tine-portal. The mirrored force
fields sprang up, and the poet's voice was silenced as if by a broken tel eview connection. The old
worman sank down on her knees and recited the Angelic Salutation three tines, then got up and

swi tched of f the power.

The mirrors vani shed. The gazebo was enpty.

Madane Cuderian let a great sigh escape her lips. Then she thriftily turned out the cellar lights
and nounted the stairs, fingering the small slip of blue plass tucked securely in her pocket.
After Karl Josef Richter, there were others.

The very first gratuity allowed Madane to pay the inheritance tax and discharge all of her other
debts. Sonme nonths later, after her mind had been fully opened to the tine-gate's profit naking
potential by the conming of other visitors, she let it be known that she was establishing a quiet
auberge for wal king tourists. She purchased | and adjoi ning her cottage and had a handsone

guest house built. The rose gardens were expanded and several of her relatives drafted to assi st
with domestic duties. To the astonishnment of skeptical neighbors, the inn prospered.

Not all of the guests who entered chez Guderian were seen to |eave. But the point was noot, since
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Madane invariably required paynent in advance.

Sone years passed. Madanme underwent rejuvenation and di spl ayed an austere chic in her second
lifetime. In the valley below the inn, the nbst ancient urban center in France al so underwent
graceful transition, as did all of the nmetropolitan centers of Od Earth in those mddle years of
the twenty-first century. Every trace of the ugly, ecologically destructive technol ogy was
gradual ly obliterated fromthe great city at the confluence of the Rhone and Sadne. Necessary
manuf acturing establishnments, service and transit systens were relocated in underground
infrastructures. As the surplus popul ati on of Lyon was siphoned off to the new planets, enpty
shuns and dreary suburbs faded into nmeadows and forest reserves, dotted here and there with garden
villages or efficient habitat conplexes. Lyon's historic structures, representing every century
for the nmore than 2000 years of its lifetine, were refurbished and displayed like jewels in
appropriate natural settings. Laboratories, offices, hotels, and comercial enterprises were
tucked into recycled buildings or disguised to harnonize with the anbi ance of nearby nonuments.

Pl ai sances and boul evards repl aced the hi deous concrete autoroutes. Anusenent sites, picturesque
alleys of small shops, and cultural foundations nmultiplied as colonials began returning to the Ad
Wrld fromthe far-flung stars, seeking their ethnic heritage.

O her types of seekers also cane to Lyon. These found their way to the inn in the western
foothills, now called L' Auberge du Portail, where Madanme CGuderian personally made them wel cone.

In those early years, when she still regarded the tine-portal as a business venture, Madane set up
sinmple criteria for her clientele. Wuld-be tinmefarers had to spend at | east two days with her at
t he auberge while she and her computer checked civil status and psychosodal profile. She would
send no one through the gate who was a fugitive fromjustice, who was seriously deranged, or who
had not attained twenty-eight years of age (for the great step demanded full nmaturity). She would
pernmit no one to carry nodern weaponry or coercive devices back to the Pliocene. Only the sinplest
sol ar - powered or seal ed- pack nachines night be taken. Persons obviously unprepared for survival in
a primeval wlderness were dismssed and told to return upon acquiring suitable skills.

After thinking deeply on the matter, Madane made a further condition for wonen candi dates. They
must renounce their fertility.

"Attendez!" she would snap at the stunned fenml e applicant in her unreconstructed Gallic way.
"Consi der the inescapable |ot of womankind in a primtive world. Her destiny is to bear child
after child until her body is worn out, submitting all the tinme to the whinms of her male overl ord.
It is true that we nodern wonen have conplete control of our bodies as well as the ability to
defend oursel ves fromoutrage. But what of the daughters who might be born to you in the ancient
epoch? You will not possess the technology to transfer your reproductive freedomto them And with
the return of the old biological pattern cones also the return of the old subservient m nd-set.
When your daughters natured, they would surely be enslaved. Wuld you consign a loved child to
such a fate?"

There was al so the matter of paradox.

The notion that time-travelers mght disrupt the present world by meddling with the past had
seriously troubled Madane Cuderian for nany weeks after the departure of Karl Josef Richter. She
had concluded at |ast that such paradox nust be inpossible, since the past is already nmanifest in
the present, with the continuum sustained in the |oving hands of |e bon dieu

On the other hand, one ought not to take chances.

Human bei ngs, even the rejuvenated and hi ghly educated peopl e of the Coadunate Gal actic Age, could
have little inpact on the Pliocene or any subsequent tine period if they were restrained from
reproduci ng. G ven the social advantage to fenmale travelers, the decision to denmand the renouncing
of nmotherhood as a condition of transport was confirned in Madane's m nd

She woul d say to the protesters: "One realizes that it is unfair, that it sacrifices a portion of

your fem nine nature. Do | not understand?. |, whose two dear children died before reaching
adul t hood? But you must accept that this world you seek to enter is not one of life. It is a
refuge of msfits, a death surrogate, a rejection of normal human destiny. Ainsi, if you pass into
this Exile, the consequences must rest upon you alone. If |ife's force is still urgent within you

then you should remain here. Only those who are bereaved of all joy in this present world nmay take
refuge in the shadows of the past."

After hearing this sonber speech, the women applicants woul d ponder and at |ast agree, or el se
depart fromthe auberge, never to return. Male tinme-travelers came to outnunmber the feral e by
nearly four to one. Madane was not greatly surprised

The existence of the tinme-gate canme to the attention of local authorities sone three years after
the Auberge du Portail commenced operation, when there was an unfortunate incident involving a
refused applicant. But Madane's hi gh-powered Lyon solicitors were able to prove that the
enterprise violated no |ocal or galactic statute: It was |licensed as a public accommpdation, a
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common carrier, a psychosocial counseling service, and a travel agency. Fromtine to tine
thereafter, certain |ocal government bodi es made stabs at suppression or regul ation. They al ways
fail ed because there were no precedents ... and besides, the tinme-gate was useful

"I do a work of nercy," Madanme Quderian told one investigatory panel "It is a work that would have
been i nconprehensi bl e scarcely one hundred years ago, but now, in this Galactic Age, it is a

bl essing. One need only study the dossiers of the pathetic ones thenselves to see that they are
out of place in the swft-paced nodern world. There have al ways been such persons, psychosocia
anachroni sns, unsuited to the age in which they were born. Until the time-portal, these had no
hope of altering their fate.™

"Are you so confident, Madanme," a conm ssioner asked, "that this tinme-portal |leads to a better
wor | d? "

"It leads to a different and sinpler world, at any rate, Citizen Comi ssioner,"'
'That seens sufficient to nmy clients.”

The auberge kept careful records of those who passed through the Pliocene gate and these would

| ater be fascinating fodder for statisticians. For exanple, the travelers tended to be highly
literate, intelligent, socially unconventional, and aesthetically sophisticated. Above all they
were romantic. They were nostly citizens of the Ad Wrld rather than of the col onial planets.
Many of the timefarers had earned their living in the professions, in science, technol ogy, or
other high disciplines. An ethnic assay of the travel ers showed significant nunmbers of Anglo-
Saxons, Celts, Germans, Slavs, Latins, Native Americans, Arabs, Turks and other Central Asiatics,
and Japanese. There were few African bl acks but numbers of Afro-Anmericans. Inuit and Pol ynesi an
peopl es were attracted by the Pliocene world; Chinese and | ndo-Dravidians were not. Fewer
agnostics than believers chose to abandon the present; but the devout tinme-travelers were often
fanatics or conservatives disillusioned about nodern religious trends, particularly the Mlieu
dicta that proscribed revolutionary socialism jihads, or any style of theocracy. Many
nonreligi ous, but few orthodox, Jews were tenpted to escape to the past; a disproportionate numnber
of Muslims and Catholics wanted to nake the trip

The psychoprofiles of the travelers showed that a significant percentage of the applicants was

hi ghly aggressive. Small-tine ex-convicts were connmon clients, but the nore form dable refornmed
evi |l doers apparently preferred the contenporary scene. There was a snall but persistent trickle of
br oken-hearted | overs, both honophile and heterosexual. As was to be expected, many of the
applicants were narcissistic and addicted to fantasy. These people were apt to appear at the
auberge in the guise of Tarzan or Crusoe or Pocahontas or Rima, or else costuned as throwbacks to
every conceivable Od Wrld era and culture.

Sone, like Richter, outfitted thenselves for the journey with Spartan pragnatism OQhers wanted to
bring along "desert island" treasures such as whole libraries of old-fashioned paged books,

musi cal instruments and recordings, elaborate arnories, or wardrobes. The nore practical gathered
together' livestock, seeds, and tools for homesteading in the style of the Swiss Family Robi nson
Col l ectors and naturalists brought their paraphernalia. Witers cane equi pped with goose quills
and flagons of sepia ink, or the latest in voice witers with reans of durofilmsheets and book-
pl ague transcribers. The frivol ous cherished delicacies of food and drink and psycho-active
cheni cal s.

Madanme did her utnopst to accommpdate the inpedi nenta, given the physical restriction of the
gazebo's volunme, which was roughly six cubic neters. She urged the travelers to consider pooling
their resources, and sonetines this was done. (The Gypsies, the Am sh, the Russian A d Believers,
and the Inuit were particularly shrewd in such natters.) But given the idiosyncratic nature of the
tinmefarers, many preferred to be conpletely independent of fellow humans, while others ignored
practicalities in favour of ronmantic ideals or precious fetishes.

Madane saw to it that each person had the mninmal survival necessities, and extra shipnents of
medi cal supplies were regularly sent through the gate. Beyond that, one could only trust in

Provi dence.

For nearly sixty-five years and throughout two rejuvenations, Angelique Guderian personally
supervi sed the psychosocial evaluation of her clients and their eventual dispatch to the Pliocene.
As the uneasy cupidity of her early years was finally subnmerged in conmpassion for those she
served, the fees for passage becane highly negotiable and were often wai ved. The nunber of
prospective travelers increased steadily, and there came to be a long waiting list. By the turn of
the twenty-second century, nore than ninety thousand fugitives had passed through the time-porta
to an unknown fate.

In 2106, Madane Cuderian herself entered the Pliocene world called Exile, alone, dressed in her
gardening clothes, carrying a sinple rucksack and a bundle of cuttings fromher favorite roses.

Si nce she had al ways despi sed the Standard English of the Mlieu as an insult to her French

she retorted,
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heritage, the note she left said:

"Plus qu'il n'"en faut"

The Human Polity of the Galactic Conciliumwas not willing to accept this "nore than enough”

j udgenent however; the time-portal obviously filled a need as a glory hole for inconvenient
aberrants. Organized in a humane and sonmewhat nore efficient manner, it was allowed to continue in
operation. There was no advertisenent of the service, and referrals were kept discreetly

pr of essi onal

The ethical dilemma of pernmitting persons to exile thenmselves to the Pliocene was tabled. Study
confirmed that no time-paradox was possible. As for the fate of the travelers, they were al

dooned in one way or another anyhow.

CHAPTER NI NE

Al'l the way back to Earth from Brevon-su-Mrikon, Bryan Grenfell planned the way he would do it.
He would call Mercy from Unst Starport just as soon as he got through the decon and renind her
that she had agreed to go sailing with him They could nmeet at Cannes on Friday evening, which
would allow himtime to drop off the conference data at the CAS in London and pick up sonme cl ot hes
and the boat fromhis flat. Fair weather was schedul ed for the next three days, so they could
cruise to Corse or even Sardegna.

In sone secluded cove, with noonlight on the Mediterranean and soft nusic playing, he would nai
her .

"This is your Captain speaking. We are five minutes fromreentry into nornal space above the

pl anet Earth. There will be a nonentary disconfort as we pass through the superficies, which nmay
i nconveni ence sensitive persons. Please do not hesitate to call your flight attendant if you
requi re an anodyne, and remenber that your satisfaction is our prine directive. Thank you for
traveling United."

Genfell |leaned toward the com "d endessarry and Evian." Wen the drink appeared he tossed it
of f, closed his eyes and thought of Mercy. Those sad sea-col ored eyes, ringed by the dark I ashes.
The hair of cedarwood red fram ng her pal e high-boned cheeks. Her body, alnost as thin as a
child' s but tall and elegant in a |long gown of |eaf green with trailing darker ribbons. He could
hear her voice, lilting and resonant, as they wal ked in the apple orchard that evening after the
medi eval pageant.

"There is no such thing as love at first sight, Bryan. There's only sex at first sight. And if ny
scrawny charns inflanme you, then let's lie together, because you're a sweet nan and |I'min need of
confort. But don't tal k about |ove."

He had, though. He couldn't help it. Realizing the illogic of the thing, observing hinmself from
afar with a chagrined detachnent but still unable to control the situation, he knew he |oved her
fromthe first nmonent they net. Carefully, he had tried to explain w thout appearing a conplete
ass. She had only | aughed and pulled himdown onto the petal -strewn | awn. Their passion had

del ighted them both but brought himno true rel ease. He was caught by her. He would have to share
her life forever or go in misery apart.

Only one day with her! One day before he had to travel to the inportant nmeeting on the Poltroyan
pl anet. She had wanted himto stay, suggesting the sailing holiday, but he, duty-bound, had put
her off. Inbecile. She m ght have needed him How could he have left her al one?

Only one day. .

Bryan's old friend Gaston Deschanps, encountered fortuitously in a Paris restaurant, had invited
himto kill some enpty hours observing the F te d' Auvergne from behind the scenes. Gaston, the
pageant director, had called it a droll exercise in applied ethnology. And so it had been, unti
the introduction.

"Now we will return to those thrilling days d' antan," Gaston had proclainmed after giving himthe
fifty-pence tour of the village and the chateau. The director had |led the way to a high tower,
thrown open the door to the el aborate pageant control room and she had been sitting there.

"You must neet ny fell ow wonder-worker, the associate director of the Fte, and the nost nedi eval
lady now alive in the Galactic Mlieu . . . Madenoiselle Mercedes Lanballe!"

She had | ooked up from her console and sniled, piercing himto the heart..

"This is your Captain speaking. W are now reentering normal space above the planet Earth. The
procedure will take only two seconds, so please bear with us during the brief period of nmld

di sconfort."

Zang,

Toot hext r act i onhamer edt humbwhangedf unnybone.

Zung.

"Thank you for your patience, |adies and gentlenmen and di stingui shed passengers of other sexes. W
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will be landing at Unst Starport in the beautiful Shetland Islands of Earth at exactly 1500 hours
Pl anet Mean Tine."

Grenfell nopped his high brow and ordered another drink. This time, he sipped. Unbidden, an

anci ent song began unreeling in his mnd, and he snmiled because the song was so tike Mercy.

There is a |l ady sweet and kind
Was never face so pleased ny mnd
| did but see her passing by,

And yet | love her till | die.

He woul d take the tube to Nice and egg on to Cannes. She would be waiting for himat the quay of
that peaceful old town, perhaps wearing a green playsuit Her eyes would have that expression of
gentl e nel ancholy and be green or gray, changeable as the sea and as deep. He woul d stagger up
with his duffle-bag and a fitted picnic hanper full of food and drink (chanpagne, Stilton,
goosel i ver sausage, sweet butter, |ong | oaves, oranges, black cherries), and he would trip over
his feet and she would snmile at |ast.

He woul d take out the boat and make the small boys at the slip stand back. (There were al ways
small boys now that famlies had redi scovered the quiet C'te d Azur.) He would attach the thin
tube of the tiny inflator and throw the wadded packet of silver-and-black decanpble filminto the
water. Slowy, slowy as the boys gaped, the eight-meter sloop would grow. bulb keels, hull
decks, furniture fixed below, cabin, cockpit, railings, mast. Then he woul d produce the separate

pi eces, rudder and tiller, stabilizer, boomwith sails still furled, lines, deck seats, |ockers,
buckets, bedding and all, born miracul ously of taut decanole and conpressed air. Dockside
di spensers would fill the keels and stabilizer with nmercury and ballast the rest of the boat and

its fittings with distilled water, adding nass to the rigid mcrostructure of the decanole. He
woul d rent the auxiliary, the |anps, punp, navigear, the gooseneck, CQR anchor, and ot her
hardware, pay off the harbormaster and bribe the small boys not to spit over the quayside into the
cockpit.

She woul d board. He would cast off. Wth a fresh breeze, it would be up sail for Ajaccio! And
sonmehow, in the next days, he would get her to agree to many him

| did but see her passing by..

When the starship |landed in the beautiful Shetlands it was six degrees Cel sius and bl owi ng a deary
northeast gale. Mercedes Lanballe's tel eview nunber responded with a SUBSCRI BER CANCELED SERVI CE
noti ce.

In a panic, Genfell finally got hold of Gaston Deschanps.

The pageant director was evasive, then angry, then apologetic. The fact is, Bry, the damm wonan's
chucked it. Miust have been the day after you went offworld two nonths ago. Left us flat, and the
busiest tinme of the season, too."

"But where, Gaston? \Were's she gone?"

On the view screen, Deschanps let his gaze slide away. "Through that dann tine-portal into Exile.
I'"msick about it, Bry. She had everything to live for. A bit off her bonk, of course, but none of
us suspected she was that far gone. It's a damm shane. She had the best feel for the nedieval of
anyone |'ve ever known."

"I see. Thanks for telling me. I'mvery sorry."

He broke the connection and sat in the tel eview ki osk, a m ddl e-aged ant hropol ogi st of sone
reputation, mld-faced, conservatively dressed, holding a portfolio full of Proceedings of the
Fifteenth Gal actic Conference on Culture Theory. Two Sinbiari who had cone in on the same ship
with himwaited patiently outside for some mnutes before tapping on the kiosk door, |eaving
little green snmears on the w ndow.

And yet | |ove her

Bryan Grenfell held up one apologetic finger to the Sinmbiari and turned back to the teleview He
touched the stall.

"Information for what city, please? "

"Lyon," he said.

LTl 1 die.

Bryan posted the data to the CAS and picked up his own egg in London. Even though he could have
done the research just as easily at home, he took off for France that same afternoon. Installing
hinmself in the Gal axi e-Lyon, he ordered a supper of grilled |Iangouste, orange soufflee, and
Chablis, and inmedi ately began to search the literature.

The library unit in his roomdisplayed a depressingly long |ist of books, theses, and articles on
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the Guderian tinme-portal He thought about skipping over those catal ogued under Physics and

Pal eobi ol ogy and concentrating on the Psychoanal ogy and Psychosoci ol ogy entries; but this seemed
unwort hy of her, so he poked his card into the slot and resignedly ordered the entire collection.
The machi ne spat out enough thin plaque-books to pave the large hotel roomsix tinmes over. He
sorted them nethodically and began to assimilate, projecting sone, readi ng others, sleep-soaking
the nost tedious. Three days |later he fed the books back into the unit. He checked out of the
hotel and requested his egg, then went up to the roof to wait for it. The corpus he had just
absor bed sl oshed about in his mind without formor structure. He knew he was subconsci ously
rejecting it and its inplications, but the realization was no great help.

Br oken hearts heal ed and nenories of vani shed | ove faded away, even of this strange | ove whose
Ii ke he had never known before. He realized that this had to be true. Measured judgenent,

consi deration of the scary data he had stuffed hinself with, conmon sense uncharged with enotion
told himwhat he nust do. Sensibly do.

Ch, Mercy. Oh, ny dear. The utternost part of the galaxy is nearer than you are, ny |ady passing
by. And yet. And yet.

CHAPTER TEN

Only Georgina had been sorry to hear that Stein was going. They had got gloriously drunk together
on his last day in Lisboa and she'd said, "How d you like to do it in a vol cano?" And he had
muttered fondly that she was a crazy fat broad, but she assured himthat she knew a guy who woul d,
for suitable consideration, |ook the other way while they took a research deep-driller out of
Messi na, where there was this adit that led right into the main chanber of Stronboli

So what the hell, they egged on over and the guy did let themget anay with it. So what if it cost
six kilobux? It was seisnmic down there in the surging lava with col ored gas bubbl es oozing slowy
up the observation wi ndow |like a bunch of jellyfish in a bow of incandescent tomato soup

"Ch, Georgina," he had npaned in the postcoital triste. "Come with nme."

She roll ed over on the padded floor of the driller cockpit, white flesh turned to scarlet and

bl ack by the glare outside, and gave the weeping giant nother-confort from her nelon-sized
breasts.

"Steinie. Lovie. |I've got three beautiful children and with ny genetic quotient | can have three
more if | want them |'m happy as a clamat high tide playing with nmy kids and torching busted
bores and loving up any man who isn't afraid I'll eat himalive. Steinie, what do | need with

Exile? This is nmy kind of world. Exploding in three million directions all at once! Earthlings
increasing and multiplying in every nook of the galaxy and the race evolving into sonething
fantastic practically before your eyes. You know that one of ny kids is conming out neta? It's
happeni ng all over the place now. Human biology is evolving right along with human culture for the
first time since the Od Stone Age. | couldn't mss it, lovie. Not friggerty likely."

He broke away and knuckl ed out tears, disgusted with hinmself. "You better hope | didn't plant
anything in your potato patch then, kid. | don't think nmy genes'd neet your standards."”

She took his face in both hands and kissed him "I know why you have to go, Blue Eyes. But |'ve
al so seen your PS profile. The squiggles in it have nothing to do with heredity, whatever you may
think. G ven another nurturing situation, you would have turned out fine, laddie."

"Animal . He called me a nmurdering little animal," Stein whispered.

She rocked himagain. "He was hurt terribly when she died, and be couldn't know you under st ood
what be was saying. Try to forgive him Steinie. Try to forgive yourself."

The deep-driller began to lurch violently as nassive eruptions of gas rose from Stronboli's guts.
They decided to get the hell out of there before the signa-field heat shields gave way, and
burrowed out of the |ava chanber via an extinct underwater vent. Wen they finally enmerged on the
floor of the Mediterranean west of the island, the driller's hull clanged and pinged with the
sounds of rocks falling through the water.

They rose to the surface and cane into a night of mad nmel odrama. Stronboli was in eruption
farting red and yellow fire clouds and gl owi ng chunks of |ava that arched |ike skyrockets before
quenchi ng thensel ves in the sea.

"Holy petard," said Georgina. "Did we do that?" Stein grinned at her owishly as the driller
rocked on steam ng waves. "You wanna try for continental drift?" he asked, reaching for her

CHAPTER ELEVEN

Ri chard Voorhees took the Express Tube fromUnst to Paris to Lyon, then rented a Hertz egg for the
| ast part of his journey. His earlier notion of eating and drinking and screwi ng his way across
Europe and then junping off an Al p had been nodified when a fell ow passenger on the liner from
Assawonpset happened to nention the odd Earth phenonenon of Exile.
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That, Richard knew instantly, was just the kind of reprieve he needed. A new start on a primtive
world full of human beings with no rules. Nothing to bug you but the occasional prehistoric
nmonster. No green Leaki e-Freakies, no dwarf Polli-wogs, no obscene G, no glaring Krondaku maki ng
you feel |ike your nightnares just canme true, and especially no Lyl mKk.

He started pulling the strings as soon as he got out of decon and was able to get to a tel eview
Most Exile candi dates applied nonths in advance through their |ocal PS counselors and took all the
tests before they ever left home. But Voorhees, the old operator, knew that there had to be a way
of expediting matters. The mmgi ¢ passkey had conme via a big Earthside corporation for which he had
done a delicate job less than a year ago. It was to the advantage of both the corporation and the
ex-spacer that he exit the here and now as soon as possible; and so with scarcely any armtw sting
at all, the outfit's XT-Operations agreed to use his good offices to convince the people at the
auberge to let Richard take abbreviated tests right there at the starport, then proceed directly
to Co.

Thi s evening, however, as he glided out of the Rhone Valley toward the Monts du Lyonnais, he stil
admitted to a few qual ms. He | anded at Sai nt - Ant oi ne-des-Vignes just a few kilonmeters fromthe inn
and decided to have one last neal on free turf. The August sun had dropped behind the Col de |a
Lucre and the resolutely quaint village drowsed in |leftover heat. The caf, was snall but it was

al so dimand cool and not, thank God, too cutesy atnospheric for confort. As he anbled in, he
noted approvingly that the Tri-D was off, the nusicbox played only a subdued, jangling tune, and
the smells of food were incredi bly appealing.

A young couple and two ol der men, locals by the ook of their agrigarb, sat at w ndow tabl es

wol fing | arge plates of sausage and bowl s of salad. On a stool at the bar sat a huge blond man in
a glossy suit of mdnight nebulin. He was eating a whol e chicken prepared with sone pinkish sauce
and washing it down with beer froma two-liter pewer tankard. After hesitating for a nonent,

Ri chard went and took another stool

The big fell ow nodded, grunted, and kept feeding his face. Fromthe kitchen cane the proprietor, a
jolly pot-bellied man with a heroic aquiline nose. He beaned a wel cone to Voorhees, spotting him
as an offworlder imediately.

"I have heard," Richard said carefully, "that the food in this part of Earth is never prepared
with synthetics."

The host said, "We'd sooner gastrectonize than insult our bellies with al giprote or biocake or any
of the rest of that crap-diddle. Ask any gorf in the place.”

"Say again, Louie!" cackled one of the oldsters at the w ndow, hoisting a dripping hunk of sausage
on his fork

The proprietor | eaned on the counter with hands pal m down. This France of ours has seen a | ot of
change. Qur people are scattered over the galaxy. Qur French | anguage is dead. Qur country is an

i ndustrial beehive underground and a history buff's Disneyland on top. But three things renmain

unchanged and i mortal, our cheeses, our w nes, and our cuisine! Now, | can see that you' ve cone a
Il ong way." The man's eyelid drooped in a ponderous wi nk. "Like this other guest here, maybe you
still have a ways to go. So If you' re looking for a really cosmic neal, well, we're a nodest

house, but our cooking and our cellar are four-star if you can pay for it."

Ri chard sighed. "I trust you. Do it to ne."

"An aperitif, then, which we have chilled and ready! Dom P, rignon 2100. Savor it while | bring you
a selection of whinsies to whet your appetite.”

"I's that chanpagne?" the chicken muncher asked. "In that little bitty bottle?"

Ri chard nodded. "Where | conme from a split of this will set you back three centibux."”

"No shit? How far out you be, guy?"

"Assawonpset. The ol d Assawonp-hole of the universe, we call it. But don't you try."

Stein chortled around his chicken. "I never fight with a guy till | neet himformal."

The host brought a napkin with two small pastries and a little silver dish full of white steam ng
| unps. "Brioche de foie gras, croustade de ris de veau a |la financiere, and quenelles de brochet
au beurre d'dcrevisses. Eat! Enjoy!" He swept out.

"Fi nancier, huh?" nuttered Richard. "There's a good epitaph.” He ate the pastries. One was like a
cream puff stuffed with delicious spiced liver. The other seened to be a fluted tart shell filled
with bits of meat, nushrooms, and unidentifiable tidbits in Madeira sauce. The dish with white
sauce consi sted of delicate fish dunplings.

"This is delicious, but what am | eating?" he asked the host, who had emerged to take the credit
cards of the | ocal diners.

"The brioche is filled with goose liver pate. The tart has a slice of truffle, braised vea

sweet bread, and a garnish of tiny chicken dunplings, cock's conbs, and ki dneys in w ne sauce. The
pi ke dunplings are served in creany crayfish butter."
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"CGood Cod," said Richard.

"l have an outstanding vintage coming up with the main course. But first, grilled baby lanb filet
with little vegetables, and to set it off, a splendid young Fune fromthe Chateau du Nozet,"

Ri chard ate and si pped, sipped and ate. Finally the host returned with a small chicken like that
which Stein had |ately devoured. "The speciality of the house, Poul arde Diva! The nost adol escent
of young pullets, stuffed with rice, truffles, and foie gras, poached and coated wi th paprika
supreme sauce. To acconpany it, a magnificent Chateau Gillet."

"You' re kidding!" Richard excl ai ned.

"It never |eaves the planet Earth," the host assured himsolemly. "It rarely | eaves France. Get
this behind your uvula guy, and your stomach I'll think you died and went to heaven." Once again
he whirled out.

Stein gaped. "My chicken tasted good," he ventured. "But | ate it with Tuborg."

"To each his own," Richard said. After a |ong pause for attending to business, he w ped pink sauce
of f his mustache and said, "You figure somebody on the other side of the gate will know how to
brew up sonme good booze? "

Stein's eyes narrowed. "How you know |'m goin' over?"

"Because you couldn't look less Iike some colonial gorf visiting the Od Country. You ever thought
about where your next bucket of suds is conming fromin the Pliocene?"

"Christ!" exclainmed Stein.

"Now me, I'ma wine freak. As much as | could be, dragging ny ass all over the MIlky Way. | was a
spacer. | got busted. | don't wanta tal k about it. You can call nme Richard. Not Rick. Not Dick
Ri chard."

"I"'mSteinie." The big driller thought for a mnute. "The stuff they sent nme about this Exile told
how they let you sl eep-learn any sinple technol ogy you think would be useful in the other world.
don't remenber if it was on the list, but | bet |I could cram brew ng easy. And the hard sauce, you
can nake that outa just about anything. Only tricky bit would be the condensation colum, and you
could whip that up outa copper-filmdecanole and hide it in your hollow tooth if they didn't wanta
let you inwith it on the up. You with your w ne, though, you m ght have a problem Don't they use
speci al grapes and stuff?"

"Don't they fuggin' ever," said Richard gloonily, squinting through the glass of Gillet. "I
suppose the soil would be different back then, too. But you night be able to cone up with
sonet hi ng hal fway decent. Let's see. Grapevine cuttings of course, and definitely yeast cultures,
or you' d end up with noose pee for sure. And you' d have to know how to make sone kind of bottles.
VWhat did they use before glass and plass? "

"Little brown jugs?" Stein suggested.

"Right. Ceramic. And | think you can nake bottles outa |eather if you heat and nmold it in water
Christ! WII you listen to ne? The hung spacer carving out a new career as a grape-squash

noonshi ner."

"Coul d you get a recipe for akvavit?' Stein was wistful. "lIt's just neat alcohol with a little
caraway seed. |'Il buy all you can nake." He did a double take. "Buy? | nmean barter, or sonething
Shit You think there'll be anything civilized waiting for us?"

"They' ve had nearly seventy years to work on it."

"I guess it all depends," Stein said hesitantly.

Ri chard grunted. "I know what you're thinking. It all depends on what the rest of the fruitcakes
have been up to all this tine. Have they got a little pioneer paradi se going, or do they spend
their tinme scratching fleas and carving each other's tripes out?"

The host cane up with a dirty old bottle, which he cradled |ike a precious child. "And here

the climax! But it'll cost you. Chateau d' Yguem ' 83, the fampbus Lost Vintage of the Metapsychic
Rebel I'i on year."

Ri chard's face, furrowed with old pain, was suddenly transfornmed. He studied the tattered | abe
with reverence. "Could it still be alive?"

"As God wills," shrugged non hote. "Four point five kilo-bux the bottle."

Stein's nouth dropped. R chard nodded and the host began to draw the cork.

"Jeez, Richard, can | hit you for a little taste? I'll pay if you want. But | never had anything
that cost so nmuch."

"Landl ord, three glasses! W will all drink to ny toast."

The host sniffed the cork hopefully, gave a beatific smle, then poured three hal f-gl asses of

gol den-brown liquid that sparkled like topaz in the lantern |ight.

Richard lifted his glass to the other two.

A man may kiss his girl goodbye. A rose may kiss the butterfly. A wine may kiss the crystal gl ass.
But you, ny friends, may kiss mne ass!
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The ex-spacer and the cafe proprietor closed their eyes and sanpled the wine. Stein tossed his
down in one gulp, grinned, and said, "Hey! It tastes |like flowers! But not nuch sock to it, is

t here?"

Ri chard wi nced. "Bring nmy buddy here a crock of eau de vie.

You'll like that, Steinie. Sort of akvavit w thout the seeds... You and I, landlord, will continue
to bless our tonsils with the Sauternes."

So the evening wore on, Voorhees and O eson told each other edited versions of the sad stories of
their lives while the proprietor of the caf, clucked in synpathy and kept refilling his own gl ass.
A second bottle of Yquemwas called for and then a third. After a while, Stein bashfully told them
what CGeorgina's other farewell presents had been. Hi s new friends demanded that he nodel thenm so
he went out into the darkened egg park, got the stuff fromthe boot, and stal ked back into the
cafd resplendent in a wolfskin kilt, a wide |leather collar and belt studded with gold and anmber, a
bronze Vi kso hel net, and a big steel-bladed battl e-axe.

Ri chard toasted the Viking with the last of the Chateau d' Yguem which he chugal ugged fromthe
bottle.

Stein said, "The horns on the helmet were really |like cerenpnial, Georgina said. Vikings didn't
wear 'emin battle. So these are denopuntable."

Ri chard giggled. "You | ook perfeck, Steinie ole rascal! Jus' perfeck! Bring on th' nmashtodons V
dinosaurs 'n' whatall. Al they hafta do's | ook at you and they'll piss blue." H's face changed.
"Way din' | bring a costune? Everybody goes back in tine needs a costune. Wiy din' | think? Now
I"lIl hafta go through the tinme-gate in fuggin' civvies. Never did have no class, Voorhees, dunb
dam Dut chman. No fuggin' class never."

"Aw, don' be sad, Richard," begged the caf, man. "You don't wanna spoil yer neal 'n' lovely wne."
Hi s beady eyes |lit with an expression of drunken craft. "Got it! There's guy in Lyon runs the
flickin' opera. Comes up here 'n' eats hinmself shtooperuss. An' this guy's au ciel du cochon over
one kinda wine, 'n'" | gotta whole case you c'd use t'bribe "emif y' could stan' the tab. They got
any kinda, costume y'd want at the opera. Merde alors, it's not even two hunnerd hours yet! CGuy

m ght not even be'n bed! Wat say?"

Stei n whacked his new buddy on the back and Voorhees cl utched the edge of the bar. "Cone on,
Richard! 1'lIl pop for halvsies!"

"I ¢'dcall the guy up ri' now," said the snirking host. "Bet he'd neetcha at the oper'house."

So they did work it out, and in the end Stein piloted the egg with the half-conscious Richard and
a case of Chateau Muton-Rothschild '95 down to the Cours Lafayette of sleeping Lyon, where a
furtive figure guided theminto the parking subway and then through a maze of turned-off wal kways
to the opera's backstage roons and costunery.

"That one," Richard said at |ast, pointing.

"So! Der fliegende Hollander!" said the inpresario. "Never would have pegged you for that one,
guy. "

He hel ped Richard to put on the seventeenth-century garb, which included a rich black doublet with
sl ashed sl eeves and a wide | ace collar, black breeches, funnel-top boots that fol ded over, a short
cape, and a wide-brimmred hat with a black pl une.

"By dam, that's nmore like it! " Stein whacked Richard on the back. "You nake a pretty good
pirate. So that's what you're |ike deep down inside, huh? Areg' lar fuckin' Black" beard?"

"Bl ack Mushtash," said Voorhees. He collapsed, out cold.

Stein paid off the inpresario, flew themback to the darkened cafe to transfer Richard' s |uggage
fromthe rented egg, and then hopped it for L' Auberge du Portail. By the tinme they got there, the
ex-spacer had revived.

"Let's have another drink," Stein suggested. "Try ny oh-dee-vee."

Ri chard took a swallow of the raw spirit. "Not nush bouquet ... but consider'ble authority!"

The two costuned roi sterers went singing through the rose garden and pounded on the oaken door of
the inn with the blunt side of Stein's battle-axe.

The staff responded unperturbed. They were used to having clients arrive in a nore or |ess fuddled
condition. Six powerful attendants took charge of the Viking and Bl ack Mustache, and in no tine at
all they were snoring between | avender-scented sheets.

CHAPTER TVELVE

Felice Landry and the psychosocial counselor strolled into the flagged courtyard of the auberge,
down an open passage, and into an office that | ooked out at the fountain and fl owers. The room had
been copied fromthe study of a fifteenth-century abbess. The stone fireplace with its bogus coat
of arms had a huge bouquet of scarlet gladioli fanned between dog-headed andirons.

"You' ve cone such a long way, Citizen Landry," said the counselor. "It's a pity that your
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application has encountered such difficulties."

He | eaned back in the carved chair, formng a church-and-steeple with his fingers. He had a

poi nted nose, a perpetual half-smle, and tightly curled black hair with a flashy white blaze in
front. H's eyes were wary. He had read her profile. Still, she | ooked docile enough in that gray-
bl ue gown, twisting her poor little fingers in anxiety.

Kindly, he said, "You see, Felice, you're really very young to be contenplating such a serious
step. As you may know, the first custodian of the time-portal"”, he nodded to an oil portrait of
the sainted Madane that hung above the fireplace, "set a mninumage of twenty-eight years for her
clients. Now, we nay agree today that Angelique Guderian's restriction was arbitrary, based upon
antiquat ed Thomi stic notions of psychomaturation. But neverthel ess, the basic principle does
remain quite valid. Fully forned judgenent is essential for |ife-and-death decisions. And you are
eighteen. I'msure you are far nore mature than nost persons of your age, but nevertheless, it
woul d be prudent to wait a few nore years before opting for Exile. There is no return, Felice."

I am harm ess and afraid and small. | amin your power and | need your help so badly and woul d be
so grateful. "You' ve studied ny profile, Counselor Shonkwiler. I'mrather a ness."

"Yes, yes, but that can be treated, Citizen!" He | eaned forward and took her cool hand. "W have
so many nore facilities here on Earth than were avail able on your hone planet Acadie is so renote!
It's hardly to be expected that the counsel ors out there would have the | atest therapy techniques.
But you could go to Vienna or New York or Wihan, and the top people would certainly be able to
snooth out your little SM probl em and the mal e-envi ous hyperaggressi on. There would be only the
smal l est bit of personality derangenent You would be quite as good as new when the course of
treatment was finished."

The nmelting and subm ssive brown eyes began to brimup. "I'msure you have only ny best interests
at heart, Counsel or Shonkwiler. But you nust try to understand." Pity, aid, enpathize, condescend
to help the pathetic little ones "I prefer to renmain the way I am That's why |'ve refused
treatment. The thought of other persons manipulating ny nmind, changing it, fills me with the nost
dreadful fear. | just couldn't permt it!"

I wouldn't permt it.

The counsel or noistened his |ips and suddenly realized that he was stroking her hand. He gave a
start, dropped it, and said, "Well, your psychosocial problens wouldn't ordinarily preclude
transfer into Exile. But besides your youth, there is the second matter. As you are aware, the
Conci | i um does not permit persons having operant netapsychic powers to pass into Exile. They are
too valuable to the MIlieu. Now, your tests show that you are possessed of |atent metafunctions
wi th coercive, psychokinetic, and psychocreative potentials of extrenely high nagnitude. No doubt
these were partly responsi ble for your success as a professional athlete."

She showed a snile of regret, then slowy dropped her head so that the now linp platinumhair
curtained her face. "That's all over now. They wouldn't have nme any |onger."

"Quite so," said Shonkw ler. "But if your psychosocial problens were successfully dealt with, it
m ght be possible for the people at the MP Institute to bring up your latent abilities to operant
status. Think what that would nmean! You woul d becone one of the elite of the MIlieu, a person of
vast influence, a literal world shaker! Wat a noble career you m ght have, spending yourself in
service to a grateful galaxy. You might even aspire to a role in the Concilium"

"Ch, | could never think of doing that It's frightening to think of all those mnds... Besides,
coul d never give up what | am There nust be a way for me to put through the time-portal, even if
I am underage. You nust help nme find the way, Counselor!"

He hesitated. "The recidivist clause mght have been invoked if the unfortunate MacSweeney and
Bar st ow had el ected to press charges. There is no age restriction for recidivists."

"l should have thought of that nyself!" Her smile of relief was dazzling. "Then it's all so

simplel™
She rose and cane around to Shonkwiler's side of the desk. Still smiling, she took both his
shoul ders in her cool little hands, pressed with the thunbs, and snapped his coll arbones.

CHAPTER THI RTEEN

Ci cadas buzzed in the branches of the old plane trees that shaded the dining terrace. The scent of
m gnonette distilled fromthe gardens in the noontime heat and nmingled with the perfune of the
roses. Elizabeth One toyed with her fruit salad and drank mnted iced tea while she marvel ed over
the list that slowy glided over the surface of the plague-book before her

"WIIl you listen to these vocations, Aiken? Architect, Daub-and-Wattle. Architect, Log. Architect,
Unnortared Stone. Banboo Artificer. (I didn't know banboo grew in Europe during the Pliocene!)
Baker. Bal |l ooni st. Basketmaker. Beekeeper. Brewer. Candl e and Rushlight Maker. Ceranicist.

Char coal - burner. Cheeseraker. Donpteur (-euse)... Wiat in the world is that, do you suppose?”
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Ai ken Drum s bl ack eyes flashed. He leapt to his feet, reddish golliwog hair abristle, and cracked
an imagi nary whip. "Hah, sabertooth kittycat! Down, sirrah! So you defy the commands of your
master? Roll over! Fetch!... Not the ringmaster, you fewkin' fool!"

Several of the nearby |unchers gawked. Elizabeth |aughed. "Or course. WIld-aninmal tanmers would be
very useful in the Pliocene. Sone of those |arge antel opes and things would be valuable if they
coul d be donesticated. Still, | wouldn't want to tackle a nastodon or rhino on the strength of a
qui cki e sl eep-course in the art."

"Ch, the people here will do better than that for you, candy-doll. What happens is, you sl eep-soak
a very basic education in neolithic technology and general survival. Then you'll at |east have the
wits to dig a latrine that won't swall ow you whole, and you'll know what Pliocene fruits aren't
going to send you pushing up the daisies. After you sop up the basics, you pick one or nore of the
japes on that little list to specialize in. They give you a detailed sleeper on it, and | ab work,
and reference plaques for the tricky bits."

"H mm" she nused.

"l imagine they try to steer you into a field that isn't already overcrowded. | nean, the fol ks on
the other side of the gate would be apt to get testy if you sent 'emeighty-three lutanists and a
taffy puller, when what they really wanted was sonebody who knew how to nake soap."

"You know, that's not really so funny, Aiken. If there is any kind of organized society on the
other side, they'd be entirely dependent on the gate operators to send suitably trai ned people.
Because the wonen timefarers are sterile, there'd be no young apprentices to replace workers who
died or just wandered away. |f your settlenment lost its cheesemaker, you'd just have to eat crud
and whey until another one popped through the gate.™

Drum finished his iced tea and began to chew the cubes. "Things can't be too shabby in Exile.
Peopl e have been goi ng through since 2041. The vocational guidance thing hasn't been perking for
anything like that long, just the last four years or so, but the older inmates of the nut-Ioft
must have got sonething going." He thought for a minute. "Figure that nost of the ones who went

t hrough were macroi mune and maybe even rejuvenated, since that was perfected in the early
"Forties. Barring the expected attrition fromaccidents, getting eaten by nonsters, emgration to
the Pliocene Antipodes, or just plain human bl oody-m ndedness, there ought to be quite a crowd
still knocking around. Eighty, ninety thou easy. And like as not with a barter-style econony
operating. Mdst of the tinme-travelers were dam intelligent."

"And crackers," said Elizabeth Ornme, "even as thee and ne."

She made an unobtrusive gesture toward an adjoining table, where a great blond nman in a Viking
outfit drank beer with a saturnine, well-used wayfarer in floppy seaboots and a ruffled bl ack
shirt.

Ai ken rol |l ed his eyeballs, |ooking nore gnonmish than ever. "Do you think that's weird? Wait till
you see ny rig-out, loviel"

"Don't tell me. A Highland |ad with bagpi pe and tartan and a sporran full of exploding joints."
"Pi ssy patoot, woman. You certainly were telling the truth when you said your m nd-reading powers
wer e washed up. Ah-ah-ah! Don't plead with nme! It's going to be a big surprise. Wat | wll tell
you now i s ny chosen vocation for the Land of No Return. | amgoing to be a Jack-of-all-trades.
Scottish-style Connecticut Yankee in King Arthur's Court! . . . And how about you, ny beautifu
bur ned- out brai n- bender ?"

El i zabeth's snile was dreany. "I don't think I'll take a new persona. |'ll just stay nme, maybe in
red denim and wear ny farspeaker's ring with one of Blessed Illusio' s dianbonds in renenbrance of
times past. As for the vocation ." She speeded up the book so that the list of occupations raced
past, then turned back to the beginning. Her brow furrowed in concentration. "I'Il need nore than
one trade. Basketmaker, Charcoal burner, Tanner. Put themall together, add one nore that begins
with B. . . and guess ny new profession, Aiken Drum"

"Balls o' brass, woman," he how ed, slapped a hand on the table delightedly. The Viking and the
pirate stared in mld surprise. "A balloonist! On, you lovely lady. You'll soar again in one way
or another, won't you, Elizabeth? "

There was a soft chine. A disenbodied woman's voice said, "Candidates in Goup Geen, we wuuld be
nost pleased if you would join Counselor Mshima in the Petit Sal on, where a nobst interesting
orientation program has been arranged for you . . . Candidates in Group Yellow ."

"Green. That's us," said Aiken. The pair of themdrifted into the main building of the inn, al

whi t ewashed stone, dark heavy beans, and priceless objects of art. The Petit Salon was a cozy air-
condi tioned chanber furnished with brocaded arnthairs, fantastically carved arnoires, and a faded
tapestry of a virgin and her unicorn. This was the first tine that the group, which was destined
to pass through the tine-portal in a body after five days' training, had cone together. Elizabeth
studied her fellow nmisfits and tried to guess what exigencies had driven themto choose Exile.
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Waiting for themin the otherwi se enpty roomwas a |lovely pak-haired child in a sinple black
cheongsam Her chair was separated fromthe others by a couple of neters. One of her slender
wrists was fastened to the heavy chair armby a delicate silver chain.

The pirate and the Viking glanced in, |ooking bashful and trucul ent because nobody el se was yet in
costune. They cl onped forward and sat down precisely in the center of the row of seats. Another
pair that seened acquai nted entered w thout speaking, a milknaid-hale woman with curly brown hair,

wearing a white coverall, and a stocky nan who appeared to be mi ddl e-aged, having a snub nose,
Sl avi ¢ cheekbones, and corded hairy forearns that | ooked able to throttle an ox. A quasi-acadenic
personage in an antique Harris jacket arrived last of all, carrying a briefcase. He | ooked so self-

possessed that Elizabeth found it inpossible to inmagine what his problem m ght be.

Counsel or Mshima, tall and sleek, cane in beam ng and noddi ng. He expressed his delight at their
presence and hoped they would enjoy the introduction to Pliocene geography and ecol ogy that he was
pl eased to present at this tine.

"W have anpbng us a distingui shed person far nore know edgeabl e i n pal eoecol ogy than |I," the
counsel or said, bowing lowto the Slavic type. "I would appreciate his interrupting ne should ny
little lecture require correction or enbellishnent.”

Well, that explains him Elizabeth thought. A retired pal eontol ogi st bent on touring the fossi
zoo. And the dolly on the leash is a recidivist whacko, a few stripes blacker than poor A ken, no
doubt. The boys in fancy dress are your obvious anachronistic |osers. But who is the Wite Lady?
And t he Thi nki ng Man who wears tweeds in August?

The room |ight faded and the tapestry rose to reveal a |arge hol ograph screen. There was nusic.
(Lord Jesus, thought Elizabeth. Not Stravinsky!) The screen went fromblack to living Tri-D col or
in an orbiter's view of Pliocene Earth, six mllion years, give or take a few, backward in tine.
In a long shot, it |ooked pretty familiar. But then the | ens zooned in.

M shima said, "The continents, you will observe, are in their approxi mate nodern positions.
However, their outlines have an unfamliar aspect, primarily because shall ow epicontinental seas
still covered some areas, while others, now |lying underwater, Wre then dry land."

The gl obe rotated slowy and stopped when Europe was well positioned. The | ens zooned in cl oser
and cl oser.

"You will all be furnished with a set of durofilmmaps, small-scale for the entire Lower Pliocene
Earth, one-to-seven-million of Europe, and one-to-one-million of France. Should you plan an
excursion to other parts of the world or sinply have an interest in them we will do our utnost to
provide you with suitable maps or marine charts.”

"How accurate will they be?" asked the pirate

"Extrenmely so, we believe." Mshima's response was snooth. "The Pliocene being one of the nost
recent geol ogi cal epochs, our conputers have been able to map its topography with an accuracy that
must approach ei ghty-two percent. The areas nost specul atively derived include fine details of the
littoral, minor watercourses, and certain aspects of the Mediterranean Basin."

He began to show them cl ose up views of different areas, all in vivid relief and suppl enmented by
an outline overlay of the nodern | andfonn.

"The British Isles are fused into a single very |arge nass, Al bion, which is probably joined by a
narrow i sthmus to Nornmandy. The Low Country area is subnmerged by the Anversian Sea, as is

nort hwest ern Gernany. Fennoscandia is an unbroken unit, as yet unsundered by the Baltic. Pol and
and Russia are strewn with swanps and | akes, some quite |arge. Another great body of fresh water
lies southwest of the Vosges in France, and there are |arge Al pine |akes ..."

To the east, the land | ooked al nost conpletely unfamliar. A brackish | agoon, the Pannoni an Basi n,
covered Hungary and drained through the Iron Gate and the Dacian Strait to a shall ow remant of
the once domi nant Tethys Sea, also called Lac Mer. This spread swanpy | agoons and salt water far
into Central Asia and northward to the iceless Boreal Ccean. In years to cone, only the Aral and
the Caspian Seas woul d remain as souvenirs of the vani shed Tet hys.

"Note al so that the Euxinic Basin, which will soneday beconme the Black Sea, is also fresh water.
It is fed by the towering ranges of Caucasia, Anatolia, and the Helvetides to the west. A vast
swanp occupies the area of the nodern Sea of Marmara. Below this is Lake Levant, roughly
correspondi ng to the Aegean Sea of today."

"The Med | ooks pretty mixed up to ne," the Viking observed. "In ny line of work | had to know
sonet hi ng about the crazy geology of that region It seenms to nme you gotta be doing a whole lotta
guessing to come up with that |ayout there."

M shi ma acknow edged the point. "There are problenms connected with the chronol ogy of the
successive Mediterranean i nundations. W believe this configuration is nost plausible for the
early Pliocene. Please observe that the now vani shed peninsula of Balearis juts eastward from
Spain. There is a single narrow island in place of nodem Corse and Sardegna. Italy during that
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time has only its Apennine spine above sea |level, together with an unstable southern area called
Tyrrheni s, which once was nmuch | arger but now is sinking."

He gave them a cl oser view of western Europe.

"This is the region that should be of imediate interest to you. The Rhdne-Sadne Trough contains a
great river, draining swanps north of Switzerland and the |large Lac de Bresse. The | ower Rhdne
Vall ey of Pliocene tinmes was probably invaded by the Mediterranean. Many of the vol canoes in the
Massif Central were active, and there was al so vul canismin CGermany, Spain, central Italy, and in
the subsiding Tyrrhenian area. Farther north in France, we see that Brittany is an island
separated fromthe nmainland by the narrow Strait of Redon. The Atlantic forns a deep enbaynent
southward into Anjou. Part of Gascony is also inundated by the sea."

"But Bordeaux seems to be all right, thank God," said the pirate.

M shi ma chuckl ed. "Ah! Another connoisseur! You will be delighted to know, Citizen, that a nunber
of other tinefarers expressed a wish to settle in the Bordeaux area. They have carried with them
certain portable apparatus and cuttings of many different grapes . .. Incidentally, G tizens, such
informati on as we have about these earlier tine-travelers is available fromour computer at your
convenience. And if you wish to have other information, for exanple, data on religious or ethnic
groups, or on the kinds of books, art materiel, or other cultural items known to have been

transl ated, please do not hesitate to request it."

The acadenmic type in the tweed jacket asked, "WII the conmputer give information on individua
persons?"

Aha! thought Elizabeth.

"The usual statistics, simlar to those in your dossiers, are avail able on those persons who have
al ready passed through. It is also possible to obtain information on the itens taken as baggage
and the traveler's destination in the Pliocene world, if stated "

"Thank you."

"If there are no further questions.?" Mshinma nodded to Felice, who had raised a | anguid hand.
"Is it true that none of these travelers took any weapons wth then"

"No nmodern weapons were allowed by Madane CGuderian, and we have followed her wise dictum No
zappers, no stun-guns, no atom cs, no sonic disrupters, no solar-powered bl asters, no gases, no
gunpowder - based weapons. No psychocoercive drugs or devices 'However, nmany kinds of prinitive
weaponry fromdifferent eras and cultures have been taken into the Pliocene."

Landry nodded. Her face was void of expression. Elizabeth tried, wthout realizing what she was
doing, to throw a red-active probe into her, but of course it was usel ess. Neverthel ess, the ex-
met apsychi ¢ was amazed when the young wonman turned her head and stared directly at her for a |ong
m nute before | ooking back at the screen.

She couldn't have felt anything, Elizabeth told herself. There was nothing to feel. And even if
the carrier went out, there's no way she could have known that it was ne. Was there?

Counsel or M shima said, "Let us briefly note sone of the nanes that have been given to the

geogr aphi cal features. Then we will survey the plant and animal life of the so-called Pon-tian
Fades of Lower Pliocene times..."

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

Just as soon as the lecture ended, Grenfell hurried to his roomand the conputer termninal, which
was housed in a renai ssance credence of wormnmy fruitwood. He requested the data in pernmanent
durofil msheets, not really knowi ng what to expect. Wat did energe was pathetically neager, but
it unexpectedly included a full-length color portrait, probably taken just prior to her passing

t hrough the gate.

Mercy Lanball e was wearing a cow ed cl oak of deep reddi sh brown that conceal ed nost of her auburn
hai r and made dark pits of her eyes. Her face was white and strai ned. The dress was |long, sinmply
cut, of Nile green with a trinmm ng of gold enbroidery about the neck, wists, and hem Her narrow
wai st was held in a girdle of some dark color, fromwhich hung a purse and a small scabbard with
unidentifiable instrunents in it. She wore gold bracelets and a gold necklace, both with purple
stones. A large brocaded valise sat beside her. She carried a covered basket and a | eather case
that | ooked as though it held a small harp

She was acconpani ed by a huge white dog wearing a spiked collar, and four sheep

He stared at the picture for some tine, nmenorizing it while his eyes stung. Then he read her
tersely summari zed dossi er

LAVBALLE, MERCEDES S| OBHAN 8- 049-333-032-421F. B: St-Brieuc 48:31 N, 02:45W FrEu, Sol-3 (Earth),
15-5-2082, d. Georges Bradford Lanballe 3-946-202-664-117 & Stobhan Maeve O Connell 3-429-697-551 -
418. Sb: 0. M:0. D. 0. C:0. Phy: H170cm W6kg, Sfrl, Hrd2, Egn4, DM nol e Rscap
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Eire (T4-T1) 05-08; (DirAsst3-2) 08-09. InPag France (DirAsstl) 09-10. Res: 25a Hab Cygne, Ri om
45: 54N, 03:07E, FrEu, Sol-3. CvSt : "1 *A-0010. O Rt: A-01 -3. Lie: E3, tv. Ts. E1Tc2, Dg.
REMARKS: Ent: 10-5-2110. VocOpt: Dyer, Sheep Husb, Snall hol der, Weaver, Wol Tech. Perslnv:
(Supp3). Dest: NS. Attnt:NS

TRANS: 15-5-2110 REF: J. D. Evans GC2 SUPPLEMENT 3 Personal |Inventory, Lanmballe, M S

Cl ot hing : Gown, silk, grnemb-Au. Gown, silk, wenbr + gm Gown, polchro, blk enb-Ag-nyl.
Scarves, silk, 3. Coak, repelvel, terracotta. Smalls, silk, asst w, 3sts. Hose, silk, w 3pr
Shoes, low, leather, 2pr. Belt leather. Purse, |leather. Chatelaine, |leather -f scissors, knife,
file, comb, stylus, fork, spoon

Baggage : Survival Unit A- 6*. Small holder Unit F-1 *. Sheep Kit Ov-1 *. Fleck, Misic, 5Ku,
w AVP (Supp4). Fleck, Library. 1 OKu. w AVP (SuppS). Decanol e appl : spin-wheel, hand-spindle
carder, |oom L4H, dye-tub. Valise, |eather- brocade. Basket esparto, cov. Necklace, Au & anethyst.
Bracelets, Au & anethyst 3. Ring, Au & pearl. Mrror, Ag, 10 cm Noteplaque, 1 Ku. Sewkit S 1 *.
Harp, gilt carved sycanore wood, Celtic, w case, leather. Harp strings & pegs, asst spare. Fife,
open, Ag.

Pl ant s: Strawberry "Hautbois Superieur 1 2e," 1 00 pts. Henp (Cannabis s. sinsemlla) 15
ctgs. CulHb Unit CH1 *. Sneram Unit SG 1 *. Msc seed pkts : Bluebell (Canpanula bellardi).
Indigo (Indigofera tinctoria). Madder (Rubia tinctorium. Pea "Mngetout."

Animal s : Chi en des Pyrenees, "Bidarray's Deirdre Stella- Polaris" (1 F. pr4M 4-4F). Sheep
Ramboui I l et x Dl bouillet (3F@r2F;1M.

There was nore, the supplenments with details of her medical psychiatric history, the library
suppl enents listing her nusic and books. He skimmed these, then returned to the poignant inventory
and the portrait.

WIl | find you again, Mercy in your silken gown and golden jewelry, with your harp and your fife
and your strawberries and bl uebells? Wiere will you go to tend your pregnant sheep? (Dest: NS.)
WIl | find you alone, except for loyal Deirdre and her pups, as you've always lived? (Attnt: NS.)
W1l you wel cone ne and teach nme the songs of old Lauguedoc or old Ireland, or will your
heartswound still be too deep for ne to fill? (Mdep-2, .25 dis UT.)

What did you find on the other side of the tine-portal when you stepped through on your birthday,
begi nni ng your twenty-ninth year of life six mllion years before you were born? And why am |

|l eaving this bravest of all new worlds for a constricting unknown? What's in the dark that I'msp
afraid of finding/ not finding?
Beguil ed my heart, | know not why. And yet | |love her till | die.

CHAPTER FI FTEEN

Cl aude Maj ewski opened his eyes, w ped the rheumout of themw th a tissue, and renoved the
earplug that had been teaching himwhile he slept howto nortise wind beans into the rafters of a
log cabin. His left armwas full of pins and needles and his feet were cold. Dam crocky old
circulation shot to hell. As he kneaded the bl ood back into the nuscles, he reflected that he
woul d mi ss the luxury of the auberge's goose-down pillows, liquicelle mattress, and real nuslin
sheets. He hoped the survival kit they would test today had a decent camp bed.

He padded across the sunny roomto the bath. Here the conpassi on of Madanme Guderi an was nade

mani fest in black-and-white nmarbl e and gol den plunbing, in thick towels, perfuned soap and
toiletries by Chanel, in sauna and sunlanp and | a Masseuse ready to cradle the clients of the inn
i n soothing el egance after sobering |lessons in |a vie sauvage.

Sone poor timefarers struggling to endure the Pliocene world would remenber the | ast days at the
auberge for French cooking, soft beds, and precious works of art. But Mijewski knew that his
fondest nenories would be of the sybaritic John. The warm padded seat that wel coned his spindly
shanks! The tissue, like perforated rabbit fur! He harked back to sone of the primtive

conveni ences he and Gen had suffered on boondock planets, portacans with broken heating units;
noi sone stone and wood tillyhouses full of lurking critters; rough two-holers over flooded
trenches; even one ghastly night of storns on Lusatia when he had squatted on a [ og and then

di scovered that it harbored little mtey nonstrosities.

O bl essed sanitary plunmbing! If no one else invented a Pliocene water closet, C aude intended to
give it an earnest shot.

He had a cool perfuned shower, cleaned his teeth (third set, good as new), nade a face at hinself

file:/lIF|/rah/Julian%20May/May,%20Julian%20-...1e%201%20-%20The%20Many%20Coloured%?20Land.txt (33 of 165) [1/15/03 7:40:31 PM]



file:/I1F|/rah/Julian%20M ay/M ay,%20Julian%20-%20Pli ocene%620EXxi| €96201%20-%20T he%620M any%20Col oured%20L and.txt

in the Louis XIV mirror. Not too decrepit. A casual appraisal mght judge his age to be late
fiftyish. He was vain about his Polish green eyes and striking thatch of waved silver hair, the
result of having the nmal e-pattern bal dness codons erased from his genetic heritage on the | ast
rejuv. But thank God he'd depilated the rest of his pelt! Characters |like that pirate who prized
facial hair night have another song to sing in a primtive world, especially a warm and buggy one
i ke Pontian Europe. The ol d pal eobi ol ogi st had noted with grimhunor that yesterday's |ectures
and cl ever ani mated novies on Pliocene ecol ogy had barely nmentioned the insects and ot her

i nvertebrate denizens. It was nore dramatic to show vast herds of hipparions and graceful gazelles
being harried by scarcely | ess graceful cheetahs; or nmachairodont |ions sinking their |ong canines
i nto bel |l owi ng hoe-tuskers.

Cl aude went back into the bedroom and asked room service to send coffee and croi ssants. Since this
second day was to feature sinple survival techniques, he put on the clothing he planned to wear
through the gate. Experience had made his choice of kit easy: fishnet underwear, ol d-fashioned
bush shirt and pants nade of the best Egyptian | ong-staple cotton, socks of Orcadian wool with the
fat left in, indestructible boots fromEtruria. He had brought along his old backpack even though
the auberge stood ready to furnish all equipnment. It contained his poncho of breathable
grintlaskin and an Orcadian sweater. And in one zip conpartnent was a beautiful Zakopane box, al
carved and ornanented wood. Gen's box. It hardly wei ghed a thing.

As he breakfasted, he studied the programfor the day's activities. Introduction to Survival Unit
A-6. Shelter and Fire. Mninizing Environmental Hazards (ho ho). Orienteering. Fishing and

Tr appi ng.
He sighed, drank the perfect coffee, and nmunched a flaky bread roll. It was going to be a | ong
day.

CHAPTER S| XTEEN

Si ster Annamari a Roccaro had done a fair bit of canping, but the expensive new decanol e equi pnent
contained in Unit A-6 was a delight and a revelation to her

She and the other nenbers of Goup Green had first gone to class, where a hearty wonman instructor
briefed them then they had paired up and descended to a cavern carved out of the living rock 200
nmeters bel ow the cellars of the auberge. They were let |oose into a sunny neadow with a w ndi ng
stream and told to becone acquainted with their survival gear.

The sinmul ated sun felt hot, even though the reset of their body thernostats was progressing apace.
After she and Felice hiked a short distance, Anerie decided that she would have to forgo the
sandal s that had been her first choice for Pliocene footgear. They were suitably nonastic and
airy, but they also adnitted twigs and small stones. Short buskins or even nodern boots woul d be
better for cross-country travel. She al so decided that the white doeskin habit was over-worn, even
wi th detachabl e sl eeves. Homespun woul d be better. She could have a doeskin scapular, cow, and
cloak to keep off the weather

"Aren't you hot in that outfit, Felice?" she asked her conpanion. Landry was wearing the green-and-
bl ack ring-hockey uniform which was evidently her choke for the Pliocene.

"It suits nme," the girl said. "I"mused to working in it, and ny planet was nuch warner than
Earth. That doeskin | ooks very high-priestess, Anerie. | like it."

The nun felt strangely flustered. Felice, |ooked so incongruous in her warrior's cuirass and
greaves and that Grecian helmwith its brave green feathers perched on the back of her head. Stein
and Richard had started to tease her when she appeared in the costunme that norning; but for sone
reason, they had broken off al nost i mediately.

"Shall we canp here?" the nun suggested. A large cork oak grew beside the brook, shading a flat
surface that |ooked Iike a good place to set up the cabin. The two wonmen shed their packs, and
Anerie extracted the fist-sized inflator fromhers and studied it. Their instructor had said that
the seal ed power supply would be good for about twenty years. "Here are two nozzles, one to bl ow
things up and the other to deflate. It says:

| MPERATI VE TO SHEATH UNUSED NOZZLE. "

"Try nmy cabin-pak." Felice held out a wad about the size of a sandwich. "I can't believe it'l|
grow i nto a four-by-four house."

Sister Roccaro fixed the dangling flat tube of the pak to the inflator, then pressed the
activating stud. Conpressed air began to spurt into the wad, turning it into a large silvery
square. The two wonen positioned the cabin properly, then watched it grow. The floor thickened to
about nine centinmeters and becane quite rigid as air filled the conplex micropore structural web
between the layers of film The walls, somewhat thicker for insulation, grew up, conplete with
transparent zipable wi ndows and interior screen-curtains. A steeply gabled silvery roof that
overhung the doorway inflated last of all.
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Felice peered inside the doorless entry. "Look. The fl oor has sprouted fixed furniture."
There were bunks for two with sem detached pillows, a table, shelves, and at the rear a silvery
box with a pipe leading to the roof. Felice read al oud: "BALLAST STOVE WTH SAND OR UNI T WLL

COVPRESS UPON COOLING .. . This material nust be nearly inpossible to destroy!" She reached behind
her | eft greave and produced a glittering little gold-handled dirk. "Can't puncture it, either."
"What a pity they've made it to degrade in twenty year. Still, we should be at one with our

envi ronnent by then."

Large bucket-shaped hollows in each coner of the cabin had to be ballasted with stones, earth,

wat er, or whatever else was to hand. A very small pocket near the door yielded up a whol e handfu
of pillsized wads that were to be inflated separately, then weighted with sand or with water. The
|latter could be injected into the interstitial area by nmeans of a sinple collapsible bulb siphon
The pills grew into a cabin door, chairs, cooking gear (with the sand-ballast note), filanentous
rugs and bl ankets, and other mscellany. Less than ten ninutes after they had begun to set up
canp, the wonen were relaxing in a fully equi pped cabin.

"l can hardly believe it," Sister Roccaro marveled, rapping on the walls. "It feels quite solid.
But if there were any wi nd, the whole cabin would bl ow away |ike a bubble unless you weighted it
down. "

"Even wood is nostly thin air and water," said Felice with a shrug. "This decanole just seens to
reproduce the structurally reinforced shell of a thing and lets you add mass. Wonder how the stuff
conmpensates for heat and pressure changes? Sone kind of valves, | suppose. You'd obviously have to
guy this house in a high wind, though, even if you filled nost of the wall hollows with water or
dirt. But it sure beats a tent. It even has ventilators!"”

"Shall we inflate the boat or the mni-shelter or the bridge sections? "

"They were optional. Now that |'ve seen how decanole works, |1'll take the rest of the equipnment on
faith." Felice crossed her legs and pulled off her gauntlets slowy. She was seated at the snal
table. "Faith. That's your gane, isn't it?"

The nun sat down. "In a way. Technically, |I intend to become an anchoress, a kind of religious
hermit. It's a calling that's conpletely obsolete in the Mlieu, but it used to have its fans in
the Dark Ages."

"What in the world will you be doing? Just praying up a stormall day |ong?"

Anerie | aughed. "Part of the night, too. | intend to bring back the Latin Divine Ofice. It's an
ancient cycle of daily prayers. Matins starts it off at mdnight. Then there's Lauds at dawn.
During the daytine there are prayers for the old First, Third, Sixth, and N nth Hours. Then
Vespers or Evensong at sunset, and Conpline before going to bed. The Ofice is a collection of
psal ms and scripture readi ngs and hymms and special prayers that reflected centuries of religious

tradition. | think it's a terrible pity that no one prays it any nore in the primtive form™"
"And you just keep saying this Ofice all the tine?"
"Cood grief, no. The individual hours aren't that long. 1'll also celebrate the Mass and do

penance and deep nmeditation with a little Zen. And when |'m hoei ng weeds or doi ng other chores
there's the Rosary. It's alnost tike a mantra if you do it the old way. Very calmng."”

Felice stared at her with well-deep eyes. "It sounds very strange. And lonely, too. Doesn't it
frighten you, planning to live all alone with nobody but your God?"

"Dear old Gaude says he'll maintain nme in style, but I'"'mnot too sure | can take himseriously. If
he does supply me with some food, | may be able to handcraft sone itenms in ny spare tinme that we

can barter."
"Claude! " Landry was contenptuous. "He's been around, that old nman. He's not a conplete case |ike
those two machos in fancy dress, but | caught himlooking at ne in a fishy way."

"You can't blame people for |ooking at you. You're very beautiful. I've heard you were a great
sports star on your honme world."

The girl's lip curled in agrimlittle snmle. "Acadie. | was the best ring-hockey player of al
time. But they were afraid of me. In the end, the other players, the nen, refused to come up
agai nst me. They nade all kinds of trouble. Finally, I was barred fromthe gane when two pl ayers
clained | had deliberately tried to do themserious injury."

"Had you?"

Felice |l owered her gaze. She was twi sting the fingers of her gloves and a flush was rising from
her neck into her cheeks. "Maybe. | think | did. They were so hateful." She raised her pointed
chin in defiance, the hoplite hel met pushed to the back of her head giving her the | ook of a

m niature Pallas Athene. "They never wanted nme as a woman, you know. All they wanted was to hurt
me, to spoil ne. They were jealous of ny strength, and afraid. People have al ways been afraid of
me, even when | was just a child. Can you inmagi ne what that was |ike?"

"Ch, Felice." Anerie hesitated. "How, how did you ever begin playing that brutal game? "
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"I was good with animals. My parents were soil scientists and they were always novi ng around on
field expeditions. Newy opened | ands, still full of wildlife. Wien the local kids in the area
woul d snub nme, 1'd just get nyself sonme pets for friends. Small creatures at first, then | arger
and nore dangerous kinds. And there were sone beauties on Acadie, | can tell you. Finally, when
was fifteen, | taned a verrul. It's sonething tike a very large Earth rhinoceros. A |ocal aninal
deal er wanted to buy himfor ring-hockey training. |I'd never paid nuch attention to the gane
before, but | did after | sold the beast. | woke up to the fact that there was a bi g- nbney

busi ness that might be perfect for ny special talents.”

"But to break into a professional sport when you were only a young girl."

"I told my parents | wanted to becone an apprentice verrul trainer and groom They didn't m nd.
had al ways been excess baggage. They just nade me finish school and | et me go. They said, 'Be
happy, baby.' "

She paused and stared at Anerie w thout expression. "I was a groomonly until the team manager saw
how | could control the aninmals. That's the secret of playing the gane, you see. The verrul has to
meke the goals and maneuver to keep you fromgetting stunned by the short-range weapons the

pl ayers carry. | played in the preseason as a novelty, to give the Green-hamer box office a hype
The team had been in the cellar for three years running. Wen they saw that | was nore than a
publicity gimmck they put ne onto the first string in the season opener. | whipped the other
clowns on the teaminto such a froth trying to outdo ne that we won the bl oody gane. And all the
rest... and the pennant, too."

"Wonder ful 1"

"It should have been. But | had no friends. | was too different fromthe rest of the players. Too
freakish. And in the second year . . . when they really began to hate ne and | knew t hey woul d

force ne out, I.1.
She pounded both fists on the table and her child' s face twisted in anguish. Anerie waited for the
tears, but there were none; the briefly reveal ed hurt was masked al nbst as soon as it had showed
itself. Sitting across the table, Felice relaxed, snmling at the other wonan.

"I"'mgoing to be a huntress, you know. On the other side. | could take care of you much better
than the old nan, Amerie.”

The nun rose up, blood pounding in her tenples. She turned away from Felice and wal ked out of the
cabi n.

"I think we need each other,"

the girl said.

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN
Auberge du Portail, FrEu, Earth 24 August 2110

My dear Varya,

We have conpleted our little ganes of survival and craftsmanship now, and our bodies are fully
acclimated to the tropical world that was Pliocene Earth. There remain only a Last Supper and a
good night's sleep before passage through the tine-portal at dawn. The apparatus is inside a
quaint cottage in the gardens of the auberge, and you can't inmgine a nore incongruous site for
the gate into another world. One looks in vain for the sign above the doorway saying, per me si va
tea |l a perduta oente, but the feeling is there all the samne.

After five days of working together (nore |ike a holiday canp than basic training, you mnust
understand), the eight of us in Goup G een have achi eved shaky conpetence in our chosen fields of
primtive technology and a faith in our ability to cope that is probably dangerously inflated. Few
of the others seemto appreciate the potential hazard that we night face from our predecessors
into Exile. My fellow Greenies are nore inclined to worry about being stanped upon by nmanmoths or
bitten by python-sized vipers than to anticipate a hostile human reception conmittee greedily

awai ting the day's grab bag of well-heeled wayfarers.

You and | know that the tine-gate arrival would certainly have been ritualized in sone manner by
the people on the other side. Wat the ritual will be is another matter. W can hardly expect to
be treated as casual comuters, but whether we shall encounter welcone or exploitation is

i mpossible to fathom The literature offers certain speculative scenarios that nmake ny flesh craw
Personnel at the auberge are careful to present a neutral face while at the sane tine reinforcing
our childhood self-defensive training. We will pass through the portal in two groups of four
persons, with |arger pieces of baggage following. This, | feel, is designed to give us a certain
safety in nunbers, although the nmonmentary pain and disorientation of ordinary subspace translation
will probably affect tinme-travelers as well, putting us at a tactical disadvantage for the first

m nute following our arrival in the Pliocene.
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Your anused specul ati ons upon nmy new vocation in the prinmtive world were nuch appreci at ed.
However, since the |ast dinosaurs perished at least 60 mllion years before the Pliocene Epoch
there will be little can for sweeping up after them So nmuch for your visions of me as an
antediluvian fertilizer tycoon. Prosaically enough, ny newjob is to be little nore than an
extension of ny erstwhile hobby of sailing. | shall fish f or a living and pry the seas on ny
Quest, and perhaps undertake the odd bit of trade if the occasion presents. The sloop was far too
sophi sticated a vessel to take to the Pliocene, so | traded her in for a smaller trinmaran that can

be ballasted with water and sand instead of nercury. If need be, | can whip up a very sinple craft
fromscratch materials as well. W are furnished with tool heads of a gemike glassy naterial
vitredur, which stays eyersharp and is virtually indestructible for some 200 years, after which it
degrades, |ike decanole. Besides the shipwight's kit, | am equi pped with the auberge's surviva

gear (very inpressive) and what they call a Small holder Unit, tools and decanol e appliances for
setting up light housekeeping on a subsistence farm together with a few packets of seeds and a
large fleck library with a raft of "howto" books on every subject from animal husbandry to

zynur gy.

The latter, by the way, is the vocation of choice for our Viking. He also confided to ne that if
there shoul d be a denand for swash-buddi ng nmercenary warriors, he mght conbine the two trades.
The i ndi vidual whom | dubbed the Pirate also plans to get involved w th al coholic beverages, w nes
and brandies, that is. He and the Viking are now the straightest of friends, spending their off-
hours tossing down the nost expensive spirits that the auberge can supply and specul ating on the
quality of female consolation that might be available in the By-and-By. (G oup Geen itself has

| ean pickings. Besides the Nun, our fermale nenbers include a sinister Virgin Huntress who seens to
have wreaked nmayhem or worse on one of the auberge counselors in order to qualify as a recidivist,
and an extrenely cautious ex-Meta Lady who is, at the nonent at |east, content to renmain just one
of the boys.)

Last night we had a fascinating glinpse into the background of the Pirate. His brother and sister
turned up unexpectedly to say adieu and turned out to be Fleet line officers of the nobst

i npressive stripe. The poor P was very disconfited and the ex-Meta Lady specul ates that he nust be
a cashiered spacer hinself. He's a conpetent sort if you don't mnd grouches. | worked with him
for a few hours in the Snall Boat Handling exercise, which he wanted to cram and he seened to
have a natural flair for nessing about in the water

Most of the others in Goup Geen seemto be alone in the world. The Nun received a | ong
conference call fromher religious sistren in North Arerica bidding her bon voyage. And earlier
today she net with a Franciscan Brother in full conventual fig, no doubt hearing her |ast
confession or whatever. (The friar drove one of those souped-up Ganbini eggs with the heat

di ssipation fins, not the patient gray donkey you m ght have anticipated fromnemirs of |
Poverell o.) The Nun was a nedi c and psychol ogi cal counsel or by profession and plans to retire to a
hermitage. | hope the poor wonan Isn't counting on ministering angels such as the Ad

Pal eont ol ogi st overnuch. He's a fine chap with a penchant for carpentry, but | dare say the ex-
Meta is right when she pegs himas a deat h-wi sher

I concur with your analysis of the little Joker. There nust have been sone valid square-peg reason
for himto be throwmn off his hone world, but it's a pity that his wild talents couldn't be
harnessed for the Mlieu. Poor little nonborn. He's endeared hinmself to the rest of us G eenies,
not only for his ghastly sense of hunor, but also for his fantastic ability to make sonething out
of nothing. He has assenbled a | arge collection of vitredur tool heads that need only be equi pped
with shafts or bandies to be operational. You get the feeling that after this boy has been in the
Pliocene for a week or two, the Industrial Revolution will be raging! He has a whole forge | ashup
in decanole for his village blacksmth and rustic nmechanician acts, and has acquired a plaquefa

of geol ogi cal survey charts to due himin on netal ores in the unlikely event that none of the
other Exiles has gone in heavily for prospecting.

You may be interested in the peculiar social structure of Goup Geen. The foundress of the
auberge was a practical psychologist of no nean ability and realized quite early on that her
clients would need support fromfellow travelers in order to maxim ze survival potential beyond
the gate. On the other hand, they would tend to be far too eccentric to stand for any of the nore
obvi ous schenes of inposed organi zation. So Madanme Guderian fell back on the old "put 'emthrough
hell together and they'll end up buddi es" shtick, which you nust adnit is apt to induce feelings
of solidarity in all but the nbst sodopathic. (And it did, too, with the obvious exception.)
During each day's Group activities we have spent the nost strenuous sessions working together
often thrust into outlandi sh situations where we were forced to cooperate with one another in
order to conplete a difficult task quickly and well. For exanple, we bridged a thirty-neter pond
full of alligators in one |esson; captured, butchered, and "utilized" an elk in another; and
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def ended oursel ves agai nst hostile human stalkers in third, Ironically, the nost acconplished
primitive in the Goup is the Ad Pal eontol ogi st, who seens to have knocked about the wilder
shores of Galactica for nore than a century while gl eaning fossil bones.

We are known to each other by first nanmes only, and we may di vul ge such details of our background
as we choose or don't choose. As you nay imagine, this |leaves a wide margin for parlor

psychoanal ysis, with the ex-Meta Lady as head ganesni stress. She had nme taped as a Questing Lover
after the first day, and |'mafraid that she anticipates a nelancholy end to my mascul i ne
Evangel i ne-fi xe, since she keeps trying to distract ne with speculations on idle playing anong the
auberge clientele, the political inplications of Exile, and other anthropol ogi cal anusenents.

Do you think I'm doonmed, too, Varya? | don't, you know.

Late this afternoon | got a call from London, and it was Kaplan and Djibutunji and Hi | debrand and
Cat herwood, bl ess their bones, telling nme goodbye Aunt Hel en sent a note, but she is really nearly
gaga now, since declining rejuv.

Your dear letter was in this norning's post. | don't have to tell you how much | appreciate your
agreeing to carry on with the liaison comrittee. It's the one work | really hated to | eave
unfinished. There is still the ultimate correlation of the pre-Rebellion mazeway material, but |
feel that Alicia and Adal berto have that pretty well in hand.

And so | cone at last to the farewell, Varya, and | wish | could be el oquent and nenorabl e i nstead

of just my stodgy self. The gaudi ness of the act will have to speak for ne. \Whatever you do, don't
mourn. My only hope of happiness lies on the other side of the Exile gate and | must risk going
after it. Renmenber the years we shared as |overs and coll eagues and friends and know that |'m gl ad
t hey happened. Joy and light to you, my Very Dear

Forever,

BRY

CHAPTER El GHTEEN

When the Last Supper, with its crazy snorgasbord of requested dishes, was finally over, the eight
menbers of Group Green took their drinks out onto the terrace, where they instinctively gathered
apart fromthe other guests. Even though it was only half after twenty, the sky over Lyon had
turned black as the schedul ed weekly stormbuilt up in the north. Pink flashes silhouetted

appr oachi ng t hunder heads.

"Feel the static buildup!" Elizabeth exclained. "Even with ny netafunctions out, the ionization
before a really big stormalways gets to ne. Every sense sharpens. | begin to fed so clever | can
barely contain nyself! Capacitor Earth is charging and so aml, and in just a mnute or two |']
be able to zap mountains!"”

She faced into the strengthening wind, long hair streaning and red denimjunpsuit clinging to her
body. The first sub-sonics of distant thunder curdled the air.

Felice affected a languid tone. "Wre you able to nove nountai ns before?"

"Not really. The larger psychokinetic powers are really very rare anong netas, alnobst as rare as
genuine creativity. My PK ability was only good for a few parlor tricks. Wat | specialized in was
farspeaking, the glorified telepathy function. It should really be called farsensing because it

i ncludes a species of sight as well as hearing. | was also operant in redaction, which is the

t herapeutic and anal ytical power that nost |ay persons call mind-alteration. My husband had
simlar faculties. W worked as a teamtraining the mnds of very young children in the first
difficult steps toward netapsychic Unity."

"They wanted nme to go to a redactor," Felice said, her voice thrilling with loathing. "I told them
I'"d rather die. | don't know how you neta people can stand runmagi ng around in others' brains. O
al ways havi ng sonme other nmeta able to read you own secret thoughts. It would be horrible never to
be al one. Never to be able to hide. 1'd go mad."

El i zabeth said gently, "It wasn't like that at all As far as netas reading each other... there are

many different levels to the mind Mddes, we call them You can farspeak to nmany people on the
decl amat ory node, or speak at short range to a group on the conversational node. Then there's the
intimate node, that only one person can receive fromyou. And beneath that are many ot her

consci ous and unconscious | ayers that can be screened off by means of nental techniques that al
nmet apsychics | earn when they're very young. W have our private thoughts, just as you do. Mst of
our telepathic comunication is nothing nore than a kind of voicel ess speech and i mage projection
You can conpare it to electronic audio-visuals, wi thout the el ectronmagnetic radiation.”

Felice said, "Deep redactors can get into a person's innernost thoughts."

"True. But with them there is al nost always a doctor-patient relationship appertaining. The
patient gives conscious permission for the scrutiny. Even then, a dysfunction may be so strongly
programed that the therapist is powerless to get behind it, no matter how nuch the patient may be
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willing to cooperate."

"Yeah," said Stein. He tilted his great nug of beer, holding it before his face.

Felice persisted. "I know that nmetas can read secret thoughts. Sonetimes the coach of our team
woul d bring in redactors to work on guys in slunps. Metas could always spot the ones who' d | ost
their nerve. You can't tell ne those poor bastards would deliberately |et the shrinks find out
sonething that'd get themfired!"

El i zabeth said, "An untrained person, a non-neta, gives away information in subverbal ways w thout
being aware of it. Think of it as mental nunbling. Haven't you ever stood next to a person who was
talking to hinself, muttering under his breath? Wen a person is frightened or angry or trying
very hard to work out a problemor even sexually aroused, the thoughts becone ... |oud. Even non-
met as can sonetines pick up the vibes, the m nd-pictures or subvocal speech or enptional surges.
The better the redactor, the better he is at naking sense out of the crazy m shnash that human
brai ns broadcast."

Bryan asked, "ls there any way an ordi nary person can shut out a mind reader? "

"Of course. It's possible to stym e superficial snooping rather easily. Just keep a firmgrip on
your mental broadcasting. If you think sonmeone is really digging, think of sone neutral inage |ike
a big black square. O do sone sinple exercise when you're not speaking out |oud. Count one-two-
three-four, over and over. O sing sone dunb song. That'll block out all but the best redactor."
"I"'mglad you can't read nmy mind now, lovie," Aiken Drumput in. "You'd fall into a quagmre of
sheer funk. Fin so scared about going through this time-gate that my red corpuscl es have gone
puce! | tried to back out. | even told the counselors I'd reformif they'd let ne stay here! But
nobody believe ne."

"I can't think why," Bryan said.

A reddi sh bolt of lightning reached fromcloud to cloud above the hills; but the sound, when it
cane, was nmuffled and unsatisfying, a beat froma dead tynmpanum

Ai ken asked Elizabeth, "How did the ball ooning work out, sweets?"

"I crammed the theory of building one fromnative materials, tanning fishskins for the envel ope
and weaving a basket and plaiting cordage frombark fibers. But | did ny practicing in one of
these." She took a package the size of two |large bricks fromher shoulder bag. "It blows up five
storeys tan, double-walled and sem dirigible. Bright red, like my suit |I have a power source to
inject hot air. O course, the power won't last for nore than a few flight-weeks, so eventually
I'"l'l have to shift to charcoal. Making that's a nmess. But it's the only ancient fuel that's
suitable, unless | can find some coal"

"No sweat, doll-eyes," Aiken said. "Stick with me and ny mneral maps."”

Stei n | aughed contenptuously. "And how you gonna nine the stuff? Draft Snow White and the Seven
Dwar fs? The nearest coal's gotta be a hundred kloms north, around Le Creu-sot or Montceau, and way
to hell and gone underground. Even if you reach the stuff wi thout blasting, how you gonna tote it
around to where it'll do you some good?"

"So I'll need a week or two to work out the fewkin' details!" A ken shot back

There woul d be other coal deposits much nearer,” O aude Mij ewski said. "Those nodern maps of yours
are deceptive, Aiken. They show the strata and deposits as they exist today, in the twenty-second
century, not as they were six mllion years ago. There used to be little Iimic coal basins al
over the Massif Central and a really |arge deposit at Saint-Etienne, but they were all worked out
late in the twentieth century. Go back to the Pliocene and you'll probably find easy pickings just
a few klonms south of here. Find sone near a volcano, and you might luck out with natural coke! "
"Better hold off establishing Pliocene Mning, Unlinmted, until you eyeball the territory,"”

Ri chard advi sed Aiken with a sour grinace. "The |ocal honchos m ght have their own ideas about us
hel pi ng ourselves to the natural resources."

"Entirely possible," Bryan agreed.

"W could convince themto |l et us have a piece of the action," said Felice. She smled. "In one
way or another."

The nun said, "W could also try to avoid conflict by going to an unsettled area
"I don't think that's Felice's style," A ken said. "She's |looking forward to a little fun and
ganes, aren't you, babe?"

Landry's pale frizzy hair was standing out fromher head in a charged cl oud. She was wearing the
si mpl e cheongsam again. "Whatever |'mlooking forward to, I'Il find. Right nowall | want is

anot her drink. Anybody coming with me?" She strolled back into the auberge, followed by Stein and
Ri chard.

"Sonmebody should tell those two they're wasting their tinme," the old man nuttered.

"Poor Felice," Anmerie said. "What an ironic name for her, when she's so dreadfully unhappy. That
aggressive pose is just another formof arnmor, |ike the hockey uniform™

file:/lIF|/rah/Julian%20May/May,%20Julian%20-...1e%201%20-%20The%20Many%20Coloured%?20Land.txt (39 of 165) [1/15/03 7:40:31 PM]



file:/I1F|/rah/Julian%20M ay/M ay,%20Julian%20-%20Pli ocene%620EXxi| €96201%20-%20T he%620M any%20Col oured%20L and.txt

"And underneath she's just crying for |ove?" Elizabeth inquired, her eyes nearly shut and a faint
smle on her lips. "Be careful, Sister. That one's standing in the need of prayer, all right. But
she's nmore of a black hole than a bl ack sheep.”

"Those eyes eat you alive," Aiken said. "Sonething damed inhunman is noving around in there."

"Not even normally honophilic," Mjewski said. "But I'll certainly grant you the damed."

"That's a cruel and cynical thing to say, Caude!" exclainmed the nun. "You don't know anythi ng of
the girl's background, any of the things that have mained her spirit You talk as though she were
sonme nmonster, when all she is, is a pathetic child who has never |earned howto | ove." She took a
deep breath. "I"'ma nmedic as well as a nun. One of nmy vows is to help the suffering. I don't know
if | can help Felice, but I"'mcertainly going to try."

A gust of wind Iifted Anerie's veil and she clutched it inpatiently with one strong hand. "Don't
stay up too late, guys. Tonorrow s creeping up on us." She hurried off the terrace and di sappeared
into the darkened garden

"Could be it's the nunnie who'll need the prayers,” A ken said, giggling.

"You shut up!" barked C aude. Then he said, "Sorry, son. But you want to watch that smartass nouth
of yours. We're going to have enough trouble without your adding to it" He | ooked at the sky as a
prol onged and powerful bolt of |ightning descended over the eastern hills. G ound-strokes rose up
to neet it and there was a grunble of thunder. "Here cones the storm |'mgoing to bed, too. Wat

I want to know is, who the hell ordered the omens for this outfit?"

The old man stonped away, |eaving Elizabeth, Aiken, and Bryan staring after him Three successive

thunderbolts gave hima ridicul ous theatrical exit; but none of the people still on the terrace
was smling any nore.
"I never told you, Aiken," Elizabeth ventured at last, "how much | |ike your costunme. You were

right It's the nost spectacular one in the whol e auberge."

The little man began snapping his fingers and cl acking his heels Iike a flanenco dancer, turning
and posing. Lightning shone on his loose-fitting garnment. What seenmed to be cloth of gold was
actually a costly fabric woven fromthe byssus threads of Franconian nollusks, faned throughout
the gal axy for beauty and toughness. Al up and down the arns and | egs of the suit were smal

fl apped and fastened pockets; pockets covered the breast area and the shoul ders and hi ps and there
was a very |large pocket on the back with an opening on the bottom Ai ken's gol den boots had
pockets. His belt had pockets. Even his golden hat, with the brimtipped up jauntily on the right
side, had a band full of tiny pockets. And every pocket, large or small, bulged with sone tool or
i nstrument or conpressed decanol e appliance. Aiken Drumwas a wal ki ng hardware shop incarnate as a
gol den i dol

"King Arthur would dub you Sir Boss at first sight," Elizabeth said, explaining to Bryan: "He
plans to set hinmself up as a Pliocene Connecticut Yankee."

"You woul dn't have to bother with Twain's solar eclipse to gain attention," the anthropol ogi st
conceded. "The suit alone is enough to overawe the peasantry. But isn't it rather conspicuous if
you want to spy out the |and?"

"This big pocket on ny back has a chanel eon poncho.™

Bryan | aughed. "Merlin won't have a prayer."

Ai ken wat ched the Lyon city lights dimand di sappear as the approaching stormcurtained the valley
with rain. "The Connecticut Yankee had to contend against Merlin in the story, didn't he? Mdern
technol ogy versus sorcery. Science against the superstition of the Dark Ages. | cant renmenber too
much about the book. Read it when | was about thirteen there on Dalriada and | know | was

di sappointed with Twain for wasting so nmuch space on hal f-baked phil osophy instead of action. How
did it end? You know, |'ve forgotten! Think mgo hit the conputer for a plaque of the thing for
bedti ne reading." He gave Bryan and Elizabeth a wink. "But | may decide to aimhigher than Sir
Boss!"

He slipped off into the auberge.

"And then there were two," Bryan said

El i zabeth was finishing her Reny Martin. She remi nded himin many ways of Varya, calm incisively
intelligent, but with the shutters always dosed. She projected cool conradeship and not the
slightest jot of sex.

"You won't be staying with Goup Green for long, will you, Bry?" she remarked. "The rest of us
have built a dependence in these five days. But not you."

"You don't miss much. Are you sore your netafunctions are really gone?"

"Not gone," she said. "But they mght as well be. |'ve dropped into what we call the latent state
because of brain damage. My functions are still there, but inaccessible, walled up in the right
hal f of ny brain. Sone persons are born latent, with the walls. Others are born operant, as we
say, and their mind-powers are available to them especially if they receive proper training from
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infancy. It's closely anal ogous to the acquisition of |anguage by babies. My work back on Denal

i nvol ved a good deal of that kind of training. Very rarely, we were even able to coax latents into
operancy. But ny own case is different | have just a few teaspoonful of ny original cerebrumleft.
The rest is regenerated. The | eaveni ng was enough for a resoul job, and a specialist restored ny
menories. But for some unknown reason, netapsychic operancy sel dom survives a really spectacul ar
brain trauma."

"What happened, if you don't nind ny asking?"

"My husband and | were caught in a tornado while we were egging on Denali It's a sweet little
world, with sone of the galaxy's worst weather. Lawence was killed outright I was broken to bits
but ultimately restored. Except for the MP functions."

"And is | osing them so unbearabl e."he began, then cursed and apol ogi zed.

But she was calm as always. "It's nearly inpossible for a non-neta to understand the | oss. Think
of going deaf, dumb, bund. Think of being paralyzed and nunb all over. Think of |osing your sex
organs, of becom ng hideously disfigured. Put all of the anguish together and it's still not
enough, once you've known the other thing and then lost it... But you' ve lost something, too
haven't you, Bry? Maybe you can understand sonmething of the way | feel."

'Lost sonething. Perhaps it does nmake nore sense to say it that way. God knows there's no logic to
the way | feel about Mercy."

"Where will you look for her? If the others in the Pliocene don't know where she's gone?"

"All | have is an instinct. I'Il try Arnorica first because of her Breton ancestry. And then

Al bion, the Britain that will be. 1'll need the boat because there's a question whether the
Channel was dry land at the precise period well be living in. Sea |l evel seens to have fl uctuated
in an odd way at the beginning of the Pliocene. But I'll find Mercy sonehow, no natter where she's
gone."And what will | find in my beautiful balloon, Elizabeth wandered. And what will it matter?
WIl the Exile world be any less enpty than this one?

Perhaps if she and Lawence had wanted children ... but that would have conproni sed the wort, and
so they had agreed to forgo them finding love fulfillnent in each other, mating for life as

al nost all netapsychics did, knowi ng that when one had inevitably gone there would still be the

Unity, the billion-fold m nd-enbrace of the Galactic MIi eu.

O there woul d have been..

The first large drops of rain nmade a rataplan on the | eaves of the plane trees. Blue-white flashes
lit the whole valley and the thunder seemed to shake the nountain roots. Bryan grabbed Elizabeth's
hand and putted her through the porte-feneire into the main salon a few seconds before the rea
downpour began.

CHAPTER NI NETEEN

The predawn was chilly, with gray clouds scudding south want as though late for an appoi ntnment at
the Mediterranean. The Rhone Valley brimed with mist. Asmall log fire had been Iit in the main
salon and it was there that the nenbers of Group Geen gathered after breakfasting in their roons.
Each person carried the materials for a new life and dressed for the role chosen. (Their extra
baggage had proceeded themto the tinme-gate staging area: C aude's case of Wbrowa, Bryan's
Scotch, Richard's supplies of spices and yeasts and sodium bisulfate, Stein's keg, Elizabeth's

I i queur chocol ates, and Amerie's |l arge painting of Saint Sebastian.) Richard and Stein whi spered
together as they stared at the weak flanmes. Amerie, a half-snmile on her |ips, fingered the beads
of a |large wooden rosary that hung fromher belt. The others stood apart, waiting.

At precisely five hundred hours, Counselor M shinma cane down the broad staircase fromthe
nmezzani ne and bid them a sol enm good- nor ni ng.

"Pl ease acconpany ne."

They picked up their things and followed in single file out of the salon, across the terrace, and
into the sodden garden, where the flagstones were still puddled with rain and the bl ossons on the
rose-standards hung torn and battered fromthe storm

The bal coni es of the nmmin guesthouse overl ooked the garden. Up above, dimfaces behind glass doors
were watching them just as they thensel ves had watched other dawn processions of eight tine-
travelers led by a single counselor. They had seen Gypsi es and Cossacks and desert normads and
voortrekkers, Polynesians with feathered capes and warriors with crossbows, swords, and assegais;
there had been Bavarian hikers in | eder-hosen, bearded white-robed prophets, shaven-headed
Oriental votaries, sunbonneted American pioneers, cowboys, fetishists costuned in pathetic

grot esquery, and sensi bl e-1 ooki ng people wearing levis or tropical gear. The travelers in the
early norning parades had noved t hrough the garden to an old cottage shaded by nul berry trees, its
white stucco and hal f-tinbering shrouded in clinbing vines. Madane Guderian's lace curtains still
hung at the wi ndows and her pink and white geraniunms bl ooned in earthenware pots beside the |arge
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front door. The eight guests and the counselor would enter the cottage and the door would cl ose
behind them After half an hour had el apsed, the counsel or al one woul d emerge.

Bryan Grenfell stood behind Counselor M shim as he unl ocked the Guderian cottage with an ol d-
fashi oned brass key. A large ginger cat sat in the dry shelter of the shrubbery, watching the
group with a sardoni c golden eye. Grenfell nodded to it as he passed inside. You' ve seen a |ot of
us go this way, haven't you, Monsieur |e Chat? And how many of them by now felt as used and
foolish and died as | do, but still too stubborn to turn back? Here | go, in nmy pragmatic tropica
kit with a haversack full of sinple necessities and high-protein food, armed with a steel-tipped
wal ki ng stick and a small throwi ng knife hidden beneath the sleeve of ny left forearm and Mercy's
dear picture and dossier in nmy breast pocket Here | go into the deep cellar..

Stein Oeson had to duck his head passing through the door and wal k with caution through the hal

| est he brush against Madane's tall clock with its waggi ng brass pendul um or knock sone fragile
bibelot fromits place on the wall, or catch the curling horns of his Viking helnmet on the little
crystal chandelier. Stein was finding it nore and nore difficult to keep silent. Something was
expandi ng inside of himthat denmanded to cry out, to roar, to vent a great gust of |aughter that
woul d make all the rest of the group shrink away fromhimas fromthe door of a suddenly opened
furnace. He felt his nmanhood coning alive beneath the wolfskin kilt, his feet itching to | eap and
tranple, his armnuscles tensing to swing the battle-axe or brandish the vitredur-tipped spear he
had added to his arnory. Soon! Soon! The tangle in his guts would cone free, the fire in his bl ood
woul d power himto heroism and the joy woul d be so huge that he would damm near die with the
swal l owi ng of it...

Ri chard Voorhees followed Stein carefully down into the cellar. H's heavy, fol ded-over seaboots
were awkward on the worn steps. He had a suspicion that he would have to switch to the nore
confortable athletic shoes in his backpack once they had passed through the gate and done a first
reconnai ssance on the other side. Practicalities first, then r“le playing! The secret of success,
he told hinself, would lie in a swift assessment of the local power structure, covert appeal to
the have-nots, and establishnent of a suitable base. Once he got the distillery operating (with
Stein, and maybe Landry, to keep the locals fromnuscling in), he'd be on a sound econoni ¢ footing
and ready to jockey for political influence. He smled in anticipation and carefully adjusted the
hi pband of the backpack so that it would not winkle the skirts of his doublet. Didn't some of
those ol d sea rovers set thenselves up as virtual kings in early America? Jean Lafitte, Bl oody
Morgan, even ol d Bl ackboard hinsel f? And how do yon |ike Richard Voorhees for King of Barataria?
He chuckl ed out |oud at the thought, conpletely forgetting that his costunme had not really

bel onged to an operatic buccaneer, but to a different kind of seafarer altogether..

Felice Landry watched Counsel or M shinma nmani pul ate the el aborate | ock mechani sm of the cellar
door. It swung ponderously open and they entered the old w ne-keep, dank and nusty and with a
faint over-scent of ozone. She stared at the gazebo, that unlikely gate to freedom and cl utched
her new arbal est to her bl ack-arnored bosom She was trenbling, nauseated, exerting all her

will power to keep fromdisgracing herself in this ultimte nmonent. For the first tine since early
chi | dhood, her eyes, within the T-shaped G ecian hel met opening, were sticky-lashed with tears...
"W will translate you in groups of four, as | have already expl ained," said Counsel or M shi ma.
"Your extra baggage will follow after an interval of five minutes, so be prepared to retrieve it
fromthe tau-field area. And now, if the first people will position thenselves."

Eli zabeth Orme wat ched wi t hout enotion as Bryan, Stein, Richard, and Felice crowded closely into
the latticed booth and stood notionless. Al of them she thought, have made their plans except
me. They have their goals, touching or com cal or mad. But FU be content to drift through the

Exile world in ny scarlet balloon, |ooking down on all the people and the aninals, listening to
wind and the cry of birds, snelling pollen, resin fromthe forest, snmoke fromw  ldfire on the
grassland. 1'Il come to earth only when | feel that the Earth is real again and I am If we ever
can be ...

Mrrored walls sprang up as Mshinma threw the switch. The four people in the gazebo were on their
way. Aiken Drum his golden suit glittering with a hundred reflections fromthe cellar lights,
stepped forward i mpul sively.

"Dam! So that's all there is to it? Not even enough power drain to dimthe lanps! " He studied
the vinelike cables that seened to grow out of the packed soil of the floor and di sappear
sonewhere short of the vaulted ceiling. Mshinma warned himto touch nothing, and Aiken gave him a
reassuring gesture. But he had to get a close |ook. The glassy framework was shot through with
faintly noving patterns hovering at the edge of visibility. The black bodies of the |attice-nodes
each enclosed a tiny point of unwinking |ight that seened to be shining at a great distance.

"How | ong does it take for people to get fromhere to there? " A ken asked. "O should | say from
now till then?"
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"The translation is in theory instantaneous," replied Mshina. "W naintain the field for sone
mnutes in order to enable a safe exit. And | may say that never once, in the four years that the
Human Polity has carried on the work of Madane Guderian, has there been an accident to time-
travelers."

Ai ken said, "Counselor, I'd like to take one nore thing with ne into Exile. Can you give ne a
description and di agram of this device?"

Wthout a word, M shima opened the oaken cabi net and took out a small plaque-book It was obvi ous
that other travelers had nmade the sane request. Aiken kissed the plaque triunphantly and stowed it
in a large pocket below the right knee of his shining suit.

M shima stepped to the control console and switched off the field. The mirror-walls w nked out.
The gazebo was enpty.

"They have passed safely through the portal. Now the rest of you nay enter."

Cl aude Maj ewski hefted his twenty-kilo pack and was the first inside. dd Man, you're crazy, he
said to hinself, then smled because he could hear Gen saying it On a sudden inpul se, he opened
the pack compartnent that held the carved and inlaid box fromthe Polish nmountains and took it out
Is there really a Pliocene world beyond the gate, Black Grl? O is it a hoax after all, and do we
step out of the glass cage into death? Ch, Gen, go with ne. Werever..

Si ster Annamaria Roccaro was the last to get into position, smling in apology as she crowded next
to Aiken Drumand felt the hard tools in his pockets pressing through the sleeves and skirts of
her habit. Aiken was nearly a head shorter than the sturdy nun, alnpbst as small as Felice but in
no way as vul nerable. He'd survive, would Al ken Drum My the rest of us as well! And now, Mother
of God, hear ny archaic prayer: Salve Regina, mater msericordiae; vita, dul cedo, et spes nostra,
salve. Ad te clamanus, exsules, filii Hevae. Ad te sus-piranus, genentes et flentes in hac
lacrimarumvalle. Eia ergo, advocato nostra, ilka tuos misericordes ocul os ad nos convene. Et
Jesum benedi ctum fructumventris tui, nobis post hoc exih'um ostende.

M shima threw the switch

There was pain of translation and a nonmentous snap hurtling theminto the gray |inbo. They hung

wi thout breath or heartbeat, each one screamng alone into silence. And then they felt sudden
warnt h and opened their eyes to a blinding dazzle of green and blue. Hands were pulling them

voi ces urging themto step forward out of the shimering area that had been the gazebo, to step
down a little, to conme out quickly before the field reversed itself, to enter into Exile.

THE END OF PART ONE

PART Il - The Initiation

CHAPTER ONE

"Come al ong, sport, come along now. Step down a little. W're the guardi ans of the tinme-portal
We're here to help you. Conme on. You're feeling zonked-out right now, but that'll pass away right
qui ck. Just relax and conme along. You made it safe to Exile. You' re safe, you hear me, cob? Come
on now. We're all going along to Castle Gateway. You can relax there. W'll have a nice jabber and

answer all your questions. Cone on."

As the pain receded and his wits phased in again, Bryan was at first aware only of the nagging
voice and brilliant |ight He was consci ous of sonmebody hol ding himby the right wist and upper
arm a blurred figure he couldn't quite focus on. Another someone seenmed to be vacuum ng dust off
his clothes with a hand-held machi ne. Then he was being forced to wal k and he | ooked at his feet
and saw them quite clearly, shod in a pair of pigskin boots with crinkled soles, noving first over
danp granite, then on thick sod with grass that had been nmowed or cropped short. He was stepping
on snall daisylike flowers. A butterfly with zebra stripes and | ong swallowails hung notionl ess
on a dew spangl ed weed.

"Wait," he munbled: "Stop." The insistent tugging left off and he was able to stand still and | ook
about him The newy risen sun shone over a w de expanse of green tableland going golden in its

hi gher, drier reaches, Tanzani a? Nebraska? Dorubezh?

France.

Nearer, there were rounded boul ders of crystalline rock. They had been used to mark the sides of a
path that ted back to a peculiar, indistinct block hanging in the air |like a heat nmirage. Men
dressed alike in white tunics and pants with blue cords about the waist were gathered around

Ri chard and Stein and Felice, Several nore guardians stood waiting for the other menbers of G oup

Green to arrive. The wavering force field wi nked out. Bryan insisted upon standing still until it
reappeared with four nore hunman figures, which the guardi ans hastened to | ead into open ground.
"Al'l safe, sport You can come along with me now. The rest'll all be tagging al ong."
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Bryan di scovered that the ordinary voice belonged to a skinny, deeply tanned nan with grayi sh-

bl ond hair and a | ong nose bent to one side. He had a prom nent |larynx and wore a tw sted neckl et
of dark metal, about as thick and as round as a finger, incised with intricate little markings,
and fastened in the front with a knoblike catch. H's tunic, apparently of finely spun wool, had a
streak of dried food down the front. For sone reason, this reassured Bryan. He did not resist when
the man began pulling himalong the path again

They were ascending a small hill a couple of hundred neters fromthe tinme-portal area. As the

ant hropol ogist's mnd cleared, he was excited to see a stone fortress of considerable size perched
on the em nence, facing east It did not resenble the fairytal e chateaux of France, but rather the
sinpler castles of his English honel and. Except for the absence of a npat, it was sonething like
Bodi amin Sussex. Wen they cane cl oser, Bryan saw that there was an outer ringwall of rough
masonry about twice the height of a man. Inside this, beyond an encircling space that fornmed an
outer ward, was a four-sided bailey, a hollow square without a central keep, with towers at the
corners and a great barbican at the entrance. Above the gate was the effigy of a bearded human
face, crafted in yellow netal. Wien they canme close to the outer wall, Bryan heard an eerie
how i ng.

"Ri ght through here, cob," said the guide reassuringly. "Don't pay no mnd to the anphicyons."
They went into a passage that |led through the outer ward to the portcullis of the barbican. On
either side were stout wooden grilles. A dozen huge creatures galloped clunsily up to the ban and
began sl avering and snarling.

"I nteresting watchdogs," Bryan said unsteadily.

The gui de kept hustling himalong. 'Too right! Primtive canids. Bear-dogs we call '"em They weigh
about three hundred kilos and eat anything that bloody well doesn't eat themfirst. Wen we have
to secure the fortress, we just |ift these grillesand give the beasts access to the whol e outer
ward. "

Inside the | arge barbican structure was a corridor that branched right and left, leading to

peri pheral rooms behind the massive curtain-wall. The guide | ed Bryan up an open stairway to the
second | evel Here the corridors were whitewashed and there were handsone brass sconces with
containers of oil ready to be lighted at nightfall Deeply bayed wi ndows giving onto the inner
court let daylight into the hall.

"W got a small 'reception roomfor each of you," the guardian said. "Sit down and rest and have
some tucker if you like." He threw open a heavy wooden door and trod the way into a chanber that
measur ed about four by four. It was car peted with a thick wool rug in shades of brown and gray
and furnished with surprisingly well crafted chairs and benches of turned wood. Sorme had corded
seats and backs, while others were padded with bl ack wool en cushions. On a |low table were ceramc
pitchers containing hot and cold liquids, drinking tunblers, a bow of purple pluns and snal
cherries, and a plateful of seedcakes.

The gui de hel ped Bryan unfasten his backpack. 'There's faculties through that curtained door. Sone
new arrivals feel the need. A chap fromthe interview commttee will cone to you in about ten

m nutes. Meanwhile, just live it cool”

He went out and cl osed the door

Bryan wal ked to an enbrasured wi ndow in the exterior wall and gazed at the | andscape through an
ornanental brass grating. He could see anphicyons prowing in the narrow space bel ow. Beyond the
outer wall was the pathway and the rock outcropping with its four cornerstones that narked the
position of the tinme-portal. Shading his eyes against the rising sun, lie saw the savanna

undul ating gently toward the Rhone Valley. A small herd of four-footed animals grazed in the far
di stance. A bird sang an intricate song. Sonewhere in the castle, the sound of human | aughter
echoed briefly.

Bryan Grenfell sighed. So this was the Pliocene

He began examining his surroundings, his mnd automatically filing away the honely details that
could tell an anthropol ogi st so nuch about the culture of a new world. Walls of nortared stone,
whi t ewashed (casein?), with stained oak fram ng around the doorways and shutters for the

gl assl esswi ndow. The conveni ence had a snaller louvered slit in the wall for ventilation. Its
toilet was a sinple hole in the masonry rem niscent of the nedieval garderobes to be found in
English castles. It sported a wooden seat and a nicely carved |id. and had a box of green |eaves
mounted on the wall beside it. For wash-up there was a ceramic basin and | aver (thrown stoneware,
slip-decorated, salt-glazed). The soap was fine-grained, properly aged, and scented with sone
herb. The hand towel resenbled coarse |inen

He strolled back to the reception room The food laid out on the table added its data to the nass.
Bryan ate a cherry, putting the large pit neatly into an enpty dish and noting that the flesh was
meager but sweet Probably the original European bird cherry or sone close relative, he tiny pluns
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al so seemed to be wild. If any tine-travel ers had brought budwood frominproved stonefruits, the
resulting trees night have been too susceptible to Pliocene insects and di seases to survive

wi t hout chemi cal protection. He wondered about w ne grapes and strawberries but seemed to recal
that both were rather resistant, and so there was a fair chance that R chard would have his wine
and Mercy her strawberries and cream. ..

The cold drink tasted of citrus, and the steanmi ng pitcher turned out to contain hot coffee.
Agnostic though he was, Bryan sent up a prayer of thanks for the latter. The seedcakes had a firm
texture and a faint aroma of honey. They had been baked properly and decorated with hazel nuts on
top. The cookie plate was incised with a sinple notif and had a handsone sang de boeuf gl aze.
There was a |light tapping on the door. The brass latch lifted to admit a nild-I|ooking ol der nan
with a neatly trinmrmed nustache and inperial He sniled tentatively and sidled in when Bryan gave
hima friendly murmur. He wore a blue tunic with a white cord about the wai st and had the same

neckl et of dark netal as the guardians had worn. He seened ill at ease and perched on the very
edge of a bench.

"My name is Tully. I'ma nenber of the interview conmttee. If you wouldn't mnd, | nean, we can
probably help you find your way about and all if you' d tell us just a little about yourself and
your plans. Not to pry, you understand! But if we could know just a little of your background and
about the trade you've learned, it would help ever so nuch. | nean, we could tell you which places
have need of your, uh, talents if you're interested in settling dowm. And if you don't want to
settl e down, perhaps you have questions you'd like to ask me. I'mhere to help you, do you see?"

He's afraid of nme, Bryan realized in amazenment. And then he thought of the kind of persons who

m ght come through the gate, persons such as Stein and Felice, for exanple, who mght react to the
initial disorientation and culture-shock with violence, and decided that Tully had every reason to
be cautious in his initial encounter with new arrivals. He probably rated conbat pay. To soothe
the man, Bryan | eaned back in one of the chairs and munched on a seedcake.

"These are very good. Made with oats, are they? and sesanme? It's reassuring to be greeted with
civilized food. An excellent psychol ogi cal nmaneuver on your part.”

Tully gave a delighted little laugh. "Ch, do you think so? W've tried hard to nmake Castl e Gat eway
a wel conming environnent, but sone of the arrivals are deeply stressed and we sonetinmes have
difficulty calmng them™

"I felt a bit wonky at first, but I'"'mfine now Don't |ook so anxious, man! |I'mharmess. And |'I|
answer any reasonabl e questions."

"Splendid!" The interviewer snmled his relief. He took out a snmall sheet of witing material
(paper? vellun?) froma belt pouch, together with an ordinary twenty-second-century pen. "Your
nane and fornmer occupation?"

"Bryan Grenfell. | was a cultural anthropol ogist specializing in the analysis of certain kinds of
social conflict. I'mnobst interested in studying your society here, even though |I'm not too
sangui ne about the possibility of publishing ny work."

Tully chuckl ed in appreciation. "Fascinating, Bryan! You know, there have been very few nmenbers of

your profession to come through the gate. You'll certainly want to go on to the capital and talk
to the people there. They'd be nbst interested in you. You could provide unique insights!"
Bryan | ooked surprised. "I'mequipped to earn ny living as a fisherman or coastal trader. | never

t hought ny academic credentials would be appreciated in the Pliocene."

"But we aren't savages!" Tully protested. "Your scientific talents will very likely prove
i nval uabl e to, um adm nistrative persons, who'll welcone your advice."

"So you do have a structured society.”

"Very sinple, very sinple," the man said hurriedly. "But I'msure you'll find it worthy of carefu
study."

"I've already begun on that, you know " Bryan watched Tully's meticul ously barbered face. "This
buil ding, for instance, has been well designed for security. |I'mnost interested in know ng what

you secure against."

"Ch, there are several kinds of aninmals that are quite dangerous. The giant hyenas, the
machai r odus sabercats."

"But this castle seens nore suited to defense agai nst human aggression."

The interviewer fingered his neck-ring. H s eyes darted here and there and finally fixed Bryan
with a sincere expression. "Wll, of course there ore unstable personalities com ng through the
portal, and even though we try very hard to assimilate everyone, we have an inevitable problem
with the really serious msfits. But you need have no fear, Bryan, because you and the rest of
your party are quite safe here with us. Actually, the, um disturbed elenent tends to hide away in
the nmountains and in other renpte places. Please don't worry. You'll find that the high-culture
persons have conpl ete ascendancy here in Exile. Everyday life is as tranquil as it can be in a,
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um aborigi nal environment"

"How nice for you."

Tully nibbled on the end of his pen. 'For our records, that is, it would be hel pful if we knew
just exactly what kind of equipnment you' ve brought with you,"

"To be put into the common store?"

Tully was shocked. "Oh, nothing like that, | assure you. An travelers nust retain the tools of
their trade in order to survive and be useful menbers of society, mustn't they? If you'd rather
not discuss the matter, | won't press. But sonetines people come through with extraordi nary books

or plants or other things that could be of great benefit to everyone, and if these persons would
consent to share, the quality of life for all would be enhanced.” He smled w nningly and poi sed
t he pen,

"Aside froma trimaran sailing craft and a fishing gear, | have nothing special. A voice witer
with a plaque-converter for the sheets. A rather large library of books and nusic. A case of
Scotch that seems to have gone astray...'

"And your traveling conmpanions? "

Bryan said easily, "I think you'd better |let them speak for thenselves."

"Ch, certainly. | only thought I'd ... well, yes." Tully put away his witing materials and
flashed another bright snmile. "Now, then! You nust have sone questions you would |ike to ask net"
"Just a few for now. What is your total population? "

"Well, we hardly keep accurate census figures, you understand, but | think a reasonable estimte
woul d be about fifty thousand human soul s."

"Strange, | would have guessed nore. Do you suffer from di sease?"

"Ch, hardly at all. Qur ordinary nmacroi muni zati on and genetically engi neered resistances seemto

protect us very well here in the Pliocene, although the very earliest travelers didn't enjoy the
full -spectrum coverage of those who have cone to Exile within the last thirty years or so. And of
course those who were lately rejuvenated can expect a nuch longer |ife span than those who were
treated with the earlier technology. But nost of our, um attrition has conme from accidents." He
nodded soberly. "W have physicians, of course. And certain nedications are regularly sent through
the tine-portal. But we cannot regenerate persons suffering really serious trauma. And this world
may be said to be civilized, but it is hardly tame, if you take ny nmeaning."

"I understand. Just one other question for now " Genfell reached into his breast pocket and took
out the color picture of Mercedes Lanballe. "Can you tell me where | might find this wonan? She
arrived here in md-June of this year."

The interviewer took the picture and studied it with widening eyes. He finally said, "I think, you
win find she has gone to our capital city in the south. | renenber her very well. She nade a nost
vivid inmpression on all of us. In view of her unusual talents, she was invited to, um go and
assist with administration.”

Bryan frowned. "Wat unusual tal ents?"

In sone haste, Tully said, "Qur society is quite different fromthat of the Galactic MIlieu
Bryan. Qur needs are special. Al of this will be nade clear to you later, when you get a nore
conpl ete overview frompeople in the capital. Froma professional standpoint, you have sone
intriguing investigations awaiting you."

Tully rose. "Have a little nore refreshment now. Another person would like to interview you in a
short while, and then you can rejoin your conpanions. |I'Il come for you in about half an hour
shal | ?"

Sm ling again, he slipped out the door. Bryan waited for a few nonents, then got up and tried the
latch. It wouldn't budge. He was | ocked in.

He | ooked around the roomfor his iron-shod wal king stick. It was nowhere to be found. He rolled
up his sleeve to check on the little throwing knife in its scabbard. He was not surprised to find
that the | eather sheath was enpty. Had his introductory "vacuum cl eaning" been a frisk with a
nmet al detector?

Well, well, he said to hinself. So this is the Pliocene!

He sat down again to wait.

CHAPTER TWO

Ri chard Voor hees had recogni zed the psychic disorientation of the time-portal as a variant of that
experienced by humans every tinme that starships passed fromthe normal universe into the quasi-

di mensi onal gray subspace during superluninal travel. However, the "snap" of tenporal translation
was prol onged nmany tinmes |onger than that of hyper-space crossover. Richard had al so noted
peculiar differences in the texture of the gray linbo. There was a dimy perceived rotation about
consecutive axes; a conpression (was everything, every atomin the universe, subtly smaller 6
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mllion years in the past?); a quality to the gray that was less fluid and nore frangi ble (did one
swi mthrough space and smash through tinme?); a sense of dimnishing Iife-force all about himthat
would fit in nicely with certain phil osophers' notions of the essence of the Mlieu

When Richard dropped through the air a short distance and | anded on the granite outcropping of
Exile, he was in control of hinself alnost inmmediately, as every starship's nmaster had to be after
spatial translation. Pushing aside the eager hands of a guardian, he exited fromthe tau-field
under his own power and did a fast eyeball scan while the guide rmurrmured inanities.

Just as Counsel or M shinma had prom sed, the Pliocene Rhdne Vall ey was nuch nore narrow, and the
country on this western flank, where the auberge would one day stand on a wooded hillside, was now
flatter and | ess dissected by streans. It was, in fact, a plateau, rising slightly to the south.
He spotted the castle. On the skyline behind it, snoking in the early sunlight, were two titanic
snhowcl ad vol canoes. The northerly one would be Mnt-Dore; the |larger cone to the. south, the

Cant al

There was grass. There were rabbity critters crouching notionless, pretending to be rocks. Of in
a hollow was a grove of trees. Did the little apelike ramapitheci nes roamthose woods?

Guar di ans were | eading Bryan, Stein, and Felice up the path toward the castle. OGher nen in white
hel ped the second group fromthe tine-gate area. Who was in charge of the place? Some Pliocene
baron? WAs there an aristocracy here? Wuld he, Richard, be able to elbow his way into it? Hs
nmnd tossed up question after question, fizzing with a youthful enthusiasmthat astounded and
delighted him He recogni zed what was happening. It was a belated reprise of the spacer's favorite
mal ady, the New Pl anet/all Eagers. Anyone who ranged w dely throughout the gal axy and endured the
boredom of sub-space gray was likely (if not too jaded) to work hinmself into a | ather of

antici pation over the immnent |anding upon a hitherto unvisited world. Wuld the air snell good?
Wuld the ions vitalize or poop? Wuld the vegetation and aninals delight or disgust the eye?
Wul d the local food ditto the tastebuds? Wuld the people be successful and sprightly or beaten
down by hardshi p? Wuld the |adies screw if you asked themto?

He whistled a few notes of the bawdy old ballad through his teeth. Only then did he becone aware
of the anxious voice and the plucking at his sleeve.

"Conme along, sir. Your friends have gone on to Castle Gate-way. W've gotta get along, too. You'l
want to rest and refresh yourself and |like as not ask some questions."

The guardi an was a dark-haired man, well built but rather raw boned, with the spurious
yout hf ul ness and overw se eyes of a fairly recent rejuvenate. Richard took in the dark netal
neckl et and the white tunic that was probably a lot nore confortable in this tropical clinmte than
Ri chard's own bl ack vel vet and heavy broadcl ot h.

"Just let nme ook around a little, guy," R chard said, but the man kept tugging at him To avoid
argunent, Richard began to nove along the path leading to the castle.

"That's a nice comandi ng position you've got there, guy. |Is that nmound artificial? Wat do you do
for a water supply up here? How far to the nearest town? "

"Easy on, traveler! Just you cone along with ne. The interview conmtteeman will be able to answer
your questions better than | can.”

"Well, at least tell ne the prospects for local gash. | nmean, back in the present, or the future
or whatever the hell you call it here, we were told that the nmale-fenmale ratio here was about four
to one. | wanta tell you that alnost turned nme off fromcomng over! If it wasn't for certain
pressing circunstances, | night not have cone to Exile at all! So howis it really? You have wonen

up at the castle? "

The man replied austerely, "W're hosting a nunber of fenale travelers, and the Lady Epone is
tenporarily in residence. No wonen live pernmanently at Castle Gateway."

"So where do you guys get it? |Is there a village or a town for weekend passes or whatever? "

In a mtter-of-fact manner the man said, "Many of the castle staff are honophilic or autoerotic.
The rest are serviced by traveling entertainers from Roniah or Burask. There are no small vill ages
inthis area, only widely separated cities and plantati ons. Those of us who serve at the castle
are happy to renain there. We're well rewarded for our work." He fingered his necklet with a smal
smle, then redoubled his effort to rush the new arrival along.

"Sounds like a real organized setup," said Richard in a dubious tone.

"You' ve cone into a wonderful world You're going to be very happy here once you've |l earned a
little about our ways... Don't mind the bear-dogs. W keep themfor security. They can't get at
us."

They hurried through the outer ward and into the barbican, where the guardian tried to steer

Ri chard up the stairway. But the ex-spacer pulled away, saying, "Be right back! Gotta take a | ook
at this fascinating place!"

"But you can't." exclained the guardian.
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But he did. Cutching his plumed hat, Richard broke into a run that was only slightly slowed by
the wei ght of his backpack. He went clattering over the flagstones into the deep interior of the
gat ehouse, dodgi ng around corners at randomuntil he emerged into the large inner courtyard of the
castle. This early in the norning, the area was deeply shadowed, surrounded on four sides by the
two-storey hollow wall with its corner towers and battl enents. The courtyard was nearly eighty
meters square. At its center was a fountain with trees planted around it in stone boxes. Mre
trees grew at regular intervals around the perineter. One entire side of the yard was taken up by
a large double corral neatly walled in perforated stone. Half of it contained several score |arge
quadruped aninals of a type Richard had never seen before. The other half of the corral seened to
be enpty.

Hearing the voices of pursuers, Richard dodged into a kind of cloister that ran around the other
three sides of the inner ward. He ran for a short distance, then turned into a side corridor. It
was a dead end. But on either side were doors |leading into apartnments within the great holl ow
wal | .

He opened the first right-hand door, slipped inside, and cl osed the door behind him

The room was bl ack. He stood perfectly still, catching his breath, gratified to hear the sound of
runni ng feet grow | ouder, then fade away. For the nonent, he had escaped. He funbled in one pocket
of his backpack for a light. Before he could switch it on, he heard a faint sound. He stood

i Mmobile. Aline of radiance had sprung into being across the darkened room Soneone was opening
anot her door with infinite slowness and the illlum nation fromthe inner chanber swept toward him
in a wi dening beamuntil he was caught. Silhouetted in the doorway was a very tall wonan. She was
dressed in a filnmy sleevel ess gown that seened al nbost invisible.. Richard could not see her face
but he knew she had to be beauti ful

"Lady Epone," he said, not know ng why.

"You may come in."

He had never heard such a voice. Its mnusical sweetness held an unmni stakabl e promise that set him
on fire. He dropped his pack and cane toward her, a figure dressed entirely in black drawn by her
bright allure. As she went slowy into the inner chanber, he foll owed. Dozens of |anps hung from
the ceiling, reflecting off draperies of shimering gold and white gauze that curtai ned a vast
bed.

The wonan held out her arns. Her | oose gown was of pale blue, unbelted, with |ong yell ow panels
floating fromthe shoul ders tike m sty wings. She wore a golden circlet about her neck and a

gol den di adem on her bl onde hair. The hair hung nearly to her waist and so, if Richard s eyes
didn't deceive him did her incredibly pendul ous breasts beneath the gossaner fabric

She stood nearly half a neter taller than he did. Looking down with inhuman gl owi ng eyes, she
said, "Come closer."

He felt the roomturn. And the eyes shone nore brilliantly and soft skin caressed himuntil he was
drawn into an abyss of joy so intense that it nust destroy him She cried, "Can you? Can you?"

He tried. And he coul d not.

The sweet breath of light turned into a whirlw nd then, screeching and cursing and tearing at him
not at his body but at something cringing apol ogetically behind his eyes, worthless and deserving
to be punished. Torn out, held up to ridicule, flung down and trodden upon, hanmered by bl asts of
hatred, the shapeless thing shrank into a smaller and snaller mass until it was a blot of utter

i nsignificance, finally vanishing in the white blaze of pain.

Ri chard woke

A man in a blue tunic knelt at his feet, funbling with his ankles. R chard was cl anped into a
heavy chair, seated in a small roomw th walls of unadorned gray |inmestone bl ocks. The Lady Epone
was standing in front of him her eyes flat and jade colored, her nmouth curved in a smile of

cont enpt .

"He's ready, Lady."

"Thank you, Jean-Paul. The headpi ece, if you pl ease."

The man brought a sinple silver coronet with five points and placed it on Richard s head. Epone
turned to a construction on a table beside the chair, which R chard had nistaken for sone kind of
el aborate jeweled netallic scul pture. The apparatus glowed faintly inits crystalline parts, the
mul ticolored Iights waxi ng and wani ng in what was evidently sonme mal function. Epone gave the

| argest prism a pinkish thing the size of a fist, an inpatient flick with thunb and forefinger
"Ah, bah! WII nothing function in this cursed place? There! Now we wi |l begin."

She fol ded her arns and inclined her gaze on Richard. "Wat is your given nane?"

"Go to hell," he nmuttered.

A tremendous throb of agony seened to lift the top of his skull.

"Pl ease speak only to answer ny questions. Cbey ny orders at once. Do you understand? "
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Saggi ng agai nst the chair clanps, he whispered, "Yes."

What is your given nanme? "

"Ri chard. "

"Cl ose your eyes, Richard. Wthout speaking, | w sh you to send out the word help."

Sweet Jesus, that was an easy one! Hel p!

A man's voice said, "Mnus six farspeak."

"Open your eyes, Richard," conmanded Epone. "Now | want you to listen carefully. Here is a
dagger." She drew a silver blade from sonewhere within her draperies and held it toward himon
both open hands. The palns had only a few faint lines in their nmlky softness. "Force nme to plunge
the dagger into nmy heart, Richard. Revenge yourself on nme. Destroy ne by ny own hand. Kill ne,

Ri chard."

He tried! He willed the death of the nonstrous bitch. He tried.

"M nus two point five coerce," said the minion standing behind the chair.

Epone said, "Concentrate on what | amsaying to you, Richard. Your life and your future here in
Exi |l e depend upon what you do in this room" She cast the dagger down onto the table, teas than a
meter away fromhis pinioned right arm "Make the knife rise up, Richard. Send it at ne! Drive it
into ny eyes! Do it, Richard!"

There was a terrible eagerness in her tone this time, and he tried desperately to oblige her. He
knew now what was happeni ng. They were testing himfor |atent nmetafunctions, this one

psychoki nesis. But he could have told them

"M nus seven PK."

She | eaned close to him fragrant, lovely. "Burn ne, Richard. Bring up flames fromyour mnd and
| et them bl acken and cook and turn to ash this body that you will never know because you are not a
man but a poor worm without sex or sensibility. Burn nme!"

But he was the one who burned. Tears coursed down his cheeks and caught in his nmustache. He tried
to spit at her but his nouth was clotted and his tongue swollen. He twi sted his head because his
eyes woul d not close to shut out the blue and prinrose cool ness of her cruelty.

"Plus two point five create.”

"Interesting, but not good enough, of course. Rest for a nmonent now, Richard. Think of your
conpani ons upstairs. One by one they will conme to this roomas so nmany ot hers have cone, and

will get to know themas | know you. And sonme will serve the Tanu in this way and others in that,
but all will serve, save a few bl essed ones who will find that the gate into Exile is the door
into paradise after all... You have one |ast chance. Cone into ny nmind. Feel ne. Probe ne, take ne
to bits and reassenble nme in a nore conpliant image." She bent closer toward himuntil the

flawl ess skin of her face was only a few hands-breadth fromhis own. No pores, no creases on that
face. Only pinpoint pupils in the nephrite eyes. But beauty! Vile and tantalizing beauty of

i ncredi bl e age.

Ri chard strained agai nst the danps of the chair. His nmind screaned.

I hate you and violate you and di m nish you and cover you with excrement and |I call you dead! |
call you rotted! | call you withing in pain everlasting, stretched on the rack of the superficies
until the exhal ati on of the universe dies and space falls hi upon itself...

"M nus one redact."Richard fell forward. The coronet dropped fromns head to strike the stone
flags with a bell tone of finality.

"You've failed again, Richard," Epone said in a bored voice. "Inventory his possessions, Jean-
Paul . Then put himin with the others for the northern caravan to Finiah."

CHAPTER THREE

Eli zabeth Orme was so dazed by the shock of the translation that she scarcely felt the guiding
hands that urged her up the pathway toward the castle. Soneone relieved her of her pack and she
was gl ad. The soothing rmunbl e of the guide's voice carried her back to another time of pain and
fear long ago. She had felt herself awakening in a cushi oning wonb of warm sol uti on where she had
been regenerating for nine nonths in a web of tubes and wires and nonitoring devices. Her eyes

bl i nded, her skin deprived of tactile sensation by the long imrersion in ammiotic fluid, she could
neverthel ess hear a gentle hunan voice that cal ned her fear, told her she was whol e agai n and
shortly to be freed.

"Law ence?" she whinpered. "Are you all right?"

"Cone al ong now, mssy. Just cone along. You' re safe now and you' re anmong friends. We're all going

up to Castle Gateway and you'll be able to relax there. Just keep on walking |ike a good girl."
Strange how s of nmaddened animals. Open the eyes in horror and shut themagain. Were is this
pl ace?

"Castle Gateway, in the world you call Exile. Take it easy, nissy. The anphicyons can't get us.

file:/lIF|/rah/Julian%20May/May,%20Julian%20-...1e%201%20-%20The%20Many%20Coloured%?20Land.txt (49 of 165) [1/15/03 7:40:31 PM]



file:/I1F|/rah/Julian%20M ay/M ay,%20Julian%20-%20Pli ocene%620EXxi| €96201%20-%20T he%620M any%20Col oured%20L and.txt

Just up these stairs now and well have you lying down for a nice rest. Here we go."

Openi ng doors and a small roomwi th, what? Hands were pressing her to sit down, to |lie down.
Soneone lifted her feet and arranged a pill ow under her head.

Don't go away! Don't |eave ne here al one!

"I'"ll be back in just a few mnutes with the healer, mssy. W won't |et anything happen to you,
bank on that! You're a very special lady. Relax now while | get somebody to hel p you. Washroom
behi nd that curtain."

When the door closed she lay notionless until a surge of nausea rose in her gorge. Struggling up,
she lurched into the washroom and vomited into the basin. An excruciating pain | anced her brain
and she nearly col |l apsed. Leani ng agai nst the whitened stone wall, she gasped for breath. The
nausea receded and so, nore slowy, did the agony in her head. She becane aware of soneone el se
entering the room two persons speaking, arns supporting her, the rimof a thick cup pressed to
her Iips.

I don't want anything.

"Drink this, Elizabeth. It will help you."

Open. Swal | ow. There. Good. Now sit again.

A voi ce, deep and honey-rich. "Thank you, Kosta. |'lIl take care of her now. You may |eave us."
"Yes, Lord." Sound of door closing.

El i zabeth clutched the arns of her chair, waiting for the pain to come back. Wen it didn't, she
l et herself relax and slowy opened her eyes. She was sitting at a low table that held a few

di shes of food and drink. Across from her, standing beside a high wi ndow, was an extraordi nary
man. He was robed in white and scarlet and wore a heavy belt of |inked squares of gold set with
red and m | k-white genstones. Around his neck was a golden tore, thick twisted strands with an
ornamented catch in front. His fingers, holding a stoneware cup with the nedicine, were oddly
long, with prom nent joints. She wondered vaguely how he had managed to slip on the many rings
that gleaned in the norning sunlight. The nman had bl ond shoul der-length hair cut in a fringe above
his eyes, which were very pale blue, seemngly w thout pupils, and sunken deep into bony orbits.
Hi s face was beautiful despite the fine web-work of lines at the corners of his smling nouth.
He was nearly two and a half neters tall

Oh, God. Who are you? What is this place? | thought | was going back in time to Pliocene Earth.
But this is not.. . this can't be..

"Ch, but it is." Hys voice, with a nmusical lilt, was kind. "My nane is Creyn. You are indeed in
the tine-epoch known as Pliocene and on the planet Earth, which some call Exile and others the
Many- Col ored Land. You've been disoriented by your passage through the tinme-portal, perhaps nore
seriously than the rest of your conpanions. But that's understandable. |'ve given you a nild
strengthening draft that will restore you. In a few nmnutes, if you please, we'll talk. Your
friends are being interviewed now by people of our staff who welcone all new arrivals. They're
resting in roonms like this one, having a bit of food and drink and asking questions that we're
doi ng our best to answer. The guardians of the gate alerted nme to your distress. They were al so
able to perceive that you are a nost unusual traveler, which is why | aminterview ng you

mysel f..."

El i zabeth had cl osed her eyes again as the man droned easily on. Peace and relief perneated her
mnd. So there really is a Land of Exile! And I've really managed to cone into it safely. Now
can forget what 1've lost. | can build a new life.

She opened her eyes wide. The tall man's smile had becomne ironic.

"Your life will certainly be new," he agreed. "But what is |ost?"

You... can hear ne.

Yes.

She | eaped to her feet, drew breath, cried out in a shattering scream Vocalization of ecstasy.
Life found restored renewed. Gratitude.

Softly! she told herself. Draw back fromthe pinnacle. Gently. After that first mad interior |eap
go cautiously. Reach out at the sinplest possible node, at w de focus, for you are weak with
rebirth.

I/we rejoice with you Elizabeth.

Creyn. You permt shall ow question?

Shr ug.

El i zabeth slipped clunmsily beneath the surface of his smle, where a neat reticulation of data
wai ted passively for her study. But the deeper |ayers were shielded by warni ng hardness. She
snatched up the proffered informati on and got out quickly. Her throat had gone dry and her heart
pounded with the shock of the assimlation. Gently! Gently. Two nental blows within a few m nutes
on her raw tenderness. Suspend heal allow self redaction. He cannot read deeply or far. But coerce
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yes. Redact yes nost strongly. Qther abilities? No data.

She spoke out loud at last in a calmvoice. "Creyn, you are not a human being and you are not a
true operant netapsychic. These two things contradict ny experience, so that I amconfused. In the
world I cone from only persons with operant netapsychic powers are able to conmunicate in purely
ment al speech. And only six races in all our gal axy possess the genes for netability. You bel ong
to none of them My | probe deeper to | earn nore about you? "

"I regret that | cannot permit it at this time. Later there will be suitable opportunities for us
to... get to know one another."

"Are there nmany of your people here?"

"A sufficient nunber."”

In the split second that he replied she hurled a redactive deep-probe with all her strength right
bet ween his pal e-blue eyes. It bounced and shattered. She had to cry out with the viol ence of the
rebound, and the man nanmed Creyn | aughed.

El i zabeth. That was nmpbst inpolite. And it won't work.

Shane. "It was an inpulse, a social error | apologize for. In our world, no netapsychic would
dream of probing without invitation unless placed in a threat situation. |I don't know what cane
over ne."

"You' ve been di sconposed by the portal ."

Wwonder ful dreadful pitiless one-way portal! "It's nmore than that," she said, sinking back into the

chair. She did a swift tour of her mental defenses. Up and fairly secure, rawness crusting over,
fam liar patterns reasserting.

"Back on the other side," she said, "I suffered a serious brain injury. My netafunctions were
obliterated in the regeneration process. It was thought that the | oss was permanent. O herw se",
she gave it nental underlining, "I never would have been allowed to cross into Exile. Nor would I

have wanted to cone.'

We are nost fortunate. Welcone fromall Tanu

"You' ve had no other operant netas cone through?”

"A group of nearly one hundred arrived abruptly sone twenty-seven years ago. |I'msorry to say they
were unable to adapt to our local conditions." Caution, caution. Wall-up. Elizabeth nodded. "They

woul d have been fugitive rebels.

It was a sad tinme for our Galactic Mlieu ... Are all of themdead, then? AmI| the only operant in
Exile? "

Per haps not for |ong.

She braced herself on the table, rose and wal ked closer to him H s am abl e expressi on changed.

"I't is not our customto enter lightly into another's private space. | request you in courtesy to
wi t hdraw. "

Polite regret. "I sinply wanted to | ook at your golden collar. Wuld you take it off so that | can
exanmine it? It seens to be a remarkabl e piece of craftsmanship.”

Horrors! "lI'msorry, Elizabeth. The golden tore bears a weight of religious synbolismanong us. W

wear it as long as we live."

"I think | understand." She began to snile

PROBE

El i zabet h | aughed al oud. Now you nust apol ogi ze Creyn! Chagrin unease. Regrets Elizabeth. You wll
take some getting used to.

She turned away. "Wat will becone of ne?"

"You'll go to our capital city, rich Muriah on the Wiite Silver Plain. It lies in the south of
this Many-Colored Land. We'll have a wonderful welcone for you there anong the Tanu, Elizabeth.™"
She spun around and net his eyes. "Those that you rule. Wn they wel cone ne, too?"

Caution. "They will love you as they love us. Try to suspend judgenent on us until you have all of
the data. | know that there are aspects of your situation that trouble you now But have patience.
You are in no danger."

"What happens to ny friends? The people who canme through the tine-portal with me?"

"Some of themwi Il be comng to the capital. OQhers have already indicated that they prefer to go
el sewhere. We'll find good places for all of them They'll be happy."

Happy rul ed? Unfree?

"We do rule, Elizabeth, but kindly. You'll see. Don't judge until you see what we've done with
this world. It was nothing, and we've transformed it, just this little corner, into sonething

mar vel ous. "

It was too nuch... her head began to throb again and vertigo cane. She dropped back into the soft
cushions of the bench. "Were, where did you cone fron? | know every sentient race in our Mlieu
six mllion years into the future, coadunate and non. There is no people resenbling you, except
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for humans. And |'mcertain you' re not of our genus. Your nental pattern is different.”
Differences sinilarities parallels star whirlpools in countless nunbers to the utternost linit.

"l see. No one in ny future time has nmanaged intergalactic travel. W have not yet been able to
supersede the pain barrier of the necessary translation. It rises geonetrically with the increase
in distance."

Mtigant.

"How i nteresting. If it were only possible to transnmt information about that back through the
portal ."

"We can discuss this later, Elizabeth. In the capital. There are other possibilities even nore
intriguing that will be nade clear to you in Miriah." Distraction. He fingered his gold neckl et
and at once there was a tapping on the door. A nervous little man in blue stepped into the room
and saluted Creyn by placing his fingers to his forehead. The Tanu gave a regal gesture of

acknow edgenent .

"Elizabeth, this is Tully, one of our trusted interviewers. He's been talking to your conpani ons,
di scussing their plans for the future and answering their questions."”

"Have all of themrecovered fromthe passage?" she asked. "I'd like to see them Talk to them"
"In good tine, Lady," said Tully. "Al of your friends are safe and in good hands. You nustn't
worry. Some of themw |l be going south with you, while others have chosen to travel to another
city in the north. They feel their talents will be appreciated nore up there. You'll be interested
to know that caravans will be leaving here this very evening, going in both directions."

"I see." But did she? Her thoughts were nuddl ed again. She threw a tentative query at Creyn, which
he parried neatly.

Trust in me Elizabeth. Al will be well.

She turned back to the little interviewer. "I want to be sure of saying goodbye to those of ny
friends who are going north." "Certainly, Lady. It will be arranged."” The little man put a hand to
his necklet and Elizabeth | ooked at it closely. It seened identical to the one worn by Creyn
except for the dark color of the netal

Creyn. | want to put this one to the question

Di sdain. He is under our protection. Wwuld you distress himin prenature attenpts to satisfy
curiosity? Questioning would distress himvery nmuch. Perhaps permanent harm He has little data.
But do as you wish with him

"Thank you for telling ne about ny friends, Tully," she said in a gentle tone.

The man in blue | ooked relieved. "Then I'Il just run along to the next interview, shall [? I
i mgi ne Lord Creyn has already answered all of your questions about, um general nmatters.”
"Not quite all." She reached for pitcher and gl ass and poured sone of the cold drink. "But I
expect he will, in tine."

CHAPTER FOUR

No sooner had the blue-clad interrogator left the roomthan A ken Drumwas testing the wooden
door, discovering that it was |ocked, and doing sonething about it.
He used the tough gl assy needle of a |leatherworking fid to probe the slot where the brass latch
bar came through until he was able to |lift a conceal ed pawl that was preventing the notched bar
from nmovi ng. Opening the door carefully, he saw the device on the other side that activated the
| ocki ng mechanism A tiny stone fromthe floor served to jamit.
He pull ed the door shut and went creeping down the hallway, passing other closed roons where he
assuned his conrades from Goup Green were incarcerated. He wouldn't let themout yet; not unti
he | ooked things over to see how he m ght take advantage of this strange situation. There was
sonet hi ng powerful as well as peculiar at work here in the Pliocene, and it was obvious that it
woul d take nore than the sinple-mnded schemes of Stein and Richard to con the | ocal yokeb

Look out!
He darted into one of the deep wi ndow bays that overl ooked the castle's inner courtyard. Wi pping
out hi s chanel eon poncho, he hunkered down in the shadows and tried to blend i nconspicuously into
the stone fl oor.
Four sturdy guardians, led by a man in blue, went dashing down the corridor in the direction from
whi ch Ai ken had come. They never | ooked in his direction and in a nmonment the reason becane
appar ent .
There was a roar of rage in the distance and a nmuffled crash. Heavy bl ows began to ring agai nst
the inner side of one of the reception roomdoors. Aiken peered fromhis alcove intine to see the
group of castle | ackeys cringe away fromthe first door at the head of the stairway. Even fromhis
vi ewpoi nt nore than ten meters away, Aiken could see the slabs of thick oak trenble fromthe force
of rhythm c smashes.
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The guardi an in blue paused outside the door and fingered his torc in an agony of apprehension
The four other men gaped as their |eader screeched, "You let himkeep the iron axe? You stupid
turdsl™

"But, Master Tully, we put enough soporific in his beer to stun a nmstodon!"

"But not enough to even slow down this Viking maniac, that's obvious!" Tully hissed. The door
vibrated with a particularly mghty blow and the point of Stein's axe blade showed nonentarily

t hrough broken wood before it was pulled back. "He'll be out of there in minutes! Salim run for
Lord Creyn. W'll need a very large gray tore. Alert Castellan Pitkin and the security squad, too.
Kel ol o, bring nore guardians with a net. And tell Fritz to close the portcullis in case he gets
away down the stairway. Hurry! If we can net this bastard as he breaks through we m ght just

sal vage this crock of shit!"

The two guardi ans raced off in-opposite directions. A ken shrank back into the shadows. Good old
St ei ni e. Somehow he'd seen through the facade of phony goodwi Il and decided to take direct action
Drugged beer! Good God, suppose the coffee had been doped, too? He hadn't taken nore than half a
cup though. And he'd tried to play the gane their way when Tully interviewed him He felt certain
he had put hinself over as a potentially useful but harmess little cl own-handynan. Maybe they
only drugged the big, dangerous-I|ooking types.

"Hurry, hurry, hurry up, you fools!" Tully wailed. "He's breaking out!"

This time Aiken didn't dare | ook. But he heard a triunphant bellow and a squawk of splintering
wood.

"1"I'l teach you to lock me in!" Stein's voice called out "Wait till | get ny hands on that little
white-bellied prick who juiced my beer! Yah! Yah! Yah!"

A very tall figure dressed in scarlet and white went striding past Aiken's refuge, trailed by a
jangling squad of warriors, all human, wearing doned kettl e-hel nets and heavy coats of yell ow sh
scal e-ar nor.

"Lord Creyn!" came Tully's voice. "l've sent for the net and nore nmen... Ch, thank Tana! They're
here! ™

Lying flat on the floor under the poncho, A ken wornmed over the stones until he had a good view
down the corridor. Stein, yelling with each blow of the axe, had enlarged the hole in the door
until it was nearly large enough to pernit his escape. The people fromthe castle had regained
their discipline with the conming of Creyn and stood waiting.

Si x arnored nen had a strong net deployed on the floor. Two nore soldiers poised on either side of
the disintegrating door with dubs as thick as a man's arm and studded wi th rounded netal knobs.
The unarnmed guardians fell back in a protective line before the towering formof Creyn.

"Hee-yah" cried Stein, kicking the | ast obstructing pieces of oak fromthe opening. H's horned

Vi ki ng hel net popped out for an eye-blink and then w thdrew for the charge.

He enmerged with a leap that caned himnearly to the opposite side of the broad corridor, beyond
reach of the net and into the nmidst of the guardi ans gathered about their awesome master. Men in
white flung thenmsel ves at the berserker with despairing screans. Stein hewed at them both hands
swi nging the battle-axe in short vicious arcs that sheared through flesh and bone and sent

pat heti c severed things bouncing fromwalls and along the floor, fountaining crinson as they
rolled. The arnored sol diers clubbed at himw thout effect and tried to seize his arns while he
kept chopping at the barrier of living and dead nmen separating himfrom Creyn. In sonme way, Stein
knew very well who his principal eneny was.

"Il get you!" the Viking roared.

Creyn's robes showed scarcely any white now. He stood inpassively against the wall, fingering the
gol den ring about his throat. One soldier finally snatched the horned helnet from Stein's head
whi | e anot her swung a club, catching the giant at the back of the neck with a force that would
have crushed the bones of a |less heroic vertebral colum. For three |ong seconds, the Viking stood
like a grotesque statue, his axe raised within easy striking distance of Creyn's head. Then
Stein's fingers | oosened. The weapon went tunbling down behind his back. Hi s knees bent slowy and
his head fell onto his breast as the net was belatedly flung over him

One of the warriors drew a short bronze sword and rushed forward, eyes glittering. Before he could
strike, be halted as though paral yzed. Another soldier pried the blade fromhis hand.

"No one is to harmthis one," the Tanu overlord said. He noved through the shanbles until he could
| ook down upon Stein's unconscious body. Kneeling on the gory flags, Creyn held out his hand for
the short sword and used it to cut the neshes covering Stein's head. Then he took a gray neta
tore froma large pouch at his belt and fitted it about the fallen rock driller's neck

"He is harnml ess now. You nay renove the net. Take himto a fresh reception roomand clean himup
so that | may treat his wounds. He'll be nost welcone in the capital”

Ri sing, Creyn beckoned for a pair of soldiers to acconpany him All three of them nade bl oody
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footprints as they wal ked toward Ai ken's hiding place, slowed, and stopped.

"Cone out," Creyn said.

"Ch, well!" Aiken gave hima grin as he scranbled to his feet. He flourished his hat in a nock
sal ute and bowed fromthe wai st. Before he realized what was happening, Creyn bent down and
snapped sonet hi ng around his neck

Ch, Christ, Aiken thought Not ne, too!

You are a conpletely different breed of cat, Ai ken Drum and bound for nore sophisticated
anusenments than your nuscul ar friend.

Ai ken craned his head to ook into the wintry eyes far above him The Tanu's hair that had been so
sl eek and shining was clotted now with the bl ood of nmen who had died defending him died
unwi | Iingly, fromthe sound of their hopel ess screans, freed fromthe synbol and source of their
bondage only at the noment that Stein's blade severed their heads fromtheir bodies.

"l suppose you can do what you like with us. once you' ve put on these fewkin' dog collars," A ken
said bitterly, touching the thing about his own throat It was warm For one fraction of a second
he felt a flash of pleasure born in his loins go racing along his nerves like |ightning through
wires before it exited his body through tingling fingers and toes.

What the hell!

Did you like that? It's only a sanple of what we can give you. But our greatest gift will be the
fulfillment of your own potential, freeing you even as you serve us.

The way these poor sods served? Headl ess trunks piled |inbs awash in bl ood?

Amusenent. Your own tore is silver and not gray. As befits a |atent metapsychi c made operant
You're going to enjoy the Pliocene very nuch, ny | ad.

"Well, 1'lIl be damed!" Ai ken exclainmed al oud. Delight, Delight. DELIGHT! "How nany of the
functions am| strong in?"

Find out for yourself.

A built-in master control mechanismin the collar for you guys | presune.

What do you t hink?

Ai ken gave a crooked grin. "Better than gray, less than gold. Tell you what. I'Il take it!" He
fol ded his poncho carefully and stowed it back into his [unbar pouch. "Wat next, Chief?"

"We'll let you wait in a fresh reception roomfor now One with a nore effective lock. In a few
hours, you'll be leaving for our capital city, Miuriah. Don't be apprehensive. Life here in Exile

can be very pleasant."

As long as | know who's boss? Afirm
The guards hustl ed Al ken Drumthrough a door. He called over his shoul der, "Have, one of your
flunkies bring me a good stiff drink, will you, Chief? All this fighting raises a terrible thirst
ina nan."

Creyn had to laugh. "It will be done.

Then the guards slamed the door and barred it.

CHAPTER FI VE

Aneri e had heard the sounds of fighting in the corridor outside and pressed her ear to the boards
of the | ocked door to confirmher suspicions. It had to be Stein or Felice. Could one of them have
been driven insane by the shock of the translation? O was there a good reason for the violent

out bur st ?

She tore open her backpack and rumraged in the Small holder Unit for the small plass envel ope
hol di ng the cord-saw. Draggi ng one of the benches over to the wi ndow, she tucked her skirts into
her rope belt and junped up

Cut hal fway through the upper bars of the brass grille on the inside! Cut all of the way through
the bottom bars, then |l ever the whole thing outward with the top of another bench after | smash it

apart! 1 could unbraid the rug and make a rope out of the wool, but wait! The decanol e bridge
sections would work, two for a |adder and the third to cross over the area with those dam bear -
dogs,

"Ch, Sister. Wat are you doi ng?"

She whirled around, hanpered by both index fingers being engaged in the rings of the cord-saw.
Tully and a burly guardian stood at the open door. The little interviewer's tunic was covered with
dark stains.

"Pl ease come down, Sister. What a dreadfully reckless thing to think of! And all so unnecessary.
Beli eve ne, you are in no danger."

Anerie | ocked eyes with him then stepped down, resigned. The big guardian held out his hand for
the saw and she gave it to himwi thout a word. He-tucked it into one of the pockets of her pack
and said, "I'Il carry this for you, Sister."

Tully said, "W are having to expedite our usual interview program because of a nost regrettable
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accident. So if you will acconpany Shubash and me."

"I heard sounds of fighting," she said. "Who was hurt? Was it Felice? " She strode to the open
door and | ooked out into the corridor. "Merciful God!"

Guar di ans had renoved the dead and injured, and cleanup crews were sluicing the walls and fl oor
with big buckets of water; but traces of mayhem were still sickeningly apparent.

"What have you done? " Anerie cried.

"The bl ood is that of our own people.” Tully was sonber. "It was shed by your conpanion, Stein

He, by the way, is unhurt except for bruises. But five of our nmen are dead and seven others
seriously injured."

"Ch, Lord. How did it happen?"

"I"'msorry to say that Stein went berserk. It must have been a del ayed reaction to the tenpora
transl ati on. Passage through the time-portal sonetimes triggers deeply buried psychic expl osives.
We try to protect both the travel ers and ourselves by confining new arrivals to these reception
roonms for a while during the recovery period, which is why your door was | ocked."

"I"msorry about your people,” she told himwith sincere regret. "Steinie is, strange, but a dear
man when you get to know him Wat will happen to himnow? "

Tully fingered his gray collar. "W who guard the gateway have our duty and at tinmes it is a heavy
one. Your friend has received treatnment that should preclude another attack. He won't be punished
any nore than a sick man is punished for his illness . . . Now, Sister, we nust hurry you along to
the next phase of our interview The Lady Epone requires your assistance."

They passed through the dreadful hallway and down the stairs to a snmall office on the other side
of the barbican. Felice Landry was waiting alone, seated in an ordinary cushioned chair beside a
table that held a nmetal scul pture all studded with jewels. The two nen conducted Anerie inside and
wi t hdrew, cl osing the door.

"Felice! Stein has." "I know, " the athlete interrupted in a whisper. She put one gloved finger to
her lips, then sat silent, holding her eneral d-plunmed | eather helnet denurely in her lap. Wth her
hair standing out from her head and her enornmpus brown eyes wi de, she |ooked like a pretty child
waiting to be forced onstage for some sinister theatrical perfornance.

The door opened and Epone glided in. Anerie stared at the inmmensely tall figure in astoni shrment.
"Anot her sentient race?" the nun blurted out. "Here?"

Epone inclined her nmajestic head. "I will explain it to you shortly, Sister. Everything will be
clarified in good tinme. For now, | require your assistance in gaining the confidence of your young
conmpanion for a sinple test of mental abilities.” She picked up a silver coronet fromthe table
and approached Felice with it.

"No! No! | told you, I won't let you!" the girl shrieked. "And if you try to force nme, it won't
register. | know all about these rotten mind tricks!"

Epone appealed to Amerie. "Her fears are irrational. Al of the newy arrived tinmefarers consent
to the test for latent net-abilities. If we discover that you possess them we have the technol ogy
to bring themup to operancy so that you and all of the community may enjoy their benefits.”

"You want to probe ne," Felice spat out. "Certainly not. The test is a sinple calibration.”

Aneri e suggested, "Perhaps if you tested me first I"'mquite sure that nmy own MP | atencies are
mnimal. But it would probably reassure Felice if she could see just what happens in the test."
"An excellent idea," Epone said, smling.

Anerie took Felice's hand and raised her fromthe chair. She could feel the trenbling fingers even
through the | eather glove, but the enotion hidden in those unfathomabl e eyes was sonet hi ng much
different fromfear. The nun spoke soothingly. "Stand there, Felice. You can watch while | go

through this, and then if the idea still distresses you, |'msure this lady will respect your
personal convictions." She turned to Epone. "Wn't you?"
"I assure you, | mean you no harm" the Tanu worman replied. "And as Felice has said, the test wll

not give proper results unless the subject cooperates. Please be seated, Sister."

Aneri e unfastened the pin that held her black veil, then slipped off the soft white w nple that
had covered her hair. Epone set the silver coronet on the nun's brown curls.

"First we will test the farsensing function. If you would. Sister, wi thout speaking, attenpt to
tell me greetings.”

Aneri e squeezed her eyes shut. One point of the coronet acquired a faint violet spark

"M nus seven. Very weak. Now for the coercive faculty. Sister, exert all of your wllpower upon
me. Force ne to close nmy eyes."

Anmerie glowered in concentration. Another point of the coronet grew a sonewhat nore intense bl uish
sparKk.

"Mnus three. Stronger, but still far below the potentially useful range. Now | et us test
psychoki nesis. Try very hard, Sister. Levitate yourself in your chair just one centineter above
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the floor."

The resultant rosy-gold spark was hardly visible and the chair stayed firmy on the flagstones.
"Ah, a pity. Mnus eight. Relax now, Sister. In testing the creative function, we will ask you to
spin an illusion for us. dose your eyes and visualize a common object, perhaps your shoe!
suspended in mdair before you. WIlIl this object to appear before us. Try hard!"

A greenish spark like a nminiature star. And, was it really there?, the faintest phantasm of a

hi ki ng boot .

"Do you see, Felice?" the Tanu exclained. "Plus three point five!"

Anmerie's eyes popped open and the illusion vanished. "Do you nean | actually did it? "

"The coronet artificially enhances your natural creativity, converting it fromlatent to operant
Unfortunately, your psychic potential in the faculty is so low as to be virtually usel ess, even
wi t h maxi num gain."

"It figures," said the nun. "Veni creator spiritus. Don't call me, I'Il call you."

"There is one nore test, for the MP function that is to us nost inportant of all." Epone
mani pul ated the crystalline device, which had begun to flicker. Wien the glowin the jewels had
steadi ed, she said, "Look into ny eyes, Sister. Look beneath them into ny mind if you are able
to. Can you perceive what is hidden there? Can you analyze it? Collate its scattered bits back to
coherency? Heal its wounds and scars and voids of pain? Try. Try!"

Ch, poor one. You want to let nme, don't you? But... strong, too strong. Looking out at ne beating
on transparent walls so strong and now darkeni ng. Bl ack

A red spark had flared for a brief nonment, a microscopic nova. It dimed to near invisibility.
Epone si ghed.

"M nus seven ultimate redact. | would have given nuch, but enough" She renoved the coronet and
turned to Felice with a kindly expression. "WI| you pernmit nme to test you now, child?"

Felice whispered, "I can't Please don't nmake me do it."

"We can wait until later, in Finiah," Epone said. "Very likely you are a nornmal human woman, as

your friend is. But even for you, without netafaculties, we can offer a world of happi ness and
fulfillment. Al women enjoy a privileged position in the Many-Col ored-Land because so few pass
through the tine-portal. You will be cherished.”

Anerie paused in the act of restoring her headdress and said, "You should know froma study of our
custonms that sone of our priests are consecrated virgins. I'mone. And Felice is not

het erosexual ly oriented."

Epone said, "That is a pity. But given tine, you will adjust to the new status and be happy."
Felice stepped forward and spoke very quietly. "Do you nmean to tell us that wonen are sexually
subservient to nen here in Exile?"

Epone's |ips curved upward "What is subservience and what is fulfillment? It is femnine nature to
be the vessel yearning to be ruled, to be the nurturer and sustainer, to spend the self in giving
care to the bel oved other. When that destiny is denied, there can only be a void, weeping rage ..
as | and so nmany ot her wonen of ny race know only too well. We of the Tanu cane here | ong ago from
a galaxy at the farthest linmts of Earth's visibility, exiles driven forth because we refused to
nodi fy our lifestyle according to principles abhorrent to us. In many ways, this planet has been
an ideal refuge. But its atnosphere fails to screen out certain particles that are detrinental to
our reproductive capacity. Tanu wonen produce healthy children rarely and with great difficulty.
Nevert hel ess we are vowed to racial survival. W prayed through the hopel ess centuries and at

| ength Mot her Tana answered us."

A dawning realization cane to Anerie. Felice showed no enotion. The nun said, "Al of the hunan
wonen goi ng through the tinme-gate have been sterilized."

"By reversible sal pingotony," said the serene exotic.

Anerie sprang to her feet. "Even if you undo it, the genetics ", are conpatible. Qur Ship, who
brought us here (bl essed be its nenory), chose this galaxy and this world for the perfect
conmpatibility of the germplasm It was expected that aeons woul d have to ensue before we achi eved
full reproductive potential, even using the native life-formyou call ramapithicine as a nurturer
of the zygote. But we live so very long! And we have such power! So we endured until the mracle
occurred and the tine-portal opened and began sending you to us. Sister, you and Felice are young
and healthy. You will cooperate, as others of your sex have done, because the rewards are great
and the puni shments insupportable.”

"Fuck you!" said the nun.

Epone wal ked to the door. "The interviewis at an end. You will both prepare for the caravan
journey to Finiah. It is a beautiful city on the Proto-Rhine, near the site of your future

Frei burg. Humans of goodwill live happily there, served by our good little ramas so that they are
relieved of all drudgery. You will |earn contentment, believe ne." She went out and softly dosed
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t he door.

Anerie turned to Felice. "The bastards! The rotten bastards!"”

"Don't worry, Anerie," said the athlete. "She didn't test ne. That's the inportant thing. | kept
sneari ng pathetic whinings over ny thoughts all of the time that she was near ne, so if she could

read ne at all, she probably believes I'mnothing but a poor little |eather gal."
"What are you going to do? Try to escape?"
Felice's dark eyes gl owed and she | aughed out loud. "More. 1'mgoing to take 'em The whole

goddamed Il ot."

CHAPTER SI X

There were benches under the trees of the walled conmpound, but C aude Maj ewski chose to sit on the
paverment in the shade of the animal-pen partition where he could watch the living-fossil beasts
and brood. He turned the carved Zakopane box over and over in his big hands.

A fine end to your frivolity, dd Man. Sold down the river in your one hundred and thirty-third
year! And all because of a crazy whinsical gesture. Ch, you Pol acks al ways were romantic fool s!

Is that why you loved ne, Black Grl?

The really humiliating aspect was that it had taken C aude so long to figure the thing out. Didn't
he wel cone the first friendly contact, the attractive sitting roomwth the food (and the John),
all nicely calculated to soothe the frightened old poop after the stress of translation? Wasn't
Tully genial and harm ess, drawing himout and flattering himand dishing the cods wall op about
the great |ife of peace and happi ness they would all enjoy in Exile? (Al right, Tully had
overdone it just a little.) And the first sight of Epone had all but stupefied him the unexpected
presence of an exotic on Pliocene Earth nunbing his natural prudence while she neasured him found
hi m wanti ng and di sm ssed him

Even when the arned guards led himpolitely across the courtyard he had been docile as a | anb. ..
until the last m nute when they took away his pack, opened the gate, and pushed himinto the
peopl e pen.

"Easy does it, traveler," one guard had said. "You'll get your pack back later if you behave
yoursel f. Make trouble, and we have the neans to subdue you. Try to escape and you join the bear-
dogs for dinner."

Cl aude had stood there with his nouth open until a sane-looking fellow prisoner in Al pine clinbing
kit came over and led himinto the shade. After an hour or so, Caude's pack was returned by a
guard. Any equi pnent that m ght have aided in escape bad been renoved. He was told that the
vitredur woodworking tools would be returned to himwhen he was "safe" in Finiah. After the first
shock had passed off, O aude explored the people pen. It was actually a |large and wel | -shaded yard
with ornanental walls of pierced stonework nmore than three neters high, patrolled by guards. An

i ndoor extension led to a fairly confortable dormitory and a washroom The conpound hel d ei ght
wonen and thirty-three nmen. O aude recogni zed nost of them from having watched their early norning
mar ch through the auberge gardens to the Guderian cottage. They represented approxi mately one
week's bag of timefarers, with the missing ones presuned to have been sorted out by Epone's test
and shunted to sonme alternate destiny.

Cl aude soon discovered that the only one of his conrades from Group Green in the pen was Richard
He lay in an oninous sleep on one of the dormtory bunks. He would not awaken when the old nan
shook him by the shoul der

"W've a few others like him" said the Alpine clinber. H's face was |ong, weathered, and finely
winkled with the indeterm nate m ddl e-aged | ook of decayi ng rejuvenation. He bad hunorous gray
eyes and ash-coloured hair beneath his Tyrol ean hat. "Sone people just seemto drop out of it,

poor devils. Still, they're better off than the Lizzy who hanged herself day before yesterday. You
ot today are the |ast of the week's consignnent. Tonight we'll nove out. Just be glad you haven't
had to stick it out here for six days |like sone of us."

"Did any try to escape?"  aude asked.

"A few before | cane. A Cossack naned Prischchepa frommy group. Three Pol ynesi ans yesterday. The
bear-dogs even ate their feathered cloaks. Pity. Do you like recorder nmusic? | feel like a bit of
Purcell. Nane's Basil Wnborne, by the way."

He sat down on a vacant bunk, took out a wooden flute, and began to play a plaintive nelody. The
old man recalled that Bryan had often whistled snatches of it. Claude listened for a few minutes,
then wandered back outsi de.

O her tinme-travelers were reacting to their inprisonnent according to their individual psychol ogy.
An aging artist bent over a sketch pad. Side by side under a tree sat a young couple dressed as
Yankee pi oneers, caressing one another in oblivious passion. Five Gypsy nmen argued
conspiratorially and practiced cl ose-conbat |lunges with invisible knives. A perspiring niddle-aged
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male in a rabbit-trimed toga and ki dskin dom no kept denmanding that the guards give him back his
di sci pline. Two Japanese ronin, sans swords but otherwi se attired in handsone fourteenth-century
arnmor, were playing goban with a decanole board. A lovely woman veiled in rainbow chiffon resol ved
her tensions in dance; the guards outside had to keep discouraging her fromclinbing up the walls
and | eaping into space like a billow butterfly, crying, "Paris, adieu!" In a shady spot sat an
Australoid black man in a crisp white shirt, riding breeches, and el astic-sided boots; the four
tiny speakers of his music library were arranged about him endlessly alternating "Der Erlk”nig"
with an antique cut of WII Bradley's "Celery Stalks at Mdnight." A fellow dressed in jester's
nmotl ey juggled three silver balls with persistent |lack of skill before an audi ence of an elderly
wonman and her Shi h-Tzu puppy, which never tired of chasing the balls. Perhaps the nost pathetic of
the prisoners was a tall robust man with a gi nger beard and hol | ow eyes, beautifully accoutered in
imtation chainmail and a nedieval knight's silken surtout enblazoned with a golden lion. He
strode about the conmpound in a frenzy of agitation, peering through the holes in the wall and
crying, "Asian! Asian! \Were are you now that we need you? Save us fromla belle dame sans merril"”
Cl aude decided that he was up a very shitty creek i ndeed. For sone perverse reason he felt al npst
pl eased wi th hinsel f.

He picked up a fallen leafy twig and poked it through one of the ornanental apertures into the

adj acent ani mal corral

"Here, boy. Here, boy,"

One of the creatures on the other side of the wall pricked Its tufted, horse-like ears and anbl ed
over for a taste. Claude watched it in delight as it first nipped off the leaves with tiny
cropping teeth, then chanped the woody parts with its strong nolars. Wen the tidbit was
swal | owed, the aninal gave hima | ook that plainly reproached his |ack of generosity, so he got it
nore | eaves

It was a chalicothere, a menber of one of the npbst peculiar and fascinating famlies of Cenozoic
manmal s. Its body was massive and deep-chested, nearly three nmeters long and with & horse-like
neck and head that testified to its perissodactyl affinities. Its front |egs were sonewhat | onger
than the hind ones and at |east twice as stout as those of a draft horse. In-stead of termnating
in hoofs, the feet bore three toes ending in huge senitractile claws. The inner ones on the front
feet were nearly the size of a human hand, with the others only half as |arge. The chalicothere's
body was clothed in a short hairy coat of bluish gray, dotted with white spots about the wthers,
flanks, and hindquarters. Its tail was rudinmentary, but the creature did boast a fine nane of |ong
bl ack hair, a black streak down the spine, and flashy black featherings at the fetlocks. The
intelligent eyes were set a bit farther forward on the skull than those of a horse and were
fringed with heavy bl ack | ashes that the beast batted fetchingly. It wore a | eather bridle and was
t horoughly donesticated. The corral held at |least sixty of the animals, nost of them dapple-gray,
with occasional white or sorrel individuals.

The Pliocene sun ascended over the barbican and finally shone directly into the courtyard, driving
all but the nost hardy prisoners into the relative cool ness of the stone dornmitory. A surprisingly
decent noon neal of bayl eaf-seasoned stew, fruit, and wi ne punch was served. C aude again tried
vainly to awaken Richard and finally stowed the pirate's food under his bunk. After |unch nost of
the prisoners retired for a siesta, but C aude went back outside to pace his digestion into

submi ssion and specul ate on his fate.

About two hours later, stablehands dressed in gray began toting in |arge baskets of gnarled tubers
and fat roots resenbling mangel wurzels. They dunped these into troughs for the animals. Wile the
chalicotheres were feeding, the men nucked out the pen with big twig broons and wooden shovel s,
dunped the manure into wheeled carts, and trundled it off toward the corridor |eading to the
castle's postern gate. Two of the hands stayed behind with a portable punp apparatus, which they
imersed in the central fountain. Wile one man punped a stirrup, the other unreeled a stiff
canvas hose with which he washed the floor of the corral, the excess water draining off into
gutters. \When the pavenent was clean, he turned the spray onto the feeding aninmals. They uttered
whi ckers and squeal s of delight.

The ol d pal eontol ogi st nodded with satisfaction. Water |overs. Root eaters. So chalicotheres were
deni zens of the danp semtropical forest or nuddy river bottom ands. And they did use their claws
to dig for roots. A minor nystery of pal eobi ol ogy was solved, for him at least. But were the
prisoners actually going to have to ride such archaic steeds? The beasts wouldn't be as fast as
horses, but they | ooked as though they had a | ot of endurance. And their gait. C aude w nced. If
one of those creatures cantered with himaboard, his old knees and hip joints were going to
shatter |ike antique Christmas-tree ornanents.

A sound in the shadowed cl oi ster caught his attention. Soldiers were | eading two new prisoners to
t he back door of the conpound, which opened into the dornmitory. C aude saw a waving green plune
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and a glinpse of black and white. Felice and Aneri e!

He hurried inside and was standing there as the two wonmen were led into the prison. One guard put
down their packs, which he had carried, and said in a friendly fashion, "Wn't be long to wait
now. Better get sonething to eat fromthe |eftovers on the table over there."

The knight errant cane running over to themwith a tragic expression. "lIs Asian on his way? Have
you seen him good Sister? Perhaps this warrior-maid is of his entourage! Asian nust conme or we be
dooned! "

"Ch, piss off," muttered Felice.

Gl aude took the knight by one nmailed elbow and |ed himto a bunk near the other door. "Stay here
and watch for Asian." The nman nodded solemmly and sat down. Sonewhere in the di mess, another
prisoner was weepi ng. The Al pinist was playing "G eensl eeves" on his recorder

Wien Cl aude returned to his friends, he found Felice rooting in her pack and cursing. "All

nm ssing! The arbal est, mny skinning knives, the ropes, just about every damm thing | night have
used to get us out of here! "

"You might as well forget it," Claude told her. "If you resort to violence, they'|l collar you
That fellow playing the flute told ne about a prisoner who went bonkers and attacked a ness
attendant. Sol diers clubbed himdown and put one of those gray nmetal neck-rings on him Wen he
st opped scream ng and recovered his senses, he was as nild as nilk. Couldn't get the collar off,
either. "Felice swore nore eloquently. "Are they planning to collar us all, then?"

Cl aude gl anced around, but nobody was paying the slightest attention to them "Evidently not. As
nearly as | can judge, the gray collars are a crude type of psycho regul ator, probably linked to
the gol den ones worn by the Lady Epone and other exotics. Not all of the castle personnel wear
collars. Soldiers and guardi ans do, and straw bosses |like the worthy Tully. But the stabl ehands
don't have collars, and neither do the ness attendants."

"Not in sensitive positions? " suggested the nun

"Or maybe the hardware is in short supply,” O aude said.

Felice frowned. "That could be. It would need a sophisticated technol ogy to manufacture things
like that. And so far, this outfit |ooks dam M ckey Muse. Did you see how that m nd calibrator
kept fritzing out? And no running water in those reception roons."

"They didn't bother to take any of my pharmaceuticals," said Anerie. "The collars must protect the
guards from any druggi ng we might be tenpted to try. Handy gadgets. No slave overseer should be
wi t hout some."

"They may not need to collar people to keep them down," C aude said, grim He gestured at the
dormtory's listless inmates. "Just look at this crem Afewlively ones tried to escape and they
were fed to the bear-dogs. | think that nost folks falling into a nightmare like this are so
traumati zed that they just float for a while and hope things won't get worse. The guards are
cheerful and spin yarns about the good life waiting for us. The food's not bad. Wuldn't you just
take it easy and see what devel ops, instead of fighting it?"

"No," said Felice.

Aneri e added, ' The women's expectations aren't quite so rosy, Claude.” She told himtersely of
their interview with Epone, and of the origins and reproductive predi canent of the exotic race.
"So while you may be able to Iive peacefully building | og cabins, Oaude, Felice and | are going
to be turned into brood-mares."

"Damm themnl " whispered the old man. "Damm them " He stared at his big hands, still strong, but

bl otched with liver spots and corded with blue veins. "I wouldn't be worth a fart in a teacup in
any real dustup. What we really need is Stein.”

"They took him" Anerie said, and explained how Tully told her that the Viking had been "treated"
to prevent further trouble. They all knew what that had to nean.

"Are any of the others here?" Felice asked.

"Just Richard," said the old nan. "But he's been asleep ever since | was put in here this norning.
I couldn't wake him either. Maybe you ought to take a ook at him Anerie."

The nun took her pack and foll owed O aude to Richard's bunk. It was surrounded by enpty beds for a
reason that was easily apparent. The sleeping man had soiled hinself. Hs arns were folded tightly
over his breast and his knees were drawn up nearly to his chin.

Anerie lifted one eyelid, then took his pulse. "Jesus, he's close to catatonic. What could they
have done to hinP"

She searched in her pack and came up with a mnini doser, which she pressed to Richard's tenple. As
the bul bl et coll apsed and the powerful drug entered the unconscious nan's bl oodstream he gave a
fai nt noan.

"There's a chance this mght bring himaround if he's not too far gone,
will you guys help ne clean himup?"

the nun said. "Meanwhil e,
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"Right,", said Felice, starting to shuck her arnmor. "H s pack's here. He ought to have other

cl ot hes. "

"1"I'l get water," C aude said. He headed for the washroom where there was a stone tank supplied
by a conduit fromthe fountain. He filled a wooden bucket and brought soap and quantities of rough
towels. As he sl oshed back between the bunks, one of the Gypsies eyed him

"You help your friend, old man. But nmaybe he's better off the way he is. Useless to them"

A woman with a hairless head clutched at him She wore winkled yell ow robes and her Oriental face
was ravaged by scars, an unusual sight Perhaps they were part of her religious devotion. "W
wanted to be free," she croaked. "But these nonsters from another galaxy will enslave us. And the
worst of it is, they |Iook hunan."

Claude pulled away fromher. Trying to ignore other cries and whi spers, he nade his way to

Ri chard' s bed.

"I gave him another shot," Anerie said grimy. "It'll bring himaround or kill him Damm, if only
we could give hima sugar drip."

The kni ght gave a shout "They're starting to saddle the faerie steeds! WIl| soon be on our way to
Nar ni a! "

"See what's going on, Caude," Felice ordered.

He pushed through others who were hurrying outside and nanaged to get dose to the perforated wall
nearest the central court Stablehands were | eading pairs of chalicotheres fromthe corral to ranks
of hitching rails across the yard. Mrre servitors brought out piles of tack and started pl acing
pads on the ani mals' backs. To one side, eight of the beasts were segregated for specia

treatment, their bronze-studded harness and other equi prent marking them as sol diers' nounts.

An anmused voice at C aude's shoul der said, "Don't seemto think well need nmuch guarding on the
trip, do they?" It was Basil, the Al pine hiker, watching the proceedings with interest "Ah!
There's the explanation. Catch the clever nodification of the stirrups?"

Bronze chai ns dangled fromthem They were padded with narrow | eat her sl eeves and woul d probably
hang | oosely enough about the ankle to be only mnimally unconfortabl e when fastened.

The saddling took sone tinme and the sun westered behind the castle. It was obvious that they were
schedul ed for a night march in order to avoid daytine heat on the savanna. A squad of four
troopers led by an officer wearing a short blue cloak cane marching to the conpound gate and
unbarred it. The soldiers were attired in light bronze kettle-hel nets and pi ece-arnor, worn over
tan shirts and shorts. They were armed with intricately pulleyed conpound bows, bronze short
swords, and vitredur lances. As the soldiers entered the pen, the prisoners fell back. The officer
addressed the crowd in a matter-of-fact voice.

"Al'l you travelers! It's nearly tine to nove out of here. |'myour caravan | eader, Capta

Wal demar. W' re gonna get to know each other pretty good in the next week or so. | know you've had
a hard tinme, sone of you, staying in this hot conmpound while you waited for the contingent to be
conplete. But things will be better soon. W're on our way north to the city of Finiah, where
you'll be making your honme. It's a good place. A lot cooler than here. The journey is about four
hundred kil ometers and it will take us about six days. W'Ill go by night for two days here in the
hot country, then switch to day travel when we hit the Hercyni an Forest.

"Now, you travelers, Listen! Don't give ne any trouble and you'll get good food at stations al ong
the way. Fuck up and you'll be short-rationed. Make nme really unhappy and you won't eat at all.
Any of you travelers who think you' d Like to escape, just think about the fossil zoo waiting
bright-eyed and bushy-tailed for stragglers on foot. W got sabertooth cats |ike superlions and
hyenas the size of grizzly bears. W got wild boars bigger'n oxen that take a human leg off with
one bite. W got rhinos and mastodons that'll stonp you to death if they even catch sight of you
And t he dei notheriunms, the hoe-tusker el ephants, they like to use people for cute tug-o'-war ganes
and then dance on the pieces! They only stand four or five neters at the shoul der, by the way. You
escape the big buggers and you can get nailed by the small fry. The creeks are full of pythons and
crocs. The woods have poi sonous spiders with bodies Like peaches and fangs Li ke gaboon vipers. You
get away fromthe aninmals and the Firvulag will track you down and play devil-tunes on your m nd
until you go nad or die fromthe horrors.

"I't's bad out there, travelers! It's not the pretty Eden world they told you about in A D. 2110.
But nobody has to worry if they stick with the caravan. You' re gonna ride those critters that you
been [ ooking at in the pen next door. They're chali-cotheres, kind of a distant relative of the
horse, and we call 'emchalikos. They're smart and they like people, and with those claws they
have, nothing nesses with 'em much. Be nice to your chaliko. He's transportation and a bodyguard

i n one package. .

"Now, in case any of you travelers feel like riding off into the tall tinber, forget it. These
tores, these necklets that us soldiers wear, they let us keep conplete control of the chalikos.
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You | eave the driving to us. And we'll have trai ned anphi cyons ranging along the flanks of the
caravan. Those bear-dogs know that any rider who tries to Light out is fair neat. So |live cool and
we'll all have a good ride. "Right! Now | want you to get your stuff together. You can either
transfer your things from packs into saddl ebags or just lash your rig behind the cantle of the
saddl e. | understand two of you have pet animals with you. W'l have panni er baskets that they
can ride in. The guy that brought the pregnant goat . . . your animal will have to stay here unti
the weekly trade and supply caravan brings it on. Mdst of your proscribed tools and weapons and
the bul ky stuff taken fromyou when you first arrived will be carried on our pack animals. You may
get nost of the things back eventually, if you behave.

"Everything clear? Right! |I want all of you lined up here, two by two and ready to ride, in half
an hour. When you hear a big bell ring you know you got five minutes to line up or it's your ass.
That's all!"

He turned on his heel and marched out with his detail follow ng. They didn't even bother to bar
the gate.

Murrmuri ng, the prisoners began shuffling back inside to gather their bel ongings. O aude reflected
that night travel was another denoralizing factor calculated to stifle notions of escape, as were
the inflated descriptions of Pliocene fauna. Spiders as big as peaches for sooth! Next it would be
the Gant Rat of Sumatra! On the ot her hand, the anphicyons were a real enough nenace. He wondered
how fast they could run on those primtive digitigrade feet. And what in the world were the

hor rendous Firvul ag?

Across the yard another party under guard was energing fromthe gatehouse. Hostlers cut out six
aninmate fromthe nmain renuda and led themto a nounting platform C aude saw one slimfigure in
gold I am being hel ped aboard a saddl ed chali ko, and there was another standing by in a scarlet
junpsuit and a third.

"Ai ken!" the old man shouted. "Elizabeth! It's me! C aude!"

The figure in red began to renmobnstrate with anot her bl ue-caped captal of the guard. The arguing
got | ouder and |ouder and finally Elizabeth stanped her foot and the man shrugged. She broke from
the group and ran across the courtyard, the officer following at |eisure. She pulled open the
peopl e-pen gate and threw herself into the white-haired pal eontologist's arns. "Kiss ne," she

whi spered breathlessly. "You're supposed to be ny |over."

He folded her to his breast while the soldier eyed himwth interested specul ation. Elizabeth

said, "They're sending us to the capital, Mriah. My metafunctions are returning, Caude! |I'm
going to do ny best to get away. If | do, I'Il try to help you all, sonehow "
"That's enough now, Lady," said the soldier. "I don't care what Lord Creyn told you. You' ve got to

get ready to ride."

"Goodbye, Claude." She gave hima real kiss, full on the Iips, before she was hurried back across
the courtyard and hel ped onto her nount. One of the soldiers fastened the slender chains about her
ankl es.

Cl aude rai sed one hand. "Goodbye, Elizabeth."

From a covered area beyond the main animal pen canme a najestic figure riding a snowwhite chaliko
with scarlet and silver trappings. The captal saluted. Then he and two soldiers swng into their
saddl es. A commrand rang out.

"A'l ready! Portcullis up!"

The file of ten riders went slowy into the arched passage of the barbican. There was a distant
excited howing fromthe bear-dogs. The last prisoner in line turned to wave at C aude before he
di sappeared into the shadowed openi ng.

And goodbye to you, Bryan, thought the old man. | hope you find your Mercy. One way or another

He went back into the dornmitory to help with Richard, feeling old and weary and not at all pleased
with hinmself any nore.

CHAPTER SEVEN

The party of ten forned up to ride two by two as soon as they had quit Castle Gateway. Creyn and
his captal led and the two soldiers followed behind the snmall group of prisoners. The sun was just
down and they travel ed eastward into the dusk, down the gradual slope of the plateau toward the
twilit R'hne-Sa“ne Valley. Elizabeth sat easily in her saddle, eyes closed and hands cl asped on
the ponmel while the reins lay free. It was fortunate that the chaliko did not require guidance
fromits rider; because Elizabeth was fully occupied in |istening.

Li sten... but be unaware of the sounds nade by the nounts plodding over soft earth. Do not hear
the crickets, the frogs tuning up in the msty swales scattered in the hollows of the tabl el and.
Be deaf to the birds' evensong, the distant yel ping of hyaenid emerging for the night's hunt, the
mur mur i ng voi ces of companion riders. Listen not with the ears but with the newy recovered
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met apsychi ¢ farsensing faculty.
Reach out afar, afar. Search for other minds |ike your own, other speakers, other please-Cod
truepeopl e. (Shane on you for that, arrogant sickee, but be forgiven just this once.)
Listen, listen! The reborn ultrasense is not yet fully operant, and yet there are things to be
heard. Here in the party: the guarded exotic consci ousness of Creyn in converse with his captal
dar k- mi nded Zdenko, the two conceal ed behind a tore-generated screen easily breached; but
forebear, since they would be aware of the penetration. Pass over Aiken and the other silver-tore
prisoners, the man Raimo and the wonan Sukey, their infantile nental babblings as grating as the
efforts of fledgling violinists inportuning the ears of a cranky virtuoso. Ignore the gray-torced
guards and poor unconscious Stein, and Bryan with his brain still unfettered except by chains of
his own forging. Leave themall and journey afar.
Li sten back at the castl e where another exotic voice is, yes, singing. Lesser notes of silver and
gray respond in dimechoing of the golden tone. Listen ahead, closer to the great river, to a
complex alien nmutter: exultation, inpatience, anticipated dark joy, cruelty. (Drop that horrid
thing until later.) Listen farther east, north, northwest, and south. Perceive other
concentrations, golden anorphous clots betokening the presence of still nore of the artificially
enhanced exotic mnds, their thoughts too nunerous and unfocused for your conval escent nmind to
sort, their harnonies and occasi onal peaks of power so strange, yet so achingly fanmliar in their
resenbl ance to the netapsychic networks of the dear lost Mlieu
Listen to the anomalies! Soft gibberings and puerile thrusts. O her unhuman ni nds, unaugnented by
tores, perhaps genui nely operant? \Wat? Who? Where? Data inconclusive, but there are many. Listen
to faint traceries of dread-patterns and pai n-patterns and resignation-|loss-patterns comng from
God knew where or what. Shrink back. Press past them and beyond, |istening. Listening.
That! A fleeting contact fromthe north that wi nks out in a spasm of apprehension as soon as you
touch it. Tanu? Enhanced hunan far-speaker? Call out, but receive no response. Project friendship
and need, but hear no answer . . . Perhaps you inmagined it after all.
Li sten afar, afar. Sound the entire Exile world. Are any of you here, sisters and brothers of the
m nd? Do any farsense in the uniquely human node that the exotics cannot know? Answer Elizabeth
O e farspeaker redactor searcher hoper prayer! Answer...
Pl anet aureol e. Emanations of lower life-forns. Mental whispers fromnornmal humanity. The jabber
of the Tanu and their torced nminions. An anbi guous nurnur fromthe other side of the world,
evanescent as a renenbered dream It is real or reverberate? Inagination or reality? Track it,
| ose it. Hover despairingly and know that it never was. The Earth is nute.
Go out beyond the worl d-hal o and perceive the diapason roar of the hidden sun and the thinner
arpeggi os of stars near and distant, tingling with their own planets and |ife. No neta-psychic
humani ty? Then call to the ancient-in-your-day Lylm k race, frail artisans of nental prodigies...
but they do not yet exist Call to the Krondaku, brothers-nental despite their fearsone bodies .
but they, too, are a race still in enbryo, as are the G, the Poltroyans, and the rude Sinbiari.
The living universe is uncoadunate, mnd still chained to matter. The Mlieu is in its chil dhood
and Bl essed Di anond Mask unborn. There is no one to answer.
El i zabet h wi t hdr ew.
Her eyes behel d her own hands, the dianond ring synbolic of her profession faintly |um nous,
nocki ng. Banal mental inmages |apped and splattered her. The wi de-open subvocalization of the
soldier Billy, brooding over the ageing but available charms of a fenale tavern keeper at a pl ace
call ed Roniah. The ot her guard, Seung Kyu, preoccupied with a wager he plans to make upon sone
contest, the outcome of which mght now be nodified by the participation of Stein. The capta
broadcasting pain waves froma boil in his arnpit that is aggravated by the bronze breastpl ate of
his Iight arnor. Stein seeningly asleep calned by his gray tore. Aiken and the wonan named Sukey
weavi ng a crude but effective screen over sone nental shenani gans. Creyn now deep in verba
conversation with the anthropol ogi st, discussing the evolution of Tanu society since the opening
of the tine-portal
El i zabeth wove a shield behind which she could nmourn, inpervious as the dianond of her future
patron saint. And when it was finished she let the bitter sorrow and rage bl aze up. She wept for
the irony of having fled fromloneliness and bereavenent, only to encounter it transformed and
fresh. Cocooned, wapped in the fire of loss, she drifted. Her face was as tranquil as that of a
statue in the bright Iight of the Pliocene stars, her nmnd as inaccessible as they.
" the Ship had no way of knowing that this sun was shortly to enter into a prol onged period of
instability, triggered by a nearby supernova. Wthin a hundred years of our arrival, only one
conceptus in thirty survived until term O those that were born, only about half were normal. W
live long, by hunan standards, but we faced extinction unless the disaster could sonehow be
amel i orated. "
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"You couldn't sinmply pack up and | eave?"

"Qur Ship was a living organism It died heroically when it brought us to Earth, naking an
intergal actic | eap unprecedented in the history of our race ... No, we could not |eave. W had to
find another solution. The Ship and its Spouse had chosen Earth for us because of a basic
conpatibility between our plasm and that of the highest native life-form the ramapithecines. This
enabl ed us to donminate themwi th our tore technol ogy."

"To enslave them you nean?"

"Why use such a pejorative term Bryan? Did your people speak of enslaving chinpanzees or whal es?
The ramas are scarcely nore sentient. O would you have had us live in a Stone Age cul ture? W
canme here voluntarily in order to follow an ancient lifestyle no | onger permissible on the worlds
of our galaxy. But we hardly desired to subsist on roots and berries or live in caves."

"Perish the thought. So you made the ramas your servants and went your nerry way until the sun
went spotty. And then your genetic engineers found a new use for the ramas, | presune."

"Don't equate our technology with your own, Bryan. At this late stage of our racial life we are
very poor engineers, genetic, or otherwise. All we were able to do was utilize the ran? fenal es as
pl anting beds for our fertilized ova. It increased our reproductive rate only slightly and was a
| ane expedi ent at best. You can see how the arrival of hunman tune-travelers, genetically
conpatible and virtually immune to the effects of the radiation, would seem providential to us."
"Ch, very. Still, you have to adnit that the advantages are nostly one-sided."

"Are you so certain of that? Recall what kind of misfit human bei ngs make the decision to cone to
Exile. W Tanu have a great deal to offer them Better things than they ever dreamed possible, if
they possess latent netafunctions. And we really ask so little in return.”

Sonet hi ng cane j abbi ng Eli zabet h.

Stop that.

Jabj abj ab.

Go away.

Jab. Jabjab. Come out help |I've screwed it,

Stop smal |l pecking childm nd A ken

JAB!

Vexi ng i nsect swat you Ai ken! Bother soneone el se.

Jabscrat chPOUND. Danmit Elizabeth she's going to bollix up STEIN

Slowy, Elizabeth turned in her saddl e and stared at the rider next to her. Aiken's mind nattered
on as she brought into focus a woman-formin dark flow ng robes. Sukey. A tense face with plunp
cheeks and a button nose. Indigo eyes set too closely together for beauty, glazed with panic.

El i zabeth went into her without invitation and grasped the situation in an instant, |eaving A ken
and the late-arriving Creyn to watch fromoutside in hel pl ess inpotence. Sukey was in the grip of
Stein's enraged nind, her sanity al nost overwhel med by the nental power of the wounded man. It was
pl ai n what had happened. Sukey was a potentially strong latent redactor and her new silver tore
had made the netafunction operant. Egged on by A ken, she had tested her ability by snooping into
Stein, intrigued by the apparent hel pl essness of the sleeping giant. The young wonan had sli pped
in beneath the | ow | evel neural bath generated by the gray tore, which Creyn had set up to soothe
the berserker and bl ock out residual pain fromhis healing injuries. Under this Iid, Sukey had
seen the pitiful state of Stein's subconscious mnd, the old psychic ulcerations, the newy torn
rents in his self-esteem all gurging about in a mael strom of suppressed viol ence.

The tenpter had whi spered to Sukey, and her innate conpassion had responded. She had begun a
hopel essly inconpetent redact operation on Stein, confident that she could help him but the brute
resident in the pain-filled Viking soul had reared up and attacked her for her neddling. Now both
Sukey and Stein were caught in a fearsone conflict of psychoenergies. |f the antagoni smwere not
pronptly resolved, the outconme could be total personality disjunction for Stein and inbecility for
t he wonan.

El i zabet h sent one bl azing thought to Creyn. She dove in and fol ded the great w ngs of her own
redactability about the frenzied pair. The young wonan nmind was flung uncerenoniously out, to be
fielded by Creyn, who | et Sukey down easily and then watched with a respect tinged by sone ot her
enotion as the m schief was undone.

El i zabeth wove restraints, stopped the psychic whirlpool, calned the heaving pit of fury. She

pl ucked away the jerry-built mnd-alteration structure confected by Sukey, with its naive and

i mpudent drai nage channel s that were too puny for true catharsis. She bore Stein's danaged ego up
with loving force while nelting the edges of the wounds and pressing the torn parts back so that
heal i ng coul d begin. Even the ol der psychic abcesses swelled and burst and vented sone of their
poi son through her. Hum liation and rejection dimnished. The father-nonster shrank toward

pat hetic humanity and the nother-lover |ost sone of her vesture of fantasy. Stein-Awakened | ooked
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into Elizabeth's mirror of healing and cried out. He rested.

El i zabet h energed

The party of riders had cone to a halt, crowding closely around Elizabeth and her nount. She
shivered in the sultry evening air. Creyn took his own soft scarlet-and-white cloak and draped it
about her shoul ders.

"I't was magnificent, Elizabeth. None of us, not even Lord Dionket, our greatest, could have done
better. They are both safe."

"It still isn't conplete,"” she forced herself to say. "I can't finalize him Hs will is very
strong and he resists. This took, all | have now "
Creyn touched the circle of gold about his neck. "I can deepen the neural envel ope generated by

his gray tore. Tonight, when we reach Roniah, we will be able to do nore for him He will recover
in a few days."

Stein, who had not once noved during the netapsychic inbroglio, uttered a vast sigh. The two

sol diers disnounted and cane to adjust his saddle cantle so that it became a high supporting
backrest .

"There's no danger of his falling now,'
had better ride on."

Bryan denmanded, "W/I| sonebody tell ne what the hell is going on?" Lacking a tore, he had mssed a
great deal of the byplay, which had been tel epathic.

A stocky man with tow colored hair and a vaguely Oriental cast to his features pointed a finger at
Ai ken Drum "Ask that one. He started it."

Ai ken grinned and twi ddled his silver tore. Several white noths appeared suddenly out of the

dar kness and began orbiting Sukey's head in a crazy halo. "Just a little do-goodery gone baddery!"
"Stop that," Creyn conmanded. The noths flew away. The tall Tanu addressed Aiken in a tone of
vei |l ed menace. "Sukey was the agent, but it is obvious that you were the instigator. You amused
yoursel f by placing your friend and this inexperienced woman in nortal danger."

Ai ken's golliwog face was unrepentant "Ah. She seened strong enough. Nobody forced her to ness
with him"

Sukey spoke up. Her voice had a ring of stubborn self-righteousness. "I was only trying to help

He was in desperate need! None of the rest of you seemed to care!"

Creyn said with asperity, 'This was not the tine or the place to undertake a difficult redaction
Stein woul d have been treated in good tine."

"Let me get this straight,” said Bryan. "She tried to alter his mnd?"

"She tried to heal him" Elizabeth said. "I suppose Aiken urged her to try out her new
metabilities, just as he's been testing his own. But she couldn't handle it"

"Stop tal king about nme as though | were a child!" Sukey exclained. "So | bit off nore than | could
chew. But | neant well!"

There was a harsh | augh fromthe towhead, whose silver tore was nearly concealed by a plaid

Creyn said. "We'll make himnore confortable later. Now we

flannel shirt. He wore heavy twill trousers and woodsman's boots with lug soles. "You neant well!
Sonme day that'll be humanity's epitaph! Even that dammed Madane CQuderian neant well when she | et
peopl e pass into this hell-world."

Creyn said, "It will be hell for you only if you nake it so, Rainp. Now we nust ride on

Eli zabeth, if you feel able, would you hel p Sukey to understand sonething of her new power? At

| east advise her of the linmtations she nust accept for now. "

"l suppose | had better."

Ai ken rode close to scowing Sukey and patted her shoulder in a brotherly fashion. "There now,
sweets. The past mistress of nmind-bendery will give you a flash course, and then you can work on
me! | guarantee not to gobble you alive. W'll have lots of fun while you strai ghten out the Kkinks
in ny poor little evil soul!"

Eli zabeth's mi nd reached out and gave Ai ken a tweak that made hi m squawk out |oud. "Enough of you
my lad. Go practice working your will on bats or hedgehogs or sonething."

"1"I'l give you bats," Aiken prom sed darkly. He urged himnmunt forward along the wi de track, and
t he caval cade began to nobve once nore.

El i zabet h opened to Sukey, gentling the woman's fear and disconfiture. | would like to help you.
Little mindsister. Be at ease. Yes? (Bl oody-m nded stubborn chagrin breaki ng down slowy.) Ch why
not. | did nmake a terrible hash of it.

Al'l over now. Relax Let me know you..

Sue- Gven Davi es, aged twenty-seven, born and raised on the last of the Ad Wrld orbital col onies.
A former juvenile officer full of sturdy enpathy and naternal concern for her wetched young
clients. The adol escents of the satellite had nmounted an insurrection, rebelling against the
unnatural |ife chosen for them by technocratic idealist grandparents, and the MIlieu had bel atedly
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rul ed that the col ony nust be di sbhanded. Sukey Davi es had rejoiced even as her job becane
redundant. She had no loyalty to the satellite, no philosophical commitnent to the experinment that
had beconme obsol ete at the very nonment that the Great Intervention conmenced. Al of Sukey's
wor ki ng hours had been spent trying to cope with children who stubbornly resisted the conditioning
necessary for life in an orbiting beehive.

Wien the satellite colony was term nated, Sukey canme down to Earth, that world seen below for so
many achi ng years. Paradi se and peace exi sted down there. She was sure of it! Earth was Eden. But
the real pronised | and was not to be found on Earth's mani cured, busy continents.

It was inside the planet.

El i zabeth canme up short. Sukey's m nd was noderately intelligent, strong-willed, kindly, latent in
hi gh redactability and noderate farsense. But Sukey Davies was also firmy convinced that the

pl anet Earth was holl ow Q4 d-fashioned nicrofiche books snuggled onto the satellite by bored
eccentrics and cultists had introduced her to the ideas of Bender and G annini and Pal ner and
Bernard and Souza. Sukey had been enthralled by the notion of a hollow Earth lit by a small

central sun, a land of tranquillity and invincible goodness, peopled by dwarfish gentl efol k
possessing all wi sdom and delight Had not the ancients told tales of subterranean Asar, Aval on

the Elysian Fields, Ratmansu, and U tinma Thul e? Even Buddhi st Agharta was supposed to be connected
by tunnels to the | anaseries of Tibet. These dreans seened not at all outrceto Sukey, the in

habi tant of the inside surface of a twenty-kilometer-1long spinning cylinder in space. It was

| ogi cal that Earth be hollow, too. So Sukey cane down to the Ad Wrld, where people sniled as she
expl ai ned what she was | ooking for. Quite a few hel ped relieve her of her severance pay as she
pursued her quest. There were not, she discovered from expensive personal inspection, mrage-
shi el ded pol ar apertures leading to the planetary interior, as clainmed by sone of the old witers;
nor was she able to gain entrance to the underworld via the purported caves in Xizang. Finally she
had gone to Brazil, where one author said there was a tunnel to Agharta located in the renote
Serra do Roncador. An old Miurcego |Indian, sensing an additional gratuity, told her that the tunne
had i ndeed once existed; but unfortunately it had been cl osed by an earthquake "many thousands" of
years in the past.

Sukey pondered this pronouncenent for three tearful weeks before concluding that she would surely
be able to find the way into the hollow Earth by traveling back into tine. She had dressed herself
in robes reflecting her Wl sh heritage and cone eagerly to the Pliocene, where.

Creyn says his people founded the paradise!

Ch Sukey.

Yes, yes! And | powerful healer can belong! Creyn's promn se

Cal m You can becone netapractitioner of stature. But not instantly. Mich, nuch to | earn dear
Trust listen follow then act.

Want/ need to. Poor Stein! Other poor ones | can help. Feeling themall around us do you feel too?

Eli zabeth withdrew fromthe fidgeting inmaturity of Sukey's mind and cast about. There was
sonet hi ng. Sonet hing conpletely alien to her experience that had only glinmered on the fringes of
her perception earlier in the evening. Wiat was it? The enigna would not resolve itself into a
mental inmage she could identify. Not yet. And so Elizabeth put the problem aside and returned to
the task of instructing Sukey. The job was a difficult one that would keep her busy for quite sone
time, for which thanks be to CGod.

CHAPTER EI GHT

Bound for the River Rhone, the party rode for three nore hours into the deepening night and

cool ness, com ng down fromthe plateau via a steep trail with precarious sw tchbacks into a forest
so thick that the bright light of the stars was bl ocked out. The two soldiers ignited tal

fl anmbeaux; one man rode in the van and the other at the rear. They continued their eastward
progress while eerie shadows seened to follow them anong the nassive gnarled trees.

"Spooky, isn't it?" Aiken inquired of Rainp, who was now riding beside him "Can't you just

i magi ne these big old cork oaks and chestnuts reaching out to grab you?"

"You talk Iike an idiot," the other man growl ed. "I worked in deep forests for twenty years in the
B. C Megapod Reserve. Ain't nothing spooky about trees.”

Ai ken was unabashed. "So that's why the lunberjack outfit. But if you know trees, you nust know
that botanists credit themwith a primtive self-awareness. Don't you think that the ol der the
plant, the nore attuned to the Mlieu it nust be? Just |ook at these trees along here. Don't tel
nme they had hardwoods eight-ten neters across on the Earth we knew Wy, these babies nust be

t housands of years ol der than any tree on O d Earth. Just reach out to 'enml Use that silver tore
of yours for sonething besides an Adamis apple warnmer. Ancient trees ... evil trees! Can't you
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feel the bad vibes in this forest? They could resent our coming here. They might sense that in a
fewmllion years, humans like us'll destroy 'eml Mybe the trees hate us!"

"l think," said Rainp with slow mal evol ence, "that you're trying to make a fool outa nme |ike you
did with Sukey. Don't!"

Ai ken felt hinself hoisted up fromhis saddle. H s chai ned ankles caught himlike a victimon a
rack. Hi gher and higher he rose, until he was suspended dangerously close to the branches

over hanging the trail

"Hey! It was only a joke and that hurts!"

Rai nro began to chuckle and increased the tension still nmore. Squeeze. Pummel the glacial mnd-grip
of the Finno-Canadi an and nake himlet go, let go, let go!

Wth a crash that nmade the startled chali ko squeal, A ken plumeted back into his saddle. Creyn
turned around and said, "You have a penchant for cruelty that will have to be curbed, Rainp

Hakki nen. "

"I wonder if all your kind would think so?" inquired the former woodsman in an insolent tone.
"Anyhow, you can nake this little shit stop bugging nme. Tree-spooks!"

Ai ken protested, "A lot of old-time cultures believed that trees had special powers. Didn't they,
Bryan?"

The ant hropol ogi st was anused. "Oh, yes. Tree cults were al nost universal in the ancient world of
the future. The Druids had an entire al phabet for divination based on trees and shrubs. It was
apparently a relic of a nore wi despread tree-centered religion that derived fromutnost antiquity.
Scandi navi ans revered a m ghty ash-tree nanmed Yggdrasil. G eeks dedicated the ash to the sea-god
Posei don. Birches were sacred anong the Ronmans. The rowan was a Celtic and G eek synbol of power
over death. The hawthorn was associated with sex orgies and the nonth of May, and so was the
apple. Cak trees were cult objects all over preliterate Europe. For sone reason, oaks are
especially vulnerable to lightning, so the ancients connected the tree with the thunder-god.

G eeks, Romans, Gaulish Celts, the British, Teutons, Lithuanians, Slavs, they all held the oak to
be sacred. The fol klore of alnost all European countries featured supernatural beings that dwelt
in special trees or haunted the deep woods. The Macedoni ans had dryads and the Stvrians had vilyas
and the Germans had seligen Fraulein and the French had their danes vertes. Al woodl and sprites.
Scandi navi an people believed in them too, but |I've forgotten the nane they gave them"
"Skogsnufvar," said Rai nb unexpectedly. "My grandfather told nme. He was fromthe Al and I sl ands,
where the peopl e spoke Swedi sh. Full of dumb fairytales."

"Nothing like ethnic pride!" chortled A ken. And that brought on another row, as the forester

| ashed out again with his enhanced PK function and Ai ken fought back with his coercive power,
trying to make Rainmb ram his own forefinger down his throat. At last Creyn cried, "Omipotent
Tana, enough!" Both nen groaned, clutched at their silver tores, and subsided |ike a pair of

whi pped school boys, silent but unrepentant.

Raimo pulled a large silver flask fromhis pack and began nursing fromit. Aiken curled his lip
The forester said, "Hudson's Bay Conpany Denerara, one-fifty-one proof. G ownups only. Eat your
heart out."

El i zabeth's cool voice requested, "Tell us about the Skogsnufvar, Bryan. Such an awful nanme. Were
t hey beauti ful ?"

"Ch, yes. Long flowi ng hair, seductive bodies, and tails! They were your standard archetypal anima-
fermal e menace, luring men into the deep woods in order to sleep with them And ever after, the
poor chaps were conpletely in the power of the elf-wonmen. A nan who tried to | eave woul d sicken
and die, or else go mad. Victinms of the Skogsnufvar were witten about well into the twentieth
century in Sweden."

Sukey said, "Wl sh folklore had such creatures, too. But they lived in | akes, not forests. They
were called the Gwagedd Annwn and they cane up to dance on the water in the misty nmoonlight and
lured travelers into their underwater pal aces.”

"It's a common folkloric theme," Bryan said. "The synbolismis easily grasped. Still, one has to
feel a bit sorry for the poor nmale elves. They seemto have m ssed out on a lot of good dirty
fun.”

Most of the hunmans | aughed, including the guards.

"Are there any parallel |egends anong your people, Creyn? " the anthropol ogi st asked. "Or didn't
your culture produce tales of enchantnent?"

"There was no need," the Tanu replied in a repressive tone.

An odd notion occurred to Elizabeth. She attenpted to slide a microprobe through Creyn's screen
wi t hout triggering his awareness.

Ah Elizabeth don't. These petty aggressions ganes idle scrabblings for superiority.

(I'nnocent incredulity scorn-colored taunt.)
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Nonsense. | amold tired civilized of goodwi Il to you and yours even ultimately crushable. But
others ny kind not. Beware Elizabeth. Reject not Tanu lightly. Renmenber puffin.

Puffin?

Child poemyour folk fromhunman educator anong us | ong deceased. Lonery bird only one of kind ate
fishes bewail ed solitude. Friendship proffered by fishes if bird refrained devouring. Dea
accepted nmeal habits changed. Fishes only game in town for purlin.

As you Tanu are for ne?

Affirm Elizapuf finbeth.

She burst out |aughing and Bryan and the other hunmans | ooked at her in blank astoni shnent.
"Sonebody, " Ai ken remarked, "has been whispering behind our mnds. Are you going to let us in on
the joke, |ovie?"

"The joke's on ne, Aiken." Elizabeth turned to Creyn. "W'|l have a truce. For now "

The exotic man inclined his head. 'Then pernit me to change the subject. We are approaching the
bottom ands of the river, where we'll have our night's rest in the city of Roniah. Tonorrow we
shall resume our journey in a nore agreeable fashion, by boat. W should arrive in the capita
city of Muriah in less than five days, if the winds are right."

"Sail boats on a turbulent river lIike the Rh“ne?" Bryan said, aghast. "Or, is it calmer here in the
Pl i ocene?"

"You'll have to judge that for yourself, of course. However, our boats are quite different from
those you may have been accustoned to. W Tanu are not fond of water travel But with the com ng of
humanity, safe and efficient boats were designhed and river conmerce becane extensive. W now use
boats not only for passenger travel but also to ship vital commodities fromthe north, especially
fromFiniah and from Goriah in the area you call Brittany, to the southern regi ons where the
climate is nore to our taste."”

"I'"ve brought a sailboat with me," the anthropol ogist said. "WIIl | be pernmitted to use it? I'd
like to visit your Finiah and Goriah."

"As you'll see, upstreamtravel is generally not feasible. W rely on caravans for that, using
either chalikos or l|arger beasts of burden called hellads, a species of short-necked giraffe. In
the course of your researches you will doubtless nake visits to several of our popul ation
centers."”

"Wthout a tore on hin?" Rainmo interjected. "You'd trust hin®"

Creyn | aughed. "W have sonething he wants. "Bryan flinched; but he knew better than to rise to
the bait. He only said, "These vital conmmpdities you ship. | suppose they include nostly

f oodst uf f s?"

'"To sone extent. But this Many-Colored Land is literally overflowing with nmeat and drink for the
t aki ng. "

"M nerals then. Gold and silver. Copper and tin. Iron."

"Not iron. It is unnecessary in our rather sinple techno-econony. The Tanu worlds have
traditionally relied on varieties of unbreakable glass in those applications where humanity
utilized iron. It is interesting that in recent years you, too, have cone to appreciate this
versatile material ."

"Vitredur, yes. Still, your righting nen seemto prefer the traditional bronze in their arnor and
weapons. "
Creyn laughed quietly. "In the earliest days of the tinme-portal it was considered wise to restrict

human warriors in that way. Now, when the restriction has becone obsol ete, humans continue to
cling to the netal. W permit a bronze technology to flourish anong your people where it does not
conflict with our own needs. W Tanu are a tolerant race. W were self-sufficient before humans
began to arrive and we are by no nmeans dependent upon humanity for slave |abor."

El i zabeth's thought | oonmed | arge: OTHER THAN REPRODUCTI VE ENSLAVEMENT.

".since the tedious and difficult work such as mning and agriculture and confort maintenance is
undertaken by ramas in all but the nost isolated settlements.”

"These ranmas," Ai ken broke in. "How conme there weren't any back at the castle to do the dirty

wor k? "

"They have a certain psychic fragility and require a tranquil environment if they are to function
with mninmal supervision. At Castle Gateway there is inevitable stress."”

Rai mo gave a derisive grunt.

Bryan asked, "How are the creatures controlled?"

"They wear a nuch sinplified nodification of the gray tore. But you nmust not press me to explain
these matters now. Please wait until later, in Miriah."

They rode into an area where the trees were not so thickly clustered, anong gi ant crags at the
base of a sparsely forested ridge. Up where the crest net the starry sky was a gl ow of col ored
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light." Is that the town up there?" Sukey inquired.

"Can't be," Rainp said contenptuously. "Look at the thing nove!"

They reined in their chalikos and watched the gl ow resolve into a thin skein of |um nescence that

twisted in and out of the distant silhouettes of the trees at considerable speed. The |ight was a
bl end of many hues, basically golden but with knots that flared blue, green, red, and even purple

in a panoply of sparkling comotion, wild and urgent.

"Ah!" Creyn said. "The Hunt If they cone this way you'll see a fine sight."

"It looks Iike a giant rainbow gl owwormracing up there," Sukey breathed. "How | ovel y!"

"The Tanu at play?" Bryan asked.

Sukey uttered a disappointed cry. "Ch, they've gone over the ridge. Wat a shane! Tell us what the
Hunt is, Lord Creyn."

The exotic man's face was grave in the starlight. "One of the great traditions of our people.

You'll see it again, many tines. I'll let you discover for yourselves what it is."

"And if we're good," Aiken put in inpudently, "do we get to join in?"

"Possibly," Creyn replied. "It is not to every human's taste, nor even to every Tanu's. But you..
yes, | think perhaps the Hunt woul d appeal to your particular sporting instinct, A ken Drum"™

And for an instant, the healer's enotional tone was plain for Elizabeth to read: disgust, mngled
with an age-old sense of despair.

CHAPTER NI NE

Ri chard saw fl anes.

They were noving toward himor he was noving toward them and they were vivid orange and resin-
smoky, rising tall into a wavering queue in the nearly wi ndless dark. He sawthat it was a pile of
burni ng brush the size of a small hut, crackling and hissing but throwi ng no sparks, seeming to
draw abreast of him pass himby and recede, disappearing at |ast behind a grove of black trees
that had crept up unseen in the night but now stood backlighted by the bonfire's gl ow

It hurt his neck to | ook back. He let his head loll forward. There was sonething bulky in front of
himthat had |ong hair and noved rhythnmically. It was very strange! He hinmself was rocking, firmy
supported in sone kind of seat that held himupright. Hs legs were thrust forward at an angl e,
the cal ves resting on unseen supports, feet braced against wide treads. Hi s arns, clad in the

fam liar sleeves of a master spacer's coverall, rested in his |ap.

A funny kind of starship, he nmused, with a hairy control console. And the environnmental nust be on
the fritz because the tenperature was nearly thirty and there was dust in the air and a peculiar
smel |

Trees? And a bonfire? He | ooked around and saw stars, not the proper colored stars you see in deep
space, but little tw nkling specks. Far away, in the black below the starry bow, was another

smal | excl amation point of fire.

"Ri chard? Are you awake? Wuld you |ike sone water?"

Well! Whuld you | ook at who was flying the right-hand seat of this crate? None other than the old
bone hunter! Wuld have thought he was too creaky to qualify. But then you don't need nuch finesse
to fly on the ground

"Richard, if | pass you the canteen, can you hold on to it?"

Smel | s of aninmals, pungent vegetation, |eather. Sounds of creaking harness, brisk clunping feet,
huffi ng exhal ati ons, sonething yipping in the distance, and the voice of the persistent old man
besi de him

"Don't want water," said Richard.

"Arerie said you'd need it when you woke up. You're dehydrated. Cone on, son
He took a closer ook at Claude there in the darkness. The old man's figure was illumninated by
starlight; he was astride a huge horse-like creature that was |oping easily al ong. Damedest
thing! He was riding one, too! There were the reins draped over the ponmel of a saddle right in
front of himbelow the hairy control console, neck, of the critter. And it was trotting straight
and | evel wi thout any guidance at all

Richard tried to pull his feet up and discovered that his ankles were fastened sonmehow to the
stirrups. And he wasn't wearing his seaboots, and sonmeone had exchanged his opera costume for the
spacer's coverall with the four stripes on the sleeves that he had stuffed into the bottomof his
pack, and he had an inperial grand chanpi on hangover

"Claude," he groaned. "You got any booze?"

"You can't have any, boy. Not until the drug Amerie shot into you wears off. Here. Take the
wat er . "

Ri chard had to lean far out to grasp the canteen and the starry sky lurched. If his ankles had not
been fastened, he would have fallen fromthe saddle.
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"Jesus, | been chewed up and spit out, O aude. Wiere the hell are we? And what's this thing I'm
riding?"

"We're about four hours out fromthe castle, riding due north and parallel to the Saone River. As
near as | can judge, you're riding a nice |large specinen of Chalicotheriumgold-fussi, which the
| ocals call a chaliko, not a calico. The beasts travel a pretty fair clip here on the plateau
maybe fifteen or sixteen klonms an hour. But we lost tine fording creeks around a little swanp, so
I guess we might be thirty klons above Lyon. If there was a Lyon."

Ri chard cursed. "Bound where, for God's sake?"

"Sone Pliocene netropolis called Finiah. Fromwhat they told us, it's on the Proto-Rbine about in
the position of Freiburg. We get there in six days."

Ri chard drank sone of the water and di scovered he was very thirsty. He could renmenber nothing
beyond the wel coning smle on Epone's face as he followed her into the dazzling inner chanber of
the castle. He tried to marshal his wits, but all he could rake up were tattered dreans in which
his brother and sister seemed to urge himto get up or he'd be late for school. And the penalty
for that would be cruising the gray linbo forever and ever, searching for a |ost planet where
Epone woul d be wai ting.

After a while, he asked, "Wat happened to ne? "

"W aren't sure," Caude tenporized. "You know, don't you, that there were exotics in the castle?"
"I remenber a tall woman," Richard muttered. "I think she did sonething to ne."

"What ever it was, you were out for hours. Anerie got you sem conscious so that you'd be able to
move out with the rest of us in the caravan. W thought you'd prefer that to being |left behind

al one. "

"Christ, yes." Richard took slow swal |l ows of water, |eaned back, and watched the sky for a |long
time. There were a hell of a lot of stars, and pearly streaks of |uninescent cloud toward the
zenith. As the caravan began descending a | ong downhill slope, he could see that he and the old
man were near the tail end of a long double file of riders. Now that his eyes worked properly
agai n, he discerned other dark shapes coursing along both sides of the colum with awkward hunpi ng
strides.

"What the devil are those out there?"

" Amphi cyons riding herd on us. W have a guard of five soldiers, too, but they hardly ever bother
to check up. There are two bringing up the rear and three in front with the Exalted Lady."

"The who?"

"Epone hersel f. She comes from Fini ah. These exotics, they're called Tanu, by the way, seemto
have wi dely scattered settlenents, each with a central urban area and satellite supporting

pl antations. My guess is that humans function as slaves or serfs, with sone exceptional types

enj oyi ng special privileges. Evidently the Tanu cities take turns collecting a week's worth of
time-travel ers at Castle Gateway, nminus the specials who get siphoned off to the capital and the
unl ucky ones who are killed trying to escape."

"We aren't special, | take it."

"Just part of the grunt-pack. Anerie and Felice are in the caravan, too. But the four other
Greenies were sifted out and sent south to the big tine. Goup Geen seens to have been unusual in
havi ng so many taken. There were only two other people sent to the capital fromthe rest of the
week' s contingent."

As they rode along, the old nan told Richard as nuch as he could about the day's events and the
presuned fate of A ken, Elizabeth, Bryan, and Stein. He al so sunmarized Waldemar's little speech
and reluctantly told of the future in store for the wonen of the party.

The ex-spacer ventured a few questions, then fell silent. Too bad about the nun going to an exotic
harem She'd been decent to him On the other hand, that stuck-up Ice Queen of an Elizabeth needed
a good stoking. And Felice, that sly little bitch. Richard had offered her a harmess little
suggestion back at the auberge and she'd sent himup like a holiday firewdrk. Damm teasing little
snatch! He hoped the exotics had peckers |ike baseball bats. It would serve her right. Mght even
make a real woman out of her

The caravan noved steadily down the incline, heading a little east of north now and comi ng cl oser
to the river. The beacon fire was their |andmark. C aude had told himthat sinmlar fires were
spaced about two klons apart all the way fromthe castle. A scouting party nust be riding in
advance of the caravan along the track, torching the waiting piles of brush if all was well.

"I think | see a building down there," Caude said. "Maybe it's the place where we stop for a

break."
Ri chard sure as hell hoped so. He had drunk too much water
From the head of the colunn cane the silvery notes of a horn sounding a three-toned call. This was

echoed distantly. After a few m nutes had passed, a dozen or so tiny pinpricks of fire emerged
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fromthe vicinity of the downsl ope bonfire and approached the caravan in a sinuous line: riders
carrying torches, comng to escort them

By the time that the groups converged, C aude and Richard could see that the |ast beacon fire
burned outside of a walled enclosure resenbling an ancient Anerican plains fort. It stood on a

bl uf f above a tree-crowded watercourse that must drain into the Sadne. The caravan halted
monentarily, and Lady Epone and WAl demar went forward to greet the escort party. In the
torchlight, Richard unconcernedly adnmred the stately Tanu wonman, who was riding a white
chal i cot here of exceptional size and wearing a dark-blue hooded cloak that floated behind her
After a moment's conference, two of the soldiers fromthe fort rode off to one side and in some
manner called in the pack of anphicyons. The bear-dogs were | ed away on a side path while the rest
of the escort fell in beside the caravan for the last part of the journey. A gate in the palisade
opened and they rode inside, two by two. Then, in what was to becone a fam liar procedure, the
prisoners had their mounts tethered to posts in front of double troughs of feed and water. At the
| eft of each chaliko was a di snounting bl ock. After the soldiers unlocked their chains, the nuscle-
sore travel ers descended and gathered in an untidy group while Wil demar addressed them once agai n.
"Al'l you travelers! W'll rest here for one hour, then go on until early norning, another eight
hours." Everybody groaned. "Latrines in the small building behind you, get your food and drink in
t he bigger building next door. Anybody sick or gotta conplaint, see nme. Be ready to renount when
you hear the horn. Nobody cones into the area beyond the hitching rail. That's all."

Epone, who was still on chalikoback, guided her beast delicately through the throng until she

| oomed over Richard.

"I"'mglad to see you're recovering."

He gave her a quizzical look. "I'"'mjust dandy. And it's nice to know you're a | ady who cares about
the health of her I|ivestock."

She threw her head back and | aughed, cascades of sound |ike the deep strunming of a harp. Her
partially hidden hair gleamed in the torchlight. "It really is too bad about you," she said.
"You've certainly got nore spirit than that silly nedievalist”

She turned her animal away, rode to the opposite side of the conpound, and was hel ped out of the
saddl e by obsequi ous nen in white tunics.

"What was that all about?" inquired Anerie, who had cone up with Felice.

Ri chard gl owered. "How the fuck should I know?" He went tottering off toward the latrine.

Felice watched himgo. "Are all your patients this grateful? "

The nun | aughed. "He's conming along just fine. You know they' re on the nmend when they bite your
head off."

"He's nothing but a stupid weakling." "I think you' re wong about that," Amerie said. But Felice
only snorted and went off to the ness hall Later, when the two wonmen and Cl aude were eating cheese
and cold neat and nmi ze bread, Ri chard cane and apol ogi zed.

"Think nothing of it," the nun said. "Sit dowmn with us. W' ve got sonething to talk over with
you. "

Ri chard' s eyes narrowed. "Yeah?"

Cl aude said softly, "Felice has a plan for escape. But there are problens."

"No shit?" the pirate guffawed.

The little ring-hockey player took Richard s hand and squeezed. Hi s eyes bul ged and he pressed his
lips together. "Less noise," Felice said. "The problemisn't in the escape itself, but in the
aftermat h. They' ve taken our naps and conpasses. Cl aude has a general know edge of this part of
Europe from his pal eontol ogy studies nore than a hundred years ago, but that won't help us if we
can't orient ourselves while we're on the run. Can you help us? Did you study the |arge-scale map
of Pliocene France when we were back at the auberge?"

She dropped his hand and Richard stared at the whitened flesh, then threw her a gl ance of pure

venom "Hell, no. | figured there'd be plenty of tinme for that once we arrived. | brought a self-
conpensati ng conpass, a conputer sextant, all the charts |I'd need. But | suppose all the stuff was
confiscated. The only route | |ooked at was the one west to the Atlantic, to Bordeaux."

Felice grunted in disgust. C aude persisted in a peaceable tone, "W know you nust be experienced
in navigation, son. There's got to be sone way we can orient ourselves. Can you |l ocate the

Pl i ocene pol estar for us? That would be a big help."

"So would a frigate of the Fleet Air A’bm" Richard grunbled. "Or Robin Hood and his nerry men."
Felice reached out for himagain and he dodged back hastily. "Can you do it, Richard?" she asked
"Or are those stripes on your sleeves for good conduct ?"

"This isn't my hone planet, dykey-doll! And the noctilucent clouds don't nmake the job any easier."
"A lot of volcanism" O aude said. "Dust in the upper atnosphere. But the noon has set and there
aren't any ordinary clouds. Do you think you'd be able to get a fix as the gl owi ng patches cone
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and go? "

"I mght," Richard muttered. "But why the hell | should bother beats me ... Wat | want to know
is, what happened to ny pirate outfit? Wio put this coverall on ne?"

"I't was there," Felice said sweetly, "and you needed it. Badly. So we obliged. Anything to help
out a friend."

Claude hurried to say, "You got all messed up in sonme fight you were in back at the castle. | just
cl eaned you up a bit and washed your other clothes. They're hanging on the back of your saddle.
Shoul d be dry by now "

Ri chard | ooked suspiciously at the snmirking Felice, then thanked the old man. But a fight? Had he
been in a fight? And who had been laughing at himwith lofty contenpt? A wonan wi th drowni ng- poo
eyes. But not Felice ...

Anerie said, "Please try for the polestar if you feel well enough to manage it. W only have one

more night of travel on this high north road. Then we'll be angling off every which way and
traveling in the daytine. Richard, it's inmportant.”
"Ckay, okay," he grouched. "I don't suppose any of you Earthworns knows the latitude of Lyon."

"About forty-five north, | think," said Caude. "Around the sane as ny boyhood hone in O egon,
anyhow, fromthe way | renenber the sky over the auberge. Too bad we don't have Stein. He'd know "
"A rough guess is good enough,"” Richard said.

The nun lifted her head. The sound of a horn came fromoutside in the fort's yard. "Well, here we
go again, G oup. Good luck, Richard."

"Megat hanks, Sister. If we follow any escape plan tins kid dreans up, we're gonna need it."

They rode on through the night, traveling frombeacon to beacon along the plateau trail with the
river valley at their right and the scattered small vol canoes of the Linagne giving an occasi onal
ruby pulse in the southwest. Constellations totally unfamliar to the Earth natives of the twenty-
second century crowded the sky of Exile. Many of those stars were the sanme ones that woul d be
visible in the planet's future; but their differing galactic orbits had twisted the fanmliar star
patterns all out of recognition. There were stars in the Pliocene sky that were destined to die
before the tine of the Galactic MIlieu; others that MIieu people would know were at this tine
still dark in their dust cloud wonbs.

Ri chard viewed the Pliocene heavens with nonchal ance. He'd seen an awful |ot of different skies.
Gven plenty of time and a fixed base for observation, finding the | ocal Polaris would be a snap
even with eyeball instrunmentation alone. It was only the fact that they were noving on ani nal -
back, and the need for a quick fix, that nade the thing a bit tricky.

Now. // the old fossil-flicker was right about the rough latitude, and if they were on a near-
northerly course on this trail as O aude thought they'd have to be, given the lay of the |and,
then the pol estar shoul d be about hal fway between the horizon and the zenith sonmewhere in ..

t here.

He had picked up a couple of stiff twigs fromthe litter back at the fort and now bound them
together into a cross-sight with a hair fromhis nount's mane. Each stalk was twice as long as his
hand. He hoped the field wouldn't be too |limted.

Adj usting his position in the saddle to mnimze the effect of; the chaliko's rocking gait, he
menori zed the constellations that had to be roughly circunpolar. Then he held the cross-sight at
arms length and aligned the vertical axis with the straight track ahead (anal og: two upri ght
chal i ko ears) and centered it on a likely star he had tentatively selected. He carefully noted the
positions of five other bright stars within the quadrants of his sight and then rel axed. Three
hours from now, when planetary rotation had made those six stars seemto change position slightly,
he'd take another sighting H s near-photographic nenory would do an angul ar conparison within the
field of the cross-sight, and with luck he woul d be able to discern the inaginary hub in the sky
about which all those stars were turning. The hub would be the pole. It nmight or night not have a
star on it or near it that could be dubbed Pliocene Polaris.

He woul d center the cross-sight anew on this point in the sky and try to verify the pole's
position before dawn with a two-hour shot. Failing that, he would check it tonorrow night with a
good long tine interval for maxi numrotation

Ri chard set his wist chrononeter's alarmfor 0330, glad that he hadn't followed the inpulse to
throw the thing away back in Madane Quderian's rose garden on that rainy norni ng when he had
abandoned his universe... Less than twenty hours ago.

CHAPTER TEN

Even though he had been partially briefed by Creyn on what to expect, Bryan found the reality of
the riverside city of Roniah nearly overwhel ming. The party of riders cane suddenly upon the place
after wending their way through a dark canyon where the guards' torches barely illunminated a
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narrow trail cut in buff sandstone. The caravan energed onto a knoll overl ooking the confluence of
the Sa“ne and the Rhone and saw the town bel ow on the west bank, just south of the snout of
forested crags where the two great rivers joined.

Roni ah was built on a rise adjacent to the water. Twisting around the hill's base was an earthern
ranpart crowned by a thick fortified wall. Al along the top of this, glittering like lavish
strings of orange beads, were closely spaced little fires. H gh, square watchtowers jutted out
fromthe wall every hundred neters or so, and these, too, were outlined in pricks of fire al
along their crenellated battlenments, around the w ndows, and even up and down the corners and
angles of the walls. A nauve city gate had al nost every detail of its architecture picked out in
smal | |anps. Leading to the gate was a col onnaded avenue half a kil oneter |ong, every col umm of
whi ch was capped with a huge flam ng torch. The midway was flanked w th spangl ed geonetri cal
patterns that might have been | anp-bordered | awns or flowerbeds planted in parterre designs.
Fromthe caravan's vantage poi nt above the town, Bryan could see that Roni ah was uncrowded, its
nmostly small houses laid out along wide curving streets. Since it was well past nidnight, nost of
the dwel lings showed no wi ndow |ights, but along the edges of the roofs were little dots of fire;
and the parapets that fronted the houses were also illum nated by thousands of the evenly spaced

| anps. Coser to the riverside were a nunber of l|arger structures bearing slender towers of
varyi ng heights. The walls and najor features of these buildings were outlined in light as

el aborately as the city gate was, but instead of oil-lanp orange, the facades glowed with bl ue,
bright green, aquamarine, and anber. Many of the towers had their w ndows abl aze.

"It's like fairyland," breathed Sukey. "All those little sparkling lights!"

"Each inhabitant is obligated to contribute to urban illum nation by naintaining the | anps of his
own house," Creyn said. "The comon fuel is olive oil, which is extrenely plentiful. The taller
Tanu dwellings are lit by nore sophisticated | anps energized by accumnul ati ons of surplus

met apsychi ¢ emanations. "

They rode down, following the track until it nerged with a road paved in granite setts that

wi dened to nearly eighty neters as it approached the avenue of fire-topped col ums. Between the
great pillars stood neat frameworks of banboo arranged in aisles, separated by dark shrubbery and
clusters of palmtrees. Creyn explained that booths for a market were set up in this exterior
garden every nonth, featuring the goods of local artisans as well as luxury products of all Kkinds
brought in by caravans. Once a year there was also a Great Fair, which attracted people from al
over western Europe.

"You have no daily market for foods, then?" Bryan asked.

"Meat is the great diet staple,” Creyn replied. "Professional hunters, all human, bring in | arge
quantities of ganme to the plantations in the nore northerly reaches of both the Sadne and Rhdne.
It is sent downstreamdaily to the town provisioners on barges, together with grain, fruit, and
other produce fromthe farns, such as olive oil and w ne. Mst of the food processing is done at
the plantations by rama workers. In years gone by, our own people supervised the plantations. Now
al rost all of them are overseen by humans.”

"And you see no potential hazard in such an arrangenent?" Bryan asked.

Creyn smiled, the flickering lights striking sparks fromhis deep-set eyes. "No hazard at all. The
humans engaged in critical occupations all wear the tore. But try to understand that coercion is
sel dom necessary. For all but the nost deeply disturbed of your people, the world of Exile is a
happy one." "Even for the wonen?" Elizabeth inquired.

The unperturbed Tanu said, "Even the I owliest non-neta wonen of the comonalty are conpletely free
fromdrudgery. They may engage in the occupations of their choice or live in indol ence. They may
even pl easure thenselves as they will with human | overs. The only restriction is that their
children nust be by us. The nore fortunate hunmans possessing genetic codons for netafunction enjoy
a privileged position. They are wel coned into our society as probationary equals. In the fullness
of time, those who have proved their loyalty to the Tanu may exchange their silver tores for

gold."
"Both men and wonmen?" Ai ken asked, his lips twtching.
"Both men and wonen. |'msure you can appreciate our reproductive strategy. W not only strengthen

our line against the effects of the local radiation but also incorporate your genes for |atent and
operant netability. Utimtely, we may hope to evolve fully operant netapsychics", he nodded at

El i zabeth, 'even as you will have done six million years fromnow W wll then be freed fromthe
limtation of the golden tores."

El i zabeth said, "Quite a grand design. How do you reconcile it with the reality of this planet's
future... with no Tanu?"

Creyn smled. "The Goddess wreaks as she wills. Six nillion years is a long tine. | think we Tanu
will be grateful to settle for a snmall portion of it to call our own."
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They approached closer to the great gate, which was twelve or thirteen neters wi de and al nost

twi ce as high, fashioned of titanic balks of tinmber heavily reinforced with bronze pl ates.

"Not nmuch action outside here at night, is there?" A ken conmented.

"There are wild animals and other dangers,” Creyn said. 'The night is not a tinme for humans to be
abroad unl ess they are goi ng about the business of the Tanu."

"Interesting," Bryan said. "These city walls and the ranpart nust be effective agai nst al nost any
kind of night prowlers. They're certainly over-elaborate as a protection from ani mal nenaces. O
even aggression from outlaw humans, and | understand there are sone here and there."

"Ch, yes," Creyn admitted, with a disnissing wave of his hand. "Little nore than a ninor

nui sance." "Then what purpose do the fortifications really serve?" "There are always," Creyn said,
"the Firvulag." They cane to a halt immediately in front of the gate. Above its arch was the sane
gol den nask enbl em that had adorned the entrance to Castle Gateway. Captal Zdenek, acconpani ed by
one torch-bearing soldier, rode to a shadowed ni che and detached a stout chain that dangled from
the soffit of the overhangi ng archway. The chain had a ball of metal-caged stone on the end that
measured a good half-neter in dianeter. Zdenek rode out a short distance holding the ball and then
turned, took aim and let it swing back toward the gate in a pendulumarc. It struck a bl ackened
bronze lens set into the tinbered valve and there was a deep-throated boom as froma huge AQd
Worl d church bell. Even as the sol dier caught the returning ball and put it back into its niche,

t he ponderous gate began to sw ng open

Creyn rode forward al one, rising above the saddle to his full height so that his scarlet and white
robes streamed back in the breeze rushing fromthe wi dening aperture. He cried out three words in
an exotic tongue, sinmultaneously transmitting a conplex nmental inmage that the tore-wearing hunans
and Elizabeth were unable to deci pher

Two squads of human soldiers with crested hel nets stood at attention on either side of the open
entrance. The engraved plates and scales of their cerenonial bronze arnor gleaned |like gold in the
Iight of countless flam ng | anps. Beyond the gate, lining the otherwi se deserted street for al npst
an entire block on both sides, were the ramas. Each small ape wore a netal collar and a blue and
gold tabard. Each held a wand of sone glassy naterial tipped with a blue or an anber |ight.

Creyn and his retinue passed between the ranks of ranmapithecines, and the little animals turned
and pattered al ongside the chalikos, escorting the riders through the streets of the sl eeping
town. At one plaza, where the waters of a large fountain splashed onto floating | anterns, Capta
Zdenek saluted Creyn and rode off toward a dimbarracks with the soldiers Billy and Seung Kyu,
their night's work at an end. The tinefarers gaped at the houses, dark except for the nyriad
twinkling oil |anps along every roof gutter, garden wall, and balustrade. Exile architecture in
the human quarter was a nel ange of nortared stonework, half-tinbering, and quasi-biblica

nmudpl aster, with thick walls for cool ness, tiled roofs, vine-hung |oggias deep in shadow, and
smal | patios planted with palns, laurels, and aromatic ci nnanon trees.

"Munchkin Tudor," Bryan decided. Humanity had retained its sense of hunor in spite of the six-
ml1ion-year banishment. They saw no people at all; but here and there other child-sized ramss,
wearing tabards of differing colors, went about nysterious errands, pushing tittle covered carts.
Once, in an oddly reassuring incident, an unmi stakabl e Sianmese cat streaked across the nmain avenue
and di sappeared into the open w ndow of a house.

The chaliko riders neared a conplex of larger buildings close to the river. These were constructed
of a material resenbling white marble and set off fromthe rest of the town by an ornamental wall
breached at intervals by w de stairways. The parapet at the top was decorated with planter-urns
spilling flowers. In place of the honely town |anps of ceramic or nmetal fretwork, torcheres like
great silver candlesticks lit the precincts of the Tanu. The dwellings were hung with chains of
faceted glass lanterns, their blue and green and anmber making an eerie contrast to the friendly
warnmth of the oil lanmps on the streets of the outer town. There were a few famliar touches:
waterlilies in tiled pools, clinbing yellow roses supported on delicate trellises of marble
filigree, a nightingale, wakened by the sound of their passage, that uttered a few sl eepy notes.
They passed into a courtyard hemmed by ornate frosty buildings. Here a | arge door was suddenly
flung open and gol den radi ance streaned forth, catching themby surprise. As the ranmas stood

sol emmly by, hunman servitors cane rushing out to take the bridles of the chalikos, unlock the
ankl e chains of the prisoners, and help themto di smount.

Then came the Tanu, twenty or thirty of them |aughing and calling out greetings to Creyn in the
exotic tongue and chattering in animated exuberance over the tinme-travel ers in musical Standard
Engl i sh. The Tanu wore thin flowi ng gowns and robes of vivid tropical colors, together with
fantastic jewelry, wi de yoke-collars all gemmed and enanel ed, with brocaded and jewel ed ri bbons
dangling front and rear. The wonen had wi red headdresses all hung with genstones. Here and there
anong the lofty exotics were a few snmaller human figures, just as gaudily dressed, but wearing
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silver tores instead of the Tanu gold. Bryan studied these privileged humans with interest. They
seenmed to be socially integrated with the taller ruling race and just as anxious to nake the
acquai ntance of the overawed prisoners.

Anong the arrivals, only Aiken was conpletely at ease. Wth his pocketed suit flashing like liquid
metal, he fairly hopped about the courtyard, making nocki ng obeisance to the | aughing Tanu | adi es,
nmost of whomwere nearly a third taller than he was. Bryan stood apart fromthe others and

wat ched. The Tanu nobl es were solicitous of the confort of the prisoners, joking over the

i ncongruity of the situation, sonehow nanaging to make the newWy net exiles feel wanted and

wel come. Bryan had no doubt that mental speech was flying about as fervidly as the vocal sort. He
wonder ed what kind of psychic stinulant mght be operating at the |ower |evels of consciousness to
make even sullen Raino and the al oof Elizabeth slowy unbend and join in the conviviality. "W
don't want you to feel left out, Bryan." The anthropol ogi st turned and saw a sl ender exotic male
garbed in a sinple blue robe snmling at him He had a handsone but sunken-eyed vi sage, |ined about
the mouth as Creyn's was. Bryan wondered whether this might be a sign of extrene age anong these

i nhumanl y yout hful -1 ooki ng people. The man's hair was of the palest ivory and he wore a narrow
coronet of a material resenbling blue glass.

"Permit nme to wel cone you. | amyour host, Bornol, |ike yourself a student of culture. How eagerly
we have awaited the arrival of another trained anal yst! The |ast anthropol ogi st who cane to us
arrived nearly thirty years ago and he was unfortunately in frail health. And we need your insight
so urgently! We have so much to | earn about the interaction of our two races if this Exile society
is to flourish to our mutual advantage. The science of your Galactic MIlieu can teach us the
things we nust know in order to survive. Come, we have good food and drink waiting for you and
your friends inside. Share with us sonme of your first inmpressions of our Many-Col ored Land. G ve
us your initial reactions!"

Bryan managed a rueful |augh. "You flatter ne, Lord Bornol. And overwhelmne- |I'mdamed if | can
make head or tail of your world as yet. After all, I've only just arrived. And excuse nme, but |'m
so tired out after this bloody shocking day that I'mready to drop in ny tracks."

"Forgive ne. 1'd conpletely forgotten you're without a tore. The nental refreshnment that our

peopl e have been | avi shing over your conpanions hasn't affected you. If you wish, we can."

"No, thank you!"

Creyn cane up and sniled ironically at the anthropol ogist's sudden alarm "Bryan would prefer to
do his work without the consolations of the torc... in fact, he has nmade this a condition of
cooperation.”

"You don't have to coerce ne," Bryan said testily.

"Don't msunderstand!" Bornobl appeared pai ned. He gestured at the gaudy throng, now | eadi ng the
other prisoners inside with every evidence of good fellowship. "Are your friends being coerced?
The torc isn't a synmbol of bondage but of union "

Bryan felt a surge of anger and dreadful weariness erupt in him H s voice remained calm "I know
you nmean well. But there are many of us hunmans, one might say nost of us in ny world of the
future, nost of the normal nenbers of hunmanity, who would rather die than submt to your torc. In
spite of all its consolations. Now you nust excuse ne. |'msorry to disappoint you, but |I'mnot up
to any | earned discussions right nowl'd like to go to bed."

Bor nol bowed his head. One of the hunman servants canme running up with Bryan's pack. "W will neet
again in the capital. | hope you will have nodified your harsh opinion of us by then, Bryan .
This is Joe-Don, who will take you to a retiring roomat once. Rest well."

Borrmol and Creyn glided away. Al nbst everyone el se had already left the courtyard, "Right this
way, sir," Joe-Don said, his breezy aplonb equal to that of a bell-nan in one of the Od Wrld's
posher hostelries. "W've got a nice roomready for you. But too bad you'll miss the party."”

They went off into corridors decorated in brae and gold and white. Bryan caught a glinpse of the
unconsci ous Stein being borne away on a litter by four nmore human attendants.

"If there's a doctor in the house, Joe-Don, that man coul d use | ooking after. The poor chap got
cl obbered both physically and nentally."

"Don't worry, sir. Lady Danpne, Bornol's missus, an even better nedic than Creyn. W get a | ot of
whacked out specinens passing through here, the tine-portal being the shock that it is. But npst
of the casualties get fixed up pretty good. This Tanu bunch don't have anything |like the tank
regeneration equi pnent we grew up with, but they slop on through pretty good regardl ess. They're
m ghty tough them selves and they can heal nobst injuries and di seases with the help of the tores.
Lady Darone' Il give your pal a good vein-feed and see to his scattered marbl es. Anot her day, he'l
be as good as new. Quite a pile of nuscle, isn't he? They nust have himtapped for the G and
Conbat "

"And what," Bryan asked quietly, "m ght that be?"
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Joe-Don blinked, then grinned. "Kind of sports event they have a couple of nonths from now, and
around the end of Cctober. Traditional with these folks. They're great ones for traditions..
Well, here's your room sir."

He threw open the door to an airy chanber that had white draperies billowing in front of a |arge
wi ndow. A vertical string of sapphire |lanterns hung beside a cool -1 o00ki ng bed. Mre conventiona

oil lanmps cast a pool of yellow radiance on a table where a sinple supper had been laid out.
Joe-Don said, "If you need anything, just pull this ring beside the bed and we'll cone running.
don't suppose you'll require any consoling conpani onshi p? No? Well, sweet dreanms anyhow. "

He whi sked out and cl osed the door firmy behind him Bryan didn't bother to test the | ock. He
gave a great sigh and began unbuttoning his shirt. Sonmehow, although he had not been aware of
nmovi ng upward, he had cone to the topnost floor of the Tanu nansion. The view from his w ndow over
| ooked much of the town and gave hima distant glinpse of the city gate. Roniah lay silent and
glittering, an earthbound constellation, reninding himof a Christmas display he had seen | ong ago
on one of the nore extravagant Hi spanic-heritage worlds.

He wondered in a perfunctory fashion what kind of exotic cheer his conpani ons were presently

enj oyi ng down at the Tanu party. No doubt he'd hear all about it tonorrow. Yawning, he folded the

shirt... and felt the small bulk of the duro-filmsheets tucked into the breast pocket. He took
them out and there was her picture, glowing dimy with its own |ight.

Ch, Mercy.

Have they taken you and made you one of thenselves, as they are trying to do with nmy friends? Thin
sad worman with yearni ng sea-deep eyes and a smile that keeps nme bound despite all reason! | have
never heard you play your harp and sing; but ny mnd s ear creates you:

There is a |l ady sweet and kind Was never face so pleased ny nmind. | did but see her passing by,
And yet | love her till | die.

Her gestures, notions, and her smile, Her wit, her voice ny heart beguiled, beguiled ny heart, |
know not why. And yet | love her till | die.

A deep brazen note sounded, snatching himfromhis fatigue-drugged reverie. It was the great gong
at the city gate. The portal swung open in response, seeming to admt the rising sun

"Christ!" whispered Bryan. He watched transfi xed as the Hunt canme a-hom ng

A rai nbow poured down the main avenue of the town, taking the same route that their own party had
foll owed not long before. Flaring and twi sting, the creature of light resolved itself into a
processi on of splendidly nmounted Tanu | eapi ng about with the antic joy of a Novo Janeiro Mard

G as parade. Both chalikos and riders glowed with an internal efful gence that continually shifted
up and down the entire spectrum The Hunt came cl oser and cl oser and eventually passed al nost
under Bryan's wi ndow. He saw that the participants, nen and wonen alike, were arrayed in bizarre
arnor, apparently of gem studded gl ass, adorned with spi kes and knobs and ot her decorative
excrescences that gave themthe | ook of humanoi d crustaceans fashioned out of dianonds. The
chalikos were partially arnored with the same material and wore shining gens on their foreheads.
Both nounts and riders trailed brightly colored streaners of gossaner fabric that em tted sparks
fromthe tapered ends.

The Hunt nade a triunphant noise. The nen struck their bej ewel ed shields with gl owi ng gl ass swords
to produce a nusical clangor; some of the wormen sounded weirdly twi sted glass horns with aninal -
head bells, and others chanted at the top of their powerful voices. Near the end of the parade
were six riders glowing a uniformneon-red, evidently the heroes of this particular chase. They
held tall |ances, upon which were nounted the night's trophies.

Sever ed heads.

Four of the heads had bel onged to nonsters, a fanged and wattled horror gleam ng black and wet, a

reptile with ears like batwings and a fringe of tentacles at its cheeks that still twitched, a
t hi ng havi ng branched gol den antlers and the face of a bird of prey, a nightnmare siman with pure
white fur and still-blinking eyes the size of apples.

The other two heads were smaller. Bryan saw themquite clearly as the procession passed by. They
had belonged to an ordinary little man and wonman of | ate m ddl e age.

CHAPTER ELEVEN

It was the unexpected re-creation of old pain that finally gave Amerie her insight.

The swol I en ankl es chained inmobile to the high stirrups, the stretched nuscles on the insides of
her thighs, the horde of inps twanging toe spinal ganglia in the small of her back, the cranps in
cal ves and knees, she renmenbered them. It had been just like this twenty-six years ago.

Her father had told the fanily that descending into the Grand Canyon of the Col orado on a mule
woul d be a wonderful adventure, a trip through a cut-open |ayer cake of planetary history that
they would all | ook back and savor after they'd gone out to far Miultnomah. And it had started out

file:/lIF|/rah/Julian%20May/May,%20Julian%20-...1e%201%20-%20The%20Many%20Coloured%?20Land.txt (75 of 165) [1/15/03 7:40:31 PM]



file:/I1F|/rah/Julian%20M ay/M ay,%20Julian%20-%20Pli ocene%620EXxi| €96201%20-%20T he%620M any%20Col oured%20L and.txt

fine. On the trail down, Amerie the child delighted in fingering the strata of colored rock that
became ol der and ol der, until at the bottom she had picked up a two-billion-year-old fragnment of
black glittering Vishnu schist and studied it with suitable awe.

But then had cone the journey back up to the Canyon's rim And pain. That endless trip, with
aching legs that finally went into spasnms as she subconsciously tried to help the nule on its
upward clinb. Her parents were experienced trail riders and knew how to sit the slope. Her little
brothers with their wire-and-plass toughness were happy to let their nounts do the work. But she,
t he conscientious one, had known the dreadful job that the nmule was doing and had unwittingly
dermanded to share it. Toward the end she was crippled and weepi ng, and the others had synpat hi zed
with poor little Annamaria, but of course it was better to keep on riding and get to the top so
that it would be over, rather than stop on the trail and delay the whole party. And Dad had urged
her to be his big brave girl, and Mom had smiled pityingly, and the two little brothers had | ooked
superior. Back on the South Rim Dad had taken her into his arns and carried her to their room and
put her to bed. She had slept for eighteen hours, and the brothers teased her for m ssing out on
the egg ride to the Painted Desert, and she had felt guilty. That had started it all.

Mom and Dad and the boys, all gone now. But the big girl still tried to carry her |load no matter
how much it hurt. So there. Now you begin to understand why you have cone here and all the rest of
it. This pain and the renenbered old ones trigger the realization. And now, just as scab-rip and
toot hpul | and boneset can hel p true healing begin, now you can recover! But God, what a fool you
have been. And now here you are here and the insight has cone too |ate.

Anerie rode her chaliko in the Pliocene sunrise. Felice was asleep on the mount to her left,
having told the nun that riding these animals was a pleasure after the half-tamed verruls of
Acadie. Al around the train of slunped riders, the birds of the plateau were clanoring in the
dawn chorus. Shoul d she sing her own song of praise in spite of everything? The sl eep-Iearned
Latin phrases presented thensel ves. Wednesday in Summer. She had forgotten Matins at mdnight, so
better do that before the Lauds that properly belong to dawn.

She chanted softly as the eastern sky turned frompurplish gray to yellow with cirrus w sps like
torn vermlion chiffon.

Cor nmeum conturbatum est in ne:

et formdo nortis cecidit super ne. Tinmor et trenor venerunt super ne:

et contexerunt ne tenebrae. Et dixit: Quis dabit m hi pennas sicut col unbae,
et vol abo, et requiescam

Her head sank upon her breast and tears fell onto the white homespun of her habit Promthe next
ri der ahead of her cane a quiet |augh

"Interesting that you pray in a dead | anguage. Still, | daresay we could all do with a bit of
PsalmFifty-Five."

She | ooked up. It was a man in a Tyrolean hat, turned partway around in his saddle and sniling at
her .

He declaimed: " 'My heart is sore pained within me! And the terrors of death are fallen upon ne.
Fear and trenbling have seized nme, and darkness has overwhelned ne. And | said: Othat | had w ngs
like a dove! For then | would fly away and be at rest.'. . . Wat's next?"

She said miserably, " 'Ecce elongavi fugiens: et nmansi in solitudine."

"Ch, yes. '"Lo, | would flee far away and live in the wilderness.' " He waved a hand at the
energent | andscape. "And here it is! Magnificent. Just |ook at those nmountains in the east.
They're the Jura. Amazing the difference six mllion years nakes in them you know Sone of those

ridges nust be at three thousand neters, perhaps twice at high as the Jura of our tinme."

Amerie w ped her eyes on her scapular. "You knew t hen?"

"Ch, yes. | was very keen. Tranped and clinbed all over the Earth, but liked the Al ps best |'d
pl anned to clinb themagain in their juvenile aspect. My reason for coming to Exile, you see. In

my last rejuv, | had ny lung capacity upped twenty percent Had the heart and | arge muscles
fortified as well 1'd brought all kinds of special clinbing gear along. D you know, parts of the
Pl i ocene Al ps night be higher than the Hi nal aya we knew? Qur Alps were greatly eroded by the Ice
Age that'll be along in a fewnllion years. The really high country would be farther south,

around Monte Rosa on the old Swiss-ltalian border, or southwest into Provence where the Dent

Bl anche nappe overrides Rosa's. There could be folds down there pushed above nine thousand neters.
There could be a nobuntain higher than Everest! | hoped to spend the rest of nmy life clinbing these
Pl i ocene mountains. Even the Al pine Everest, if | nanaged to find a few kindred souls to acconpany
me. "

"Perhaps you still will." The nun tried to force a smle
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"Not friggerty likely," he replied cheerily. "These exotics and their flunkies will put nme to work
hewi ng wood or drawi ng water when they find out that nmy only talents are classical donning and
falling off alps. If I'"'mlucky and have any spare tine after slavery, I'll tootle tunes for drinks
in the local equivalent of the village pub.”

He apol ogi zed for interrupting her prayers and turned forward again. In a few nonents, Anerie
heard the soft sounds of his flute mingling with the birdsong.

She resuned her own qui et chanting.

The caravan was on a downhill slope once nore, still traveling northward parallel to the Saone.
The great river was invisible, but its course was marked by a wi de belt of mist-hung forest far
down in the valley. The countryside beyond the woodl and on the opposite bank was nuch flatter, a
prairie dotted with trees that gradually blended into a marshy plain with many small neres and

sl oughs that sparkled as the sun clinbed. Tributary streans tw sted through the eastern swanp; but
the west bank of the Sadne that they travel ed was several hundred neters higher, cut only by

wi dely separated creeks and gullies, which the patient chalikos plodded across while scarcely
breaki ng stride.

Now that it was fully light, Anerie could see the other people in the train, the soldiers and
Epone riding three or four ranks ahead, the pairs of prisoners strung out behind at neatly

mai ntai ned intervals. Richard and O aude were near the baggage aninals and the rear guard. The
out ri di ng anphi cyons gal unphed stoically on either side, sonetinmes closing in, so that she saw
their evil yellow eyes or snelled the carrion reek of their bodies. The chalikos had their own
distinctive snell, odd and sulfurous, like a flatus of turnips. It rmust be fromthe roots they
eat, she thought wearily. Al that food that nade them so big and strong and w de.

She groaned and tried to ease her tornmented nuscles. Nothing hel ped, not even prayer. Fac ne tecum
pie flere, Crucifixo condol ere, donee ego vexero. Ch, shit, Lord. This isn't going to work.

'Look, Anerie! Antel opes!”

Felice was awake, pointing to the savanna on their left where a golden rise of |and seened
strangely overgrown with dark stalks that waved in all directions. Then Anerie realized that the
stal ks were horns and the entire hillside was thick wi th reddi sh-tawny bodi es. Thousands upon

t housands of gazelles were grazing the dried grass. They were undi sturbed by the passing caravan
and raised mld black-and-white faces, seening to nod their |yre-shaped horns at the anphicyons,
whi ch ignored them

"Aren't they beautiful?" cried Felice. "And over there! Those little horses!"

H ppari ons were even nore nunerous than the gazelles, roam ng the uplands in huge | oose herds that
sonmetimes seened to cover an entire square kilonmeter. As the party of travelers cane into | ower

el evations where the vegetation was nore |lush, they saw other grazers, goatlike tragocerines wth
mahogany coats, |arger harnessed antel opes that had thin white stripes on their fawn sides, and
once in a scrubby little grove of acacias, nassive gray-brown el ands bearing stout spiraling
horns, the bulls, with their drooping dew aps, standing over two nmeters tall at the shoul der

"Al'l that neat on the hoof," Felice marveled. "And only a few big cats and hyenas and bear-dogs
for natural enemes. A hunter would never starve in this world."

"Starving," the nun said dourly, "hardly seens to be the problem" She hoisted her skirt and began
to massage her thighs by pounding themwi th the sides of her hands.

"Poor Anerie. O course | know what the problemis. |'ve been working on it. Watch this."

As the nun stared, puzzled, Felice's chalicothere drifted casually toward her own until the sides
of the two aninmals touched lightly. Then Felice's nount noved away, maintaining its steady pace as
it trotted a good arms length to the left of its proper position in line. After just half a

m nute of this aberrant novenent, the beast slipped back into its normal caravan slot. It noved
sedately for a few nonents, then broke stride so that it decreased the distance between it and the
ani mal ahead by a neter and a half. The chali ko continued tailgating while Anerie began to
conprehend what was happening. It fell back into its usual place just as a suspicious bear-dog | et
out a how .

"Manma mia," nmurrmured the nun. "Can the soldiers tell you're doing it?"

"Nobody's fighting my override of their control. There probably is no feedback at all, just the
preset command for the entire train that keeps them noving at speed in the selected intervals. You
renenber when those blue partridges spooked the chalikos early |ast evening? The guards cane back
to see that we were all properly lined up again. They woul dn't have had to do that if they had

f eedback from our mounts."

"True. But."

"Hang onto your winple. Nowit's your turn."

Anerie's pain and spiritual nalaise were swept away in a sudden wash of hope, for her own
chal i cothere was now duplicating the earlier notions of Felice's aninmal. Wen the eerie solo dance
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had been conpl eted, both of the creatures performed identical maneuvers in concert.

"Te deum | audanus, " Anerie whispered. "You just might pull it off, child. But can you reach then?"
She nodded in the direction of the nearest anphicyon

"It's going to be hard. Harder than anything | ever did back in the arena on Acadie. But |'m ol der
now." At least four nonths older. And it isn't a stupid game anynore with ne hoping that they'd
learn to care instead of only being afraid. But here she is now trusting and even the others would
if only they knew. They would trust and admire. But how to test? Mist not give the thing away. So
hard. Wi ch way woul d be best?

The bear-dog running twenty neters off Felice's left flank came slowy closer, lolling tongue

dri pping saliva. The brute was nearly exhausted after its long trek. Its wits were slowed and its
wi | | power dininished. The pricking within its mind that urged it onward and kept it alert was
being callused round with fatigue and hunger. The call to duty was now weak in conparison to the
promi se of high neat in the trough and a bed of dry grass in a shady place.

The anphi cyon ranged cl oser and closer to Felice's chaliko. It whinpered and snorted when it
realized that it had lost control of itself, shaking its ugly head as though trying to dislodge
pesky insects. The heavy jaws clashed, scattering slobber; but still it cane closer, pacing
together with the chaliko in the dust cloud that swirled about the nount's clawed feet. The

anmphi cyon glared in helpless rage at the snmall human sitting high above it, the human that was
forcing, bending, compelling. It growed its fury, curling its |lip above discolored teeth al nost
the size of Felice's fingers.

She let it go.

The effort had di med her vision, and her head ached aboninably fromthe resistance of the

st ubborn carnivore mnd. But.!

"You did that, didn't you," Anerie said.

Fel i ce nodded. "Damm hard, though. The things aren't on light auto-pilot like the chalikos. It was
fighting ne every mnute. Bear-dogs nust work by training-conditioning. That's harder to crack
because it's well bedded in the subconscious mnd. But | think I've got it figured. Best to go
after them when they're worn out, at the end of the day's travel If | can hang onto two, or even
nore..."

Anerie gave a hel pless gesture. It was inconprehensible to the nun, this direct inpact of mnind
upon nind, this operation of a power beyond her own nental capability. What would it be like to be
a netapsychic, even an inperfect one such as Felice? To manipul ate other living things? To nove
and reforminanimate matter? What would it be like to really create, not nerely the ghost of a

hi ki ng boot, as she had done with the aid of Epone's device, but a substantial illusion, or even
matter and energy thensel ves? What would it be like to link in Unity with other m nds? To probe
brai ns? To enjoy angelic powers?

A bright planet shone in the east near the rising sun. Venus ... no, call it by its other, nore
anci ent nane: Lucifer, bright angel of norning. Anerie felt a tiny frisson of fear

Lead her not into tenmptation, but forgive us as we warm ourselves at Felice's fire, even as she
burns ...

The caravan narched down into the | owl and, off the plateau into another river valley that opened
westward t hrough the Monts du Charolais. The scattered dwarf pal nettos, pines, and | ocust trees of
t he hei ghts gave way to maples and poplars, wal nuts and oaks, and finally to a deep hunid forest
with sour-gum bald cypress, thickets of banmboo, and huge old tulip trees nore than four neters in
di ameter. Lush shrubbery abounded, making the | andscape seemthe very exenplar of a prineva
jungle. Anerie kept expecting dinosaurs or winged reptiles to appear, knowing at the sane tinme
that the notion was idiotic. The Pliocene fauna, when you cane down to it, was very simlar to
that of the replenished Earth six nmillion years in the future.

The riders caught glinpses of snall deer with bifurcated horns, a porcupine, and a gigantic sow
foll owed by cunning striped piglets. A troop of medi umsized nonkeys swung through the upper
storey of the woods, follow ng the caravan and shrieki ng but never com ng dose enough to be seen
clearly. In sonme places shrubs and small trees had been uprooted and stripped of green. Piles of
droppi ngs snelling of elephant identified this as the work of nastodons. A feline roar of uncanny
power caused the bear-dogs to how back defiantly. Was it machai rodus, one of the | eonine
sabertooth cats that were the conmpnest |arge predators of the Pliocene?

After the prison-like environment of the castle and the nunbing transition of the night journey,
the tune-travel ers now becane aware of a new feeling that overcane even their fatigue and soreness
and the nmenory of broken hopes. This forest, pierced by the slanting rays of norning sunlight, was
unm st akabl y anot her world, another Earth. Here in vivid reality was the unspoil ed w | derness they
had all dreaned of. Blot out the soldiers and the chains and the exotic slave nistress, and this
M ocene woodl and coul d still be apprehended as paradi se.
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Dew-strung gi ant spider webs, incredible masses of flowers, fruits and berries shining like

baroque jewels in settings of many-hued green . . . cliffs with thin waterfalls dropping into
pools in front of nobssy grottoes... throngs of fearless animals . . . the beauty was real! In
spite of thenselves, the prisoners discovered that they were scanning the jungle for nore narvels
as eagerly as any pack of thrill-seeking tourists. Anerie's pain faded before visions of scarlet-

and- bl ack butterflies and gaudy tree-frogs chinmng like elfin bells. Even in August the birds sang
their mating songs, for in a world without true winter they had not yet begun to nmigrate and coul d
rai se nore than one brood a year. An inprobable squirrel with tufted ears and patches of greenish-
and-orange fur scolded froma lowtree Iinb. Another tree was draped with a notionless python, its
body as thick as a beer barrel and as gorgeously colored as a Kennanshah rug. There went a tiny
hornl ess antelope with legs like twigs and a body no larger than a rabbit's! There flew a bird
with a raucous crow voice, feathered in a splendor of violet and pink and darkest blue! By a
stream stood a huge otter, poised on hind Iinbs and seening to snile amiably at the prisoners
riding by. Farther down the creek-bed were wild chalicotheres somewhat smaller and darker than
their donesticated cousins, ripping up bulrushes for breakfast and managing to | ook dignified in
spite of their nouthfuls of dripping greenery. In the short grass beside the trail grew crowds of
mushroons, coral, red with white spots, sky-blue with nagenta gills and stens. Creepi ng anpongst
them was a many-1egged millipede the size of a salanm, |ooking as though it were freshly enanel ed
in oxblood-red with creamracing stripes..

The horn sounded its three notes.

Aneri e sighed. The echoing reply set off the wild things farther along the trail, so that the
caravan nmet its escort in a tangled voluntary of bird and ani mal voices. The forest thinned and
they canme into a parklike area beside a slowflowing river, sonme western tributary of the Sadne.
The trail led over a | awn beneath venerable cypresses and through the gate of a |arge palisaded
fort alnmost identical to the one they had stopped at during the night.

"Al'l you travelers!" Captal Wl demar bell owed, when the |ast of the caravan had entered the gate
and the wooden doors were swung shut. "This is our sleeping stop. We'll rest here until sunset.
know you're feeling pretty used up. But take ny advice and soak in the big hot-tub in your

bat hhouse before you fall into the sack. And eat, even if you think you're too tired to be hungry!
Take your packs with you when you di snount. Anybody sick or gotta conplaint, see ne. Be ready to
remount this evening after supper when you hear the horn. You feel like trying to escape, remenber
that the anphicyons are outside and so are the sabertooth cats and a really trick orange

sal amander the size of a collie dog with venomlike a king cobra Have a nice rest. That's all"

A white-clad hostler hel ped Amerie from her saddl e when she was unable to get down on her own.
"You want to give yourself a good soak, Sister," the man said solicitously. "It's the best thing
inthe world for trail soreness. W heat the water with a solar setup on the roof, so there's
plenty."

"Thank you," she murnured. "I'Il do that."

"You could do something for us here at the fort, too, Sister. If you're not too tired and stiff,
that is.” He was a short, coffee-colored man with graying ki nky hair and the preoccupied air of a
m nor civil servant.

Anerie felt that she could fall asleep standing up if only there were sonething to | ean agai nst.
But she heard herself saying, "OF course I'lIl do anything | can." Her racked | eg muscl es spasned
in protest.

"We don't often get a priest here. Just a circuit-rider every three or four nonths, old Brother
Anatoly out of Finiah or Sister Ruth from Goriah, way over to the west. W have naybe fifteen

Cat holics anong the nmen here. We'd really appreciate it if ."

"Yes. Certainly. | suppose you'd prefer the votive Mass of St. John the Bel oved Disciple."

"First your nice bath and supper." He picked up her pack, draped her arm over his shoul ders, and
hel ped her away. As soon as Felice had di smounted, she rushed over to Richard and said, "Wll? Did
you get it?"

"Dead easy. And there's a second-nagnitude sparkler sitting right on top of it" He | ooked down at
her fromthe high back of his chaliko. "Since you're in such good shape, gime a hand down off
this brute."

"Easiest thing in the world," she said. Stepping onto the disnounting block, she put her little
hands under his arnpits and swung himoff in one notion.

"Sweet Jesus!" exclainmed the pirate.

"l could use a little of that, too, Felice," cane Caude's dry voice. The ring-hockey player went
to the next chaliko and plucked the old man out of the saddle as though he were a child.

"What kinda gravity you have on Acadi e, anyhow?" Richard grow ed.

She bestowed a condescending snile. "Point eight-eight Earth normal. Nice try, Captain Blood, but
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no joy."

"You mustn't try anything rash here, Felice.
alert in a place like this.™

"Don't worry. |'ve."

Ri chard hi ssed, "She's conming, watch it! Her nibs!"

The white chali ko bearing Epone paced najestically through the clutter of weary prisoners and
their baggage.

"No dust or sweat on that one," remarked Felice bitterly, slapping at the filthy green skirts of

Cl aude was anxious. "I should think they'd be very

her hockey uniform "Looks |like she's ready for the fuckin' beaux-arts ball. Mist be ionized
fabric in the cloak."
A few of the travelers were still astride their nounts, anong themthe sturdy ginger-bearded nman

with the |ion enblazoned on his knightly surtout He had both el bows resting on the pormel of his
saddl e. Hi s hands covered his face.

"Dougal " Epone's voi ce was at once wheedl i ng and conmandi ng.

The knight leapt in his seat and stared at her wildly. "Not again. Please."

But she only signaled for hostlers to take the bridle of the knight's chaliko."O thou belle dane
sans nerd," he groaned. "Asian. Asian."

Epone rode away across the fort conpound toward a small structure with pots of flowers hanging
fromits veranda roof. The hostlers led tall Dougal after her

Cl aude watched them go and said, "Well, now you know, Richard. It's a good thing you re out of it.
She | ooks |ike mghty rough trade."

The ex-spacer swallowed the bile that had risen in his throat at nmenmory's slow return. "Wo... who
the hell is Asian?" he nmanaged to ask

"A kind of Christ figure in an old fairy tale,"” the old man replied. "A nmagical |ion who saved
children from supernatural enemies in a Never-Never Land called Narnia."

Felice laughed. "I don't think his franchise extends to the Pliocene. Wuld either of you
gentlemen care to join ne in a hot tub?"

She marched of f to the bathhouse, dusty feathers awave, |leaving the others to linp slowy after

CHAPTER TVELVE

Ch, what a night it had been

Ai ken Drumlay spraw ed on snowy sheets and let his silver tore give hima replay of the high

Fi zzy exotic booze. Delicious exotic food. Fun and ganes and nusic and dance and ronpi ng and
stonmpi ng and flying and gal |l opi ng those exotic broads with their crazy boobs down to there. Sweet
houghmagandy. Hadn't he shown themthat he was bi g enough! And hadn't he found his heart's hone at

last... Here in Exile, anpong these people who |oved to |augh and venture as he did, he would
thrive and grow and shi ne.

"Gonna be Sir Boss!" he giggled. "Gonna roj this whole fewkin' world until it yells quits! Gonna
flyl™

Oh, yes. That, too.
Slow y, his naked body rose fromthe bed. He spread his arnms wi de and soared toward the ceiling
where the norning sunlight shining through the drapes made rippl e-bars of greeny gold. The bedroom
was an aquarium and he was a swimer in the air. Zoom Bank! Roll! Dive! Let go and fall bouncing
back to the bed shouting with delight, for it was a rare gift even anong the tal ented Tanu, and
the | adies, especially, had greeted his discovery of it with great excitenent.
Vwonder ful silver torc!
He scranbl ed off-the bed and went to the wi ndow. Roni ah down bel ow was awake and goi ng about its
busi ness, human figures strolling or bustling, stately Tanu nounted on gaily caparisoned chalikos,
and everywhere the little ramas at work, sweeping, gardening, fetching and carrying.
Kal ei doscopi c!

Hey, Ai k. Wiere you be, buddy?
The nmental hail came to himhesitantly and garbled at first, then with increasing confidence.
Rai no, of course. The surly woodsnman had undergone a renarkabl e change of attitude as A ken's new
nmet af uncti ons became nmanifest at the party. Rainp left off his shit-kicking and got friendly. And
why not? He could sense a wi nner, that one!
You there, Ray? You tal king at me, Wodchopper?
VWho the hell else? Hey, Ak, if this is a dream don't wake ne up.
No dream It's realio-trulio and we are in for one helluva good tine. Hey! Wat say we bust out
and do a little sightseeing in the town?
They got me |ocked in, Ak
You forgot what we | earned at the party? Hang on a nano-sec while | put nmy clothes on and I'll be
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right there.

Ai ken threw on his gol den costune, checked to be sure that no Tanu was wat chi ng, then | aunched

hi msel f out of his bedroom wi ndow. Hovering above the mansion like a great gleam ng insect, he
sent his seekersense homng in on Rainp's querul ous thought pattern, then dived at the open w ndow
of his buddy and popped into the roomcrow ng, "Ta-dah!"

"Damm, you really do know how. don't you?" Rainp said with sonme envy. "Seens |'monly good for
pickin tip furniture." By way of denonstration, he caused the bed to dance and sent tables and
chairs flying about the room

"Everybody's different. Chopper. You got your talents, | got mne. You could have diddled the
mechani sm of the |lock to escape, you know. "

"Shit Never thought of it."

Ai ken grinned. "You'll be thinking of a ot of things fromnow on, Ray, and so will L Last night
was sone ki nda eye-opener, no?"

The former woodsman | aughed out |oud and the two of themwallowed in a nmutual replay, chortling
over the disconfiture of the scandalized Sukey and Elizabeth, who had retired abruptly when the
menbers of the Hunt joined the festivities. Poor straity-ladies! No sense of hunour and probably
fridgies to boot. It had been good riddance when they left, and the party had gone on until dawn,
featuring entertainments increasingly delightful that the two nen could savor to the full
strengthened by their silver tores. Good old neta-boodly psychoki noodl y!

Ai ken gestured out of the window "Conme on. Let's see how the human half lives. |I'mcurious about
the way the normals operate in this Exile setup. Don't sweat the flying bit, Ray. | can hold up
the both of us.”

"They' ||l spot us."

"I've got another metafunction. The illusion thing. Check this!"

There was a soundl ess snap and the snmall gol den nman di sappeared. A tiger swallowail butterfly

fl apped up and | anded square on Rai no's nose. "Keep those paws down or | go hornet," said A ken's
voi ce. The butterfly vani shed, and there was the practical joker again, standing in front of Raino
with one finger resting on the forester's nose.

"Hell's bells, Aik! You are |oaded!"

"Say agai n, Chopper. G nmme your hand. Cone on, don't be a poop. W're off |"

Two yellow butterflies flew away fromthe Tanu dwelling and over the town of Roniah. They swooped
above the workshops of potters and rooftile makers and weavers and carpenters and netal sniths and
boatwights and arnorers and gl assbl owers and scul ptors. They intruded upon | api dari es and

pai nters and basket makers and rehearsing nusici ans; sipped nectar fromthe jasni ne that bl ooned
besi de swi mm ng pool s where pregnant wonen | ounged and | aughed; flew into an open-air school -room
where a dozen blond, lissomchildren pointed their fingers in amazenent and a startled Tanu
teacher sent a dangerous query arrow ng back toward Bornol's nansion

"To the docks!" Aiken ordered, and they flew toward the riverside. Broad flights of steps |ed down
to a busy | anding stage. Rama stevedores unl oaded barges while human dock-hands and boat nen, many
of them naked to the waist in the norning heat, went about their jobs or |oafed in shady places
wai ting for sone other nan to finish his.

The two butterflies |anded atop a fat nooring bollard and turned back into A ken and Rai no. One
dockwor ker gave a " shout Seagulls rose up fromthe pavenment and pilings, squawking an alarm

Ai ken strolled off the bollard, leaving Raino sitting there and blinking, and struck a pose in
thin air. A burly bargee gave a shout of laughter and exclainmed, "Wll, if it ain't Peter Pan
himself ! But you better send that there Tinker-bell back for a refit!"”

The dockside |l oafers roared. Up on the bollard, Rainp extended both of his arns to the side. H's
sl anty-eyed Finnish face wore a crooked grin and a | ook of odd concentration. Inmediately a dozen
gulls fluttered down and aligned thenmselves fromhis wists to his shoul ders.

"Hey, Aik! Shootin' gallery! Zap before crap or you | ose!"

The hovering little man in gold took aimwith his forefinger. 'Tarn!" he said. "Pam pam pamm dy-
pom "

Smal | flashes ran along Rainp's plaid-flanneled arns. He was engul fed in a cloud of snobke and
fragmentary white feathers. The audi ence whistled and appl auded whil e Rai nb sneezed. "Attaway,
li'l biddy buddy!"

"And for ny encore,” Aiken cried, making a pass with both hands at the bollard itself, "I give
you, shazoom "

There was a sharp expl osion. The heavy tinbers of Rainp's perch disintegrated, |eaving him
suspended above the water wearing a | ook of pained surprise.

"Was that nice?" the ex-forester expostulated. He floated over to the chuckling A ken, grasped him
by the epaul ets of his golden suit, and suggested, "Maybe we should cool off with a swim"
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The two airborne figures began to westle, bouncing | ow over the nmuddy yell ow waters of the Rhone
anong the nooredlighters and wherries and barges |ike w nd-tossed carnival balloons. The nen on
the docks cackl ed and stanped, and terrified ramas dropped their burdens and covered their eyes.
Enough!

Creyn's nental conmand whi pped out, hauling the two back to the quaysi de and depositing themonto
the pavenent with a painful jolt. Four attendants from Bornol's mansion stepped forward to take
firmhold of the still snickering nmiscreants. Wth the fun clearly at an end, the dockworkers and
boat men began drifting back to their jobs.

"l am programi ng nmental restraints upon your major metapsychic functions until you have received
proper training at the capital," Creyn said. "W'Il have no nore of this childish behavior."

Ai ken waved at Elizabeth, Bryan, and Sukey, who were being escorted down the quay stairs together
with Stein on his litter.

Rai no said, "Aw, Chief. How el se we gonna | earn what we can do?"

Ai ken added, "Lord Bornol told us last night to get right intoit And did we ever!" He w nked at
Sukey, who glared at him

Creyn said, "Fromnow on, you'll do your learning in a controlled environment. Lord Bornol doesn't
need you repaying his hospitality by destroying his wharf."
The little man in gold shrugged. "Don't know ny own strength yet is all. You want nme to try

putting that thing back together again?"

Creyn's eyes, opaque blue in the sunlight, narrowed. "So you think you coul d? How very
interesting. But I think well wait, Aiken Drum It will be far safer for all of us if you stay on
the leash for the tinme being.™

El i zabeth's thought cane stealing gently al ong..

So many wild talents you do have Ai ken. What else is hidden in there? Let ne | ook

She sent a probe boring into him It caroned off a hastily erected but effective barrier

"Cut it out, Elizabeth!" Aiken cried aloud. "Quit or I'"Il fewkin' well zap you!"

She regarded himsadly. "Wuld you, really?" "Well, " He hesitated, then gave her a | opsided
snmle. "Maybe not, sweetie-face. But | can't have you nmessing about with nme, you know. Not even in
fun. I"'mnot Stein ... or Sukey, either."

Creyn said, "Qur boat is waiting for us at the end of the | anding stage. W nust be on our way."
But as they all went down the dock, the Tanu man reached out to Elizabeth on a narrow focus node
that spoke to her mind al one:

Did you see how he did that?

Primtivel/effective. Even versus nme unprepared. Concerned?

Appal | ed actual ly.

How effective torc restraint?

Adequat e now while he still unuse full potential. Later silver never suffice will seize gold.
Educators face dilemma that one. May require term nation. Not ny decision Tanabe thanked.
Capabl e vast mi schief even when latent. Rare old human-type uncomon in MIlieu: clown nmeddl er
Type not unknown anong Tanu alas. Predict kid smash hit Miriah. Query Miriah survive inpact.
Ironical just deserts to you slave masters. Humanity prey-peril ous.

Ah Elizabet h.

Deny? Laugh. Mani pucraftylators! Desotialization/re-socialization exiles shrewdly essayed.
Exanpl e: castl e environment anxietyprovoke. Follows party warnfriendshi ppower-sexgoodi es.

Rei nforce | esson severed heads. Crude goodguy/ badguy punish/reward terror/relief m ndformn ng.

Ai ken + Rainmo + (Sukey?) yours. Both Hunts victorious.

How el se integrate mnimal delay? Sone types e.g., A ken superhazard.

More |ike you than you?

Perceptive Elizabeth. Angelic al oof overflyer despising pathetic exile misfits.

"Ah, Elizabeth. W get to know one another better and better."

The ski pper who wel comed themto the unusual boat that would take them downriver wore khaki pants
and a sweat-stained T-shirt His belly overflowed his waistband. A crinkly peppered-salt rnustache
and fringe-beard bracketed the jovial smile on his nahogany face. He flicked Creyn a casua
salute, one finger tapping the bill of a decrepit U S. Navy cap of twentieth-century vintage.
"Wl come aboard, milord and | adi es and gents! Skipper Hi ghjohn at your service. Take any pew you
like, but the best viewis up forward. Bring that stretcher over here and lash it to the tie-
downs. "

The human travel ers cane onto the strange craft and settled sonewhat apprehensively into the
seats, which were pneunatically cushioned and formfitting, with el aborate harnesses that the
ski pper hel ped themto fasten

"I's the river very rough, Captain? " Sukey inquired. She had positioned herself near Stein and
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kept darting uneasy gl ances at the sleeping giant while the attendants secured himw th strong
webbi ng.

"Don't you be concerned. 1've done this Rhdne-Med run for sixteen years and never |ost a boat."

Hi ghj ohn flipped a |lid on the chair armand reveal ed a hidden container. "Little barf-bucket if
you need it."

Ai ken pi ped up, "You may not have | ost a boat, but how about a passenger? "

"You | ook like you got a strong ticker, boy. If things get too wild for you, Lord Creyn will
program a calmative into your tore. Everybody set now? We'll be stopping for lunch at Feligonpo
Pl antati on around noon for any of you who have appetites. Tonight we'll be at Darask, which is
bel ow the site of the future Avignon. You know, the place with the bridge. See you later."

Wth a friendly wave, he went forward. The attendants fromthe nmansion who had carried on Stein
and their baggage now trooped ashore. Deckhands began scurrying about the vessel, preparing it for
castoff. The passengers watched with mngled interest and unease.

The riverboat was simlar in design to nost of the others at the quayside, neasuring about
fourteen nmeters fromits high, knife-sharp bowto its glutcally rounded stern. It was a distant
cousin to the inflatable rafts and fol dboats used by sportsnmen and explorers on the whiter waters
of the Galactic MIlieu. The hull, stenciled on both sides with the nane of the boat, Mjo, was a
tough air-filled nenmbrane with fat exterior corrugations and pillowlike fenders jutting out at
regular intervals along the waterline. It looked as if it could be deflated and di sassenbl ed for
shi pnent upstream via caravan. Tightly covered hatch openings fore and aft gave access to cargo
hol ds, while the passenger accommopdati on was in an open area am dships that was arched over with a
series of half-hoops. The dockworkers quickly covered this frame with panels of deeply tinted
transparent filmresenbling decanole. Wen the |ast section of the bubbletop was sealed, an air

bl ower began to operate inside the boat, providing ventilation for the occupants and rendering the
wat er proof canopy rigid.

Sukey turned to Elizabeth, who sat in the seat beside her. "I didn't Iike the way the Captain

tal ked. What are we getting into?"

"An interesting ride, at any rate, if the signs and portents add up, Bryan, do you know anyt hi ng
at all about the R ver Rhone?"

"I't was all cut up with dans and | ocks and bypass channels in our tine," the anthropol ogi st
replied. "The gradient is probably a |lot steeper here in the Pliocene, so there are bound to be
rapi ds. When we approach the Avignon region about a hundred-fifty klonms south of here, we'll be in
an area that very likely has a deep gorge. In the twenty-second century it was stoppered by the
Donzer e- Mondragon Barrage, one of the |argest dam projects in Europe. Wiat we'll find down there
now. , . well, it can't be too bad or they wouldn't try to navigate it, would they?"

Ai ken uttered a shaky |augh. "Good question. Wll, ready or not, guys, we're off to the races."

A rather stout tel escoping nmast was rising up behind the passenger conpartnent. Wen it reached
its full height of four neters, the top section opened to disgorge a boomwith a roller sail,

| ooking for all the world like an ol d-fashi oned portabl e novie screen. The sail unfurled and gave
a fewtentative swiveling notions. Deckhands cast off the boat's nporing warps, and vibration in
t he deck betokened the operation of a snmall auxiliary engine. The Mjo began threading in and out
of the other shore traffic on its way to the mainstream |eading Bryan to deduce that it nust
utilize nore than one rudder for naxi mum maneuverability.

They angl ed sharply away fromthe shore. As the current took them the walled city of Roniah fell
away astern with amazing swiftness. It was not easy to estimate their speed, since they were a
good two hundred neters fromeither shore; but Bryan guessed that the sedinent-laden flood was
racing along at a mnimum of twenty knots. What woul d happen when this great volune of water was
conpressed between high rock walls farther downstream chall enged the imagination of the

ant hropol ogi st. Hi s specul ations were of a decidedly queasy sort.

Raimo, in the seat next to him had found his own brand of solace. He took a pull fromhis
repl eni shed silver flask and offered it to Bryan rather half-heartedly. "Tanu popskull. Hardly
Hudson's Bay standard, but not too bad."

"Maybe later,"” Bryan said, smling Rainp grunted and took another swall ow. The euphoria of his

nor ni ng adventure had faded away, |eaving the ex-forester brooding and ill at ease. Bryan tried to
draw Rai no out with questions about the previous night's revelry but received only the curtest
replies.

"You hadda be there,"” Raino said, and | apsed into silence.

For nearly an hour they noved easily through a wi de bl uff-sided channel, the forested foothills of
the Alps on their left hand and arid tabl el ands rising above the near-jungle of the hum d bottons
on the right QOccasionally, Creyn pointed out the |l ocation of a plantation; but the threes were so
thick that it was inmpossible to see any details of the settlenents ashore. They glinpsed snaller
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boats plying the shall ows and once they overhaul ed a | ong covered barge riding deep in the water
bare-masted and having only a small bubble over the nidships steersman's cockpit. The bargee
greeted themwith a toot fromhis airhorn, to which Skipper Hi ghjohn responded with a syncopated
bl ast of his own.

The river nmade a wi de curve and the channel passed between a tall headl and and a group of craggy
islets. Small mechani cal sounds announced the furling of their sail, the boom s folding, and the
wi t hdrawal of the tel escoping mast back into its housing. Far from |l osing speed, the boat noved
al ong faster rounding the point. It seemed to Bryan that they nust be naking thirty knots or nore.
Si mul t aneously he becanme aware of a deep vibration transmtted by the water through the seal ed
hul | of the boat, the inflated headrest of his seat, and the very bones of his skull. The

vi bration increased to an audi ble roar as the boat cane charging around a sharp bend. The walls of
a canyon rose on both sides.

Sukey screamed and Rai no yel ped an obscenity.

Ahead of themthe narrowi ng Rhone slanted downhill at a one-in-five gradient, the river lashed to
a foam ng frenzy by the rocks of its tilted bed. The boat seened to dive into the rapids and a
great aval anche of ochre water crashed over the canopy and tenporarily engul fed them Then Mjo
broke free and cane to the surface, planing along anong nonstrous standi ng waves and granite

boul ders, rolling so steeply that yellow water clinbed hal fway up the watertight bubble first on
one side, then on the other. The noise was al nost insupportable. Rainp's nouth was wi de open but
his yells went unheard ani dst the uproar of the cascadi ng Rhone.

A dark mass | oonmed ahead. The boat heeled nearly sixty degrees to starboard as they went whipping
around a tall rock pinnacle into a crooked slot between files of huge boulders. The air was so
filled with flying spune that it seened inpossible that their skipper could see where he was

goi ng. Neverthel ess the boat continued to zig and zag anong the rocks with only an occasi onal bunp
agai nst the pneunatic fenders.

A respite cane in the formof a deep cut where the river flowed free. But the voice of Hi ghjohn
called, "One last tinme, folks!" and Bryan realized that they were rocketing through the defile
toward a veritable fence of sharp crags, fanglike chunks of broken granite against which the
yellow river waters crashed in overlapping curtains of spray. There seened to be no way through
The stunned tine-travelers gripped the arms of their seats and braced for the inevitable inpact.
Mojo raced toward the tallest of the rocks, pitching violently. It crashed into the foam but
instead of hitting solid rock or sinking, it rose higher and higher on sone unseen surge. There
was a thrumm ng bl ow agai nst the port side as they bounced off a rock face, conpletely drowned in
the opaque pother. The boat seenmed to roll a full 360 degrees and then wallow free to sail through
the air. It landed with a bone-jarring inpact, water dosing again over the top of the canopy.

Al nost i mediately it popped to the surface, floating in conplete tranquility across a broad poo
that spread between | ow walls. Behind themwas the cut they had just traversed, spewi ng a
horsetail cataract, like the outflow of a titanic drain, into the basin thirty neters bel ow

"You can unfasten your safety belts now, folks," the skipper said. "That'll be all the cheap
thrills for this norning. After lunch, it really gets rough.”

He cane back into the passenger conpartnent to check the canopy for possible | eakage. "Didn't take
in a drop!"

"' Congratul ati ons,
har ness.

"G ve you a hand?" suggested H gh John, bending over to help

Rel eased, Bryan rose weakly to his feet. He saw that all the others, including Creyn and

El i zabeth, were notionless in their seats, eyes closed, apparently asleep

Fists on hips, the rivernmen surveyed the passengers with a sl ow shake of his head. "Every goddam
time. These sensitive Tanu types just can't take Caneron's Sluice, being afraid of water as they
nostly are. So they zonk out. And if the tore-wearing humans show any distress, the Tanu j ust
program a zonk for them too. Kinda disappointing, you know? Every artist likes to have an

audi ence. "

"I take your point," Bryan said.

"I don't often get a rarey like you, no tore and all and nman enough to cone through it without a
case of the yamering fantods. This lady without the tore", he pointed to Elizabeth, "nust have
just fainted away."

"Not likely," Bryan said. "She's an operant metapsychic. | dare say she just did her own cal m ng
ment al exerci se and napped through the excitenent, just as Creyn did."

"But not you, eh, sport? | suppose you've been on rough water before."

Bryan shrugged. "Hobby sailor. North Sea, Channel, Med. The usual thing."

Hi ghj ohn cl apped hi mon the shoul der. Hi s eyes twi nkled and he gave Bryan a conradely snile. "Tel

whi spered Bryan. Wth one trenbling hand be funbled with the buckles of the
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you what. You come on forward with me and |I'lIl show you a thing or three about driving this tub
before we reach Feligompo. If you enjoy it, who knows? There's | ots worse jobs you could settle
intointhis Exile."

"I'd enjoy riding with you in the wheel house," Bryan said, "but | won't be able to take you up on
your offer of an apprenticeship.” He grinned ruefully. "I believe the Tanu have ot her plans for
ne. "

CHAPTER THI RTEEN

Cl aude awoke. A cool breeze bl ew through hangi ng strings of wooden beads that screened all four
sides of the prisoners' dormtory and kept insects fromflying in. Two guards paced around and
around outside the shelter, bronze helnmets turning as they scanned the inmates, conpound bows
strung and ready, resting lightly on their shoul ders where they could be drawn in an instant.

The old man tested his linbs, and by God, they worked. His field adaptation systemwas still o
after all the years. He sat up on his pallet and | ooked around. Al nost all of the other prisoners
were still lying as though drugged. But Felice was up, and Basil the Al pine clinber, and the two

Japanese ronin. Faint yapping sounds cane froma cl osed basket next to a sl eeping woman. There
were snores and a few noans fromthe other sleepers.

Claude quietly watched Felice. She was talking in low tones with the three other men. Once one of
the ronin tried to protest sonmething she was saying. She cut himshort with a fierce gesture and
the Oriental warrior subsided.

It was very late in the afternoon and quite hot. The space within the walled fort was deep in
green shade. A snell of cooking wafted from one of the buildings, making C aude's nmouth water

Anot her nmeat stew, and sonething like fruit pies baking. Wiatever its other flaws, the Exile
society certainly ate well.

Havi ng fini shed her discussion, Felice crept across the crowded floor to C aude's resting place.
She | ooked keyed up and her brown eyes were wi de. She wore the sleeveless kilt-dress that was the
undergarnment to her hoplite arnor, but had put off the rest of the uniformw th the exception of
the bl ack shin guards. The bare areas of her skin were lightly sheened with perspiration

"Wake Richard up," she whi spered perenptorily.

Cl aude shook the shoul der of the sleeping ex-spacer. Mittering obscenities, Richard hoisted

hi nsel f onto his el bows.

"We'll probably have to do it tonight,"” Felice said. "One of the fort people told Arerie that by
tonorrow we'll be into very heavy country where this plan of mne wouldn't have nmuch chance of
wor ki ng. | need open space to see what |'mdoing. What |1'lIl do is pick a tine before dawn tonorrow
when it's fairly dark and the bear-dogs are running on the dregs of their second w nd."

"Now wait a minute," Richard protested. "Don't you think we'd better discuss this plan of yours
first? "

She ignored him 'Those others, Yosh, Tat, Basil, they'll try to help us. | asked the Gypsies, but
they're half crazy and won't take orders froma wonman anyway. So this is what we do. After the

m dni ght break, Richard changes places with Arerie and rides beside ne."

"Cone on, Felice! The guards'l| spot the switch."

"You change clothes with her in the latrine."

"Not on your." Richard blazed. But Felice caught himby the | apels and dragged hi m over the floor
on his stomach until they were nose to nose.

"You shut up and listen, Captain Asshole. None of the rest of you have a hope in hell of getting
out of this. Amerie punped one of the guards after she said Mass for themthis norning. These
exotics have nmetafunctions that can zap out your brain and turn you into a lunatic or a fuckin'
zonbie. They can't even be killed with ordi nary weapons! They've got sone systemfor controlling
their slave-cities that's alnost perfect. Once we arrive at Finiah and they test ne out and find
I"'mlatent, they'll collar me or kill nme and the rest of you'll be lucky to spend your lives
shoveling shit in the chaliko barns. This is our chance, Richard! And you're going to do as | say
|

"Let himgo, Felice," said Caude urgently. "The guards. "Wen she dropped him R chard whispered,
"Damm you. Felice! | didn't say | wouldn't help. But you can't treat ne like a friggerty baby!"
"What el se would you call a grown man who craps up his bed?" she inquired. "Who changed your
dydees when you drove starships, Captain?"

Ri chard went white. Cl aude was furious. "Stop it! Both of you! . . . Richard, you were sick. A man
can't help hinself when he's sick. For God's sake, forget the matter. W were glad to help you

But you've got to pull yourself together now and join with the rest of us in this plan to escape
You can't let your personal feelings toward Felice weck what nay be our only chance to get out of
this nightmare."
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Richard glared at the little ring-hockey player, then gave her a twisted grin. "You may be the
only one of us who's a match for "emat that, sweetie-babe. Sure. 1'Il go along with whatever you
say."

"That's fine," she told him She reached behind the black |eather of her |eft greave and extracted
what | ooked |ike a slender golden cross. "Now the first good news is that we aren't conpletely
weaponl ess. .. "

They rode away in the evening with a crescent nmoon shining through the cypresses. After fording
the shallow tributary, the trail clinbed to the Burgundi an pl ateau and once nore resumed its
northerly course. Fire-beacons |it the way through deepening twilight. After a tine they were able
to |l ook down on a vast heaving region of mst nmarking extensive swanpl ands where the Pliocene
Sadne was born fromthe prehistoric Lac de Bresse. The | ake waters stretched northward and
eastward into the distance |ike a sheet of black glass, drowing the entire plain belowthe Cote
d"O. Richard entertained the old pal eontol ogist with descriptions of the | egendary w nes that
woul d be produced in this district six mllion years into the future.

Later, when the stars were bright, Richard took one |ast sighting of Pliocene Polaris. It was the
brightest star in a constellation that the two men dubbed the Big Turkey.

"That's a good job you' ve done,"  aude said.

"The whol e business may turn out to be acadenmic if we end up dead or brain-burned ... You think
this scheme of Felice's nmight really work?"

"Thi nk about this, son. Felice would be able to escape by herself fairly easily. But she's worked
out this plan to give the rest of us a chance, too. You may hate the little lady's entrails, but
she just mght bring this thing off. 1'"'mgoing to do ny damedest for her, even though I'mjust an
ol d poop one step this side of fossilization. But you're still a young man, Richard. You |ook like
you coul d handl e yourself in a fight. W' re counting on you."

"I'mscared outa nmy notherin' nmind," the pirate told him "That little bitty gold knife of hers!
It's nothing but a toy. How the hell am| going to do it? "

The old man said, "Try Amerie's prescription. Pray a lot"

In the forward part of the caravan, Basil the Al pinist was saluting the sinking crescent noon by
playing "Au clair de la lune" on his recorder. The little butterfly dancer from Pans who rode
besi de hi m sang al ong. And ammzi ngly enough, Epone herself joined in in a soprano voice of nelting
ri chness. The exotic woman continued to sing as Basil played several nore songs; but when he began
"Londonderry Air," one of the soldiers galloped back on his chaliko and said, 'The Exalted Lady
forbids the commonalty to sing that song."

The clinber shrugged and put his flute away.

The butterfly dancer said, "The nonster sings that song with her own words. | heard her, back at
Castle Gateway on the first night that we were inprisoned. Isn't it odd that a nonster should be
musical? It's like a fairytale, and Epone is |ike a beautiful w cked witch."

"The witch may sing a different song before dawn," Felice said; but only the nun heard her

The trail came closer and closer to the western shore of the great |ake. The caravan woul d have to
skirt it before heading east into the Belfort Gap between the Vosges highland and the Jura, which
led to the valley of the Proto-Rhine. The | ake waters were utterly calm reflecting the brighter
stars like an inky mirror. As the curve of the trail took them around a pronontory, they saw a

di stant beacon reflected as well, a streak of orange stabbing toward them across a broad bay.
"Look, not one fire but two." Felice's voice held a note of anxiety. "Now what the devil do you
suppose that neans?"

One of the soldiers fromthe rear of the caravan gall oped past themto confer with Captal

Wal denmar, then returned to his position. The chalikos slowed to a walk and finally halted

al t oget her. Epone and Wl denor rode off the trail to the top of a small rise where they could
survey the | ake.

Felice gently pounded one fist into the pal mof her other hand and whi spered, "Shit shit shit."
"There's sonething out there on the water," said Amrerie.

Alight mist filmed the reaches of the bay. One part of it seenmed to thicken and grow bright as
they watched, then break into four separate, dimy shining masses, fuzzy and anorphous. As the
will-0'-the-w sps approached, they grew |l arger and glowed in color, one faintly blue, another pale
gold, and two deep red. They bounced up and down as they foll owed a devi ous path over the water to
a place not far offshore fromthe halted caravan.

"Les lutins," said the butterfly dancer, her voice rough with fear

The central portion of each nmass now reveal ed a form suspended within the glow, rounded bodies

wi th dangling appendages that flexed. They were at | east twice as tall as a hunan being.

"Why, they look just like giant spiders!" whispered Amerie.
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"Les lutins araignees,"
shape-shifters."
"It's an illusion,"” Felice decided. "Watch Epone."
The Tanu worman had risen in her stirrups so that she stood hi gh above the back of her notionless
white chali ko. The hood of her cloak dropped so that her hair was lumnous in the nultihued |ight
radiating fromthe things out on the |ake. She placed both hands at her neck and cried out a
single word in the exotic |anguage.
The flame-spiders el evated their abdonens at her. Filaments of purple |ight rocketed toward Epone
and over the heads of the prisoners. The peopl e exclaimed in wondernment, hardly conscious of fear
The episode was so bizarre that it seened |ike a |ight-show performance
The bright webbi ng never reached the ground. As it shimrered above them it began shattering into
a nyriad of glittering fragments |ike dying fireworks. The outer edges of the individual spiders
hal oes started to disintegrate in the same coruscating fashion, envel oping the phantons in a cloud
of swirling sparks. The gl owi ng spiders becane krakens with withing tentacles, then nonstrous
di senbodi ed human heads with Medusa hair and fiery eyes, and finally featurel ess balls that
dwi ndl ed, di med, and w nked out.
Only stars and the beacon fires gl eaned on the | ake.
Epone and the captal rode back to the trail and resuned their places at the head of the
procession. The chalikos snorted and whiffled and set out again at their usual trot. One of the
soldiers said something to a prisoner at the head of the colum, and the word passed slowy back.
"Firvul ag. Those were Firvul ag."

the dancer repeated. "My old Grandnere told me the ancient tales. They are

"It was an illusion,"” Felice insisted. "But sonmething sure as hell caused it. Something that
doesn't tike the Tanu any nore than we do. That's very interesting."

"Does this nean you'll have to change your plan?" Anerie-asked.

"Not bloody likely. It may even help. If the guards are on the | ookout for ghoulies and ghosties
and | ong-1 eggety beasties, they' |l pay less attention to us."

The caval cade cane around the bay to the place of the double beacon, where the prisoners entered
anot her fort for the mdnight rest. Felice dismunted quickly and came to assist all three of her
friends, and several other riders as well. And later, when it was time to clinb back into the
saddl e, she was there again to help the tired people fit their feet into the stirrups just before
the soldiers cane around to | ock on the bronze ankle chains with their envel opi ng | eat her sl eeves.
"Sister Arerie isn't feeling well,"” the little athlete told the guard who | ocked her onto her own
beast. "Those strange creatures out on the | ake gave her a bad turn.”

"Don't you worry about the Firvulag, Sister,” the man told the veiled, drooping rider. "There's no
way they can get you as long as the Exalted Lady is with us. She's tops as a coercer. You just
ride easy."

"Bl ess you," cane a whisper

"When the soldier noved away to tend to Basil and the dancer, Felice said, "You just try to go to
sl eep, Sister. That's the best thing for nerves.” In a |l ower tone she added, "And keep your
cunnilingin' trap shut like I told you!"

The poor sick nun invited Felice to take an unlikely anatom cal excursion

They went on, follow ng the shore but still trending northward. After an hour had passed, C aude
said, "I'mfree. How about you, Amerie?"

The rider beside himwas incongruously garbed in a star-ship captain's coverall and a w de-bri mred
bl ack hat with dark plunmes. "My chains are broken. What an incredible child Felice is! But | can
under stand why she was ostraci zed by the other ring-hockey players. It's too freakish, all that
strength in such a doll-like body."

"Her physical strength is something the others could live with," Gaude said, leaving it at that.
Presently, Anerie asked, "How nany people did she set free?"

"The two Japanese riding behind her. Basil, the fellowin the Tyrol ean hat. And that poor

medi eval i st kni ght, Dougal, just ahead of Basil. Dougal doesn't know that his chai ns have been
weakened enough to be broken. Felice didn't think he was stable enough to let in on the schene.

But when the thing starts we might get himto break | oose and hel p. Lord knows he's big and strong
| ooki ng, and naybe he hates Epone enough to snap out of his funk when he sees others in action.”

"I hope Richard will be all right."

"Don't worry. | think he's ready to do his part, if only to show Felice that she's not the only
one with balls."
The nun | aughed. "What a collection we are! Exiles and losers all. W got just what we deserved,

runni ng away from our responsibilities. Look at me. A lot of people needed ny ministry. But | had
to brood and rmaunder about my own precious spirituality instead of getting on with ny job .
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You know, Cl aude, nost of last night was hell for ne. There's sonething about riding that hits me

in the worst way. And while | was hurting, | found | was shrinking nyself. | think | finally
understand the reasons why | got into this ness. Not just coming to Exile, the whole thing."

The old man said nothing. "I think you figured it out, too, Caude. Quite a while ago."

"Wl |, yes," he adnitted. "Wien we tal ked about your chil dhood that day on the nmountain. But you

had to find it out for yourself."
She said softly, "The firstborn daughter with the Little Mana thing in the warmltalianate famly
The hard-worki ng professional parents depending on her to help raise the cute little brothers. She
loving to do it, power-tripping on the responsibility. Then the famly gets ready to emigrate to a
new worl d. Exciting! But the daughter screws up by straining sone nuscles and then breaking her
leginafall."

But just one short week in the tank, dear, and you can cone out to us on the next ship.
Hurry and get well, Anna-naria. W're going to need your help nore than ever on Miltnomah, big
girl!
And you hurried. But by the tine you were well they were all dead, killed in a transl ationa
mal function of their star-ship. So what could you do but atone? Try through all the years to show
them you were sorry that you had not died along with them Dedicate yourself to easing the passing
of others as you were not able to case theirs...

"But fighting it at the same tinme, Claude. | realize that now | wasn't really a norbid person and
I was glad to be alive and not dead. But that old guilt never let ne go, even though it was so
well sublimated in nmy vocation that | didn't realize howit was undermning nme. | went along for

years doing work that was very hard and refusing to take holidays or sabbaticals the way the
others did. There was al ways a case that needed ny special help and | was al ways strong enough to
give it But in the end it all became a sham The denons weren't exorcized any nore. The envoti onal
fatigue of the job and the buried guilt all mngled and becane unbearable."

The old man's voi ce was conpassionate. "So when the contenplative orders justifiably turned you
down, you scratched around and found what | ooked |ike an even better formof atonement. . . Can't
you see that you haven't |oved yourself enough, Amerie? This hernmitage-in-Exile idea was the
ultimate chair in a corner facing the wall."

Her head was averted fromhimso that the broad-brimed hat hid her face. She said, "So the Exile
anchoress turns out to be just as much of a fraud as the ministering nun in the hospice for the
dying."

"That last bit isn't true!" C aude snapped. "Gen didn't think so and neither did I. And neither
did the hundreds of other suffering people you hel ped. For God' s sake, Anerie, try to keep a
perspective! Every human being has deep notives as well as superficial ones. But the notivation
doesn't invalidate the objective good we do."

"You want ne to get on with ny life and quit picking scabs.' But, Claude, | can't go back now,
even though | know the choice was wong. | have nothing left."

"If you've got any faith remaining at all, why not believe that you re here for a reason?"

She gave hima crooked smile. "It's an interesting idea. Suppose | spend the rest of the night
meditating on it."

"Good girl | have a feeling you won't have nuch tine for neditation later on, if Felice's plan
works out ... | tell you what. You neditate and I'Il snooze, and we'll both do oursel ves good.
Wake me as soon as Basil starts playing the signal. It'll be just before dawn."

"When it's darkest," sighed the nun. "Go to sleep, Cd aude.
Pl easant dreans."

There were no nore doubl e beacons, which seemed to have been the scouting party's warning of
Firvulag in the vicinity. The caravan had cone down fromthe plateau now and traversed open wooded
slopes cut by little brooks that foanmed whitely over boulders, calling for tricky footwork by the
chal i kos as they picked their way along in the starshine. The country becanme rougher and there was
a tang of conifer resinin the air. As the night wore on, a breeze sprang up, ruffling the |ake
and naki ng the beacon fires near the shore lean and twist It was very quiet. Aside fromthe noise
of the noving caravan, only owl hoots were to be heard. There were no lights of villages or farns,
no sign of habitation at all. So much the better if they did manage to escape ..

They came to a deep gorge lit on both sides by bonfires, where a | onely guard post secured a
suspensi on bridge over a cascading stream Three torch-bearing nmen in bronze arnor stood at
attention as Epone and Captal Wl demar crossed the swaying structure. Then the soldiers |led snall
groups of prisoners over, bracketed by anphicyons.

When they resuned their march, Richard told Felice, "It's after four. W been losing time fording
the creeks."
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"We'll have to wait until we get far enough away from that damm guard post. | hadn't planned on
that. There are nore than three soldiers manning it, count on that. Epone will be able to send
thema telepathic call for help and we've got to be sure they'll get to us too late. | want to

wait anot her half hour at |east."

"Don't cut it too fine, sweets. What if there's another post? And what about the scouts ahead who
Iight the beacons? "

"Ch, shut up! I'mjuggling factors until I'mdizzy trying to optimnize this thing. Just be sure
you're ready... Did you lash it firmy to your |ower arnf "

"Just like you said."

Felice called out, "Basil."

"Righto."

"Wul d you play sone lullaby tunes for a while?"

The notes of the woodwi nd rose softly, soothing the riders after the brief anxiety caused by the
bri dge-crossing. The double file of chalikos and their flanking bear-dogs now noved anong titanic
bl ack conifer trunks. The trail was soft with mllennia of needle duff, nmuffling their passage and
sendi ng even the nost unconfortable riders into a doze. The track rose gradually until it was nore
than a hundred neters above the Lac de Bresse, with occasi onal sheer drops to the water on the
caravan's right. Too soon, it seened to Felice, the eastern sky began to lighten

She sighed and pull ed down her hoplite helnmet, then | eaned forward in the saddle. "Basil. Now. "
The Al pine clinber played "All Through the N ght."

When he finished it and began again, four anphi cyons went charging soundl essly to the head of the
processi on and hanstrung Epone's chaliko with simultaneous slashes of their teeth. The exotic
wonman' s mount uttered a heart-stopping shriek as it went down in a welter of dark bodies. The bear-
dogs, with barking roars, |eaped upon Epone herself. Soldiers and the front ranks of prisoners
gave shouts of horror, but the Tanu sl ave-m stress did not cry out.

Ri chard thunped his free feet against his nmount's neck and held tightly to the reins as the
creature took off He galloped into the midst of the quartet of soldiers trying to cone to the

assi stance of Epone. Wl demar was shouting, "Use your |ances, not the bows! Lift themoff her, you
stupid bastards!”

Ri chard's chali ko reared and crashed down upon the captal, knocking himfromthe saddle. A figure
in white robes and a black veil leapt down as if to help the fallen officer. In the nonent that

Wal demar took to gasp astoni shment at seeing a nustache on a nun's face, Richard slipped Felice's
little dirfc fromits gol den scabbard and pressed the steel blade hone tw ce below the two corners
of Waldemar's jaw, just above the gray netal necklet. His carotid arteries severed, the capta
clutched at the false nun with a bubbling cry, gave a peculiar smle, and died. -

Two riderless chalikos were thrashing together in the sem -darkness, inflicting ghastly wounds
upon one another with-their huge claws. Replacing the dirk in its sheath on his forearm Richard
sei zed the dead officer's bronze sword and backed off, cursing. There were confused shouts and a

I ong scream of pain fromthe tangle of anphicyons and armed nen. The two soldiers of the rear
guard came pounding up to assist their conrades One of the nmen charged with | ance couched,
spitting a small bear-dog that dashed in fromthe side and hoisting it high into the air. Then
anot her hul king form cane darti ng anong t he nounted guards, snapping at the heels of the enraged,
screechi ng chal i kos.

Felice sat her beast, notionless, as though she were nerely a spectator to the carnage. One of the
ronin, heels drunmi ng the shoulders of his nount, rushed into the free-for-all and haul ed back on
his reins. The chaliko reared and brought its scimtar claws down onto the runp of a soldier's

ani mal . The Japanese warrior, shouting an ancient battle cry, forced his own nount to ranp again
and again with terrible driving blows that crushed the soldier and his chaliko into the tangled
mass al ready on the ground. The second ronin came up on foot and grasped a |lance fromits scabbard
on the fallen man's saddle. "A bear-dog! Behind you, Tat!" Richard yell ed.

The warrior whirled around and braced the spear on the ground as the anphi cyon | eaped. Transfixed
through the neck, the animal body continued forward on nmomentum and crushed the ronin naned Tat
beneath its great bulk. Richard ran forward and stabbed the struggling nonster in its near eye,
then tried to haul it off the warrior. But soneone shouted, "Here comes another one!" And Richard
| ooked up to see a black shape with gl eanm ng eyes not four neters away.

Fel i ce gazed inpassively at the fight, her face al nbost hidden within the T-shaped hel met opening
The char gi ng anphi cyon swerved away from Richard and ran over the edge of the steep enbankment,
squalling in nmdair and striking the water with a trenendous splash. Basil and the knight Douga
rode their nmounts inpotently around the edge of the bedl am of noise, hesitating before the
flailing bl oody claws and struggling shapes. Ripping off the inpeding veil and winple, Richard

pi cked up another |ance and tossed it to Basil. Instead of stabbing with it, the clinber hoisted
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the thing like a javelin, threw, and hit one of the soldiers high on the arnor of his upper back.
The point of the weapon skidded up beneath the man's kettle-helmet, penetrating the base of his
skull. He fell Iike a bag of sand.

Fel i ce wat ched.

No nore bear-dogs came fromthe shadowy perineter. Al that were left alive were busy worrying
sonmet hing lying next to the body of a dead white chaliko. A single soldier stood upright anobng
them hacking slowy at the snarling anphicyons |ike some freshly painted red automation.

"You must kill him" Felice said.

They could not find any nore |lances. Richard ran to the nounted kni ght, handed up his bronze
sword, and pointed. "Take him Dougal!"

As if in a trance, the el egant nedievalist grasped the weapon and waited for a suitable nonment
before riding into the mass of dead and dying aninmals and men. He decapitated the futile chopping
figure with a single bl ow

There were two bear-dogs left alive as the last soldier fell. Richard found another sword and
prepared to stand his ground if they cane after him but the creatures seened seized with a kind
of fit. They backed away fromtheir prey reluctantly, giving vent to agonized how s, then turned
and went |eaping to their doom over the edge of the |akeside cliff.

The sky was becomning rose-col ored. There were gaggi ng sounds and hysterical sobs as the stunned
prisoners, who had been herded into a conpact group by C aude and Amerie during the enbroil ment,
now came slowy forward to | ook. Noises fromdying chalikos were cut short as the surviving ronin
went about with a dispatching sword. The first norning notes of song sparrows, sinple and sol em
as Gregorian chant, echoed anong the |ofty sequoia trunks.

Felice rose up in her saddle, arms wide, fingers grasping, head in its pluned hel met thrown back
as she withed, cried out, then slunped back inertly against the high cantle.

The Japanese bent over the gory carcass of the white chaliko. He grunted and beckoned to Richard
Numbed now, feeling only curiosity, the former starship captain went stunbling into the fleshly
wr eckage, hindered by his incongruous nun's garb. On the ground am dst the bodies was a hideously
gnawed | inbless trunk swathed in bloody rags. The face was torn to the bone all al ong one side,
but the other was still beautiful and untouched.

An eyelid opened. A jade-green orb reached out at Richard. Epone's nind took hold of himand began
to drag hi m down.

He screaned. Hi s bronze sword hewed and stabbed at the thing down there but its inexorable grip
held firm The dawn-1ight began to fade and he was being taken to a place fromwhich he would not
return.

"Iron!'" the high-pitched voice of the knight called out "lIron! Only thus may the faerie perish!”
The usel ess sword fell and Richard funbled at his wist. As he continued to sink he clutched at
the instrunment of redenption and sent its steely potency deep, between the heaving white-scarlet

ribs without breasts to the raging heart, stilling it and quenching the body's resident spirit
whi ch took flight, releasing as it was rel eased.
Basi|l and the ronin hauled Richard out of there by the arnms. He was w de-eyed and still scream ng

but holding tight to the gold-handl ed knife. The three of thempaid no attention to the denented
Dougal , who | eaped from his saddl e and began stonpi ng sonet hing beneath his mailed feet.

Felice shouted a warning.

I gnoring her, the knight picked a bl ood-sneared gol den hoop fromthe ness and scaled it far out
over the | ake, where it sank wi thout a trace.

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

The riverside palace at Darask was in an uproar when the southbound travel ers broke their journey
there on the second evening. The mistress of the establishment had been brought to childbed with
twins and her | abor was proving dangerously prolonged. Creyn went off to volunteer his nedica
services, leaving the prisoners in the care of a silver-torced major-dono, a black Irishman who
forthrightly introduced hinself as Hughie B. Kennedy VII and | ed them under guard to a | arge
chanmber high in one tower of the pal ace.

"You'll have to rough it tonight, friends," Kennedy said. "Boys and girls together here where we
can keep you secure easily. W can't spare the guards tonight for single quarters, not with our
poor Lady Estell a-Sirone hovering on the brink and the buggerin' Firvulag gathering round, know ng
what's in the wind. You'll be cool up here at any rate, and above the nosquitoes. There's a good
supper out on the balcony table."

The escorting palace guards carried in Stein's litter and rolled the Viking onto one of the
netting-draped bedst eads. Sukey protested. "But he needs care! He hasn't eaten or drunk all day
or, anything."
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"Don't fret yourself over him" Kennedy said. "Wen they're put tinder with the tore", and he
fingered his own, "they're like in suspended ani mation. Your friend s just |like a hibernatin'’

ani mal, nmetabolismall slowed down. He'll keep until tonorrow. By then, please Jesus, all'll be
well with our Lady, and we can spare sone tinme for him" The nmgjor-dono gave Sukey a shrewd | ook.
"Likely you'll keep a good eye on your friend."

The prisoners were allowed to take a change of clothing but nothing else fromtheir packs, which
were then renoved by the guards. Kennedy apol ogi zed once nore for the neagerness of their wel cone
and prepared to lock themin. Elizabeth cane to himand said in a |l ow voice, "I must speak
privately to Creyn. It's inmportant”

The maj or-dono frowned. "Ma'am | realize that you're a privileged person, but nmy orders were to
install all of you together here."

"Kennedy, |'m an operant netapsychic and a trained redactor. | can't get through to Creyn, but |
can farsense your |ady and her unborn babies and I know that right this noment they're in serious
trouble. |1 can't help themfromhere, but if you take me down to the birthing room. . . there!

Creyn's calling for nmet”

Kennedy had heard the tel epathic sumons, too. "Cone al ong, then.
her into the tower corridor and slamred the door shut.

Rai no said sourly, "That was nice going. W get stuck here, but Little Red Riding Britches gets to
see the fireworks."

"I never woul d have pegged you as an obstetrics freak," Aiken jeered.

"Didn't you hear that guy? " Rainp's pale eyes glistened and he licked his lips. "He said the
Firvul ag were gonna lay siege to the palace, | wanna see that. Maybe get in on the fighting."
Sukey's face was twisted with scorn. "You just can't wait to join the Hunt, can you? Can't wait to
get sonme nonster's head on a pike. But you weren't so brave when we were shooting those rapids

t oday!"

Leaving themto their bickering, Bryan and a strangely subdued Ai ken Drum went out to the bal cony.
The prom sed supper had enough food for a dozen people; but all of it was cold and bore evidences
of hasty preparation. Aiken picked up the leg of a roast fow and took an uninterested bite,
meanwhi | e i nspecting the security arrangenents of the balcony. It was conpletely enclosed in a
cage of ornamental brass grill-work.

"I won't be flying out of here very quickly, will I? | suppose | could saw through the ban with
one of the little vitredur giznmos | have in my pockets. But it hardly seens worthwhile trying to
escape. They've got ne so curious about the Tanu good life that running away seens stupid."”

"l believe that's the attitude you' re supposed to form™ Bryan said. "You were allowed to taste
just enough of your new powers to want a whole | ot nore. Now they've taken your netafunctions away
until you submit to their training reginmen down in the capital and they nmake you into a good
little copy of thenselves."

"So you think that'll happen, do you?" Aiken's golliwog grin was as w de as ever, but his black
button eyes held an ugly glitter. "You don't know a fewkin' thing about me and the way ny m nd
works. As for the netabilities, you're only a normal. You' ve never tasted the powers and you never
will, so don't give ne any of your high-ass professor's predictions about the way |'mgoing to
behave! " "They've got you collared and liking it," Bryan said mldly. A ken touched the silver
neck-ring with a dismissive flick. 'This thing! It's only put a clanp on ny netafunctions. The
clanp is effective now because | haven't figured howto turn it off. But Fmworking on it. You

thi nk they've got me under control? What Creyn did at the very begi nning was programthis
inhibitory thing on us. There's this little nagger in the skull that hints at horrible things
happening to us if we try to escape or do anything to threaten the peace and good order of our
wonder ful Tanu friends. You know how much that inhibition is worth, influencing ne? It isn't worth
shit. Little Sukey and dunbo Ray in there are safe, but not Aiken Drum™"

"The torcs... have you discovered how the different kinds work?"

"Not the details, but enough. One of the Tanu wonen at the Roniah party spilled a | ot when | put
it to her nicely. The gold tores are the basic article, the mental anmplifiers that turn latents
into operants. They're stuffed with bariumchips all latticed with mcroscopic anounts of rare
earths and bits of other junk that these jokers brought with themfromtheir hone gal axy. They
handcraft the tores and have a nmachine to grow and print the chips. They hardly understand how t he
machi ne functions, and nost of 'em know even | ess about the theory behind the tores thensel ves,

t he whol e nmetapsychic thing. The technology of it is handled down in the capital city by sone
outfit called the Coercer Guild."

"Do the golden tores have differing powers of, uh, nmagnification? "

"They're all exactly the sanme. And all they magnify is what the individual's got. If a guy's got
one weakie ability latent, he becones an operant weakie. If he's |oaded with all five

Taki ng her by one arm he drew
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met af unctions in whol esale lots, he beconmes operant as the Wzard of Oz. Mst of the Tanu are
fairly strong in just one netafunction and they tend to club up with others of the sanme type. The
fol ks who have several strong powers are the real aristocrats. Just what you'd expect. It's the
sanme sort of setup that you get in the Mlieu, only on a pipsqueak scale, with everyone pretty
much out for what he can get. Near as | can tell so far, there are no master class nmetas here and
nothing like the Mlieu' s psycho-union."

Bryan slowy nodded. "I'd already sensed a | ack of hierarchy anong these people. | wouldn't be
surprised to find themstill at the clan | evel of socialization. Fascinating, and al nost
unprecedented, given the high-culture trappings."”

"They're barbarians,” A ken stated flatly. "That's one of the things | |ike about "eml And they're

not too proud to let us human latents join right in."

"Wth silver tores."

Ai ken gave a short laugh. "Yeah. These silver collars have all the nind-expanding functions of the
gold, plus control circuits. The gray tores and the small collars of the nonkeys have nothing but
controls, plus a bunch of pleasure-pain circuits and a tel epathic comunication thing that varies
alot inits range."

Bryan peered over the edge of the balcony. "Can you get any nental clues as to what's going on
around here? Quite a few al aruns and excursions down there. |I'mgetting very curious about the

Fi rvul ag by now. "

"Funny thing about those severed heads the Hunt brought in." Aiken frowned. "They weren't quite
dead, some of thenl And after a while they started to, howcan | say it?, flicker. The Hunters
took them away, so we never really got a good |ook at them But there was sonething sublimna
about the whol e scene. "Sukey and Rai nb chose that nonent to cone out in search of dinner. Aiken
asked them "You guys hear anything? Wth your mnds? |I've tried, but this damm |l ock Creyn put on
me screens out all but whispers."

Sukey cl osed her eyes and put her fingers in her ears. Rainmp just stood there with his nmouth open,
finally saying, "Hell, all | hear is ny stomach runbling. Lemme at that food."

After a few m nutes had passed with A ken and Bryan watchi ng her patiently, Sukey opened her eyes.
"I get... eagerness. Froma lot of mental sources that seemto be different. Broadcasting on

anot her wavel ength from humans. Even different from Tanu. | can tune themin, but it's hard. Do
you understand what | nean?"

"We understand, kiddo," Aiken said.

Sukey gl anced fromhimto Bryan anxiously. "Wat do you suppose it could be?"

"Not hing to bother us, |I'msure,"” Bryan said.

Sukey nurnmured sonet hing about wanting to sit with Stein and took a plate of fruit and cold neat

i nside. Bryan was satisfied with a roughly nmade sandwi ch and a nug of sonme cider-like beverage. He
stood | ooking over twilit Darask. In the east, the nonstrous ranpart of the Maritime Al ps stil
reflected glaring sunset-pink on the highest snowfields. Extraordinary, Bryan thought. The
mount ai ns | ooked to be as high as the spine of the Himalaya or even the Hithskjalf Mssif on
Asgard. A cool wi nd was com ng down fromthe heights, spreading across the everglade flats where
the Rhone finally relaxed and spread wide after its precipitate plunge fromthe regi on around
unborn Lyon.

The day's journey had been sonething |ike descending a series of vast canyoned steps. They woul d
sail peacefully for thirty or forty kiloneters, then encounter savage rapids that woul d chute them
to the next lower |evel at jetboat velocity. Despite Skipper H ghjohn's reassurances, Bryan felt
that he had survived the ordeal of a lifetime. The last stretch of rapids, occurring, as he had
suspected, in the gorge area about fifty klons above the future Pont d'Avignon, had been

form dabl e beyond belief. The prolongation of terror had blunted his senses to the point of
stupor. Ai ken Drum had begged Creyn not to put himto sleep for that |ast rough ride, being eager
for sone taste of the thrills that Bryan had described. Wen the boat had tunmbl ed end over end
down the face of the final great cataract and fetched up in the placid Lac Provencal, Aiken's face
had turned to gray-green and his bright eyes were sunken in shock

"A fewkin' flea ride," he had mpaned, "In a fewkin' food bl ender!"

By the time they reached Darask on the Lower Rhone, they had journeyed nearly 270 kil ometers in

| ess than ten hours. The shallowi ng river twined and split and braided itself into scores of
channel s divided by rippling grasslands and nudflats inhabited by flocks of |ong-Iegged birds and
cream and- bl aek checkered crocodiles. Here and here islands rose fromthe marshy plain. Darask
crowned one of themlooking for all the world like a tropical Mnt-Saint-Mchel towering above a
sea of grass. Their boat had used its auxiliary engine to nove out of the nminstream of the Rhone
into a secondary channel leading to the fortified town. Darask had a small quay secured behind a

I inmestone wall nmore than twelve neters high that butted agai nst unscal able cliffs.
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And now, in the town beneath the high-rising palace, ramas were |lighting the snall night-Ianps,

cl ambering up spindly ladders to tend those on brackets al ong the house roofs, working pulleys to
raise long strings of lanterns up the face of the inner fortifications. Human sol diers touched off
| arger torches on the bastions of the town's perineter. As Bryan and the others surveyed the
scene, the peculiar Tanu-style illum nation sprang into operation, outlining the spired palace in
dots of red and anmber that synbolized the heraldic colors of its psychokinetic lord, Cranovel.

Ai ken inspected the Tanu | anps al ong their own bal cony. They were of sturdy faceted glass resting
in small niches in the stone, without wires or any other netallic attachments. They were col d.

"Bi ol um nescence," the little man in gold deci ded, shaking one. "You want to bet there are

m croorgani sns in here? Wiat did Creyn say, that the lights were energized by surplus neta
emanations? That figures. You get sone of the | ower echelon tore wearers to generate a suitable
wavef orm whil e they' re playing checkers or drinking beer or reading in the bathtub or performng
sone ot her sem -automatic."”

firyan was paying scant attention to Aiken's speculations. Qut in the surrounding marshl and, the
ignes fatui were lighting their own | anps, w spy bl obs of methane blue, firefly glinmerings that
wi nked on and off in scattered synchrony, wandering pale flanmes gliding around the island's m sty
backwaters like lost elfin boats.

"l suppose those are glowi ng insects or marsh-gas flanmes out there,
Bryan to stare into the darkening | andscape.

Rai no said, "Now | hear sonething. But not with any neta-faculty. You guys catching it?"

They listened. Sukey pursed her lips in exasperation. "Frogs!"

An al nost inaudible trill was building up on the breeze, swelling and finally fracturing into a
conpl ex treble chord of tinkles and peeps. An invisible batrachian naestro | owered his baton and
nmore voices chinmed in, gulps and grunts, rattling snares, pops and clicks, tunking notes as of
hol | ow canes. Additional frog voices contributed their simulations of slowly dripping water,

pl ucked strings, human glottal trill, buzzing drill bits, anplified guitar notes; and underriding
it all was the honmely jug-o'-rumof the common bullfrog, that durable Earth creature that would,
inonly six mllion years, acconpany nmankind on its colonization of the far-flung stars.

The four people on the bal cony | ooked at one another and burst into |aughter

"We've got a front-row seat," Aiken said, "in case there's any Firvulag invasion. And this blue
pitcher is full of sonething that's cool and definitely alcoholic. Shall we pull up chairs and
fortify ourselves just in case the nonsters arrive on schedul e?"

"Al'l in favor?" Bryan denmanded

"Aye! "

They held out their nugs and the little man in gold filled them one by one.

Sukey sai d, comi ng up behind

El i zabeth pressed the back of her hand to her clammy forehead. Her eyes opened and she exhal ed a
long, slow breath. Creyn and a haggard Tanu man in a runpl ed yell ow robe bent anxi ously over her
chair. Creyn's mind touched hers, supporting, querying.

Yes. | have separated them Finally. Sorry so weak ny skill rusty disuse. They will be born now.
The mind of Lord Cranovel of Darask wept gratitude. And she? Safe oh safe ny darling?

Human women tougher than Tanu. She recovers easily now

He cried aloud, "Estella-Sirone!" and ran to the inner chanber.

In a few nonments the querul ous wail of a newborn infant canme to the two who still waited.

Eli zabeth smled at Creyn. The first grayness of dawn |ightened the m st outside the pal ace

wi ndows.

El i zabeth said, "I've never handl ed anything quite |like that before. The two unborn mnds so
intertwi ned, so nutually antagonistic. Fraternal tw ns, of course. But it seens incredible that
genui ne ennity shoul d have been able to."

A Tanu worman dressed all in red put her head through the curtai ned doorway and excl ai med, "A
lovely girl! The next one is a breech, but we'll get it safely, never fear." She di sappeared

agai n.

El i zabeth got up fromthe chair and wal ked wearily to the window, letting her mnd reach out
beyond the birthing roons for the first tine since she had entered so many hours ago. The
anomal i es were outside, crowding closer and stunbling over one another in horrid eagerness, those
twittering little unhuman ninds, seem ngly operant, changing their soul formeven as she tried to
grasp them for exam nation. They el uded her, wove disguises, faded and flared, shrunk to atons or
expanded into | oom ng nonsters that postured in the nental -physical fog swirling about the towers
of the island pal ace.

Anot her baby cri ed.

Pierced by a terrible realization, Elizabeth's mind net that of Creyn. A slowdistilling drop of
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regret formed froma conplex of the man's enotions. Then he sl ammed down an i npervi ous screen

bet ween t hem

El i zabeth ran to the door of the inner chanber and pushed the draperies aside. Several wonen, both
human and Tanu, were attendant upon the new nother, a human wearing a gol den tore. Estella-Sirone
was smling; the beautiful baby gfai held to her right breast Cranovel knelt beside her, wi ping
her brow.

The Tanu nurse in red brought the other baby to show to Elizabeth. It was a very small boy,

wei ghi ng about two kil os, w zened as an old man and with an oversi zed head thickly covered with
wet dark hair. Its eyes were wide open and it screeched thinly froma nouth that had a full set of
tiny sharp teeth. Even as Elizabeth watched, the mani kin shimered and becane furry all over its
body, then shinmmered again and turned to a virtual double of its plunp bl onde sister.

"It is a Firvulag, a shape-changer," the nurse said. "They are the shadow brethren of the Tanu
fromthe foundation of worlds. Ever with us, ever against us. The twin situation is fortunately
rare. Most such die unborn, and the nmother with them"

"What will you do with hinP" Elizabeth asked. Fascinated, horrified, she sounded the small alien
mental ity and recogni zed the anonmal ous node, now that it was fully separated fromthe nore conpl ex
psychic structure of the Tanu sister

The tall nurse shrugged "His folk are awaiting him And so we give himto them as always. You
would like to see it?"

Dunmbly, Elizabeth nodded.

The nurse swiftly wapped the baby in a soft towel and hurried out of the birthing room Elizabeth
had all she could do to keep up as the wonman raced down flight after flight of stone stairs, al
enpty and echoing and lit only by the tiny ruby and anber |anps. They finally cane to a cellar. A
dank corridor led to the outer wall of the town and a great, |ocked water-gate, beside which was
an i ndoor anchorage full of deserted small boats. The gate had a wi cket with a bronze bolt, which
the exotic worman shot open

"Quard your mnd," she warned, and stepped outside onto the fog-obscured dock.

There were lights out there, and they converged with al arm ng speed, making no sound what soever.
Then canme a single deep-green glow that becane a sphere sone four nmeters across, rolling on the
surface of the water and burning the mst to shreds as it approached the dock

Wth great caution, Elizabeth pried apart the fabric of the illusion and | ooked inside. There was
a boat, a punt rather, with a dwarfish fellow poling and a round-cheeked little worman sitting in
the bows with a covered basket in her |ap

So you see us, do you?

El i zabeth staggered as a barrage of |ightning seened to expl ode behind her eyes Her tongue swell ed
as if to strangle her. The flesh of her hands blistered, blackened, burst, and cooked in a living
flane.

That' || show the upstart!

"I warned you," said the Tanu woman. Elizabeth felt the tall one's arnms about her, holding her up
She saw only the glowing ball receding into the mst. Her nmouth was nornmal, her hands unhurt.

"The Firvulag are operant netapsychics of a sort. Al nbst of themcan do is farsense and spin
illusions, but those can be strong enough to drive an unready mind nmad. We handl e them wel |

enough, at Grand Conbat tine and at nost other times, too But you nust not let themtake you
unaware. "

The baby was gone. After a few seconds the green gl ow vani shed as well, and daylight broke
fitfully through rags of vapor. Far up on the battlenents, a worman's voi ce was singing alien words
to a famliar nelody.

"Wl | go back now," the nurse said "My Lord and Lady will be very grateful to you. You nust
receive proper thanks, then refreshment and rest. There is a small fam |y cerenobny, naning the
child and giving her the first tiny golden torc. They will wish you to hold the baby It is a great
honor . "

"l magi ne ne as fairy godnot her,
after nme as wel | ?"

"She already has a nane It is traditional anbng us to give anew the nane of one who has recently
passed on to Tana's peace. The baby will be call ed Epone, and the Goddess grant that she be nore
fortunate than the |l ast who bore that nane."

El i zabeth murrmured. "What a world! Are you going to nanme her

CHAPTER FI FTEEN

Aneri e cane down to the | akeshore where the freed prisoners were ballasting their hastily inflated
boat s.

"I"ve had to sedate Felice. She was ready to tear the poor noddy apart."
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"Not surprising,"
l'ines nyself."
Ri chard was treadi ng si phon bulbs with both feet, flooding the interstices of his and C aude's
beached di nghies while the old man | oaded equi pnment into the two snall decanole craft Richard had
changed back into his pirate costune, curtly telling the nun to keep his spacer's coverall "for
the duration." Now he glowered at her. "Maybe Dougal did us all a favor wi thout knowing it. How do
we know what Felice would turn into once she got hold of a golden tore? "
"There's that," Caude had to adnmit. "But if she'd got it, we wouldn't have to worry about any
i mredi ate danger fromthe soldiers. As it is, some kind of arned force is going to be breathing
down our necks any minute now. W couldn't have been far fromthe next fort when the fight
started. "
Anerie said, "You two come up and help me with Felice when you finish here. Yosh has been going
t hrough t he baggage packs, retrieving some of our stuff."
"Any weapons?" Ri chard asked.
"They seemto have left ours back at the castle. But npbst of the tools are there. No nmaps or

Cl aude growl ed. "Once |I'd thought the matter through, | was tenpted al ong those

conpasses, |'mafraid."
Cl aude and Richard shared a gl ance. The pal eontol ogi st said, "Then it's seat-of-the-pants
navi gati on and devil take the hindnost. You go on up, Anerie. W'll be along in a few m nutes."

In the aftermath of the fight, when all of the prisoners had been rel eased, they had held a hasty
conference and decided that the best chance of escape lay in taking to the water, one or two
people to a decanol e dinghy fromthe Survival Units. Only the five Gypsies had ignored d aude's
war ni ng about the dangers of riding the tore-susceptible chalikos. They had gone back to attack

t he suspension bridge guard post after donning the gory arnor of the slain escort and taking nost
of the soldiers' weaponry.

The renai ni ng escapees had reestablished the bonding forged back at the auberge, the origina

G oups coming together once nore to plan their collective getaway. C aude, the only person with a
wor ki ng knowl edge of the Pliocene | andscape, had suggested two possi bl e escape routes. The one
that woul d take them nost quickly to rugged country entailed a short voyage northeast, across the
narorw upper portion of the Lac de Bresse to canyons leading into the heavily forested Vosges

hi ghl ands. This had the di sadvantage of crossing the nmain trail to Finiah on the opposite shore of
the lake; but if they managed to el ude nounted patrols, they could reach high country before
nightfall and hole up anong the rocks.

The second route woul d have them sailing southeast across the wi dest part of the |ake to the shore
of the Jura piednont sone sixty kilometers away, then continuing south into the nmountain range
itself. There seened an excellent chance that the land in that direction was conpletely

uni nhabi ted, since beyond the Jura lay the Alps. On the other hand, the | akeside forts were likely
to have boats of their own that could be used for pursuit. The escapees mi ght outsail the Tanu

m ni ons; but the breeze was fitful and the nearly cloudl ess sky suggested that the air m ght go
dead calmas it had the day before. If the boats were becal ned at nightfall, they m ght attract
the attention of the Firvul ag.

Basil had confidently elected for the Jura route, while Claude's conservatisminclined himto hold
out for the Vosges. But the clinber was nost persuasive to the mgjority, so in the end it was
decided that all of the tinme-travel ers except the remmant of G oup Geen and Yosh, the surviving
ronin, would go south. The prisoners had hastily unl oaded their baggage fromthe chalikos and
followed a gully down to a tiny beach below the cliff. There boats could be |launched. A few of the
snmall craft were already spreading their sails when Richard conpleted ballasting the two Green
boats and scranbl ed back up the enbanknent in search of the others.

He di scovered Cl aude, Amerie, and Yosh standing over Felice's unconscious body. The Japanese
warrior said, "lI've found C aude's woodworki ng tools and the knives and hatchets and saws from our
Survival and Smal | hol der Units." He held out a hideously stained packet to Richard. "And here are
al so a soldier's bow and arrows that the Gypsies overl ooked."

"We're grateful, Yosh," said the old man. "The bow could be very inportant. W have very little
food except for the survival rations, and the kits have only snares and fishing gear. The people
going south with Basil will have time to nmake new weapons if they reach the Jura shore. But our

Goup will be in nmuch nore danger of land pursuit. W'Il|l have to keep noving and do our hunting on
the run."

"But you should go with us, Yosh," Amerie said. "Wn't you change your nind?"

"l have nmy own Survival Unit and Tat's lance. |I'I|l take the rest of the tools that | scavenged
down to the people on the shore. But | won't go with them and I won't go with you." He gestured
to the sky, where dark specks wore already circling in the norning gold. "I have a duty here. The

Reverend Sister has given ny poor friend the Blessing of Departure. But Tat nmust not be left to
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the scavengers. Wien |'ve finished, |I plan to head due north on foot to the River Marne. It joins
the Pliocene Seine and the Seine flows into the Atlantic, | don't think the Tanu will bother to
track one man."

"Wel |, don't hang around here too long," Richard said dubiously.

The ronin knelt swiftly beside Felice's Iinp formand ki ssed her brow. H's grimeyes swept those
of the others. "You nust take good care of this nmad child. W owe her our freedom and if God
wills she may yet acconplish her purpose. The potential rests in her."

"We know," said the nun. "Go bl essed, Yoshimtsu-san."

The warrior got to his feet, bowed, and left them

"Time for us to go, too," said Caude. He and Anerie picked up the pathetically light body of the
girl while Richard gathered her hel met and pack, together with tools and weapons.

"I can sail single-handed," the pirate said when they reached the waiting boats. "Put Felice in
with ne and you two fol low "

They shoved off, the last to set sail, and relaxed only when they were far out fromland. The | ake
waters were cold and of an opaque blue, fed by rivers running out of the Jura and the Vosges
forest to the northeast. Anerie stared at the receding shore, where carrion birds were gradually
descendi ng.

"Claude... |'ve been thinking. Wy didn't Epone die sooner fromthose dreadful wounds? She was
literally torn to pieces before Richard and Yosh and Dougal ever got near her. She should have
bled to death or died from hypovol enmi ¢ shock. But she didn't"

"The people at the fort told you that the Tanu were nearly invul nerable. Wat did you think they
meant ?"

"I don't know, perhaps | assuned that the exotics were able to use their coercive power to fend
of f attackers. But | never dreaned a Tanu coul d survive such physical punishnent. It's hard not to
think of them as approximately human, given that breedi ng schenme Epone spoke to us about"

"Even human bei ngs w t hout metafunctions have been nighty tenacious of life. |'ve seen things in
the col onies that were damm near mracul ous. And when you consi der the enhancenent of nental
powers that the Tanu achieve with the torc . "

"I wonder if they have regenerative facilities here in Exile?"

"I should think so, in the cities. And God knows what other kinds of technol ogy they have. So far
we've only seen the tores, the nmind assayer, and that frisking device they used on us when we
first came through the tine-portal."

"Ah, yes. And that brings us to the |ethal dagger."

The old man stripped off his bush jacket and pillowed his back agai nst one of the boat seats. "I
don't doubt that our anthropologist friend Bryan could tell us all about the | egendary faerie
antipathy toward iron. He'd probably explain it in terns of the ancient tensions between Bronze
Age and Iron Age cultures... Be that as it may, European folklore is alnost universal in believing
that iron is repugnant or even deadly to the A d People."

The nun burst out, "GCh, for heaven's sake, C aude! Epone was an exotic, not sone bloody elf!"
"Then you tell nme why bear-dog bites and di smenbernent and stab wounds froma bronze sword didn't
finish her off, while a single thrust froma steel knife blade did."

Anerie considered. "It may be that the iron interferes in some way with the function of the tore
The bl ood of the Tanu is red, just like ours, and probably just as iron-rich. Their bodies and

m nds and the tore night operate in a delicate harnmony that could be upset by the introduction of
a gross mass of iron. lron mght even wonk themup if it just came near the body's intinmate aura
Renenber Stein and his battle-axe? None of the castle people was able to prevent himfrom doing
terrible damage, which didn't strike me as strange at the tine. But with what we know now, it
seens significant.

"They frisked us thoroughly enough,"” Caude said. "I can understand why the guardians weren't able
to pry Stein loose fromhis axe. But how did Felice's knife slip through?"

"I can't imagine, unless they were careless and didn't sweep her leg. O perhaps the gold of the
scabbard confused the detector. It suggests possibilities for counter-tactics."

Cl aude studied her through half-closed lids. There was an intensity about her that was new and
startling. "Now you're beginning to sound |like Felice! That child has no qual ns about taking on

t he whol e Tanu race. Never nmind that they control the friggerty planet!"

Anerie flashed himan odd snmile. "But it's our planet. And six nmillion years fromnow, we'll be
here. And they won't."

She snugged the tiller under her arm and kept the boat racing eastward, its sail taut before the
fresheni ng breeze.

They came up behind a marshy island, haul ed down sails and unstepped and defl ated masts and
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centreboards. Arm oads of reeds and young willows were cut to disguise the boats. They substituted
rear nounted decanole sculling oars for the sailing rudders. A person crouched lowin the stern
could inpart a barely perceptible forward notion by waggi ng the oar back and forth.

Ri chard protested, "It'll take us two hours to travel the half klomto the shore at this rate."
"Keep your voice down," Claude warned him "Sound travels over water." He brought his boat close
to Richard's. "Sonewhere on that shore is the trail, naybe even the fort where we were schedul ed

to stop for sleep this norning. W've got to be careful about show ng ourselves until we're sure
the coast is dear. "Richard | aughed nervously. "The coast is clear! So that's where the cliche
came from Probably pirates. "

"Shut up, son," said the old nan, weariness nmaking his | ow voice harsh. "Just follow ne from here
on in and pretend you're a collection of flotsam"

Claude sculled so slowy that there was no wake; they seened to drift fromislet to islet,
gradual |y approaching a | owlying shore where reeds and sedges grew nore than five nmeters tall and
| ong- shanked water birds with plumage of pink and blue and dazzling white stal ked the shal | ows,
jabbing at frogs and fish with their beaks.

The sun rose higher. It becane excruciatingly hot and hum d. Sone kind of biting m dge zeroed in
on them trapped as they were beneath the concealing greenery, and raised itching welts before
they could find repellant in their awkwardly stowed packs. After a tedious interval of paddling,
they scraped bottomon a jungle nmudflat where nmany of the banboos had trunks as thick as a man's
thi gh. Broadl eaf evergreen trees perfunmed the air with sickly sweet flowers. There was a gane
trail in the nud, heavily trampled by large flat feet. It |ooked as though it would Iead themto
hi gher ground.

"This is it," Cdaude said. "W deflate the di nghies and hi ke from here."

Ri chard extracted hinself fromthe mass of stal ks and branches in his boat and surveyed the site
with disgust. "Jesus, Caude. Did you have to land us in a fuckin swanp? Tal k about the green

hells! This place is probably crawming with snakes. And will you | ook at those footprints? Sone
m ghty ugly nothers been cruising through here!"

"Ch, stuff it, Richard,” Anmerie said. "Help nme get Felice ashore and I'll try to revive her while
you guys."

"Get down, everybody!" the old nman whispered urgently.

They crouched low in the boats and stared in the direction fromwhich they had cone. Qut beyond
the marshy little islands, where the | ake was deep and the breeze bl ew uni npeded, were a pair of
seven-neter catboats that bore no resenblance to any of the craft |aunched by the escapees. They
were slow y tacking northward.

"Well, now we know where the fort nust be," O aude remarked. "South of here and nost |ikely not
very far away. They've probably got oculars on board so well have to stay down until they get
around that point"

They waited. Sweat trickled down various body surfaces and made themitch. The frustrated ni dges
whi ned and went on sorties against their unprotected eyeballs and nostrils. Claude's belly

runbl ed, rem nding himthat he had not eaten in nearly twelve hours. Richard discovered a sticky
gash hidden in the hair above his left ear, and so did the |ocal variety of blowfly. Anerie nade
a desultory attenpt to pray; but her nenory bank refused to pay out any w thdrawal s except the
grace before neals and "Now | Lay Me Down to Sleep."

Fel i ce noaned.

"Cover her nmouth, Richard," Caude said. "Keep her quiet for just a few minutes |onger."
Sonmewher e, ducks were quacki ng. Somewhere el se, an aninmal was snuffling and sl urping and breaking
the giant banboos like twigs as it sought its lunch. And el sewhere still, the silver sound of a
horn sang on the linmt of audibility, to be foll owed seconds |ater by a | ouder response farther
north.

The ol d pal eontol ogi st sighed. "They're out of sight Let's deflate these boats and nove on."

The power-inflators, used in reverse, swiftly sucked both air and water out of the decanole

menbr anes, reducing the boats to spheres the size of Ping-Pong balls. Wiile Anerie revived Felice
with a dose of stimulant, C aude runmaged in his pack for survival-ration biscuits and fortified
candy, which he shared with the others.

Felice was listless and disoriented but seemed well enough to wal k. Claude tried to get her to
renove her | eather cuirass, greaves, and gauntlets, which had to be acutely unconfortable in the
muggy at nosphere of the marsh; but she refused, only agreeing to keep her helnet stowed in the
pack when C aude pointed out that its plunage mght betray themto searchers. As a final ritua

t hey daubed each other with canmouflaging nud, then set off with aude in the |ead, Richard
followi ng, and Arerie and Felice bringing up the rear. The ring-hockey player had appropriated the
bow and arrows.
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They went quietly along the trail, which was wi de enough for themto travel in confort, a

circunmst ance that pleased Richard and the wonmen but rather alarmed the nore wil der-ness-w se

G aude. For nearly two kiloneters they slogged through stands of banboo, alder, wllow and

sem tropical J evergreens, sone trees |laden with fruits of russet and purple, which C aude warned
them agai nst sanpling. To their surprise, the only wildlife encountered was birds and gi ant

| eeches. The ground becane hi gher and drier and they passed into dense forest, loud with bird and
ani mal voices. The trees were draped in vines and the undergrowth formed a mass of inpenetrable
thorn bushes on both side of the trail

At length the gl oony greenness gave way to sunlight as the trees thinned. Caude held up his hand
as a signal for themto stop. "Not a peep out of you," he breathed. "I was half expecting to neet
sonmething like this."

They gazed through a thin screen of young trees into an open neadow with scattered cl unps of
bushes. Cropping the shrubbery was a herd of six adult and three juvenile rhinos. The full-grown
speci mens were about four neters in length and m ght have wei ghed two or three tons. They had two
horns, piggy little eyes, and quaintly tufted ears that waggled as flies buzzed around them

"Di cerorhinus schliennacheri, 1'd say," O aude whispered. "This is their trail we've been using."
Felice stepped forward, nocking a razor-sharp arrow. "lIt's a good thing the wind is with us. Let
me feel around their mnds for a while and see if | can nove them"

Ri chard said, "Meanwhile, we can hope they don't get thirsty."

Leaving Felice to experiment with her coercive power, the others w thdrew back along the trai

into a sunny glen at one side, where they sat down to rest. Richard planted a straight stick about
as long as his armupright in a patch of soil, marking the position of the shadow s tip with a
smal | stone.

"Maki ng a sundial ?" Amerie inquired.

The pirate grimaced. "If we stay here |l ong enough, we can get a fix. The tip of the shadow noves
as the sun seens to travel across the sky. You wait, mark the new position of the shadow tip with
anot her stone. Connect the two stones with a line and you got an east-west bearing. If we want to
reach those highlands by the shortest route, |I think we've got to bear nore to the |left than we've
been going on this trail. It was nearly an hour before Felice returned to tell themthat it was
safe to cross the neadow. They chose a new route according to Richard' s aboriginal navigation; but
wit hout a convenient animal track to follow, they were forced to go cross-country through the
tangl ed, thorn-choked forest under-storey. It was inpossible to travel quietly and the wildlife
was making a racket like feeding time at the zoo; so they threw caution to the wi nds and broke out
the vitredur hatchets and C aude's big carpenter's axe and hacked a trail. After two exhausting
hours of this, they came upon a sizable creek and were able to follow it upstreaminto a slightly
nore open section of forest.

"We're on the bench above the |ake now," O aude said. 'The trail to the fort nust be near. Be very
qui et and keep your ears open."

They crept onward, skulking in the shadows of giant conifers, cycads, and ferns.
Anticlimactically, they blundered right into the trail when they had to alter course to avoid a
spi der-web the size of a banquet tablecloth. The bush-constricted track was deserted.

Felice bent over a pile of chaliko dung. "Cold. They nust have passed here two hours ago. See the
prints heading north? "

"They'l|l be coming back," daude said. "And if they have anphicyons, they'll be able to track us.
Let's blot out our own prints and get out of here. Once we get higher, there should be fewer trees
and easier going. W'll have to foll ow another stream sonmewhere to kill our scent.”

The trees did beconme nore widely separated as they continued upsl ope, but the going was hardly
easy. They followed a dry watercourse for nost of an hour before the gentle grade above the bench
steepened to a bluff studded wi th house-sized chunks of rock. The wind died and the heat of m d-
afternoon snote them as they clinbed.

At times when they rested, they could see out over the great |ake. There were sails far to the
sout h, apparently notionless on the water. It was inpossible to tell whether they belonged to the
gray-tore marines or to the escapees. They wondered out |oud about the fate of Basil and his
contingent, about Yosh, and about the Gypsies and their quixotic foray against the guard post; but
the trail talk dwi ndled as they were forced to save their breath for nore difficult clinbing. Hope
that they would be able to cross the first high ridge began to fade after one of Richard' s plass-
and-fabric running shoes was slashed by a rock and he had to put on the nore awkward seaboots of
his original costume. Then Anerie's saddle sore | egs betrayed her on a treacherous slope and she

| ost her footing, dislodging several |arge stones that tunbled down upon C aude and bruised his
arm and shoul der.

"Wel|l never nake it to the top today," Richard groused. "My left heel is one big blister and

file:/lIF|/rah/Julian%20May/May,%20Julian%20-...1e%201%20-%20The%20Many%20Coloured%?20Land.txt (98 of 165) [1/15/03 7:40:32 PM]



file:/I1F|/rah/Julian%20M ay/M ay,%20Julian%20-%20Pli ocene%620EXxi| €96201%20-%20T he%620M any%20Col oured%20L and.txt

Anerie is ready to collapse." Felice said, "It's only a couple of hundred nore nmeters. If you
can't clinmb, 1'll carry you upl | want to get a view of the terrain we're heading into tonorrow.
Wth luck, we mght be able to see the bonfires fromthe fort or even trail beacons bel ow us once
it gets dark."

Cl aude decl ared he coul d manage on his own. Felice gave one hand to Richard and the other to the
nun and hauled themup after her by main strength. It was slow going, but they were finally able
to reach the top shortly after the sun descended behind the hills on the other side of the |ake.
When they had regained their wind, Caude said, "Wy don't we hole up on the eastern side of these
bi g boul ders? There's a nice dry shelter in there and | don't think anyone bel ow could spot a fire
if we lit one after nightfall | could gather some wood."

"Good idea," said Felice. '"Til scout around a bit." She went off anong the crags and gnarl ed savin
junipers while the others tended their wounds, inflated decanole cots and weighted the legs with
earth, because there was no water to waste, and regretfully laid out a nmeal of biscuits, nutrient
waf ers, and cheesy-tasting algiprote. By the tine O aude had assenbled a pile of dry branches,
Fel i ce was back, her bow resting jauntily over her shoulder, swinging three fat nmarnot-1ike
animals by their hind |egs.

"Hafl, Diana!" chortled the old man. 'Til even skin and dean 'em"

They lit the fire after it was conpletely dark and roasted the nmeat, devouring every ganey norsel
Then Richard and d aude col |l apsed onto their cots and were asleep in mnutes. Amerie, her brain

buzzing with fatigue, still felt obliged to shake the grease and scraps off the di nnerware,
sterilize themw th the power source, then shrink and stow them away. There's ny big, helpfu
girl!

"I can see the fort," came Felice's voice fromthe nearby darkness.

Aneri e picked her way over the rocks to where the athlete was standing. The ridge fell steeply to
t he sout hwest. The young noon hung over the | ake and an incredible profusion of Pliocene stars
reflected upon the water, differentiating it fromthe black land. Far to the south on their side
of the | ake was a cluster of orange specks.

"How far away is it?" the nun asked

"At least fifteen klons. Maybe nore. As the vulture flies." Felice |aughed, and Anerie was
suddenl y wi de- awake, experiencing the sane feeling of fear and fascinati on she had known before.
The wonan beside her was an indistinct silhouette in the starlight, but Amerie knew that Felice
was | ooki ng at her.

"They didn't thank me," the athlete said in a low voice. "I set themfree but they didn't thank
me. They were afraid of nme still. And that fool of a Dougal! ... None of them not even you
synpat hi zed or understood why | wanted to."

"But you couldn't kill Dougal For the |ove of God, Felice! |I had to put you out."

"Killing himwould have been a confort," said the young girl, coming closer. "I was working on ny
plans. Plans | never told to the rest of you. The golden tore was the key. Not only to free us,
but to rescue the others, Bryan, Elizabeth, Aiken, Stein. To free you of the human sl aves! Don't
you see? | really could have done it! Wth the golden tore | could have taned this thing inside ne
and used it."

Anerie heard herself babbling. "We're all grateful to you. Felice. Believe ne. W were sinply too
stunned by it all to say anything after the fight. And Dougal, he was just too fast for Basil and
Yosh to stop, and too crazy to realize what he was doi ng when he threw the tore away. He probably
bel i eved he woul dn't be safe from Epone's power until the torc was separated from her body."
Felice said nothing. After a while the nun said, "Perhaps you could get another."There was a sigh

"They know about me now, so it will be very dangerous. But I'll have to try. Maybe wayl ay anot her
caravan, or even go to Finiah. It'Il be hard and I'll need help."

"We'll help."

Felice | aughed softly.

“I'"ll help. I won't be retiring to any hermtage for quite sone tinme yet"

"Ah. That's... good. | need your help, Anerie. | need you."

"Felice. Don't m sunderstand."

"Ch, | know all about your little vow of renunciation. But that was nmade six mllion years ago in
a different world. Now | think you need nme as nuch as | need you."

"I need your protection. W all do."

"You need nore than that"

Aneri e backed away, tripped over a rock and fell, tearing open the scabbed cuts on her hands.

"Let nme help you up," said Felice.

But the nun scranbled to her feet unai ded and turned back toward the gl owi ng remmants of the
campfire where the others were sleeping. She stunbled and cl enched her fingers into the |acerated
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pal ms so that her nails opened the cut even nore, while behind her Felice |aughed in the darkness.

CHAPTER SI XTEEN

"He's ready, Sukey. You must take the final discharge." "But, can |? | could botch it again,
Elizabeth." "You won't. You'll be able to handle this aspect of his healing. He wouldn't let ne,
but you can do it. Don't be afraid.” "All right. Just let himconme out of the tore's neural bath
slowy. |I'mready."

Illinois cornfields, flat as a table and stretching fromhorizon to horizon, with the toy
farnmhouse and outbuildings lonely anid the imensity. Sitting in one of the cornrows, a three-year-
old boy and an Al satian bitch. The boy, clever with his hands and m schi evous, circunvents a
chi | dproof fastener and renpves a beeper-trace fromhis jeans. He offers it to the bitch. She is
pregnant and of capricious appetite, and so she swallows it. The boy rises fromthe ground and
toddl es off down the row toward an interesting noise in the far distance. The bitch, unsatisfied
by her el ectronic snack, runs toward the farmhouse where lunch is being prepared ..

"No! | can't go there again!"
"Hush. Easy. You're close, so close."

A robot harvester, nearly as large as the farnmhouse and bright orange, noves al ong,
swal l owi ng the corn plants in a thirty-row swath, grinding the stalks and | eaves to useful pulp
shelling the ears, long as a man's forearm and packing the rich golden kernels into containers
for shipnent to other farnms all over the Galactic MIlieu. This new mai ze hybrid will yield twenty
cubic nmeters of grain to the hectare..

"I don't want to | ook. Don't make me |ook."
"Be calm Be easy. Cone with ne. Only once nore."

The little boy wanders down the straight row where the black soil has baked to crunbly gray
dust. Ggantic plants | oomover him tassels brown against the sky, swollen cobs jutting fromthe
stal ks ripe and ready for harvest. The boy wal ks on toward the noise but it is far away from him
and so he nust sit down and rest for a while. He | eans against a cornstalk thick as the trunk of a
young tree, and the broad green | eaves shade himfromthe sun's heat. He closes his eyes. Wen he
opens them again, the noise is very nmuch | ouder and the air is full of dust..

"Pl ease. Pl ease."
"You nust go there one last tine. But Fmwith you. It's the only way out for you."

Wonder nent becomes unease becones fear as the little boy sees an orange nonster chew ng
toward him its robot brain conscientiously scanning the rows ahead for signals froma beeper-
trace that would trigger instant energency shut-off. But there is no signal. The machi ne noves on
The boy runs ahead of it, easily outdistancing the harvester's steady one-kl om per-hour pace
"She knew! She | ooked for me on the scanner at lunchtinme and only found the dog, sending two
signals instead of one there in the yard. She knew | had to be out in the fields. She caned Daddy
to have himstop the harvester and | ook for ne, but there was no answer. He was outside the farm
contower trying to fix a stuck rotor on one of the antennas."

"Yes. Go on. You can see her looking for you in the egg."

The little boy dashes on, too inexperienced to realize that he should nove to the side, out of
range of the machines, instead of continuing down the row i medi ately ahead of it. He runs faster
and a stitch cones in his side. He begins to whinper and runs nore slowy. He trips, falls, gets
up and staggers on with tears blinding his bright-blue eyes. Up in the air an egg-flier hovers
over him He stops and waves his arns, screanming for his nother. The harvester noves al ong,
cutting the stalks off at ground level, hauling theminto its naw on a spi ked conveyor, choppi ng,
shreddi ng, plucking the kernels fromthe cobs, reducing the rows of giant plants to neat packages
of grain and finely ground cellul ose pulp..

"No. Please, no nore."
"You nust. We nust Once nore and then gone forever. Trust nme.

The egg lands and the child stands stock-still, waiting for his nother to save him weeping
and hol ding out his arns as she runs toward him picks himup, with the noise | ouder and | ouder
and the dust swirling about themin the hot sun. She holds himclose to her as she pushes
obli quely through the tough, inpeding stalks while the great orange thing noves on, cutter beans
and carrying spikes and whirling knives at work. But the fifteen neters she nust traverse are too
far. She gasps and lifts the boy high and throws him so that the green com plants and the orange
machi ne and the blue sky all spin very slowy around him He falls to the earth and the harvester
runbl es past with the busy clanking of its machinery drowni ng out another noise that did not |ast
very long .

"Ch, Jesus, | can still hear please no the nmachine stops and he conmes and screans at nme you
murdering little animal Gary Cary oh nmy God no Daddy Daddy Mommy fell help her oh ny God Cary you
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did it to save himand he killed you and it's his fault the nmurdering little animal no no what am
| saying God ny own little boy Steinie I"'msorry | didn't nean it oh God Gary Steinie... Daddy
pl ease keep ne."

"He did. Stein." "I know now. "

"You heard it all? Al that he said?"

"Yes. Poor Daddy. He couldn't help saying it. | know now. Angry and frightened and hel pl ess.
understand. He shot the dog, though ... But | don't have to be afraid. He couldn't help it. Poor

Daddy. | understand. Thank you. Thank you."

Stein opened his eyes.

An unfamliar woman's face was very near to him sun-reddened round cheeks, a turned-up nose,
intent indigo eyes set a bit too closely together. She snil ed.

He said, "And | don't have to be angry at either one of us."

"No," Sukey said. "You'll be able to remenber and feel sad. But you'll be able to accept it. No
guilt or fear or anger about this part of your life ever again."

Stein lay w thout speaking, and she let her mind nerge with his in a touch that admtted a sharing
of his ordeal, bespoke her care for him

"You' ve been helping ne," he said. "Healing ne. And | don't even know your nane."

"I''"'m Sue- Gmen Davies. My friends call me Sukey. It's a silly sort of name.”

"Ch, no." He got up onto one el bow and studied her with an innocent curiosity. "You went through
the auberge training program too. 1 saw you, the first and second days | was there. And then you
were gone. You must have passed through the gate ahead of our G oup Geen."

"l was in Goup Yellow | renenber you, too. That Viking costune isn't easy to mss."
He grinned and shook sweat-tousel ed efl ocks out of his eyes. "It seened |ike a good idea back
then. Sort of reflection of ny personality . .. Wat are you supposed to be?"

She gave a self-conscious little laugh and toyed with the enbroidered belt of her |ong gown. "An
ancient Welsh princess. My fanmily canme fromthere a long tine ago and | thought it might be fun. A
complete break with ny old life."

"What were you, a redactor? "

"Ch, no! | was a policeworman. A juvenile officer on ON15, the last Earth colonial satellite." She
touched her silver tore. "I didn't becone an operant redactor until | got here. I'll have to
expl ain about that. "But he broke in. "I tried nmetapsychic treatment before. It never hel ped. They

said | was too strong, that it would take a special kind of practitioner, one with cormitnent, to
ever get down inside of me and root ny nmess out. And you did it."

She protested, "Elizabeth did all the prelimnary lancing. | was trying to do it", her eyes
slipped away fromhis, "and | bungled the job badly. Elizabeth did a marvel ous fix and drai ned out
all the really dangerous stuff that | couldn't touch. You owe her a lot, Stein. So do I|."

He | ooked dubi ous. "Back at the auberge, ne and ny pal Richard called her the Ice Queen. She was a
very cryogeni ¢ and spooky lady. But wait! She told us that her metafunctions were lost!"

"They returned. The shock of passing through the tine-portal did it. She's a marvel ous redactor
Stein. She used to be one of the top teachers and counselors in her Sector. She was master cl ass.
I'"l'l never be so good, except perhaps with you."

Very carefully, he folded her in his huge arns. Her hair was |long and bl ack and very straight,
with a sinple grassy perfume fromthe Tanu soap. She |ay against his bare chest, hearing his heart
beating slowy, afraid to look into his mind in case the thing that she hoped for would not be
found. They were alone now in the tower room Even Elizabeth had di sappeared when it becane cl ear
that the healing would be a success.

Sukey said, "There are things you have to know. " She touched the silver tore about her rather

pl unp neck. "These silver collars, your friend A ken got one, too, and so have sonme ot her people
who' ve passed through the portal, they nake | atent netafunctions operant. That's how | becane a
redactor... And there's an exotic race living here in the Pliocene along with us. They're called
Tanu and they canme here a long time ago from sone galaxy light-billenia away. They're | atents,
too, and they wear golden collars that make them al nost as powerful as the nmetapsychics of our

M 1lieu. They |l ook quite hunman except for being very tall and having nostly blond hair and funny
eyes. The Tanu rule this place alnost |ike the barons of the Mddle Ages rul ed ancient Earth."
"I''mbeginning to renenber," Stein said slowmy. "A fight in a kind of castle... Are we stil

| ocked up in that place? "

Sukey shook her head. "They took us, you and me and a few others, down the Ri ver Rhone. W're on
our way to the Tanu capital. This is a place called Darask, alnost at the Mediterranean shore.

W' ve been here for two days. Elizabeth hel ped the nmistress of the place, who was having a hard
time in childbirth, so we got to stay and fix you up and rest as a kind of reward. The river trip
down here was pretty nerve-racking."
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"So Elizabeth is here, and A ken. Wo el se?"

"Bryan, fromyour G oup. And anot her nan, named Rai nb Hakki nen, who used to be a forester in
British Colunbia. I think he was in G oup Orange. And there's a Tanu man in charge of bringing us
to their capital city. Hs name is Creyn and he seens to be sone kind of exotic physician when
he's not acting as a prisoner-escort. He healed all of the wounds you got in the fight, by the
way, and without using any regen-tank, either, just sonething |ike plass wapping and m nd- power.
The rest of your friends and the other people who were being kept prisoner in the castle were sent
to anot her place hundreds of kloms north of here.”

"What are they planning to do with us?"

"Wel |, Elizabeth is special, obviously, because it seens she's the only human in all of Exile who
is operant without a torc | suppose they plan to nake her Queen of the World if she'll stand for
it."

"Jesus H Christ!"

"And Bryan, he's another special case. No tore on him either |I haven't discovered why, but the
Tanu appear to think that they need an anthropol ogi st to explain what all of us humans have done
to their Pliocene society Coming through the tine-gate, you see. It's very conplicated, but.

well, silver-tore wearers |like Aiken and ne and Rainpb, the ones with latent nmetabilities made
operant, we have a chance to join the aristocracy of the Tanu if we behave ourselves. Odinary
peopl e who aren't latent don't seemto be enslaved or anything, the exotics have sonme kind of

smal | ape to do the rough work. The ordinaries that we saw were working at various arts and crafts
Stein raised his hands to touch his own tore, then tried to undo it by twi sting and pulling.

"Can't get the dam thing off. You say it'll turn on ny latent netafunctions? "Sukey | ooked
stricken. "Stein... your tore... it isn't silver. It's some gray netal You're not a latent"

A dangerous gl eamcane into the bright-blue eyes. Then what's my tore for?"

Her lower |ip caught between her teeth. She reached out one hand to the netal around his neck. In
a voice that was scarcely nore than a whisper, she said, "It controls you. It gives pleasure or
pain. The Tanu can use it to communicate with you telepathically, or they can use it to |locate you
if you run away. They can put you to sleep, and soothe your anxieties, and program hypnotic
suggestions and do other things, probably, that | don't know about yet."

She expl ai ned nore about the operation of the tores as she knew it. Stein sat, ominously quiet, on
the edge of the bed. Wen she had finished he said, "So the ones who wear gray nostly do jobs that
are essential or potentially vital to the exotics. Soldiers. Gate guardi ans. This boatman taking
us down a dangerous river. And they do their jobs without rebelling, even though they' re not
turned into zonbies by the damm tore."

"Most of the gray-wearers that we've net behaved nornally and seened happy enough Qur boat ski pper
said he loved his job. One of the palace people that | talked to here said that the Tanu are kind
and generous unless you go against their orders. |.l expect that after a time, you sinply do as
they expect you to without any coercion at all. You're conditioned and loyal. It's really the sane
sort of socialization that takes place in any tight group, but the loyalty is guaranteed "

Very quietly, Stein said, "I won't be a goddam flunky for sone exotic slave nmaster. | cane through
the tine-gate and gave up everything | owned to get away fromall that. To be a natural nman, free
to do as | pleased. | can't live any other way. | won't! They'll have to burn out my brain first"
Eyes swi nm ng, Sukey let her fingers stray to his cheek. Her mind slipped beneath his surface
consci ousness and saw that he was telling the sinple truth. The obstinacy that had shut out every
heal er save the one who had | oved hi m now stood unyi el di ng before any notion of adaptation

totally rejecting the thought of making the best of a difficult situation. Stein would never bend

to the Tanu. He would break. If they dominated himat all, they would dom nate only his mndl ess
shel | .
Tears spilled, splashing onto the bed sheets and the wol fskin kilt that Stein still wore. He took

both of her hands. She said, "It didn't turn out to be the world that any of us dreanmed about, did
it? 1 was going to find the tunnel leading to the hollow Earth paradi se, to Agharta. Creyn said
that the | egends had to refer to the paradise his people founded here. But that can't be true, can
it? Agharta was a | and of perfect peace and happi ness and justice. This can't be the sane pl ace.
Not if it, nakes you mserable."
He laughed. "I'ma hard case, Sukey. Thing'll be different for you. You'll get to join the high
life. Be a Pliocene princess instead of just a Wl sh one."
She pulled away fromhim "I forgot one other inportant thing about this Exile world Hunan wonen .
the Tanu undo our sal pi ngzaptony and restore our fertility. Their own wonmen don't reproduce
very well on Earth, and so... they use us, too. Sone human wonen becone Tanu wives, Like the |ady
of this palace that we're in right now But a lot are just used as.as."
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Stein drew her close to himagain and wi ped her tears away with a corner of the bedcl othes. "Onh,
no. Not you, Sukey. It won't happen to you."

I ncredul ously, she raised her face. He said, "Go ahead. Look deep inside. As long as it's you,
don't mnd."

She took a shuddering breath and plunged into the new place, and could not help crying out when
she found that what she hoped for did exist, all new and strong.

After he had hushed her and the pledge was sealed in both their ninds, they conpleted the healing
of each other in their own way.

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

Cl aude and Richard and Anerie could have slept for days, but with the sunrise cane a distant
how i ng of anphi cyons angling up the ridge fromthe south, and they realized that the Tanu were
going to do their utnmost to prevent the escape of Felice, whose role in the nassacre had doubtl ess
been betrayed by sone recaptured prisoner. The remant of Goup Geen didn't waste any tine trying
to destroy traces of their canp but marched on not |ong after dawn, deflating their equi pnent and
eating a scratch breakfast as they went. C aude had attenpted to relinquish | eadership to Feli ce,
but she refused to hear of it.

"You' ve had experience in this kind of travel. | haven't. lust get us off this ridge as quickly as
you can and down into thick woodl and with a good-sized river. Then |I think we'll be able to shake
off the trackers.”

They ski dded and tranped and once even rappelled over a snmall cliff in their downhill flight,

maki ng better tine when they found a dry wash that turned into a thin rivulet in the | ower

el evations. Trees crowded together and became taller, roofing over the wi dening stream and shadi ng
them from sone of the sun's heat. As they splashed down the rock-cl ogged watercourse they startled
big brown trout and fishing weasels that resenbled pale mnks. They took to the stream bank, first
on one side, then on the other, in an attenpt to confuse pursuit. C aude had themtranp an obvi ous
trail up a tributary creek, relieve thenselves to enhance the spoor, then double back in the water
and continue wadi ng down the original stream It was becom ng dangerously deep in places, broken
with short pouroffs and stretches of white water.

Claude called a halt in midnmorning. He and Felice were in good shape, but Richard and the nun
sagged with weary gratitude. They rested on hal f-subnmerged rocks out in a backwater pool

straining their ears for sound of pursuit. They heard nothing but an explosive splat! a short

di stance downstream

"I'f I didn't know better," Amerie remarked, "I'd say that was a beaver."

"Quite likely," Caude said. "M ght be our old friend Castor, but it's nore |likely Steneofiber, a
more prinmtive type that didn't go in nuch for dans but just dug holes in the ."

"Shhh," Felice hissed. "Listen."

Rushi ng water, birdsong, the occasional screeches of what C aude had told them was an arborea

ape, a small squirrel chattering its annoyance.

And sonething large clearing its throat.

They froze on their rocks and instinctively drew up their |egs, which they had been dangling in
the water. The noise was a guttural cough, unlike anything they had heard before in the Pliocene
The bushes on the Il eft bank swayed slightly as an ani nal passed through and cane down to the
streamto drink. It was a cat, nmssive as an African lion but with I arge canine teeth protruding

I i ke daggers below its closed jaws. It nuttered to itself |ike a dyspeptic gournet after an overly
| avi sh feast and took a few desultory laps. Its upper body was decorated with marbl ed pol ygons of
russet edged with tan and bl ack; these nerged into dark stripes about the aninal's face, and bl ack
spots on its underparts and lower linbs. It had whiskers of heroic proportions.

The breeze shifted and carried the scent of the humans to the drinking sabertooth. It raised its
head, stared directly at themw th yell ow eyes and snarl ed, exuding the studied restraint of a
creature in conplete command of an awkward situation. Felice net its gaze.

The others were inmmbile with horror, waiting for the cat to spring into the water. But it did no
such thing. Its belly was full and its cubs were waiting, and Felice's mnd stroked its feline
vanity and told it that the scrawny prey crouching on the rocks was scarcely worth a ducking. So

t he machai rodus | apped and glared at them and winkled the bridge of its nose in a contenptuous
one-sided snort, and at last withdrew into the undergrow h.

"It will take nme five mnutes,” Anerie whispered, "to offer a Mass of Thanksgiving. And | ong
overdue. "

Fel i ce shook her head with an enigmatic smle and Richard turned away | ooki ng superior, but C aude
came to Anerie's rock and snared the gold thinble of wine and the flake of dried bread fromthe
Mass kit she carried in the pocket of Richard' s uniform And when that was over they went on their
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way agai n, chopping a path on the bank opposite fromthat clainmed by the sabertooth.

"It was so incredibly beautiful,” the nun said to O aude. "But why does it need those teeth? The
big cats of our time got along nicely with shorter ones."

"Qur lions and tigers didn't try to kill elephants."

Ri chard excl ai ned, "You nean those nonstrous hoe-tuskers they tried to frighten us with in the
auberge Tri-D s? Here?"

"Mre likely the smaller mastodons in these uplands. Gom phot hcrium angustidens is probably the
comon sort. Hardly half the size of those rhinos we dodged yesterday. W won't run into

dei notheriumuntil we have to cross a swanp or a large river bottom and.”

"Kal ei doscopic," the pirate growl ed. "Pardon ne for asking, but do any of you aces have a
destination in mnd? O are we just running?"

Claude said softly, "We're just running. When we' ve shaken off the soldiers and the bear-dogs,
then there'Il be tine enough to nake strategic decisions. O don't you agree, son?"

"Aw, shit," said Richard, and began hacking at the streamside shrubbery once nore.

At last the brook nerged with a large turbulent river flowing in a southerly direction. C aude
thought it might be the upper Sadne. "W won't followthis river," he told the rest of the Goup
"I't probably curves around to the southwest and enpties into the lake forty or fifty klons
downstream We'll have to cross over, and that neans the decanol e bridges."

Each Survival Unit was equipped with three bridge sections that could be married to produce a
narrow, self-supporting span twenty nmeters in length that resenbled a | adder with cl ose-set rungs.
Moving up the river to a point where the torrent narrowed between two craggy shel ves of rock, they
inflated and bal |l asted the sections, joined them and swung the bridge over to the opposite bank.
"Looks kinda flinmsy," Richard renmarked uneasily. 'Tunny, when we practiced with it back at the
auberge it seened a |l ot wider."

The bridge was a good third of a meter in width and steady as a rock. However, they had used it to
cross a still pond in the auberge's cavern, white here surging rapids and sharp rocks awaited

bel ow.

"We could inflate another bridge and | ash the two side by side if it would nake you feel safer,”
Aneri e suggested But the pirate bristled indignantly at the suggestion, hoisted his pack, and

| urched across like an apprentice tightrope wal ker.

"You next, Anerie," said C aude.

The nun stepped confidently onto the span. How many hundreds of |ogs had she wal ked over, crossing
the mountain streanms of the Oregon Cascades? The bridge rungs were | ess than a handspan apart,
inpossible to fall through. Al that was necessary was a firm step, bal anced posture, and keep the
eyes on the opposite bank and not on the foam ng chute six neters bel ow

Her right thigh nuscle went into spasm She teetered, caught herself, then overbal anced on the
opposite side and went feet-first into the river

"Dunp your pack!" Felice screamed. Mwving so fast that her hands were blurred, she dropped the bow
and arrows, unfastened her own backpack, slapped the quick-rel ease buckles of her cuirass and
greaves, and junped in after Anmerie.

Ri chard gaped fromthe other side, but the old nan ran back the way they had cone, to the relative
calmof the smaller stream s outspate. Two heads bobbed in the rapids. The | eading one fetched
monentarily agai nst a hunpbacked boul der and di sappeared. The second one swept up to the rock and
al so went under, but after a long m nute both wonen reappeared and floated toward C aude. He

sei zed a stout piece of driftwod and held it out. Felice caught hold with one hand and he was
able to pull her in. Her other hand had the fingers entwined in Arerie's hair.

Cl aude waded out and dragged the nun onto the bank. Felice rested on hands and knees in the
shal | ows, spewi ng and coughing. He lifted Amerie's sodden body in a jackknife bend to enpty the
lungs of water, then filled themwith his own warmair.

Breat he, child, he begged her. Live, daughter

There was a sound of gagging, a first halting expansion of the chest beneath the soaked and torn
starship captain's uniform One last kiss of shared breath, and she returned.

Anerie's eyes opened and she stared wildly at Caude, then at the snmling Felice. A choked sob
rose in her throat and she buried her head in the old nan's breast. He had Felice pull the warm
Orcadi an sweater from his pack and wapped the nun in it; but when he tried to pick Arerie up and
carry her across the bridge she was rmuch too heavy for him So it was the little athlete who had
to assist the nun, while the pal eontol ogist toted his own and Felice's gear.

Anmerie's pack with its medical supplies was |ost, swept far downstreaml They had to set her broken
armw th the nmeager first-aid equi pment fromthe individual Survival Units, follow ng steps
outlined in a laconic plaque entitled Conmon Medical Energencies. The injury was a sinple fracture
of the left humerus, easily reduced even by amateur nedics; but by the tine Anmerie was treated and
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sedated, the afternoon was well advanced. Richard convinced C aude and Felice that it would be
useless to try to press on farther, regardl ess of possible pursuit. They went a short distance
fromthe river into a concealing grove of nassive oaks. There Richard erected two deca-nol e cabins
while Felice went out and shot a big fat roebuck and C aude grubbed nourishing cattail tubers from
a boggy spot.

Wth their stomachs full, cots set on maxi num soft, and critter-proof screendoors |atched, they
fell asleep even before night fell. They never heard the ow s and nightingal es and tree-frogs

si ngi ng, nor the fading how s of bear-dogs raging on a cold and futile trail far to the south.
They did not see the mist start to rise fromthe rapids as the stars brightened. And they never
saw t he gl owi ng grotesqueries of the Firvulag. who came and danced on the opposite bank of the
river until the stars paled with the com ng of dawn.

The foll owing norning Anerie was feverish and weak. By comon consent they dosed her with their
limted store of nedication, nmade her confortable in one hut, and withdrew to the other so that
she coul d sleep and nmend. They all stood in need of recuperation, and there seened little danger
that any pursuit party could cross the crag-bordered torrent without their being aware of it.
Felice was confident that they had eluded the trackers altogether. "They m ght even find equi pnment
fromAnerie's pack downstream and decide that we've drowned in the river."

So they slept, lunched on cold venison and al giprote, and then sat in the shade of an ancient oak
si pping small cups of precious instant coffee and trying to decide what to do next.

"lI've been working on a new plan," said Felice. "lI've considered different possibilities and

deci ded that the best place to get another tore would be near Finiah, where there are plenty of
Tanu. They m ght even have a storehouse or a factory for the things. What we have to do is hide
out until Anmerie is healed, cross the Vosges, then hole up outside the city. W can rustle
supplies fromcaravans or outlying settlenents."”

Ri chard choked on his coffee.

Felice went on serenely, "And then, after we've analyzed their defenses and | earned nore about the
actual technol ogy of the tores, we can work out plans for the strike."

Richard set his little cup down on a tree root with great care. "Kid, you ve conned us and bullied
us into going along with your plans so far, and |'mnot saying you didn't do a dammed good job
getting us away from Epone and her stooges. But there is no way you're gonna force nme into a four-
man i nvasion of a whole city full of exotic nmind nashers!"

"You'd prefer to hide in the woods until they hunt you down?" she sneered. "They won't stop
searchi ng, you know. And the Tanu will be com ng out thenselves instead of just sending hunman
Slavics. If we followmy plan, if | get a golden torc, I'll be a match for any of them"”

"That's what you say. How do we know you'll be able to get it up? And what's in it for us? Do we
get to be your loyal spear carriers while you' re playing Madam Conmander? No friggerty gol den
tores are going to do the rest of us poor nornmals any good. Sure as shit sone of us'd get chopped
by these freaks before your private guerrilla war was over, win or |lose. You want to know what ny
pl ans are, bull-dolly?"

She si pped her drink, eyes hooded.

"Til tell you!" Richard blustered. ' Tmgonna rest up here for another day or two and repair ny
footgear, and then |I'm heading north to the big rivers and the ocean, just like Yosh did. Alittle
luck and | might even nmeet up with him Wen | get to the Atlantic |'msailing southward al ong the
coast. Wiile you're doing your bandit-princess routine, |I'll be getting pissed on good wi ne and
bouncing broads in ny pirate shack in Bordeaux."

"And the rest of us?" O aude kept his tone neutral

"Come with ne! Way not? 1'lIl be marching easy, not breaking my butt clinbing to hell and gone over
the Vosges. Listen, Caude, you and Anerie stick with ne and I'll help you find sonme nice peacefu
pl ace the Tanu never heard of. You're kinda old to get mxed up in this crazy kid's battles. And
what life would it be for a nun, for God's sake? This one kills people for fun."

Felice said, "You're wong, Richard," and drank coffee.

The ol d pal eontol ogi st turned fromone to the other, then shook his head. "I've got to think about
this. And there's sonething else |'ve been neaning to do. If you don't mnd, I'Il just go alittle
farther into this grove of oak trees and spend sone tine alone." He got to his feet, felt briefly
in the big pocket of his bush jacket, and wal ked off.

"Take as long as you like, Claude," Felice called. "I'Il see to Anerie. And keep a | ookout, too.
"Don't get lost," Richard added. Felice nuttered an expletive under her breath.

Gl aude wandered al ong, automatically noting | andmarks as he had done for so many years on freshly
taned pl anets. An oak with two nassively drooping branches |ike ogre arns. A reddish pinnacle
standi ng out amidst the gray granite. A dry neadow with a nmaple, one branch turned anonal ously
golden too early in the season. Alittle pool dotted with pink water-lilies, with a pair of
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ordinary mallard ducks sw nming | ackadai sically about. A spring issuing fromthe rocks, adorned
with lacy ferns and shaded by a magnificent beech.

"How s this, Gen?" the old man inquired.

He knelt down and held out his palns to the trickle, drank, then laved his forehead and the
sunburnt back of his neck. Asperges ne, Domi ne, hyssopo, et nmundabor. Lavabis ne, et super nivem
deal babor.

"Yes, | think this will do very well."

He took a thin flat stone fromthe basin of the spring and went to the foot of the beech tree.
After carefully renoving a pad of nbss, he dug a hole, set the carved wooden box into it, and

repl aced the soil and plants, patting themfirm He narked her resting place with no stone nor
cross; those who cared about her knew where her dust |ay. Wen he was finished he went back to the
spring for a handful of water to refresh the disturbed nbss, then sat down with his back agai nst
the tree trunk and cl osed his eyes.

When he awoke it was | ate afternoon. Sonething crouched at the spring and watched himwith a wary
|'i ght-green gaze

Claude held his breath. It was one of the nost beautiful little animals he had ever seen, its
graceful and sinuous body not nuch |onger than his hand, with a slender tail adding another twenty
centineters to its length. Its underparts were pale orange and the upper fur tan with subtle black
shading rather like a kit fox. The feline face was full of intelligence, mld and unthreatening,
for all that it resenbled that of a miniaturized cougar

It had to be Felis zitteli, one of the earliest of the true cats. Cl aude pursed his |lips and

whi stled a soft, undulating call. The animal's |large ears cupped toward the sound. Wth infinite
sl owness, Cl aude slipped his hand into his pocket and withdrew a snmall piece of cheeselike

al gi prote.

"Pss-pss-pss,” he invited, placing the food on the nossy sward beside him

Calmy, the little cat came to him nostrils quivering, white whiskers pointing forward. It
sniffed the food discreetly, tested it with a dainty pink tongue, and ate it. Eyes proportionally
| arger than those of a donestic cat and outlined in black | ooked at C aude in an unm st akably
friendly fashion. There was a faint humm ng sound. Felis zitteli was purring.

The old man gave it nmore food, then ventured to touch it. The cat accepted his stroking, arching
its back and curling its black-tipped tail into an interrogative curve. It cane closer to O aude
and butted its forehead agai nst the side of his |eg.

"Ch, you are a cutie, aren't you? Tiny little teeth. Do you eat insects and little rock critters,
or do you fish for m nnows?" The cat tilted its head and bestowed a nelting gl ance, then | eaped
into his lap, where it settled down with every evidence of famliarity. C aude petted the pretty
thing and spoke softly to it while shadows purpled and a chill breeze stole through the grove.
“I''"ll have to be going," he said reluctantly, slipping one hand beneath the warmlittle belly and
lifting the cat to the ground He got to his feet, expecting the animal to take fright at the
moverrent and flee But it only itat down and watched him and when he noved away, it foll owed.

He chuckl ed and said. "Shoo." but it persisted. "Are you an instant donestic?" he asked it, and
then thought of Anerie. who would face a long stint of conval escence with himand R chard on their
way north If they left Felice behind (and there seenmed no alternative;, the nun would fret about
her as well as brood over her own guilt. Perhaps this charmng little cat would be a distraction.
"WIIl you ride in ny pocket? O do you prefer shoulders?" He picked it lip and inserted it into
the bellows Iike pocket of his jacket It turned about several tines and then settled down with its
head out, still purring.

"That's that, then " The old nan | engthened his stride, passing fromlandnmark to | andmark until he
cane back into the open part of the oak grove where they had set up canp.

The two decanol e cabi ns were gone.

Throat constricted, heart racing, C aude staggered back behind a huge tree bole, leaning with his
back to the trunk until his pulse slowed. He peered cautiously out, studying the clearing where
the canp had been. It was enpty of their equi pnent Even the fire trench and the remains of the
roasted deer were gone. There were no footprints, no broken ferns or shrubs to indicate a scuffle
take Felice without a fight? i, nothing to show there had ever been human bei ngs anong the big old
trees.

Claude |l eft his place of conceal nent and did a nore careful search. The site had been cl eaned up
by persons who knew their woodcraft, but there remained a few clues. One dusty place bore paralle
sweep marks fromthe branch that had been used to obliterate footprints. And down by the torrent,
on a faint ganme trail that |ed upstream was a piece of enmerald-green fluff stuck to the resiny
trunk of a pine,

A bit of green feather Dyed green. C aude nodded as the puzzle began to resolve itself. They had
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found three people and three packs and taken themthis way. Who? Certainly not the mnions of the
Tanu, who would not care about concealing their presence. Then.? Firvul ag?

O aude's heart | eaped again and he pinched his nostrils shut and exhal ed gently. The adrenalin
flood was stemmed and the pounding in his chest eased. There was nothing to do but follow And if
they caught him. .. well, at least he had fulfilled part of what he had cone here to do.

"You're sure you don't want to get off?" he whispered to the cat, crouching and pulling open the
pocket to afford an easy egress. But the animal only blinked its big eyes sleepily and cuddl ed
down out of sight.

"It's us versus them then," Caude said, sighing. He set a good pace and hi ked up the noisy river
until it was nearly dark. Then he snelled snoke and followed his nose into a stand of sequoias on
a rocky slope above the river. There was a sizable fire, surrounded by many dark figures who were
| aughi ng and tal ki ng.

Cl aude | urked anong the shadows, but he was evidently expected. Conpletely against his will, he
found himself walking up to the fire with his hands above his head, drawn by the sane irresistible
compul si on he had known in the exam ning chanber of the Lady Epone.

"It's an old one!" sonebody said as he cane into the firelight.

"Not such an alter kocker, though," a hul ki ng shape renarked. "He mi ght be good for sonething."
"Acting nore reasonable than his friends, anyhow "

There were perhaps a dozen tough-1ooki ng human nen and wonen seated on the ground around the
flanes. They were dressed in dark buckskin and oddnents of ragged costume, eating the last bits of
Felice's venison and turning a long spit crowded with spatchcocked birds.

One desperado arose and cane over to Claude. It was a m ddl e-aged woman of medi um height with dark
hair graying at the tenples and eyes that displayed a fanatic sparkle in the firelight. Her thin
lips tightened critically as she studied the old man. She lifted the fine beak of her nose in a
proud gesture and C aude could see a golden torc nestled beneath the collar of her doeskin cloak
"What do you call yoursel f?" she asked sternly.

"I'"'m C aude Maj ewski. What have you done with ny friends? Wio are you?"

The m nd-grip gentled and the wonan | ooked at himw th astringent hunor. "Your friends are safe
enough, C aude Majewski. As for nyself, | am Angelique Guderian. You nmay call nme Madane."

CHAPTER El GHTEEN

The River Rhone flowed slow and wi de. The boat, even with its sail fully spread and its smal
engine working, was a long tine leaving the Isle of Darask behind. The watery plains of the
Canargue shimered with a golden haze that blurred regions a kiloneter or so away into an

i ndi stinct scrimbackdrop. Later, as the boat traveled farther south, the passengers caught sight
of mountains on their left and the tops of occasional rock outcroppings in the swanp; but there
was no sign of the sea. Handsonme little orange-and-blue reedlings and red-headed buntings teetered
on the tall papyrus grow ng beside the river's main channel. The bubbl etop was off all norning and
t he passengers watched, fascinated, as crocodiles and dugongs crui sed around them Once there was
a shoal of marvel ous watersnakes, nearly transparent and shining |ike undul ant rainbows beneath

t he hazy sun.

Around noon they pulled in to another island where nore than twenty boats were gat hered, cargo
craft, small yachts conveying brightly garbed Tanu, |arger vessels crowded with silent little
ramas sitting five abreast on rows of benches like small unchai ned galley slaves who had | ost
their oars. The island had only a few | ow buil di ngs. Skipper Hi ghjohn expl ained that they woul d
not disenbark here, only stop Iong enough to reinstall the bubble panels. "Not another dam shoot -
the-chutesl" groaned Raino. He pulled out his flask

"The very last," Hi ghjohn soothed him "and not rough, even though it's a bit steep. One of the
unreconstructed gorfs who piloted Tanu barges through here back in the earliest days of the time-
portal naned the thing la dissade Form dable. Sounds classier than the Dreadful Slide, so that's
what we call it today, too."

Stein, sitting in a seat beside Sukey, |ooked puzzled. "But we should be in the R'dne delta now.
Bang on the Mediterranean shore. Wat kind of gradient can there be?"

"You're in for a surprise,” Bryan told him "I couldn't believe it nyself when the skipper
explained it to me. | used to sail the Med, too, you'll renmenber. What it adds up to, Stein, is a
slight mscalculation on the part of the boffins who drew up our Pliocene maps."

The workman installing the transparent panels gave the |last one a smack and said, "You re off,
Cap' n!™

"Belt in, everyone," Highjohn ordered. "You conme forward, Bryan. You're gonna |love this one."

A light wind sprang up as they puttered away fromthe noorage, following in the wake of a thirty-
nmeter barge | oaded with netal ingots. The vapors that had obscured their view finally dissipated,
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and they | ooked to the south for a first glinpse of the sea.

They saw a cl oud.

"What the hell is that? " Stein wondered. "Looks like a plass factory on fire or a big vol cano
vent. Friggerty cloud goes clear to the tropopause.”

The mast of the riverboat folded and withdrew, and the auxiliary engine cut out. They began to
pi ck up speed. The clunmps of narsh grass were nore wi dely spaced now, and the boat followed a

mar ked channel that trended sout heastward, close beneath a rounded headl and on their |eft that
jutted into the flats as an outlier of the alpine foothills. They were heading directly toward the
towering white cloud, picking up speed every mnute.

And then Elizabeth said, "Dear Lord. The Mediterranean is gone."

The barge that was traveling about half a kiloneter ahead of them dropped out of sight. To the
east and west along the horizon were |ow points of land, but between themwas only a |line of water
nmeeting mlky sky, having a shallow dip in the center. And there was a sound, a swelling runble
with a hissing conponent that grew to deafening proportions as they swept closer and closer to la
d i ssade Formi dabl e, where the wi de expanse of the Rhdne ended at the continental brink

Creyn's nental voice rang in the brains of all the tore-wearers. "Shall | program oblivion?" But
they all replied, "No!" for their curiosity was greater than any terror of what |ay ahead.

The boat raced over the edge and started down, borne on nuddy waters cascadi ng over a steep fan of
sedi nent, plunging at eighty kilonmeters an hour into the depths of the Enpty Sea.

They came to the end of the Aissade after four hours and floated in the pale waters of a great
bitter lake. Al around them were the many-col ored rocks of the continental roots and gli stening,
fantastically eroded shapes of salt and anhydrite and gypsum Wth its bubble panels stowed away,
the boat spread its sail and raced along toward the southwest, for it was there that Creyn told
themthat the capital city of Muriah lay, at the tip of the Balearic Peninsula, which the Tanu
call ed Aven, above the perfect flat of the Wite Silver Plain.

They travel ed for one nore day, overcone by the strangeness and the beauty and hardly able to talk
about it except for endl ess exclamations in both the vocal and mental speech, to which Creyn
responded, "Yes, it is wonderful. And nore to conme, nore splendid than you can i magine."

In the late evening of the sixth day after they had departed from Castl e Gateway they arrived. The
hi gh peni nsul a of Aven stretched away into the west, green and rolling, with a single peak near
its tip and other eninences half-hidden in haze. A team of helladotheria in glow ng trappi ngs of
rai nbow fabric pulled the boat up a | ong roUered way while chaliko-riders dressed in gauzy robes
and gl ass arnor, bearing lights, aninal-headed horns and banners, followed al ong the steep
towpath. The wel com ng Tanu sang all the way to the blazing city high above the salt. Their song
had a haunting nel ody that seened strangely famliar to Bryan; but those hunan bei ngs who wore the
tore were able to understand the alien words:

Li gan not po' k“ne ni, si

"K‘'ne o lan ti pred n,ar

U taynel conpri |a neyn

Ni bl epan al gar ded“ne.

Shonpri p“ne, a gabrinel

Shal u car netan presi,

Nar netan u bor taynel o pogek“ne,
Car netan sed g“ne nori

There is a land that shines through life and tine,
A conely land through the length of the world's age,
And many-col ored bl ossons fall onit,

Fromthe old trees where the birds are singing.
Every color glows there, delight is comonpl ace,
Musi ¢ abounds on the Silver Plain

On the Gentle-Voiced Plain of the Many-Col ored Land,
On the Wiite Silver Plain to the south.

There is no weeping, no treachery, no grief,

There is no sickness, no weakness, no death.

There are riches, treasures of nany colors,

Sweet nusic to hear, the best of wine to drink.

CGol den chariots contend on the Plain of Sports
Many- col ored steeds run in days of |asting weather
Nei t her death nor the ebbing of the tide
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WIl come to those of the Many-Col ored Land.
THE END OF PART TWD
PART Il - The Alliance

CHAPTER ONE

The gi ant sequoia had endured for 10,000 years. Standing am dst a grove of |esser speci nens high
in the Vosges, it was hollowed by ancient wildfire and rot. In nillennia past |ightning had
sheared its top, so that the Tree was only about 100 neters in height; the trunk nearest the
ground spanned fully a fourth of that distance, giving the sequoia the appearance of a huge
truncated pylon. That it lived at all was evidenced only by sparse branches withing at the broken
crown, their small needl es seeningly incapabl e of photosynthesizing enough sugar to nourish such a
nonunent .

The sequoia was host to a famly of fire-backed eagles and several nmillion carpenter ants. Since
early in the afternoon it had al so harbored a band of freeliving hunans who were accustoned to use
the great hollow trunk as a safe-house in times of particul ar danger

Athin rain fell. In another hour it would be dark. A worman in a water-stained doeskin cloak stood
besi de one buttress of the great bole, her eyes shut, her fingertips pressed to her throat. After
five mnutes had passed, she opened her eyes and wi ped sone of the noisture from her forehead.

St oopi ng, she pulled aside the fronds of a large fern and entered an i nconspi cuous openi ng, a
nearly healed fissure that led into the interior of the Tree.

Soneone hel ped her out of the sodden cloak. She nodded her thanks. Al around the inner perineter
of the trunk small fires burned on | ow stone platforms, their snoke plumes plaiting together with
that of a larger central blaze and rising toward the natural chimey high above. The nmain fire was
laid on a great X-shaped hearth. Its flames towered at the center and diminished to a confortable
cooki ng height at the ends of the arns. People were gathered around the central fire in great
nunbers; smaller groups huddl ed near the subsidiary fireplaces. The place snelt of steaning
clothing spread before the flanes, of baking ash-bread and pots of hot spiced wi ne, and of

si mreri ng nmeat stew.

Ri chard hovered over the stew kettle, snarling at the cooks and occasionally adding dried herbs
froma collection of crocks at his feet. Caude and Felice sat together nearby, and Anerie was
usi ng her good armto |ay out nedical supplies on a clean blanket. The nun's tiny wldcat watched
with keen interest, having |learned quickly that the drug doses, dressings, and instruments were
not playthings or prey.

Angel i que Guderian cane to this side of the fire and extended her hands to the warmh. She said to
Anerie, "It's a good thing, na Soeur, that Fitharn and the other Firvulag were able to retrieve
your pack. We are always short of nedical supplies, and we will have great need of your secul ar
skills as well as your spiritual ones. There are no professional heal ers among us, since all such
persons are subjected to the bondage of the gray tore as soon as their expertise is discovered. W
can only presune that your own torcless state is the result of a Tanu error."

"And there's no escape for the gray-tores, once they're collared?"

"They may escape, certainly. But should a wearer of either the gray or silver tore cone within the
sphere of influence of a coercive Tanu, the human will be conpelled to serve the exotic, even to
giving up his life. This is why there can be no tore wearers anong us,"

"Except yourself," said Felice softly. "But those who wear gold are free, aren't they?"

G aude was whittling a new rosary for Anerie, his vitredur knife gleam ng |ike sapphire in the
firelight. He asked, "Can't the tores be cut off?"

"Not while the person lives," Madane replied. "W have tried, of course. It is not that the netal
is so durable, but rather that the tore sonehow becones bonded to the life-force of the wearer
This bonding is acconplished after the tore has been worn for an hour or so. Once a person has
adapted, to unfasten or sunder the device brings death in convul sions. The nortal agony is simlar
to that inflicted by certain perverted redactors anong the Tanu. "Felice | eaned closer to the
fire. She had finally taken off her arnor after the thirty-six-hour forced narch to the Tree, and
the wet cloth of her green dress clung to her slight body. Her |egs and upper arns, where they had
not been protected by gauntlets and greaves, were a nass of scratches and deep bruises. News that
the Tanu Hunt had invaded the Vosges sent Madame and her scouting party, together with the remmant
of Goup Geen, fleeing toward the Tree refuge, where they had been net by other human renegades

Felice tried hard to be casual. "So there is no way that you can renove your own tore, Madanme?"
The old wonman gazed at the girl athlete for a long nonent. At |ast she said, "You nust not allow
yourself, to fall into tenptation, nmy child. This golden tore remains a part of me until ny
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death."
Felice gave a light laugh. "There's no need for you to be afraid of nme. Just look into nmy mind and
see. "

"I cannot read your mind, Felice. You know that. | amno redactor, and your strong | atencies
shield you. But many years at the auberge gave ne an insight into the personalities of others such
as yourself. And linmted though ny own neta-functions nay be, | amin the confidence of the
Firvulag . . . and they read you like a child's primer."

"So that's it," Felice remarked obscurely. "I felt sonething.”

"The Firvul ag have wat ched you al nbst fromthe beginning,"” the old wonan said. "They always foll ow
the caravans, the Little People, hoping for sone contretenps that will put the travelers into
their power. So they beheld you on the shore of the Lac de Bresse in your bid for freedom They
even aided you, did you realize that?, by adding inmges of confusion to the ninds of the chalikos
and the soldiers, so that you and your friends were able to triunph. Ah, the Firvul ag were

i npressed by you, Felice! They saw your potential. But they also feared you, and quite rightly.

And so Fitharn, w sest anbong those who were foll owing, caused a vivid illusion to seize the mnd
of one of your confreres.”

"Dougal !'" Felice cried, springing to her feet.

"Cest-ca." Richard gave an ironic cackle. "Crafty spooks! |'Il bet they could get that golden tore

back out of the lake if they wanted to."

A chaotic mix of emptions played over the girl's face. She began to speak, but Madane held up her
hand.

"The Firvulag bestow their gifts only as they choose, not as we demand. You will have to be
patient."

Claude said, "So the Firvulag followed us all the way. Don't tell ne that they clouded the ninds
of our pursuers as well?"

"Certainly," Madame Cuderian replied. "Wuld not the boatful of gray-tore marines have seen some
trace of your own wake? Wuld not the tracking soldiers have found you in the forest, in spite of
your pathetic attenpts to throw themoff the scent? But of course the Firvulag hel ped! And Fitharn
al so notified us of your presence in our Vosges forest, and so we cane for you. H's people al so
warned us of the Hunt, which does not usually penetrate deeply into the nmountains."

Richard tasted the stew again and grimaced. "Now that we're here in a safe place, what happens?
I"l'l be dacmmed if 1'm going to spend the rest of nmy life hiding out."

"We do not enjoy it, either. You have caused us a good deal of trouble by escaping into the
Vosges. Ordinarily, the Tanu are inclined to let us be, and our free people reside in smal

honest eads or in secret villages. | nyself live in Hi dden Springs, which is near the future site
of Pl onbi eres-1es-Bains. But now Lord Velteyn of Finiah is wild over the killing of Epone. You
nmust understand that no Tanu has ever before been killed by a nmere bareneck hunman. Velteyn's
Flying Hunt will now search out even the nobst renote of our settlenents, hoping to find Felice.

There will be gray-tore patrols everywhere, at |east until the Tanu becone distracted by the
preparations for the Gand Conbat... As to what shall be done with you, we will discuss that when
Peo and his warriors return. | have already perceived their approach.”

Claude rolled one of the large rosary beads toward the little cat. The aninal patted it toward
Anerie, then arched its back in appreciation of its own cleverness. The nun picked up the cat and
stroked it as it tried to nestle into her sling. "Do you have any news of the other escapees? The
people in the boats? Qur friend Yosh? The Gypsies?" "Two of the Gypsies survived their encounter
at the ravine bridge. They will be guided here. There has been no word at all about the Japanese
The Firvulag in the northern regions are savage and not inclined to respect the alliance that
their H gh King has forned with us. Your friend's chance of survival is not good. As to those in
the boats, nost were recaptured by gray-tore narines fromthe | ake forts. They are now i npri soned
in Finiah. Six escapees who reached the Jura shore are presently in the care of friendly Firvul ag
and will be taken to a free-human refuge in the hi gh nmountains. Seven nore," Madane shook her
head, "were taken by les Criards, the malign Firvulag known as How ers.”

"What will happen to then?" Anerie asked.

Madane |ifted her shoul ders and the golden tore reflected the flanmes. "These exotics! Ah, ma
Soeur, they are barbaric, even the best of them And the worst! \Wo shall even speak of their
enormties? Firvulag and Tanu are nenbers of the sane species. En v,rit,, they actually constitute
a dinorphic race with a nost peculiar genetic pattern. On their honme planet, this led to an

anci ent antagoni sm between the two fornms, the one tall and netapsychically latent, the other
nmostly short in stature and with |imted operancy. You nmust understand that the exotics cane to
Earth in order to be free to pursue certain barbarous custons, holdovers fromtheir archaic
culture, that were justly proscribed by the civilized ones of their galactic confederation. Sone
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of their cruel games are physical, the Hunt, the Grand Conbat, of which you will learn nore |ater
But others are jeux d esprit, games of the mind. The Tanu, with their w de-ranging |atent mneta-
functions, do not favor this subtle jousting so nuch. It is nore commonly the province of the
torcless Firvulag. The Little People possess sone farsensing power, plus one highly devel oped
operant netafunction, that of creativity. They are nasters of illusion. But what illusions they
make! They are capable of driving humans, even the weaker anong the Tanu, insane with terror or
angui sh. Sensitive persons may even be killed outright from psychic shock. Firvulag can take the
shape of nonsters, devils, whirlw nds, conflagrations. They insinuate their delusions into nore
hel pl ess m nds and trigger suicide or self-nutilation. The latter is of great anmusenent to the
worst of them the so-called Howling Ones, since they are thensel ves deforned nutants. The weapons
of the Firvulag are our own nightnmares and fever-dreans, the fears and phantons that assault one's
i magi nation in dark places. They take a sadistic delight in destroying."

"But they haven't destroyed you" Felice said. "They gave you a golden tore. \Wy?"

"Because they hope to use ne, of course. | amto be a tool, a weapon, c'est-a-dire, against their
nost deadly foe: the Tanu, their brothers.™

Anerie said, "And now you hope to use us." Madane's thin lips lifted in a small smle. "It is
obvious, is it not, ma Soeur? You do not know how poor we are, what odds we have faced. The Tanu
call us Lowives . . . and we have assunmed the name proudly. Over many years our people have
managed to escape fromcaptivity and were hardly thought to be worth pursuing. Mst of us have no
special talents that can be used against the exotics. But you in your Goup are different. The
Tanu woul d take revenge upon you, but we Low ives see you as invaluable allies. You must join us!
Felice, even without a tore, can control aninals, even influence certain humans. She is physically
strong and an experi enced gane-playing tactician. You, Anerie, are a doctor and a priest. My
peopl e have struggled for years without either. Richard is a navigator, a forner comrander of
starships. For himthere may be a key role in the liberation of humanity."

"Now just a damm minute!" bellowed the pirate, waving his soup |adle.

Claude flipped bits of wood into the fire. "Don't forget ne. As an old fossil hunter, | can tel
you exactly what Pliocene beast will be cracking your bones for the nmarrow after the Tanu and
Firvul ag get finished with you."

"You are quick with a jest, Monsieur |e Professeur,"’
hunter will tell us his age?"

"A hundred and thirty-three."

"Then you are two years ny senior," she retorted, "and | will expect you to render good advice to
our conpany as a result of your vast experience. As | lay before you ny grand design, the plan for
the liberation of hunanity, give us your invaluable counsel. Correct any youthful inpulsiveness
that | may show. "

sai d Madane tartly. "Perhaps the old fossi

"CGotcha, O aude," Richard said, snickering "Say... if anybody cares, this vat of slungulion is as
ready as it will ever be."
"Then we will eat," said Madane, "and shortly Peo and the fighters will join us." She raised her

voice. "Mes enfants! You will all cone to supper!™

Slowy, all of the people fromthe smaller fires approached, carrying bows and drinking vessels.
The total nunber of Lowlives included perhaps two hundred, far nore nen than wonen, with a
handful of children as quiet and alert as the adults. Mst of the people were dressed in buckskin
or homespun peasant garb. They did not seemto be outstandi ng physical speci nens, nor were any of
them decked out in the wildly eccentric fashion of certain tinefarers in the Finiah caravan. The
Low ives did not | ook beaten or desperate or fanatical. In spite of the fact that they had just
fled for their lives at Madane's nental alarm they did not seemafraid. They saluted the old
wonman gravely or cheerfully, and many of themhad a snmile or even a joke for R chard and the other
cooks dishing out the hastily prepared fare. If one word could be used to describe the guerrilla
contingent, it might be "ordinary."

Anerie searched the faces of these free people, wondering what had inspired this relative handfu
to defy the exotics. Here were exiles whose dream had cone alive again. Was it possible that this
smal | nucl eus could grow, even prevail?

"Good friends," Madane was sayi ng, "we have anobng us newconers whom all of you have seen but few
as yet have net. It is on their account that we have had to gather here. But we nmay hope, with
their help, to reach our precious goal that much sooner." She paused and | ooked about the conpany.
There was no sound except the snap and sizzle of the firelogs. "As we eat, | will ask these new
arrivals to tell us how they cane fromthe prison of Castle Gateway to this free place.” Turning
to the remmant of Group Green, she asked, "Wwo will be your speaker? "

"Who el se?" Richard said, pointing the |ladle at C aude.

The old man rose to his feet. He spoke for nearly a quarter of an hour w thout interruption until
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his narrative reached the point where Felice was about to initiate the attack upon Epone. Then
there was a loud hiss. Anmerie's little cat sprang fromher arns and struck a stiff pose, facing
the door of the Tree like a mniature puma at bay.

"It is Peo," said Madane.

Ten people, all heavily armed with bows and bl ades, cane stanping and dripping into the shelter
They were led by a gigantic m ddl e-aged man nearly as massive as Stein who wore the shel
ornanents and fringed deerskin clothing of a Native Anerican. C aude held off continuing his tale
until these people were served with food and given a place close to the big fire. Then the

pal eont ol ogi st resuned and told the story to the end. He sat down and Madanme handed hi ma cup of
hot wi ne.

Nobody spoke until the gray-haired Native Arerican said, "And it was iron, iron that killed the
Lady Epone?"

"Not hi ng but," Richard declared. "She was chewed to pieces and | |let her have a couple of good
ones with the bronze sword, but she still just about nailed me. Then somet hing nmade ne try
Felice's little dagger."”

The red man turned to the girl and denanded, "G ve it to ne."

"And who the hell do you think you are?" she said coolly.

He roared with laughter and the sound of it booned in the hollow trunk of the Tree as in an enpty
cathedral "I'm Peo-peo Moxnmox Burke, last chief of the Wallawalla tribe and former justice of the
Washi ngton State Suprene Court |I'malso the one-tine | eader of this gang of paskudnyaks and its
present Sergeant at Arms and Warlord in Chief. Now may | pl ease exam ne your dagger?”

He snmiled at Felice and held out a great hand. She snacked the gol den scabbard into it smartly.
Bur ke drew out the |eaf-shaped little blade and held it up in the firelight.

"Stainless steel alloy with an eversharp edge," the girl said. "A comon toy on Acadie, useful for
pi cking teeth, cutting sandwi ches, pricking out transponders fromrustled cattle, and putting out
the lights of casual assaulters "

"It seens quite ordinary except for the gold of the hilt,’
it," Claude said. 'Tell him child."

Burke listened thoughtfully as the nun set forth her hypothesis on the possible deadly effect of
iron on tore-bearing exotics, then nmurnured, "It could be. The iron disrupting the life-force

al nost |ike a neural poison."

"I wonder " Felice began, staring at Madame with an i nnocent expression

The old woman went to Chief Burke and took the knife fromhim As the assenbled crowd gasped, she
held it to her own throat bel ow the gol den neck-ring and pricked the skin. A pearl-sized drop of
dark bl ood appeared. She handed t he dagger back to Burke.

"It seens," Felice said gently, "that Madanme is nade of sterner stuff than the Tanu."

"Sans doute," was the old woman's dry reply.

Burke mused over the snmall blade. "It's incredible that we never thought to try iron against them
But vitredur and bronze weapons were so easily available. And we never tumbled to the reasons why
they confiscated steel itens back at the Castle . . . Khalid Khan!"

One of the crowd, a gaunt nman with burning eyes, a scraggly beard, and an i muacul ate white turban
got to his feet. "I can snelt iron as readily as copper, Peo. Al you have to do is furnish the
ore. The religious prohibition that the Tanu put on ironwork anong their human subjects sinply |ed
us to carry on with copper and bronze out of sheer inertia "

"Who knows where iron ore mght be found?" Madane asked of the conpany. There was silence unti

Burke said. "Anerie has a theory about

Claude said, "I nmight help you there. W old fossil hunters know a little geology, too. About a
hundred kl ons northwest of here, down the Moselle River, should be an accessible deposit. Even
primtive nen worked it It'll be near the site of the future city of Nancy."

Khalid Khan said, "W'd have to do the refining work up there. Arrowheads woul d be best to begin
with. Some |ance tips. A few smaller blades.”

"There's another experinent you might try," Anerie said, "once you have a strong iron chisel."
"What's that. Sister?" asked the turbaned nmetalsnmith

"Try renoving gray tores with it"

"By dam!" excl ai med Peopeo Moxmox Burke.

“Iron mght short out the |inkage between the brains of the tore wearers and the slave-circuitry,"”
the nun went on. "W nust find some way of freeing those people!”

One of Burke's fighters, a hefty fellow puffing a meerschaum said, "To be sure. But what about
those who don't wish to be freed? Perhaps you don't realize, Sister, that a good many hunans are
quite content hi their filthy synbiosis with the exotics. The soldiers, especially. How many of
themare sadistic msfits, delighting in the riles given themby the Tanu?"

Madane Cuderian said, "It is true, what Use Gul denzopf says. And even anmong those of goodwi ||
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even anong the bare-necks, there are nany who are happy in bondage. It is because of themthat the
expiation of nmy guilt cannot be a sinple matter."

"Now don't start that again, Madane." Burke was firm "Your plan, as it stands, is a good one

Wth the addition of iron weapons, we can shtup it forward that nuch faster. By the tine we've

| ocated the Ship's Grave, we'll have enough of an arnory to give the schene a reasonabl e chance of
success. "
"Tm not going to wait weeks or nonths for you people to hatch your plot," Felice declared. "If ny

dirk killed one Tanu, it can kill others." She held out her hand to Burke. "G ve it back."

"They'd get you, Felice," the Native Anmerican said. They're expecting you. Do you think all of the
Tanu are as weak as Epone? She was small fry, fairly powerful as coercers go, but her redact
function wasn't worth nmuch or she'd have snelted, you out back at the Castle, even without using
the m nd-assay machi ne. The | eaders anong the Tanu can detect people like you in the same way that
they detect Firvulag. You' re going to have to keep out of the way until you get your golden tore."
She expl oded. "And when will that be, dammit?"

Madane said, "When we nanage to obtain one for you. Orwhen the Firvulag choose to give you one."
The girl replied with a volley of obscenities. Caude went up to her, took her by the shoul ders,
and sat her down on the soft wood-dust of the floor. "Now that's enough of that." Turning to Burke
and Madane CQuderian, he said, "Both of you have referred to a plan of action that you seemto
expect us to participate in. Let's hear it."

Madanme uttered a deep sigh. "Very well. First, you nust know what we are up agai nst. The Tanu seem
to be invulnerable, immortal, but they are not. They can be killed by Firvul ag brainstornms, the
weaker ones, and even a powerful coercer-redactor may be over-whelned if many Firvulag all project
together or if one of their great heroes, such as Pallol or Sharn-Mes, chooses to fight."

"What is this bad vibes thing?" Richard asked her. "Can you do it?"

She shook her head. "My latent abilities include the far-sensing function in noderation, a
somewhat | ess powerful coercive ability, and an aspect of creativity that may spin certain
illusions. | can coerce ordinary humans, and grays who are not under direct conpul sion froma
Tanu. | cannot coerce hunmans wearing gold or silver tores, except with sublinm nal suggestions,

whi ch they may or may not follow M farsense pernits ne to eavesdrop upon the so-called

decl amat ory or command node of the nmental speech. | can hear the golds, silvers, and grays when
they call out to one another over noderate distances, but | cannot detect nore subtle narrow focus
communi cation unless it is directed at me. On rare occasions | have perceived nessages com ng from
far away."

"And can you farspeak back?" C aude asked in an excited tone.

"To whom woul d | speak?" the old woman inquired. "All around us are enenies!"

Anerie exclaimed. "Elizabeth!"

Cl aude expl ai ned. "One of our conpani ons. An operant far-speaker. She was taken south to the
capital" He told what he knew of Elizabeth's former life and her regai ned netafunctions. Madane
frowned in. preoccupation. "So it was she that | heard! But | did not know. And so | suspected a
Tanu trick and withdrew at once fromthe touch.”

"Coul d you contact her?" O aude asked.

"The Tanu woul d hear ne," the old wonman sai d, shaking her head. "I seldom project, except to sound
the alarmto our people. Rarely to call to our Firvalug allies. |I have not the skill to use the
narrow focus that is undetectable except to the intended receptor.”

Felice broke in rudely, "The plan! Get on with it!"

Madane pursed her lips and lifted her chin. "Eh bien. Let us continue to speak of the potentia

vul nerability of the Tanu. They kill one another by decapitation during their ritual conbats. In
theory a human coul d acconplish this, too, if it were possible to get close enough. However, the
Tanu with coercive or reductive functions defend thensel ves nentally, while the creators and the
psychoki neti cs are capabl e of physical assault. The weaker anbng themremain within the protective
sphere of their nore powerful fellows or el se have bodyguards of arned silver or grays. There are
two other ways in which Tanu may neet death, both very rare. The Firvulag told me of a very young
Tanu who died by fire. He pani cked when burning lanp oil spilled upon himand in fleeing, fell off
a wall. H's human guardi ans were unable to reach himbefore he was incinerated. If they had
rescued himbefore his brain burned, they could have restored himto health in the usual Tanu
fashion."

"Which is?" Amrerie asked

Chi ef Burke said, "They have a psychoactive substance that they call Skin. It |looks like a thin

pl ass nenbrane. Tanu healers with a certain conbination of PK and redact are able to work through
this stuff in some nmetapsychic way. They just wap the patient up and start cogitating. They get
results conparable to our best regeneration-tank therapy back in the Mlieu, but with no hardware.
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Skin works on human beings, too, but it's worthless w thout the Tanu operator." "Do the Firvul ag
use Skin?" asked the nun. Burke shook his huge head. "Just ol d-fashioned frontier doctoring. But
they're tough little devils."
Felice laughed. "So are we."

"The | ast way that the exotics may die," Madane resunmed, "is by drowning. The Firvulag are
excel l ent swi mmers. However, nost of the Tanu are rather nore sensitive than hunans to the
injurious effects of imersion. Still, death by drowning is very rare anong them and seens to take

nmostly certain careless sportsnen of Goriah in Brittany, who are accustomed to carry their Hunt to
the sea. Sonetines they are swallowed or carried into the depths by the enraged | evi athans t hat
they prey upon.”

Felice grunted. "Well, there's not rmuch chance well be able to hold the bastards' heads under
water. So how do you plan to get the drop on 'enP"

"The plan is conplex, involving several phases. It requires the co-operation of the Firvulag, with
whom we have a very precarious alliance. Briefly, we would hope to attack and overrun Finiah aided
by the forces of the Little People, who would be able to weak havoc once they penetrated the city
walls. Finiah is a strategic target of prine inportance and it is isolated fromthe other Tanu
popul ation centers. Wthin its environs and protected by its defenses is the only bariumnine in
the Exile world. The elenent is extracted with great difficulty froma neager ore by rama workers.
It is vital to the manufacture of tores. Al torcs. If we elininate the supply of barium by
destroying the mne, the entire sodoeconony of the Tanu woul d be undercut."”

"Kinda | ong-range for a disaster, isn't it?" Richard remarked. "I should think they'd have
stockpiles of the stuff stashed away."

"I have said that the matter is conplex," Mdame responded in sone irritation. "W will also have
to find a way of stopping the flow of time-travelers. As you will see, it is the comi ng of
humanity to the Pliocene that has enabled the Tanu to dominate the era. In the days before | began
my meddling, there was a virtual bal ance of power between Tanu and Firvul ag. This was destroyed by
t he human advent.”

"l get it," said Richard, the old intriguer. "The Firvulag are willing to help you and your bunch
in hopes of restoring the good old days. But what nmakes you think the little spooks won't turn on
us once they get what they want?"

"It is amatter still requiring some reflection," said Madane in a | ow voi ce.

Ri chard gave a derisive snort.

"There's nore to the plan," said Peopeo Moxnox Burke. "And don't kick it in the head until you've
heard the whol e thing. Now down south in the capital ." The little cat grow ed.

Al'l of them | ooked toward the entrance crevice. There stood a short, broad-shoul dered figure in a
dri ppi ng, mucky cl oak. Hi s high-crowned hat |eaned |ugubriously over one ear from an accunul ation
of noisture. He grinned at the conpany through a mask of nmud in which eyes and teeth were the only
bright points.

"Pegl eg!" exclainmed Burke. 'Tor God's sake, bubi, what have you been up to? "

"Had to go to ground. Bear-dogs on ny trail!" As he came stunping toward the fire, Madane

whi spered, "Not a word of the iron."

The new arrival was sonething under a neter and a half in height, with a barrel chest and a visage
that was rosy-cheeked and | ong-nosed, once the filth had been wi ped away. He had | ost one |eg

bel ow t he knee, but wal ked about agilely enough with the aid of a singular prosthesis fashioned of
wood. Seating hinself by the fire, he swabbed at the peg with a danmp rag, revealing carvings of
snakes and weasels and other creatures twi ning about the artificial linmb. They bad inset jewels
for eyes "What news?" Burke inquired.

"Ch, they're out there, all right," Pegleg replied. Sonebody passed food and drink, which the
little man attacked with gusto, simultaneously talking with his nmouth full "Sonme of the |ads drew
off a large patrol conming up the Onion River. Finished a good half dozen and sent the rest off
with their tails between their |egs screeching for Daddy Velteyn. No sign of the Exalted Cocksnan
hi msel f yet, T, be thanked. Probably doesn't want to get his lovely glass arnor all wet in the

rain. | had a bad nonent when sone bear-dogs fromthe squad that we finished began tracking ne
unawares. Coul d've nailed nme, the sneaky turdlings, but | happened on a nice stinking bog and hid
init until they tired of waiting."The little nman held out his nug to the nun for a refill of

wine. Amerie's cat had not returned to her, even though she snapped her ringers in a way that
usual Iy brought the animal running. Two bal eful gl owi ng eyes watched Pegleg froma dark pile of
baggage far fromthe central fire. The cat continued to utter high-pitched, quavering grow s.
"W nust introduce our new conpanions to you," Madane said graciously. "You have seen them of
course. The Reverend Sister Anerie, Professor Claude, Captain Richard ... and Felice."

"May the Good CGoddess smile on you," the little man said. "I'm Fithara. But you can call ne
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Pegl eg. "
Ri chard goggled. "Christ! You're a Firvul ag?"
The one-| egged man | aughed and clinbed to his feet. There beside the fire stood a tall, dead-bl ack

apparition with coiling tentacles for arns, slitted red eyes, and a nouth full of shark's teeth
that slavered foul saliva

Anerie's little cat let out a spitting screech. The nonster vani shed and Pegl eg resunmed his seat
by the fire, nonchalantly drinking his w ne.

"Impressive," said Felice. "Can you do others?"

The Firvul ag's eyes twi nkled. "W have our favorites, little one. The visions-of-the-eye are the
| east of it, you understand.”
"I do," said Felice. "Since you had to flee the anphicyons, | conclude that they're not affected

by your powers."

The exotic sighed. "A perverse species. W have to watch out for the hyaenids, too, but at |east
they can't be tamed by the Foe."

"l can control bear-dogs," Fetke said in soft persuasion. "If | had a golden torc, | could help
win this war of yours. Why won't you give ne what you've already gi ven Madane Guderi an?"

"Earn it," said the Firvulag, licking his lips.

Felice clenched her fists. She forced a smle. "You're afraid. But | wouldn't use ny netafunctions
agai nst any of you. | swear it!"

"Prove it."

"Damm you!" She started toward the tittle man, her doll-like face twisted with rage. "How? How?"
Madane intervened, "Felice, conpose yourself. Be seated."

Fitharn stretched out his peg and groaned. "Mre wood for the firel I'mchilled to the bone and ny
| eg-1 ong-gone tornents ne with phantom pain."

Anerie said, "I have a nedication ... if you're certain that your protoplasmis near-humanoid."

He gave her a broad grin and nodded, extending the stunmp. As she applied a mnidoser he cried,
"Ah, better, better! T,'s blessing, if you can use such a thing, Sister."
"Mascul i ne, femnine, only aspects of the One. Qur races are closer than you think, Fitharn of the

Firvul ag. "

"Perhaps."” The little man stared norosely into his w necup

Madanme sai d, "Wen you arrived, Fitharn, | was explaining to the newconers ny plan. Perhaps you
will be good enough to assist nme. Tell them if you will, the story of the Ship's Gave."

Once again, the exotic's cup was filled with wine. "Very well Conme dose and listen. This is
Brede's Tale, which was told to ne by nmy own grandfather, gone these five hundred years to Te's
dark wonb until the great rebirth, when Te and Tana shall be sisters no nore, but One, and
Firvul ag and Tanu cease at |last their contention in the truce that shall have no end..."

He was silent for a long while, holding the cup to his lips and dosing his eyes against the hot
wine's rich funes. Finally he set the vessel beside him folded his hands in his lap, and told the
tale in an oddly cadenced singsong:

"When Brede's Ship, through T,'s conpassion, brought us here, its mghty striving drained its
heart and strength and mnd, and so it died that we night Iive. Wen we |eft the Ship our flyers
spread their curving wings, and people sang the Song together, friend with foe. W made our
weepi ng way to where the G ave would be. W saw the Ship cone burning fromthe east. W saw it
coming through the high air and the low It howed its agony. As the rising of a planet's sun

di smisses night, so did the flaming of our Ship transformthe very day, and nake the Earth-star
dim

"The passing of the Ship devoured the air. The forests and the eastern nountains fell and thunder
rolled around the world. The waters steanmed within the brackish eastern seas. No living thing
survived along the westward-trendi ng path of death, but we watched sorrowing until the end. The
Ship cried out aloud, it burst, it yielded up its soul Its falling made the planet noan. The air
the waters, planet-crust, and Ship had nerged into a gl owi ng hol ocaust of storny wound. But we
stayed there until the fire was quenched by rain and tears of Brede, and then we flew away.

"Then Pallol, Medor, Sham and Yeochee, Kuhsarn the Wse and Lady Kl ahni no, the Thagdal, Boanda,
Mayvar, and Dionket, Lugonn the Shining One and Leyr the Brave, the best of Tanu and of Firvul ag,
went forth into the setting sun to find a living-place while still the Truce prevailed and none
shoul d fight. The Tanu chose Finiah on the riverside; but we, far w ser, took H gh Vrazel on the
f ogbound nountain crag. This being done, one task al one remained, to consecrate the G ave.

"I'n final flight the aircraft took to air. We rode within themto the place, and all enbarked to
stand upon a rimof |and above a cup of liquid sky too wide to see across, while all around the

| and | ay scorched and still. W watched a Great Ordeal, the first upon this world, wth Sham
contending for the Firvulag and for the Tanu, bright Lugonn. Wth Sword and Spear they snote unti

file:/lIF|/rah/Julian%20May/May,%20Julian%20...€%201%20-%20The%20Many%20Coloured%20Land.txt (115 of 165) [1/15/03 7:40:32 PM]



file:/I1F|/rah/Julian%20M ay/M ay,%20Julian%20-%20Pli ocene%620EXxi| €96201%20-%20T he%620M any%20Col oured%20L and.txt

their armor blazed and birds fell fromthe sky and heedl ess watchers |lost their eyes. They battled
for a nonth of hours and | onger still, until the folk who watched screamed out as one,
transfigured in the glory that redounded to the Ship and solemized its death.

"At last, brave Sharn could bear no nore. He fell with Sword in hand, steadfast until the end. The
victory was won by bright Lugonn whose Spear had caused the crater's lake to boil and |iquefied
the rocks and conjured sparkling dew that nerged its tears with ours. And thus the votive

of ferings of Man and Bl ade were chosen for the consecration of the Gave. W marched away, the

voi ces of our minds raised up in Song for one last tine in honor of the Ship and al so hi mwho
there was offered up to captain it upon its voyage to the healing dark. There, conforted within
the Goddess's wonb, they wait the comng of the light..."

The Firvulag raised his cup and drained it. He stretched his arnms with a pop and crackl e of
Iiganents and sat staring at Felice with a whinmsical expression

Madanme CGuderian said, "Wthin this ancient tale are certain pieces of information that repay our
study. You will have noted the reference to aircraft. These are dearly machi nes of some

sophi stication, since they were able to leave the noribund Ship prior to its entrance into Earth's
at nosphere. G ven the advanced technol ogy inplied by the encapsul ation of the passengers within
the intergalactic organism one can hardly assune the smaller craft to be sinple reaction-engine
fuelers. It is nore likely that they were gravo-nagnetically powered, |ike our own eggs and
subl um nal spaceships. And if so."

Ri chard interrupted, w de-eyed. "They'd probably still be operational! And Pegleg said his people
mar ched away fromthe Grave, so they nust have left the aircraft there. Son of a bitch!"

"Where are they?" cried Felice. "Were's this Gave?' The little Firvulag said, "Wen a person

di es anmobng us, the remains are taken by the famly or friends to a secret place, one that none of
the nmourners has ever seen before. After the internent cerenmony, the grave is never visited again.
Its very location is blotted fromthe nmnd |lest the remains be disturbed by the Foe or by
irreverent rascals who would steal the funerary offerings." "Quaint customs," Richard said.

Felice wailed, "Then you don't know where the Ship's Gave is?"

"It's been a thousand years,"” the little nan repli ed.

Richard flung the ladle into the stewpot with a dang. "But, dammit, it's gotta be a whackin' great
crater! What'd he say, ? A cup of liquid sky too wide to see across.' And it lies east of Finiah."
"W have been searching,” Madanme said. "Ever since | first heard the tale three years ago and
concei ved the plan, we |ooked for the Ship's G ave as best we could. But understand the terrain,

Ri chard! The Bl ack Forest lies beyond the Rhine to the east In our day it was a m nor range, a

pi cturesque parkland full of hikers and carvers of cuckoo clocks. But now the Schwarzwal d
nmount ai ns are younger and higher. There are portions well above twenty-five hundred neters, rugged
and dangerous to cross and a notorious haunt of les Criards, the How ing Ones."

"And do you know who they are?" inquired the Firvul ag,

smirking at Richard. "They're the people like ne who don't |ike people |like you. The snotty ones
who won't let King Yeo-chee or anyone else tell "emwho their enemes are.”

Madane said, "W have, over the past years, done a precarious exploration of the mddle portion of
the Bl ack Forest -range, north of Finiah. Even with the help of friendly Firvulag such as our good
friend Fitharn, the project has been fraught with peril. Ten of our people have been killed and
three driven mad. Five nore vani shed wi thout a trace."

"And we | ost sone of our lads to the Hunt, too," Pegleg added. "Quiding humans just isn't healthy
wor k. "

Madane went on, "Forty or fifty kiloneters east of the Black Forest begins the Swabian Alb, a part
of the Jura. It is said to be full of caves inhabited by nonstrous hyenas. Not even the malign
Firvulag care to dwell in this territory, although it is runored that a handful of grotesque

mut ants eke out a pathetic livelihood in sheltered valleys. Yet it is in this inhospitable country
that the Ship's Gave is nost likely to be found. And with it, not only workable flying machi nes
but perhaps other andent treasures as well."

"Wul d there be weapons in the aircraft?" Felice asked.

"Only one," said the Firvulag Fitham staring into the fire. "The Spear. But it would be enough

if you could get your hands on it."

Scow i ng, Richard said, "But | thought the Spear belonged to the guy naned Lugonn, and he was the
wi nner of the fight!"

"The wi nner received the privilege of sacrificing hinmself," Madanme expl ai ned. "Lugonn, Shining
Hero of the Tanu, raised the visor of his golden glass helnet and accepted the thrust of his own
Spear through his eyes. H's body was left at the crater, together with the weapon.”

"But what the hell good would this Spear do us?" Richard asked.

Fi t harn spoke softly. "It isn't the kind of weapon you night think. Any nore than the Sword of our
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| ate hero, Sharn the Atrocious, which the obscene Nodonn has had in his thieving clutches in
CGoriah for forty years, is any kind of ordinary sword."

" They are both photoai c weapons,” Madane said. "The only two that the exotics brought fromtheir
hone gal axy. They were to be used only by the great heroes, to defend the Ship in case of pursuit
or, later, in the nost exalted forns of ritual fighting."

"Nowadays," said Chief Burke, "the Sword only serves as the trophy of the Grand Conmbat. Nodonn's
had it so | ong because the Tanu have won the contest for forty years running. Needl ess to say,
there's little chance we'd ever be able to get our hands on the Sword. But the Spear is another
matter."

"Christ!" Richard spat in disgust "So to nake Madane's plan work, all we have to do is nount a
blind search over two-three thousand square klons crawing with nman-eating spooks and gi ant hyenas
and find this antique zapper. Probably clutched in some Tanu skeleton's hand."

"And around his neck," Felice said, "is a golden torc."

"W will find the Ship's Grave," Madane stated. "W will search until we do."

add daude hauled himself to his feet with sone difficulty, linped over to the pile of dry wood,
and picked up an arnful. "I don't think any nore blind hunting will be necessary," he said,
tossing the sticks onto the blaze. A great cloud of sparks soared into the Tree's black hei ght.
Everybody stared at him

Chi ef Burke asked, "Do yon know where this crater mght be?"

"I know where it has to be. Only one astroblene in Europe fits the bill. The Ries."

The stout fighter with the pipe smacked his own forehead and excl ai ned, "Das Ri eskessel be
Nordl i ngenl Naturlich! What a bunch of stupid pricks we've been! Hansi! Gert! W read about it in
ki ndergarten!"

"Hell, yes," sang out another man fromthe crowd. And a third Low ife added, "But you gotta
remenber, Uwe, they told us kids a meteorite made the thing."

"The Ship's Gave!" one of the wonmen cried out "It it's not just a nyth, then there's a chance for
us! W really mght be able to free humanity fromthese bastards!” An exultant shout went up from
the rest of the crowd.

"Be silent, for the love of God!" Madane inplored them

Her hand were cl asped before her breast al nbst prayerfully as she addressed O aude. "You are
certain? You are positive that this, this Ries nmust be the Ship's G ave?"

The ol d pal eont ol ogi st picked up a branch fromthe woodpile. Scuffing an area of dust flat, he
drew a vertical row of X's

"There are the Vosges Muuntains. W're on the western flank, about here." He poked, then slashed a
line parallel to, and east of, the range. "Here's the Rhine, flow ng roughly south to north
through a wide rift valley. Finiah is here on the eastern bank." Mre X s were drawn behind the
Tanu city. "Here's the Black Forest range, trending north-south just |ike the Vosges. Sane basic
geol ogy. And beyond it, slanting off to the northeast, the Swabian Jura. This line |I'm draw ng
under the Jura is the River Danube. It flows off east into the Pannoni an Lagoon in Hungary,

somepl ace over under the woodpile. And right about here.”

The entire conpany was on its feet, straining to see and holding its collective breath as the old
man st abbed his branch down.

"...is the Ries astrobleme, A few klons north of the Danube, at the site of the future city of
N'rdlingen, maybe three hundred kl onms east of here. And sure as God made little green apples,
that's your Ship's Grave. It's a crater nore than twenty-five klonms in dianmeter. The largest in
Eur ope. "

There was an uproar anpong the Lowife folk. People crowded in to congratul ate C aude and get
refills of wine. Soneone got out a reed flute and began to play a sprightly tune. Qhers |aughed
and danced about. The day that had begun in panicked flight fromexotic enenies showed signs of
endi ng as a cel ebrati on.

I gnoring the merrymakers, Madane whi spered to Chief Burke. She and the Native American beckoned to
the remant of Group Green and withdrew into a deeply shadowed part of the holl ow sequoia

"I't may be possible,” Madane said, "just barely possible, to inplenent the plan yet this year. But
we will have to set out at once. You nust |ead, Peo. And | nust also go to detect and repel the
How ing Ones. W will require your help to find the crater, Caude and that of Felice to coerce
hostile animals sane coin as that unjustly used. The |l oss of your starship, of your livelihood,
was not enough and you know it! You nust give of yourself, and then you will no | onger despise
yoursel f. Help us. Help your friends who need you

"Dam. " He bunked away the m st that had risen in his eyes.

Save.

Hi s words were barely audible. "An right." The others were all |ooking at him but he could not
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see their eyes. "I'Il go with you. I'll fly the aircraft back here if |I can. But that's all | can
prom se. "

"It is enough,” Madane said.

Back at the central fire, the singing and | aughing were nore subdued. People drifted away to the
smal l er hearths to prepare for sleep. A snmall figure hobbled toward Madane, sil houetted agai nst

t he dying bonfire.

"I've been thinking on your expedition to the Ship's Grave," said Fitharn. "You' re going to need
the hel p of our people."

"To find the Danube quickly,"” O aude agreed. "Do you have any idea of the best way to reach it? In
our time, its bead-waters were in the Black Forest. God knows where the river begins nowadays. The
Al ps, even sone super version of Lake Constance."

"There is only one person with the authority to help yon
have to visit the King."

the Firvulag said. "You're going to

CHAPTER TWO

Yeochee |V, High King of the Firvulag, cane tiptoeing into the nmain audi ence hall of his nountain
fortress, his seeker-sense probing the dimrecesses of the great cavern. "Lulo, ny little
ponegranate! \Were are you hiding?" There was a sound like the jingling of tiny bells nmixed with
| aughter. A shadow fluttered anong the red-and-cream stal actites, the hanging tapestries, the
tatty fringed trophy banners from G and Conbats forty years gone. Leaving a nusky scent inits
wake, sonmething glided Iike a huge noth into a cul -de-sac chanber at one side of the hall

Yeochee rushed in pursuit "Now |'ve got you trapped! There's no way out of the crystal grotto
except past ne!"

The alcove was it by candles in a single golden sconce. The flanes struck glints from an

i ncredi bl e profusion of quartz prisns that encrusted the walls, sparkling pink and purple and
white like the interior of a giant geode. Heaps of dark fun made inviting nounds on the floor. One
of these heaps qui vered.

"So there you are!"

Yeochee bounded into the grotto and lifted the concealing rug with tantalizing sl owness. A cobra
with a body as thick as his armreared up and hissed at him

"Now, Lulo! Is that a way to wel cone your King?"

The serpent shimered and acquired a woman's head. Her hair was varicolored |ike the snakeskin,
her eyes a teasing anber. The tongue that stole fromher smling |lips was forked.

Wth a cry of delight, the King threw open his arnms. The snakewonan grew a neck, shoul ders, soft
arms wWith clever boneless fingers, a marvelously formed upper torso. "Stop right there for a
noment, " Yeochee suggested, "and we'll explore a few possibilities." They fell onto the bed of
furs with an elan that nade the candle flanes gutter.

A trunpet sounded far away.

"Ch, damm," groaned the King. The concubi ne Lul o whinpered and uncoiled but her forked tongue
continued to dart hopefully.

The trunpet. Waited again, nearer this tinme, and there was a boom ng of gongs that made the
mountain vibrate in synpathy. The stalactites just outside the crystal grotto humred |ike tuning
forks.

Yeochee sat up, his once jolly face a mask of disnmay. "That stupid contingent of Lowives. The
ones who think they're onto a secret weapon against the Tanu, | promised Pallol |I'd check 'em
out."

The alluring lam a wavered, nelted, and becane a plunp little naked wonman with apple cheeks and a
bl onde Dutch bob. Pouting, she pulled a mink rug over herself and said, "Well, this is going to
take a while, for T,'s sake at |east get me something to eat. All this chasing about has got me
starving to death. No bat fritters, mnd you! And none of that awful broiled sal amander, either."
Yeochee tied his slightly shabby cl oth-of-gold dressing gowmn and ran his fingers, conb-fashion

through his tangled yellow hair and beard. "I'Il order you sonething lovely," he prom sed. "W
caught us a new hunan cook the other day who has a narvel ous way w th cheese-and-neat pastry." The
Ki ng smacked his lips. "This business won't take long. Then we'll have a picnic right here, and

for dessert."

The trumnpet sounded a third time, just outside the hall.

"You're on," said Lulo, snuggling down under the m nk. "Hurry back."

Ki ng Yeochee stepped outside the grotto, took a deep breath, and transfornmed hinself from one
hundred sixty to two hundred sixty centineters in height. The old robe becane a great trailing

cl oak of garnet-colored velvet. He acquired a splendid suit of gold-chased obsidi an parade arnor,
its open hel msurmounted by a tall crown sprouting two curling nenbers |ike golden ramis horns and
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a beakli ke extension jutting over the forehead that threw his upper face into deep shadow. He
turned on his eyes so that they gl eaned with sinister chatoyance. Making a run for it, he assuned
the throne without a nonment to spare.

The trunpet sounded for the last tine.

Yeochee rai sed one nmil ed hand and several dozen illusory courtiers and nen-at-arns wi nked into
bei ng about the throne dais. The rocks of the mountain hall began to glow with rich colors.

Ri ppling nusic, as froma narinba of glass, filled the roomas six Firvulag of the palace guard
escorted the hunmans and Fitharn Pegleg into the royal presence.

One of the quasi courtiers stepped forward. Using Standard English for the sake of the Lowives,
he declained: "Let all pay homage to Hi s Appalling H ghness Yeochee IV, Sovereign Lord of the

Hei ghts and Depths, Monarch of the Infernal Infinite, Father of Al Firvulag; and Undoubted Rul er
of the Known Wérld!"

An organli ke peal of deafening intensity stopped the approaching visitors in their tracks. The
King arose and seened to grow taller and taller before their eyes until he | ooned anong the
stalactites |like sone gigantic idol with enerald eyes.

Fitharn doffed his tall hat briefly. "How do, King."

"You have our |eave to approach!" booned the apparition

Fitharn stunped forward, the seven humans trailing after him Yeochee noted with regret that only
two of the Lowives, a sharp-featured fellow with a big black nustache and a younger wonan, holl ow
cheeked and thin, with fair hair pulled into an unflattering knot, seened genuinely inpressed by
hi s monstrous guise. The rest of the human party regarded H s Appalling H ghness with either
scientific interest or anmusenent O d Madane Cuderian even betrayed a trace of Gllic ennui. Oh,
what the hell. Wiy not rel ax?

"W shall condescend to assunme a gentler aspect!" Yeochee decreed. He shrank down to his ordinary
self, gold dressing gown, bare feet and all, with his coronet set askew as usual. "Now what's all
this?" he inquired of Fitharn

"Madame CGuderian's plot against the Tanu seenms to've taken a quantum | eap, King. Better let her
tell it"

Yeochee si ghed. Madane remi nded hi mdisconcertingly of his |ate grandnmother, a | ady who al ways
knew when he had been up to childish mschief. Despite the old Frenchwonan's talent for political
intrigue, Yeochee had long since bitterly regretted giving her a golden tore. Madane's schenes

al ways seened to end up benefiting the Lowife humans, with only nminimal gain to the Firvulag. He
shoul d have followed his first instinct and blasted her to flinders with bis psychoenergies in
those early days when she first had the tenerity to step through her own tinme-gate. Indirectly,
after all, she was the author of the present Firvulag degradation!

The ol d wonman, dressed now in the dappl ed deerskin garnments favored by forest prow ers of her
race, stepped boldly to the throne and gave the King a perfunctory bob of her head.

"You're | ooking well, Monseigneur. Plenty of healthy exercise, one trusts."

Yeochee frowned. But at |east the old trout had jogged his nenory in regard to Lulo's prom sed
snack. He reached out and pulled a bellrope. "Pallol tells nme you may have di scovered the | ocation
of the Ship's Grave."

"It is true." She gestured toward a silver-haired nman anong the humans. "One of our new
conpatriots. Professor C aude, believes he has identified the locale. It was known to himthrough
his scientific studies in the world of the future."

"Still known six mllion years fromnow?" The King beckoned to the pal eontol ogi st, who cane
closer. "You there, Claude. Tell ne, in the future, did your people have any recollections of us?"
Claude smled at the little exotic and |let his gaze wander about the fantastic hall that |ay
within the heart of the Vosges' highest nountain.

"Your Majesty, right this minute humanity's direct ancestors are small apes cowering in the
forest. They have no | anguage, and so there is no way they can pass on to their descendants any
menori es whatsoever. Primtive human bei ngs having the power of speech won't evolve for another
two or three mllion years or so, and they won't develop oral traditions until, oh, say, eight or
ni ne thousand years before ny tine. Wuldn't you agree that it was highly unlikely for future
humanity to have retained any recollections of a race of small shape-changi ng exotic people who
live in underground dwellings?"

The King shrugged. "It was only a thought... So you know where the Ship's Grave is, eh?"

Cl aude said, "l believe so. And you have no noral objections to our plundering it to our rmnutua
benefit?"

Yeochee' s beady green eyes flashed dangerously. "Be careful, old Caude. You won't be robbing the
Ship of anything that can't be returned in good tinme, with interest, when the unfair advantage
that the despicable Foe has seized is equalized."
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Madane said, "We will help you to acconplish this end, Mnseigneur. | have sworn it as part of ny
expi ati on! When humans can no | onger be enslaved by the Tanu, the status quo between your two
races will be restored. And our first strike will be against Finiah, using an aircraft and the
Spear fromthe Ship's Gave."

The King twisted his beard into golden ropes. "The tine factor! It's only three weeks to the

equi nox, then another week and a half and we're into the Trace for the G and Conbat in-gathering
Hmm Qur forces would need at | east a week to prepare for an attack against the Tana. |s there a
chance that you can get back here with the flyer and the Spear before the Truce begins? W' d be
willing to join you in an attack if there was a real hope of knocking off Velteyn and his flying
circus. If we were successful against Finiah, the norale of our |lads and | asses would be at zenith
going into the Ganes this year."

The old woman turned to Claude. "Is it possible for us to get to the Ries and back inside of a
nmont h?"

"W might barely manage it But only if we obtain a guide who can take us by the shortest route to
the head of small boat navigation on the Danube. This woul d be sonme place beyond the Bl ack Forest
in a kind of sedinent-filled basin, the nolassic foredeep between the Swabi an Jura and the Al ps.
The river would likely flow as gentry through the nol asse as the Sweet Afton. W could sail to the
Ri es easfly and fly back."

"Wthin the nonth?" the King persisted.

"If you use your good offices to get us a guide, it's feasible.'

Fitharn stepped forward. "The m ghty Sharn-Mes suggested that one Sugoti might be made to assi st
the expedition. A bad-tenpered joker, even for a How er, and not any too |loyal But he clains to
rule the Fel dberg country, even the Water Caves beyond the Paradi se Gorge. Sharn-Mes thought that
i f anyone knew of this river, Sugoll would I can take these people to Us lair if you'll authorize
Madanme to inpress his service."

"Ch, very well," grunbled the King. He crouched down and began gropi ng under the throne, presently
haul i ng out a small coffer that |ooked as if it was carved from bl ack onyx. After funbling with
its golden catch, he flung it open, rummaged around, and cane up with a Parker pen of twenty-
second-century vintage and a nuch-creased, stained piece of vellum Still kneeling on the floor he
scrawl ed several enphatic ideographs and appended the royal signature.

"That should do it." He replaced the witing materials and the chest and handed the m ssive to
Madanme. "It's the best | can do. Freely translated, it says: Help these people or It's your ass.
You have our royal |leave to coerce this Sugoll into slime-nold if he gives you a hard tine."
Madane gave a graci ous nod and tucked the note away. :

A bow egged little fellowin a belted red snock cane trot- t|ng into the audi ence hall and sainted
the King. "You rang. Appalling One?"

"We hunger and thirst," said the Monarch of the Infernal Infinite. He turned abruptly fromthe
steward and shot a question at Madanme. "You really think this expedition has a chance of success?"
"It does,"” she affirmed solemly. "Captain Richard, here, was a master of starships. He will be
able to pilot one of the flyers spoken of in your |egends, if they have not been destroyed by the
el ements. Martha and Stefanko possess technical knowl edge that will enable us to nmake both the
aircraft and the Spear operational. Chief Burke and Felice will defend us against natural perils
en route. | nyself will use ny netafunctions to confound ininical nmenbers of your own race, as
well as such Tanu that may venture to pursue us. Professor Claude will lead us to the crater once
we are safely on the river. As to success." She ventured a wintry snile. "That remains in the
hands of |e bon dieu, n est-ce pas?”

Yeochee gl owered at her. "Way can't you speak English Iike a regular human being? Don't | have
enough trouble with you? Oh, | adnmit the plan sounds good. But so did the schenme for tunneling
under the Finiah wall and setting off that dammed guano expl osi ve your people cooked up. And at
the last minute Velteyn et the Rhine into the diggings! A hundred and eighty-three Firvul ag
stalwarts swining for their lives in a soup of bird shit!"

"This time it will be different, Monseigneur."

Yeochee beckoned to the steward. "Bring ne sone of the best ale. And have that new human cook,
Mari posa, the one with the nose, bake up one of those big fiat open-face tarts with the nelted
chamoi s cheese and tonato sauce and the new sausage."

The steward bowed | ow and ran of f.

"W have your |eave, then, to pursue the expedition i mediatel y?" Madane asked.

"Ch, yes, yes." The King's grow was petulant He drew his gol den bat hrobe around hi nsel f. "W
command it, in fact. And now you are dism ssed... Fitharn, you stay here. |'ve got sonmething to
talk over with you."

The pal ace guards, who had stood inmobile in their black-glass arnmor during the interview, now
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t hunped short | ances on the fl oor and prepared to escort the human visitors out But the snall est
femal e, the one with the cloud of pale hair , who was scarcely as tall as a Firvul ag woman, had
the bol dness to call out.

"Your Majesty! One nore word."

"Ch, very well," sighed the King. "I know who you are. | suppose you still think we ought to give
you a gol den torc."

"Don't nake me wait!" Felice fixed himw th a gaze even nore penetrating than Madame's. "Wth a
golden torc | could insure that the expedition would be a success."

The King vouchsafed what he hoped was a suave smile. "I know all about your extraordinary
abilities. You'll be rewarded with your heart's desire in good tine. But not yet! First, help your
friends get the Spear and the flyer. If you should happen to find Lugonn's torc there at the
crater, take it! If not, we'll see what can be done when you return. Deliver the goods and then
we'll talk about presents.”

He waved his hand in dismssal and the guards ushered the humans out.

"Are they gone?" Yeochee whi spered, junping down off the dais to peer into the gl oom

"Gone, King," Fitharn confirmed. He sat on the edge of the regal platform pulled off one boot,
and tipped a pebble fromit. "Ah, you little bastard!"

"Show sone respect,"” grow ed Yeochee.

"Speaking to the stone in ny shoe, Appalling One... Well? Wat do you think?"

"Ri sky, risky." The King paced up and down, hands cl asped behind his back. "If only we could do
wi t hout these dammed mi ddl enen! Pull off the whole thing ourselves!"”

Fitharn said, "The despicable tore wearers nust often entertain the sane thoughts. They, too, are
danger ousl y dependent upon hunanity. But there is no other way for us, Appalling One. The hunmans

are smarter than we are, stronger in other ways as well. Could we ever hope to operate a flyer
after all this time? O put the Spear into working order? W've had forty years to think of ways
to bring down the Foe, and all we've done is cry in our beer. | don't |like the redoubtable

Guderian any nore than you do, King. But she's a nost form dable person. Like her or lunp her, she
can help us.”

"But we can't trust humans!" how ed Yeochee. "Did you feel that blast of hostility fromFelice
whil e she was saying 'pretty please'? Gve that one a golden torc, ' |'d sooner try to plug a |ava
dike with ny royal swi zzle stick!"

"We can control Felice. Pallol and Sharn-Mes have been giving the matter thought. Even if she
finds a tore at the Ship's Grave, she can't learn to use it overnight. They'll fly back here right
away and Felice will be wild to get into the fight against Finiah. We'll put her in the care of
our Warrior QOgresses."

"Te's titties!" blasphened the King.

".and Ayfa or Skathe can put her down at the |east hint of treachery. If Felice survives the
assault on Finiah we can get rid of her by sending her south to the Conbat. That will seemto fit
right in with the second phase of CGuderian's famous plan. Don't worry, King. We'll use Felice and
the rest of themto our advantage . . . and then Sharn and Pallol will engineer a suitably heroic
dem se for our noble human allies. If we play this right, the Firvulag can end up with both the
Spear and the Sword, on top of the Tanu torcers and the Lowives, too. And you can really nean it
when you call yourself Undoubted Ruler of the Known World."

Yeochee gave himan awful |ook. "Just wait until it's your turn in the king barrel! W'Il|l see how
well you ."

The steward cane skipping out of the passage, carrying a |large steanming tray and a gl ass flagon of
tawy liquid. "It's ready, Appalling One! Hot-hot-hot! And not with ordi nary sal anander sausage,
either, but with a new kind! The cook Mariposa says it'll frizzle your cojones!"

Yeochee bent over the tray to savor the fragrance of the wheel-shaped open pie. It was cut into
wedges, each one oozing del ectable |ayers of creany white and red.

"Beggi n' your pardon, King," Fitharn ventured, "but what the hell is that?"

The King took the platter and the bottle of ale and began to trudge happily toward the crysta
grotto. "The special dish of one Sefiora Mari posa de Sanchez, late of Krelix Plantation, earlier
of Chichen-Itza Pizza Parlor in Merida, Mexico . . . Leave us, Fithara. Go with those damed

Lowti ves and watch 'em ™"

"As you command, Appalling One."

At last, the great cavern was qui et once nore. Yeochee poked his head around the entrance to the
geode chanber. The candl es burned | ow and two fascinating eyes peered at himfromthe stack of
dark furs.

"Yoo- hoo!" he caroled. "Goody tine!"

Lul o came bouncing toward himin the nost charm ng way.
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"Grum Yumyunyum "
He gave a delighted screech. "Let go! Let nme put it down first, you mad succubus, you! Ch, you're
going to love this. It's ny newest favorite. Half cheese, half axolotl!"

CHAPTER THREE

"The unicorn! The unicorn! The unicorn!"

Mart ha keened the word unceasingly as she wept over the torn body of Stefanko lying in the mddle
of the nmarsh trail. Geat cypresses reared up frompools of brown water on either side. Were the
nmor ni ng sunlight shone through the trees there were clouds of dancing m dges and scarlet dragon-
flies hawki ng anong them A |obster-sized crayfish, perhaps attracted by the blood dripping into
the water, scrabbled slowmy up the shall ow embanknment that raised the trail above the Rhine
bott onl and.

Peopeo Moxnmox Burke sat propped against a nossy trunk, groaning as C aude and Madanme Cuderian cut
away his deerskin shirt and one |leg of his pants.

"The horn seens only to have grazed your ribs, non petit peau-rouge. However, | will have to sew.
Cl aude, adninister a narcotic."”

"See to Steffi," the Chief pleaded through clenched teeth.

Cl aude only shook his head. He took a herendorf bleb fromthe nedical kit Amerie had prepared for
them and applied the dose to Burke's tenple.

"Ch, God. That's better. Howis the leg? | could feel the bugger's teeth press nme to the bone.”

Cl aude said, "Your calf nuscle is all slashed to hell. And you can bet those tusks were poison-
filthy to boot. There's no way we can patch this out here, Peo. Your only chance is professiona
care back with Anerie."

Cursing softly, Burke rested his huge gray head against the cypress and let his eyes close. "M
own fault. Stupid schmuck, | was concentrating on covering our scent by taking us through that
patch of stinking pitcher plants. Watching for hoe-tusker sign, traces of bear-dogs . . . and we
get anbushed by a goddam hog!"

"Silence, child," Madanme ordered. "You derange ny stitching."

"I't was no ordinary porker," Claude said. He wapped the chiefs leg in porofilmafter packing the
wound with antibiotic floe. The decanole leg splint was already inflated and ready to be fastened
in place. "I think the beast that did this job on you was none other than Kubanochoerus, the giant
one- horned Caucasi an boar. It was supposed to've been extinct by the Pliocene."

"Huh! Ten that to Steffi, poor feygeleh."

Madane said, "I will finish tending Peo, C aude. See to Martha,"

The pal eont ol ogi st went over to the hysterical engineer, studied her swaying, wld-eyed actions
for a nonent, and saw what had to be done. He grasped her by one wist and yanked her roughly to
her feet "WII| you shut up, girl? Your stupid bawing will bring the soldiers on us! Do you think
Steffi would want that?"

Mart ha choked in outraged astoni shnment and drew back one armto slap the old man's face. "How do
you know what Steffi would want? You didn't know him But | did, and he was gentle and good and he
took care of nme when nmy damm guts were, when | was sick. And now | ook at him Look at him" Her
ravaged, once beautiful face crunpled in fresh sobs. Martha's nonentary fury at C aude di ssol ved
and her armfell. "Steffi, oh, Steffi," she whispered, then fell against the sturdy old man. "One
m nute he was wal ki ng along and smling over his shoulder at ne, and the next ."

The gray nonster had burst without warning froma thick stand of reeds and charged the niddle of
the Iine of hikers, tossing Stefanko into the air and then savaging him It had switched its
attack to Peo when the chief drew his nmachette and tried to stop the aninmal's awful gobbling.
Fitharn had burst into illusory flane, driving the boar off the natural causeway into the swanp
shal l ows. Felice and Richard followed the fireball with drawn bows, |eaving the others to help the
wounded. But there was no hel pi ng Stefanko.

Cl aude held the shuddering Martha in his arns, then pulled out the tail of his bush shirt and used
it to wipe her streamng eyes. He led her to the nossy hol |l ow where Madane was wor ki ng on Burke
and nade her sit down. The knees of the engineer's buckskin trousers were stained with dark bl ood
and nuck, but there were also bright scarlet patches down around both ankl es.

"You' d better have a | ook at her, Madanme," Claude said. "I'll take care of Steffi."

He got a Myl ar bl anket fromhis own pack and went to the body, fighting to control his own rage
and revul sion. He had known Stefanko only four days; but the ready conpetence of the nman and the
warnth of his personality had made hima congenial trail-mate on the trek from H gh Vrazel to the
Rhi ne bottom and. Now C aude could only do his best to smpoth the contorted face back into its
accustoned snooth |ineanents. No need to | ook so surprised any nore, Steffi boy. Just relax and
rest. Rest in peace.
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A horde of flies had descended upon the ripped nmass of intestines and noved only w th sluggish
reluctance as C aude rolled Stefanko's body onto the netallic sheet. Using the heat-beamof his
power pack, the old man wel ded the edges of the Mylar into a bag. The job was nearly finished when
Fitharn, Richard, and Felice came squel ching back out of the jungle.

Felice held up a ridged yellow sh object like an ivory nmarlin-spike. "W got the fuckard for what
good it does."

Ri chard shook his head in awe. "A pig the size of a goddam ox! Mista wei ghed ei ght hundred kil os.

Took five arrows to finish it off after Pegleg trapped it in a thicket | still can't figure how
anyt hing that big could have snuck up on us unawares."
"They're intelligent devils," Fitharn growed. "It nust have followed us downwind. If |'d had ny

wits about ne I'd have sensed it. But | was thinking about how we'd have to hurry to cross the
river before the norning mst lifted."

"Well, we're stuck here now that it's broad daylight,"’
"This fellow saw to that."

"Now what ?" Ri chard wanted to know.

Fel i ce had undi pped the arrows fromthe hol der on her conpound bow and she now knelt to dip the
stai ned gl assy heads in the water beside the trail. "W'Il|l have to hide out on this side unti
sundown and then cross. The noon's nearly full tonight. We could probably get over the narrow
strip of east-bank Ilowand in a couple of hours and then bivouac anong the rocks at the foot of
the Bl ack Forest scarp for the rest of the night."

The Firvul ag gave an exclamation. "You're not thinking of going on?"

She glared at him "You re not thinking of turning back?"

Claude said, "Steffi's dead. Peo's in a bad way. He's going to have to be taken back to Anerie by
one of us, or he'll lose his leg, or worse."

"That still |eaves five of us," Felice said. She frowned, tapping the boar horn agai nst her
buckski n-cl ad thigh. "Pegleg could go back with the Chief. He could get help fromhis people al ong
the way. And before you leave," she said to the little man, "tell us howto get to the stronghold
of this guy Sugoll."

"I't won't be easy." The Firvulag wagged his head. "The Black Forest is a |ot nore rugged than the
Vosges. Sugoll's place is up on the northeastern slope of the Fel dberg, where the Paradi se River
cones off the snowfields. Bad country."

"The Tanu won't be | ooking for us on the other side of the Rhine," she said. "Once we're across,
we probably won't have to worry about any nore gray-tore patrols.”

"There are still Howers," Fitharn said. "And at night, the Hunt. Airborne, if Velteyn leads it.
If the Hunt spots you in the open, you're finished."

"Can't we travel nostly by day?" Richard suggested. "Madanme Guderian's metafunctions can warn us
of hostile Firvulag."

The ol d woman had cone up to the group, an expression of deep concern upon her face. "I amnot so
worried about |les Criards as about Sugoll hinmself. Wthout his help, we nay never |ocate the
Danube in tinme. But if Fitharn does not acconpany us, Sugoll may feel that he can ignore the
King's directive with inpunity. And there is another matter for grave concern . . . Martha. She
has begun to henorrhage fromthe shock. Anbng the Tanu, she was forced to give birth to four
children in quick succession and her fenale organs.”

"Ch, for God's sake," said Felice inpatiently. "If she rests, she'll pull out of it. And we'l]l
take our chance with Sugoll."

"Martha is greatly weakened," the old woman persisted. "She will becone worse before she is
better. This has happened before. It would be best if she returns with Peo and Fitharn."

Ri chard | ooked dubi ous. "But now that Stefanko's gone, she's the only technician we've got.

W thout her help, God knows how long it might take me to trace the circuits on that exotic

Felice said. She held up the trophy horn

aircraft. And if the zapper needs work, | wouldn't have a prayer of fixing it."

"The expedition could be postponed," Fitharn said.

"That woul d mean waiting a whole year!" Felice blazed. "I won't do it! I'Il go get the damn Spear
all by nyself!"

Back at the cypress, Martha cried out to them "W can't postpone the search, Madane. Anything
could happen in a year. 1I'll be all right in a day or two. If | get alittle help, | know | can
make it."

"We could rig alitter fromone of the cots,"” C aude suggested.

Felice brightened. "And in the rough spots, | could carry her on ny back. She's right about
anything being likely to happen if we delay." Her eyes strayed to the Firvulag, who | ooked back at
her with bland objectivity. "Qthers could find the Ship's Grave ahead of us."

"I't would be wisest to turn back," Fitharn said. "However, the decision will have to be that of
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Madanme QGuderi an."
"Dieu me secourait,

the old woman nurnured. "One of us has already given his life." She took a

few sl ow steps toward the Myl ar-w apped bundle Iying on the trail "If we could ask himhis
opi nion, we know very well what he would say."
She turned back to them Ilifting her chin with the fanmliar gesture. "Alors ... Fitharn, you wll

turn back with Peo. The rest of us will go on."

They conceal ed thenselves for the rest of the day in a dense taxodium grove hard by the western
bank of the Rhine. The gnarled, |ow growi ng branches nmade confortable perches. Curtained by
festoons of |ichens and fl owering epi phytes, they could safely observe the river traffic and at
the sane tine be secure fromthe crocodiles, hoe-tuskers, and other potentially dangerous wldlife
that infested the bottonm and.

It becanme very hot as the sun clinbed. Food was no problem for there were plenty of turtles whose
meat coul d be roasted with the power-beans, as well as palnms with edible hearts and an abundance
of honey-sweet grapes the size of golf balls that drove Richard into raptures of oenol ogi ca

specul ation. But as nmorning dragged into afternoon, boredom and reaction fromthe dawn viol ence
made t he younger nenbers of the party drowsy. Richard, Felice, and Martha striped off nobst of
their clothing, tied thenselves to upper linbs of the big tree, and slept, |eaving Caude and
Madane on branches bel ow keepi ng watch over the broad river. Only a few supply barges from
upstream pl antations drifted past their hiding place. Finiah itself |lay about twenty kiloneters to
the north on the opposite bank, where the short Paradise River tributary tunbled out of a deep
gorge that al nost bisected the Black Forest massif.

"Later," Madane told C aude, "when it is dark, we win be able to see Finiah's |lights against the
northern sky. It stands on a pronontory jutting into the Rhine. It is not a large city, but it is
the ol dest of all the Tanu settlements and they have illunminated it with great splendor."

"Way did they migrate southward, out of this area?" C aude asked. "From what |'ve been told, nost
of the Tanu cities are down around the Mediterranean, with this northern country left pretty much
to the Firvulag."

"Avery warmclimate is nore to the Tanu taste. | believe that the division of territory between
the two groups reflects a very ancient pattern, perhaps one that goes back to the origins of the
di nor phic Face. One might imagine a world of singular niggedness where highland and | ow and forns
evol ved, perhaps interdependent yet antagonistic, Wth the coning of high civilization and the
eventual migration of the race to other worlds in their gal axy, these ancient tensions would be
sublimated. But it would seemthat Tanu and Firvul ag genes never bl ended conpletely. Fromtine to
time during the history of these people the old rivalries would be resurrected.”

"And crushed by the high-tech mgjority," Claude said. "Until this one group of barbarian

t hr owbacks found a perfect refuge instead of coming to the usual quixotic end."

She nodded her agreenment "It was perfect for the exiles, our Pliocene Earth . . . except for the
irony that equally quixotic humans should al so have desired to dwell on it"

She pointed to a pneumatic barge far out on the river. "There goes one of the products of the
hurman advent Before the humans cane, the Tanu had sinple rafts of wood. They had little river
conmer ce because of their dislike of water. They supervised their own plantations and even did
honest work because there were not so nmany ranma slaves. The tores for the little apes formerly had
to be nade by hand in the sane manner as their own gol den tores."”

"Do you mean that human know how enabl ed nass production?"

"For the ape tores, yes. And the entire silver and gray system with its |linkage to the gol den
tores of the Tanu rulers, was devised by a human psychobi ol ogi st. They made hi ma dem god and he
still lives in Miriah, Sebi-Gommol the Lord Coercer. But | renenber the pinched little self-hating
man who cane to ny auberge forty years ago. Then he was cal |l ed Eusebi o Gonez- Nol an."

"So a human being is responsible for this slave setup, ? Sweet Lord. Wiy do we screw things up
wher ever we go?"

She gave a short bitter laugh. Wth her hair straggling in sweat curls about her ears and
forehead, she seenmed to be scarcely forty-five years old. "Gormol is not the only traitor to our
race. There was a Turkish man of the circus, one of ny earliest clients, naned |skender Karabekir.
Hi s fondest wish, as he told ne, was to train sabertooth tigers to do his bidding. But | have

di scovered that in this Exile world he devoted hinmself instead to the donestication of chatikot
and heuadot beri aand anphi cyons, which becanme pivotal in the subsequent Tanu dom nation of society.
The anci ent Hunt and Grand Conmbat were fought by Tanu and Firvulag afoot. The groups were evenly
mat ched, for what the Firvulag | acked in finesse and sophisticated netafunctions they made up in
sheer nunbers and a nore rugged physique. But a nounted Tanu Hunt was a different matter. And a
Grand Conbat with Tanu and torced human warriors on chal i koback and Firvul ag af oot has beconme an
annual nmassacre."
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Cl aude stroked his chin. "Still, there was the Battle of Agin-court, if you'll pardon ny
mentioning it."

"Bof!" said Angelique CGuderian. "Longbows will not conquer the Tanu, nor will gunpowder. Not while
perverse nenber of our own human race betray their fellows! Wio taught the Tanu physicians how to
reverse the human sterilizations? A gynecol ogist fromthe planet Astrakhan. A human wonan! Not
only our talents but our very genes have been placed in the service of these exotics, and nany,
such as Martha, choose death rather than the degradati on of beconi ng brood stock. Do you know how
Mart ha came to us?"

Cl aude shook hi s head.

"She threw herself into the Rhine, hoping to drown herself in the spring flood rather than submt
to a fifth inpregnation. But she was cast ashore, dieu nmerti, and Steffi found her and restored
her. There are many others |ike Martha anmong us. Knowi ng them I|oving them and know ng al so that
I amthe one ultimately responsible for their pain, you will understand why | cannot rest unti

the power of the Tanu is broken."

The river was turning fromshining pewmter to gold. On the Black Forest side, the heights of the
Fel dberg to the south becane lum nous with the sinking sun, tinted prinrose and purple. In order
to reach Sugoll, they would have to go up into that high country and cross at |east seventy

kil ometers of mountain forest, and all this before even beginning their search for the Danube.
"Quixotic," Cdaude said. He was smiling.

"Are you sorry you agreed to help ne? You are an enigma to ne, Caude. | can understand Feli ce,
Ri chard, Martha, the strong-wlled ones of our conpany such M Chief Burke. But | have not yet been
able to understand you. | cannot see why you cane to the Pliocene at all, nuch | ess why you agreed

to go on this quest for the Ship's Grave. You are too sensible, too self-posssessed, too
debonaire!"

He | aughed. "You have to understand the Polish character, Ang,lique. It breeds true, even in a
Pol i sh- Anerican like me. W were speaking of battles. Do you know whi ch one we Pol acks are
proudest of ? It happened at the beginning of the Second World War. Hitler's Panzer tanks were
rolling into the northern part of Poland and there was no nodern weaponry to stop them So the
Ponerani an Cavalry Brigade charged the tanks on horseback, and they were w ped out, man and beast
It was madness, but it was glorious . . . and very, very Polish. And now suppose you tell me why
you deci ded to cone to the Pliocene."

"I't was not because of romanticism" she said. There was no nmore of the accustoned asperity in her
tone, not even grief. She told her story flatly, as though it were the scenario of a stage play
that she had been forced to attend too nmany tines, or even an act of confession

"I'n the beginning, when | was only greedy for noney, | did not care what kind of world lay on the
other side of the tine-portal. But later, when ny heart was finally touched, it becane very
different. | attenpted to have the travelers send nessages back to ne, reassuring ne about the

nature of the Pliocene land. Tinme and again | gave to sensibl e-seeni ng persons materials that I
felt certain would survive the reversal of the tenporal field. Very early tests by ny |ate husband
had shown that anmber was best, and so ny envel opes were pieces of this material, carefully sliced
in half, with little wafers of ceramic to insert. These could be witten upon with an ordinary
graphite pencil, then sealed in the anber with natural bal samcenent. | instructed certain
travelers to study the ancient scene, wite down their considered judgnment of it, then return to
the "Vicinity of the tine-gate where the translations invariably took place at dawn. You see,

Prof essor CGuderian had | ong ago established that solar time in the ancient epoch was the sane as
that of the nodern world we lived in. | had wished to give the new arrivals naxi nrum daylight to
adjust to the new environment, so | always sent them at sunup. Ml -heureusenent, this unvarying
program nmade it nost convenient for the minions of the Tanu to control the portal! Long before it
occurred to ne to try the anber nessage hol ders, the exotics had built Castle Gateway and taken
steps to seize all time-travelers 'imediately upon their arrival."

"So you never got any nessages fromthe past?”

"Nothing. In later years, we tried nore sophisticated techniques for nechanical retrieval of

i nformation, but nothing worked. W could get no pictures, no sounds fromthe Pliocene. The
devices always returned to us in a useless condition. O course, it is easy to see why!"

"And yet you kept sendi ng peopl e through."”

Her face was haunted. "I was tenpted again and again to shut down the operation, but the pathetic
ones would inplore me, and so | continued. Then there cane the tine when ny fearful conscience
could no I onger be denied. | took the anber materials, constructed a sinple trip-lever device to

operate the switch of the machine, and cane to see for nyself this world six mllion years distant
fromour own."
"But." C aude began
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"In order to elude my devoted staff, who would surely have stopped ne, | nade the translation at
m dni ght "

" AR

"I found nyself enveloped in a terrible dust storm a hell of choking wind that threw ne to the
ground and rolled ne as easily as a Russian thistle across the arid plateau. | had taken cuttings
of ny bel oved roses, and in ny fright I clung to themas the hurricane tunbled and battered mne.
was blown to the lip of a dry watercourse and precipitated into its rocky depths, where | |ay
unconsci ous until dawn, badly brui sed but otherw se unhurt. By the time the sun rose the sirocco
was gone. | spied the Castle and had just nmade up ny mind to go to it for aid when the attendants
came trooping ou to wait for the norning's arrivals.”

She paused and a slow smite stole over her lies. "No tinme-travelers cane that day. My staff was
too much in a tumult, you understand. The people fromthe Castle becane very agitated and rushed
back inside. Not long thereafter a troop of soldiers cane gall oping posthaste out of the barbican
and rushed off to the east, passing not thirty meters fromthe bushy deft where | |ay hidden. At
the head of the train was an enornously tall exotic nman dressed in robes of purple and gold.

"You will understand that | was in great pain fromny battering. | crawled into a kind of shallow
cave beneath the roots of an acacia tree that grew on the rimof the dry ravine. As the sun
clinmbed, ny thirst becane dreadful. But this tornent was as nothing conpared to nmy agony of soul
Back in the auberge, | had inagi ned nany possi bl e derangenments of the Pliocene world, fierce
beasts, inhospitable terrain, exploitation of newoners by the earlier arrivals anmong the time-
farers, even a malfunction of the translational field that woul d cast the poor travelers into
oblivion. But never had | inagined that the ancient epoch would see our planet in thrall to a
nonhunan race. Al unwitting, | had sent ny pathetic, hopeful people into slavery. | turned ny
face into the dust and asked God to grant ne death."

"Ch, Ang,lique."

She did not seemto see or hear him Her voice was very quiet, barely audible anong the rising
eveni ng cl anor of the Rhineland birds and insects.

"When | finally stopped weeping, | saw a round object half-buried in the dust not an arnis [ ength
away on the ravine floor. It was a nelon. The rind was thick and it had not been broken by its
rolling across the plateau in the windstorm Wen | cut intoit with ny small couteau de poche
found it sweet and laden with water. And so ny thirst was quenched and | lived through the day.
"Very late in the afternoon there came a procession of carts drawn by strange animals. | know now
that these were hellads, large giraffes with short necks used for draft purposes. The carts had
human drivers and contai ned vegetabl es resenbling |arge beetroots, fodder for the Cattle chalikos.
The carts entered the fortress by the postern gate and after a tinme returned | aden with manure. As
t hey journeyed back into the lowands | followed at a far distance. Just before nightfall we cane
to a kind of farmw th the buildings secure behind a stockade. | hid nyself in bushes and tried to
decide what to do. If | revealed nyself to the farm people they would surely recognize ne. And was
it not possible that they would exact retribution for ny betrayal of their dreans? | would accept
this punishment if God willed. But | had al ready begun to suspect that a different role had been
ordained to ne. So | did not approach the gate of the farmbut went instead into a dense forest
adjacent to it |I found a spring, ate a snall amunt of the food in ny Survival Unit, and prepared
to spend the night in a great cork tree, even as we have sheltered ourselves in this cypress
today. "

The other three nmenbers of the expedition had wakened on their perches anong the hi gher branches.
Now t hey swung down as slowy and quietly as sloths to take places next to Caude and |isten. The
old woman, sitting far out fromthe trunk with her legs dangling, did not seemto notice them
"Very late in the night, after the noon went down, the nobnsters came. At first there was a great
silence, with all of the jungle noises falling still as though a switch had been cut |I heard a
sound of horns and a distant baying. And then it seenmed as though the noon were rising again over
a ridge of land just north of my tree. There was light of many colors conming fromsone flaning

thing twisting in and out of the trees. It raced down the slope toward nme. | heard a noise like a
tornado, at once terrible and nmusical. The fiery apparition becane an elfin caval cade, the Hunt!,
and it glowed as it raged downhill It was chasing sonething. That | saw when the whirlw nd of

jeweled riders cane into a small glen sonme two hundred neters away fromne. By the bright
starlight | saw the, prey shanbling along, a huge creature, black as ink, with coiling arns |ike
those of a devilfish springing fromits shoul ders and eyes |like great red |l anps."

"Fitham" Richard hissed C aude gave himan elbow in the ribs. Madane paid no attention to the

i nterruption.

"The Mack nonster dodged anbng the trees on the sl ope bel ow me, conming ever closer, with the Hunt
in hot pursuit. | have never in ny life known such terror. My very soul seenmed to shriek with it,
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al though | uttered no sound. Wth all of ny will | prayed for deliverance, dinging to the |arge
branch of ny cork tree with eyes tightly shut. There was a noise of carillons and thunderbolts, a
buffeting wind, blinding flashes of light that penetrated my dosed lids, snells of ordure and
ozone and dopi ng perfune. Every nerve end of m ne seened assaulted and overl oaded, but still |
willed nmyself to be safe.

-And the Hunt passed by. | knew that | was fainting, but my fingernails dug deeply into the soft
cork bark and kept me fromfalling. There was darkness and | knew not hi ng. Wen | awoke... a
little man in a tall hat stood beneath nmy tree | ooking up at me with starlight shining on his
round cheeks and pointed nose. He called out, 'WlIlI done, woman, you hid the both of us!"

Cl aude and the others had to |augh. Madane | ooked fromone to the other in a kind of surprise,
then shook her head and -allowed herself a small snmile. "Fitharn took ne in charge and we went to
t he underground hone of one of his confreres, where we were safe fromfurther harassnent. Later
when | had recovered ny wits, | had long conversations with the Little People and | earned the true
situation here in the Pliocene world. Because | amwho | am and because of the brief flash of
strong netafunction | had shown in concealing us, Fitharn brought me at length to the Firvul ag
Court at High Vrazel in the Vosges. | proposed that the Firvulag take humans as their allies

rat her than bedevil them as had been their customsince the opening of the tine-gate. | contacted
the soi-disant Lowlife humans of the region in turn and convinced them of the wi sdom of the
alliance. W engi neered several encounters with the gray-tores to the Firvul ag advantage, and the
entente was confirned. King Yeochee bestowed the golden tore upon nme after our spies enabled his
warriors to anbush and kill Iskender-Kernonn, the Lord of Animals, that sanme Turk who had earlier
used his perverted talents in the service of the Tanu. After that, there were mnor triunphs and
maj or failures, refinements of planning, advances and setbacks. But always in nmy mnd | have
cherished the hope that one day | would be able to help undo the evil | have done."

There was a harsh little laugh fromthe di nmess on the other side of the cypress trunk. Martha sat
apart fromthe others in a forked branch. "How noble of you, Madane, to take all of our guilt upon
yoursel f. And the atonenent as well."

The old woman did not reply. She raised one hand to her neck and passed two fingers behind the

gol den collar as though trying to | oosen it. Her deep-set eyes were glittering; but as always, the
tears did not fall.

From the mudfl ats upstream cane the basso bell owi ng of deinotherium el ephants. C oser to the tree-
refuge some other creature began reiterating a plaintive hoo-oh-hooo, hoo-ah-hooo. Large bats

zi pped anong the palnms that clustered on the high ground Over the backwaters, patches of m st had
al ready coal esced and now extended thickening feelers toward the nai nstream of the Rhine.

"Let's get out of here," Felice said abruptly. "It's dark enough now. W' ve got to be across the
river before the nobon shows over those nountains."

"Right," said daude. "You and Richard help Martha down."

He held out his own hand to Angelique Cuderian. Together they clinbed fromthe tree and nade their
way to the water's edge.

CHAPTER FOUR

The Bl ack Forest of Elder Earth was a thoroughly tamed woodl and. Wen seen froma distance its
firs and pines did appear dark; but within the twenty-second-century forest itself all was green
and pleasant, with nmani cured pathways that tenpted even the | aziest hikers to indul ge wander| ust

wi thout the threat of inconvenience. Only in the southernnpbst part of the range, around the

Feki berg and its sister peaks, did the terrain rise above a thousand neters. In the twenty-second
century the Schwarzwal d was thickly peppered with quaint resorts, restored castles, Kurh&user, and
mountai n villages where out-world visitors were wel comed by costuned inhabitants and nout hwat eri ng
Kirschtorten.

The Pliocene Schwarzwal d was sonet hing el se al t oget her

Before the erosive action of small Pleistocene glaciers wore the range down, it was higher and
nore sinister. Facing the rift valley of the Proto-Rhine was an escarpnent that rose sheeriy for

al nost a kilonmeter and a half, broken only by occasional narrow gorges cut by torrents fromthe

hi ghl ands. Foot -travel ers approaching the Black Forest fromthe river had to clinb up one of these
clefts, following precipitate ganetrails or scrabbling over great bl ocks of granite sheathed in
ranpant greenery, kept noist even during the dry season by mists rising fromchai ns of cascades.
Abl e- bodi ed Firvul ag hi kers were known to have ascended the escarpnent in eight hours. It took
Madane Guderian and her crippled party three days.

Above the rimof the eastern horizon the true Bl ack Forest began. Nearest the river, where strong
wi nds bl ew down the trough fromthe Al ps, the spruces and firs grew contorted into fantastic
shapes. Sone of the trunks resenbled dragon coils or withing brown pythons, or even hunanoid
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giants frozen for ever in agony, their upper |inbs woven together into a roof twenty or thirty
met ers above the ground.

Farther east, this Twi sted Forest cal med and strai ghtened. The |and of the southern Schwarzwal d
rose rapidly toward a culmnating crest nore than two thousand neters high, with three eni nences.
On the flanks of the western slope were conifers of clinmactic proportions, white firs and Norway
spruces seventy nmeters tall growing in ranks so dense that when one tree died, it could hardly

find roomto fall, but instead | eaned agai nst supportive neighbors until it decayed and fell to
bits. Only rarely was there a break in the forest canopy that allowed Richard to plot their course
fromthe sun or the North Star. They could find no obvious trail, so the ex-spacer had to |ay one

out, noving fromlandmark to tedious | andmark, never able to get a line of sight nore than fifteen
or twenty neters |ong because of the denseness of the trees.

The understorey of this evergreen expanse received very little sun. Its dreary bluish twlight
supported al nost no | owgrowi ng green plants, only saprophytes nourished by the detritus of the
great trees. Sone of the things that battened on deconposition were degenerate flowering plants,
pal e stal ks with noddi ng ghostly bl oons of livid white, maroon, or speckled yellow, but paranmunt
anong the eaters of the dead were the nmyxonycetes and the fungi. To the five hunans traveling
through the Pliocene Black Forest it seenmed that these, and not the towering conifers, were the
domi nant formof life.

There were quivering sheets of orange or white or dusty translucent jelly that crept slowy over
the duff of needl es and decayi ng wood |i ke giant anebae. There were bracket fungi, fromdelicate
pi nk ones resenbling baby ears to stiff junbos that jutted fromthe trunks like stair treads and
were capabl e of bearing a man's weight. There were spongy nmasses of nottled black and white that
envel oped several square neters of forest floor as though veiling some unspeakable atrocity. There
were airy filanents, pale blue and ivory and scarlet, that hung fromrotting linbs like tattered

| acewor k. The forest harbored puffball globes two and a half meters in diameter, and others as
smal | as pearls froma broken string. One variety of fungus cl oaked decayi ng shapes in brittle
husks resenbling col ored popcorn. There were obscene tilings resenbling cancerous organs; gracefu
ranks of upright fans; counterfeit slabs of raw meat; handsome polished shapes |ike ebony stars;
0ozi ng di seased purpl e phalluses; faerie parasols blown inside out; furry sausages; and nushroons
and toadstools in varieties that seemed to be w thout numnber.

At night, they were phosphorescent.

It took the foot-travel ers another eight days to traverse the Fungus Forest. During this tine they
saw no ani mal larger than an insect; but they would never cease to feel that invisible watchers
lurked just outside their field of vision. Madane Guderi an assured her conpani ons again and again
that the region was safe despite its om nous aspect. There was no source of food for predatory
animals in the fungoid realmof life-in-death, nmuch | ess support for Firvulag, who were notorious
trencherfoi k. The thickly matted upper branches nmade it inpossible for the Flying Hunt to see
anyone noving below. O her Lowife scouting parties that had penetrated sinmilar forests farther
north in the range had reported them enpty except for trees, the triunmphant fungi, and their
parasites.

But still there was the feeling-.

They suffered and grunbled all through the ghastly woods, wadi ng through soft growths that
conceal ed treacherous, ankle-trapping holes. Richard declared that the spores in the air were
choking him Martha drooped in anem c silence after pestering Madane one tine too many with a
report that something was prowl i ng anmong the giant toadstools. C aude caught a fierce case of jock
itch that crept all the way up to his arnpits. Even Felice was ready to screamout |oud at the
endl ess trek; she was sure that sonething was growing in her ears.

When they finally broke free of the Fungus Forest, all of them even Madame, shouted with relief.
They came into a brilliantly sunny al pi ne neadow that stretched north and south al ong the sl ope of
an undul ating crest. One bald tor rose froma ridge on their left; to the right were two nore
barren gray domes. Ahead of them and farther east was the rounded hei ght of the Fel dberg.

"Blue sky!" cried Martha. "Green grass!" Heedl ess of her disability, she went boundi ng over the
flower-dotted alp and scranbled to the top of the eastern ridge, leaving the others to follow nore
slowy. "There's a little | ake down there, not half a klomaway!" she called. "And | ovely nornal

trees! I'mgoing to soak and scrub nyself and lie in the sun until |'mcooked to a frazzle. And
never want to see another nushroom again for as long as | live."

"Say again, sweetie," Richard agreed. "Not even a truffle."

They descended to the beautiful little tarn, icy cold in its depths but sun-warnmed in shall ower

little pools around its rocky perineter, and gave thenselves up to the luxury of beconing clean
again. Their filthy buckskins were left to soak in a tiny brook that ran fromthe | ake down into
the eastern valley. Shrieking like children, they went splashing and diving and swi mm ng and
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wal | owi ng.

Never since he had entered the Pliocene had R chard been so happy. First he swamto the other side
of the tarn and back again. (It was only about fifty neters across.) He found a shall ow pothol e
with the water warnmed to precisely the right tenperature and floated with the sun glaring redly
behi nd his shut eyelids. Dark sand, scintillating like nica, floored his little pool. He took
handfuls of it and rubbed his entire body, even his scal p. Then one | ast dash across the |ake and
out onto a hot granite slab to dry.

"You should have tried out for the Polity O ynpics," Mrtha said.

He crept up a little higher on his rock and peered over the far edge. She was below him |ying
flat on her stomach in a sheltered hollow and | coking at himwi th one eye. Bright pink flowers
grew in the crevices around her.

"How you feeling now?" Richard inquired. And he thought: Hey! She | ooked so different dean

rel axed, snmiling with one corner of her nmouth tilted higher than the other. "I'm nuch better," she
said. "Wy don't you cone down?"

On the opposite shore of the | ake, C aude and Madane QGuderian lay side by side on decanole cots
anong the gentians and asters and harebells, baking the mseries out of their old bones and
munchi ng bil berries fromthe | ow grow ng bushes that grew everywhere on the al pi ne neadow. A
stone's throw away. Felice's pal e-skinned formwas bending in rhythm c exertions. There was a
regul ar sl appi ng sound as she beat their soiled clothing against the rocks of the little brook
"Ch, to be young and energetic again," said Madane, a lazy snile upon her |ips, "She has such
enthusiasmfor this mad expedition of ours, that little one. And what strength and patience she
has shown with poor Martha. It is hard for ne to credit your om nous assessnent of Felice's
character, non vieux."

Claude grunted. "Just a little angel of nmercy... Ang,lique, |I've been doing sone cal culating."
"Sans bl ague?"

"This isn't funny. It's been fifteen days since we left Yeo-chee's court at High Vrazel. W took
el even of those days just to travel the thirty kloms fromthe Rhine to the crest of the
Schwarzwal d. | don't think we have a hope in hell of getting to the Ries inside of the four weeks
limt, even if we do contact Sugoll. There's probably another forty or fifty klons of land trave
ahead of us before we even reach the Danube. Then near two hundred klonms down the river to the
Ries."

She sighed. "Probably yon are right. But Martha is strong enough to keep up with the rest of us
now, so we win press on nevertheless. If we are not back before the Trace begins, we will have to
wait until another time to attack Pariah.”

"We can't do it during the Truce?"

"Not if we hope for the assistance of the Firvulag. This Truce, which covers periods of a nonth
prior to and followi ng the Grand Conbat week, is deeply sacred to both exotic races. Nothing w n
i nduce themto fight each other during Trace tine. It is the time when an of their warriors and
G eat Ones go to and fromthe ritual battle, which is held on the WiteSilver Plain near the Tana
capital. O course, in olden tunes, when Firvulag sonetimes triunphed in the yearly contest, the
Little People night host the games on their own Field of Gold. It lies sonewhere in the Paris
Basin, near a large Firvulag city named Nionel. Since the Tanu expansion, the place has been
virtually abandoned. It has not hosted the Conbat in forty years."

"I should think it would be good tactics to go after the nmine when the Tanu are out of town. Do we
really need the Firvul ag?"

"We do," she said starkly. 'There are only a handful of us and the ruler of Finiah never |eaves
the m ne conpletely undefended. There are always silvers and grays there, and sone of the silvers
can fly.

" But the real reason for the matter of timing has to do with ray grand design. Strategy, not
tactics, nust guide us. W do not aimsinply to destroy the nmine, but rather the entire human- Tanu
coalition. There are three steps in the nmaster plan: first, the Finiah action; second, an
infiltration of the capital, Miriah, in which the tore factory itself would be destroyed; and
third, the dosing of the tine-portal at Castle Gateway. Originally we had thought to instigate
guerilla warfare against the Tanu after the threefold plan was acconplished. Now, with the iron
we will be in a position to demand a genuine arm stice and the enmanci pation of all humans who do
not serve the Tanu willingly."

"When do you see the inplenentation of phases two and three? During the Truce?"

"Exactly. For these, we do not require Firvulag help. At Truce tine the capital is filled with
strangers, even Firvulag go there with inpunity! A penetration of' the tore factory would be
greatly sinplified then. As for the tinme-gate.'

Felice cane running up as tightly as a nountain sprite. "I can see flashes ever to the east, on
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the flank of the Fel dberg!"

The two ol d people sprang to their feet. Madane shaded her eyes and followed the girl's pointing
finger. A series of short double flashes canme froma hi gh wooded sl ope.

"It is the interrogation signal, as Fitharn warned us. Sonehow, Sugoll has becone aware of us
entering his domain. Quickly, Felice. The mirror! "The athlete ran back to the brook where the
packs lay and returned in a few seconds with a square of thin Mylar nounted on a folding frane.
Madane sighted through its central aperture and flashed the response Fitharn had taught them
seven |long slow flashes, then six, then five, then four-three-two-one.

They wai t ed.

The reply cane. One-two-three-four. Five. Six. Seven. Eight.

They rel axed. O aude said, "Wl |, they won't cone gunning for us now, at any rate."

"No, " Madane agreed. Her voice held a touch of sarcasm "At |least Sugoll will neet with us face to
face before deciding whether or not to burn out our minds... Eh Wen." She handed the mirror back
to Felice. "How long do you think it will take us to reach the foot of the Fel dberg? That valley

we must cross, it is not too deep, but there are woodl ands and neadows where les Criards may |urk,
probably a river to cross, and the terrain will be rougher than that of the Fungus Forest."

"We' Il count on Sugoll keeping his friends and rel ations under control," C aude said. "And good
solid ground instead of that spongy nmuck will let us keep noving right along, even if it is a bit
steep in places. Barring any unforeseen balls-up, we mght nake it to the mountain in a dozen
hours."

"Qur clothes are drying on the hot rocks," Felice said. "G ve 'eman hour or so. Then we can narch
on until sundown."

Madane nodded i n agreenent.

"Meanwhile, 1'lIl hunt lunch!" the girl declared brightly. Taking her bow, she went running naked
toward a duster of nearby crags.

"Artem s!" exclaimed Madane in admiration

"One of our old Goup Green compani ons, an anthropol ogist, used to call her that, too. The Virgin
Huntress, goddess of the bow and the crescent noon. Benevolent, if you kept her happy with the
occasi onal human sacrifice."

"Aliens done! You have a one-track mnd, Caude, seeing the child always as a nenace. And yet see
how perfect she is for this Pliocene wilderness! If only she could be content to |live here as a
nat ural wonman. "

"She'll never settle for that." The pal eontologist's usually kindly face was as hard as the
granite around him "Not so long as there's one golden tore left in the Exile world."Thank you,
Ri chard," Martha said, smiling into his eyes, and with his vision still di med, she was beautifu
enough and it had been very good between them

"I wasn't sure you really neant it," he said. "I didn't want to, hurt you."

Her gentle |augh was reassuring. 'Tin not conpletely ruined, even though strong nmen have been
known to bl anch at the sight of ny little white body. The fourth birth was a caesarian, and these
donks never heard of a transverse. Just slice 'er open down the mddle, grab the precious kid, and
pass the catgut and darning needle. It didn't heal properly. A fifth pregnancy probably woul d have
been the end of ne."

"'*The filthy swine! No wonder you, uh, |I'msorry. You probably don't want to tal k about it."

"I don't mind. Not any nore. D you know? You're the first man since them Before this, | couldn't
even bear the thought of it."

"But Steffi." he began hesitantly.

"A dear gay friend. W |oved each other, Richard, and he took care of ne for nonths when | was
really bad, just as though | were his little sister. | mss himdreadfully. But I'mso glad you're
here. Al the way through that horrid forest.... | watched you. You're a fine navigator, Richard
You're a good man. | hoped that you wouldn't be, revolted by ne."

He pulled hinmself up into a sitting position, back resting against a great hot boul der. She |ay
agai n on her stomach, chin on clasped hands. Wth her scarred belly and pitifully shrunken breasts
hi dden, she | ooked al nost normal; but her ribs and shoul der bl ades were proni nent and her skin had
a translucency that reveal ed too many of the blue blood vessels beneath. There were snudgy shadows
around her eyes. Her lips were purplish rather than pink as they continued to smle at him But
she had | oved himw th marvel ous passion, this weck of a handsome woman, and when sonet hi ng
within himsaid: She will die, he felt his heart contract with an amazi ng, unprecedented pain.
"Why are you here, Richard?" she asked. And without knowi ng why, he told her the whole story

wi t hout sparing hinself, the dunb sibling rivalry thing, the greedy maneuvering and betrayal s that
had made himnaster of his own starship, the ruthlessness resulting in wealth and prestige, the
ultimate crine and its punishnent.
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"I mght have guessed," she said. "W have a lot in conmon, you and I."

She had been a Deputy Supervising Engi neer on Manapouri, one of the two "New Zeal and" pl anets,
where extensive nmarine mning nade up an inportant part of the econony. A contract had been | et
for the sigma-field energy-done of a new township to be built six kilometers beneath the planet's
South Polar Sea. An Od Wrld conpany sent its people to install the done generator; approval of
each phase of the work was subject to personal inspections by Martha and her staff. She had worked
with the offworld technicians for nearly six nonths, and she and the project head had becone

| overs. Then, with the generator conplex three-quarters conpleted, she discovered that the
contractor had substituted certain structural conmponents when a shiprment from Earth went astray.
The substitutions were rated at ninety-three percent of the capacity of those called for in the
original specs. And everybody knew how ridicul ously high those standards had been set, for
Manapouri had originally been surveyed by the ultra picky Krondaku. Her |over had pleaded with
her. To dismantle the thing and nmake replacenments would [ ose them nonths of tine, put the job into
the red and probably get himthe sack for authorizing the sneetch in the first place. Ninety-three
percent! That dome generator woul d keep running in anything short of a Cass Four tectonic
incident. On this stable-crust world, the chances of that were one in twenty thousand.

And so she had given in to him

The sigma-field generator conplex was conpleted on tine and within budget. A hemispheric bubble of
force flowed out fromit and pushed back the seawater for a radius of three kiloneters. A mining
vill age of fourteen hundred and fifty-three souls sprang up within its security, down beneath the
frigid waters near Manapouri's South Pole. Eleven nonths |ater there was a dass Four... 4.18, to
be exact. The donme generator failed, the waters recl ai med their hegenony, and two-thirds of the
peopl e were drowned.

"The worst thing about it," she added, "was that nobody ever blanmed ne. It was right on the knife-
edge for the oi, Jtaalspecs, with that 4.18. | knew that the thing would have held if we hadn't
sneet ched, but nobody el se thought to question it. It was a borderliner, a tossup. and the thing
had crapped out. Tough. The generator conplex was so smashed up by the quake and turbidity
currents that they didn't bother with nuch of a fail-analysis. There was nore inportant work to be
done on Manapouri than dredge through half a klom of sedi nent |ooking for broken parts."

"What about hi nP"

"He had been killed a few nonths earlier at a job on Pelon-su-Kadafiron, a Poltroyan world. |

t hought of killing nmyself but | couldn't. Not then. | cane here instead, |ooking for God knows
what . Puni shnent, probably. My executive mind-set was all w ped out and | was conpletely swtch-
off. You know, take me, stonp nme, use ne, just don't nake nme have to think . . . The stud farm
setup | landed in after the trip fromCastle Gateway seened |ike a mad dream They only take the
best of the wonmen for breeding stock. Those under forty, natural or rejuvenated, those who aren't
too ugly. The rejects are kept sterile and nade available to the gray tores and the bareneck

mal es. But us keepers had fertility restored by Tanu physicians, and then we were sent to the

Fi ni ah pl easure donme. Wbuld you believe there were lots of dopey broads |ike ne who just lay there
and took it? | nean, if a danme didn't mnd the basic shabbi ness of being used, it was a hotsheet
par adi se. | understand that the Tanu wonen are better than the nmen when it comes to incendiary
sex, but the men left no chime un-rung as far as | was concerned. The first few weeks were a
nynpho' s delight. And then | got pregnant.

"All the little expectant nons are treated like royalty by the Tanu. My first baby was bl ond and
adorable. And |I'd never had any, and they let nme nurse himfor eight nonths. | [oved himso nuch I
al nrost cane up sane. But when they took himaway, | went back on psycholine and wal | owed around
the pleasure donme with all the rest of the screwed-silly tarts. The next pregnancy was awful and

t he baby turned out Firvulag. The Tanu sire themone tinme in seven on humans and one tine in three
on their own wonen; but Firvul ag parents never have Tanu children. At any rate, they didn't let ne
nurse the poor little spook, just took himout and left himin the traditional spot in the woods.

| hadn't even recovered from himwhen they were trying to knock nme up again. But by then, all the
fun had gone out of it. |I was sobering up, maybe. It's bad to be too sane in the pleasure done ..
whet her you're a human female or a human mal e. Too many of those Tanu blasts and you start hurting
i nstead of skyrocketing. It happens sooner with sone than with others, but if you're the average
human, after a while Tanu sex starts killing you."

"Yeah," said Richard.

She | ooked at himquizzically. He gave a small huniliated nod. She said, "Wl cone to the club..
Well, | had another bl ond baby and then a fourth. The | ast was the caesarian, four and a half
kilos of lovely fat girl-child, they said. But | was delirious for a week, so they farnmed her out
to a wet nurse and gave ne six whole nonths of peace to pull ny poor old bod back in shape. They
even gave ne a treatnent with their Skin, which is a kind of poor nman's regen-tank, but it didn't
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do much good. The practitioner said nmy mind-tone was wong for it, just as it was wong for a gray
tore. But | knewthat | just didn't want to get well and have nore babies. | wanted to die. So one
lovely night | slipped quietly into the river."

He could think of no words to confort her. The uniquely feninine abasenent was a horror beyond his
under st andi ng, al though he pitied her and raged i nwardly agai nst the ones who had used her

pl anted a hal f-hunman parasite inside of her that fed on her, kicked against her internal organs

and belly wall, then violated her again as it burst out into the open air. CGod! And she'd said
that she loved the first baby! How was it possible? (He would have strangled the little bastards
before they drew their first breath.) But she'd | oved one, and woul d have | oved the others, likely

as not, if they hadn't been taken away. She'd | oved those pain givers, those unworthy children
Coul d a man ever nake sense of the way of wonmen?
And you' d think she'd never want to | ook at another male. But somehow she'd fathomed his own need

and, yes!, needed himas well. She might even Ilike hima little. Was she as generous as all that?
Al nost as though she read his thoughts, she gave a sensuous little chuckl e and beckoned hi m back
to her. "We still have tinme. If you're the man | think you are.™

"Not if it would hurt you," he found hinself saying even as he cane back to life. "Never if it
woul d hurt you." But she only |laughed again and pulled hi mdown. Wnen were amazi ng.

Of in arenote little nook of his brain, sonething was typing out a nmessage to him a conviction
that grew to enornous, alnost frightening, proportions as the exquisite tension built to its

cul mination. This person was not "wonen." She was not, as all the others had been to him an
abstraction of femnine sexuality, a conforter, a receptacle for physical release. She was
different. She was Mart ha.

The nmessage was hard to understand, but any minute now, he was going to figure it out.

CHAPTER FI VE

It had been Martha who gave the Bogle his title.

He had been there, sitting on a boulder and regarding themwi th a m santhropic glare, when they
awoke early the next norning in their canp bel ow the southern flank of the Fel dberg. After

brusquely identifying hinmself as an emissary from Sugoll, he had ordered themto pack up w thout
even waiting to let Richard make breakfast. The pace he set up a spur ridge of the nmountain was
deliberately trying and he woul d have raced themuphill without a rest if Madame had not
occasional |y denmanded that they stop to catch their breath. Plainly, the dwarfish creature was
feeling ill-used at having to serve as a guide and had decided to weak his own petty revenge.

The Bogl e was nuch shorter than any Firvul ag they had ever seen before, and nuch uglier, with a
tubby little torso and skinny arns and legs. Hi s skull was grotesquely conpressed to the point of
being birdlike. Large black eyes with overl appi ng pouches were set close together above his
toucani sh nose. Prom nent ears drooped flaccidly at the upper margins. H s skin shone greasy
reddi sh brown, and his sparse hair twisted into strands like a string nmop. The Bogle's cl ot hi ng,
bel yi ng his physical repul siveness, was neat and even beautiful: polished boots and a wi de belt of
carved bl ack | eather, wine-red breeches and shirt, and a |long vest enbroidered in flanelike
patterns and studded with semi precious stones. He wore a kind of Phrygian bonnet with a |arge
brooch positioned just above his scraggly brows, which were knit in what seenmed to be a pernmanent
scow .

Following their trollish guide, the five travelers skirted the nountain ravines, following a tiny
but very distinct trail, and passed through a part of the Black Forest that had nearly as nany
broadl eaf trees as conifers. Wierever the Fel dberg brooks sl owed enough to pool there were bosky
dingles clogged with tall ferns and al ders, creeping clematis vines, and fall-bloom ng prinroses
wi t h poi sonously bright blossons. They cane to a hollow where the waters of a hot spring bubbled
to the surface. Lush and unheal t hy-1 ooki ng vegetati on crowded the steany swale. A flock of ravens
croaked a sardonic greeting fromthe half-eaten carcass of a small deer that |ay near the edge of
a mneral -encrusted puddl e. Mre bones, sonme clean, sone furred with thick noss, were strewn about
t he under growt h.

Fart her east, the rock fornmations began to change. Col ored |imestone outcroppings intruded anongst
the granite. "Cave country," Cl aude rermarked to Madanme. They were wal ki ng side by side now, the
path wi dening as they passed bel ow a wooded cliff. The sun was warm neverthel ess, the

pal eontol ogi st felt a subterranean chill. In the few places where the rock face was visible, they
saw scarlet and blue swallows with long forked tails darting in and out of pocks in the |inestone.
Spi ny-ri bbed el ephant-ears grew i n dense patches beneath the trees. They sheltered cl unps of

di stinctive nushroons, white-stemed, red caps flecked in white.

"They are here," the old woman said abruptly. "Al around us! Can you not feel then? So many! And
all... deforned."”
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For a monment, he failed to catch the significance of what she was saying. But it fit, fit with the
undercurrent of anxiety that had lurked at the edge of his consci ousness ever since early norning.
Fit with the surliness of the Bogle, whom C aude had m staken for an ordinary Firvulag. "Les
Criards," Madane said. "They follow us. One of themleads us. The Howl ing Ones."

The path led uphill at an easy slope, entirely free of debris. The swallows flickered anong the
firs and beeches. Great bars of golden lights slanted down into the forest as if through open

wi ndows.

The old woman said, "Such a beautiful place. But there is desolation here, non vieux, a

wr et chedness of spirit that at once touches ny heart and disgusts ne. And it grows stronger."

He Ient her his arm for she was faltering, apparently for no physical reason. Her face had gone
dead white. "We could ask the Bogle to stop,"” C aude suggested.

Her voice was dulled. "No. It is necessary to go on ... Ah, Caude! You should thank God for not
maki ng you sensitive to the enanations of other minds! Al sentient beings have secret thoughts,
those that remain hidden except to the good God. But there are other thoughts as well, pitched, as

it were, on different psychic |levels, the nonvocal speech, the currents and storns of enotion

This latter is what | amenveloped in now. It is a nost profound enmty, a malevol ence that can
conme only fromthe nost distorted personalities. The How i ng Ones! They hate other beings but they
hate thensel ves so nuch nore. And their howling fills my mind .."

"Can't you shut it out? Defend yourself as you did against the Hunt?"

"I'f I had been properly trained," she said forlornly. "But all that | know | have taught nyself. |
do not know how to counter this horde. They don't offer any concrete threat that | can seize
upon." Her expression was very near panic. "All they do is hate. Wth all their strength ... they
hate."

"Do they seemto be nore powerful than ordinary Firvul ag?"

"I cannot be sure of that. But they are different in some unnatural way. That is why | called them
deformed. Wth the Firvulag, and even with the Tarm human netapsychics can feel a certain nmental
kinship. It is no matter that the exotic is an enemy. But never could | be akin to these Criards!

I have never before been so close to so nany of them Only rarely did we encounter themin our
little enclave within the Vosges, and there they were wary. But these. |I" Her voice broke off,
harsh and too high-pitched. Her right fingers stroked the golden torc with a feverish urgency
whil e those of her left hand dug painfully into Caude's arm She kept darting her eyes from side
to side, scanning the crags. There was not hi ng unusual to be seen

Felice, who had been at the tail end of the |ine behind them now closed the distance and

announced, "l don't like this place at all. For the past half hour or so |I've had the damedest
feeling. Nothing at all like those nervous fantods we got in the Fungus Forest, either. This tine,
there bl oody well is sonething to be afraid of! Cone on, Madame, what's going on?"

"The malign Firvulag, the Howers, are all around us. Their nmental projections are so powerfu

that even you, in your |atent state, can perceive them"

The bl onde athlete's mouth tightened to a straight |ine and her eyes flashed. In her unaccustoned
buckski n garb, she | ooked like a schoolgirl playing at Red Indians. She asked Madame, "Are they
getting ready to attack?"

"They will do nothing," the old woman replied, "wi thout the perm ssion of their ruler, Sugoll."
"Only nmental intimdation, damm their eyes! Well, they don't scare ne!" Felice unstrapped the bow
from her pack and checked the arrows expertly w thout losing stride. The cliff had now becone a
crazy jumble of blocks and pinnacles with the rising of the land. The trees thinned. They could
see far out over the internontane valleys. Even the distant Al ps were barely visible to the south.
The Fel dberg itself reared up another thousand neters above them chopped off in a sheer precipice
on its southeastern face as though sone Titan had taken an axe to it, nutilating the symetry of
the smoot hly rounded crown.

Up at the head of the line, the Bogle was holding up one hand. They had arrived at an al pi ne park
a nmeadow surrounded on all sides by steep rocks. Precisely in the center of the area was a
hayst ack- shaped knol|l of velvety black stone, veined with a weblike tracery of bright yell ow.
"This is it," said the Bogle. "And here | gladly | eave you."

He fol ded his arns and, scowling, faded fromsight. The scow |asted |onger than the rest of him
"Well, that's a hell of a." Richard began the rounded torso and skinny |inbs of the Bogle. Many
hand di sproportionately | arge hands and feet. Some of the bodies seened twi sted, as with spina
deformties; others had asymretric bul ges under well-nmade garnments, hinting of tunorous growhs or
even conceal ed extra |inbs. The heads were grotesque: pointed, flattened, ridged |ike tree bark
crested, even horn-bearing. Sone were too large or too small for the supporting body, or
monstrously ill-suited, as the tiny fenale head with the lustrous curls and |ovely features that
sat incongruously on the hunched form of a young chinpanzee. Al nost all of the faces were hideous,
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war ped or swol len or stretched beyond any senbl ance of humanoid normality. There were faces
covered with red and blue wattles, with hair, with saurian scales, with weeping scabs, wth
cheesel i ke exudate. There were eyes bul bous, beady, stal ked, nisplaced, superfluous. Sone of the
creatures had nouths so wide as to be froglike; others lacked |ips altogether, so that the stunps
of rotted teeth were exposed in perpetual ghastly grins. Those nouths ranged from ani mal nuzzl es
grafted onto otherwi se nornmal skulls to inprobable vertical slits, coiled trunks, and parrot

beaks. They opened to show fat tusks, close-set narrow fangs, drooling guns, and tongues that

m ght be black or fringed or even double or triple.

Very gently, the m sbegotten throng how ed again.

On the black rock now sat a fairly tall bal d-headed man. His face was beautiful and his body, clad
fromneck to heel in atight-fitting purple garnent, that of a superbly nuscled hunmanoi d.

The howl i ng ceased abruptly. The man said, "I am Sugoll, the lord of these nountains. Say why you
come. "

"We bring," Madame said in a barely audi ble voice, "a letter from Yeochee, Hi gh King of the
Firvul ag. "

The bald nan snmiled tolerantly and held out one hand. O aude had to support Madane Guderi an as she
approached the rock.
"You are afraid of us,
to hunman eyes?"

"W fear what your minds project," Madame said. "Your bodies can only stir our conpassion."

Sugol | observed as he perused the piece of vellum "Are we so disgusting

"Mne is an Illusion, of course,” said Sugoll "As the greatest of all these", he swept one armto
enconpass the quivering mass of creatures, "I nust naturally be their superior in all things, even
i n physical abom nation. Whuld you like to see ne as | really an®"

Claude said, "Mghty Sugoll, this woman has been severely affected by your nental enanations. |

was once a life-scientist, a pal eobiologist. Show yourself to me and spare ny friends."

The bald nman | aughed. "A pal eobi ol ogi st! See if you can classify nme, then." He stood upright on
his rock. Richard canme and took Madame back, |eaving C aude standi ng al one.

There was a brief flash and all of the humans except the old man were nonentarily blinded.

"What am | ? What am | ?" Sugoll cried out "You'll never guess, human! You can't tell us and we
can't tell you because none of us knows!" Peal after peal of nocking |aughter rang out.

The handsone figure in purple was once again seated on his rock. C aude stood with feet widely
pl anted, his head down on his breast and his lungs punping. A trickle of blood oozed fromhis
bitten lower lip. Slowy, he raised his eyes to neet Sugoll's.

"l do know what you are.”

"What's that you say?" The goblin ruler hitched forward. In one lithe novenent he vaulted to the
ground and sprang cl ose to C aude.

"I know what you are," the pal eontol ogi st repeated. "What all of you are. You are nmenbers of a
race that is abnormally sensitive to the background radiation of the planet Earth. Even the Tanu
and Firvulag who live in other regions have suffered reproductive anomal i es because of this

radi ati on. But you, you have conpounded the problemby living here. | daresay you ve drunk from
the deep springs, with their juvenile water, as well as fromthe shallower fountains and the
brooks of nelted snow. You've probably nade your hones in caverns", he pointed to the yellow -
streaked knoll, "full of attractive black rocks |ike that one."

"It is so."

"Unless | niss ny guess and ny old menory bank's fritzed out, that rock is nivenite, an ore
cont ai ni ng urani um and radium The deep springs are likely to be radioactive, too. During the
years that you people have lived in this region, you' ve exposed your genes to nany tinmes the
radi ati on dose experienced by your fellow Firvulag. This is why you've nutated, why you've changed
into ... what you are."

Sugol | turned and stared at the velvet-black rock. Then he threw back his beautifully forned
illusionary skull and howl ed. All of his troll and bogle subjects joined in. This time the sound
was not terrifying to the humans, only unbearably poi gnhant.

At length, the Howling Ones ceased their racial dirge. Sugoll said, "On this planet, with only
primtive genotechnol ogy, there can be no hope for us."

"There is hope for generations unborn if you nove away from here, say, into nore northerly regions

where there are no concentrati ons of dangerous mnerals. For those of you alive today... well, you
have your powers of illusion-nmaking."
"Yes," the exotic ruler agreed, his voice flat. "W have our illusions."” But then the inplications

of what C aude had said began to reveal their true inport to him He cried out, "But can it be
true? What you said about our children?"
The old man said, "You need advice from an experienced geneticist. Any human with that background
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has probably been enslaved by the Tanu. Al | can tell you is a few basic generalizations. Get out
of this area to put a stop to new nutations. The worst of you are probably sterile. The fertile
people will likely have recessives for normality. Inbreed the nost normal anong you to fix the
alleles. Bring nornal germplasminto the popul ation by nmendi ng your fences with the other
Firvulag, the normal ones. You'll have to use your illusion-nmaking powers to nake yoursel ves
attractive as potential mates, and you'll have to be socially conpatible to encourage the m xing
That means no nore bogey-nman nmentality."

Sugol | gave a bark of ironic laughter. "Your presunption passes belief | Enigrate from our
traditional |ands! Gve up our mating traditions! Make friends with our old enenmies! Marry them"
"If you want to change your genetic pattern, that's the way to start. There's a long shot, too ..
if we should ever manage to liberate humanity fromthe Tanu. There just m ght happen to be a human
genetic engineer anong the tine-travelers. | don't know exactly how the Tanu Skin works, but it
may be possible to utilize it to alter your grossly nutated bodies back into a nore normal form
W were able to do this in some cases, using the regeneration-tanks of the future world that |
came from'

"You have given us nuch to ponder." Sugoll was nore subdued. "Sonme of the intelligence is bitter

i ndeed, but we will think on it. Eventually, we will make our decision."

Madanme Guderi an now stepped forward and resuned her role of |eader. Her voice was firm her color

had returned. "M ghty Sugoll, there is still the matter of our nission. Qur request of you."

The exotic clenched his fist, which still held Yeochee's nmessage. The vellum crackl ed. "Ah, your
request! This royal comrand was usel ess, you know. Yeochee has no power here, but doubtless he did
not care to admt it to you. I allowed you to enter our territory on a whim curious as to the

extremty that would nmake you take such a risk. W had planned to anuse ourselves with you before
finally permtting you to die..."

"And now?" Madane inquired.

"What do you ask of us?"

"We seek a river. Avery large one, rising in this area, which flows eastward until it reaches the
great half-salty | agoons of the Lac Mer hundreds of kilometers fromhere. W hoped to travel upon
this river to the site of the Ship's Gave."

There was a surprised chorus of how s.

"We know the river," Sugoll said. "It is the Ystroll, a truly mighty flood. W have a few | egends
of the Ship. Early in the history of our people on this world, we broke away fromthe main body of
the Firvul ag and sought independence in these nountains, away fromthe Hunting and the sensel ess
annual sl aughter of the Grand Conbat."

Madane had to explain carefully the human conplicity in the recent rise to dom nance of the Tanu,
as well as her own schene to restore the old balance of power while freeing humanity. "But to do
this, we nmust obtain certain ancient itens fromthe crater of the Ship's Grave. If you will
furnish us with a guide to the river, we believe that we will be able to locate the crater." "And
this plan, when will you put it into effect? Wien nmight the human scientists be free of the Tanu
yoke and able, if Teah wills, to help us?"

"W had hoped to inplenent the schenme this year, before the start of the Grand Conbat Truce. But
there is scant hope of this now Only twelve days remain. The Ship's Grave lies at |east two
hundred kilonmeters fromhere. It will doubtless take us half of the remaining time just to walk to
t he head of navigation on the river."

"That is not so," Sugoll said. He called out, "Kalipin!"

The Bogl e stepped forth fromthe throng. Hs fornerly surly face was transfigured by a broad
smle. "Master?"

"l do not understand these kilonmeters. Tell the humans how it is with the Ystroll."

"Bel ow t hese nountains," the Bogle said, "are the caverns where we nake our honmes. But at other

| evel s, sone deeper, sone shallower, are the Water Caves. They are a mamze of springs, bottonless
pool s and streams flow ng through the bl ackness. Several rivers have their sources hi the Water
Caves. The Paradi se, which flows past Finiah to the northwest, is one. But the mghtiest torrent
born beneath our nobuntains is the Ystroll."

Cl aude exclained, "He could be right! There were underground tributaries to the Danube even in our
own time. Sone said they came from Lake Constance. Qthers postul ated a connection to the Rhine."
The Bogl e said, "The Ystroll emerges as a full-grown river into a great |ow and to the northeast.
If you enter the Water Caves at Alliky's Shaft via the lift buckets, you can pick up the Dark
Ystroll not two hours' march fromhere. Then it is a subterranean water-journey of but a single
day to the Bright Ystroll, that which flows beneath the open sky."

Madane asked Sugoll, "Wuld your boatnen guide us al ong the underground section?"

Sugol | did not speak. He lifted his eyes to the surrounding crowd of nonstrosities. There was a
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musi cal chorus of how s. The goblin shapes began to shift and change, and the terrible swirling
pattern of the sky calmed. The mental energies of the little people relaxed fromthe projection of
undi sci plined hatred and sel f-1oathing and began to weave gentler illusions. The dreadfu
deformties faded, a throng of miniature nmen and wonen took the place of the nightnares.

"Send them" sighed the Howl i ng Ones.

Sugol | bowed his head in acknow edgnment. "It will be done."

He arose and lifted his hand. Al of the small people repeated the gesture. They becane as tenuous
as nmountain m st burning away in the noon sunlight.

"Renenber us," they said as they vani shed. "Renmenber us."

"W will," Madane whi spered.

The Bogle went trotting away, beckoning for themto follow Gaude took Madane Guderian's arm and
Ri chard, Martha, and Felice cane trailing behind.

"Only one thing," the old woman said to Claude in a | ow tone. "What did he really look like, this
Sugol | ?"

"You can't read ny mind, Ang,lique?"

"You know | cannot."

"Then you'll never know. And | wish to God," the old man added, "that | didn't"

CHAPTER SI X

Late in the evening, when the giant hawknoths and the flying squirrels played their aerial ganes
above the wooded canyon of Hi dden Springs Village, seven men bearing six heavy sacks cane hone to
the Lowife settlenment, |led by Khalid Khan. They sought Uwne Qul denzopf, but his hut was enpty.
Calistro the goat-boy, bringing his aninmals home fromtheir browsing, informed the seven that Uwe
was at the comunity bat hhouse with Chief Burke

"The Chief is here?" Khalid exclained in consternation. "Then the expedition to the Ship's G ave
was a failure?"

Calistro shook his head. He was about five years old, sober and responsi bl e enough to know

sonmet hing of the great plans that were afoot. "The Chief was hurt, so he cane back. Sister Anerie
fixed his wounded | eg, but he still nust soak it many tines each day... Wat do you have in the
sacks?"

The men | aughed. Khalid dropped his load on the ground with a | oud cl angi ng sound.

"Treasure!" The speaker was a wiry, shock-haired individual standing just behind Khalid, the only
one of the seven not burdened down. The stunp of his left armwas wapped in a wad of dark-stained
cl ot h.

"Let nme see!" begged the child. But the nen were already on their way up the flat-floored canyon
Calistro hurried his animals into their night pen and rushed to foll ow

VWhite starlight shone on a snall area of open grass near the banks of the brook that was born of
the hot and cold springs' mngling; however, nost of the village |lay conceal ed i n deep shadow, the
hones and comunity buil dings sheltered beneath tall pines or spreading evergreen oaks that hid
them from Finiah's Tanu sky-searchers. The bat hhouse, a large log structure with a | ow caved roof
overgrown with vines, was built against one of the canyon walls. Its w ndows were closely
shuttered, and a U shaped passage kept torchlight fromthe interior from shining out the open
door.

Khalid and his nmen entered into a scene of steany cheerfulness. It seened that half the village
had gathered in here on this rather chilly evening. Men, wonen, and a few children splashed in
stone-lined hot or cold pools, lolled in hollowlog tubs, or sinply |ounged about gossiping or

pl ayi ng backgammon or card ganes.

Une Cul denzopf's voice rang out over the conmunal din. "Hoy! Look who's back home again!" And the
Low i ves raised a shout of welcome. Sonebody yelled, "Beer!" And one of Khalid' s grim contingent
appended a heartfelt, "Food!" The boy Calistro was sent to roust out the village victualers while
the new arrival s pushed through a gabbling, |aughing nob toward an isol ated tub where Peopco
Moxnox Burke sat, his long graying hair stringy in the bathhouse vapors and his craggy face at
witch as he suppressed a delighted grin.

"How, " quot h he.

"Beats ne," the Pakistani netalsnmith. "But we did it." He dropped his sack on the stone floor and
opened it, taking out a | ance-head rough fromthe casting nold. "Secret weapon, Mark L" Turning to
one of the other nen, he groped in his sack and produced a handful of smaller objects,

approxi nately | eaf-shaped. "Mark L. You sharpen 'em they're arrowheads. W've got about two
hundred and twenty kilos of iron all told, some of it cast like these, sone in bars for

ni scel l anea, ready for forging. Wat we have here is medi um carbon steel, snelted in the best
antique style. We built us a forced-draft furnace fueled with charcoal and drafted with six skin
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bel | ows hooked up to decanole tuyeres. Carbon from charred bul rushes. W buried the furnace so we
can go back and make nore iron when we've a nmind to."

Burke's eyes glistened. "Ah, nmechaieh! Wll done, Khalid!' And all the rest of you, too, Signmund,
Denny, Langstone, Gert, Srnokey, Horai. Well done, all of you. This could be the breakthrough

we' ve all been dreamng of, praying for! Wiether or not the others succeed at the Ship's G ave,
this iron will give us a fighting chance against the Tanu for the first tine."

Ure stood sucking his neerschaum his gaze wandering over the tattered and soot-stained snelters.
"And what happened,"” he inquired, "to the other three of you?"

The grins of the men di sappeared. Khalid said, "Bob and Vrenti stayed too | ong one evening at the
ore pit. When we cane to check up on them they were gone. W never saw a trace of them again.
Prince Francesco was off hunting for the pot when the Howers nailed him"

"They |l et us have himback, though," said the skinny hatchet-faced man naned Snokey. "Day | ater
poor Frankie came staggerin' back into canp starkers. They'd blinded and gel ded hi mand cut off
hi s hands, and then really got down to business with hot pitch. H s mnd was gone, o' course.
Smal | hope the Howl ers bl unked hi m before they had their fuckin' fun 'n' ganes.”

"Suffering Christ," grow ed Uwe. -

"W got a bit back," Denny offered. H's black face flashed a wy snile.

"You did," said the bandy-legged little Singhal ese naned Homi He expl ained to Chief Burke, "On our
way hone, a Howl er came at us in broad daylight, oh, nmaybe forty kl om down the MoseUe from here.
An dressed up in his bloody nonster suit |like a great winged naga with two heads. Denny let him
have an iron-tipped arrow in the guts and he went down like a rotten willow tree. And woul d

y' believe? All that was |left was this hunchbacked dwarf with a face |ike a stoat!"”

The men grunted in rem niscence and a couple of them whacked Denny on the back. The latter said,
"At | east we know now that the iron works on both kinds of exotic, right? | nmean, the How ers are
not hi ng but screwed-up Firvulag. So if our noble spook allies, ever forget who their friends
are..."

There were murnurs of agreenment and a few quiet |aughs.

Chi ef Burke said, "It's a point to keep in mnd, although God knows we need Firvulag help to bring
of f Madane's plan against Finiah. The Little People were agreeable to the original schene. But I'm
afraid adding iron to the equation mght give them second thoughts."

"Just wait'll they see us take out sone Tanu with the iron," Snokey said confidently. "Just
wait'll we equalize things with them dog-collar sonofabitches! Wiy, the damm Firvulag' |l Kkiss our
feet! O buns! O sonethin ."

Everybody roared.

An excited young voice fromanong the crowd of villagers shouted, "Wy should we hold back on the
Tanu until Finiah? There's a caravan going to Castle Gateway in two days. Let's sharpen up sone
arrows and bag us an Exalted One right away!"

A few of the others yelled approval. But Chief Burke haul ed hinself out of his bath Iike an
enraged bull alligator and yelled, Sinmer down, you turkey-turd shlangers! Nobody touches this
iron without permission fromne! It has to be kept secret. Do you want the whole Tanu chivalry on
our necks? Velteyn would send out a screech like a goosed noose if we tipped our hand. He m ght
bring in Nodonn, even call for reinforcenents fromthe south!"

They nunbl ed at this. The aggressive youngster called out, "Wien we use iron in the Finiah attack
they' || know. Why not now?"

"Because," Burke drawl ed, in the sarcastic tone he had once used to freeze the coll ops of inept

fl edgling advocates, "the attack on Finiah will cone just prior to the Truce for the Grand Conbat.
None of the other Tanu will pay much attention to Velteyn's troubles then. You know the way these
exotics' mnds work. Nothing, but nothing, gets in the way of preparations for the glorious
shenozzle. Two or three days before Truce, when we hope to strike, not a Tanu on Earth will cone
to the aid of Finiah. Not even to help their pals, not even to save their bariumm ne, not even to
beat back humans arnmed with iron. They'll all be hot to head south to the big ganme."

The crowd fell back to pal aver over the amazi ng singl e-m ndedness of the exotic sportsnen, and

Bur ke began to get dressed. Uwne waggi shly suggested that the Tanu were nearly as bad as the Irish
for loving a fight without considering the | ong-view consequences. There was universal |aughter at
this and not a single son nor daughter of Erin's Isle rose to defend the racial honor. The thought
flashed into Burke's mind that there was a reason for this, and he ought to know what it was; but
at the sane nonent Khalid Khan caught sight of the red man's heal i ng wound.

"Mashal | ah, Peo! You did scratch yourself up a bit, didn't you?"

Burke's left |l eg was hideously indented at the calf by a purplish-red scar over twenty cents in

| ength. He grunted. "Souvenir of a one-horned chozzer. It killed Steffi and dam near did for ne
by the tinme Pegleg shlepped ne back here to Anmerie. Galloping septicenia. But she caught it. Looks
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like hell, but I can walk, even run, if | care to pay the price."

Ure reminded him "The meeting of the Steering Comnitee. Tonight. Khalid should come.”

"Right But first we have to see to the needs of this gang. How about it, nen? Food and drink's on
the way, but is there anything el se we can do for you now?"

Khalid said, "Signmund's hand. Aside fromour three deaders, he's the only casualty."

"What happened?" Burke asked.

Si gnund sheepishly hid his stunp. "Aw. | was stupid. G ant sal amander sprang at ne, fanged ne
right in the palm Yon know there's only one thing to do, the way their venomworks.. ."

"Sig was bringing up the rear," Denny said. "All of a sudden we mi ssed him Wen we went back to
i nvestigate, there he was putting on a tourniquet cool as you please, with his vitredur axe and
his mtt lying on the ground beside him"

"You cone along with us to Arerie's place," the Chief said. "W'Il|l have her check it out."

"Aw, it's all right, Chief. W put plenty of AB and progan on it."

"Shut your pisk and come along.” The Chief turned to the others. "The rest of you boys rel ax and

eat and have a couple of days' sleep. There'll be a big council of war, a contingent one, anyhow,

i nside of a week, when the volunteers fromthe other settlenments start showing up. We'll need you
to work on this iron when we get the blacksmth shop set up sone place where the Firvulag won't
spot it. Till then, I'Il take charge of the stuff. Put it out of tenmptation's reach.”

Then Burke raised his voice so that the entire bathhouse could hear him "All of you! If you val ue
your own lives, and if you give a damm about the liberty of humans who are still enslaved, forget

about what you've seen and heard here tonight”

A breath of assent rose fromthe assenbl age. The Chi ef nodded and hoisted two of the heavy sacks.
Khalid and Une dragged away the other four and they noved out of the bathhouse, trailed by

Si gnmund.

"The neeting is at Madane's cottage as usual," Burke told the netalsnith as he |inped al ong.
"Arerie's living there now W put her on the conmmittee by accl amation."

Urve said, "That nunnie is sone nedic. She shrank Max! so we don't have to keep him | ocked up
anynore. And poor Sandra, no nore suicidal threats now that the fungus is cured. Then there's
Chaims eyelid, all rebuilt, and she heal ed that big nother of an ulcer on AOd Man Kawai's foot"

"That' ||l make for quieter neetings," Khalid remarked. "One less thing for the old boy to conplain
about. This nun sounds like a handy |ady to have around."
The Chief chuckled. "I didn't even nmention the way she cleaned up sixteen cases of worns and

al rost all the jungle rot Madame mi ght have to do some fancy politicking in the next election if
she wants to hold on to the freel eadership of this gang of outlaws."

"I't never struck nme that she relished the honor." Khalid was acerbic. "Any nore than you did when
you were in the hot seat."

They pl odded al ong, naking al nrost no sound on the path that wound beneath the sheltering trees.
The I ong canyon had many Uttle dead-end tributaries fromwhich the numerous springs debouched.
Most of the cottages had been built close to these natural water supplies. There were sone thirty
homes altogether, in which dwelt the eighty-five hunman bei ngs who made up the largest Lowife
settlenent in the known Pliocene world.

The four nen crossed a rill on stepping-stones and headed up one of the rocky clefts to where a
distinctive little house stood under a huge pine. The cottage was not built |ike the others of
prosaic logs or wattle and daub, but of neatly nortared stone, washed white with linme and
reinforced with dark half-tinmbering. It was eerily evocative of a certain elder-world dwelling in
the hills above Lyon. Madane's rose cuttings, nourished by the manure of mastodons, had burgeoned
into ranpant clinbers that all but snothered the thatched roof in blossons. The night air was
heavy with their perfune.

The men canme up the path, then halted. Standing in their way was a tiny aninal. Stiff-legged, its
oversi zed eyes gleaning, it grow ed.

"Hey, Deej!" Burke |laughed. "It's just us, pupikeh. Friends!"

The little cat growl ed | ouder, the | ow ninble noving up the scale to becone a threatening how . It
stood its ground.

Chi ef Burke put down his burden and knelt with one hand outstretched. Khalid Khan stepped behind
Sigmund, a nmenory and a terrible suspicion crowding to the fore of his mind. A nenory of a rainy
ni ght inside a Tree when the cat had grow ed like this before. A suspicion of a valued conpani on
who had been too good a woodsman to be surprised by the relatively sluggish attack of a giant

sal anander

Khal i d slipped open the mouth of his sack just as the cottage door swung wide to show Anerie's
veil ed figure silhouetted against dimlanplight.

"Dej ah?" the nun called, rattling her rosary beads in what was evidently some signal. She caught
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sight of the men. "Oh, it's you, Chief. And Khalid! You' re back! But what."

The turbaned netal smith seized the hair of the one they had called Sigmund. Wth his other hand he
pressed something gray and hard agai nst the man's throat.

"Do not nove, soor kabaj, or you are dead, even as your brother before you."

Anerie screaned and Une uttered an obscenity, for Khalid was suddenly struggling with a gorgon
Instead of hair, the Pakistani clutched withing little vipers growing from Sigmund's scal p. These
struck, sinking tiny fangs into flesh that puffed up, throbbed, as quasidcadly venom fl ooded the
bl ood vessels and went racing toward Khalid' s heart.

"Stop, | say!" roared the anguished snith. Involuntarily, his right armtightened, driving the
dull point of the iron |ance-blank into the soft holl ow bel ow the nonster's voi cebox.

The thing emitted a gurgling squeal and went linp. Khalid sprang away fromthe falling body,
dropping the iron. It hit the earth with a dull thud and cane to rest close beside the dead shape-
changer. Amerie and the three men stared down at the creature, which could have wei ghed no nore
than twenty or thirty kilos. Flattened little dugs identified it as a female. Its bald crani um was
nmonstrously conpressed just above the eyes and el ongated backward into a triangular bony collar

It had a mere hole for a nose and a nassive |lower jaw with | cose, peg-like teeth. The body was

al nost gl obular, the linbs spiderishly thin, with the [eft forepaw m ssing.

"I't's not... a Firvulag," Anmerie managed to say.

"A How er," Burke told her. "Some biologists believe they're a Firvulag nutation. Each one is
supposed to have a different true shape. Al hideous."

"You see what she was trying to do, don't you?" Khalid s voice was shaking fromreaction and

chagrin. He felt his left hand, which was now conpletely normal. "She saw us kill her mate with
iron, and had to find out what the new weapon was. So she nmust have crept up on Sigmund as he
marched at the end of the line and . . . she took his place. Cut off her hand so she wouldn't have

to carry the iron."

"But they've never masqueraded as humans!" Uae excl ai ned. "Wat coul d have been its notive?"
"Look at her, dressed in rags,"” Amerie said. She knelt down in the light fromthe doorway to
exani ne the goblin body. One of the How er's crude skin boots had dropped off in the struggle,
exposi ng a humanoid foot, mniaturized but as perfectly forned as that of a child. There was a
pathetic blister at the heel; evidently the little being had had to hurry to keep pace with the
faster humans.

The nun replaced the boot, straightened the pipesteml|egs, closed the gl azed eyes. "She was very
poor. Perhaps she hoped to di scover information valuable enough to sell."

"To the normal Firvul ag?" Burke suggested.

"Or to the Tanu." The nun got up and dusted the front of her white habit.

Khalid said, "There might be others. Ohers who watched us at the sneltery. If this one could
change to human shape, how will we ever be sure.”

Bur ke picked up the iron bl ade, grasped the netalsnmith's arm and drew the rough | ancehead across
the skin. A few drops of dark blood sprang fromthe abrasion. "You re real enough, anyhow ['Ill go
test the rest of the crewright away. Later, we'll work out sonething a little |less crude.

Pi npri ck, maybe."

He |inped away toward the bathhouse. Uae and Khalid haul ed the precious bags of iron into the rose-
covered cottage, then returned to where Anerie stood over the body. She held the cat, which was
still gently grow ing.

"What shall we do with her, Sister?" Khalid inquired.

Anmeri e sighed. "I have a |l arge basket. Perhaps you can put her in the springhouse for ne. I'm
afraid 1'll have to di ssect her tonmorrow. "

As the Steering Commttee watted for Chief Burke to return to the cottage, the Victualer in Chief
of fered sanpl es of a new beverage. "W took some of that |ousy raw wi ne of Perkin's and steeped
this little forest wildflower in it" Everybody sipped. Amerie said, 'That's nice, Mirialena." Ume
said sonething in German under his breath. "You know what you've done, wonan? You've reinvented
Mai -wein!" "That's it! That's it!" Od Man Kawai piped. He was only eighty-six; but since he had
declined rejuvenation on a matter of principle, he resenbled an unwapped Oiental mummy. "Most
refreshing, nmy dear. Now if we can only produce a decent sake . "

The cottage door opened and Peopeo Moxnox Burke stooped to enter. The other conmittee nenbers sat
stark still until the red man gave a nod. "They were all kosher. | tested not only the snelters,
but all the rest of the folks in the bathhouse as well."

"Thank heaven," said the Architect in Chief. "What a thought, shape-changers infiltrating our
peopl e!" He wagged his neatly trimred nuttonchops, managing to | ook |ike an accountant who had

di scovered that a valued client was cooking the books.

"Neither Firvulag nor How ers had any reason to try this trick before," the Chief warned. "But
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now, with the attack coming up and the iron as a naybe not-so-secret weapon, we're going to have

to be alert for other attenpts. Wen the volunteers start arriving, every single one nust be

tested. And we'll test all participants before every inportant neeting or briefing."

"My responsibility,"” said Use, who was Hunting and Public Safety. "Whip nme up sone needl es,

Khal i d?"

"As soon as | can get the forge hot tonmorrow "

The Chief took his place with the other seven committee nmenbers around the table.

"All right, let's get this over as quickly as possible so Khalid can get sonme rest. As Deputy

Freel oader, | call this neeting of the Steering Conmttee to order. A d business. Structures.

Let's have it, Philenon."

"The huts at the Rhine staging area have been conpleted," said the architect. "Everything is ready

there except the main shelter pavilion. The boys will have our Hi dden Springs visitor dormready

in another two or three days."

"CGood," said the Chief. "Public Wrks. Vanda-Jo."

A taffy-haired woman with the face of a nmadonna and the voice of a drill sergeant spoke up. "W've

finished the nasked trail fromhere to the staging area. A hundred and six bl oody kil oneters,

invisible fromthe air. Corduroyed the last two klons through the swanp, and al”® that wasn't

abitch! Still putting up the thorn bona around the staging canp to keep nost of the critters out

and the recruits in."

"How about the | aunching ranps?"

"Deci ded on pontoons. Inflated skins and boarding. Put "emup at the last mnute. Pegleg and his

|l ads are contributing the skins."

"Good. Hunting and Public Safety."

"Not hi ng nmuch new fromme," Uwe said. "Mst of ny people are working with Vanda-Jo or Phil. |'ve

liaised with the conmissary at High Vrazel to help with quantities of ganme and staples when the

extra bods start arriving. And we've set up a procedure for processing new arrivals here at Hi dden

Springs before sending themto the river."

"Sounds okay. Donestics.”

A d Man Kawai pursed his scored lips. "There is no way we can come up with nore than a hundred

boi | ed-1 eather hard hats and chest guards by D-Day. You know how long it takes to shape and dry

that stuff, even with the fornms filled with hot sand. The volunteers are just going to have to go

nmostly bare-ass unl ess you want our people deprived. Do shimsho? |I've done ny best, but I'mno

mracle man."

"The shortage can't be hel ped,"” Burke said soothingly. "How about the canoufl age nets?"

"We' || be putting the big one in position tonorrow, just in case they get back early with the

exotic flyer." The wi zened ancient threw an anxious glance at the Chief. "Do you really, think

t hey' ve got a chance, Peo?"

"Not nuch of one," Burke admitted "But we won't give up hope until the |last hour before the Truce
Human Services. "

"Li nen bandages ready," Anerie said. "W're assenbling stores of oil and al cohol and all of the AB

we can scrape up. Fifteen fighters have been rough-trained as front-1ine nedics." She paused, her

face furrowed with deternination. "I want you to change your m nd about having ne acconpany the

fighters, Peo. For the love of God, when will they need ne nore than in a battle?"

The Native American shook his head. "You're the only doctor we have. Probably the only one in the

Lowife world. W can't have you at risk. There's the future to think about If we do liberate

Finiah, we may be able to de-tore other nedical people. If we fail and the troops cone across the

Rhine to our staging area ... it nay be a long tine until the next war. Qur fighters will tend

their own injuries. You stay here."

The nun si ghed.

"I ndustry,” said Burke.

"W brought back two hundred and twenty kilos of iron," Khalid said. "Four of our nen died. W

have enough experienced people left to begin final work on the weapons as soon as we get sone

sl eep. "

There were sonber congratul ati ons all around.

"Provisioning."

"We've enough stored here to feed five hundred people for two weeks," Marial ena said. "That does

not include the five tons of instant rations we'll distribute to fighters going down to canp. You

don't want any cooki ng going on down by the Rhine where the Tanu m ght spot the snoke." She pulled

a handkerchief fromthe sleeve of her pink and yell ow gown and nopped her anple brow. "Those poor

souls are going to curse penm can and parched bul rush roots before this thing is over."

"If that's all they curse," Burke said, "they'll be lucky. Al right, that |eaves ny report
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Warlord in Chief. I've received word from Pallol, the Firvul ag generalissino, that his forces wll
hol d t hensel ves conbat-ready for the last three days in Septenber. Under optimal circunstances
we'll nmount the attack before dawn on the twenty-ninth, which will give us nearly two ful

fighting days before the Truce officially begins on Cctober first at sunrise. After that, we
humans' || be on our own, and Finiah better be ready for nop-up. |I'll have nore details on plans of
attack at the war council later. Ckay? Now, new business. We'Ill|l consider the matter of the How er
spy as already introduced and sent to Public Safety for action."”

"The final preparation of the iron weapons," Khalid said. "My nen will soundproof one of the
vented caves and turn it into a smthy, I'll need sone help fromPhil's people."

"More new busi ness?"

"W will need nore alcoholic drink," Mrialena said. "Mead or beer fromthe Firvulag. | can't have
the volunteers swilling our young w nes."

Bur ke chuckl ed. "Perish the thought. Uae, will you sound out the H gh Vrazel people on that?"

" Check. "

"Any nore new busi ness? "

Anerie hesitated. "Perhaps it's too soon to bring this up. But there is the matter of the second
phase of Madane's plan."

"Hai!" cried Od Man Kawai. "If Finiah is a success, Madanme will want to send others south

i mredi atel y!'"

Phi | enon was uneasy. "We'll do well to acconplish even a small part of the first phase of Madane's
pl an, much less the other twd. | say, leave this to Madanme to work out when she returns. It's her
schenme. Perhaps she and that wild little person, Felice, will have worked sonething out."

"Caracol es," grunbled Marialena. "I nust consider the |ater phases, even if the rest of you shirk
your responsibility. If our people nust go south w thout proper provisions, it is | who receive
the cowchi p bouquet! Ahhh, 1'Il do what | can."

"Thank you, querida," the Chief said peaceably. "I'll talk with you tonorrow about a possible
division of rations. But | think that's the best we can do for now on Phase Two or Three pl anning.
There are too many unknown factors.."

"Such as who will survive Finiah!" wailed dd Man Kawai. "Or, if we even nmount the Finiah attack
in the first place!"

Vanda- Jo sl apped one hand on the table. "Tails up! No defeatismallowed! W've going to hit those
hi gh- pocket bastards |ike they've never been hit before. And, Khalid, |'ve got dibbies on one iron
arrowhead, if you please. There's a certain Tanu stud on the other side of the Rhine whose ass
belongs to ne."

"If you're sure that one will do it," the netalsmth |aughed.

"Order," Burke nuttered. "Chair will entertain a notion to table strategy planning for the G and
Conbat . "

"So nove," said Amerie. It was quickly affirmed and seconded.

"Any nore new busi ness?" the Chief asked. Silence.

"Move adjournnent,” said Ad Man Kawai. "Past ny bedtine."

"Second,"” said Une, and the Steering Committee neeting came to an end. Everyone except Chief Burke
bade Anerie goodni ght and slipped away into the shadows. The quondam judge stretched out his
wounded |l eg for the nun to exam ne

At length she said, "There's nothing nore | can do for you, Peo. Hot soaks and noderate exercise

to keep the nuscles fromtightening. | can give you a herendorf to block the pain on D Day."

He waved a deprecating hand. "We'll save it for sonebody who really needs it."

"As you like."

They went outside, where the village was qui et except for faint insect noises. It was nearly

nm dni ght and the nobon was still down. Burke craned his neck and studied the starry vault of the
sky.

"There it is, just above the rimof the canyon,'
"What ?" she inquired

"Ah, | forgot you were a newconer, Anerie. The constellation we call the Trunpet. See the
triangul ar bell, the four bright stars form ng the straight tube? Take special note of the
nmout hpi ece star. It's the nost inportant one in all the sky, at least to the Tanu and Firvulag. On
the day when it culmnates at nidnight over Finiah and H gh Vrazel, those are the ol dest
settlements, renenmber, it will mark the opening of the five-day G and Conbat."

"The date?"

"By our MIlieu cal endar, around Cctober 31 or Novenber 1."

"You' re kidding!"

"I't's true. And the noon culmnation that takes place exactly six nonths |ater cones around May

he sai d, pointing.
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Day. The exotics have another big show then, which Tanu and Firvul ag cel ebrate separately, the
Grand Love Feast. Mst popular with the fermales of the species, it's said.”

"That's really very odd,"” Anerie said. "I"mno folklorist, but those two dates ..."

"I know. Only in our tine, there was no good explanation, in astronony or anything else, for the
ritualization of those days rather than any others occurring about the sane tinmes." "It's
ridiculous to assune a correlation." "Ch, certainly,"” The Native American's face was inscrutable
in the starlight.

"I mean, six mllion years."

"Do you know the significance of the nouthpiece star? It's a marker. Their honme gal axy |lies al npst
directly behind the star."

"Ch, Peo. How many light years?"

"A hell of alot nmore than six million. So in one way, they've cone even farther away from hone
than we have, poor devils."

He gave her a brief salute and |inped away, |eaving her standing beneath the stars.

CHAPTER SEVEN

"But it isn't blue!" Felice protested. "It's brown."

Madanme changed the course of their dinghy to avoid a stranded snag. "The color brown, it |acks
that certain cachet. The conposer w shed to evoke the river's beauty.”

The girl gave a contenptuous snort as she studied the terrain "This place would never win any
prizes. Too dry. It looks like it hasn't rained for nonths." She knelt upright in the bow of the
little boat and scanned the open dun-colored slopes with the aid of Madaine CGuderian's little
nmonocular. Only in the arroyos and in the flats nearest the Danube were there areas of green. The
wi dely scattered groves of trees had a dusty bluish | ook.

"I can see a few small herds of hipparions and antelopes,” the girl said after a tinme. "Nothing

el se seenms to be alive in those uplands on the left bank. No sign of the crater. Nothing
distinctive at all except that little volcano yesterday. You don't think we could have passed it
by, do you? This damm river really rolls"

"Richard will tell us at noon."

The old woman and the athl ete had shared one decanol e boat since the party had enmerged fromthe
Water Caves nearly two days ago. O aude, Martha, and Richard occupied a second boat that drifted a
few dozen neters ahead of themon the swift current of the Bright Ystroll. In spite of the drought
they had nade splendid tine, since the flood received nost of its water fromthe Al ps, which shone
white in the far south. On the previous night they had pulled up on a wooded gravel bar to sl eep,

t he Bogl e havi ng warned them agai nst canpi ng on shore. They were grateful for their isolation when
they were awakened |l ater by the cries of hyenas. Caude told themthat sone of the Pliocene
species attained the bulk of |arge bears and were active predators as well as scavengers.

For navigation, they had one precious nap. Back at the Tree, Richard had traced pertinent portions
fromthe fading plass of a venerable Kiinmrerley + Frey Strassenkarte von Europa

(Zwei t ausendj ahri ge Ausgabe), which a nostalgic Lowlife treasured as his dearest nenmento of tines
to come. The old road map was dimand difficult to decipher, and C aude had warned Ri chard that
the watershed of the Pliocene Danube was going to be greatly altered during the coming |ce Age by
volunmes of glacial till washing down fromthe Al ps. The tributary streans of the upper Danube that
were shown on the map would |ikely occupy different positions during the Pliocene; and the bed of
the great river itself would lie farther south, twisted all out of recognition. The travelers
could not hope to follow Galactic Age | andmarks to the Ries crater. But there was one precious bit
of data fromthe old map that would have retained its validity over six mllion years: the exact

| ongi t udi nal conmponent in kiloneters between the neridian of H gh Vrazel peak (alias G and Ball on)
and that of the Ries (synbolized on the nmap by the future city of Nordlingen, which lay within
what would be a nere ringwall plain on the Elder Earth). No nmatter how the Ystroll wandered, it
was still bound to cross the Ries neridian. As nearly as Richard had been able to deternmine from
the decrepit plass of the road nap, the linear distance was 260 kil oneters, three and one-half
degrees of longitude east of the "prine neridian" of Hi gh Vrazel.

Ri chard had set his accurate wist chrononmeter for precisely noon at Hi gh Vrazel and had carefully
i mprovi sed a quadrant to nmeasure the solar angle. Every day, the quadrant could be used to tel
them | ocal noontine, and the difference between this and p.m noon shown on the watch could be
used to cal cul ate the | ongitude. Wen they reached the Ries neridian on the Danube, all they had
to do was march due north to reach the crater

One of the figures in the lead boat raised an arm The craft pulled in to shore.

"There's a little break in the northern highlands there," Felice said. "Maybe Richard has deci ded
it's our best bet." Wien they had beached their boat next to the other one, she asked, "Wat d'you
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t hi nk, guys? Is this it?"

"Pretty close, anyhow," Richard said. "And it doesn't look |like too bad a hike, for all it's
uphill. | calculate thirty kiloneters north should hit the lower rim Even if I'ma little off, we
shoul d be able to see the thing fromthe crest of those northern hills. Damm crater's supposed to
be nore than twenty klons wide, after all. How about lunch, while | set up one nobre sun shot?"

"I'"ve got fish," Martha said, raising a string of silvery-brown shapes. "Richard' s excused for his
navi gati ng chores, and that |eaves you two to dig the perishin' bulrushes white Madane and | get
these to grilling."

"Right," sighed C aude and Felice.

They made their fire in a well-shaded spot near the edge of a |l arge grove, dear water cane
trickling down a |inmestone | edge to disappear into a nuddy depression that swarnmed with little
yellow butterflies. After fifteen minutes or so, the delectable snmell of roasting young sal non
cane wafting to the tuber grubbers.

"Come on, Claude," Felice said, sloshing a net full of lunps up and down in the water to rinse
them "We' ve got enough of these things."

The pal eontol ogi st stood quietly, up to his knees in the river anong the tall stalks. "I thought |
heard sonet hing. Probably beavers."
They waded back to the bank where they had | eft their boots. Both pairs were still there, but

sonet hi ng, or sonmeone, had been nessing about with them

"Look here," said Caude, studying the surroundi ng nud.

"Baby footprints!" Felice exclained. "Screw me Wnd! Could there be Howlers or Firvulag in this
country?"

They hurried back to the fire with the tubers. Madane used her farsensing netafunction to scan the
area and professed to sense no exotic beings.

"I't is doubtless some aninal," she said, "with prints that mnmic those of children. A snall bear
per haps. "

"Bears were very rare during the early Pliocene,
is, it's too small to do us any harm?"”

Ri chard canme back to the group and tucked nmap, note-plaque, and quadrant back into his pack
"We're near as damm all," he said. "If we really hunp this afternoon, we might get there fairly
early tonorrow "

"Sit down and have some fish," Martha said. "Doesn't the aroma drive you wild? They say that
salmon is just about the only fish that's nutritionally conplete enough to serve as a steady diet.
Because it has fat as well as protein, you see." She licked her lips, then gave a strangl ed

Claude said. "More likely, ah, well. Whatever it

squeak. "Don't . . . turn . . . around." Her eyes were wide. The rest of themwere sitting on the
side of the fire opposite her. "Right behind you there's a wild rama."

"No, Felice!" O aude hissed, as the athete's nuscles automatically tensed. "It's harni ess.
Everybody turn very slowy."

Martha said, "It's carrying sonething."

The little creature, its body covered with golden-tan fur, stood a short distance back anong the
trees, trenbling noticeably but with an expression of what could only be called determ nati on upon
its face. It was about the size of a six-year-old child and had fully humanoid hands and feet. It
carried two large warty fruits, greenish bronze streaked with dull orange. As the five travelers
regarded it with astoni shnent, the ramapitheci ne stepped forward, placed the fruits on the ground,
t hen drew back.

Wth infinite caution, Caude rose to his feet. The little ape backed up a few paces. C aude said
softly, "Well, hullo there, Ms Thing. W're glad you could stop by for lunch. How s the husband
and kiddies? All well? Alittle hungry in this drought? |I'mnot surprised. Fruit is nice, but
there's nothing like a bit of protein and fat to keep body and soul together. And the m ce and
squirrels and |l ocusts have nostly migrated into the upper valleys, haven't they? Too bad you
didn't go along with them"

He stooped and picked up the fruits. What were they? Melons? Sonme kind of papaw? He carried them
back to the fire and took two of the |larger sal non and wapped themin an el ephant-ear |eaf. He
put the fish down in the exact spot where the fruit had been and withdrew to his place by the
fire.

The ranapithecus stared at the bundle. She reached out, touched a greasy fish-head, and put the
finger into her mouth. Gving a | ow crooning call, she everted her upper lip

Felice grinned back. She drew her dirk, hefted one of the fruits, and sliced it open. A nouth-
wat ering sweet snell arose fromthe yellow sh-pink flesh. Felice cut off a tiny slice and took a
bite of it. "Yum"

The rama clucked. She picked up the package of fish, everted her |ips over her small teeth once
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again, and ran away into the trees.

Felice called out, "G ve our regards to King Kong!"

"That was the damedest thing," Richard said. "Smart, aren't they?"

"Qur direct hominid ancestors."” Claude stirred up" the tubers.

"W had them for servants in Finiah," Martha said. "They were very gentle and cleanly little
things. Tinmid, but they would work conscientiously at the tasks given themby torc wearers."

"How were they cared for?" O aude asked, curious. "Like little people?"

"Not really.” Martha said. "They had a kind of barn adjacent to the house, where they lived in
partitioned stalls, alnost like the small cave roons filled with straw. They were nobnoganous, you
see, and each famly had to have its own apartnment. There were conmunity areas, too, and dormtory
nooks for the singletons. The childless adults worked for about twelve hours, then canme hone to
eat and sleep. The nothers would care for their young for three years, and then put themin charge
of "aunties', old fenmales who acted for all the world |ike schoolteachers. The aunties and ot her
very old nales and females played with the children and cared for them when the parents were
absent. You could see that the parents were unhappy at having to leave the little ones, but the
call of the torccouldn't be denied. Still, the rama-keepers told ne that the auntie systemwas a
variant of one used by the creatures in the wild. It generally produced well-adjusted individuals.
The Tanu have raised ranas in captivity for as long as they've lived on this planet."

"Those sounds they make," C aude said. "Could ordinary bare-necked peopl e such as yourself

communi cate wi th thenP"

Mart ha shook her head. "They answered to their names, and there were perhaps a dozen sinple voice
comands they'd respond to. But the principal nmeans of conmunicating with themwas through the
torc. They could grasp very conplex nental conmands. And of course they were trained with the

pl easure-pain circuitry so that they required little supervision for routine tasks such as
housewor k. "

Madanme shook her head slowy. "So close to humanity, and yet so far away fromus. Their life span
is only fourteen or fifteen years in captivity. Probably less in the wild. So fragile, so helpless-
seeni ng! How did they ever survive the hyenas, the bear-dogs, the sabertooth cats, and other
nmonst er s?"

"Brains," Richard said. "Look at that one who cane to us. Her famly won't be hungry tonight.
There's natural selection working right in front of us. That little ape is a survivor."

Felice looked at himwith a wi cked expression. "I thought | noticed a fanily resenblance ... Here
you go, Captain Blood. Have some of your great-great-et-cetera grandmother's fruit for dessert "
They |l eft the Danube behind them and wal ked. It felt like the tenperature was over forty in the
Sept enber sun, but their adapted bodies could take it. Over the sunburnt grass, through thickets
of brittle nmaquis, over boulders in the dry watercourses they wal ked. Richard had set their goal
the notch between two long hills that lay due north beyond slowy rising land with hardly a patch
of shade and no water at all. They stripped to shorts, backpacks, and broad-brinmred hats. Madane
passed a precious squeeze-bottle of sunburn cream Richard |led and Felice took the rear, the
athlete ranging out tirelessly to be sure that no aninal stalked them and to search, without |uck
as it turned out, for some spring or other source of water. Between the two inarched O aude and
Madane, supporting Martha between them The engi neer becane weaker as the hot hours of hiking
accumul at ed; but she refused to | et them sl ow down. None of themwanted to stop, in spite of the
fact that there seemed to be nothing ahead of thembut the dry stubbly upland reaching to the
undul ati ng horizon. Above it hung a pale-yellow, pitiless sky.

At last the sun dropped |ow and the sky turned to a light green. Madane called a halt near a rock-
choked ravine where they could at |east relieve thenselves in privacy. Madane | ed Martha off and
when the two returned, the old worman's face was grim

"She is henorrhagi ng again," she told Caude. "Shall we stop here? Or shall we make again a litter
fromone of the cots?"

They deci ded upon the lifter. While there was still daylight, they wanted to press on. Just a few
kil ometers farther and they woul d reach the brow of the hills.

They continued on as they had done earlier in the journey, one at each corner of the nodified cot
Martha lay with her lower lip clanped between her teeth, twin spots of bright rose on her pate
cheeks the badges of her nortification. But she said nothing. The heavens turned to ultranarine
and then to indigo, and the first stars appeared. However, they could still see well enough to
wal k and so they kept going, higher and higher, closer to the notch

At last they were at the sutmit. The four of themset the litter down and hel ped Martha to her
feet so that she could stand with them and | ook northward. About five kiloneters away and j ust
slightly bel ow the pass where they rested was a |long ranpart It reared up fromthe countryside
behind the Iine of hills in a virtual jungle of spiny maquis scrub and curved away on both sides
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in a great arc that eventually nmelted into the northern horizon. The bare lip of the crater

gl eaned pate in the dusk

Felice took Richard s head between her hands and kissed Us nmouth, standing on tiptoe. "You did it!
Ri ght on the nose, buccaneer-baby, you did it!"

"Wen, I'Il be dammed," said the pirate.

"I don't think so." Cdaude's broad Slavic face wore an exultant soafe. "Ch, Madame. The Snip's

G ave!" Martha's voice broke her eyes spilled tears. "And now, now. "

"Now we will make canp," the Frenchwonan said practically. "W will rest well and recover our
strength. For tonorrow, our work really begins."

The skel eton had been laid out in state in the belly conpartnent of the fifth flyer that they

i nspect ed.

Unli ke the other craft, which had had their hatches closed, the sepul chre of Lugonn was w de open
to the elenents. For |long years the mammal s, birds, and insects of the maquis had nmade free with
it. Felice had, as always, been first up the boarding | adder of the exotic craft. Her cry of
triunph at finally finding the remains of the Tanu hero was foll owed by a tortured how that

rai sed the neck hairs of the other four nenbers of the expedition

"He has no torc! No torc!"

"Angel i que!" C aude shouted in alarm "Reach out and stop her doing any harmin there!"

"No . . . tore!" A shriek of diabolic rage echoed within the flying nachine and there was a

t huddi ng sound. As Richard and C aude cl anbered up the | adder, Madane Guderi an stood beneath the
shadow of the netal bird' s w ngs, eyes wide, nmouth drawn into a strained grimce, both hands
clenching the gold at her throat. It took every bit of her coercive nmetafunction to restrain
Felice, to force the girl to back off fromthe instinctive urge to destroy the source of her
frustration. Driven by furious disappointment, the athlete's latencies trenbled on the brink of
operancy. The old woman felt her own ultrasenses being tested to the linmt. She held, pressed the
vol canic thing that withed within her mnd-grasp while at the same tinme her tel epathic voice
cried: Wait! Wait! We will all search! Wit!

Felice let go her opposition so abruptly that Madane CGuderian staggered backward and col | apsed
into Martha's frail arns.

"Ckay!" Richard shouted from above. "I popped her one. She's out cold!"

"But did she ruin anything?" Martha called, easing Madane to the dusty ground.

"Doesn't look like it," Richard replied "Get up here Marty, and have a look at this frigger
yoursel f. Like sonething out of a goddamfairy tale."

Felice lay in a heap on the far side of the flyer's belly conpartnment, which nmeasured about three
by six. She had nanaged to seize Lugonn's helnmeted skull and dash it to the desk in a paroxysm of
rage; but the interior of the ancient craft was so deep in dust, aninmal droppings, and other
organic trash that the relic had come to no harm d aude knelt down and restbred the head to its
pl ace. Resting on his haunches, he studied the legend laid out before him

Lugonn's arnor, heavily jeweled and filmed with gold, was now so di med and crusted that his bones
could barely be discerned within the articul ated plates and scales of glass. The crystalline

hel met, crested with a peculiar heraldic animal, was a baroque and incredibly intricate piece of
craftsmanshi p, so gorgeous, even coated with grine, that one forgot that it had a utilitarian
purpose: to deflect photonic beans. Carefully, Caude raised the visor and unfastened the
over | appi ng gorget plates and hi nged cheekpi eces. Lugonn's skull was mnutilated by a great wound,
perfectly circular and a full twelve centinmeters in dianeter, which drilled through the naso-
orbitaf region and obliterated the rear of the skull opposite the eyes.

"So that nmuch of the tale was true," the old man nur nmured.

He coul d not resist inspecting the skull for nonhuman attributes. Mst of the differences were
subtle; but the Tanu had possessed only thirty teeth and he had been notably | ongheaded as well as
massively built. Aside fromanonmalies in the positions of sone cranial sutures and the nenta
foram na, the Tanu skull seened al nost conpl etely humanoi d.

Ri chard stared about the conpartnent, noting the adobe wasp nests that crusted al nost every
surface, the shredded bul khead i nsul ati on, the exposed ceram framework of once | uxurious cabin
appoi ntnents. There was even a beehive in one of the open forward | ockers.

"Well, we don't have a prayer of getting this sucker off the ground. W'Il|l have to go back to one
of the others."

Mart ha was digging in the nounds of rubbish on the left side of the skeleton in arnor. She gave a
satisfied cry. "Look here! Help me get it out of the garbage, Richard!"

"The Spear!" He hel ped her push away the noldy ness. Ina few mnutes the two of themhad laid bare
a slender instrunment nearly a neter taller than the great skeleton, connected by a cable near the
butt to a large jewel ed box that had once been worn at Lugonn's waist. The box straps had now
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di sintegrated, but the glassy surface of the box and the Spear itself did not seemto be corroded.
Mart ha wi ped hands on hips. "That's it, all right Zapper and powerpack. Careful of those studs
there on the upper arnrest, lovie. Even cruddled up as they are, they mght still trigger the
thing."

"But how," O aude narvel ed softly, "how did he ever pull the trigger on hinsel f?"

"Ch, for chrissake," said Richard. "Forget that and help us get the thing outside before our
little butch Gol dil ocks wakes up and goes bonkers again."

"I am awake," Felice said. She massaged the point of her chin, where a bruise was fornming. "I'm
sorry about that. | won't lose control again. And no hard feeling for the love-tap, Captain
Bl ood. "

Madane Guderian cane slowy up the boarding | adder. Her eyes rested briefly on the gl ass-arnored
skel eton and then passed to Felice. "Ah. nma petite. What are we going to do with you?" A sadness
wei ght ed her voi ce.

The girl got up and displayed a ganmine grin. "I didn't really spoil anything with my little tenper
fit. And | guarantee it won't happen again. Let's forget it." She prow ed about the flyer
interior, kicking at the trash. "I expect the torc's around here sonepl ace. Maybe sone critter

carried it away fromthe skeleton and stashed it in another part of the ship."

Cl aude took up the pack and started to descend the | adder while Richard and Martha followed with
the still-tethered weapon, not wanting to risk disconnecting the cable.

Madane regarded the skeleton. "So here you lie, Shining Lugonn. Dead before the adventures of your
exi |l ed people had scarcely begun. Your tonb defiled by (he little vermn of Earth, and now by us."
Shaki ng her head, she turned to descend the | adder. Felice sprang to the old woman's assi st ance.
"I've a wonderful idea, Madane! | won't be any use working on the aircraft or the Spear. So when
I'"'mnot needed for canp chores or hunting, |'Il come here and clean this place outl'll make it al
neat agai n and polish his golden glass arnor, and when we | eave, we can close the hatch."

"Yes." Madanme Cuderi an nodded. "It would be a fitting work."

"I'"d have to nove all this rubbish anyway," Felice added, "when I was |ooking for the torc. It

must be here sonewhere. No Tanu or Firvulag would have dared to take it. | know I'Il find it."
St andi ng on the ground now, Madane | ooked up at Felice, so snall, so w nsone, so dangerous.
"Perhaps you will. But if you don't? What then?"

The girl was calm "Wy, then I'Il have to hold King Yeochee to his pronmise, that's all."

Ri chard said, "How about getting down here and giving us a hand, kid? You can nmoon around with
your ancient astronaut all you want when we get a work canmp set up. Cone on, we're going to nove
back to the last bird inline. See if you can carry this whole Spear rig by yourself, wll you?
She's an awkward bitch for a two-nan tote."

Felice dropped lightly down fromthe belly hatch, hoisted the eighty-kilo powerpack in one arm
and stood while C aude and Richard bal anced the | ong weapon on her opposite shoul der.

"l can nanage," she said. "But God knows how that ol d boy ever used this gadget in a running
fight. He must have been quite a lad! Just wait till I find his torc."

Cl aude and Madane | ooked at each other wordl essly for a nmoment, then hel ped Martha gather up their
things. They began the hal f-kilonmeter trudge back along the crater Iip to the Nunber Four
Aircraft.

Madanme sai d, "We have been fortunate, finding the Spear so readily. But there is another factor
that may preclude an attack on Finiah this year."

"And that is?" C aude inquired.

"The matter of who shall fly the ancient craft during the actual firefight." She | ooked back over
her shoul der at Richard, who was supporting Martha. "You will recall that he agreed nerely to fly
t he machi ne back to the Vosges. If we nust train another pilot for the battle."

Mart ha had heard every word, of course. She turned to the ex-spacer with a stricken expression
Richard gave a terse little bark of laughter. "Mudanme, you prove it again and again. You're no
mnd reader. Dyou really think I'd mss our little war?"

Mart ha clutched himtighter and whi spered sonething to him Madane said nothing, but as she turned
away fromthemto resune the narch along the rimtrail, she snmiled

After a while, Richard said, "There's sonething el se we ought to think about, though. Wuldn't it
be best if we concentrate first on fixing up the flyer and hold off on the Spear until we get back
home? Today is Septenber twenty-second and the little King said that the Truce begi ns on Cctober
first. We're cutting things dam short if the spooks are gonna need a week to nobilize. And what
about getting your people ready, Madane? And working out the tactics for the iron weapons, if they
got 'enP Seens to ne, the faster we get outa here, the nore tine'll be left for organizing. And
back at your village, Martha- can get proper nedical care from Anerie. Maybe sonebody |ike Khalid
Khan could help out with the Spear repairs, too."
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It was Martha who denurred. "Don't forget we've got to test the Spear. We nust get it working,
then install it in the aircraft sonehow and try it out fromthe air. If this zapper is as powerful
as | think it is, every Tanu with a mcrogramof f arsense would be able to detect its
atnospherics if we shot it off within a hundred kl ons of the Vosges."

"God, yes," Richard said, crestfallen. "I forgot about that."

Madane said, "W nust do the best we can to put both flyer and Spear in working order before we

| eave this place. As for those back hone, we will trust Peo to have everything in readi ness. He
knows every nuance of the plan against Finiah. If we have even one day remaining before the start
of the Truce, we wul still mount the attack."
"Well, let's get hopping then!" Felice said. She broke into a brisk trot, leaving the rest of them
straggling far behind. They saw her wave at thembriefly fromthe vicinity of the neighboring
flyer, then vani sh down the outside of the crater into the scrub. When they reached the great

metal bird, they found the Spear placed carefully in the shadow of its wings. Beside it, scratched
in the dust, was a nessage:

Gone hunting.
"For what?" Richard wondered cynically. Then he and Martha clinbed up the | adder of the

undi sturbed aircraft, opened the sinple hatch | ock, and di sappeared inside.

CHAPTER EI GHT

It took three days to get the flyer airborne.

Ri chard had known that these exotic craft were gravo-nmagnetic the noment he had | ooked inside the
first specinen. The flight deck and passenger conpartnent of the thirty-neter bird had sinple easy-
seats, not acceleration couches. Ergo, "inertial ess" drive, the universal propul sion systemfor
aircraft and subl um nal spaceships of the Galactic MIlieu, which enabl ed al nost instantaneous
accel eration or deceleration in apparent defiance of gravity-inertia. The odds seemed good t hat
the exotics had tapped the key forces of the universe in much the sane "cabl ecar” fashion as the
engineers of the Mlieu. Richard and Martha had warily opened one of the sixteen power-nodul es of
what they hoped was the flux-tap generator, using the flyer's own tools. They found to their
relief that the liquid within was water. No matter that the thingumries generating the rho-field
reticula were concentric spheres within spheres instead of the stacked crystalline bl ades of the
anal ogous M lieu device; the principle, and the basic operation, had to be the sane. Wen the
generator was fueled with good old aqua pura, this exotic bird would very likely go.

Claude rigged up a still and tended the ever-bubbling deca-nole pot while Richard and Martha
traced the control circuitry and made sense of the quaint in-ship environmental system which was
capabl e of recharging itself once they got a little water into the powerplant. After one day of
fiddling with the alien controls, Richard felt confident enough to carry on with the analysis
alone, letting Martha transfer her efforts to the Spear. For safety's sake, on the off chance that
the flyer m ght blow during one of the groundside tests, they transferred the work canp to a shelf-
like clearing in the maqufa several klons downsl ope fromthe aircraft, where a spring gushed
through the crater wall

On the evening of the third day, as they gathered around the canpfire, Richard announced that the
anci ent machine was ready for its first flight test.

"I'"ve scraped nost of the lichen off and dug all the bird and bug nests out of the vents. She
seens dam near good as new, for all her thousand years of squatting."

"How about the control s?" C aude asked. "Are you sure you've figured them out?"

"I turned off all the audibles, of course, since they weren't speaking ny | anguage. But the flight
instrumentation is nostly graphic, so | can get by. Can't read the altineter, but there's a
terrain-cl earance and position nonitor that shows a nice picture, and eyeballs were nmade before
digitals anyhow. Numeral wi se, the engine cluster is hopel ess. But each reader is equipped with
three idiot lights, cyan, anber, and violet for go, watch-it, and bye-bye. So I should do al

right there too. My big problemis going to be the wings. Putting wings on a gravo-mag aircraft is
weird! They nust be a cultural relic. Maybe these fol ks just enjoyed gliding!"

"Richard," Martha said breathlessly. 'Take ne with you tonorrow. "

"Ch, Marty-babe." he began

Madane intervened. "You may not, Martha. There is a risk, even though Richard is confident."
"She's right,"” he said, taking Martha's hand. It was cold in spite of the warm evening. The
firelight threw cruel shadows on the engi neer's sunken cheeks and eyes. "Once |'ve checked her
out, then we'll go for a spin. Promise. W can't |et anything happen to you, kid... Wwo'd put that
damm zapper back together? "

Mart ha noved closer to Richard and stared into the fire. "I think the Spear will work. The

power pack shows hal f-charge, which is really remarkabl e, and none of the tiny little interna
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conmponents of the [ance unit seens to have been damaged. The main difficulties have been cl eaning
out the barrel and replacing the chewed-up cable. It was lucky that the flyer had sone stuff that
seened conpatible. 1'll need one nore day to finish and reassenble, and then we can test it and
begi n practice."

"How powerful do you think it will be?" C aude asked

"There are several options, | believe," the engineer said. "The |owest setting is the only one

| acki ng a capl ock, so they might have used that for their ritual fighting. 1'd guess its power to
be within light-pistol range. The four higher settings under the | ock rmust have been for specia
purposes. At the top of the line, we could have us a portabl e photon cannon.™

Ri chard whi st ed.

"I don't think we dare test it on max unless, we want to risk draining the powerpack," Mrtha

sai d.

"No chance of recharging? " asked Richard.

"I can't get the pack open," she admitted. "It takes a special tool and | was afraid to lark
around with it. W'Ill just have to save our big zap for the war."

The gnarl ed branches of the maquis burned with a pungent resinous odor, snapping and throw ng
sparks that had to be snmacked out. Only a few insects buzzed in the drought-stricken jungle. Wen
it was full dark, the remaining birds and snmall mammals in the area would cone to the spring to
drink, and Felice and her bow woul d gl ean food for tonorrow.

The bl onde athlete said, "I have Lugonn's place nearly clean now. There's no sign of the torc."
Only Martha was able to voice a regret.

Ri chard said, "Should be plenty of the things |ying around if we nmake good at Finiah. You won't
have to beg the little King for one. Just reach down on the battlefield and grab."

"Yes," sighed Felice.

"How have you planned to nount the Spear, Richard?" O aude asked. "I can't see how we could rig up
a pilot-operated trigger given the short tine we have left "

"There's really only one way to handle it. | hover the aircraft and sonebody el se shoots the
zapper out the open belly hatch. | suppose we could trust one of Chief Burke's bully boys to."
The old man said softly, "Every exopal eontol ogi st knows how to handl e big zappers. How do you
think we cut the rocks to get the specinens out? |'ve carved up a fewcliffs in ny day, even noved
a nountain now and then to get at some really choice fossils."

Ri chard chortled. "I'lIl be dammed. Okay, you're hired. W'll be a two-man crew. "

"Three," said Madane. "You will need nme to provide a nmetapsychic screen for the flyer."
"Angel i que!" C aude protested.

"There is no helping it," she said. "Velteyn and his Flying Hunt would see you hovering there."
"You're not going!" the old man stornmed. "Not a chance! We'll come over Finiah at high altitude,
then drop down vertically and take 'em by surprise.”

"You won't." Madame was inplacable. "They will detect you hovering. W can only hope to surprise
themif 1 conceal the vessel netapsychically during its initial maneuvers. | nust go. There is
nothing nore to be said.”

Claude got to his feet and stood hul king over her. "The hell there isn't. Do you think I'd let you
fly into the middle of a fire-fight? Richard and | have one chance in a hundred of getting out
with whole skins. We're going to need every gram of concentration to do the job and then get out.
W can't afford to be worrying about you."

"Tchah! Worry about yourself. Radoteurl Wo is the | eader of this group? C est noi! Wose plan is
it, de toute facon, for the entire attack? Mne! | go!"

"I won't let you, you stubborn old she-gorf!"

"Try to stop nme, senile Yankee-Pol ack viellardl"

" Shrew "

"Sal aud! "

"Bal | -breaking old bat!"

"Espece de con!"

"Shut the hell up!" thundered Felice. "The pair of you are as bad as Richard and Martha!"

The pirate grinned and Martha turned away, nibbling her |ip to suppress |laughter. O aude's face
bl ackened wi th enbarrassed rage, and Madane was stunned out of her hauteur

Richard said, "You two listen to roe. The rho-field of the flux-tapper will prevent any of the
Tanu Hunt fromtouching the aircraft. It'll probably deflect |ances and arrows and whatnot, too
So all we really have to worry about is nmental attack. For countering that, our only hope is
Madane' s net apsychic screen.”

“I'f | had a torc ..." Felice nuttered.

Ri chard asked Madane, "How | ong can you hol d out against a bunch of 'enf"
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"I don't know," she adnitted. "W will be disguised as vapor until we direct the first blasts at
the city wall. Then they will know an eneny is there, and many minds will be brought to bear upon
my little screen. It is certain to be pierced. W can hope that this will happen after we strike
at the nmine. Once this is done, we can flee at top speed.™

"How fast can Velteyn's outfit fly, anyhow?" Richard asked

"Not much faster than a chaliko at full gallop. The nmind of this Tanu chanpion is able to levitate
his own steed and those of twenty-one warriors through PK, psychokinesis. There is only one other
who i s capable of such a feat and that is Nodonn, the Tanu Battl emaster and Lord of Goriah in
Brittany. He can support fifty. There are others who can levitate thenselves individually and a
few who can carry one or two other persons. But none is strong enough to support nany riders save
t hese two."

"I'f | had a torc!" Felice wailed. "Oh, wait! Just wait!"

"We'll leave "emin the dust," R chard scoffed. "A couple of zaps to take out the wall on either
end of the city, maybe one for the Tanu quarter to denoralize the opposition, then the big zorch
for the mne. If that Spear really is a portable cannon, we can nelt the place to a slag heap."”
"And cone hone safely ourselves," Caude said, staring into the fire. "Wile our friends fight it
out on the ground."

"Velteyn will try to defend his realm" Madane warned them "He is exceptionally strong in
creativity, and there are strong coercers in his conpany. W will be in great danger.

Neverthel ess, we will go. And we will succeed." There was a |l oud snap and an enber flew through
the air like a neteor, landing in front of the old wonan. She got up and stanped upon it with
great thoroughness. "I believe it is tinme for us to retire. W will want to get up early for

Richard's test flight"
Martha rose from her place and said to Richard, "Come for a little walk with me before we settle

down." "Conserve your strength, ch,rie," Madane warned.

"We'll just go a little way," Richard said.

He slipped one armaround the engineer's waist to steady her. They went out of the pool of
firelight, leaving the others still talking, and wal ked to the far side of the canmp clearing. Only
stars illumned the tangle of nmaquis, for the new noon had gone down. Above them was the overgrown
slope with its narrowtrail leading to the crater rim They could not see the refurbished flyer,

but they knew it was up there waiting.

"We've been happy, Richard. Can you figure it? A pair like us."

"Two of a kind, Marty. | |ove you, babe. | never thought it could happen.™

"All you needed was a good ol d-fashi oned sexy girl."

"Fool ." he said, and kissed her eyes and cold |ips.

"When it's all over, do you think we could cone back?"

"Back?" he repeated stupidly.

"After the Finiah attack. You know we're going to have to teach others howto fly the machine and
maintain it so that they can carry out the other two phases of Madanme's plan. But you and

needn't worry about those. Wl | have paid our dues. W can have themfly us back here, and
then..."

She turned to himand he held her. Too frail and racked by cranps and henorrhage to endure any
further intercourse, she had still insisted upon consoling him They spent every night in each
other's arns, sharing one of the decanole huts.

"Don't worry, Marty. Amerie will know how to fix you up for good. We'll come back here sonehow and
get a flyer just for ourselves and find us a good place to live. No nore Tanu, no nore Firvul ag or
Howl ers, no nore people at all. Just you and me. W'll find a place. | promise."

"I love you, Richard," she said. "Watever happens, we've had this."

In the norning. Richard waved goodbye to the others and went up to where the bird stood. It stil

| ooked pretty scruffy in spite of the scraping, but he'd soon fix that.

He settled into the pilot's seat and patted the console in the nanner of an equestrian soothing a
skittish nount "Ch, you beautiful, droop-snoot, sw vel-w nged thing. You wouldn't badass the old
Cap' n woul d you? Course not. W're gonna fly today!"

He Iit her up and went through the checklist. A faniliar sweet humof rho-field generators canme to
himthere on the flight deck and he grinned at the thought of nicroscopic thernonucl ear reactions
hitting nicely on all sixteen, ready to weave a net of subtle forces that would free the neta

bird fromgravity's domain. Al of the engine idiot Iights gl eaned cyan-for-go. Keeping her firmy
latched to Earth, he fed juice to the external web. The bird's scabby skin glowed faintly purplish
in the bright sunshine as the rho-field reticula clothed it lightly. Al the crud that he'd been
unabl e to renove sizzled away, |eaving the surface a snooth ceranetal black, just what you'd
expect for an aircraft with orbiter capability.
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He cut in the environmental system O©h, yeah, little bluey-green lights telling himthat no matter
where the ship carried him his |life would be duty supported. Ease off on the field-web runup
Crank back the wings to minimmarea until he got used to them No use risking overcontrol on his
mai den flight, wallowing all over the sky like a shot duck. Gotta do this with class, Cap'n

Voor hees.

Ckay. .. okay... and upsy dai sy!

Straight up and dead | evel and hold at squiggl e-hundred neters according to the readout on the

i ndeci pherable altineter display. Call it 400. Down below, the Ries crater was a great blue cup
with little spread-w nged birds strung around its western |ip, politely waiting for perm ssion to
drink. There were forty-two of them with one m ssing where a section of the rimhad collapsed in
a landslide, and one enpty slot for his own aircraft.

Damm t hose wi ngs when the wi nd caught himat hover! He'd better nove. Slowy . . . slowy . .
bank and zoom Figure eight and vertical five and stop and start and swoop and glide and pendul um
arc and, hot damm, he was doing it!

Down on the ground, four snmall figures were junping up and down. He did a creditable imtation of
a wing-waggle to let them know that he had seen them then | aughed out I oud.

"And now, ny friends, fare thee well, for | nust | eave you! We'll save the touch-and-goes for
|ater. Now the old Cap'n is gonna give hinself a few lessons in howto drive this here flying
machi ne! "

He slamred the rho-field into full inertial ess web, stuck a burr under her tail, and took off
vertically for the ionosphere.

CHAPTER NI NE

Woul d vol unteers conme?

As the days of Septenber dwi ndled and the preparations at Hi dden Springs were conpleted, this
question was paranount anong the followers of Madane Guderian. Her influence, and indeed, the
benefits of her Firvul ag-Hunan Entente, did not extend nmuch farther than the tiny settlenents of
the Vosges and the upper Sadne wil derness, a region that would be able to nuster not nore than 100
fighters. Communication with other Lowife enclaves was nini mal because of the danger from Hunts,
gray-tore patrols, How ers, and even nom nal subjects of King Yeochee who were reluctant to give
up their human-harassi ng ways.

Bef ore | eaving High Vrazel, Madane and Chi ef Burke had di scussed this problemw th the shrewd old
Battl emaster of the shape-changers, Pallol One-Eye. It had been agreed that the only hope for
recruitment of nore distant humans lay in the hands of the Firvulag. Only the illusion-spirners
coul d hope to shepherd groups of Lowife fighters fromthe far villages to Hi dden Springs in tine
for the Finiah attack; but it was clearly going to take nore than a sinple call to arnms to budge
skeptical humans fromtheir swanps or mountain fastnesses, especially if the invitation to the war
was delivered by the little exotics.

Madane and Peo had recorded joint appeals on AV letter-plaques and | eft these with Pall ol

however, the Firvul ag messengers woul d have to establish credibility for the enterprise, and to
this end a certain stratagem proposed by the Battle-master was ultimately agreed upon. At the sane
time that Madane's expedition |left H gh Vrazel for the Ship's G ave, picked Firvul ag teans,

i ncludi ng King Yeochee's npost tactful Gand Conbat referees, had set out on journeys to the south
and west to sumon all of the Lowives in the known world to participate in the strike agai nst

Fi ni ah

The Little People went laden with gifts. And it happened that | onely huddl es of cabins tucked away
among t he vol canoes of the Massif Central were visited at night by benevol ent pixies. Bags of
finely milled flour, flagons of honey and w ne, |uscious cheeses, candy, and other rare dainties
appear ed nysteriously on human doorsteps. M ssing geese and sheep unaccountably found their way
back to their pens; even |lost children were gui ded hone safely by butterflies or will-0'-the-

wi sps. On the nountain slopes of the Jura, a poorly tanned deerskin pegged to the wall of a
Lowl i fe hovel night disappear, and in its place the delighted inhabitants would di scover well -
cobbl ed boots, fur jerkins, and butter-soft suede garments. Deep in the swanps of the Paris basin,
the fen-dwellers would find that rotting punts were exchanged for new decanol e di nghies stol en
from Tanu caravans; great nets of waterfow were left where outlaw human hunters could find them
pl ass containers of Survival Unit insect-repellent, nore precious than rubies, appeared on the

wi ndowsills of the stilt-legged marshl and houses where no passerby coul d possi bly have reached. In
scores of Lowife settlenments, humans were anazed when odd jobs were done by invisible hel pers.
Sick fol ks were nursed by elfin wonen who vani shed with the dawn; broken things were nended; enpty
|l arders were filled; and always there were gifts, gifts, gifts.

Finally, when the Firvul ag nmessengers ventured to appear en clair and present the awesone pl an of
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Madane Cuderian (who was, of course, known to all of the fugitives), the Lowlives were at | east
willing to listen. Fewer nunbers agreed to respond to the appeal for fighting volunteers, for
there were many enotional burn-outs and physical cripples anmong them as well as a sizable
percentage who cared only for their own skins. But the bolder, the healthier, and the nore
idealistic spirits were fired by the notion of striking a blow against the hated Tanu, while
others agreed to participate in the attack when the subject of | oot was delicately broached. So
the Firvul ag enmissaries began to return, and those at H dden Springs exulted because they brought
with thema total of nearly 400 men and wonen recruited from places as far away as Bordeaux and
Al bion and the tidal estuaries of the Anversion Sea, These were wel coned in the nane of Free
Humanity, briefly trained, and equi pped with weapons of bronze and vitredur. None of the
newconers, it had been agreed, would be told of the iron until the very day of the attack; and
only the nost conmpetent of the volunteer fighters would be arnmed with the precious netal.

The secret staging area in the Rhineland bottonms opposite Finiah was in a state of full readi ness
by the mddle of the |ast week in Septenber. Lowife warriors and a contingent of crack Firvul ag
stalwarts were poised to cross the river in sailing lighters belonging to the Little People. The
boats woul d be disguised as blobs of mst for as |long as the nost powerful Tanu did not

consci ously seek to penetrate them Another Firvulag force was conceal ed farther upstreamin a
second canp, prinmed to strike at the second break in the city wall, which was supposed to be nmade
roughly opposite to the main thrust.

Tactics and targets had been deci ded upon and | ogistic preparations were conplete. Al-that

remai ned was the arrival of the Spear of Lugonn

"The Hunt flies tonight, Peopeo Moxnmox Burke." It was very dark in the cypress swanp, for the noon
was down. Chief Burke focused his night ocular on the activity across the river. The high, narrow
necked peninsul a upon which the Tanu city perched was, as always, ablaze with an incredible

di splay of colored lights. The much sharper vision of Pallol One-Eye had al ready di scerned what
the Chief now viewed through his scope: a glow ng procession rising fromthe topnost parapet of
House Velteyn. It spiraled slowy toward the zenith, the figures of the Flying Hunt distinct even
at a distance of two kilometers. Tanu riders whose faceted arnor flashed every color of the

rai nbow nmount ed upward on great white chalikos. The | egs of the steeds punped in unison as they
galloped into the airy darkness. There were twenty-one knights in the train and another who forged
ahead to lead them his billowi ng cloak stream ng back |ike a conet tail of vaporous silver. From
the di stance cane the faint notes of a horn

"They're turning south, Battlemaster," said Burke.

Beside him Pallol One-Eye nodded, he who had seen 600 winters upon his own far world and nore
than a thousand orbits of the nearly seasonless Pliocene Earth. He was taller than the Native
Anerican and nearly tw ce as massive, and he noved as fluidly as the bl ack nan-sized otters of the
riverine jungle whose form three tinmes magnified, he often adopted. H s right eye was a great orb
of gold with an iris colored deep red; the left eye was hidden by a jewel ed bl ack | eather patch

It was whispered that when he lifted that patch in battle, his glance was nore deadly than a
thunderbolt, which is to say that the destructive potential of his right-brain's creativity was
second to none anmong the Firvulag and the Tanu. But Pallol One-Eye was an irascible ancient now,
and he had not deigned to soil his obsidian arnor at a Grand Conmbat for nore than twenty years,
unabl e to bear his people's annual humliation. He had found Madane CGuderian's plan agai nst Finiah
to be mldly anusing, and he had acquiesced in a Firvulag rdle when both Yeochee and the young
champi on, Sharn-Mes, decided to support the Lowives. Pallol declared that he would | end the
effort his good advice, and he had done so; but it was unthinkable that he should participate
personally in what he terned "Madane's little war." Mre likely than not, the assault would be

i ndefinitely postponed when the lady failed to return with the vital materiel. And even if she did
bring back the Spear, how could nmere humans hope to wield it effectively agai nst the bravos of
Velteyn? It was a weapon for a hero! And it was all too true that heroes were in short supply
anong this effete younger generation.

"Now they're crossing the Rhine, heading west into the Belfort Gap," Burke said. "No doubt

pl anning to convoy the |last caravan from Castl e Gateway before the Truce."

Still Pallol only nodded.

"The Tanu can't have any inkling of our preparations, Battlemaster. W've carried it off without a
flaw "

This time Pallol |aughed, a grating sound |ike the chafing of |ava bl ocks. "Finiah shines bright
across the river. Leader of Humans. Save your self-congratulation for its snuffing. Madame
Guderian will not return and all of this schening against the tore-wearing Foe will be for
not hi ng. "
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"Perhaps so, Battlenmaster. But even if we don't fight, we've acconplished things that we never
dared dream of before. Nearly five hundred Low i ves have been brought together in a comobn cause
Only a nonth ago, that would have been an idle fancy. W were scattered and afraid, nostly w thout
hope. But not any nore. W know that there is a chance that we can break the Tanu dom nation of
humanity. If you Firvulag help us, we can do it sooner. But even if you break off the alliance,
even if Madane fails to bring back the Spear this year, we'll return to fight again. After this,
humans will never go back to the old tinmd ways. Gthers of us will go searching for the Ship's
Gave if Madane fails. W'll find that anci ent weapon and make it work again, sonething your
peopl e could never do. And if the Spear is gone, if we never find it, we'll use other weapons
until the Tanu slavers are defeated."

"You nmean you will use the blood-netal," said Pallol

Chi ef Burke was silent for a dozen seconds. "You know about the iron."

"The senses of the tore-wearers nay be so puny that they require nachines to sniff the deadly
metal out, but not those of the Firvulag! Your canp reeks of iron."

"We will not use it against our friends. Unless you plan betrayal, you have nothing to fear. The
Firvulag are our allies, our brothers-in-arnms."

"The Tanu Foe are our true brothers and yet we are fated to contend with themeternally. Could it
be ot herwi se between Firvulag and humanity? This Earth is destined to belong to you, and you know
it. I do not believe that humanity will be satisfied in allowing us to share. You will never call
us brothers. You will call us interlopers and try to destroy us."

"l can speak only for nyself," Burke said, "since ny tribe, the Wallawalla, beconmes extinct upon
my death. But there will be no treachery by human against friendly Firvulag as long as | amthe
general of the Lowlives, Pallol One-Eye. | swear it on nmy blood - - which is as red as your own.
As for our never being brothers . . this is a matter I'mstill pondering. There are many different
degrees of kinship."

"So thought our Ship," sighed the old champion. "It brought us here." He tilted his huge head
toward the sky. "But why? Wth so nany other yellow stars in the universe, so nany possible

pl anets, why here, with you? The Ship was instructed to find the best."

"Perhaps," said Peopeo Moxnobx Burke, "the Ship took a |onger view than you."

Al'l day long the birds of prey had circled.

They rode thernmal s above the Vosges woodl and in a neat stack, holding nost of the tine at
altitudes appropriate to their species. Lowest was a wheeling flock of small swallowtailed kites;
above them soared a mated pair of bronze buzzards; the fire-backed eagl es cane next, and then a

| one | ammergeier vulture, mghtiest of the bone crackers. Mst |lofty of all the circling birds
was the one that had initiated the daylong vigil and attracted all of the others. On notionless
wings, it orbited at a height so renote that it was barely visible to watchers on the ground.
Sister Amerie watched the birds through the sparse branches of a stone pine, her tawny cat resting
in her arnms. " 'Werever the body is, there will the eagles be gathered together.' "

"You quote the Christian scriptures,” said dd Man Kawai, who was shading his eyes with a

tremul ous hand. "Do you think the birds are truly clairvoyant? O do they only hope, as we do? It
is late, so late!"

"Cal myoursel f, Kawai-san. |If they get here tonight, there'll be a whole twenty-four-hour day for
the Firvulag to join in the assault. That should be enough. Even if our allies withdraw at sunrise
day after tonorrow, we can still win with the help of the iron."

The ancient continued to fret "Wat can be keeping Madane? It was such a slimhope. And such hard
wor k we have done here in expectation that the hope would be fulfilled!"

Anerie stroked the cat. "If they arrive before dawn tonorrow, the attack can still proceed
according to the second alternative."

"If they arrive. Have you considered the navigation problenf? Richard nust conme first to Hi dden
Springs. But howw Il he find it? Surely these tiny nountain valleys nmust |ook nuch alike fromthe
air, and ours is hidden because of the Hunt Richard will not be able to distinguish our canyon
even in daylight, if he approaches at a high altitude. And he does not dare to fly a | owleve
search, |est the eneny observe him"

Anerie was patient. "Madane will conceal the ship nentally, of course. Cal myourself. This
constant worry is bad for your health. Here, pet the cat. It's very soothing. Wen you stroke the
fur, you generate negative ions."

" Ahsodesuka?"

"We can hope that the flyer would be equipped with an infrared scanner for night flight, just as
our eggs of the twenty-second century were. Even with all of our fighters gone, there are stil
more than thirty warm bodi es here in Hidden Springs. Richard will sniff us out"
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A d Man Kawai sucked in his breath. A horrible thought of a new sort crossed his nind. "The

nmet apsychi ¢ conceal nent of the aircraft! If its volune is nmore than about ten cubic meters, Madane
will be unable to render it invisible! She win only be able to disguise it sonehow and hope that
the Tanu do not concentrate their perceptive powers too closely upon it. What if the machine is so
| arge that her faculties are insufficient to invest h with a plausible illusion?"

"She'll think of sonething."

"It is a great danger," he npaned. The little cat gave hima |long-suffering gl ance as his hand
essayed a few nervous pats. "The Flying Hunt could even discover the aircraft while it rests here!
Al that is needed is for Velteyn to descend for a close | ook at nmy poor canoufl age nets. They are
pat hetic things."

"Adequat e for night conceal ment Velteyn has no infrared, thank God. And he al nbst never cones this

far west nowadays. Stop your fussing! You'll stew yourself into cardiac arrest. \Were's your
jiriki?"

"I ama foolish, useless old man. | would not be here in the first place if | were able to rule
myself through Zen . . . The nets, if they fail their purpose, the fault will be ny own! The

di shonor!"

Aneri e gave an exasperated sigh. She thrust the cat at Kawai "Take Deej into Madame's cottage and
gi ve her sone leftover fish. Then hold her on your |ap and cl ose your eyesand pet her and think of
an those lovely Tri-D s that used to conme rolling off your assenbly lines in GCsaka."

The old man giggled. "A substitute for counting sheep? Yatte mnmasu! It may serve to tranquilize
me, at that. As you say, there is still time to nmount the attack... Come, kitty. You will share
your val ued negative ions with nme."

He pottered off, but turned after a few steps to say with a sly grin, "However, one incongruity
remai ns. Forgive ny flaunting of the obsol ete technol ogy, Amerie-san, but even the | ow i est

el ectronicist knows that it is quite inpossible for negative ions to be cat-ions!"

"You get out of here, Ad Man!"

Tittering, he disappeared into the cottage.

Areri e wal ked down the canyon past the huts and cottages, nodding and waving to the few people
who. like herself, could not resist watching the sky while they waited and prayed. The last of the
abl e- bodi ed men and wonen had marched off under Uwe's comrand three days ago. and the deadline for
the optimal two-day assault had conme and gone. But there was stifl tune to execute the one-day
attack. At dawn tonorrow, it could be that human beings would unite together for the first tinme on
this Exile world to challenge their oppressors.

Ch, Lord, let it happen. Let Madanme and the rest of themget here in timne!

It was getting cooler as the sun descended, and soon the thermals, those buoyant upwellings of
heated air, would fade away conpletely and the soaring raptors would have to cone back to earth.
Anerie cane to her secret place beneath a | ow but open-arned juniper and |ay down) face to the
sky, to pray. It had been such a wonderful nonth! Her arm had heal ed quickly and the people ..

ah. Lord, what a fool she had been to think of beconming a hermit Hi dden Springs fol k and the ot her
Lowife outlaws of the region had needed her as a physician and counsel or and friend. Anmong them
she had done the work she had been trained for. And what had beconme of the burntout case with the
sel f-puni shing conmpul sion to flee into a haven of solitary penitence? Here she coul d even pray her
Divine Ofice, contenplate in the forest stillness; but when the people needed her, she was there
ready to help. And they were there to help. And be was there in the mdst of them It was her
dreamfulfilled, even in its changing, only now the | anguage that she prayed in was a living one

| put nmy trust in the Lord! How dare you say to my soul

fly away like a sparrow to the nountains,

for 1o, the wicked draw their bows and aimtheir arrows,

to shoot in the dark the upright of heart;

and they have destroyed t he good things

while just people let the evil happen!

But the Lord tests both the just and the wi cked; he hates the | awl ess ones, the evil-Ilovers.

FI ami ng coal s and burning sulfur will he pour on them A fiery whirlwi nd shall be their

puni shrent . . .

The | amrergeier flew away to his lair anong the high crags

and the eagl es descended to their roosting trees an hour before the sun set. The kites scattered,
having to satisfy their appetites with insects, and even the buzzards di sappeared at |ast, perhaps
wondering what had pronpted all of themto waste time waiting in the futile hope of sharing the
great newconer's prey. He alone still circled aloof in the high air, conpletely disdainful of the
vani shed thernmal s.
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And Anerie watched him |ying under the tree, watched that distant speck endl essly wheeling that
had drawn all the others and then di sappointed them That bird with notionless w ngs.

Heart poundi ng, she scranbled to her feet and ran back up the canyon to rout everybody out.

"Stand back! Don't touch it until the field s off, for God's sake!" sonmeone shout ed.

The huge thing, still glowing faintly purple, seened to fill the whole | ower end of the canyon. It
had descended just as soon as the sky was fully dark, subsonic by a whisker but still shoving a
hurricane bl ast ahead of it that tore bundles of thatch fromthe roofs and sent poor old Peppino's
geese tunbling like leaves in a gale. It had come to a dead halt no nore than two nmeters above the
hi ghest trees, its drooping nose, gull wi ngs, and fan-shaped tail bathed in a crawling network of
nearly ultravisible fire. dd Man Kawai, conposed now and curtly efficient, had sent severa
youngsters for wet sacks and ordered the rest of the villagers to stand by the rolls of canoufl age
netting.

They all watched, awe-struck, as the hovering thing folded its great w ngs back against its thirty-
meter fusel age and delicately felt its way down. It nosed obliquely between a pair of tall firs
where there was a m ni num of undergrowh, hesitated just barely off the ground, and then let its
long legs settle. There was a loud hiss; a few bushes began to snolder and w sps of snoke curl ed
up around the footpads. The skin of the bird went dead bl ack

Then the people, who had stood as though paral yzed, broke into wild cheers. A nunber sobbed al oud
as they rushed to follow Kawai's orders, beating out the little fires that had been set by the rho-
field and hustling to set up poles and guy-ropes for the nets.

The belly hatch opened and the | adder extruded. Slowy, Madanme Cuderian canme down.

Anerie said, "Welconme hone."

"W have brought it," said Madane.

"Everything is ready. Exactly as your plan specified."

Lamre Mz Cheryl-Ann, who was two hundred and three and nearly blind, seized one of Midane's hands
and kissed it; but the Frenchwoman hardly seened to notice. Up above, a word of warning cane from
within the flyer. Alitter was lowered fromthe hatch by Felice and Ri chard.

Madane said only, "You are needed, ma Soeur." And then she turned and wal ked as in a daze toward
her cottage. Anerie knelt down and took one of Martha's bony wists. Richard stood there in his
ruffled pirate shirt and battered buckskins with fists clenched and tears running down his dirty
sun-scorched cheeks.

"She wouldn't let us come back until the Spear was working right. And now she's damn near bled to
death. Help her, Anerie."”

"Follow nme," said the nun, and they rushed off after Madane, carrying the litter with them

| eaving Claude to see that the big black bird of prey was safely bedded down for the night.

CHAPTER TEN

Bef ore dawn there was the Battle Mass, and then Madane exerted her farspeech power to transmt an
enigmatic "we conme" to Pallol, insuring that the invasion fleet would be poised to exploit the
bormbar dnent of Finiah's wall. Sunrise was |ess than an hour away and if past performance was any

criterion, Lord Velteyn and the nenbers of his Flying Hunt would be back at their stronghold after
the night's foray.

Cl aude strode along nearly at the end of the procession heading for the flyer and wi shed Felice
woul d shut up. She was once again attired in her black |eather ring-hockey arnor, which had been
beautifully refurbished by dd Man Kawai's artisans, and she was wild with anxiety | est she should
nmss the war.

"I wouldn't take up any room And | swear | won't say a word during the flight! O aude, you've got
tolet me cone with you. | can't wait for you to cone back after the strike. What if you don't
make it? "

"If Velteyn nails the flyer, you' d go down with us."

"But if you get away, you could put nme down right outside Finiah! Say, at the breach in the wal

on the land side of the peninsula. | could go in with the Firvulag on the second wave! Pl ease

Cl aude!"

"The Hunt coul d have spotted us by then. Landing could be suicide, and that's not what this fight
is all about Not for ne and Madane Cuderian, at any rate. Finiah is just the beginning of our war.
And Richard's got Martha to live for now "

Up ahead, villagers were pulling the nets fromthe black bird. A few candles gleaned in the m st
where Anerie was bl essing the aircraft.

Felice said, "I could help you with the Spear, C aude. You know what an awkward big bastard it is.
| could be useful." She clutched at the old nman's bush shirt and he stopped abruptly and took her
by, the shoul ders.
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"Listen to ne, girl! Richard is all strung up. He hasn't slept for nore than twenty-four hours and
he's hal f-crazy with worry because of Martha, Even with the transfusions, Anmerie gives her |ess
than a fifty-fifty chance. And now Richard has to fly a conbat mission in an exotic aircraft with
a couple of old crocks and the future of Pliocene humanity riding on his tail! You know how he
feel s about you. Having you in the flyer during the mission could be the | ast straw. You say that
you' d keep out of the way. But / know you couldn't help asserting yourself once the heat was on

So you're staying here, and that's that. We'll do our job and then run for home, and with luck
we'll |eave Velteyn conpletely nystified about where we've gone. We'll conme back and pick you up

| promise you that if we make it, we'll get you to the battle not nore than an hour or so after
the main assault begins."

"Claude . . . Caude . . ." Her face peered through the T-shaped opening in the black hoplite

hel net, panic and fury and sone other nore alien enotion at war with reason. C aude waited,
prayi ng that she wouldn't junmp him But he was so steeped in fatigue that he alnpost didn't give a
damn whet her or not she knocked himcold and forced the others to let her take his place. It was
in her mnd, all right; but she also knew that he was by far the better shot.

"Ch, Caude." The bl azing brown eyes cl osed. Tears poured behind the cheekpi eces of her hel net and
the green plunes flattened as she wenched away from himand fled back toward Madane's cottage.

He et out a long breath. "Be ready when we get back!" he called, and then hurried to where the

ot hers were waiting.

The great bird crept furtively fromits hiding place. Wien it was in the clear, it nounted the
predawn sky like a violet spark going up an invisible chimey, attaining an altitude of 5000
meters in a thunderclap inertial ess surge. Angelique Cuderian stood beside R chard, clutching the
back of his seat with one hand and her golden tore with the other. R chard had changed into his
ol d spacer's coverall

"You got us hidden, Madane?" he asked.

"Yes," she replied faintly. She had said hardly a word since their safe return.

"C aude! You ready?"

"Whenever you give the word, son
"We're on our way!"

A split second later, the belly hatch rolled snoothly back. They hovered notionl ess above a patch
of mcroscopic jewels, shaped roughly like a tadpole with its tail joined to the eastern bank of
t he Rhi ne.

"Way, it's on the Kaiserstuhl," Caude said to hinself.

The patch grew, spread, its star-cluster blur clarifying into twinkling Iights as the flyer
dropped, subsonicalry this tine, and stopped dead in the air about 200 nmeters above the highest
em nence of the Tanu city.

"Gve it to '"em" said Richard.

Cl aude horsed the great Spear into position and took a bead on the line of fiery dots nmarking the
Rhi nesi de wal | . Sonewhere hi the graying mists of the river waited a flotilla of Firvulag boats

| oaded with human and exotic troops.

Keep her depressed, old man! You don't want to boil your own fol ks out of the water!

He rai sed the caplock and swung it aside. There, right there. Touch the second stud.

A thin bar of green-white | anced w thout sound.

Down below, a tiny orange flower bl ooned, but the Iine of dots atop the wall remai ned unbroken
"Shit!" Richard exclaimed. "You mssed! Elevate!"

Cal My, Caude took aimonce again, pressed the stud. This time there was no burst of orange fire,
only a dull-red glow Perhaps a dozen of the ranpart |anps were swallowed by it.

"Hee-yow! Gotcha!" screeched the pirate. "Mike a one-eighty, C audsie-boy! Ready for the back
door!"

The flyer spun on its vertical axis and Claude found hinmself ainming at a point near the base of
the shining tadpole's tail He fired and mssed . . . high. He fired and missed again . . . |ow.
"Jesus, hurry it up!" urged Richard

The third tinme, the blast struck the wall squarely, nelting it at a point where the causeway of

t he peni nsul ar neck net the extinct vol canic nass of the Kaiserstuhl proper.

Madanme noaned. C aude felt dragon talons grip his guts.

"Are they com ng?" Richard denmanded. "Hang on, Madane! Sweet Christ, C aude, get on with ft! Never
m nd zapping the Tanu buildings. Go for the mne!"

The old man westled the Spear around, a sudden bunt of sweat greasing his hands and making them
slip on the weapon's glassy butt. H s tensed-up nuscles trenbled as he tried to bring the weapon
to bear upon the small blue constellation that marked the mne workings. He could not depress the
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Spear sufficiently to bring the target into range. "Quick, Richard! Take her a coupl e of hundred
meters south!"

"Aye," grow ed the pirate. The flyer changed position in the twi nkling of an eye. 'That better?"
"Wait... yes! |'ve just about got her. Have to do this right the first tine. Only have one bl ast
at full zap."

"Merde al ors." Madanme whi spered.

The ol d wonman staggered away from Richard to crash against the right bul kheads. Fists pressed to
her tenples, she began to scream C aude had never heard such a sound froma human throat, such a
distillation of anguish, horror, and despair.

At the sane nonent, sonething flashed past the flight deck port. It glowed neon-red and was shaped
i ke a mounted kni ght.

"Ch, CGod," said Richard flatly. Madane's screans cut off and she fell senseless to the deck

"How many?" asked Claude. He tried to get a grip on hinself, tried to steady the heavy Spear on
target prayed that his dammed ol d body wouldn't betray himat this last extremity. They had al npst
done it! Al nost..

"I make it twenty-two." Richard's cal mvoice seened to cone froma consi derabl e distance. "The
whol e Round Table circling us like Sioux around a wagon train. Al scarlet except the | eader, and
I'd put his spectral class somewhere in the BO range, |ook out!"

One of the figures, the blue-white one, soared down and took a position inmredi ately bel ow t he
flyer. He drew his glassy sword and thrust it upward. Three Roman-candl e gl obes of ball |ightning
left the tip and soared rather slowy toward the open belly hatch. O aude dodged, pulling the
Spear out of the way, and the things flewinto the aircraft, where they began carom ng off the
panel s and decki ng, hissing and emtting a fearful snell of ozone.

"Shoot!" shrieked Richard. 'Tor CGod's sake, shoot!"

Cl aude took one deep breath. He said, "Steady, son," and ai med, depressing the fifth stud of the
Spear of Lugonn just as the little blue lights centered thenselves in the weapon's sight.

An eneral d bar jabbed once at the spangled earth. Were it struck, the rock went white, yellow,
orange, roiling crinson like a flame-arned starfish. Claude fell sideways and the Spear clanged to
the deck. The belly hatch started to cl ose.

Li ghtni ng balls bounced and crackl ed. The old man felt one of themstrike himin the back, rolling
up his spine frombuttocks to the base of his neck, burning all the way. The interior of the flyer
was filled with snoke and a snell of burnt flesh and fabric. There were sounds, too, O aude

di scovered, as he studied the scene fromafar, a sizzle as the remaining two energy balls sought
their targets, curses and then a thin screamfrom Ri chard, a whinpering sob from Angeli que as she
tried to creep toward hi mover the sneared deck, sonmeone breathing in and out in harsh, rhythmc
persi st ence.

"CGet it away fromne!" a frantic voice cried. "I can't see to |and! Ah, dammit, no!"

Ajarring crash and a slowtilt to one side. Claude felt a breeze (amazing the way it seared his
back) and the hatch opened. A peculiarly angled surface of grassy ground, gray and dimhi the
first light of norning. Richard sobbing and cursing. Angelique meki ng no sound. Voices shouti ng.
Heads poking up through the hatch, again at that odd angle. Wails fromthat sflry youngster. Od
Man Kawai . Anerie's famliar tones: "Go easy. Go easy." Felice spitting obscenities when sonebody
sai d she was going to get her arnmor all nessed up

"Put himover nmy shoulder. | can carry him Stop your wiggling, Claude. Silly old fart! Now I'm
going to have to walk all the way to the war."

He | aughed. Poor Felice. And then his face was upside down anong her green skirts and he was
jouncing up and down and he screanmed. But after a little bit the novenent stopped, and they laid
himon his stomach and sonet hing touched his tenple, nmaking the pain and the rest of it grow

nuzzy.
He said. "Angelique? Richard?"
Unseen, Amerie replied, "They'll recover. You all will. You did it, Caude. Sleep now "Wll, how

about that? And for a nonment he saw the fiery starfish again, but with crimson and gold |inbs
expandi ng, branchi ng out anong the hapl ess helpless firefly patterns of Finiah streets in the

i nstant before the hatch of the flyer slammed shut. How about that. . . and if the | ava kept
oozing out of the old Kaiserstuhl volcano for even a little while, it was going to be a long timne
before they mined any nore bariumin the regions around there.

"Don't worry about it, C aude," Felice said

And so he stopped.

CHAPTER ELEVEN
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Hal f -dozing in the dead hour before dawn, Me Marshak and the other human troops on duty in Finiah
had m staken the first blast of the photon weapon for a lightning stroke. The thin green beam had
|l anced out of the stars, barely mssing the Rhineside wall that the gray-tore garrison manned and
denol i shing an adj acent nmess hall inside the conpound. Marshak was still gaping at the flanes
consum ng the weckage when C aude's second shot struck the Nunber Ten bastion squarely, breaching
the fortification not a dozen neters from Marshak's station. Geat blocks of granite flew in al
directions and the air boiled with snmoke and dust G| tubs that held the watch fires spilled in
the concussion and sent blazing rivulets raci ng down the cracked wal kway.

When Marshak was able to get a grip on hinself, he rushed to | ook through one of the enbrasures.
There in the fog-blurred waters bel ow were the boats.

"Alert!" he shouted al oud; and then his nind sent the alarmon the declamatory node, anplified by
his gray tore.

Manhak: | nvasion viaRhine! Wall breach StationTen! Captal Wag: Howt hehel | many be there Me?
Hownany boat s? Manhak: Whol efuckin river FULL!! Ei ghtyhundred who can count dammfog bastards
everywhere Firvul agbhoats but |et-nmesee yes! LOALIVES TOO Repeat Low ives + Foe invading

Landi ngs! Rocks swarm ng damfuckers penetrating breach estimte hol e maybeni nenmet ers nax.

Conet Formby: All troopsofwatch to StationTen. General alert RhineGarrison to arns. Dutyobservers
scan/report Defensiveunits to wallstations... CANCELCANCELCAN- CEL! Defensiveunits to
garrisonconpound! |nvader penetration conpound!

Conmmander Seaborg: Lord Velteyn. Alert. Firvulag and human invasion force has penetrated the city
fortifications at breached Number Ten Station. Countering.

Lord Velteyn of Finiah: Kinfolk arise and defend! Flyers to saddle! Na bardito! Na bardito tayne
0 pogekdne!

Chi ef Burke and Une Gul denzopf |ed the nob of Vosges Lowlives and outland volunteers up the steep
ranpart and across the tunbl ed ni bbl e of the breakthrough. Vitredur arrows and crossbhow bolts
rained dowmn fromthe battl enents, but until the defenders could redeploy at ground |evel, the

i nvaders woul d have a brief advantage. As bad |uck would have it, the breach was within the
grounds of the principal Finiah garrison. In addition to the confusion caused by the ness hal
confl agration, which was spreading to adjoining structures, a chaliko stable had been broken open
by falling debris and nunbers of the great aninals were |oose.

Three soldiers ran fromthe guardhouse at the conpound gate. "Take 'em" yelled Burke, and how i ng
desperados fell upon the little force and cut it to pieces. "Qut of here! Into the city streets!
and get this gate off the hinges!"

Troops were pouring fromthe barracks, some with their arnmor only half strapped on. Free-for-al

cl ashes erupted everywhere in the nurk as invaders scranbled through the broken wall while the
human minions of the Tanu strove to press them back. The irregulars trying to unhinge the gates
were attacked and overwhel med, and sol diers swung the heavy netal grille shut, locking it.

"We're sealed in!'" Chief Burke junped on top of an overturned feed wagon. Hs face and upper torso
were painted in the old war patterns and he had the wing feather of a fire-eagle thrust into his
knotted, iron-colored hair. "Ht the sonnofabitches! Get that gate back open! This way!"

He saw Uwe fall beneath a sword-w el ding gray-tore and | eaped down, brandi shing the w de tomahawk
Khal id Khan had forged for him The blade sank into the soldier's crested bronze kettl e-hel net as
though it were nade of pasteboard. Burke haul ed the body off to find Qul denzopf lying flat on his
back, one hand clutching his breast and an expression of agony on his bearded face.

Burke knelt. "Did he nail you, bubi?"

Struggling up on one el bow, Uae groped inside his buckskin shirt Bone-colored bits gleaned in the
lurid light "Only my second-best neerschaum dammt."

The Lowl ives renmained hemmed in, unable to break out of the area in the immediate vicinity of the
garrison conpl ex. Those crowded in the breach were pressed both by the defenders and by their own
conrades conming up fromthe beachhead. A wall of panic arose. Sonme invaders fell and were
tranpled. A garrison officer wearing a silver tore and full blue-glass body arnor directed a unit
of hal berdiers that advanced upon the stalled irregulars. Sweeping crystal bladet nowed down the
packed, shrieking throng.

And then the nonsters came to the rescue.

Hi gh on the steep slope of rubble shone the wavering ni ghtmare shape of a three-nmeter al bino
scorpion, the illusionary aspect of Shamthe younger, general of the Firvulag. Fromthe ninds of
the exotics cane a mghty wave of terror and dread that overloaded the telepathic circuits of the
gray tores and sent their wearers withing into nadness. Sharn hinself could smte the eneny at a
range of nearly twenty-five nmeters; others of his advanci ng conpany m ght not have auras so
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form dabl e, but woe to the Foe who fell into their clutches!

H deous trolls, spectres, manticores, shanbling dark presences seized the soldiers in spine-
crunchi ng enbraces, sank fangs into unarnored throats, even rent nen linb fromlinb. Sone of the
exotics were capable of flinging bolts of psycho-energy that broiled troops in their bronze
cuirasses hire lobsters in the shell Qher Firvulag harassed with sheets of astral fire, streans
of nauseating ichor, or brain-crippling illusions. The great hero Nukal avee t he Skinless, wearing
his aspect of a flayed centaur with blazing eyes, howl ed until eneny soldiers fell withing to the
ground, eardruns split and minds reduced to near-idiocy. Another chanpion, Bles Four-Fang, invaded
the headquarters of the garrison, caught up the silver commander named Seaborg, and appeared to
devour him arnor and all, while the dying officer calmy broadcast final telepathic orders to his
subordi nates directing the troops now making a | ast stand at the gate opening into the inner city
Seaborg's aides blunted their vitredur weapons against Bles's scaly illusory hide, only to be
eaten alive in turn for their tenmerity. By the time the nonster had downed the |ast adjutant, the
headquarters building was afire and the invasion force swarmed in Finiah's streets. So Bles

wi thdrew i n good order, picking his teeth with a silver spur H's appetite had only been whetted,
and the norning was young.

Vanda-Jo was still overseeing the |ast wave of volunteers enbarking fromthe staging area when
Lord Velteyn and the Flying Hunt took to the air. Shouts of fear came fromthe crowd as they saw
the gl owi ng knights mount up fromthe city across the water. One man yelled, "The bl eeders're
comng for us!" and junped into the Rhine. A fiasco was averted when Vanda-Jo tongue-I|ashed the
outl anders for their cowardice, pointing out that the Hunt was circling high above Finiah, bent on
some nore urgent objective

"So into the boats and quit farting around!" she bell owed. "You don't have to be afraid of Velteyn
and his flying circus any nore! Did you forget our secret weapon? W' ve got iron! You can kil

Tanu now, even easier than you can kill those traitor human torcers that do their dirty work!"
Eyebal s rolled anxiously hi the half-light. The Firvulag skipper in the two-nasted shallop

near est Vanda-Jo glowered in dwarfish inpatience. "Hurry it up, spiritless earthworms, or we'l

sail to the war wi thout you!"

Suddenly a colum of enmerald |ight stabbed down from apparently enpty sky in the axis of the
wheeling Hunt, striking a low knoll within the city across the Rhine. Orange-and-white fire
fountained up at the point of inpact, and seconds later, the sound of a rolling detonation sped
over the river.

"The m ne!" sonebody shouted. "The barium mne's blowi ng upt Ood, it |ooks like a vol cano erupting
in therel”

As if the bonbardnent had been a signal, another gout of flane bel ched up fromthe farthest
reaches of Finiah, back where the peninsula narrowed to a small neck connecting the city to the
mai nl and.

"See that?" Vanda-Jo was exultant "The second wave of spooks have | anded opposite our main
beachhead! That female Firvulag general named Ayfa is attacking fromthe Bl ack Forest side. Now
will you shitheads get a nove on?"

The nmen and wonen on the dock hoisted their iron-tipped spears into the air and yelled. They
pounded down the spindly gangpl anks into the waiting boats so eagerly that the small craft rocked
and nearly swanped.

On the other side of the Rhine, flames made a scarlet track on the dark water. The faerie | anps of
bl ue and green and silver and gold that had outlined the splendid Tanu Gty of Lights began to

wi nk out.

Vel teyn, Lord of Finiah, pulled up the reins of his chaliko and hung in midair, shining like a
magnesi um fl are. The nobles of his Flying Hunt, eighteen nale and three fenmal e knights, al
glowing red. drewin their nounts to surround him H's thought-thrust was nearly incoherent with
frustration and rage:
Gone) The flying nmachine is gone. .. and yet ny lightnings surely penetrated its belly. Kam | da!
Send your farsense seeking it.

It recedes fromus Exalted Lord. Ah Tana at a speed unprecedented! It drops behind the brow of
the Vosges and beyond ny perception. My Lord if | ascend to a great height.
Stay Kam | da! More urgent threats confront us below. Look all of you! Look what the Foe has done
O the shane the pain the havoc! Down to the ground all of you. Each to conmand a nounted party of
chivalry in defense of our Cty of Lights!
Na bardito taynel o pogek“ne!

The fighting noved steadily inland fromthe Rhineside break. Two hours after dawn, the western

file:/lIF|/rah/Julian%20May/May,%20Julian%20...€%201%20-%20The%20Many%20Coloured%20Land.txt (158 of 165) [1/15/03 7:40:32 PM]



file:/I1F|/rah/Julian%20M ay/M ay,%20Julian%20-%20Pli ocene%620EXxi| €96201%20-%20T he%620M any%20Col oured%20L and.txt

front was strung throughthe gardens of the pleasure done, on the very outskirts of the Tanu
quarter.

Moe Marshak had rel oaded his quiver several tines fromthose of fallen conrades. He had w enched
the gaudy crest fromhis bronze helnet early on and then rolled in filth to canoufl age the shine
of his cuirass. Unlike certain of his luckless fellows, he had deduced quickly that the Firvul ag
woul d be able to detect tel epathic comrmunication, and so he made no attenpt to contact his
officers for orders. Maintaining a quiet mnd, he went his |one way, keeping out of nobnster range
as he skul ked Fini ah's byways, potting Lowives with cool economy while dodgi ng hysterical ramas
and nonconbatants. Marshak had al ready taken out at least fifteen of the eneny, plus two bareneck
civilians he had caught looting a gray-tore of its weaponry.

Now Mar shak slipped into the long porch that fornmed the perineter of the pleasure done. Hearing
one of the distinctive Lowife yodels, he conceal ed hinself behind thick ornanental shrubs and
nocked one of the serrated war arrows in his conpound bow.

In the next instant an unexpected diversion came fromw thin the building. The stained glass from
a pair of French doors perhaps five neters away fromthe soldier shivered to atons fromthe inpact
of sonme heavy object. There were screans and a runbling sound. Long hands all adorned with rings
funbled with the jamed catch. Qher hands shook the bent franework. The angl e was such that

Mar shak could not clearly see the people trapped inside, but their cries of terror and di smay
reached both his nmind and ears, as did the uncanny warbling of the thing pursuing them

"Hel p! The door's struck! And it's coning!"

Hel p us! Hel phel phel p us! HELP US

The bl anket coercive summons of a Tanu overlord clutched at Marshak's consciousness. His gray torc
conpel | ed obedi ence. Forsaking his hiding place, he ran to the door. On the other side, pressed
agai nst the nmangl ed copper fretwork, were three fenal e deni zens of the pleasure donme and their
tall Tanu client, whose handsone violet and gol d robes proclainmed himan official of the Farsensor
Quild. He presumably | acked the coercive or psychokinetic potential to fend off the apparition
that was now poised in an inner doorway, ready to strike.

The Firvul ag wore the appearance of a gigantic hell-grammte, a larval water insect with clashing
razor-sharp mandi bl es. The brute's head was nearly a neter wide, while the |ong segnented body,
slick with some stinking secretion, seenmed to fill the corridor behind it.

"Tana be thanked!" cried the Tanu. "Quickly, my man! Aimfor its neck!"

Mar shak raised his bow, shifted position to avoid the struggling wonen, and let fly. The gl ass-

ti pped shaft sank for nost of its Iength between chitinous plates behind the creature's scissoring
jaws. Marshak heard the Firvulag utter a telepathic bellow Wthout hurrying he drew two nore
arrows and sent theminto the hellgranmte's glittering orange eyes. The insectile formwavered,
becane insubstantial . . . and then the awful thing was gone and a dwarf in black obsidian arnor
|l ay dead on the floor, throat and eyesockets transfixed.

The soldier used his vitredur short sword to pry open the ruined |atch. Pleasure surges engendered
by the grateful exotic throbbed along his pelvic nerves in the sweet, fanmliar reward. \Wen the
nobl eman and hi s di shevel ed conpani ons were freed, Marshak saluted, right fist pressed against his
heart.

"I amat your service, Exalted Lord."

But the farsensor dithered. "Were are we to go? The route to House Velteyn is cut off!" His
abstracted expression showed that he was scanning about with his nmind s eye.

"Well, we can't go back inside," said the nost petite of the pleasure donme inmates, a black woman
of exquisite contours and sharp voice. "The dam nuffers are crawling out of the woodwork!"

"Ch, Lord Kolitcyr," squealed a teary blond. "Save us!"

"Silence!" commanded the Tanu. 'I'mattenpting to, but no one will respond to ny sumons!"

The third worman, thin and enpty-eyed, her provocative attire half torn fromher bony shoul ders,
sank down on the pavenment and began to | augh

Kolitcyr gasped. 'The dome is surrounded! | call, but Lord Velteyn's knights are in the thick of
battle!... Hah! The invaders cringe and retreat before the coercive mght of Tanu chivalry! The
Goddess be thanked, there are nany nore powerful than I!"

A great jarring thump cane frominside the pleasure done. Distant cries becane | ouder. Mre gl ass
broke and a rhythni c poundi ng began

"They're comi ng! The nmonsters are coming!" Once again, the blonde burst into hysterical tears.
"Sol di er, you rnust |ead us." The Tanu scow ed, shook his head as if to clear it. "Lead us to the
Nort hern WAatergate! There nay be a boat."

But it was too late. Across the garden, tranpling flowerbeds and hurtling through the bushes cane
a force of twenty-odd Lowife hunans | ed by a hal f-naked red nman of heroic stature.

Mar shak' s hand poi sed above his quiver, frozen. Mst of the invaders had conpound bows as good as

file:/lIF|/rah/Julian%20May/May,%20Julian%20...€%201%20-%20The%20Many%20Coloured%20Land.txt (159 of 165) [1/15/03 7:40:32 PM]



file:/I1F|/rah/Julian%20M ay/M ay,%20Julian%20-%20Pli ocene%620EXxi| €96201%20-%20T he%620M any%20Col oured%20L and.txt

his own held at the ready.

"Surrender!" shouted Peopeo Moxmox Burke. "Amesty for all humans who yield freely to us!"

"Stand back!" cried the Tanu farsensor. "I, | will burn out your mnds! Strike you mad!"

Chief Burke smiled, and his painted face, framed in straggling gray hair, was nore nenaci ng than
the Firvul ag phantasm had ever been. The exotic nman knew that his bluff was usel ess, just as he
knew t here woul d be no ammesty for those of his race.

Conmandi ng Marshak to defend to the death, Koliteyr tried to flee. The iron tomahawk spun and
split the exotic's skull before he had taken two steps.

Marshak rel axed. He |l et the bow and arrow fall to the flagstones and watched the approaching
Low i ves in nunmb silence.

The strategic inportance of the barium m ne had been nade clear to Sharn-Mes at the Lowlife
briefing session prior to the invasion. Hunmiliation of the hated Foe, the Firvul ag general was
made to understand, nust take second place to the conplete destruction of the nmine and its trained
personnel. It was vital to Madame CGuderian's grand design that the supply of the precious el enent,
i ndi spensable in the manufacture of tores, be cut off. Shortly before noon, when Sham was taking a
breather withfiles and Nukal avee in a nakeshift command post well supplied with |iberated beer, a
Firvul ag scout arrived with inportant news. The M ghty Ayfa and her Warrior Qgresses had nade a
successful thrust fromthe eastern breach and now i nvested the sector around the m ne workings.
They had ascertained that nmolten rock, triggered by Caude's blast fromthe Spear, had plugged the
m ne entrance, buried the main refinery and the conplex that housed the human and ranma workers,
and fl owed sonme distance into the streets of the upper city before congealing. However, the mne
adm nistration building with its store of purified bariumstood firm The place was conpletely
surrounded by bl ack and steam ng |ava, now sheathed in a clinkery skin of cooled rock except where
cracks revealed the red glowing interior. There were still Tanu engineers in the building, and
among them a creator of the first rank. Ayfa and her force had gleaned this intelligence when an
unexpected bolt of psychoenergy zapped one of the investigating ogresses to a cinder, narrowy

m ssing the Dreadful Skathe. She of the snaggleteeth and dripping talons had spun a psychic shield
over the survivors that sufficed for a disorderly retreat out of mndbolt range.

"And so the Mghty Ayfa," the scout concluded, "now awaits your suggestions, Great Captain."

Bles uttered a hoarse bleat of ironic |laughter. He tipped half a barrelful of beer into his maw
"Ahb, let's go help the poor little |ladies save their honor."

"Honor, my left testicle!" hissed Nukal avee. "If the Foe-man's creative force strained the

def enses of Skathe,. then he is a worthy antagonist to any of us at a di stance. W woul d expend
our mnd-power sinply in the erection of screens and have little left for offense.”

"Even the approach is fraught with danger," Sharn noted. "The crust of cooling lava, as this scout
says, is fragile and may crack under the weight of a stalwart You know our m nds cannot penetrate
dense rock deeply enough to strengthen the crust. And to fan through into the magma below is
certain doom" He addressed hinself to the dwarf messenger. "Pliktharn, how broad is the expense
of lava that woul d have to be crossed?"

"At least fivescore giant steps, Geat Captain." Pliktharn sface becane eager. "The crust woul d
bear ny weight easily!"

"You coul d send nme and Nukal avee to mind-guard him along with Ayfa and Skathe," files suggested
"The four of us working together have the range."

"And what happens when our brave gnomi sh brother reaches the nine buil di ng?" Nukal avee sneered.
"How wi || he attack the Foe through our own mental screens? Four-Fang, you've worn that reptile
suit so long that your wits are shrinking to fit your illusory brainpan!”

"The Great Captain Ayfa," cautioned the scout, "has perceived that the Tanu engi neers are calling
upon Lord Velteyn for help."

Sharn smacked a great hand onto the table. "Te's tonsils! And when he responds, he'll airlift them
out, bariumand all! W can't take that chance. | hate like heir to resort to Lowife tactics, but
there's only one way to handle this."

"Easy does it, lads!" Ayfa called out "Don't | ose your nerve now that you' re al nbst there."

Homi, the Little Singhalese iron-snelter, clutched Pliktharn's neck tighter. The | ava crust bent
as the Firvul ag approached the | ee of the mine building. There the fl ow was thicker and had held
heat | onger, which nmeant that the skin of cooled rock might crack and let themfall through to the
magnma at any nonent.

About the incongruous pick-a-back figures shone a radi ant hemni sphere, the nental screen conjured
by the joint power of Ayfa, Skathe, files, and Nukal avee. The four heroes, and nost of the force
of Warrior Qgresses, were conceal ed behind the sturdy walls of burnt-cut townhouses, well back
fromthe edge of the lava flow and a full 200 neters fromthe nine headquarters. Energy bolts
flung by the trapped Tanu creator blazed from an upper-storey wi ndow, disintegrating into a web of
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lightnings as they were neutralized by the screen's potential. At |length, Pliktharn and Honi
reached a | ower wi ndow and clinbed inside. Ayfa, who was strong in the farsensing talent, observed
what happened next.

"The three Foenen descend to the | ower chanber, arnmed with vitredur geol ogy picks! One of them has
consi derabl e coercive power. He's trying to force Pliktharn to | ower the screen, but that won't
wor k, of course. The mindbolt flinger now gathers his strength for one mighty thrust at point-

bl ank range! He uses steady pressure rather than abrupt projection. Qur screen wavers! It goes
spectral, into the blue! The yellow It will surely fail! But now the Lowife has his arbal est
ready and ains at the creator. Ah! The m ssile of blood-netal passes through our weakening shield
as through a curtain of rain! The Foenman falls! A second shot, and a third, and all of the Foe are
downed! "

The four heroes |eapt and the Warrior QOgresses whooped with joy in the triunph. Al of their

nm nds, even at the great distance, felt the death-flare of first one Tanu nmind, then a second.

But the m ndbolt flinger was strong even in the dying. Amplified, agonized, his thought thundered
in the aether.

The Goddess will avenge us. Accursed through the world's age be those who resort to the bl ood-
metal. A bloody tide will overwhel mthem

An instant later, his soul flickered out.

The Lowlife naned Homi, having retrieved the three iron quarrels for reuse in his crosshow,
appeared at the wi ndow and waved. Then he and Pliktharn set to work chipping and prying at the
heavy m |l estone windowsill until its nortar gave way. The stone snashed the thin | ava crust
beneath the w ndow, sending up a gush of snoke and flame. Before the fresh rift could heal, the
human and the Firvulag were seen to toss certain small containers into the pit of nolten rock
after which they clinbed out a different wi ndow and nade their way carefully back the way they had
cone.

A young girl clad in shiny black jogged in apparent tirel ess-ness along the narrow Vosges jungle

trail. Shadows grew deeper and a cool w nd swept fromthe heights into the ravine that the
footpath foll owed. Treefrogs were beginning their evening songs. Before |ong, the predators would
awaken. After nightfall, there would be so nany hostile creatures on the prowl that Felice would

be unable to fend themoff with her coercive power. She would be forced to bivouac and wait unti
dawn.

"And 1'Il be too late! The Truce starts at sunup and the war in Finiah will be over! "How far had
she come? Perhaps two-thirds of the 106 kilometers that |ay between Hi dden Springs and the western
bank of the Rhine? She had |ost so nuch time this norning before getting started, and the sun went
down at ei ghteen hundred hours..

"Damm Richard. | damm himfor getting hurt!"

She shoul d have insisted on going with themin the flyer. She could have done sonet hi ng. Hel ped
old C aude steady the Spear. Assisted Madane's nental defense. Even defl ected the gl obe of bal
I'ightning that had blinded Richard in one eye and caused himto crash the flyer

"Damm him Damm him The Firvulag will quit fighting when the Truce begi ns and our people wll
have to withdraw. IIl be too late to get ny golden tore! Too late!"

She spl ashed heedl essly across a small stream Ravens, disturbed in their feeding upon sone
otter's leftovers, rose squawki ng into the vine-hung forest canopy. A hyena nocked her, its nad

| augh echoing fromthe ravine wall

Too | ate.

The gl ass carnyx of a fighting Tanu wonman sounded the charge. Arnored chalikos, bearing knights
who coruscated each in a different jewel-color, galloped down the corpse-strewn boul evard toward
the barricade where the contingent of Lowives was nmeking its stand.

"Na bardito! Na bardito!"

There were no Firvulag allies at hand to danpen the nmental assault. |mages of brain-searing

i ntensity whi pped and stabbed at the humans. The ni ght was fraught with unspeakabl e nenace and
pai n. Plunging exotics in their sparkling harness seened to be coming fromall directions,
gorgeous and i nvul nerabl e. The humans | cosed iron-tipped arrows, but skillful psychokinetics anong
the Tanu turned nost of the fusillade aside, while the rest clattered harm essly agai nst the

pl ates of the glass arnor.

"The spooks! Where are the spooks?" how ed a despairing Lowif e. A nonment |ater one of the

kni ghts crashed upon him inpaling his clawtorn body with a sapphire | ance.

O the sixty-three hunman bei ngs who had made their stand in that street, only five escaped into
the narrow al |l eys where hangi ng awni ngs, |ines of washing, and crowded ranks of rubbish carts
abandoned by pani cked rama sanitary workers nmade it inpossible for the mounted Tanu to foll ow.
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A manmot h bonfire was ablaze in the Central Plaza of Finiah. Jubilant phantons in a hundred

hi deous gui ses capered around it waving battle standards festooned with strings of freshly
psychogi | ded skul | s.

Khal i d Khan protested. "They're wasting time, Mghty Sham Qur people are taking a terrible
beati ng when they neet the Tanu unsupported by Firvulag m nd-cover Even the nounted gray-tores can
cut right through our infantry. W've got to work together! And we nmust find sone way to counter
those chaliko-riders."

The great |uninous scorpion bent over the turbaned Pakistani, multicolored organs within its
transl ucent body throbbing to the rhythmof the exotic war chant.

"I't has been nmany years since we had cause for celebration.” The unhuman voice clanged in Khalid's
brain. "For too long the Foe has |urked safely behind stout city walls, despising us. You do not
understand how it has been with us, the hunmiliation our race has suffered, draining our valor and
driving even the nost powerful of us to hopel ess inaction. But behold! Look upon the trophy
skull's, and these only a snall proportion of the total! -

"And how nmany of them belong to Tanu? Damrit, Sham nost of the eneny casualties have been anbng
the torced and bareneck humans! The nonconbatant Tanu are all holed up in House Velteyn where we
can't reach them and only a handful of their mounted knights have been killed!"

"The Tanu chivalry", the eerie voice hesitated and then made reluctant adm ssion, "presents a
form dabl e challenge to us. Arnored war steeds with their mnds held in thrall by the riders are
not intimdated by our horrific illusions or shape-shifting. W nust contend agai nst them
physically, and not all of the Firvulag conpany are of heroic frame. Qur obsidi an weapons, our
swords, hal berds, chain-flails, and throwi ng spears, are not often effective against chaliko
cavalry in the Gand Conbat. And the sane obtains in this battle."

"You need a change in tactics. There are ways for foot soldiers to put down chargi ng horsenen."
The nmetalsmith's teeth glittered in a brief grin. "My ancestors, Pathan hillnmen, knew how "

The response of the Firvul ag general was cool. "Qur battle custons are fixed by sacred tradition.”
"No wonder you're losers! The Tanu weren't afraid to innovate, to take advantage of human sci ence.
Now you Firvul ag have human allies on your side, and you stick one timd little toe into the
battlefield and then ness about singing and dancing instead of going for the prize!"

"Beware | est | punish your insolence, Lowife!l" But the furious retort |acked conviction

Khalid said softly, "Wuld you help us if we try a new tactic? Wuld you shield our nminds while we
try to knock those | ong-shanked bastards out of the saddle? "

"Yes ... we would do that." - -

"Then pay close attention.”

The nonster scorpion netanorphosed into a handsonme young ogre wearing a thoughtful scowl. After a
few mi nutes the hobgoblins left off their madcap dancing, changed into gnomi sh warriors, and
crowded in to listen

Converting Sharn's lieutenants proved to be nore difficult. Khalid had to engi neer a
denonstration. He rounded up ten volunteer Low ives equipped with iron-tipped javelins and |ed
themto the approaches of House Velteyn, where gray-tore and Tanu riders guarded the ultinate
sanctuary. The paved avenue-was |it by wi dely spaced torcheres. No other invaders were to be seen
because of the heavy concentration of defenders. Sharn and six of his Great Ones lurked in the
shelter of a deserted mansion while Khalid deliberately led his squad of spearnen into plain sight
of a patrolling gray troop

The hunman | eader, fully arnored in blue glass, drew his vitredur blade and | ed a charge at the
gal l op down the cobbl estone street. Instead of scattering, the Lowives drew cl osely together
forming a tight phalanx bristling with four-meter spears.

The patrol swerved to the right at the last instant to avoid crashing into the iron porcupine,

i ndi vi dual troopers reining up and wheeling their nmounts about so that they could strike with

| ongsword or battl eaxe. They were plainly nonplussed, since alnost all of the antagonists they had
encountered thus far had enul ated the Firvul ag maneuver of tossing their pole-arnms and then
fleeing. This pack of innovators stood their ground until the animals were off balance in the
turn, then stabbed deep into the unarnored bellies of the huge clawed beasts.

The hi deous pain of di senmbowel ment overrode the nind-control exerted by each rider upon his nount.
Wyunded chal i kos stunbled and fell, or went careening off in a frenzy while the troopers hung on
for their lives. Khalid' s warriors pounced upon the unhorsed, dispatching themw th spear or

bl ade. Five minutes after the initiation of the attack, every nenber of the gray troop was either
dead or had fled.

"But will it work on the Foe?" inquired Betularn of the Wiite Hand skeptically. Wth Pall ol

Battl emaster a non-participant, he was the doyen of Firvulag stalwarts, and his opinion counted
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for much.

Khalid grinned at the beetle-browed giant while one of his conrades tried to staunch bl eeding arm
and |l eg wounds with torn strips of the dead captal's cloak. "It will work on the Tanu, providing
we take them by surprise. W nust assenble as many Lowlives and Firvul ag as possible for a nassed
t hrust agai nst House Velteyn. Those of our people who don't have spears will inprovise themfrom
banboo awni ng poles. W needn't use iron to gut the chalikos, but each human fighter will have to
have an iron weapon to use agai nst downed Tanu riders. And your people will have to be right in
the thick of things beside ours, handling mnd-defense and getting in whatever |icks they can."
The venerabl e warrior shook his head slowly. He said to Sham 'This is contrary to our Way, as you
know, Great Captain. But the Foe has defied tradition for nore than forty years." The other five
Great Ones grow ed assent. "W have prayed to the Goddess for a chance to recoup our honor. And so
| say ... let us essay the Lowife tactic. And her will be done."

Long after mdnight, with snoke fromthe burning city blotting out the stars and the untended
torcheres guttering low, Lowlives and Little People gathered for the grand assault. In a rare

di spl ay of cooperative virtuosity, the best of the Firvulag illusion-spinners wove a curtain of
confusion to deceive the farsensing Foe. The Tanu besi eged within House Velteyn knew that the
eneny was up to sonething, but the nature of the assault renmained in doubt.

The Lord of Finiah hinmself, aloft once again with several of his nmpbst trusted tacticians, nmade
pass after pass at low altitude, atenpting to discern the plan of the invaders; but the neta-
psychi c shimrer was just dense enough to defeat his farsight. He beheld the Foe nmassed opposite
the main portal of his palace. There were to be no feints, no tnultipronged storm ng of the
several entrances, that much was self-evident. Wth typical Firvulag singlemndedness, Sharn
seermed to be ganbling everything on a last great frontal assault.

Vel teyn sent the telepathic order on the intimte node to each kni ght commander, and these in turn
transmitted the Lord' s words to their subordi nates:

"To the forecourt! Let all the noble Tanu battle conpany, all of our adopted kinfolk of the gold
and silver torc, all loyal and valiant gray soldiery attend! The Foemen gather for their fina
push. Let us destroy them body and soul! Na bardito! Forward, fighters of the Many-Col ored Land!"
Al'l aglow and exalted with battle ardor, the Tanu chivalry charged in a nass agai nst the

i ndi stinct, dense groups of advancing Foe. The screen of confusion snaped off in the [ast second
before contact to reveal the deadly pincushions of spears, nany of themiron. Wth nental weapons
all but neutralized by the Firvulag, the Tanu unshi pped their pennoned | ances and sent their
mount s caracol i ng about the flanks of the hedgehog formations, alert for the expected rain of
flung spears. And thus the treacherous novelty caught them conpl etely unawares.

Vel teyn, from his vantage point in the sky, could only far-watch aghast in those early mninutes of
sl aughter. Then he dove his mount down, bonbarding the eneny with all the psycho-energy he could
muster. His mind and voice rallied the shattered ranks.

"Abandon your animals! Let all fight afoot! Creators and psychokinetics, raise shields for your
fell ows! Coercers, conpel all grays and silvers to stand fast. Beware the blood-netal!"

The vast courtyard and i mmedi ate pal ace grounds were now a surgi ng nass of bodies. Dull-red
flashes signaled Firvulag and Tanu mind-screens interfacing in nutual collapse, after which the
ant agoni sts m ght fight hand to hand, with perfidious Lowives attacking with the iron at every
opportunity. The nerest prick fromthe blood-netal neant death to a Tanu. Human gol d-tores, of
course, could be wounded by the bl ood-netal, but not nortally poi soned. Velteyn's heart warned at
the bravery shown by the gold adoptees, nmany of whom sei zed iron weapons and turned them agai nst
t he Firvul ag.

Unfortunately, it was otherwise with the grays and silvers. The discipline of the torc faded in
the face of dim nished coercion from bel eagured Tanu overl ords. The | ower echel ons anmong t he human
| evies were unmanned by the denoralizing sight of Tanu knights falling to the iron. Both Firvul ag
and Low i ves seized the advantage and deci mated the ranks of the terror-stricken troops.

For three hours, Velteyn hovered above the battlefield, invisible except to his own forces,
directing the ultinate defense of his City of Lights. If they could only hold out until dawn,
until the start of the Truce! But as the sky beyond the Bl ack Forest massif paled, two powerfu
bodi es of the Foe, spearheaded by fil es Four-Fang and Nukal avee, nade a great press and reached

t he pal ace gate.

"Tall back!"™ Velteyn cried. "Stand and defend the portal!"”

The jewel -arnored knights did their utnost, weaking a fearful toll of dwarfs and humanity as they
| aid about with their glow ng two-handed swords. Sooner or |ater, however, an iron dart would find
a chink of vulnerability at groin or arnpit or the back of a knee, and another brave warior would
attain Tana's peace.
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Vel teyn groaned al oud, overwhel ned by sorrow and rage. The doors of his pal ace were giving way.
There was no course left but the evacuati on of the nonconbatants via the roof with the help of the
sad-eyed little human PK adept, Sullivan-Tonn. By Tana's grace, the two of them m ght save nopbst of
the nearly 700 trapped Tanu civilians while the knights staved off the invading horde in the
stronghol d corridors. If only he could die with them But that rel ease was forbidden to the
humi i ated Lord of Finiah. He was going to live on, and he was going to have to explain all of
this to the King.

Peopeo Moxnmox Bur ke sl unped agai nst the roof parapet of House Velteyn, letting fatigue and
reacti on sweep over him GCert and Hansi and a few other Low ives beat the bushes of the roof
garden and searched the ornate penthouse for hidden Tanu. But they found only the discarded
baggage the fugitives had | eft behind, spilled pouches of jewelry, heavy enbroidered cl oaks and
fantasti c headgear, broken flagons of perfume, a single ruby-glass gauntl et

"No sign of "em Chief," Hansi said. "Ganz ausgefl ogen They've flown the coop."”

'Get back downstairs, then," Burke ordered. "See that all the rooms are checked out, and the
dungeons, too. If you see Une or Black Denny, send themto ne. We'll have to coordinate the

| ooting."

"Check, Chief." The men clattered away down the broad narble stairway. Burke raised one leg of his
buckskin trousers and kneaded puckered flesh around the healing scar. Wth the anesthetic of
battle fury worn off, it hurt like hell; and there was a long cut on his bare back and about forty-
seven brui ses and abrasions that were al so naking thensel ves known But he was in pretty good
shape, for all that The rest of the Lowife arny should be so | ucky.

One of the fleeing evacuees had | eft behind a basket with wine and breadrolls. Sighing, the Chief
began to eat and drink In the streets below, Firvulag were gathering their wounded and their dead
and form ng | ong processions on their way to the Rhine watergates Bobbing | anterns out on the
river marked the position of small boats that had al ready begun the withdrawal in anticipation of
the dawn Here and there anong the burning ruins stubborn hunan |oyalists continued a futile

resi stance. Madane Guderian had warned Burke that the humans living in Finiah mght prove |ess
than grateful for their liberation. She had been right, as usual. There were interesting tinmes
ahead, dam it.

Si ghi ng once again, he finished the wine, gave his stiffening nmuscles a stretch, then took up a
di scarded Tanu shawl to wipe off his war paint.

Moe Marshak shuffled a few steps forward in |ine.

"Quit crowding, big boy," snarled the |ovely dark-donned woman fromthe pleasure dome. The ot her
two i nmates had not worn gray tores and were |long gone, led away to the sailing |ighters that
shuttl ed back and forth between Finiah and the Vosges shore. The pronise of amesty was bei ng kept
by the Lowives. But if you were a human tore wearer, there was a catch

Mar shak knew all about the activity of the drumhead tribunal, of course. He was in tel epathic
conmunion with all of the grays 'within his range who had not deliberately shut himout, as the

bl ack woman had. The Tanu, givers of delight and power, were gone. As they had wafted away to the

east, they had reached out in poignant farewell, caressing and conm serating and sending a fina
warm surge flooding the neural networks of those who had been faithful, so that the gray-tore
prisoners had an illusion of celebration in place of grief and despair. Even now, at the end, they

could confort one another. The kinship renai ned. None of them was al one, except by choice.

The bl ack wonman stood before the judges, her eyes bright. Wen the question cane, she al nost
screanmed her reply: "Yes! Yes, by God! Do it! Gve ne back ny self again!"

Low i fe guards led her through a door to the right of the tribunal. The rest of the grays,
mourni ng the sister's defection but respecting her choice, reached out one last tinme. She defied
themall, placed her head on the block. The great nallet snote the iron chisel and there was
over powering pain. And silence.

Now Marshak's turn came. As a nman dreaming, he told the Lowife judges his name, his forner
occupation in the Mlieu, the date of his passage through the tinme-portal. The ol dest of the

j udges pronounced the formul a.

"Moe Marshak, as a wearer of the gray tore, you have been held in bondage by an exotic race and
conpel l ed to abet the enslavenent of humanity. Your Tanu overlords have been defeated by the
Al'liance of Freeliving Humans and Firvul ag. Asa prisoner of war, yon are entitled to ammesty,
provided that you agree to the renoval of the tore. If you do not agree, you will be executed.

Pl ease make your choice."

He chose.

Every nerve in his body seened to ignite. Kindred nminds sang as they gave consol ati on. Steadfast,
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he reaffirmed the unity and a great rejoicing flare obliterated all other sensation: the sight of
the hol | ow eyed judges, the pressure of hands that gripped and dragged hi m away, the penetration
of his heart by the long blade, and the final cold enbrace of the River Rhine.

Ri chard stood in the dimlittle |og chapel in H dden Springs village where they had laid Martha
out, seeing her in a sw mming reddi sh haze even though Anerie had tried to reassure himthat his
right eye was virtually undamaged.

He wasn't angry. Disappointed, that was all, because Marty had promised to wait. Hadn't they

pl anned it all together? Hadn't they |oved each other? It wasn't like her to I et himdown after
all they'd been through together

Well, he would work sonething out.

Wncing a little fromthe bandaged burns, he gathered her into his arns. So light, so white. Al
gowned in white. He alnost fell as he pushed the door open. No depth perception with only one eye.
"Doesn't matter,"” he told her. "I can wear a patch like a real pirate. Just you hang on."

He went lurching toward the place where the flyer stood, covered by canpufl age netting, one

| andi ng strut broken and one wing partly crushed by his prang-in. But a gravo-nmag ship didn't need
wings to fly. It was still in good enough shape to take both of them where they wanted to go.
Anerie spotted himjust as he was lifting Martha inside. She came running, her nun's veil and
robes billow ng. "Richard! Stop!"

Ch, no you don't, he thought | did what | promised. Nowit's you guys who owe ne.

Wth the flyer tilted, it was tricky to maneuver Martha. He nade her confortable and tossed the
Spear out, powerpack and all. Maybe sone w sehead would figure out howto recharge it some day.
Then Madane QGuderian could get another flyer and go zap all the rest of the Tana cities and nake
Pliocene Earth safe for good old humanity.

"Just don't call me to drive the bus,” he muttered. "I've got other plans.”

"Ri chard!" the nun shouted again.

He waved to her fromthe flight deck port and sat down in the charred seat dose hatch. Light up
Juice to the external web. Canouflage netting burning away. Oh-oh, Environnental systemin the

anber. Shorted by the lightning, maybe. Well ... it would last |ong enough

The soothing humfilled his brain as he brought the ship up level He glanced back at Marty to be
sure that she was still safe. Her formwavered, seened to go red. But in a nmonment it was al
right, and he told her, "in take us up nice and slow. W've got all the tinme in the world."

Anerie watched the broken-wi nged bird rise vertically into the golden norning sky, follow ng the
first component of the sign she traced. The mi st was gone now and it was going to be a beautifu
day. Over in the east the snoke cloud was thickening but upper-level winds carried it in the
opposite direction

The aircraft ascended until it was a nere speck. Anerie blinked, and the speck becane invisible
agai nst the bright vault of the heavens.

THE END OF PART THREE

Book Two in the Saga of the Exiles

entitled The Golden Torc, tells of the
adventures of the other four nembers of
Croup Green in the Tanu capital city, and
of their reunion with the northerners in an
attenpt to acconplish the final phases of
Madarme CGuderian's plan to liberate

Pl i ocene hunmanity.

file:/lIF|/rah/Julian%20May/May,%20Julian%20...€%201%20-%20The%20Many%20Coloured%20Land.txt (165 of 165) [1/15/03 7:40:32 PM]



	Local Disk
	file:///F|/rah/Julian%20May/May,%20Julian%20-%20Pliocene%20Exile%201%20-%20The%20Many%20Coloured%20Land.txt


