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CHAPTER 1
THREE AWAKENI NGS

Dawn was still hours away, but a subtle |lightening of the shadows in the
subur ban bedroom foretold that sunrise, inevitably, would cone. Bit by
tiny bit, Sarah O Neil could distinguish nore and nore details on the
dresser and bureaus. She |ay propped on one el bow, silently studying her
bedmate in the indistinct gloom Soon Colonel Jack O Neil would be up
shaved, starched, and off to the nearby Marine base. Sarah was gl ad
that his classified tasks now i nvol ved deskwork instead of killing
people in the field-for the time being, at least. She'd feared his nopst
recent mssion was to have been his last. Jack had fallen apart when
their son, Jack Junior, died in a gun accident. Their all-American boy
had joined the casualty lists in a case of friendly fire-fromjack's own
pistol. In the nonths that foll owed, Jack had either avoided this bed
or lain beside her, his entire body tight as a clenched fist. For hours
he'd sat alone in his den, playing with a 1911 Arnmy Colt automatic, an
old-line officer's sidearm .45 caliber-capable of spattering his brains
all over the wall if he finally decided to swallow the gun barrel. Wen
the orders canme, sending Jack away on another m ssion, Sarah believed
his superiors were nerely aimng himlike a piece of ordnance-a

conbi nati on suicide bonb and detonator. But Jack had come back. And she
had been surprised by joy when, even nore inexplicably, Jack returned a
healing man. Their son's death wasn't conpletely behind him but
somewhere on this mssion he never spoke about, he'd come to ternms with
Jack junior's loss. Jack returned neither as the wal ki ng weckage he'd
been right after the funeral, nor the near parody of the spit-andPolish
of ficer he'd transfornmed into upon getting his orders. He' d been-hinself
again. And on his return fromwherever, they'd made | ove for the first
time in too, too long. As soon as he'd undressed, Sarah saw he had not
had an easy m ssion. Technicol or bruises marred Jack's ribs and the pit
of his stomach-souvenirs of brutal hand-to-hand conbat. She'd tried to
be gentle. And the usually gungho col onel had been al nbost shy, as if he
wasn't sure the pieces would fit together again. They certainly had, and
that had hel ped the healing. Silently, Sarah exam ned the faniliar
features. Fromthe nmonment she'd met the cocky young combat cor poral
she'd been struck by the contradiction inplicit in his go-to-hell eyes
and his set, deternmined jaw. Now the eyes were closed, the jaw
softened. In the vulnerability of sleep, the elder Jack | ooked al nost
like his lost son. Sarah slid across the bed, w apping her arns around
her husband as if trying to shield himwi th her body. After nonths of
qui et, she knew that today one of those shadowy superiors Jack answered
to would be coming to the base. He's had so little time to be a human
being-so little practice, she thought as she clung to her husband. |
hope they won't send hi msonewhere that will turn himback into a robot
again. On the planet Abydos, Daniel Jackson | ooked up at the ceiling and
surreptitiously flexed his fingers in an attenpt to bring circul ation
back to his right arm Not that he mnded the reason for the | ost bl ood
supply. Sha'uri's head lay across his biceps as she cuddl ed agai nst

him the fine features of her face burrowing into his chest. Daniel had
followed a strange road to get here. Fell ow Egyptol ogi sts had di sm ssed
himas a crank for arguing that the sudden flowering of Nile
civilization nust have its roots in an earlier culture. But he'd found
an artifact of that predecessor civilization on a hush-hush governnent
project. He'd christened it a StarGate from hi erogl yphi cs connected wth



the find. Then he'd been put to work deci phering cryptic signs on the
StarGate itself, which turned out to represent star constellations. Hs
key had all owed government scientists to unlock the StarGate. And,
acconpanyi ng a team of recon Marines, Daniel had been hurtled to this
strange planet to find Nagada, Sha'uri-and a vengeful sem -human
creature who rul ed Abydos and other worlds as the sun god Ra. Dani el

hel ped rouse rebellion anbng the human sl aves while the Marines and a
few young rebels battled Ra's guardsnen. Both Daniel and Sha'uri were
nortally wounded, only to be resurrected by Ra's extraterrestri al

technol ogy-a strange quartz-crystal sarcophagus. Ra explained that his
technol ogy had been the base of |ater Egyptian civilization, but his
earthly slaves had revolted, burying the StarGate. Now, mllennia

| ater, he would punish the human homeworl d through the reopened gate. He
woul d send an atom c bonmb back to Col orado, anmplifying its power wth
his nysterious quartz-crystal. Revolt and the efforts of the Mrines

forestalled that plan. |In the end, the nuclear blast had destroyed Ra
hi nsel f. Dani el decided to stay on Abydos. The | ocal popul ati on had not
only been used shanel essly, they'd been kept illiterate and ignorant of

their past. Daniel could teach themwhile at the sane tine |earning the
roots of Egyptian culture. Besides, he was living out an adventure of
the sort he'd only expected to see on novie screens. He'd even wed the
| ocal chief's daughter. Daniel stared up at the cracked adobe-style
ceiling. There was nuch to be fixed here. He'd started by trying to
get the local population literate. |In the past nmonths, he had taught

hi er ogl yphics to a basic cadre-Sha' uri, several of the local Elders, and
a nunber of interested townsfolk. This first generation was now
teachi ng basic classes whil e Dani el gave advanced instruction. Today,
hi s postgrad workshop had net in the secret archives of Nagada.
Generations of secret scribes had filled the walls of a hidden roomwth
the true history of Ra's infamy, despite the sungod' s proscription on
witing. One of Daniel's first actions was to copy these hierogl yphics.

He renmenbered Sha'uri's halting translation of one section. "Wen those
on Onbos rebell ed, Hathor went forth as the Eye of Ra. She covered that
world in blood, till, wounded, she entered the vault of Ra to sleep ever

since." Daniel was rem nded of an Egyptian nmyth. To foil a human
revolt, Ra sent cat-headed Hat hor, goddess of |ust and qui ck vengeance,
to slaughter the conspirators. But she devel oped a taste for bl ood,
planning to kill all of humanity. The gods, concerned at the | oss of
wor shi pers, created a | ake of beer stained with berry juice. The

bl oodt hirsty goddess drank it up, fell into a drunken sl eep, and awoke
as her usual light-hearted and sexy self. Now we have the history behind
the nmyth, Daniel thought. Thanks to hieroglyphics. But a voice nagged
fromthe back of his head. Maybe you shoul d be teaching these people
Engl i sh i nstead. Nagada depended on agriculture and handicrafts-a

subsi stence econony, but nost of the work force had been miners. The
city was near a deposit of that quartz-like crystal used in so nuch of
Ra's technology. It had been a major export, even if the people had
gotten nothing back. it mght becone a paying export after the
scientists on Earth saw some of the itens O Neil brought back through
the StarGate. Daniel tried to caution Sha'uri's father Kasuf and other
city

El ders about terrestrial business ethics. But it was hard even to

expl ain what a corporation was. For Kasuf and the others, visitors
through the StarGate were friends, and perhaps heroes. Daniel could only
hope it would stay that way. Sha'uri shifted and sighed. She opened her
eyes, giving hima sleepy snmle. "Dan-yer," she whi spered, pronouncing
his name in her local tongue. Smiling back, Daniel decided to put his
worries on the back burner. The marble halls on the nmoonl et of Tuat were
not made for raised voices. Especially this hall, with its pyram da



donme of crystal rising to a point far overhead. Not for the first tine,
Thot h wondered why Ra had topped this particular structure with a done
of view ng. Qutside was merely airless rock, unblinking stars, and,
hangi ng in the sable sky, the grayish-blue bulk of the world this
nmoonl et circled. Even after ten nmillennia, the planet had yet to recover
from ecol ogi cal catastrophe. According to the secret records, this is
where Ra had found his first servants, the hands that had built the

Star Gates, the exoskeletal helmets, and the weapons that marked godhood
for Ra's human servants. The records hinted of a bargain being struck
that Ra woul d take the inhabitants fromtheir ruined planet to a new
ore. However, that world had turned out to be Orbos, the world of

bl ood. Thoth raised his eyes to consider the planet above. Woever

those first servants had been, they'd built well. Even fromthis
di stance he could nake out the regular lines of their ruined
habi tations. "Look at me, Ammt devour you!" Sebek's voice boormed and

echoed in the encl osed space. Sighing, Thoth redirected his regard to
the man prowing the pillared central aisle. He didn't know why Sebek
kept gl ancing around. He'd picked this spot for their clandestine
nmeeting. Thoth didn't mention that THREE ot her godl et s-who-woul d- beRa
had chosen the sanme place. It was hard to believe that he and Sebek had
| ong ago been part of the same brood of tribute children sent to serve
Ra-pretty boys and girls. They'd grown up very differently. Thoth had
risen to head Ra's bureaucracy, becom ng the accountant of the gods.
Physi cally, he resenbl ed the headdress-creature that marked his godhood.
Thot h was the Thi s-headed god-and the This was a stork-Iike bird.
Spindly of arms and | egs, with an incipient potbelly, Thoth was not an

i npressive sight in his white linen kilt. Sebek, on the other hand, was
the crocodil e god, renowned for cruelty, one of Ra's planetary viceroys,
an overseer of overseers. He had the thick, muscular body of a warrior
And if he didn't have the grace of |ost Anubis, forempbst of Ra's
fighters, he certainly had strength to spare. Right now he | ooked as if
he was just barely restraining hinmself fromusing that strength to break
Thoth's arms and | egs. Thoth kept his eyes on the prowing warrior. He
was reasonably sure that Sebek woul d not descend to the use of such
forceful expedients-at |east, not yet. But Thoth had | earned to keep an
eye on adversaries, even those courting his support. For that was what
all these skul king col | oqui es were about-on whose side would the

machi nery of administration fall? "Several of Khnum s people died in a
set-to with sone Horus guards serving Apis," Sebek said. "The Ram has
been pushing the Bull hard of late. He turned cold, shrewd eyes to
Thoth. "Not that I'mtelling you anything. Your scribes make excell ent
spies. | sawit often enough on Wefen. Ra seened to know my secrets

al nrost as soon as | knew them" Sebek swerved in his prowing course to
confront Thoth. "But," he said, his voice dropping, "such a system can
work only if there is strength at the head. |[|'m sure you know many
things. But whomcan you tell now?" Thoth said nothing. |In truth, the
scri bes had provided rmuch useful intelligence for Ra. But now Ra was
gone, vani shed for nonths after what was supposed to be a short voyage
and visit at the backwater world of Abydos. Fromall over Ra's conpact
enpire, warrior gods cane by StarGate to Tuat-the-world and flew up to
Tuat -t he-noon-for Ra never allowed Star Gate access to his persona
sanctum And on a noonl et where Thoth had once enjoyed a position as
second after Ra-as chief adm nistrator-warriors and viceroys now jostled
one another, their servants testing the aggressiveness and resol ution of
other factions. Predators all, they had been held in check because Ra
had culled the pack. But now it seemed nore and nore evident that Ra
was no nore. The warriors' mnds turned naturally to cal cul ati ons of
succession. And for the nore thoughtful mnority such as Sebek and a
few ot hers-those cal cul ati ons went beyond quantifying the nunber of
avai | abl e bodies and the tally of blast-1ances those bodies could use.



"You coul d choose worse to back than nme," Sebek went on. "W ate at the
same table as boys-served H mtogether." Throughout this talk, Thoth
realized, Sebek had never nentioned Ra by name. The warrior's voice
dropped to a whisper. "l renenber how you dreaded it whenever you

di spl eased H m how you feared the puni shment He might mete out." Sebek
speared his old mate with cold eyes. "Think what punishrment |'m capabl e
of. And if you won't serve ne for old affection's sake-then fear ne!l"
He turned and left Thoth alone in the hall. Raising his eyes again,
Thoth studied the pitiless stars. Trust Sebek to issue the nost direct
offer and to couch it as a threat. Certainly, there were worse

candi dates for the place of power. Sebek could field a sufficient force
to seize the prize. But even with Thoth behind him could Sebekcoul d any
of the woul d-be successors-retain power in the face of resistance from
the other contenders? O would the battering of the warriors destroy
the prize? Shatter the irreplacabl e nechani cal and human gears that

all owed the empire to function? Not to nention that backing the wong
aspirant could get Thoth killed. If Anubis was anmpongst them a fighter
of such proven ferocity that the pack could be curbed ... But Anubis had
gone with Ra. No conparable warrior wal ked the halls of Tuat. Unless
Thot h resol ved on a far nore dangerous ganble. He had to deci de soon

bef ore hand-to-hand brawl s becane pitched battles with energy weapons. A
dubi ous prospect, with hard vacuum beyond the walls of Ra's pleasure
dones. Still worse, there would be no roomto maneuver, no chance to
tenmporize with Sebek and the others who wanted Thoth's support. Thoth
activated his headgear, allow ng the aspect of the This to cover his
face. H's gangling frame noved snoothly, inmbued with sudden purpose. He
headed for the |lower |evels of the pyram d, domain of machinery and the
occasi onal mechanic. But building plans existed, and these had to be
recorded, filed, and thus passed into the hands of the scribes. Thanks
to the plans, Thoth had found the airlock, and thanks to other records
he had | earned of the necessities for workers to wear on their

i nfrequent mai ntenance jobs outside. The suit accomodated his kilt but
tightly gripped his chest and extremities in a sensation unfamliar on
skin that usually went bare. Hookups ran to his helnet so he could
breathe. He cycled through the | ock and set off across the bare rock
Mere yards fromthe pyramid, the field of artificial gravity died away.
That was all to the good. Thoth set off on huge, exaggerated boundi ng
steps for a horizon that seened unnaturally close. His destination was
far enough fromthe conpl ex of pyram dal construction which housed Ra's
pal ace. It was beyond the view even of the crystal summit of the

tall est one the place where he'd just net with Sebek. Thoth was gasping
by the time he scaled the wall of the small craterlet. Even with the

| ower gravity this represented unfanmiliar exertion. At least this tine
he had nothing to carry. The crater floor was of blackish rock, and if
the secret records hadn't told Thoth exactly where to | ook, he'd have

di sm ssed his destination as a shadow or a chance rock formation. Even
cl ose by, the contours were irregul ar enough-and spalled by 8,500 years
of micrometeorite inpacts-to be disnmissed as natural. One had to | ook
down into the murky hole in the ground to identify the entrance to the
mast aba, or underground tonb. Thoth mani pul ated the entrance controls
and slipped inside. A pile of gear, brought by himpiece by piece, |ay
right at the access. He picked up a small hand light, then turned to
seal the tonb's portal. Only when he was sure it wouldn't be seen on the
surface did he activate his torch. The interior of the nastaba had
gotten far less attention than its artfully conceal ed entrance. The
chanmber had apparently been chopped into exi stence with energy beans.
Its walls were crude and out of true, the blackish stone nelted and
stagged in places. 1In one corner lay the burned and bl asted remains of
t he workers who'd done the excavating. Their twi sted fornms nade a
striking contrast to the sarcophagus resting on the bunpy fl oor



Exquisitely carved fromthe quartzose material reserved for the nost

spl endid of Ra's technol ogi cal wonders, the stone box bul ked large in
the crude quarters, seenming to glowwith a nmuted gol den radi ance as
Thoth's light flashed on it. A sun disk decorated the head of the
funerary bier, which was twice as long as a nman was tall. Hieroglyphs
ran across the waist-high covering stone-a hymm to eternal life. Thoth
turned to the other materials he'd cached in the tomb. He opened

cani sters of pressurized air, bringing atnosphere back to the room for
the first time in mllennia. At |ast Thoth opened his this nask and
took a deep breath. Then he turned to the sarcophagus, tapping severa

of the hieroglyphics in a certain pattern. The crystal walls of the box
shifted as if they were live things. A seemingly solid cover stone
split into THREE sections. The sun disk rose head high, another section
of the cover stone noving with it, sliding out in two pieces to give the
di sk wings. A pearlescent light flooded the room comng frominside the
box. Thoth stepped forward, his face tight with excitenent. The head of
t he sarcophagus interior was shaped |ike a pharaoni c headdress, formng
a sort of halo for the beautiful fermale face Iying in repose there. The
worman had an olive conpl exion, dark but not tanned. Her aquiline
features were perfectly formed. Wth her eyes closed, she |ooked like a
beautifully crafted statue. Then Thoth noticed the slight rise and fal

of the lithe breasts under the pectoral necklace of her chest piece. The
eyes opened. Hathor |ived.

CHAPTEr 2
| NTELLI GENCE ASSESSMENT

Pain had not nmerely tinged, but had been Hathor's |ast conscious nenory.
The battle for Orbos had no | onger been in doubt. Step by ruthless step
she'd turned the situation on the revolting planet around until the
rebels didn't merely face defeat, they faced exterm nation. Even her own
troops feared her as the goddess who had covered a planet in bl ood.

Hat hor had been directing operations agai nst one of the few renaining
rebel stronghol ds, hidden in an inaccessible nountain range. The

udaj eets, single-man gliders, had flown repeated m ssions, their paired
blasters firing incessantly to clear a landing area literally down to
scorched earth. But no sooner had she set foot to terra firma than one
of those red-haired devils burst out of a pit in the ground. The poor
bastard hadn't carried an energy weapon. Apparently, the rebels had

| earned that the Horus guards could scan for such armament. But even as
Hat hor ai ned her own bl ast-lance, the rebel had hurled some sort of
nmetal inplement. Spikes of white-hot agony radi ated from her stomach.
But this was no nere stab wound. Her nerves first seened dipped in
acid, then went terrifyingly nunb. "Poison-" she slurred to one of the
Horus guards bl asting the now unarmed assassin. Then paralysis set
in-and with it, searing pain. Every nove on the way back to the StarGate
was etched in anguish. She could snell the rot enmanating from her
stomach even during the brief udajeet ride. Watever had been sneared
on that dammabl e bl ade was turning her flesh into a necrotic nmess. If
she survived this, Hathor prom sed herself, she'd track that poison
down. A new weapon for her arsenal ... Even the flesh on her face was
bl ack and splitting by the tine she finally reached Tuat. Ra hinself
was on hand to greet her, and Hathor's heart died a little at his
reaction to her appearance. There was only one hope for her survival.
That was internment in Ra's sarcophagus of wonder. Certain others of
Ra's servants-the irrepl aceabl e ones-had been placed inside that
crystalline box, suffering froma variety of ills. They'd all energed
fit and cured. So as Hat hor cane to consci ousness, she opened her eyes
full of hope. Her strength and | ooks would be restored. And, of course,



Ra would be there to greet her. At the very least, her own servants
woul d be on hand. Instead of Ra's throne room she found herself in a
mean little chanber, nore like a cave or a dungeon. And she had no idea
who the single man staring down at her was. Hathor's rnuscles screamed in
protest as she forced herself upright, reaching -for the gawker. What
shoul d have been a seanl ess, easy novenent took an extra second enough
time for the man to take a step backward before she was out of the stone
coffin and grasping himby the throat. A pair of strides, and she
smashed the intruder against the crude wall. H's face turned an
interesting nottled col or before she rel eased pressure on his airway.
Wth one hand cocked to deliver body blows if necessary, Hathor
activated his headdress. She expected to find a renegade Horus guard

engaged in a bit of voyeurism Instead, she found ... Thoth. "This
cannot be," she muttered, pressing again to unmask the man. "Thoth is an
ol der man, but not so old that he would die before |-" The room
threatened to revol ve around her. "Where am | ?" Thoth sucked air through
a bruised throat. "On Tuat." He managed a soothing tone, at least. "In
a mastaba several niles fromRa's palace. "A tonb!" She gestured

wordl essly, indicating that her body was whole. "You slept, o Chanpion."
Thoth struggled to find the right words. "The records | studied

i ndi cated that perhaps you had succeeded in your mission too well." "I
crushed the rebels as ordered, showing no nercy," Hathor responded. Her
lips twisted. "And in so doing, | caused even Ra sonme unease. So he
buried nme away, for retrieval in case of sone worse disaster. |s that
the case?" Hathor's eyes narrowed. "Or ... you nentioned records that
you had studied. |If you thought to waken nme to use against Ra ." Her
lips quirked again. "You' ve nade a serious blunder, conspirator." Her
whol e career, pushing her way into the circle of warriors who surrounded
the sun god, had been based on a strategy ancient even in her

ti me-seduction and dynasty. Even her husband, engi neer of the gods,
hadn't dared reprove her for her "friendship”" with Ra. And she knew,
knew t hat the ever young body of her |iege responded to her wiles. But
the alien soul inhabiting that flesh had proven resistant. Yes, Ra's
alien ka was doubtl ess responsible for having her put away. Even so, it
woul d be unwi se of this interloper to expect that she would nurse a
grudge. \What had been done coul d be done again. She was awakened now.
And the surest way to Ra's favor would be to bring himthe head of a
traitor. Her thoughts nust have shown on her face, because Thoth pressed
hi nsel f against the wall, quickly putting up a hand. "I brought you
forth because it seens that Ra is no nore.”" Now it was Hathor's turn to
step back, staggered. For a second she was silent. Then, "How" She
bit off the question she'd been about to ask: "How could this be
possi bl e?" Instead, Hathor turned to practicalities. "How |long have I
been i mured here?" When Thoth gave her the answer, her eyes went round
with dismay. Eight thousand years was nore than enough tinme to have

wr apped her actions in the trappings of |egend. Her next question was
purely political. "Wo now wears the cat's head?" Thoth | ooked
surprised. "There has never been another Hathor." A certain grim
satisfaction filled Hathor at this news. She had been deened
irreplaceable. But it also nmeant problens. Wth a successor, she could
have chal l enged for her position-and with a single nurder doubtless not
only won back her office, but gained a staff of servants and warriors as
wel | . Having no successor closed off that path to getting aid. She
stared at this Thoth, so nany generations renoved fromthe First Tine.
What did he think her capable of? The Thoth of her days had been a
scribe and an intriguer-his weapon of choice the pen rather than the
sword. She doubted that this soft-bodied Thoth could offer her nuch in
the way of backup-his servants would not be skilled in physical force.
Did he count on her to take on the entire warrior caste single-handed?
She turned to himand put her question into words. "Wat do you expect



of meRa it seens, is gone," he said. "Someone nust put his house in
order." Ah, Hathor thought, the dangers of |egend. He does expect nme to
vanqui sh these woul d-be successors al one and unaided. Still, she felt

the promptings of her own anbition. She had thought to create the House
of Ra by way of the path of love. Wuld it be so different to create

t he House of Hat hor by way of the paths of war? "W have nmuch to speak
of ." She sniffed and frowned. "And already the air here grows stale."
Thoth gestured to the pile of gear at the entrance to the mastaba. "I
have here another suit for traversing the airless plain. And | have
arranged apartnments-" he made a sel f-di sparagi ng gesture. "Hunble
apartments for one of your stature. But they' re secure, and in a
little-travel ed area of the old palace." Hathor nodded. After nore than
eight millennia in a stone box, her physical needs were nodest enough
And it would certainly be better to retain the el ement of surprise
"Speak to ne of |eaders,"” she said. "Wat factions contend for Ra's

t hrone? Whi ch of the viceroys has the greatest personal strength? Which
the largest following? |Is there yet an Anubis? O did he follow Ra
into the void?" Thoth began the briefing even as he presented the

at nosphere suit. Hathor had worn these suits before. She knew their
[imts. And, of course, in the tineless workings of Ra's enpire,
technol ogy did not change. She was ready to | eave by the tinme Thoth had
sketched out the short list of candidates nost likely to achieve
ultimate power. Hathor was nost interested in his description of his
old criche mate, Sebek. She had never liked the crocodile god of her
days. And this Sebek not only had a reputation as a fierce fighter, he
had a strong and well-trai ned entourage. In Hathor's eyes that rmade him
a prime target. "Enough," she finally said. "Let us be out of here."
She activated her own headdress, and for the first tine in eight

t housand years, the face of the Cat was seen once again. It was well,
Hat hor thought. The cat, with its supple body and soft purr, was

di sm ssed by many as a creature of mere sensual pleasure. So it had
been in her career. Too late, those dism ssing her had di scovered that
this cat had rmuch in common with her cousin the lion. Perhaps it would
be so for this Sebek, and the other godlets who would be Ra. On the

ot her hand, they might be like this Thoth, believing in | egends that

gave her an overbl own reputation. That could be useful as well. She
could make an exanple of a front-runner, this Sebek perhaps-and
terrorize the rest into submission. Kill one, frighten a thousand. She

had | earned that equati on on Orbos, extirpating the rebels there. Now
she would bring this same equation to Tuat. Although, she realized, it
had al ready been instituted there by no | ess a personage than Ra

hi nsel f. Fromthe very beginning of the First Days on Earth, Ra had kept
a mastery of the tools of terror. Thus had he bent the slave

popul ations to his will. And, if truth were to be told, terror had al so
been part of the carrot and the stick which he'd used in |eading the
gods. The carrot had been power, of course, and a lifetime extending far

beyond that of an average nortal. But if one should fail the sun god,
i f one shoul d di spl ease Rathe puni shrent was death. And Ra coul d of fer
death in so many unpl easant guises, |like a session with his gemthat

could turn bones to water. Like it or not, Ra had shepherded his
attendant gods with fear. Hathor smiled. She could do that. On Earth, a
mlitary transport plane took off from Washington. |Its interior was not
exactly spartan-after all, there was a senior officer aboard. But
CGeneral West was smart enough to fly only on regularly schedul ed
jets-and not the only passenger. O her officers of simlar rank had
never bothered to learn that sinple |lesson, and had managed to bli ght
their careers. A colleague of West's, a head honcho of a European
operation, had once flown fromRonme to the U S. in a huge, unschedul ed
Starlifter with only his fermal e aide on board. After being roasted in
newspapers across the country, that unfortunate general had wound up in



charge of counting penguins down in Antarctica. But if he flew by the
rul es, nonethel ess the general had plenty of roomto spread out as the
pl ane reached its cruising altitude. Wich was just as well-his
briefcase was full of reports to be read, and he had to cone to a

deci sion on those contents before the plane | anded. Wst's slightly
jowy face took on the stony aspect of the veteran poker player as he
reviewed the first of a succession of docunents stanped TOP SECRET. This
was a technol ogy assessment fromthe Pentagon bi g-dones who had
attenpted to take one of those blast-lances apart and put it back

toget her again. O course, they were careful to cover their scientific
butts, but they were reasonably optimstic. Wile they did not pronise
production-Iine manufacturing of the weapons in tw weeks, they did

of fer the opinion that the technol ogy was accessible. Wst frowed. The
only bottleneck was that the | ances, like all the alien high technol ogy
Jack O Neil and the survivors of the Abydos recon team had reported on
depended on that quartz-like crystal to work. And the only source of
that crystal on Earth was the StarGate. West idly specul ated on how
many bl asters they could nmake if they broke the matter transmitter, or
what ever it was, into small pieces.... That woul d solve two probl ens-the
weapons woul d permanently tilt the bal ance of power in favor of the U S
here on Earth, while disnmenbernment of the StarGate would cl ose a

prof oundly di sturbing door on a hostile universe. He went back to
reading, this time switching to the survivors' after-action reports.
Ener gy weapons, matter transm ssion, a working starship. Those were just
a few of the technol ogi cal goodies the recon team had observed on the
other side of the StarGate. On the other hand ... West shuddered as he
went back over Colonel Jack O Neil's classified report. The StarGate
had al nost been used as a delivery systemfor an anplified atonic bonb,
with a blast big enough to end civilization on this planet. Wre the
possi bl e advantages worth the all-too-concrete risks? OF course, O Nei
had succeeded in using the matter transmitter to plant the bonb on the
starship, blowing it up and ending the career of the alien which had
styled itself as a god. But since the THREE surviving Mrines had
returned to Earth, no one had gone through the StarGate. Wst had not
only secured the mssile silo that housed the artifact, he'd posted the
t oughest conbat Marines he could find for roundthe-clock guard duty.

Not hing was to go in or out of that alien dingus w thout his say-so.
Managi ng the threat factors on Earth gave himdifficulty enough. He was

unwilling to throw an entire newworld into his risk cal cul ations.
However ... O Neil's report also stated that anong the resources of the
pl anet Abydos was a sizable deposit of Ra's magic quartz-crystal. Mich

as West would like to decline the proffered invitation to the universe,
he had to consider the strategic inplications. Wth a ready supply of
the quartz elenent, Earth's technical base specifically, that of the
United States-could advance by a quantum junp. Even better, the U S
woul d have an absolute | ock on this new technol ogy. The Japanese

woul dn't be able to horn in and usurp production, because the raw
material that was the bedrock for the technol ogi cal wonders woul d be
avail able only fromAnerica. It would conme out of a hole in an American
mountain. So what if it had to traverse a nillion light-years to get
there? According to ONeil's report, the natives of Abydos conducted
their mning operation in an inefficient-in fact, downright
primtive-manner. Apparently, that was due to the alien god' s strangling
grip on the people. Al well and good, but the situation would have to
change. If this brave new technol ogy were to go into production, the
factories would require regular shipnents-in bulk. That would be the
only econonic reason for keeping this portal to the unknown open
Large-scale mning would require machi nery and, of course, the people to
operate it. And those operators would have to be people Ceneral West
could control. At first he had thought of the Arnmy Corps of Engineers.



They certainly had the knowhow, and they were Mlitary, by God. But he'd
quickly identified a drawback to using the mlitary's construction arm
The requirenent was secrecy. Could they depend on some shorttiner
driving a bull dozer not to come hone and tal k about his building job on
anot her pl anet? Once again West wi shed that O Neil had bl own up the
StarGate on the Abydos side and renoved this problembefore it |anded in
the general's lap. If nobody knew this stuff existed ... But the
technol ogy and the crystal did exist, and in the Pentagon's need-to-know
culture, it was up to West to nmake a decision about it. He hadn't
reached his rank by passing the buck. He had a reputation for making
the right choices in clutch situations. The decision he was | eani ng
toward was the mning option-with a sizable security conplenent in case
any nore unpl easant surprises came down out of the sky. But the mners
woul dn't be soldiers. They'd cone fromthe United M ning Consortium
UMC had done lots of government work in the past-including a nunmber of
sensitive overseas operations in conjunction with representatives of the
intelligence comunity. West had done his homework, assuring hinmself
that UMC not only had the resources but the right kind of people to do
this job-people who could keep their nmouths shut. Even better, the
conpany was used to working in the Third Wrld, which would be a plus in
dealing with the primtives on Abydos. And UMC was quite resourceful in
keepi ng up producti on of whatever ore was bei ng excavated, despite

pi ddling conpl aints by the natives or annoying shifts in their
governments. The general referred briefly to the newspaper clippings in
his UMC file. A native potentate toppled, a separatist novenent in the
area of richest mining, a recalcitrant president supplanted by a nore
accommodating mlitary junta ... Yes, UMC was certainly a conpany that
could handle itself in the clinch. And for civilians, they would do
exactly the sort of job he wanted done. He had the nanmes and nunbers he
needed to start the ball rolling. No doubt UMC would want to send over
some prospectors, advance men, people to do a feasibility study. All
under the deepest shrouds of national security, of course. Well, he had
just the man to bird-dog them Someone who had experience on the far
side of the StarGate. A nilitary man who knew how to fol |l ow orders and
keep his nmout h shut.

Col onel Jack O Neil

West smiled. Perhaps someday O Neil would thank the general for putting
himin touch with the right people. Certainly, Wst expected to be
thanked ... by UMC. Not inmediately, of course. But a person who puts a
conpany in the way of making a handsone profit-a nonopoly position on a
scarce resource with many val uable uses. Well, such a person deserves a
reward. Lucrative consulting opportunities, perhaps a seat on the board
of directors. West |eaned back in his seat. After all, the mlitary
woul d expect himto retire one of these days. The military-industrial
conplex just wasn't what it used to be. Even a general had to think
about his future.

CHAPTER 3
I NFI LTRATI ON

Shielding his eyes fromthe brutal desert suns of Abydos, Skaara
conducted a quick head count on the nmastadge herd he and his friends
were watching. Sha'uri's brother had to admit that after his brief
stint as a freedomfighter, the shepherd s trade was even nore boring
than before. He and his friends had becone boy commandos al nost by
accident, rescuing the otherworldly visitors fromRa's wath. Indeed,
Skaara had | earned nost of his soldiering by observing the man he call ed



Bl ack Hat-after the black beret worn by Colonel Jack O Neil. There was
a warrior, despite the dull green clothes he wore. The man had a sharp
tenmper, exacerbated by the | anguage difficulties-the only visitor who
spoke the | ocal |anguage was Daniel, his sister's husband. But Skaara
had admired O Neil, and a certain friendship had grown between them
He' d been vastly di sappoi nted when his idol had di sappeared into the
StarGate, returning to whatever unguessable world he had come from It
wasn't nmerely a wish for action that fuel ed Skaara's discontent. He'd
qui ckly | earned that war did not necessarily nmean glory-his mates had
suffered casualties, and his friend Nabeh had nearly been killed. Still
wor se had been the innocent civilians butchered as the flying udaj eet
had blasted the city of Nagada fromthe air. Between his days of |abor
and his work at night |earning hieroglyphics, he had nore than enough
activity to take up even the energies of youth. Yet even his studies
spurred restlessness. Translating the wall paintings of Nagada's hi dden
archives gave nore tales of Ra's tyranny, and tantalizing clues about
other worlds ruled over by the fal se god. Wat, for instance, had
happened on Onbos after cat-headed Hat hor had covered that planet in

bl ood? Even the wi se Daniel could offer no information. Slowy as his
studi es progressed, Skaara al so devel oped a desire to see these worlds
on the other side of the StarGate, to tell their peoples that Ra was no
nore-to join with these star-brothers and fight for freedomas the

i nhabitants of Abydos had done. He hadn't discussed these inchoate
aspirations with his father, the El der Kasuf, with Sha'uri, or with

Dani el . But when he'd sounded out his shepherd friends, his fellow
veterans of the war agai nst Rathe response was resoundingly affirmative.
So a new activity had been added to his schedule. |In whatever spare
time remained after shepherding and studying, Skaara and his mates
practiced the arts of war. They drilled thenselves in the arts of

conceal nent, in quick, darting novement under sinmulated fire. They
experimented with vari ous weapons, and zeal ously worked to maintain the
fewrifles and pistols the visitors fromEarth had | eft behind. Skaara
had organi zed a careful scavenging operation in the ruins of the
visitors' base canmp. The search had been rewarded when several boxes of
rifle ammunition turned up. And night and day, as an exercise in war and
di scipline, Skaara detailed a few nenbers from his shepherds' conpl ement
to keep watch on the pyram d that housed the StarGate. Thus, when the
sudden chatter of a rifle on autonmatic echoed over the dunes, Skaara
wasn't exactly surprised. A gunshot was supposed to be the signal that
new visitors had arrived. But Skaara wasn't pleased. The signal was
supposed to be a single gunshot. He would have sonme choice words for

t he wat chers about wasting anmunition. Unless ... what if the visitors
weren't friendly and the watchers were defending thensel ves? Skaara had
a sickening vision of Horus guards pouring fromthe carved entrance arch
of the pyranmid. He'd dreaned of taking freedomout to the other planets
of Ra's enpire. Suppose one of Ra's lieutenants had cone to Abydos with
the intention of restoring despotisn? He snapped an order to the others,
and in an instant shepherd boys becane warriors. They all carried

what ever weapons they could. Now, abandoning the mastadges, they fornmed
a rough skirm sh line and headed for the watch point, a tall sand dune

t hat commanded a view of the rocky outcrop that supported the pyranid
Skaara carefully deployed his nmen, rifles at the flanks, as they clinbed
to the crest of the dune. They night be able to get a few shots at the

i nvaders. But when they reached the watchers, they found a pair of nadly
capering boys. "Skaara!" shouted Nabeh, pointing into the distance
beyond the dune's face. "They're back! They've cone back!" Skaara threw
hinsel f on his belly, slipping another treasure fromEarth out of his
cloak. O Neil had given himthe pair of black, conpact binoculars

bef ore | eavi ng Abydos. As Skaara focused on the THREE figures sliding
down the escarpnent to the sands bel ow, he saw that Nabeh's eyesi ght and



words were true. The visitors were dressed as people fromEarth. And
one of themwore a black beret. Fixing his gaze, Skaara saw this was

i ndeed Jack O Neil. The bl ack-hatted man wore a different suit: not
green this time, but nmottled in tans and yell ows-the colors of the
sands. The canouflage made it nmore difficult to spot the newoners. But
Skaara had gotten a good | ook at the colonel's face. That was all he
needed to see to tell himthat these were friends. Turning, he
reorgani zed his little command from an anbush party to an honor guard.
But, like any good officer, he still took a monent to | ash into Nabeh
for wasting their precious anmunition. Walter Draven, UMC s advance nan
on Abydos, threw his long, thin body to the sand as the noise of
rattling di scharges echoed agai nst the face of the pyram d. "That sounds
i ke gunshots,"” he said. The hard eyes in his hatchet-like face turned
al nost angrily to their military liaison. "At least a clip on an M 16
firing at full auto," Colonel Jack O Neil agreed. "You said these people
were primtives-that they barely had nmetal tools when you net them"
Draven's | egal background broke out at the oddest nmonents, like this
accusatory speech. "Well, it sounds as if the locals got thenselves sone
hardware," Martin Preston, the engineering side of the scouting party,
poi nted out. He was short and stocky, with a round red face and bandy

| egs. But he was supposed to know everything there was to know about
mning in primtive conditions. "A group of kids hel ped us,"” O Nei
explained, a brief smle coming to his lips at the menory of Skaara and
his friends. "They used sone of our guns. Although,” he admitted, "I'm
surprised by this date that they'd have any bullets left." "Maybe they
sal vaged sone from your supplies,” Preston's practical voice pointed
out. "According to your report, you chose to abandon nost of the

equi prent at your base canmp.” O Neil barely hid his surprise that

CGeneral West had given classified reports to a mning engineer. He

gl anced toward the growi ng mound of sand that entonbed nost of the cases
of supplies left behind. "If so, they showed nore initiative than |I'd
have expected." H's face became grim "Mre discipline, too." "How so?"
Draven demanded. "Kids and guns are a dangerous conbination. Put a gun
inakid s hand, and it may well go off." The UMC nen gl anced at each
other, then followed silently as O Neil led the way down the rocky face
of escarpnent. No other shots rang out. "Could it have been target
practice?" Preston suggested a trifle breathlessly as he swng down,
his foot scrabbling for a foothold. "I'd say it was nore in the nature
of a signal,” O Neil opined. He was breathing as easily as if he were
on a stroll across the parade ground. "So these people have someone

wat ching the StarGate." The sharp-faced Draven managed to make it sound
like a hostile act. "Well, they would have a vested interest in know ng
i f anyone appeared,” O Neil pointed out. "You think this could be due to
t hat professor who took up with the local girl and went native? Wiat was
hi s name-Jackson?" Draven asked. O Neil had to chuckle at the idea.
"Daniel? | think he'd be too busy translating hieroglyphics and
enjoying married life to organize any sort of civil defense." "Then who
has peopl e out there spying on us?" Draven wanted to know "There's an
easy enough way to find out,” O Neil responded. "W'Il go out there and
ask them" He reached the base of the stony outcrop and set off for the
hi ghest dune in sight. Draven and Preston scranmbled down and trail ed
after the colonel. The sand seemed to suck at their feet, making their
steps slow and clumsy. O Neil, in contrast, seened to glide along, his
Desert Storm surplus uniformblurring his novenents as he forged ahead.
Draven cursed under his breath as he slogged along in pursuit. He'd
reached a point in his UMC career where he expected to jet in to trouble
spots and be met by an arnored Iinp and a few bodyguards. A week

ago- even a day ago-he'd have | aughed at the notion of traipsing through
the boonies with a technical staff of one and depending on a snart-ass
Marine for protection. Yet here he was, preparing for the negotiations



of his life. Far better than the nmilitary, it seened, UMC realized the
possibilities in opening up an entire world for devel opment. They
want ed the best contact nman they had for the job. And that nan was \Walt
Draven. He nopped sweat off his forehead, glancing up to see how far
ahead that dammed Marine had gotten. Surprisingly, they'd reached the
foot of the large dune. O Neil was working his way diagonally up the
crusted sand face. Then Draven noticed novenent at the crest. "Col onel!"
he yell ed, the warning com ng al nost unbidden fromhis throat. "Above
you!" O Neil had already heard the comotion overhead. He stepped up
his pace as he scaled his way to the top, a grin stretching his face.
Lined up at the crest were Skaara and his ragtag band of shepherds. Wen
they spotted O Neil, their right arns noved in unison to give hima
snappy salute. "What the hell-" Draven nuttered as he stared up. The
boys' discipline wavered and broke as O Neil finally reached them They
gat hered around their hero, and Skaara forgot hinmself sufficiently to

gi ve the thoroughly enbarrassed col onel a wel cone hug and kiss. "Seemns
like a very denonstrative culture,” Preston remarked dryly. The young
men were jabbering away, eager to denonstrate their soldiering skills,
but the handsome young fellow with the curly hair and earrings quickly
restored order with a few sharp if inconprehensible comands. "That's
one to keep an eye on," Draven said in a low voice. "A leader." The
pair of earthlings painfully essayed the clinb, to be met by a dozen
hel pi ng hands to nmake their way over the crest. O Neil nmade
introductions. "This is Skaara, and the group of young nen who hel ped
us put an end to RaThe boy conmmandos coul dn't understand what he was
sayi ng, but they caught the reference to Ra. Alnpst to a man, they spat
at the nention of his name. Again, it was up to Skaara to restore order
Draven was not much inpressed with the young nen. They had no uniforns,
all of themclad in dull, ill-fitting homespun. Their equipnent was

| aughabl e-the handful of rifles not enough to outfit even half their
conpany. The only other sign of martial equipment was the plastic
conpound hel net on Nabeh's head. But Skaara-there, Draven had to admt,
there were possibilities. People foll owed the young nman. He had | ooks.
He had | eadership potential. He could either be dangerous, or, as Draven
automatically classified him Skaara could be used to destabilize the
present regi me-whatever that turned out to be.

CHAPTER 4
ALARMS AND | NTRUSI ONS

It was just as well that the Horus guards stationed outside the entrance
to Sebek's apartments were masked. |f Hathor had seen the expressions
on their naked faces, she'd probably have felt obliged to kill them
all-and that wasn't part of her plan. The guards' reaction was only to
be expected under the circunstances. Hathor was clad in a shift conposed
of about ten percent linen and ninety percent air-for all intents and
pur poses, a transparent w apping for her abundant charms. Ra's servants
were, of course, chosen alnost frominfancy on the basis of physica
beauty. Some, like Thoth, grew up to be ugly ducklings in reverse.

Hat hor, on the other hand, had matured into a beautiful swan, far

out stripping her childhood prettiness. The sinuous perfection of her
body offered all the attributes one m ght expect of a goddess of sex and
| ove. And Hat hor was wi se enough not to gild the lily. d ass bangles
and a pair of thick-soled sandals nade up the rest of her seduction
ensenbl e. One of the guards noved to bl ock her path-he'd happily have
rubbed agai nst her-while ogling her with his eagle eyes. "Wat brings
you here?" he demanded. She set her eyes demurely on the floor. "M
master Thoth sent ne hither." The guard grunted, then turned in

conmuni cation with soneone inside the apartnment. "Got a girl out here-a



peace of fering from Thoth." A couple of coarse interpretations on that
phrase came fromw thin-and then an order. Qutside, the guard gave out
with a loud guffaw. "Search her?" he laughed. "She's got no place to
hi de anyt hing!" Hathor was then ushered into a | arge marbl e chanber
filled with warriors of Sebek's faction, obviously at play. The place
stunk from a pungent comnbination of beer and sweat. Men shouted at the
tops of their lungs, boasting, arguing, placing bets, all in
counterpoint to the incessant rattling of dried knuckl ebones bei ng
tossed on the polished stone floor. As the crowd slowy becane aware of
Hat hor's presence, the din subsided until finally the roomwas near dead
silence, the nmen eating Hathor up with their eyes. One of Sebek's
lieutenants reached himand whispered in his ear. The crocodile god's
broad body | urched upright, his heavy face flushed from an excess of
beer. "So, Thoth sent you, did he?" Hathor nodded. "And did he send a
nmessage with you?" Hathor shrugged, knowing it was a good effect. "Only

that he sends ne as a token of his high regard.” "Well, he certainly
knows how to choose a good ... gift. And he's wise in the choice of
recipients as well." He turned to his followers with a coarse |augh

"He certainly wouldn't have enough woman-stuff of this quality to send
to all contenders, would he, men?" A |loud, boozy chorus of assent rose

fromthe assenbl ed warriors. "So perhaps you'll excuse nme while | enjoy
Thoth's offering ... alone." Sebek hooked a finger to her and set off
across the room Hathor trailed behind, her eyes still nodestly

downcast. She was inpressed by the discipline evident in the troops.

Al t hough they hooted and howl ed, not a man of them noved to put a hand
on the woman destined for their |eader. Hathor left the | arge conmon
room and foll owed Sebek to a nore secluded chanber. The viceroy dropped
onto a heavy divan and surveyed her with hot eyes. "Stay there," he
said, gesturing for her to stop. "And turn around. | like to see what
I"'mgetting." Wth a slow, sinuous novenent she revol ved before him

di spl ayi ng herself beneath the wi sp of linen she wore. Sebek's
breat hi ng was al ready heavy as he beckoned her forward. Hathor could
feel his body heat as she cane to a stop inches fromthe seated man.
Sebek's hands darted out with the eagerness of a two-year-old unw apping
a present. One fist wapped itself in the exiguous linen of her shift
and yanked downward. As her only covering tore and pool ed at her feet,
Sebek's left hand curved around her hip to grasp a buttock and drag her
forward those |l ast few inches. H's breath was hot on her belly as he
crushed her to him Even as Sebek pulled her forward, Hathor's hands
were in notion. Her right hand | ashed down at the arm hol di ng her while
her left slashed upward agai nst Sebek's face. The razor-sharp gl ass
bangles did their work. The viceroy's gashed arm sl acked its grip,

all owi ng Hathor to slip free. Her other attack opened Sebek's |eft
cheek fromthe jawline alnmost to his eye. For a |long count he sat frozen
on the divan, staring at the blood. Then his face contorted with rage.
"Bitch!" he muttered, starting to rise. Hathor's kick caught Sebek in
the midsection, driving the air fromhis body. Long ago, when she had
decided to conmpete in the ranks of the warriors, she sought out the best
trainers available. And she had paid themwell, in gold or in the coin
of love. Her experts explained that Hathor could never devel op the
strength of arns and shoulders to match a male warrior. Her |egs,
however, were stronger than any man's arns-not to nention having | onger
reach. And the delicate |ooking sandals she wore boasted a heavy netal
plate in the built-up sole. Sebek's glare seened to ask, who is this
devil woman, as he wheezed, trying to get sone air into his lungs. A
difficult feat, given his bruised stomach nuscles, Hathor knew.  She
could read his dilemma clearly. One call, and the roomwould be full of
warriors. But what effect would it have on his faction if he needed
warriors to protect himfroma |one, naked woman? Hathor feinted a | ow
kick with her left foot. Wien Sebek comrmitted hinself to trying to grab



her ankle, she shifted to a roundhouse kick Coming fromthe right. The
wei ght ed sol e caught Sebek in the tenple, toppling himto crash

hal f consci ous on the stone floor. He lay there for a nonment, unnoving.
Then he tried to prop hinmself up on hands and knees. A kick to his left
el bow nearly wecked that joint, collapsing Sebek on his side. Hathor
followed up with a kick to his kidneys, then hooked a toe under Sebek's
ribs, turning himover to expose his nore vul nerabl e underbelly. The
crocodile god tried to huddle into hinmself and protect his already

brui sed stomach, only to have one of Hathor's heavy soles conme crushing
down on his testicles. |In a mpan of agony, his breath went whooshing
out again. Sebek tried to turn turtle, but Hathor kicked himout flat on
his back again. At this point Sebek wanted to scream for help, but
didn't have enough air in his lungs to do it. Hathor didn't help the
situation. Wth a cold snmile she noved her right foot toward Sebek's
throat. The only response the hel pl ess, gasping man coul d make was to
scrunch his jaw down, trying to protect the soft tissue now at risk. One
nmore kick fromthe warrior wonan tw sted Sebek's head back while tearing
t he wound on his cheek even wi der. Blood gushed down onto the crocodile
god's throat as Hathor's foot descended relentlessly. A strangled croak
whi spered out of his mouth. "Who-" That was all he coul d nanage.

Hat hor's smile becane twi sted. The question mi ght have been "Wo sent
you?" Sebek probably suspected one of his rivals in the succession
Thoth, he was sure, didn't have the resources-human or testicular-to set
an assassin on him nuch less a trained fermale killer. But if Sebek's

i eutenant had checked with Thoth, as Hathor had fully expected, he'd
have gotten whol ehearted confirmation of the "gift." Because Thoth
wasn't a free agent anynore. He was acting in support of-indeed, at the
orders of-the chanpi on who was going to save and restore Ra's enpire. So
Hat hor took Sebek's unfinished question as "Who are you?" She thought it
was only fair to let himknow. So Hathor stepped away for a nonent,
renovi ng a package from under the divan. Apparently, these warrior
types had yet to realize that Tuat's housekeeping staff were part of the
adm nistrative staff-and owed fealty to Thoth. Hathor renmoved one of the
pect oral neckl aces that converted into god heads. As she resunmed her
position, one foot on Sebek's throat, she settled the necklace around
her neck and activated the smart metal mask. The faintly gl ow ng

gol df | ecked material formed itself into the senblance of a cat's
head-t he anci ent sign of Hathor. Sebek's eyes bul ged in shocked
recognition as he stared up at her. The mask was the | ast thing he saw
Hat hor bore down with her foot, crushing his trachea. As Sebek writhed
in his death throes, Hathor returned to the package she'd arranged to be
preset, renoving a warrior's kilt and donning it. She waited until the
crocodile god was truly and irretrievably dead before she headed to the
chanmber entrance. Hathor had never doubted her ability to nurder Sebek
That had been the easy part of this incursion. Now she faced the rea
chal | enge- st eppi ng back into the roomwhere the nmen-at-arms were taking
their recreation, and uniting all there in fealty to her. Her breath
sounded very loud in her helnet as she pressed the tab to unmask. She
wanted the warriors to see her face-to recognize the face of the wonman
Sebek had taken off for his pleasure returning as the warrior who had
killed him There remained only one final touch. She reached into the
satchel and renoved the knife. The blade was of a miracle alloy,
sharpened down to the thickness of a nolecule. A razor would seem

hopel essly clumsy beside it. Hathor hefted the blade. |If she didn't
succeed in overawi ng the crowd out there, she'd need the weapon to sl ash
at attackers, perhaps to use on herself if the beasts tried to use her
as Sebek had. But she had a nore practical use for the knife right now
She rested the heel of one hand under the corpse's jaw, forcing his head
back. Then she began slicing through the flesh and cartil age of the
throat. Ignoring the gore that billowed forth, she worked with the sane



practical noves as a housew fe preparing a chicken. The only problem
was the neck bones. Thrusting the tip of the knife between two of the
cervical vertebrae, she twisted until they popped apart. Then all she
had to do was saw away at the flap of skin that still held Sebek's head
to his body. Hathor w ped her knife on the corpse's kilt, then held up
the head at armis length to assess her handiwork. The slash was a bit
ragged, and it was still dripping blood. Luckily, like nost warriors
Sebek affected the |Iong side-lock of youth. The hair provided a
conveni ent handle. Knife in one hand, Sebek's head in the other, Hathor
ki cked open the door and strode down the short hallway to the main
chanmber. The revels again halted as the warriors realized what she was

carrying. Hathor hurled her bloody burden into their mdst. "I and I
alone killed this one," she chanted in a |oud voice, invoking the
cerenony of assassination and offering a tacit challenge to all in the
room "There can be but one Sebek, and | have proven ny worth by the
severest of neans." Still keeping her knife at the cuard position, she
noved her free hand up to the tunbler switch on her pectoral neckl ace.
"But I will not take Sebek's place,"” she went on, diverging fromthe
ancient cerenonial. "For ny own worth and position are greater than
Sebek's. | amlegend. | am Hathor." She triggered the transformation of

the bi omorphic nmetal, the cat's head form ng over her features. The

gl eam ng mask panned back and forth over the assenbl age of fighting nmen,
its eyes glowing green as Hathor intently studied themfor any trace of
hostil e action. Sebek's followers sat in stunned silence. Their |eader
had stepped away to enjoy a ripe handmaid. But the maid had returned as
a warrior wonman bearing Sebek's head. She laid claimto a nane

| egendary even in their ferocious comunity. But the grisly proof of
that cl ai m had been thrown al nost contenptuously to bounce anong them
Hat hor could al nost follow their thoughts fromthe | ooks on the
warriors' faces. Sebek had been a deadly master of arns and tactics.
That was why this assenbl age of fighting nen had chosen to follow him
But Sebek's strength and craft had obviously been overconme by this
interloper. A grizzled warrior came to the obvious conclusion. He
slowy sank to his knees and nmade obei sance to Hathor. Ohers foll owed,
until at last the whole room had abased itself in fealty. Beneath her
cat mask Hathor's lips stretched in a fierce grin as she tossed away her
knife. A legend can be a useful thing, she thought. A sharper weapon
than the best-forged bl ade. Hathor energed from her ablutions clad only
in a towel draped over her shoulders. As a nmenber of a society based on
beauty and used to scant clothing, she had no problem But she noticed
that Thoth turned away from her displayed body. After what had happened
to Sebek, alnost all of her new foll owers had becone very careful wth
their eyes. She felt very good, her nuscles reacting at their accustoned
capabilities. And certainly she had worked up a sweat this norning.

Hat hor was, of course, not taking over Sebek's position in the godhead.
But she had decreed that her followers would not be allowed the
traditional round of assassinations to deternm ne who the new Sebek woul d
be. Her faction couldn't afford the waste of good warriors. Instead,

Hat hor had invited all those interested in becom ng the crocodile god to
meet her in single conbat. Her practical response to the probl em had
had several useful results. Considerably fewer candi dates had cone
forward to battle for the Sebek position. And her success in handling
themin a non-lethal way-had greatly increased her standing anmong her
own warriors. Besides, when the stories of the single conbats got
out - nen being the gossips they are-her skill at the martial arts would
spread anong the other factions as well. Having consolidated her
factional position and arranged a fresh influx of propaganda for her

| egend, Hathor prepared to reach out to another group that could help
her establish supremacy over Ra's enpire. Thoth had brought her the

adm nistrative nass of Ra's enpire. Wile the present mlitary nen



nm ght deride Thoth's people as nmere bean counters, they had no
experience at |arge-scal e operations. Hathor knew the val ue of good
logistics fromher tine on Orbos. But there was another non-military
conponent to Ra's power-the nmasters of technol ogy | ed by Ptah, engineer
of the gods. These were the ones who tuned the spacecraft engines,
built the udajeet gliders, who fashioned raw quartz-crystal into Ra's

i nstruments of wonder-including the blastlances the guards were so fond
of using. To gain control of the enpire's technicians, Hathor was goi ng
to neet Ptah. The engi neer tended to wander the enpire, constructing
and repairing whatever was needed. The scribe spy system however, had
reported that Ptah had arrived on Tuatthe-world and would visit the

pal ace on Tuatthe-noon. As Thoth stood with averted eyes, Hathor arrayed

herself in the regalia of a warrior. "I amready," she finally
pronounced. "Have your people succeeded in |ocating hin?" Thoth nodded.
"He's in the maintenance section of one of the ol der pyram ds." "Lead
the way." The two nmoved off with a snmall cadre of Horus guards. Thoth

led themon a circuitous route, both to avoid stronghol ds of ot her
factions and to disguise their final destination. Ra would never have
been expected in the naintenance |levels of his pyranm d pal ace, as was
shown by the spartan decor. |Instead of polished nmarble and w de spaces
with colums, Hathor's party marched through dark, narrow corridors of
raw stone. The air grew warmand stuffier, with a faint ozone snell, as
if the very stuff they breathed had been subtly charged, ionized by
great energies at work. Hathor knew this atnosphere only too well. Long
ago the first triunph of her career had been to marry the Ptah of the
First Tine. The nove had el evated her status and brought her under the
eye of Ra. She and the head god had consorted together, and there was
not hi ng that Ptah could say. He had suffered his divine cuckolding in

cold silence, not even comenting on the brilliant mlitary career
Hat hor had carved out on the basis of her own conpetence. Wen she left
for Orbos, Ra had been present ... but Ptah had not. Follow ng her

guards down the Stygi an passageway, Hathor bani shed her thoughts.
Anci ent history, she told herself. The Ptah of the First Tinme nust have
peri shed thousands of years ago, as had Thoth, Sebek, and all the others
except for Ra. And, of course, herself, suspended sonewhere between
life and death. Ahead, Hathor discerned |ight at the end of the tunnel
not the murky, directionless |um nescence that Ra favored but a harsh
actinic glare. "H s workshop," Thoth whi spered. They entered to find
technicians frantically shifting around some nysterious machinery while
a masked man wi el ded an arc welder. The mask was nade of snoked gl ass,
unli ke the ani mal heads surmounting nost of the gods. The first Ptah
had di sdai ned the practice, and had gone into history depicted as a
bearded human. This Ptah had apparently encountered physical disaster of
cataclysmc proportions. The arm hol ding the wel ding devi ce was
nmechani cal, conmposed of golden-glistening quartz. |In fact, nore than
hal f of Ptah's body seemed artificial, the joints between machi nery and
nmeat hi dden in mumylike |inen wappings. The few patches of flesh
Hat hor saw were dead white, seeming to glow with the decaying
| um nescence of fungus on a swanp tree. The wel ding device clicked off
as Ptah becane aware of his guests, and the protective eye mask norphed
into a decorative torc around his neck. "Ah," said a dry, whispery voice
with its own netallic tang. "So the runors were correct. M journey
here is not for nothing. Welcone back, ny dear." For a second Hat hor
stood frozen, her face alnbst as pale as the one that confronted her
Once Ptah's face had been reasonably handsone, but now it was a weck
Hal f the features, including one eye, were constructed of Ra's
bi omor phi ¢ quartzose material. The flesh that showed was beyond dead
white. It had a waxen greeni sh tinge. Even nore shocking, however, was
the fact that Hathor recogni zed the ruined countenance. The man
standi ng before her was the first Ptah-her erstwhile husband. Stark



i nconmprehension stiffened her features. Then she turned in rage on
Thoth. "He couldn't have told you, ny dear," Ptah spoke up, forestalling

her. "Information is only as good as the systemthat houses it. And
certain facts have been ... renoved fromthe chronicles over the years."
A half smle tugged at the human side of Ptah's face. "M own origins,

for instance, were known only by Ra. Qur relationship was expunged,
whi | e your connection with our |eader took on nearly mnythol ogi ca

di rensions." "How " Hathor began, gesturing at his cyborg shell. "What-"
"A mishap in correcting a drive flaw in one of the warships you wheedl ed
out of Ra." Ptah strove for suavity, but Hathor could detect a nore
nmetallic note in his whispering voice. "You were already occupying Ra's
backup sarcophagus, and he was unwilling to forgo his primary unit for
the ampbunt of tinme it would take to cure me. Wat if he should
unexpectedly need it? So he took a nore mechani cal approach to

repairing ny ills. Unfortunately, that neant | could never use the

sar cophagus again." Ptah ran a nmetallic hand down the nechanical side of
his face. "But |'ve nanaged to survive with these expedients. How
ironic that I, who eschewed the use of a nask, now wear one

permanently." Wat Hathor needed to know, however, was what | urked
beneath Ptah's mask. oviously, he blamed her for his disfigured
exi stence. But she could overl ook personal enmity in a politica

alliance. "You, nore than any other, nust know what | intend," Hathor
said. "WII you support nme?" Ptah spread his arns, one dull-burnished
nmetal, one wi zened flesh. "I've exani ned your rivals," he said candidly.
"Left to thenselves, they' |l destroy everything unless curbed. Yes,
dear Hathor, | support you.."

But the unsaid words "for now' hung in the air between them

CHAPTER 5
BUYING I N

Jack O Neil was wyly anmused-and grudgi ngly inpressed-by Skaara's boy
sol diers as they acconpanied the visitors to the city of Nagada. Skaara
had a point man, rear guard, and flankers out as they marched through
the dunes. It was perfect Marine recon patrol doctrine-and a testanent
to Skaara's powers of observation. His order of march was obviously
lifted fromthe way O Neil had done things on his last visit to Abydos.
The col onel glanced toward the toiling figure of Walter Draven. Maybe
UMC' s hotshot negotiator was unwi se in equating prinmtive with stupid.
The nonent they came in sight of the city walls, Skaara snapped off an
order. Nabeh raised his rifle, this tine being careful to fire only one
shot. As soon as the strangers were spotted, people in the watchtowers
began soundi ng trunpets that |ooked like gigantic nutated ranm s horns.
The | ow pitched, penetrating nooi ng sound brought the inhabitants out
into the streets. O Neil was rem nded of his first visit to this city,
of the people's alnobst instinctive courtesy and hospitality. They'd
been sonmewhat frightened of strangers then, thinking they came from Ra
This time the huge, heavy gates opened to reveal a smling, cheering
throng. It struck O Neil alnmobst as a physical blow when he realized this
hero's wel come was for him The Nagadans were turning out in force to
hail the man who had destroyed Ra and won their freedom The col one
felt an acid pain in the pit of his stomach as he gl anced fromthe
cheering multitudes to his earthly conpanions. The people will take
these snakes to their hearts-just because they're with ne, he thought.
This is why he was here, not to act as a guide-a bitter fact for O Nei
to swallow. A familiar face appeared in the crowd. Sha'uri beckoned to
Skaara, then whispered in her brother's ear. Skaara led the way to a
central square. Kasuf and the city Elders stood gathered outside one of



t he adobe buildings. As the visitors arrived, Daniel Jackson pushed his
way out of the crowd to join them "W were expecting visitors by and
by. So I'll be acting as translator." Draven stared. "You nmean you
haven't been teaching those people English)" "W've been nore busy
trying to recapture this people's history, stolen fromthemby Ra,"
Dani el replied. "Abydos has been kept illiterate for generations."
Draven's smile indicated that he thought this was an excellent notion
"But in the past few nonths, nmore and nore people are learning to wite
in their own | anguage." "You had to know t hat sooner or |ater
contact with Earth would be reestablished. W are here to inquire into
the export of this world s unique mneral wealth." Draven's gesture
took in the dil apidated nmud structures around the square. "Let's face
it, this world could use a generous infusion of American capital and
nodern conveniences." "This isn't Disneyland,” Daniel angrily retorted.
"These people have a culture thousands of years old. They aren't going

toroll over for flush toilets and fast food." "How about nodern
buil ding materials and nmedi cal supplies?" Draven purred. He nodded to
the Elders. "And shouldn't these | ocal | eaders make the choice for

their people?" O Neil shook his head. Watching the unworldly academc
go up agai nst the corporate shark was the worst mismatch since Godzilla
versus Bambi. As the negotiations began, the Elders drove a better
bargain than Daniel. Unless, perhaps, he'd given them sonme advance
war ni ng. Grudgingly, Daniel offered to start classes in English. "I
don't think it's necessary to divert you fromyour studies,"” Draven said
snoothly. "My conpany will take on that job." And control who can work
with UMC and who can't, O Neil added silently. "Perhaps our first order
of business is to set wages for those who work in the mine," Draven
suggested. "Daniel has nentioned this," Kasuf said, earning the
translator a black |ook. "W w sh you to explain how the system works,"

the El der went on. Draven started. "Don't you pay your mners?" As
Kasuf went into a long, detailed explaination, Daniel |ooked over at
Draven. "Do you want this word for word, or short and sweet? He's

goi ng back to the begi nning of the mines, about eight thousand years
ago." "You might want to keep to the high points," Draven said, | ooking
alittle dazed. "Ckay," Daniel said. "Under Ra's rule the mne was a
civic obligation-consider it sort of a sweaty |local version of jury
duty. The whol e conmmunity worked whenever they were needed. 1In return
the El ders here provided food and drink, and shelter fromthe suns. \Wen
you go to the mines, you'll see that the largest construction
there-other than the nine mllion | adders to get up and down-is

somet hing the people here call the Tent of Rest. And after you've been
down in the heat and the dust of the nmne itself, you'll see why it's
needed." "Please tell Kasuf that nmy company will gladly take over the
expense for this rest tent," Draven said. "In fact, | was going to
suggest some such arrangenent."” He gave a sidew se gl ance toward the

El ders. "So you're saying that they have no idea of how to pay for

| abor?" "No, they pay wages, but when it came to the m ne, people didn't
get paid because Ra didn't pay. He just demanded the ore, and if they
didn't deliver enough and on tine, they died." "Sounds like an

i nteresting character," Draven said. Daniel nodded. "I'msure you'd
have | oved his | abor-nanagenent style." The UMC negotiator's |ips
twitched. "Anyway, to paynment. Fromthe sounds of it, there probably
won't be enough | ocal coinage to allow us to pay the workforce we'll
need." Daniel translated, and after some discussion with his coll eagues,
Kasuf agreed. "Perhaps we can agree on sone sort of interim coinage,"
Draven suggested. O Neil's face tightened. Certainly. UMC could
probably provide conpany coins at a huge profit. They coul d even
mani pul ate the val ue of the company currency. Daniel and the El ders went
back and forth several times on this point. "I'm explaining about scrip
and conmpany stores," Daniel told Draven with a grimsmle. So rmuch for



that proposal. |In the end, Draven had to agree on payi ng American
nmoney. But that agreement led to new problens. The El ders-for that
matter, no one on Abydos-had ever seen paper noney. Wen Draven provi ded
some sanples, they fiddled unhappily with the bills. "They say they want
coins," a frustrated Daniel translated. "That may not be a problem™
Draven said. "Suppose we offer one of these an hour." He pulled a
quarter Qut of his pocket. Daniel stared. "You' ve got to be kidding!"
he sputtered. "You want those people to do that back-breaking |abor for
two dollars a day?" "Do you want to flood this city's econony with

Ameri can dol |l ars?" Draven shot back. "I've seen what happens to | oca

i ndustri es when people start buying foreign goods." He extended a

pl acati ng hand. "Besides, this is nerely a token paynent. | think a
fair arrangenent would be to offer the governnment here a percentage of
the ore's value on the world-our world-market. A royalty, if you will."
A royalty calculated by UMC. O Neil wondered how rmuch that woul d be
worth. From that point the di scussion went back and forth, but the basic
paynment structure had been set. Royalty paynments would allow the El ders
to buy nmodern conveni ences the city really neededa hospital, for
instance. Cl ean water. Plunmbing. The burghers of Nagada fought hard
for their people, but they had no idea of the scale of resources UMC
represented. Daniel's one victory came when he dug a Susan B. Ant hony
dol lar out of his pocket. "I got stuck with one of these, and now
carry it for a good luck charm Lucky for these people, at least. This
shoul d be the coin you pay the workers." So Daniel at |east had
quadrupl ed the miner's take-home pay. The first round of negotiations
ended with effusive conplinents on both sides. Daniel wanted the
agreement in witing, but Draven avoided that Pitfall with easy

facility. "lI'msure the Elders would see no need for a witten
docunent,” he said. "Certainly a bond of honor is sufficient between nen
of good will." Daniel doubted that, and argued the point fiercely with
Kasuf and his circle. But Nagada's illiterate civic | eaders had done

busi ness verbally all their lives. Draven won the point, and Jackson

| ooked too disgusted to enjoy the obligatory feast for the visitors.

O Neil left the UMC nen to enjoy the lizardly nonster that tasted |ike
chi cken. Instead, he sought out Daniel. "Watch these guys," he warned
quietly. "Their conpany is connected with the ClA-and they're very used
to manipulating things in the Third Wrld." "Well, this is the Fourth
Wrl d," Daniel responded, but his voice sounded a little hollow "Wy
are you acting as great white hunter for these characters?" O Nei

didn't neet Daniel's eyes. "Oders," he replied briefly. The next
morning, it was Martin Preston's tinme to take center stage. "I want to
exam ne the m ne workings," the UMC engineer said. "It's hard enough
translating the expected tonnage of material fromthe ancient Egyptian
system of weights and neasures. How do we know these estimates are on
t he noney?" "They are reduced somewhat from what the | ocals delivered
for Ra," Daniel admitted. "But then, he was liable to kill themif he
didn't get enough of the stuff."” The UMC nmen set off with an escort that
i ncluded O Neil, Daniel, Kasuf, some other Elders, and Skaara. "I
understand this is a pit nmne," Preston said as they made their way
across the desert into an already scorching norning. "l suppose you'd
call it that," Daniel replied. "They bring the ore up froma deep hol e
in the ground." Ahead of themrose a |l arge, billow ng shape-a homespun
tent erected on posts as tall as tel ephone poles. "That's the Tent of
Rest," Daniel said. "The workers need both shade and water under these
suns." Beyond the tent were the works thenselves. A thin line of nen
and worren waited to descend one | adder while a matching line rose from
t he deep, dust-streami ng ravine. The nenbers of the clinbing |line each
carried satchels full of quartzose ore. The satchels on those waiting
to descend were enpty. Kasuf spoke, and Daniel translated. "They're
working with a skeleton crew right now Mst of the mners have been



diverted to crop planting and irrigation work." Daniel gave the advance
man a |l opsided snile. "That's sonething else they couldn't do in the
face of Ra's slave driving." Preston stood at the Iip of the ravine, his
mout h wi de open as he took in the mning operation. The walls of the
ravi ne extended downward for hundreds of feet, with rough | edges carved
out at irregular intervals. The only access between | evels was by
sturdy but crude | adders, built with two |anes for clinbing or descent.
The structural menbers were trunks of whole saplings with the bark
renoved. The rungs were peeled tree branches. Bearers noved in an
antli ke streamup and down the | adders, picking up chunks of ore. On
the | edges, but often on | adders thensel ves, workers swung rough picks
or mattocks, physically chopping the ore out of the surroundi ng rock
"My God," Preston breathed, staring downward. "They told me it was crude
but this is downright primtive." Sure, O Neil thought, he's used to
seeing Third Wrld mnes run on | eftover nineteenth-century European
technology. This is nore like the technical |evel of sixty centuries
B.C. The m ning engineer frowned, still staring downward. " Something
wrong?" O Neil asked. "This isn't natural,"” Preston said. "OF course
not," the col onel responded. "They've been digging here for about eight
t housand years." "That woul dn't account for this ravine." Preston
| eaned farther out, making O Neil hope the man had good bal ance. "COkay,"
the col onel said, "so there was a fissure here in the first place, and
the I ocals have just enlarged it." But Preston gave hima negative head
shake. "There's no natural reason there should be a canyon here in the

first place-no water, and this couldn't be done by wind erosion." He
exchanged gl ances with Draven and O Neil. "Look, | know enough about
geol ogy-1'm a mning engi neer, for heaven's sake." Preston's eyes

returned to the abyss. "It's as though the hand of God gouged a chasm
in the rock right where the ore would be. And these fol ks have been
digging and enlarging it ever since.” "Not God, but an alien with the
powers of a god," O Neil said sonberly. If Ra had weapons to gouge a

pl anet's crust, maybe they'd been |ucky that he hadn't expected nuch
trouble on Abydos. The terrestrial visitors had considered Ra's

pyram dal spaceshi p dammed huge and inpressive. Wat if that turned out
to be a mere yacht? In that case, what would a space battl eship | ook
like? "What do you nean, the warships aren't avail able anynore?" The
honeynoon was definitely over in the alliance between Hat hor and Ptah
She was crouched over a worktable in his shop, her clenched fists
resting on scarred stone. The creation of a space fleet had been the
crowni ng glory of her influence over Ra. He preferred to exert force

t hrough his StarGates, and was reluctant to all ow spacecraft even to
trusted subordinates. Wth the StarGates, rebels had nowhere to run
Even in the back of Hathor's mind was the possibility that in case of
defeat, she could take off with her flotilla and establish herself as
ruler in some other corner of the universe. Ra did not take kindly to
argunent, but Hathor had stuck to her point. The Onbos rebel s had
consi der abl e technol ogy-and they woul d doubtl ess have the StarGate
targeted. A spaceborne STRIKE proved nuch | ess expensive-and it had
been successful. Catching up on history since her internnent, Hathor had
been baffled that the fleet hadn't been used to put down the revolt on
Earth. Now she knew why. "Were are the ships?" Hathor denmanded. "I1'l|
show you." Ptah turned to a panel and flipped sone controls. A

hol ographi c i nage swaminto exi stence. Thoth gave a nervous start when
he recogni zed the scene. It was a supposedly secure crystal -donmed

gall ery where so many cl andestine neetings had taken place. Ptah
mani pul ated nore controls, and the viewpoint shifted. They now appeared
to be | ooking through the done at the surface of the mpoon outside.

Hat hor frowned. "What happened to the spaceport?" she demanded. She
saw only a single docking station, a raw ooking pyranm d of medium size.
Where the others had stood, there were now two pyram d-dones, obviously



representing permanent installations. "Look nore closely at the
additions to the palace," Ptah advised. Hathor exani ned the inmage nore
carefully and realized that despite accretions at their bases, the two
new edi fices were based on the superstructures of a pair of her old
battl eships. "After leaving you to your rest, Ra briefly utilized the
ships as escorts for his flying pal ace," Ptah explained. "The only
practical purpose he put themto was on Abydos. Ra used the main
batteries to gain access to a deposit of the crystal-elenent.” Ptah gave
his erstwhile wife a sidelong glance. "But your toys, |ike your
anbitions, troubled Ra. Wiile you slept, he finally decomm ssioned the
vessel s." Hathor nodded in silence, well understanding the head god's
pur pose. Denolishing the ships would deny nal contents any viabl e chance
of escape. "How long would it take to nake those vessel s spaceworthy
agai n?" "One of themwas conpletely gutted,” Ptah said. "The other at

| east retains a command deck." He glanced at the technicians in the

wor kshop. "We use it as a training center, preparing backup crews for
Ra's yacht." "How |l ong?" Hathor persisted. "W could probably refit the
drives on one ship. There's also the question of hull integrity. Many
access ways were cut in the inner hull, connecting passages within the
stone pyramd with conpanionways in the ship. It would nmean a serious
patching job. W'd have to remount the offensive batteries, reconnect
the fire-control conputers, restore life support ... it wouldn't take as
long as building a ship fromscratch, but a reconm ssioning effort would
require considerable tinme." They stood in silence for a nonent, unti
Ptah finally gave in to the pressure of the dark eyes on him "The
better part of a year," he said at last. "THREE nonths," Hathor told him
flatly. "It should take ne that long to establish nmy position here.
sincerely hope you can manage your work as swiftly. Your imortality
depends upon it." She gave Ptah a smile as artificial as nost of his
body. "How unfortunate, after surviving as |long as you have, that |
shoul d | ose you over so trivial a matter, husband."

CHAPTER 6
Pr EPARATI ONS

The task of turning a pleasure done back into a battleship was difficult
enough, given the lack of dock-construction facilities. Ra had done
away with themnillennia ago, and Ptah wasn't one to cry over spilled
mlk. Still worse fromthe engi neer god's point were the del ays
attributable to political obstacles. Several of Hathor's rivals

mai nt ai ned suites of apartnents in the forner battl ewagons, or housed
their troops in barracks within the construction. These warrior gods
were not about to nove nerely to oblige a strange woman they consi dered
an eneny and an upstart. They'd doubtless becone nore hostile when they
| earned the aimof the alterations. In a couple of cases Hathor nanaged
to achi eve her ains by negotiation. She even managed to foment a brief

i nterneci ne war between two woul dbe successors by intermngling their
troops in the same barracks. Other faction | eaders were nore astute or

i ntransigent. They wouldn't nove, forcing Hathor to come to blows with
them She was still husbanding her faction's resources and trying to
avoi d | arge-scal e conbat, so she engineered argunments and duels. The
net result was several new openings in the godly hierarchy, an attendant
swelling of forces in fealty to Hathor, deeper enmity fromthe surviving
warl ords, and a clearance of tenants fromthe old battl ewagon. Briskly
done, Ptah had to admit. H's former wife had | ost none of her skills
during her long sleep. She was, in fact, well on the way to achi eving
supremacy on Tuat well within the threenmonth tinmetable she'd established
for herself. The job of battleship reconstructi on was not going as
snmoothly. Ptah's efforts suffered from shortages of trained personnel



Even by stripping all other projects in the enpire, he had little nore
than a skeleton crew available for refitting. He hated to admit it, but
the I ack of technicians was perhaps a sign that Ra's enpire was running
down. Certainly of late, the sun god had paid nore attention to his
warriors than to the constructive side of his governnental
establ i shnment. Perhaps it was past time for a successor. But Ptah m ght
have wi shed for a leader a bit nore flexible than Hathor. She'd have no
probl em maki ng an exanple of him in the expectati on of encouraging the
next Ptah to neet the deadlines she set. The fact that she'd be |osing
an inval uabl e technical resource, trained by Ra hinself, would not
matter at all to her. At least not in the short term So Ptah was
forced for the first tinme in a few thousand years to devote hinself to
short-term planning. Hi s technicians worked twelve-hour shifts. He

hi nsel f got his hands dirty, performng

manual | abor while sinultaneously managi ng everyone el se's work. \When
he bothered to check into it, he realized he was getting by on only a
coupl e of hours' sleep each day-one of the advantages of a mechanically
assi sted body. Even so, the project fell inexorably behind schedul e.
Ptah stood in the ruins of an arcaded hall, welding a steel plate across
what had been a delicately fashi oned archway. Rough wel ds stood out
like scar tissue against the inlaid netalwork of the arch. The
craftsman in Ptah cried out against the quick and dirty job. But the
plate, ugly as it was, did serve to seal off yet another passageway
entrance. Wile the ship's structural integrity hadn't been conpromn sed
by all this peacetinme construction, the nultifarious openings to adits

in the fornmer docking station had turned the vessel's inner hull into a
sieve. Al such orifices had to be closed. Ptah put down his arc
wel der. Well, at least that joint should hold agai nst hard vacuum

Al t hough they wouldn't be able to test for |eaks until the engines were
up and calibrated. Then there'd be the navigation tests and, finally,
physi cal di sengagenent fromthis rock. The odly engi neer shrugged that
prospect aside as being far distant in the future. He was consulting a
hol ographic plan to see which | eak next needed caul ki ng when one of his
foremen came down the conpani onway. "Wat are ny people to do when
they're scheduled for two jobs at the sane tinme?" the nman conpl ai ned,
pressed beyond tact by exhaustion and the exi gency of work. "W can
either install those new secondary weapons mounts, or test the fire
control for the main batteries,” he said bluntly, "W sinply can't do
both." "Install the new weapons,"” Ptah replied after a nmoment's thought.
The foreman stared. "Half those fire-control circuits are original wth
the ship," he rem nded Ptah. "W just patched theminto new consol es.
And there aren't any backups." This was unlike his usually
perfectionist master. Ptah insisted on redundant systens and extensive
cross-testing. But the engineer of the gods only shrugged. "I tried to
get a year, expecting to finish the job in half that tine," Ptah said.
"But | have only a quarter of a year, which | estimate to be half the
time | really need." H s ghastly face gave the foreman an even ghastlier
smle. "Under those constraints | am expected to present Hathor with a
ship that can fly and shoot. | will do so. W nust do so." He sent his
dubi ous craftsman off to execute a mass-production job. Gven Ptah's

al ready papery voice, the foreman woul dn't be expected to catch his
master's nmuttered coment: "I sinply won't warrant how long it will do
bot h." Eugene Lockwood had made hinself a reputation in UMC as a site
manager who got things done. He prided hinmself on being equally at hone
in an office or on the bottomof a mine shaft. But though he tried to
keep it off his al nost handsone, boy-next-door face, Lockwood found it
vaguely off-putting to be working in an office at the bottomof a mne
shaft. O, to be nore specific, in the bottomof the mssile silo that
housed the StarGate to Abydos. He was eager to establish hinmself on this



new pl anet, to get hands-on. But there were a fewmllion administrative
details to be settled on Earth before he could get to work on his new
assignment. A nmmaj or annoyance was dealing with UMC s techni cal advance
man, Martin Preston. Because of his expertise in primtive mning

techni ques, Preston had been noved to Lockwood's nanagenent team as a
consul tant. Lockwood just hoped the old boy didn't expect his advice to
be taken seriously. "You' ve got to see these people at work to believe
it," Preston was saying for about the dozenth tine. "I've | ooked at

phot os," the nmanager said dism ssively, depriving the engi neer of eye
contact by | ooking through some reports. Preston didn't get the hint.
"Pictures don't give any real hint of the scale of the operation," he
went on. "And they're doing it all by brute-labor nethods. No steam
hoi sts. Not even tracks and ore cars." "Right, right, you' ve pointed
this out." Forgetting hinself, Lockwood directed an inpatient glare at
the engineer. "The people at corporate |level tasked me with THREE
directives. One, i'msupposed to get this mne up and noderni zed. Two,
I'"'mto handl e any disruptions from outside sources-that neans

mar gi nal i zing this Dani el Jackson character." He shrugged. "I don't see
any problemthere. He's offered to teach the locals English. But we'll

of fer English classes that will knock the natives' socks off.

Audi o-visual. Multinedia. W' ve already hired an educational TV conpany
to make it as slick as possible. |1'mfiguring how many portable
generators we'll need to run the video screens.” Lockwood brought

hi nsel f back to the task at hand. "And finally, |I'm supposed to do al
this while managing a profitable production of ore fromthe nine
operation as it exists now " "But you're holding to production figures
that | told you are too high." Preston's pudgy face was tight with

di sapproval. "I thought the figures cited by the El ders at Nagada were
excessive, and you've inflated them" "It's a level of production that
this mne has achieved in the past, according to our mlitary sources."
"Yes. | was there with one of those mlitary sources. He told nme the
only way those figures were achieved was by using the whole city's
popul ati on as slave labor. This great god Ra or whatever was wor ki ng
themw th guns to their heads. How do you expect to match that?"
Annoyed, Lockwood went back to riffling through reports. "M nandate is
to achi eve the highest production possible fromthe get-go. You copy?
This quartz stuff is apparently very valuable, judging fromits price
per ton. |It's also very versatile, because research centers all over
the country are screanming for it. And we've got to provide the stuff-in
bulk."” He tried to sweeten this annoying subordinate. "So I'Il have to
ask you and the local labor force to sweat a little until we get nodern
met hods in to pick up sone of the slack-" "'Pick up the slack?"' Preston
echoed. "There's no way we can noderni ze part of that operation w thout
di srupting the rest of it. These peopl e have been working that deposit
in the same manner for thousands of years. There's no way you're going
to come in with hoists and ore conveyors and not joggle their el bows.
You' re not even considering a training curve for using your new

technol ogy. Production at that mine is going to go down-perhaps
steeply-before it heads up." "Thank you for your consultation," Lockwood
said. "I think you' re wong. Wy don't you let ne worry about
noder ni zi ng the place while you do the job |I need you to do. You just
keep these Abydos peopl e as productive as possible during our teething

pains." Lockwood gave Preston a wintry smle. "Until we have the

machi nes in and can afford to get rid of nost of them" "Meals, Ready to
Eat." The bald supply officer |ooked dubiously at the ambunt O Neil was
requi sitioning. "For the nunmber of nmen you're taking, this will be a
six-month supply.” "We don't know if reinforcenments will be needed,"”

O Neil replied. "I thought you were expecting to get supplies fromthe

| ocal people." "W expect to," O Neil said. "But | want to nmake sure we

don't strain their resources-and | want a reserve." It's just a case of



trucking the stuff here and getting it through that StarGate thingie,"
the supply man said. O Neil hid a smle. There spoke a man who'd never
been through the StarGate. He wondered how the nan woul d feel about the
"StarGate thingie" after it tore himdown to atons and squirted them a
mllion Iight-years through a tunnel that didn't obey THREE-di nensi ona
geonetry. The bald officer nmoved on, his hand scratching in puzzl enent

through the fringe of hair around his vast expanse of scalp. "Now,
about all this ammunition." He squinted at the quantity requested. "You
intend to run a whole lot of livefire exercises?" "I don't know who or

what we may end up shooting at," O Neil said. "But | don't want the
bal | oon to go up and have us stuck w thout enough ordnance to handl e
what ever happens. Besides, we may get reinforcements, and | want bullets
for themas well as food." "Unhmm" the bald man said. "A chicken in
every pot, and a Stinger missile for every man." He tapped anot her
figure on the requisition list. "You want nore Stingers than we sent to
Af ghani stan for their entire holy war. And the towel heads on this-um
Abydos-are so backward they'd probably think a bow and arrow was

hopel essly high-tech. Wy do you think you'll need so many hand-hel d

mssiles?" O Neil restrained hinmself with difficulty. "I need the
Stingers because Ceneral West turned me down on buil ding some hardened
SAM sites.” The officer stared at ONeil in disbelief. "You wanted to

set up fortified surface-to-air mssile sites on this planet? Wat for?
You think the Russkis are going to sell the towel heads-" This tinme he
caught O Neil's disapproving | ook. "Ah, the natives have a coupl e of
AirForce surplus M Gs that we'll have to defend oursel ves agai nst?" Then
under st andi ng dawned on the officer's face. "Oh, maybe you're concerned
about flybys fromthe people who built the StarGate." He tried a joke.
"Are you sure Stingers are effective against flying saucers?" O Nei
didn't laugh at the man's heavy hunor. "I could give a rat's ass about
flying saucers.” H's face grew nore sonber as he renenbered the conbat
gliders his second in command, Lieutenant Kawal ski, had had to dodge.

Not to nmention Ra's own spacegoi ng palace. "It's the big flying pyram ds
that worry the crap out of ne."

CHAPTER 7
LEARNI NG THE MOVES

On the Abydos side of the StarGate, a sudden wash of energy spurted
outward fromthe toroidal quartzose ring, then forned itself in a vortex
pointing in the opposite direction. Then the energy flux stabilized
into a shimrering | ens shape, like a glowing liquid jewel in a golden
quartz bezel. An instant later, that jewel-like illusion was destroyed
as a ripple disturbed the shimrering surface, and a human figure forned
and was spat out. Eugene Lockwood's first step on an alien planet was
nore like a humliating belly flop. Fromhis briefing, he knew he was
inside a giant pyramd, in a good-sized hall. What he didn't expect was
t he godawful racket of a gasoline-powered generator powering a tenporary
light system The expl osions of the machine's internal conbustion
engi ne echoed of f the dressed-stone walls. Lockwood nmoved fromthe

Star Gate chanber down a hallway to a wider roomset with what appeared
to be beaten-copper disks vertically arranged on the floor and ceiling.
H's briefing described this roomas the site of some sort of shortrange
matter transmitter. Beyond was a rising ranp, a huge stone gallery,

whi ch then wi dened into a pillared entrance hall. Here he caught up with
the people he'd conme to see-the UMC bl asting team assenbling denolition
charges around the narrow exit to the outside world. |In contrast to the

generous proportions of the inside passages, the entrance itself was a
virtual bottleneck, barely as wi de as the height of a tall man. Lockwood
cast an anxious glance at the planted explosives as the teamw red up



the detonators. "You're sure this will work?" he asked the head

bl aster, a short, red-faced man who worked with a slightly soggy, unlit
cigar clanped between his teeth. The | ook the expl osives expert gave his
boss was al nost hot enough to set off the blasting charges. "W' ve
checked the | oad-bearing limts of the stones, and we know how to site a
blast. Al our shaped charges will do is wi den that doorwayunl ess you
want to bring all the equipnent you send to this joint in small pieces.
"But it won't harmthe StarCGate?" the nervous Lockwood pressed. "That
doodad is about as far fromthe di scharge as you can get," the
denolitions expert replied. "But we're gonna set up sonme bl ast shields
just in case." He ran an experienced eye over his subordinates' work.

"Perfect," he declared, his cigar at a jaunty angle. "Wen this bl ows
out, we'll use the rubble to help widen the ranp |leading up to the
door." They unspool ed detonator w res backward to the StarGate chanber.

More men and materials were arriving fromEarth. Heavy steel shields
and braces noved forward to bl ock the entrances to the StarCGate and
transporter roonms. "We're ready to go," the blaster announced. So
Lockwood di d, heading back to Earth. It seened that no sooner had he
arrived and pulled hinmself together than the blaster cane hurtling out
of the StarGate. "Crank 'emup, boys!"™ he cried to the other workers in
the converted nmissile silo. If the noise in the StarGate chanber had
been I oud, the roar that filled the converted nmissile silo was

deaf ening. The heavy engi nes of the earthnovers stationed in front of
the StarGate throbbed with power, a | ow counterpart to the cycling of
the gate itself. Lockwood felt a nmonent's synpathy for the Arny
sentries permanently posted at the transition point. The tunult was

li ke a physical blow Those poor grunts nust be practically nunb. THREE
bul | dozers stood ready to nove to Abydos. The first ground its way up

t he expanded and strengthened ranp to the rippling energy | ens, noved

t hrough, and di sappeared. Renenbering his own disorientation, Lockwood
fervently hoped that the driver remenbered to cut the engine as he hit
the threshold. The StarGate cycled down, giving the first machine tine
to nove out. A few minutes later, power was fed again to the alien
construction, and the second earthnover passed through. Lockwood waited
until the third construction digger had arrived on Abydos before risking
t he

StarGate again. He arrived to find that the bull dozers had al ready
cleared the bl ast-shields fromthe passageway. Followi ng gingerly after
t he t hrobbi ng nechani sns, Lockwood and the blasting chief retraced their
steps through the chanbers and up the ranp. As they reached the entrance
hal |, the executive could see that there was nuch nore |ight coming in.
The slit-like gap in the wall was no nore. Instead, a nmuch w der
opening all owed the glare of Abydos's THREE suns to pour in through a

cl oud of rock dust. The new, inproved portal would require sone

wor k- br oken stone at the ragged ends of the blast needed to be shorn
straight, perhaps a concrete arch would have to go in place. But the
new adit was nore than wi de enough to accommbdate an earthnover, as one
of the bull dozer operators denpnstrated as he jockeyed his machi ne
forward to push away the first | oad of rubble. "It's a start," Lockwood
conceded. And we didn't bring the roof down on ourselves, he silently
added. The outward-directed force of the blast, conbined with the |ong,
tube-1ike set of chanbers behind it, had the sane effect as the crack

of a rifle shot-except on a nuch nore massive scale. And this "rifle"
was ainmed directly at the city of Nagada. The bl ast wave didn't hurt
anyt hi ng-t he expl osion was too far away and the city too sturdily built.
But the sound struck the inhabitants |like a sonic boom a nore

i npressi ve experience, since only one of them Dani el Jackson-had any
experience of jet planes. Daniel abruptly declared an end to his
advanced hi erogl yphi cs cl ass when the dull boom ng sound pul sated



through the air. "Wat the hell could that be?" he nuttered as he set
of f through the streets in search of Kasuf. Daniel found the town | eader
in consultation with several of the other Elders. They adjourned to one
of the spidery watchtowers, hoping to get a |ong-range glinpse of

what ever was going on. Kasuf's face was stiff with dread, and Dani el
coul d understand his concern. The last things to cone fromthe great
pyram d had been udajeet gliders |Iancing down out of the sky on a terror
m ssion, lancing bolts of destruction into the helpless city. A couple
of Skaara's home-guard nenbers came into view, running madly up the
dunes. One fired off a rifle shot into the sky while the other
gesticulated in the direction of the pyram d. Kasuf drew hinmself up

What ever was going on out there, it would have to be nmet and dealt with.
He called an order, and several howdah-equi pped mastadges cane

gal unphi ng down the crooked streets. Well, Daniel thought, they'd ride
out in confort and the best possible | ocal speed to investigate events.
The massive gates of the city opened, and the eaval cader was that

mast adgecade? a benused Dani el wondered-set off. Skaara had turned up
from somewhere to join themas they careened their way over the brownish
dunes. Soon enough they reached the young watchers, who accorded Skaara
snappy mlitary-style salutes. Their report, however, was | ess precise.
Apparently, there had been a trenendous expl osion at the pyranid where
Ra's spacecraft had docked. Afterward, a roaring yellow machine
appeared. Seeing this, the boy commandos had fled to spread the word.
Dani el frowned. Could sonething have gone wong with the StarGate? For
a second an unworthy part of himhoped so. Better that he |l ose his
connection with Earth than see the culture of Abydos torn apart by
corporate wol ves. They topped a dune and cane into sight of the pyramd
Dani el saw bul | dozers and weckage, and a red haze descended over his
vision. The front face of the pyram d was no | onger a perfect sweep of
i nestone. The base had been bl asted, and a huge rent had been torn in
the stone. Instead of the severe, tight arch of the old entrance,
rubbl e was now bei ng shoved to either side of the old entrance ranp.
Among the weckage were the pair of stone obelisks which had once

fl anked the ranp. Kasuf and his compatriots sucked air between their
teeth in shock. Mdre workers marched out of the violently expanded
gateway. Sone went to work shoring up the breach they'd created. Qhers
began | aying gravel over the stony rubble and m xi ng cenment. Apparently,
they intended to expand the ranpway to THREE tines its original w dth.
That woul d al | ow heavy machinery |ike the bulldozers to roll down

wi t hout problenms-not to nention big trucks. Daniel was so angry, he
flung hinmsel f out of the howdah before the mastadge stopped noving-and
nearly got hinself stonped on. After managi ng the avoid the

mast adon-1i ke beast's huge, klutzy feet, Daniel began running for the
ranp. "What the hell are you guys do-" He skidded to a stop after
confronting something he hadn't noticed in his anger. There was a
mlitary presence around the pyram d. Marine troopers in desert
canoufl age were ainmng rifles at him Slowy, Daniel spread his arns to
show that his hands were enpty. "Hey, guys. No gun, see? | speak the

same | anguage you do, right? You can't shoot me. |'mthe translator."
An all-Anerican civilian type with the word executive witten all over
hi m came stormi ng down the ranp. "Wat are you people playing

at-Lawence of Arabia on nutated canel s? You could have gotten hurt,
wandering into a construction zone." "Yeah, well, we didn't see any
war ni ng si gns up about getting crushed or shot," Daniel retorted. "CQur
only clue was the expl osi on when you bl asted our pyramid." "Your
pyrami d? | believe our M. Draven made it clear that we required
unlimted access to the StarGate.” "But we didn't know unlinited access
nmeant bl owi ng holes in an eight thousand-year-old nmonunent so your

bul | dozers could roll. The least you m ght have done is given us sone
war ni ng." The executive | ooked at Daniel as if the Egyptol ogist were



somet hi ng extremely unpl easant he'd scraped off his shoe. "You nust be

Jackson." "Dani el Jackson, Ph.D. And you?" "Eugene Lockwood. |'mthe
UMC site manager. And right now we're preparing the site." "Wy to go
Lockwood. You've got a start on your truck route, and all it cost you
was any goodwi || Draven built up anong the people who live here. Take a

| ook at them" Daniel gestured to Kasuf and the other El ders, who stared
at the wreckage Lockwood's plans had created. Their expressions were
critical, to say the least. "On the other hand, the sooner we get into
producti on on the mne, the sooner UMC can offer things this world
needs." Lockwood nodded toward Kasuf and the Elders. "You might tel
themthat." "1'Il tell themthat-it's about tine you turned up!" Daniel
was | ooki ng over Lockwood's shoul der at a newconer to the confrontation
Jack O Neil was not in a good nood. "I got here as soon as | heard that
UMC requested a security teamfor their ... alterations.” "Your guys
nearly shot us when we cane to investigate the blast," Daniel accused.
"A calm |laid-back investigator lIike you?" O Neil raised an eyebrow
"How coul d that be?" One week l|later, Skaara took his seat for Daniel's
third English class. Actually, it was a joint teaching effort, with
Dani el and Sha'uri at the front of the room What concerned Skaara was

t he growi ng nunber of enpty seats. He counted only half as nany
students as had appeared at the first class. Daniel noticed it, too. "Is
it sonething | said?" he asked, trying to make a joke of his m sgivings.
"I may not have the world' s greatest accent in your |anguage. That's
why | asked Sha'uri to join me." "It's not your teaching-or your
accent," one of the students apologized. "It's the classes those others
are giving at their canp." "The canp” had quickly crept into the
vocabul ary of everyone in Nagada. In nere days, Lockwood had created a
tent city on the rocky plateau that supported the StarGate pyranmd. A
constant streamof material seened to be transiting over fromEarth. In
addition, the security force of Marines conmanded by Jack O Neil had
taken up defensive positions. Al though the Marines offered far nore
protection than his home guard unit, Skaara had nmaintai ned the watch on
the pyramid. It was nore of an exercise for the young nen, but Skaara
had gotten reports of a continuing trickle of Nagadans visiting the
encanprent. "So what have they got that we don't?" Daniel asked.
"Prettier teachers? O are they grading on the curve?' He waved his

hand. "I'msorry. |'m making bad jokes-and nobody here even
under st ands what |'mjoking about." Daniel glanced at Sha' uri. "So
let's start working on some things we can understand.” He started to

work on the | esson. Wen the class ended, Skaara set off from Nagada's
gates and across the dunes. He stopped briefly at his watch point, then
went on to the UMC canp. He |ooked for a Marine uniformand put his
fledgling English into use. "Koronel O Near-O Neil," he corrected

hi nsel f. Surprised, the Marine pointed the way to the conmmand tent. Jack
O Neil was surprised to see Skaara. But he was even nore surprised when

t he young man spoke to him "Hello, Colonel." "Hello, Skaara." "M
sister teaches me. Daniel, too." ONeil snmled. "They're doing a very
good job." "They teach here, too." Skaara frowned, trying to get his

point across with a limted vocabul ary. "People Daniel teaches. They

cone here . " "You want to know why?" O Neil had to snile at

Skaara's eager nod. "Good idea, General." The young man | ooked confused.
"Ceneral,"” O Neil repeated, snapping a salute. "You General, | salute.”
Skaara touched his chest. "General." "You're scouting." O Neil shaded

his eyes with his hand, nimng the action of scoping things out. "W
call that intelligence." Poor Skaara | ooked totally lost. O Neil toned
down his conversation. "I'll show you the classes. You | ook around."
UMC' s English classes were being conducted in a large, airy tent.
Skaara's eyes were big as he took in the banks of conmputer and video
nonitors. Sone showed incredible nachines, |ike the earthnovers he'd
seen at the pyramid. There were other pictures of great, boxy wagons



that nmoved on nmany wheel s, but had no nmastadges to pull them There were
al so brightly animted figures on other screens noving to cheerful

musi c. The young man had wondered how peopl e who didn't speak his

| anguage could teach theirs. The flashing figures explained how The
UMC teachers were using hieroglyphics-and besides deserters fromhis
Engli sh cl ass, Skaara al so saw faces he recognized from Daniel's
literacy courses. The strangers were using Daniel's own work to lure
away his students! It certainly wasn't perfect. Skaara saw severa

signs he didn't understand, and some that were just plain wong. One of

t he teaching staff approached him "You want to |earn ny tongue?" he
asked in a broken, fumbling sort of dialect. "You nust help teach ne
yours." "The teacher in the city speaks ny tongue better," Skaara
replied. "Way shouldn't | learn fromhinm?" "That one is not . . ." The
teacher tapped the side of his head. "In my place, he is a failure."
Skaara kept his face nonconmittal. But when he returned home, he'd have

nmuch to discuss with Dani el and Sha' uri
CHAPTEr 8
HAr SH EDUCATI ON

Dani el couldn't believe what Skaara had to tell him "Tel evisions.
Conputers. Al the bells and whistles." He saw the inconprehension on
Skaara's and Sha'uri's faces and apol ogi zed. "Sorry. An expression from
back hone." Listening to the content of what Skaara had seen, he

scow ed. "So. Part of this showis to inpress people with the wonderfu
machi nes Lockwood intends to bring here. He may even be | ooking for
people with an aptitude to run them They'd be a | ot cheaper to pay than
bringi ng people fromEarth. Mst of that can be done with pictures. But

how can they talk to people? | can't believe the Marines picked up
enough words When Skaara expl ai ned about the danci ng hierogl yphics,
Daniel's eyes went big behind his glasses. "They're trying to learn

anci ent Egyptian fromthe people | taught howto wite? Using

hi er ogl yphi cs?" "Sonme didn't nake any sense," Skaara said. Using chal k
on a piece of slate, he drew one of the odd figures he'd seen on the

gl owi ng screens. "I can't get the colors, of course,” Skaara apol ogi zed.
Dani el , however, was staring at the glyph

Skaara had drawn. He began to | augh. "No wonder you coul dn't

under stand what this neans. Those idiots are using Budge's work-and it's
full of mstakes." His good hunor restored, he turned to Sha'uri. "Looks
like we'll have to reopen enrollnent for our English classes,” he said.
"This time we choose people we didn't teach howto wite. You'll handle
t he spoken word, and I'll teach themthe English al phabet." He frowned
and nuttered in English, "Wonder if | could send away for that phonics
course | always used to hear advertised." The strangers nade great
progress in a very short time. A road now stretched fromthe pyramd
housing the StarGate to the mning site. Trucks roared back and forth.
Wrk began on the first mechani cal hoist systemto carry the ore from
the depths to the surface. But in the neantime the quartz material

still had to be dug and transported by hand. Lockwood rmade severa
visits to Nagada, bargaining with the El ders for nore workers and harder
effort. He wasn't neeting his production estimtes. He brought staff
menbers along, and as his teachers becane nore proficient in the | oca

i diom sonme of them acconpani ed the nmanager as well. At |east they
verified that Daniel Jackson was translating Lockwood' s requests fairly
and accurately. The UMC man was not happy to hear this. He had a

si zabl e gap devel opi ng between what he'd pronised his superiors and the
amount of ore being | oaded. And Lockwood wanted sonmeone to blane. He
tried incentives, raising the rates of workers who produced nore than



usual . It didn't represent that nuch of a nonetary drain. The elders
had agreed on daily wages that woul d produce coronaries in nopst

m newor kers' unions. The only problemwas that the | ocals demanded
paynment in coin. They didn't mind if it was U S. coin. But a |lot of
Ameri can banks were wondering why the demand for Susan B. Ant hony dol | ar
coins was rising. Production rose slightly, but not enough to reach
Lockwood' s goals. Having failed with the carrot, he next decided to try
the stick. He began by arranging private nmeetings with his field
forenen-a much nore corporate title than overseer. "They're |azy,"
foreman Tony Di Bl asi conplained. "No discipline. | don't know how they
managed to produce as much as you say they did. just a fewtrips up and
down those | adders, and half of themare off to that refreshnent tent of
theirs. Especially the women and old nen." DiBlasi didn't mention that
just one trip up the | adders was enough to put himout of conmm ssion for
a good hal f hour. Lockwood smiled. "So what we need to do is set
standards. These people can't declare breaks on their owmn. Let's try
for a mnimumof five round trips before they can take a rest. Does

t hat sound reasonabl e?" Sitting in the boss's air-conditioned trailer
out of the broiling heat of Abydos's THREE suns, any thing sounded
reasonable to DiBlasi. "But how do we enforce it?" he asked. Lockwood's
face |l ooked as if he'd suddenly bitten into a sour persimon. "I'lI
apply to headquarters for sone security people. Know ng what a soft
heart this O Neil guy has, we'll never get the Marines to back us up on
this." "And what about the Abydos people? What if they conplai n?"

D Bl asi wanted to know. "The Abbadabbas?" Lockwood smiled derisively,
speaking aloud for the first the nanme he'd privately been using for the
natives. "Wat are they going to do? File a grievance with the union?"
Di Bl asi chuckl ed. "Abbadabbas," he repeated. "I like that.” "I want you
and the ot her managenent people to nonitor the workers," Lockwood said.
"lIdentify the weak |inks-the ones who don't produce. As we mechani ze the
operation, those will be the first we'll get rid of." H s clean-cut
features twisted into a smrking wink. "Just don't work themto death
all right? For the time being, we need these people." Perhaps Lockwood
consi dered hinmsel f cl ever dubbing peopl e "Abbadabbas" and calling them
dirty and lazy. But he underestimted one of his listeners. Wile
Lockwood and Di Bl asi had been tal king, one of the | ocals had been

cl eani ng Lockwood's trailer. She was a ol der woman, who rem nded one of
the foremen of his own nother, so he'd secured this light duty for her
What neither the foreman nor Lockwood knew was that the worman was al so a
student in Daniel jackson's English classes. The voices coning through
the paper-thin partitions of the trailer had been clear enough. And

al t hough her English wasn't up to translating the whole interview, the
worman had an illiterate's facility for remenberi ng sounds. Wen she
recited the conversation at class that evening, Daniel felt as though he
were listening to a human tape recorder. Some of those nore fluent in
English, Iike Sha' uri and Skaara, were angered and of fended. The
ill-will grew as the less fluent got translations from nore advanced
students. Daniel nerely felt sick. Abbadabbas, he thought. The bastard
has come up with a perfect deneaning name for us. But he had ot her
concerns at the nonent, heading off a ground swell of anti-UMC feeling
in his classroom "Wo does this Lockwood think he is?" an angry
student demanded. "Ra hinself. He at |east had the excuse of being a
god- not human. But Lockwood is as nortal as the rest of us." Daniel

pi cked his words carefully. "On ny world," he said, "when big jobs nust
be done, large groups are organi zed, called corporations." "Large
jobs-like mning?" another student asked. "The bigger the job, the

bi gger the corporation. Sonme of thembegin to take on lives of their
own. Those who work for the corporation-especially those near the
top-begin to think only of the good of the conmpany. For themthe
corporation becomes a god to be worshiped-like Ra." "And with their



power, they begin to act like Ra," Skaara said shrewdly. "But how do the
peopl e on your world protect thensel ves agai nst arrogant corporations?"
a young man in the back row wanted to know. "There are different ways,"
Daniel said slowy. "In some cases the people ask our |eaders to nake

| aws protecting them Oher times the workers organize to bargain with
the corporation.” "Little good that would have done us with Ra," an

ol der woman scoffed. "If we had protested mistreatnent, the Horus guards
woul d have beaten us nore severely." There was a nmonent of silence as
the class considered her words. Ra's followers had treated the people
badl y-until the people had finally risen up. Wen they were finished,
Ra and his people were dead. Daniel didn't |like the obvious train of

t hought he could read on his students' faces. "W've gotten very far
fromthe point," he said abruptly, turning back to his slateboard. "W
were tal king about why sonme words are spelled one way but sound anot her
The next day, Daniel, Sha'uri, and Skaara were called to neet with Kasuf
and the Elders. The older nmen were frankly baffled. "W hear of strange
things in the canp of this man Lockwood,"” a white-bearded | eader said

al nost peevishly. "Those who go to learn the Strangers' |anguage are
shown pictures of great machines that can do the work of a hundred nen.
Sone are offered the chance to | earn nore than the |anguage-how to ride
t hese great devices thenselves. They are told this will nake them

val uabl e workers. And there are hints that others may | ose their jobs."
"Not hints," another Elder put in angrily. "I have heard a report that
Lockwood was saying as rmuch to his overseers." "I, too, have heard
this," Kasuf said, turning to Daniel. "And | have heard that it was
said in your class. |Is this true?" "A wonan who cl eans for Lockwood
heard it," Sha'uri spoke up. "He laughs at us, calls us silly nanes.

But he wants his overseers to keep track of who brings up nore ore and
who brings up less.” "Wll, of course sone can carry nore than others,"”
an Elder said. "In ny day-in the days of Ra-" he amended, "everyone dug
for ore when it was demanded. The children, the elderly, wonen-they
could not carry as much up the | adders as a strong man. But they could
bring sonething." "They carried their | oads for fear of Ra and his

warriors," Skaara pointed out. "The people now working in the m nes do
so freely, for the coins the strangers offer." "And Lockwood conpl ai ns
they do not work hard enough." Kasuf |ooked baffled. "If they do not
wor k hard enough, why does he want | ess workers?" "He will get rid of
them as he brings the machines in," Skaara declared. "Until then he
needs many | aborers-and he intends to work them hard. None will be

allowed into the tent of rest until they have made five circuits of the
| adders." The Elders nuttered anong thensel ves. "Five circuits-that is
difficult enough for a strong man under the suns at this tinme of year."
"What does Lockwood know of the suns?" \Witebeard demanded angrily. "I
amtold he spends nost of his days in a box where it is always cold." As
good a description of an air-conditioned trailer as | ever heard, Dani el
t hought. "Let him and his overseers stagger under the suns before they
set such conditions," another oldster angrily declared. "Even under

Rat he tent of rest was open to all who needed it-whenever they needed
it." Daniel frowned. The Elders were obviously tal king about a
tradition that had survived for thousands of years. But Lockwood
apparently felt the tradition was insufficiently businesslike, and

i ntended to change it. His attenpt nmight blow up in his face even worse
than the blasting at the pyramd. There he had nmerely destroyed an
artifact of the people's past. Here he was attacking an institution
that affected the health and welfare of every Abydan who worked in the
m nes. The Elders, all of whom had spent tinme in the pit, were getting
wor ked up. And understandably so. As older men working under the
broiling suns, they had probably needed the anenities of the tent of
rest. "Tell themhowit is on your world, Daniel," Skaara suddenly
urged. "About the corporations, and the | aws, and the workers protecting



t hensel ves. " Dani el Jackson suddenly found every eye in the roomon him
It was an unconfortable feeling. He'd experienced it other
times-standing in front of a horde of skeptical Egyptol ogists when he'd
presented the theories that got himbranded as a crackpot. He'd

experi enced the near adul ation of the people of Nagada on the first day
he'd cone to Abydos. Back then these people had thought he was sone
sort of messenger from Ra. But now, after he had finally convinced them
that he was just a man, the | eaders of Abydos were turning to himfor
advice. After ignoring so many of his warnings, Kasuf and the El ders
wer e begi nning to suspect they were out of their depth in dealing with
Eugene Lockwood. What could Daniel tell then? He wasn't a |awer, or a
| abor consultant. He was a scholar, an ivory-tower type who'd nmade sone
ri ght guesses about history but couldn't get a job. By dumb |luck his

t heori es and know edge of hieroglyphics had gotten himinto the StarGate
project, and he'd nmanaged to parlay that know edge into a chance at the
greatest adventure in his life. Daniel gulped, |ooking around at the
expectant faces. I'monly an expert on the dead past, not current

events, he thought. this is a hell of a situation for an Egyptol ogist to
get hinmself into.

CHAPTER 9
TROUBLE I N M ND

"Colonel O Neil? Vernon Ballard. 1've been brought in as head of
security for the mining operation.” Jack O Neil snelled problens the
noment this |atest newconer fromEarth entered his conmand tent. The
stranger was a big, beefy man, holding hinself ranrod straight but with
t he begi nnings of a beer belly ruining the line of his uniform It was
t he gray-brown of the canmouflage suit that caught O Neil's eye. One
glance told that it was definitely government issue-but the uniform
didn't come fromthe U S. government. Ballard renmoved his natching
conbat cap, revealing balding brown hair cut so close, it was hard to
tell where haircut ended and five o' clock shadow began. The Iine of
Ballard's chin was also slightly softened by excess flesh, as if he'd
spent nore time recently at a desk than out in the field. The security

man caught O Neil's specul ative gaze on his uniform "I thought it
woul d be best to differentiate between our forces. UMC was able to pick
up a shiprment of old Rhodesian uniforns-nost suitable, | think, for dry

bush operations. O Neil responded with a noncommittal grunt. Lockwood
had been whining for sone time about the need for conmpany police. Trust
UMC to outfit themwith relics froma twenty-year-old bl ackwhite African
war. "Well, | trust you do better than the soldiers who | ast wore that
uniform" O Neil said dryly. "Rhodesia, after all, is now Zi nbabwe." He
gestured for Ballard to sit, but the man remmi ned standi ng at parade
rest. ONeil's distaste deepened. G vilians who played sol di er nmade
his teeth itch. [If, on the other hand, this guy was a pro taking UMC s
pay, that nade hima nercenary. And the Universal M ning Consortiums
record with mercenary troops in the Third Wrld was scarcely what one
woul d call exenplary. "So, how many people are you bringing in,

Bal lard?" O Neil inquired. "Does this nmean | can send sone of ny
Marines home?" "I'Il be transshipping approxi mately a hundred security
consultants.” A fine euphemismfor hired guns, O Neil thought. Ballard's
face stiffened when he caught the soldier's expression. "l expected
you'd be bringing in reinforcenents as well, Colonel. | nean,

consi dering the uncertain tenper of the mne workers." "The peopl e who
delve into that m ne have been working at it since tine out of mnd,"

O Neil said, trying to keep his voice even. "UMCis stirring up its own
probl ems, trying to change things overnight. Besides, |I'mtasked with
external security." "But surely your troops nust be prepared to



saf equard Anerican interests.” O Neil gave Ballard the | ook of a man

findi ng somet hing stinking and sticky on the sole of his shoe. "I've
yet to be convinced that the national interest and UMC s are exactly
concurrent." He nodded at the security man. "That's why you and your

bul ly boys are being inported. Your pay probably costs Lockwood as nuch
again as the wages he's offering the people doing the real work down in
the pit." Ballard pulled hinself to full attention again, his pale face
going red. "Perhaps you doubt our professionalism Colonel. But I
assure you. rmy people know their jobs-as do I. You may be Marine recon
Colonel, but | trained as a Navy SEAL." O Neil's expression was flat,

uni mpressed as he gazed up at Ballard. "A SEAL, huh? What happened? You

get skinned?" The flush in Ballard's face deepened. "Excuse ne,
Colonel ?" O Neil jerked a thunmb toward the entrance of his tent. "Take
a good | ook outside, Navy boy. 1'Il bet you were trained in underwater

denolitions and wetl ands operations. But this is a goddamed desert

pl anet, bucko. Your areas of expertise nean nothing out here except

one. So you can talk about security, but you've been brought in here as
UMC' s |leg breaker. And | wish you joy of it." Ballard was al ready
stormng his way out of the tent as O Neil finished: "Wen they got sick
of being mstreated, the people here went up against gods and killed
them | don't think they're going to be scared of an ex-SEAL and a
hundred guns for hire." The atnmosphere was equal ly hot in Eugene
Lockwood's air-conditioned trailer, where Martin Preston had barged in
on the site nmanager's privacy. "You' re going to put guards around the
rest tent?" Preston exploded. The UMC engi neer had just heard of
Lockwood' s | atest edict fromone of the supervisors. Although Preston
was supposed to be consulting on the project, the new system had been

i mpl enented without any input fromhim "W'Ill be able to tighten things
up with our own security people on-site." Lockwood sat behind his desk,
conpl etely unnmoved by the headquarters nman's ire. "W're going to

i npose our standard of five round trips before the ore carriers are
allowed to take a break. After the fifth trip, our supervisors wll
issue a chit to the worker. The guards will be on hand to ensure no
chit, no entrance to that tent." "Fromthe | owest part of that mne, the
trip to the surface is the equival ent of an eleven-story clinb on those
| adders." Preston had tried to nake it on an uninterrupted clinb-once.
Since then he had carefully paced hinmself and took frequent rests on
various | evels. Lockwood, who nonitored progress only fromhis office on
the surface, nmerely shrugged. "The local workers must surely be used to
the clinmb." He turned to nore serious matters. "These peopl e have

i gnored our supervisors when we tried to establish the standard on a

vol untary basis. Even when they're docked in pay, they still take

unaut hori zed rest breaks." The site manager thunped the desk with his
fist. "I will not allow a bunch of rag heads to flout nanagenent's
authority. W're still operating bel ow our production projections-"
"Bel ow your projections,” Preston challenged. "You severely
underestimated the | ogistical inpact of having a single-lane road for a
supply line. [It's not easy scheduling the novenents of ore and
supplies. | hear you' ve had to start buying food in the city." "That
dammed O Neil puts his supplies at a higher priority than ours,"”
Lockwood grow ed. "He ties up the StarGate when he's got huge stockpiles
al ready on the ground here." "You can't blame O Neil for your delays in
upgradi ng the technology in the mine. |It's taken weeks-plural-to get
the first elevator installed in the pit, because of the difficulty in
getting the pieces to the bottomof a missile silo and then over here."
"Al'l the nore reason to get better work out of the locals,"” Lockwood
snarl ed back. "Define 'better' when your work rules will result in
peopl e dropping from heat prostration.” Preston unearthed a copy of his
| atest report, which |ay unconsi dered under a pile of dead-item papers.
"You're ignoring the nost elementary safety concerns which | outlined-"



"I can't be bothered with your basel ess conplaints,” Lockwood cut him
off. "l've got a mine to run." "I think you nean an ass to cover,"
Preston accused. "You were going to be a corporate hero, offering the
board of directors profit estimates grossly in excess of the projections
| made." The mning expert favored his superior with a mrthless snile
"But now the mine's actual production falls |aughably short of your

infl ated guarantees. You're falling behind on construction. You tel

me you can't afford to inplenment anything in the way of safety, but you

bring in a small army of thugs and call it 'security." " Preston jabbed
an angry finger at Lockwood. "You're not an engi neer anynore-just a
| ousy bean counter!"™ "A bean counter who happens to be your boss,"

Lockwood enphasi zed. "And there's a good reason for that. You

engi neering types are supposed to find practical answers to problens.

But do you? No. You have no conception of the bottomline." "W're
tal ki ng about hurman lives here," Preston said desperately, "not beans.
Don't you worry "There's nothing to make me worry," Lockwood cut him
off. "No unions, no OSHA-no feds. We're on another planet, for
chrissake. So who's going to worry about a few Abbadabbas nore or

| ess?" Azar was one of those whom Lockwood had nocki ngly chri st ened
Abbadabbas, a hunbl e nenber of the fellahin, the thousands of sinple

| aborers who toiled in the deep, stony gash that was Abydos's quartzite
m ne. Leaning on one of the nyriad | adders that clinbed the ravine

wal I's, Azar w ped stinging sweat fromhis eyes with the tail of his head
rag. The triple suns of his world had seened to align thenselves with

di abol i cal accuracy to beat down mercilessly into this deep crack in the
pl anet's crust. Shade was nonexi stent, cool ness a forgotten nenory.
Sucki ng on a pebble to generate sone sort of noisture within his parched
nmout h, Azar | eaned far between the rungs of the | adder he occupi ed,
hacking into a surface vein of quartzite with a crude copper nattock
One, two, THREE tines his digging tool chopped into the bright ore with
dull chunk. At last a fragment of ore about half the size of a man's
head broke | oose to fall to the floor of the terrace bel ow. Azar paused
for a noment while a collector stepped beneath the |adder to grab the

pi ece of gleam ng rock and pack it into the bag he carried. "Come on
Gaden," the mner jested to his workmate. "Gather that up and get out
of there before | drop another piece on your head." "Ah, no, |'ve enough
to carry to the top now," Gaden replied. "Perhaps I'll even stop by the
tent of rest-while it's still allowed."” Azar gl anced over at the lines
of fellahin toiling their way up the multiple |ladders that led to the
surface. "Why not take your load to the box-that-flies? It stops right
over there " he gestured two | adder lines over. "A lot closer than the
top of the gorge." "I hope you haven't been doing that while you're
collecting," Gaden said. "I hear the overseers, the

s00- pah-vai - sas- have been noting the names of the workers who deliver to
the box. They're marked as weak-and they'Il be the first to be

di scharged as nore of the boxes are built." "That will take a |ong
time," Azar scoffed. "Have you seen the strangers building the frames to
hold the boxes? | don't even know their |anguage, but | know they're
cursing. They keep starting and stopping their work." "But someday they
will finish their work. The parts will conme. The boxes will fly up and
down. And many, many of us will no |onger have work." Gaden cast a sharp
| ook toward his friend. "No nore of those odd, shiny coins. They'l
only be for the ones who run the machi nes-and perhaps for a few others."
"But none who' d be listed as weak," Azar said in a neditative voice. The
flyi ng box whoosked past on its way to the surface, shaking slightly in
the cage that held it. The | adders shook nore. Azar clinbed down the
snoot h-worn rungs and headed over to the | adder rising right beside the
framewor k that encl osed the box that flew When the hoisting nmachine had
gone into operation, Azar had examined it with interest. A great rope
made of netal w res wapped around each other was attached to the top of



the box, pulling it up or letting it down. The open-sided car also ran
on tracks. Gaden stood, watching, as Azar waited for the box to cone
back down, pretending to hew at rock where there was no ore. They heard
t he whoosh of the approachi ng box and gl anced upward. Azar's eyes
narrowed, gaugi ng di stances. The bottom of the square receptacle
reached their level. Abruptly, Azar suddenly heaved his mattock to
intersect with the joint of track and box. The el evator was enpty except
for the bulk of a heavyset young man | eani ng agai nst one corner of the
cage. Charlie Mrris had been known in his Texas high school for two

thi ngs: being a form dable |inebacker and having the |largest collar size
intown. Unfortunately, college had not brought another growth spurt,
so his dreamof playing in the pros had faded. He'd taken a nunber of
jobs that generally depended nore on brawn than brains. Like this one,
keepi ng an eye on a bunch of rag heads to make sure they didn't screw up
too much on the ore. How could they screw up digging in the ground?
Charlie's head naturally thrust forward in a sim an manner off his thick
neck. In school it had earned himthe nicknane "Vanilla Corilla.”" On
Abydos his posture left himsuffering fromwhat felt like termnina
sunburn on the back of his neck. No way was he clinbing dowmn with those
suns bl azing like the hinges of hell. Not when he could ride. Charlie

| eaned forward into the air flow coning around the dropping el evator

car. It would be the last breeze he'd enjoy for the next four hours,
down on the floor of this crack deep between the cheeks of Mot her
Abydos. Instead, it nearly turned into the |ast breeze he ever enjoyed.
Fromthe corner of his eye Charlie caught the gl eam of copper. He

gl anced around to see one of the mners' primtive digging tools fly
outward to jamthe elevator's tracks. Beyond he caught a glinpse of a

m ner-a burnt-dark face |ike a thousand others, registering shock as he
realized that what they called "the flying box" was occupied. A clang, a
screech, and the open-sided elevator jolted to a stop, flinging Charlie
into the air. His frantic hands managed to catch hold of the framework
he'd been | eani ng agai nst a noment before. For one horrible nonent it

| ooked as though he'd be flying down the last five floors worth of
shaftway wi thout benefit of the elevator. But with a wenching tw st he
managed to throw hinsel f back into the cage of the now stalled car
Charlie landed on the floor with a brutal thunp. He pushed hinsel f up
dazedly on hands and knees, then glared over toward the | adder that had
been occupied by the towel head who'd just tried to kill him O course,
the rungs were vacant now. "Sabotage," Lockwood nmuttered as he raged
around the UMC encanpnent, trying to track down Col onel Jack O Neil .
He' d repeatedly asked the local mlitary conmrander to post Marine guards
to protect UMC s inprovenents to the mne. But O Neil had | aughed him
of f. Now, just as the site manager was about to move in his own security
peopl e, the dammed Abbadabbas had w ecked the el evator-the one bit of
nodern technol ogy he'd gotten up and running in their primtive cess
pit. Still worse, his construction people told himit would take days
bef ore the bl asted machi ne woul d be running again. They'd have to

repl ace part of the track, inporting it fromEarth, and then getting it
down those Stone Age | adders to the spot where the sabotage had taken

pl ace. Hi s supervisors had no clue as to what had happened. The cause
of the el evator weck had been one of those |ocal digging tools,

somet hing that by all rights should be in a nuseum of anci ent Egyptian
artifacts. The wooden handl e of the mattock had been ground to
splinters. But the soft netal head of the inplement had smeared itself
between the elevator car and its tracks. The havoc w eaked by sone
illiterate digger with dirt under his fingernails was as bad as the nost
sophi sti cated hi ghtech saboteur. There was no way to trace the mattock
of course. Thousands of them were scattered across the m ne workings.
And asking any of the workers in the area was equally futile. Lockwood
nmoved in the best of his |anguage teachers, the ones who had picked up



the nost of the local lingo. He mght as well have sent in his dullest
grease nonkeys fresh from Earth. The Abbadabbas not only suffered
menory | oss, but apparently they'd lost all their |anguage skills as
wel I . Lockwood hinmself had engaged in a | ong, sweaty clinb down the
crudely built ladders to the sabotage site. He'd always considered
hinself to be in excellent shape, but after clinmbing five stories down
and THREE stories up, Lockwood had been | eft panting on one of the mne
terraces. Vernon Ballard, the new security chief who'd acconpani ed
Lockwood, had been forced to clinb to the rest tent and bring back water
and salt tablets for the weak and sweating site manager. After Lockwood
recovered, he'd clinbed back to the surface, rested a bit in his

air-conditioned office, then set off to conplain to ONeil. To his fury,
t he Mari ne commandant seened nowhere to be found. Lockwood had covered
the Mari ne encanmpnent and his own establishment. No ONeil. The UMC man

was on the verge of setting off for the city of Nagada when one of his
peopl e reported that the col onel had been spotted driving a Hunmvee into
the desert. The mine executive requisitioned one of the all-terrain
vehicles and set off in the sane direction. Mving through the deep
desert was like riding a small boat across the heavy swells of a large
ocean. The Hunvee topped the crest of one sandy rise to reveal a vista
of seemingly identical dunes stretching to the horizon

"Where the hell could he have gone?" a frustrated Lockwood demanded of
his Marine driver. "Uh, sir," the rattled grunt replied, "maybe they've
gone to Hogan's Alley." Lockwood rounded on the man. "Take ne there.
Now! " Hogan's Alley turned out to be a valley inconspicuously tucked

bet ween two dunes. Part of it was a firing range, using one of the sand
nmount ai ns as a backstop. The rest of the valley had been transforned
into an obstacle course. Lockwood stared down fromthe summit of a sand
hill. "Wat is this place? Sonme sort of training ground for your

peopl e?" "Well-" the gyrene began, but he didn't need to answer. The ATV
was suddenly surrounded by a squad of honespun-clad young warriors who
seened to erupt fromthe sand itself, aimng an assortment of weapons.
Lockwood had a nonment of terror before he realized that the guns had no
ammuni tion clips, the crossbhows no bolts. "Abba-" Lockwood quickly
revised his term nology. "Abydos natives?" The squad | eader, an

i ntense-1ooking young man with the dark skin of someone continually
outdoors, grow ed a brief, disgusted word in the native | anguage. "You
not in ex-uh-size!™ He pronounced the English words carefully.
"Exercise?" Lockwood repeated in bafflenment. "What's going on here?"

H s answer canme as anot her squad of young native nen appeared to engage
the first group in nock conmbat. Suddenly, the dunes seened to be
covered with struggling figures. A platoon-sized war game was underway,
the two teans of Abydos natives battling not nmerely with zeal but
obviously with well-trained skill. The first anmbush team was taken down
with a speed and adroitness that took Lockwood's breath away. Stil

nor e astoni shing, however, was the referee who appeared to listen to the
first squad | eader's conplaints. Lockwood had studied his files
careful ly before taking over the Abydos operation. He inmmediately
recogni zed Li eutenant Adam Kawal sky, O Neil's second-in-command on the
initial Abydos reconnai ssance, from photos in those files. The
lieutenant was serving as a junior officer in the present expeditionary
force. He patiently listened as the intense young man who'd | ed the
first group of Abbadabbas conpl ained in broken English about the
accidental triggering of his anmbush. "Not in ex-uh-size!" he
conpl ai ned. "Sorry, Skaara," Kawal sky said. "You should have seen that
before comm tting your forces, um before you noved in." This young
Skaara character showed not only spirit but discipline. He accepted
Kawal sky's ruling with a smart salute. Lockwood turned to view the rest
of the battle and spotted another referee-Feretti, the other survivor of



t he reconnai ssance team And standi ng on anot her dune, binoculars in
hand, stood Col onel Jack O Neil, observing the whol e training exercise.

CHAPTER 10
DEPARTMENT OF COWPLAI NTS

CGeneral West mmintained a small office in the Pentagon, a working space
whose size grossly undervalued his true influence in the mlitary
establishnment. For the general, however, this seened to be

S.O P.-standard operating procedure. FEugene Lockwood coul d appreciate

t he appearance of being only a small cog in the |arge Pentagon nachi ne
as useful canouflage for West's true, if somewhat shadowy, power. The
pokey little roomdidn't even boast a wi ndow But Wst kept a

form dably dragoni sh WAC posted at a desk outside his door to discourage
unwant ed visitors. Lockwood had traversed a million light-years by
StarGate fromEarth to Abydos. He'd noved forward in terms of
civilization eight thousand years, from ancient Egypt to an ultranodern
mssile silo in Colorado. He'd survived a jet trip to Washi ngton. But
as he drove through the Virginia countryside to the Pentagon, he gl anced
at his gold watch, hoping he'd budgeted enough time to make his official
appoi nt nent. Lockwood negotiated his way through the Pentagon |abyrinth
with the ease of a true bureaucrat, arriving at Wst's office precisely
on time. The female Cerebus led himin with a grow. But Lockwood faced
far worse attack after the WAC had cl osed West's door. "Problens on
Abydos?" the general asked, riffling through some papers on his desk.
Lockwood noticed the UMC | ogo atop the sheets. The mlitary man had
been goi ng over his supposedly secret progress reports! "We' ve had sone
set backs," Lockwood chose to admit. "Qur |anguage-acqui sition program
has not progressed as quickly as we'd hoped, in part due to native

ant agoni sm generated by Dani el Jackson, your former expert who remai ned
behi nd on Abydos." West nodded, his slightly fleshy face carefully

bl ank. A bureaucratic in-fighter fromway back, he wasn't about to
accept responsibility for soneone else's snafu. "I was nore concerned
about your failure to install nore nodern nechanisns in the mne
wor ki ngs." West riffled through nmore reports, penetrating Lockwood' s
careful wording. "On this side of the StarGate we're gearing up for
serious use of that quartzose material. But your actual production is
far below the estimates that UMC presented us at the begi nning of the
project." He's trying to hang me with nmy own projections, Lockwood

t hought, trying to keep his own poker face. But he hadn't come to

Washi ngton to defend hinmself fromthis general's annoying questions. He
was | aunching an attack of his own-not to nmention setting up a scapegoat
for the mine' s production problenms. "W have nore serious problens than
supply bottl enecks and delivery delays. The |locals have started a
canpai gn of sabotage." Lockwood paused for a second. "And | personally
have seen them engaged in paramlitary training-apparently with the
approval and aid of Colonel O Neil." West shuffled a new set of papers.
"Yes, |'ve received a report fromthe col onel." Covering his ass,
Lockwood thought. But it won't help him "O Neil has just beconme aware
that two, ah, alummi of the Abydos reconnai ssance have offered sone help
to the young | ocals who hel ped them escape the alien forces. The young
men had organized a sort of mlitia, as the colonel had earlier
reported-along with Messrs. Draven and Preston of your conpany." West

shrugged. "Lieutenant Kawal sky and Corporal Feretti believed that
organi zed activities would help rel ease sone of the young nen's high
spirits. It would also allow themto keep an eye on what this group got
up to." "According to my briefing, there were barely a dozen of those

shepherd boys,
nunber engaged in war ganes.

Lockwood objected. "I saw considerably nore than that
" He | eaned over the general's desk,



pressing his advantage. "The colonel has consistently refused to guard
the new mning machinery fromthe Iocals. Now he allows themto train
and become nore dangerous to ny people.” The mining man gl anced si dew se

at West. "l know you initially appointed O Neil to the expeditionary
force because of his experience on Abydos. Perhaps, though, he's had too
much experience there-too many contacts. O Neil is blind to any danger

that doesn't come fromoutside the planet. Wth this Ra person dead, the
possibility of an outside attack seenms renote to me. The real problens
on Abydos cone fromdisaffected el ements in Nagada, not from sone
bogeynen beyond the StarGate." Again General Wst nodded, his face stil
reveal i ng not hing of the thought processes going on behind his

bureaucratic mask. "It is true that O Neil was sent to Abydos because
of his famliarity with local conditions.”" The general's voice held a
considering note. "But you raise a reasonable concern. Perhaps he's

grown too famliar with the autochthones.”" "So what are you going to do

about hin?" Lockwood wanted to know. "I still need someone on site who
knows the terrain and the people,"” West finally said. "But it behooves
me to recogni ze your own requests for an additional mlitary presence on
Abydos. If we add counterinsurgency forces to our troop strength on
Abydos, we'll need an officer of sufficient rank to take comand."
Lockwood nodded as if he were hearing the judgnent of Sol onon. Behind
this respectful facade, however, he nearly quaked with fiendish glee. Do
it, West, he silently urged the general, kick the bastard downstairs!

On Abydos, Daniel Jackson finished anot her

lecture for his English class. As the students left the room he
beckoned Skaara over. "What's this | hear about sone kind of fighting
out in the desert?" he asked. Runors were flying around Nagada about
the perfidy of UMC, about destruction of mining equipnment. |f he hoped
to be useful in his new position of adviser to the Elders, Daniel had to
listen to themall and boil out the truth. After a week of fantastic
stories the young academ c was prepared to take anything he heard with a
grain of salt. Wen Skaara began telling of the training ground in the
desert, of the war games, Daniel's eyes went wide. This story went far
beyond any of the apocalyptic tales he'd heard in the city. "You had
maybe five friends who survived the fighting against Ra," Daniel said.
"How coul d you "A ot of other young nmen joined us," Skaara interrupted.
"More and nore keep joining every day. By now we have nore than a
hundred training regularly. Sonme of your friends have hel ped us-the
tall one who yells-" "Not O Neil," Daniel protested. "No, the other

one- Kawal sky." Even with his English | essons, Skaara had tough going
with the lieutenant's nane. "And the quick one-Feretti. They set

probl ems out for us and judge how we fight one another." Daniel shook
his head in disbelief. "You ve got a pair of conbat Marines training
you?" "Even the one in the black hat canme to watch us fight-O Nei

hi nsel f," Skaara said proudly. "But that snake Lockwood turned up. |

t hi nk he hopes to make trouble for the colonel." Wen he saw Daniel's
surprise at his use of the title, Skaara explained. "That's what the
other two call him" Daniel tried to get the conversation back on track
He' d just discovered that his brother-in-Iaw had organi zed an
arny-however small, this was a first for the natives of Abydos. They

m ght not have nmuch in the way of nodern equi prent, but know ng Skaar a,
they certainly had spirit. They'd also benefited fromthe training of
two Marines who'd fought shoul der to shoul der with them agai nst Ra
"Ckay," Daniel finally said. "You' ve answered two of my questions-what
and how. But that |eaves one that nmay be the nost inportant. Wy are
you getting ready for a war?" He was al nost afraid he'd get a speech of
the "kill the foreign devils" variety. Al though, he privately admtted,
some of it mght be justified. |In mere nonths UMC had generated nore



hatred than Ra had managed to stir up across the mllennia. But Skaara
surprised himagain. "In the days of Ra, we had only runors-vague
traditions of other worlds beyond the StarGate. Wen you arrived, you
made those traditions real-and you hel ped us destroy the god who sucked

our blood for so long. W were free." "So what is it? Are you afraid
some of Ra's stooges will cone back through the StarGate? That's what
O Neil and all the soldiers are guarding agai nst." Skaara nodded, a

little shanefaced. "At first we were |like boys playing at warriors.
did establish a watch on the great pyrami d. But we had a dreama | arger
hope. When you taught us to read the hidden witings, we |earned nore
about those other worlds." He spread his hands, trying to conmunicate
his feelings instead of just the words. "W have brothers out there,
Daniel. They're still slaves to Ra, or the vultures who served him CQur
brothers don't even know that the nonster is dead. But we hope to
change that." Daniel stared, wondering when Skaara's al nost delicate
features had hardened and matured with such purpose. "Change?" he
echoed. "How?" "I didn't want to approach you until we were ready,"
Skaara said. "You're the one who knows the StarGate best. W know you
could find the keys to other worl ds- Orbos, Wefen-perhaps even Tuat, the
hone of the gods. Then we could take the struggle to those living

ensl aved-and bring them freedom " Dani el stood al nost sl ack-jawed in
dismay. This is what happens when you get the reputation as the |oca
wi se man, he thought. Oten enough before the advent of UMC, he'd
stolen off to the pyramd and the hall of the StarGate. In daydreans
he' d mani pul ated the enigmatic twentyfoot-tall torus. The face of the
Abydos gate was carved with conpletely alien figures, representing
constellations as seen in the local sky. Sone Sha-'uri had taught him
O hers had been lost in the tides of local history. Nonethel ess, Daniel
had fantasized about shifting the chiseled figures into new
configurations, opening the doorway to unknown worlds. But it had been
nmere fancy. Daniel hadn't even experimented. And with the com ng of
the Earthlings he had avoided the portal. O Neil would have had a
stroke at the idea of opening the window of Earth's vulnerability any
wi der. And, of course, UMC would want no interruption on its

Eart hAbydos lifeline. Even if he had experinented, there was the problem
of finding the right constellation configurations out of the

quadrillions of possible conmbinations. Daniel's probability math was a
bit rusty, but he quickly figured that he'd have better |uck guessing
the nunbers for a multimllion-dollar lottery. "Skaara." Daniel took a
nmonent, trying to let the young nman down as gently as possible. "You

were there when we found the pillar engraved with the cartouche hol ding
the coordinates for Earth. Fromour troubles then you nust know how
hard it is to find the routes between StarGates." Skaara's face fell.
"But, Daniel," he said, "your wisdom" "lI'mnerely a scholar," Daniel
quickly interrupted. "I'mnot Ra. And I'Il tell you honestly, | could
spend all the rest of ny life trying to find

StarGate coordi nates for somewhere, anywhere, and not find the key to
another world." Bitter disappointment showed on Skaara's downcast face.
Dani el unconfortably cleared his throat. The people here should know
better than to bestow himwith infallibility. Surely they' d seen enough
of his klutziness in dealing with the real world. Children still did
imtations of his chicken inpersonation fromhis first meal with Kasuf.
The peopl e of Abydos had had no know edge of barnyard fow . Their feast
food of choice was a pigsized lizard, broiled whole in its skin. To
Dani el the delicacy had tasted |ike chicken. 1In trying to convey that
message to Kasuf, he'd resorted to pantonine. Even today kids fl apped
their arms and called "Bwark! Bwark!" when he wal ked by. So why, with
such know edge of his shortcom ngs, did Kasuf, the Elders ... and now
Skaar aexpect himto be unerring in his answers? The answer left a cold



hollow in the pit of Daniel's stomach. They're facing greater unknowns
than their culture has ever dealt with before. They need to believe.
"Besides,"” Daniel finally said, "you may not need to take your struggle
to other worlds. W may have nore than enough struggl e around here
before too I ong." Beneath the base of the renovated battleship, Ptah
wat ched hi s vacuum suited technicians noving like a flock of ungainly
storks. He had cut local gravity control to facilitate the installation
of the ship's drive units. The mnuscule pull of Tuat the-nmoon had

al l owed his skeleton crew to hoi st and naneuver the huge
instrumentalities for lift and stardrive. But they weren't used to
nmoverment in near zero G and gladly fled when he announced that he was
personally taking on the job of tuning the drives. Ptah turned in
annoyance to find his head technician still standing beside him "I
realize ny idiomis sonmetines antique,"” the godly engi neer said. "What
part of ny instructions did you fail to conprehend?" "Lord," the

technician replied, "I knowthat it was in a test such as this that your
corporeal formwas al nbost destroyed. | thought"-he swallowed his
words-"l wish to serve you by attending to this task nyself." "Ah."

Ptah's voi ce was al nbst gentle as he inquired, And how many tines have
you calibrated stardrive units of this size, worthy servant?" "I-"
Again, the technician's voice failed him "Never have | done the

operation, sire. But | have studied the relevant instructions-" "There
wi || be numerous guards aboard this conveyance when it sets off for
Abydos, not to nmention their |eader, the great goddess Hathor. | do not

think we should risk their lives on inexperience, even inexperience that
has studied the relevant instructions. Go. Enter the docking station
proceed to the next dome, and continue with the fabrication of the
external controls. | wish all to be in readiness when | return.” Wth a
bow and a worried frown, Ptah's lieutenant made his exit. The
calibration of the drives was a grueling chore, best undertaken in

m ni mal gravity and near-vacuum Perversely, Ptah found his cyborg body
was far better suited to the labor. Hi s nmechanical armcould contro
tool nmovenents to millionths of an arc. H's flesh body had failed in a
m nute adjustnent, triggering a flawed circuit that should have been
inert. The drive unit had blasted for a nanosecond-with Ptah and his
crew deep within the killing radius. Ptah nade his final connections in
each of the four corners of the enpty pyramid. Then he entered the
docking station, making his way to the external control center. His
servant had done well. The center was already in operation, a

hol ographi ¢ i nage of the docked battl eship hovering over the heads of

t he operations crew. "Di sengage fromthe docking station," Ptah ordered.
On the i mage above, cl ose-ups appeared of the clanps that had anchored
the battleship to the stone structure for mllennia. The refurbished
mechani sns retracted snmoothly. "Energize drive." Ptah's voice sounded
al nrost dry as he gave the order. Hands danced across control panels. An
eerie glow lit the golden quartzose sides of the pyramd ship. It
seened to leak fromwithin. "Lift!" Ptah conmanded. The glow fromthe
ship intensified as the vast bul k of the vessel rose gracefully into the
air. Lethal radiation reflected off the polished stone of the docking
station. Thanks to the lack of atmosphere, there was no thunder to
acconpany the drive's operation. But dust and debris fromthe
renovati on project blew away at the dreanli ke speeds of |ow gravity. And
even fromthe distance of the next pyranmi d donme over, Ptah and his
technici ans could feel the shaking transmitted through the nmoonlet's
stony crust. Its glow al nost too intense for human eyes, the resurrected
battl eship clinbed snmoothly into space until even the hol ographic

i magi ng systemrecorded it as one nore star in the black satin
sky-albeit a balefully glaring star. "At this point stardrive
translati on woul d be effected,” Ptah announced. "But that test wll
await the arrival of the ship's full crew. Bring the barque back to



station and dock." He cast a glare around at his jubilant navigation

trainees. "And try to be careful not to scratch anything." Ra's enmpire
had never been a participatory denocracy. But in the absence of a head
god, the warrior godlings had taken to the expedi ent of council. Hathor

arrived at the neeting chanber with a small retinue-and | ast, as
befitted the | eader of the nbst powerful faction on Tuat. In the

i nterveni ng nmonths, she had expanded her power by co-opting rivals or
killing themin single conbat, and el evati ng nenmbers of her clique to
fill the vacancies. Some dangerous adversaries abandoned the cockpit of
Tuat's politics, retreating to the safety of their home fiefs. They had
not been elimnated, but they had been neutralized as |ong as Hat hor
kept tight control of the StarGate on the surface of Tuat-the-world.
Success had left Hathor with a host of restless allies ready to turn on
her at the slightest nmisstep, as well as one nmjor enemy. Ram headed
Khnum had fought a rear-guard action agai nst Hathor's narch to power.
Wth Hathor's every victory, Khnumis ranks swelled as frightened | esser
gods joined his confederates. And when Hathor killed a great god, there
were al ways sone nmenbers of the conquered god's factions-favorites of

t he deceased | eader, or very loyal followers-who turned to Hathor's nmain
rival to gain their revenge. Hathor didn't nmind having all her enemes
in one canp. Her last duel had delivered her a nmajority on the council.
That fact, and the report of the successful drive test, inpelled her to
make public her plans. Hathor didn't kid herself. She knew that a
coupl e of godlings had established effective intelligence operations. At
| east two of Khnumis followers-and THREE of her own-were merely waiting
for her to |l eave for Abydos. Then they woul d nmake their own snatches
for Tuat. Such opponents didn't worry Hathor. The best of the woul d-be
overlords' troops woul d acconpany her to Abydos. No, the real problem
was Khnum and how he would react.... "My lords," she addressed the
assenbl age, "I have inportant news. Today at the third hour ny people
successfully demonstrated the refurbished drives on Done Five, formerly
the battleship Ra's Eye." A hologramfilled the room show ng details of
the liftoff. "Ah," commented ape-headed Hapi, one of the m nor gods who
knew of the work in progress on the old vessel. "And here we all

thought it was a Tuat-quake, or a meteor inpact." Khnum however, surged
t hrough t he THREE-di nensi onal representation, eyes wild with fury. He
was a sl ender, handsone nman, with whipcord nuscles. They bunched across
his chest and arns as he confronted Hathor. "I thought perhaps you were
establ i shing your own fortress in that donme when you di spossessed the
others who lived there," he began. Hathor smiled at the notion of

pi nni ng herself down on an airless nmoon under a donme vul nerable even to
bl ast-1ances. What coul d Khnum be thinking of "But to reactivate

devi ces forbidden by Ra-" Here was the true probl em anong the woul dbe
successors. Even as they fought to assunme Ra's throne, they could not
escape the playing field where the former head god had penned them OCh,
she understood Khnums agitation. Wth a working spaceship at her
conmand, the godlings' fief defenses-a watch or even a mne at the

St ar Gat e- had been sidestepped. Khnum ni ght have the cream of his forces
at his side, but the planet that formed his power base was now

vul nerabl e to attack. Hathor ground on over Khnum s objections. "The
battl eshi p has been reconmi ssioned to search for Ra and di scover his

fate. Although | will conmand the expedition to Abydos, | call upon al
here to provide detachments of your best warriors for the effort. In
that way we can field the | argest possible force-and, of course, each of
the gods here present will have observers on the scene." "Enough!" Khnum

burst out. "Not only does the denon goddess threaten us all wth her

f or bi dden warshi p, she expects us, her rivals, to provide forces for our
own undoi ng!" The ram god's hand went to his pectoral necklace, plucking
| oose one of the hanging decorations. The seenm ng doodad pulled free to
reveal itself as the gold and jewel -encrusted handl e of a throw ng



knife. The thin blade, however, was plain utilitarian steel. "Die, you
usurping bitch!" Khnum how ed, hurling the blade. Hathor noved wth
econom cal violence. She seized Hapi, the too wi se godling who'd
comment ed on her ship tests, and spun himinto the path of the knife. It
sank into his heart. Even as Hathor's human shield sagged, Khnum pl ucked
a new j ewel ed dagger. Hathor raised her right hand pal mout, alnmost in a
war di ng gesture. But the nove reveal ed that she, too, wore dangerous
jewelry. A tracery of gold "ires ran around the back of her hand. They
cane together in her palm creating the setting for a marbl e-sized
nmottled black jewel that glowed with a baleful light. Before Khnum coul d
hurl his second bl ade, Hathor unleashed a rush of energy that hit the
rangod |like a blast of cyclonic wind. He hurtled backward until he
struck a wall, then oozed downward to a seated position. Hathor was on
hi m bef ore Khnum coul d even exert sonme senbl ance of control over his
stunned rmuscles. He could only | ook hel plessly upward as the hand with
t hat dammabl e jewel cane down in contact with his shaven head. Every one
of Ra's servants knew of his punishment jewels, bizarre offshots of the
technol ogy fromthe StarGates thenselves. But rather than reassenbling
one' s component nol ecul es across space, - the bl ack gemrearranged body
nol ecul es. Ra had used the glowi ng stone to turn failed servants' bones
to water. O course, the process killed the recipient. Khnumwas a
strong man, but his whol e body began to shudder and spasm as the
genstone exerted its awful effect. H s eyes bulged as his very brain
began to boil off. H's arms, no | onger under his own control, mnade
little spastic nmotions. Air rushed fromhis lungs through a constricted
throat in a bubbling, coughing rattle. As Hathor pressed the deadly
stone ever harder into Khnum the ram god's head becane spongy under her
hand. He drooped to the floor. Hathor dropped to one knee, nmaintaining
the contact until at last the once great Khnumlay still and literally
bonel ess at her feet. "I will nane a successor at ny earliest

conveni ence, " the goddess announced to the silenced assenbl age. Her
hand rose to give themone last glinpse of the deadly stone. Then she
curved her fingers over what had been Ra's personal weapon. "See to the
preparations for your guard detachnents." There was not even a whisper
of dissent as she left the chanber.

CHAPTER 11
NEWCOVERS

Jack O Neil's first warning that a new commander had even been

contenpl ated for the Abydos expeditionary force was the appearance of an
Arnmy one-star general in his command tent. "At ease, Colonel." The

of ficer drew a thick envel ope fromthe breast pocket of his olive drab
battle dress. "Francis Keogh, brigadier general, US. Arny." Keogh

sl apped the papers with nmore than necessary force on O Neil's desk. The
nmoverent brought prominence to the West Point ring on the general's
hand, its heavy gold sounding a nuted tinpani agai nst the wood. "These
orders second your troops to nmy conmand, " Keogh went on briskly. "You
will remain as second-in-conmmand, under ny orders." He glanced around
the tent. "I believe we can | eave the paperwork-signing for stores and
all that for later." Keogh finally | ooked ONeil in the eye-his own eyes
were a surprisingly bright blue, set deep under nassive orbital ridges
on either side of a sharp, beak-like nose. In the intensity of their
gaze Keogh's eyes were like a pair of lasers nmounted in twin caves-wth
the jut of his nose acting as range finder. The general's face was
craggy nore than handsone, and his expression was not a pretty one. "I
want two of your men-Kawal sky and Feretti-here. Now" Wth a sick
feeling in his gut O Neil passed the call to the guard outside the tent.
In nonments, the lieutenant and the corporal arrived. Spotting the



strange general, they inmredi ately saluted and stepped into the brace
position. "Kawal sky and Feretti, sir,” ONeil said with a crisp salute

of his owm. -"Present as requested "Gentlenen," Keogh said, though his
tone of voice nade the honorific doubtful. "You see in ne the new
conmmander of this force. Sizable reinforcenments are arriving even as |
speak. The new troops will present a major |ogistical drain on our
stockpil es. Because of this, Lieutenant, | am appointing you supply
officer. And you, Corporal, will assist him" Supply duty was a slap in

the face to a pair of conbat Marines. But Keogh wasn't finished. "To
i nsure your full and undivided attention to these great and serious

duties, | amconfining you to this base. Departure, even going into the
desert-will be construed as desertion. |In addition, your sensitive

enpl oyment will preclude all fraternization with the natives of this
planet. |Is this understood?" Faces bl ank, Kawal sky and Feretti both
snapped salutes like a pair of automatons, their eyes not focusing on
the general. "Yes, sir!" they chorused. "Excellent. Disnissed, the
pair of you." As Kawal sky left, his hard-bitten features lost their
rigid cast as he glanced at O Neil. Dam! his eyes seenmed to say, we

dropped you right in it! O Neil carefully schooled his own face into
mask-|i ke bl ankness. He shouldn't have | et Kawal sky talk himinto
seei ng what progress Skaara and his boy warriors had achieved. The

col onel had been expecting sone fallout from Lockwood's di scovery. But
he'd hoped for nore support from General West. Keogh waited until the
tent was enpty before he addressed O Neil again. "In studying the supply
situation for this base, Colonel, | noticed an excessive stock of

hand- hel d surface-to-air missiles. These seem unnecessary given | oca
conditions. Perhaps you can put Kawal sky in charge of shipping them
back." "Sir, when we were fighting Ra's guards, our greatest problem was
their air mobility. Their udajeets-flying gliders-and bl asters pinned
Li eut enant Kawal sky and a group of native ancilaries-" Keogh interrupted
with an aphorism "'The military nmnd,"" he quoted, "'is always prepared
to fight the last war." \Wat you're tal king about is ancient history,
Col onel . Qur concern should not be with incursions fromthe air, but

wi th counterinsurgency preparations.” He glared at his subordinate.
"You not only ignored such a danger, you actually allowed the training
of an insurgent cadre." Keogh's body was |ong and | anky, and he nade

hinself taller by drawing hinmself up stiffly. "I1'll continue to use
you, O Neil, as local liaison. But you are to limt yourself to formal
contacts with the [ ocal government. | am not happy about this

hone-grown mlitia you fostered. Neither is General West." The general
turned to nmore nmundane matters, demanding a nmap of the plateau that
served as hone for the base canp and UMC s | ocal presence. "W'll need
to expand the canp significantly to accormmpdate the new troops. In
addition, we'll require a maintenance area for the arnmor |'m bringing
in-" "Tanks, sir?" O Neil said. "Best weapons available for projecting
strength in a desert environnent," Keogh replied. "North Africa in
Wrld War 11. The Arab-lsraeli wars. Desert Storm By ny cal cul ations
the StarGate's size should acconmodat e both Abrams heavy tanks and the
lighter Sheridan units. W will, however, need assenbly areas for the
hel i copt er gunshi ps. They'll have to come through in pieces." Although
O Neil struggled to retain his mlitary mask, Keogh trained keen eyes on
his second-in-conmand's face. "You don't believe all this is necessary,
do you? Well, | think it's required to undo the damage you' ve caused.
Heavy ground strength-so we'll have lots of rifles in case the worst
happens. But I'mstill betting we can over-awe these Abbadabbas when
they see our technol ogi cal edge. The tanks and helicopters are key to
that strategy."” "Yes, sir,”" ONeil said tonelessly. These peopl e fought
anti-gravity gliden and energy weapons, he thought, and this cl own
thinks he's going to caw themwith a few helicopters and a deneani ng
nane. Keogh was again examining ONeil's force dispositions on the nap.



"I"'mnot inpressed with your defensive arrangenments, Colonel. These
strong points and guard posts wouldn't stand up to a hunan wave
assault-which is, | think, the only tactic the locals could conceivably
use. Alnost all of their weapons are hand-to-hand, are they not?" "Yes,
sir,” ONeil replied again. "Starting imediately, | want a defensive
wal | around this entire plateau. An earthen berm shoul d do-reinforced
wi th strong points-perhaps some defense towers. We'Il leave that to the
engi neers. Requisition materials and earth-novi ng equi pnent fromthe UMC
peopl e as necessary." Lockwood will love this, O Neil thought. "You can
also tell M. Lockwood that effective inmediately, | am di spatching
troops to support the UMC security personnel in the mine." ONeil's nask
slipped as he sal uted again. Keogh caught the shift in expression

"Look, ONeil, |I don't need you to like me to get this job done." Scorn
poured fromthe general's voice. "That's the problemw th you
short-timers. You don't really understand the military nystique."
"Sir," ONeil replied, "lI've been in the service for nore than twenty
years." "My fanmily have been officers in this man's arny for
generations," Keogh snarled. "Since the Gvil War!" "Of course, sir."

O Neil gave him another salute as he left the tent. "There was a Keogh
with Custer, wasn't there?" Lockwood waited until O Neil left his office
bef ore he indul ged hinself in a full-scale gloat. 1In alnost frosty-cold
air-conditioned confort, the m ne nanager rubbed his pal ns together as a
show of satisfaction. How the m ghty are fallen, he thought. One
hot - shot Marine Col onel reduced to the |l evel of nessenger boy! Turning
fromthe clutter on his desk, Lockwood picked up the radi o comrmuni cat or
he used to keep in contact with his subordinates. "Get ne Ballard," he
said into the receiver. A noment |ater, Vernon Ballard' s static-fuzz
cane out of the box. "M. Lockwood?" "Get over to the mlitary canp and
i ntroduce yourself to the new conmander there. He's detaching men for
pit security, so it's up to you to figure howthey' |l work wi th your
people. One thing-1 want a complete cordon around the rest tent. GCot
it?" "Yes, sir!" Ballard happily signed off. Lockwood's |ips stretched
off his teeth in a hard grin. Now they could get down to business, he
prom sed hinmself. "Here's another one that needs explaining." The
conpany security guard, clad in gray canp fatigues, turned to Charlie
Morris. The imge of an ice-cold beer vanished |ike a pricked thought
bal | oon as the m ne supervisor nmoved to deal with the I atest
recalcitrant. "Hey! Underwood!" Mdrris yelled to the |anguage expert

hi di ng fromthe noonday suns under the shade of the rest tent. Today
they had finally inplenented the rule of five round trips before a rest,
no exceptions. A cordon of gray-clad UMC security guards and new y
arrived Arny men in olive drab cut all access to the rest tent. The
baf fl ed worker whose way was being barred was pure fellahin. H's skin
had been broiled to the color and consistency of dark | eather by at

| east forty years of exposure to the THREE suns of Abydos. But there was
an ugly grayish tinge to his conplexion, his white beard was matted with
sweat, and he wobbled slightly on his feet. The worker seemed unable
even to summon the strength to protest as Morris rai sed a hand before
his face. "Five tines," the supervisor said loudly, as if volume could
push his meaning into the man's mind. He spread his fingers wide. "Five
ti mes around before you can cone in here." The worker spouted a brief
string of gibberish. Mrris turned to Underwood, one of the UMC | anguage
specialists. "You tell him" In halting ancient Egyptian, Underwood
tried to explain the situation. The workman protested again, seizing
Underwood' s hand and trying to draw it to his head. Wth brisk econony
of nmovenent the UMC guard swung his rifle butt and knocked the hand
away. "Don't know what di seases they got," he said |aconically.
Underwood shot Mrris a nervous look. "This fellow says the suns are
getting to him He needs water and salt." "Bastard's probably faking."
A grimexpression settled over Morris's siman features. On closer



exam nation, this Abbadabba | ooked remarkably like the one who' d screwed

around with the elevator. "If we let himin, we'll have a whol e parade
of "em all claimng to be sick. Underwood, you tell himto get back to
wor k and not come back here till he's got a chit."” "I dunno," said an

Arnmy pfc who'd been standing off to the side. "This guy |ooks pretty
much out of it. Are you sure?" "How | ong you been on this planet,

sol dier?" Morris |oved using that coneback. He'd been waiting for
someone with even | ess experience than he had. Since the soldier had
only been on Abydos for hours, and the alternative to guard duty was
shoveling sand to make a defensive wall for his canmp, he subsided.
Underwood again set off on a |linmping speech. The el derly worker gave a
vehement negative, pointing toward the rest tent. "He's not |istening,
Sullivan,” Mrris said to the guard. In a single jerking nove the
security man ramred the butt of his gun into the pit of the workman's
stomach. Argunent ceased as the older man folded in half, clutching

hi nsel f and gasping. "Now go. Inshi!" Sullivan yelled, using sone
Arabic he'd picked up in the Mddle East. He had a hard tine

di stingui shing the natives fromthe Mislinms he'd guarded UMC executives
from The man was down on his knees. Sullivan yanked hi mupright and
sent himtottering back to the | adders that |ed down to the pit. They
wat ched the man's slow progress as he joined the line of carriers, half
| eaning on the man in front of him He reached the |adders and

di sappeared below the lip of the gorge. "See?" Mrris said harshly.
"You gotta show 'emwho's boss or they'II-" A cry came fromthe nine
pit, a wordless yell of terror that was obliterated yet amplified by the
shouts of many voices. The line of carriers abruptly stopped. Leaving
his place in the cordon by the rest tent, the Arny pfc walked to the
edge of the slash in the earth. He shuddered, then headed back. "What?"
Morris asked, his nmouth suddenly very dry. "That guy you turned away-he
fell off the ladder." The soldier's face was pal e under his incipient
sunburn. "He fell all the way down-ten, eleven stories? And it |ooks
i ke he bounced off a couple of those terraces." He glared at Morris. "I
guess you showed 'em good- huh?" Azar and Gaden were both on the
carriers' line when their fell ow worker died. They heard the scream
Then somet hing fl ashed past their places on the | adder and struck a
glancing blow to the terrace bel ow them They heard a sound like a ripe

nmel on smashi ng open after a fall. Wen they | ooked down, they saw a
snear of blood and a linp, twisted human figure growi ng steadily smaller
as it fell into the depths of the pit. First cane shock and horror as

the men slowy learned the identity of the accident victim dd Zaid
lived in the sane nei ghborhood as Gaden. He was a wi dower with a sickly
daughter. Every coin he got for his mne work went to doctors and

nmedi cines for his girl. Then the mood turned to anger as vari ous
versions of the events before Zaid fell began to filter down the pit.
"The gray-clothes beat himw th sticks because he fell on the line and
couldn't get up!" "Wel ps of mastadges!" one man swore. "l heard the
gray ones threw himinto the pit." "They're worse than the Horus
guards!" Anot her worker contributed the story he'd heard. "But bad as
they are, the ones in green are worse. | hear that they shot Zaid as he
begged for mercy." "The green ones can't be that bad," Gaden objected.
"Bl ack Hat and the ones who foll owed himwore green. So did Dani el

Most of them died hel ping us defeat Ra." "Well, the new ones in green
must not be the sane," the first worker said. "They stand around the
tent of rest drinking water and not letting anyone in." "Yes," said his
friend, who' d propounded the green nmen as nmurderers story. "Besides,
the ones friendly to us now wear the colors of the sands he added, as if
that were a clinching argunment. "One thing is certain," Azar finally
said, turning to the | adders. "Soneone must carry word to Kasuf and the
El ders."” Daniel was not at his best after a wildly bounding journey by
mast adge across the dunes. Kasuf had acted as quickly as possible when



reports of trouble at the m ne had reached town. He'd gotten the El ders
mount ed and riding, along with Daniel and Sha'uri to act as transl ators.
Skaara had di sappeared at the news. Daniel sincerely hoped he wasn't
out activating his mlitia. The jouncing ride ended just as notion

si ckness was about to set in. Daniel's | egs were rubbery as he nade his
way down fromthe mastadge howdah. How | know | am not a hero? Proof
#999, he thought. Heroes do not have an urge to vomt right at their
big entrances. | do. The light of the suns was striking himlike a
physi cal blow, not nerely blinding himbut accentuating the churning in
his gut. Daniel blinked, gulped, and tried to concentrate. A dead body
lay on the sands in front of the rest tent. The |late Zaid, Daniel
figured. Behind the dead nan stretched a vast crescent of angry mners.
It looked as if all work had ceased by the tinme the Elders arrived. The
wor kers | ooked like a sea of humanity at a low boil. Angry nuttering
fromthousands of throats struck Daniel's ears, nothing that he could
make intelligible-except as proof that the workmen were in a fury. He
could tell that by the way sonme of the nen handl ed their picks and

matt ocks. Fromthe expressions on their faces, they wanted to hew nore
than stone. The Abydans had cone a long way fromthe ti me when a bl ow
from one Horus guard could make the whole workforce |ower its head and
scurry. That had been before one of Ra's guardsnmen had made the mi stake
of striking Jack O Neil-and gotten his guts blasted in return. Before
Dani el Jackson had renpved the Horus mask to reveal that Ra's slave
masters were human, after all. This was history that UMC and its
overseers had apparently never heard. The cordon around the rest tent
had now extended itself into a rough skirm sh Iine. Lockwood's
gray-cl ad conpany police readied their assault rifles. Beside them
fingering their weapons much nore nervously, stood regular Army troops
in green fatigues. Skaara's watchers had sent word of the arrival of
reinforcements. The fresh troops nust have conme with a new comrander i f
t hey were being depl oyed beside UMC s bully boys. Jack O Neil would
never had allowed his people to get dirty by such associations. Dani el

| ooked fromone group of men to the other. The m ners were nerving

t hensel ves for an assault, First Dynasty digging tools versus top-of
the-line assault weapons. The guards, both corporate and government,
prepared to drive the Abbadabbas back into the pit with a storm of | ead.
Cool heads would have to prevail, or else there'd be a slaughter
"Daniel. Cone." Kasuf beckoned himover to kneel by the dead man's
body. The old man gently probed. "He is broken fromthe fall and his
flesh is torn, but | see no effects of the strangers' weapons on him™"
Dani el breathed a sigh of relief. The nmessenger who'd arrived, a m ner
naned Azar, had reported several conflicting stories on how Zaid had
fallen. At |east now one of the nost dammi ng versi ons had been

di sproved. As Kasuf announced his findings to the crowd, Daniel noticed
a small knot of men rubbing thenselves with sand to remove the bl ood
clinging to their arns and torsos. "W hel ped bring Zaid up fromthe

pit," one of them a brawny young fellow, told Daniel in decent English.
Noting the teacher's surprise, the young man expl ai ned, "I was | earning
the strangers's tongue from... those." He gestured to the UMC battle

l[ine. "Now, no nore." They had to get this settled, and quickly. Daniel
spotted plunes of dust coming their way fromthe base canp. Wth

rei nforcenments, who knows what the UMC people might do? He raised his
voice. "W need to speak with those who saw what happened to Zaid

before he went into the pit." Daniel was surprised at the authority in
his voice. "Not those who heard things, or think they saw. W need nen
who were on the line to go down, or who were in the tent of rest." It

took precious nonments to separate the wheat fromthe chaff, but at |ast
Kasuf and his associate El ders had eyewi tnesses to Zaid's |last mnutes.
Armed at |ast with an accurate story, Daniel headed for what appeared to
be the UMC man in charge, a supervisor in white shirt and khaki pants.



The guy | ooked like a gorilla who had undergone a body shave and a bl ond
hair-dye job. Daniel hoped that |ooks were deceiving. "You," the

supervi sor said, "you're that Jackson guy. You speak the local |ingo.
Certainly better than Underwood here." He gestured to an obvious
academ c type cringing behind the battle line. "I cane to see what the
probl em was," Daniel said. The Vanilla Gorilla scow ed. "The problemis
t hat these Abbadabbas are taking one guy's accident and making it an
excuse to screw around. So if you'd just tell themto get back to
work-" "We'll have to wait on that," Daniel interrupted. "The

El ders-that's the | ocal governnent around here-are questioning
eyewi t nesses. And fromwhat |'m hearing, they're saying that one of
your guards roughed Zaid up." The supervisor glanced for a nonent at one
of the gray-clad nen, then said pugnaciously, "Well, who the hell are
you going to listen to? Us or a bunch of savages?" "Those savages, as
you call them welconmed ne to this world and saved ny life." Daniel
couldn't keep the anger out of his voice. "Wat have you and UMC done
for me lately?" He returned to Kasuf, who was worriedly conferring with
his fellow Elders. "W can keep the nen from attacking these warriors,"
Kasuf began. "Wich is just as well. Their weapons woul d sl aughter the
mners,"” Daniel told him "But we nust have justice," Kasuf insisted.
"The warrior who beat Zaid and the overseer who allowed the beating mnust
be puni shed.” "They're not even admitting that their people touched
Zaid," Daniel reported. "But | think | know who did it, and if we can
keep things fromgetting out of hand here-" H's voice faded as he saw
truckl oads of Arny soldiers and marines rolling up. Inspiration struck.
"Ri ght now we have to get our people out of here without getting them
shot. We have to do it nonviolently." "Nonviolently?" Kasuf echoed.
"Just follow nmy lead," Daniel said, turning to the cromd. "In ny world,
we have ways of showi ng those who run things the errors of their ways.

If you would make this mne safe, if you would have it run better, you

must wi t hdraw your work!" "Right!" Azar shouted, catching on quickly.
"How much ore could the strangers dig out w thout us?" "So throw down
your tools! Leave the pit right now" Daniel cried, carried on by his

own oratory. The earth seened to rattle with the sound of tools being
abandoned to drop to the earth. "What the hell is he telling then®"
Dani el heard the Vanilla CGorilla nutter behind him "I don't know, but
at least he's disarnmed the bastards,” one of the guards answered. The
peopl e of Nagada needed sonething quicker to squeeze UMC than a STRI KE
Dani el was suddenly struck by a nenory fromhis coll ege days. A protest
"Friends!" he cried. "The strangers conme to the city to buy their
food, don't they?" "Yes, they do!" shouted the crowd. "Well from now
on, no one in the city nust sell themfood," Daniel shouted. "If anyone
does, no one must buy or sell with them This is a very powerful weapon
frommy world. It's called the boycott!" "BO K-CODD," the enthusiastic
m ners took up the cry, mangling the pronunciation. "BO KODD
BO K-ODDI'* "Take the word to the city! We'Ill nmarch now" Daniel |ed the
m ners past the line of gunnen stretched before the rest tent, away from
the arriving troops. "BOK-ODDI" his enthusiastic new foll owers
chanted. At least | stopped themall fromgetting shot, Daniel thought.
Then he remenbered what the great coll ege protest had been over. The
students had boycotted the cafeteria, trying to get better food. Dani el
al so renenbered that the protest had been a conplete failure. Except for
the fact that Froot Loops had been added to the cafeteria breakfast.

CHAPTER 12
A QUESTI ON OF BLAME

Walter Draven was not in a forgiving frame of mnd. He had been
enjoying a | obbyist's luncheon in one of the finest WAshington



restaurants when his office called himwith the new energency. He
refused to eat airline food, and |l anded in Col orado hungry. Stepping

t hrough the StarGate, he found UMC's Abydos operation under a |oca
boycott and with no food at all. "Damnation!" he expl oded at Eugene
Lockwood. "How could things have gone so badly in so short a space of
time?" The site man | ooked on the verge of peeing his pants. "W've had
growi ng problems froma variety of different sources," he began. "But-"
"Ch, | know the next line," Draven sourly assured him "But it's not
your fault. \Where are the geniuses responsible for the incident?"
Lockwood got on his radio. A nonent later, Mrris and Sullivan, the
supervi sor and the guard, marched into the office. Draven noticed that
bot h had shaved and apparently spiffed up as nuch as possible, given the
frontier conditions on Abydos. "I want to hear what happened," Draven
told them "fromthe horse's nmouth, so to speak." At |east fromone end
of the horse, Draven thought, taking in Morris's alnost siman features.
The pair exchanged a glance. So. They'd decided to collaborate on
telling their story. But the report they gave seemed reasonably
straightforward-as did the defense Murris offered. "I was only carrying
out conpany policy," the supervisor said. "As of that date, no workers
were to be allowed into the rest tent unless they had proof of making
five round trips carrying ore. This Zaid guy didn't have a chit. So we
made himgo back to the Iine." "Nice try, Mrris," Draven told him "The
Ei chmann defense-'l was only follow ng orders.” But the w tnesses say
that Zaid had been conplaining he felt unwell. Shouldn't that have
changed your mind?" "Sir Mrris faltered to a stop, |ooking now at
Lockwood, who of course was perfectly willing to I et his subordinate
hang in the wind. "W thought he was faking-malingering. If we let him
in, we'd have to let anyone in who conpl ai ned about the heat. And, well
he rubbed his arns in the alnost arctic confort of the office
trailer"it's brutal out there. Qur translator couldn't stand the
suns-he'd gotten under the shade of the tent. Both the Arny guys and our
own people were out in the sun, but they were drinking from canteens."
"So you were uphol ding a company policy you yourself could not have

l[ived with," Dravan finished. "And you," he demanded, turning to
Sullivan, "lI'mtold you struck the dead man-twice." "I broke the guy's
hold on M. Underwoodthe translator,” Sullivan specified. "This Zaid
guy grabbed his hand. | made himlet go. |If he really was sick,

didn't want himspreading gerns. Besides, the guy | ooked as if he

al ready had fleas." "You've described one alleged blow," Draven said
shifting well into prosecutorial node. "What about the other?" "That
was nmore a nove-al ong kind of thing," Sullivan explained. "M. Mrris
told himto go. So did Underwood, the translator. Me, too. Wen the
wog didn't nove, | gave him well ... a poke, like." "Wth the butt of
your rifle, apparently in the solar plexus,” Draven anplified. "So, we
have a man who seened to be suffering from heat stroke having the w nd
knocked out of him Then he was ordered to clinb down el even
floors'worth of ladder." The engi neer shook his head in disgust. "What
a surprise that he wound up on the express route down." He raked the
pair with glaring eyes. "It's too bad neither of you cane up through
the m ni ng business," Draven finally- said. "If you had, 1'd have you,
Morris, drilling blast holes in the | ousiest mne in Zanmbia. And you,
Sul l'i van, would be right beside him setting charges with the npst
chancy, deteriorated, volatile blasting conpounds |I could find." The
troubl eshooter janmed his hands in his pockets. "But then, you're used
to playing around with volatile mxtures, aren't you? These people were
virtually slaves less than a year ago. They were working for sonmebody
whom t hey considered a god." He glared again at Morris and Sullivan.
"Maybe that nakes them sound primtive to you. But if you' d been working
for a god and told himwhere to get off, how much crap would you take
froma mere man? Even a nan with an assault rifle?" The pair was



silent. Draven's lips twisted. "But you pushed this new policy like
good corporate mnions. Didn't you see that was |ike juggling
nitroglycerine? You re very lucky, dam you-lucky your stupidity didn't

result in things blowing up in your face. Instead, you' ve apparently
caused the first STRIKE in the eight-thousand-year history of Abydos.
Congratul ations."” Lockwood spoke up. "It was that dammed Jackson's

fault. He's been a thorn in our side ever since | arrived here. was
wonderi ng when we'd get around to the 'outside agitators' plea," Draven

said. "Frankly, Dr. Jackson was a pain in nmy ass when | arrived here.
That's why | wanted hi m margi nal i zed which apparently didn't happen.”
For a | ong nonment Draven surveyed the THREE nmen. "Besides, Jackson did
you a favor, though you don't realize it. He nanaged to get the niners
away w t hout bl oodshed. |If they'd tried to stormyour line, there'd be
a hundred dead tonight instead of one." H's comment took anot her nonent
to sink in, so Draven pressed a little harder. "And you, Lockwood,
woul d be inside the Arny conpound walls, watching this |lovely office
burn.” He flung hinself into a chair. "I guess ny next stop is the

city, to see if | can sweet-tal k those

Elders. 1'd prefer not to go outt on an enpty stomach. So, Lockwood,
you m ght make yoursel f useful and order sonething-" "Ah," Lockwood said
quietly. "Wat?" Draven demanded. "Wen Jackson led the miners off, he
was al ready organi zing a boycott against us. For supplies as well as

| abor. We, ah, haven't been able to get any food fromthe natives. And
with all the traffic through the StarGate to bring the mlitary
reinforcements in-" Draven had seen the nilitary build-up, the men and

machi nery still waiting to get to Abydos. He hinself had transited the
StarGate at the end of a marching infantry platoon. "Perfect," the
troubl eshooter muttered, rising fromhis chair. "Just bl oody perfect."
"M ster Draven?" Lockwood asked as the troubl eshooter left the office.
"\Where are you goi ng?" "Change in plans. 1'mgoing to see the |oca
mlitary commander before | see your friends in the city. 1've got to
see how far he'll back us. "And maybe," Draven added, "I1'lIl get

something to eat." Ceneral Francis Keogh was a di sappoi ntnent. GCh, he

| ooked every inch the nodel of a mlitary man, even in the bustle of
maki ng the conmand tent his instead of Jack O Neil's. A cot had been
nmoved in so the general could catnap if necessary while conducting
operations. O Neil had seemi ngly never needed that. The Marine col one
had i npressed Draven as nore of a machine than a man-a machi ne t hat
woul d keep going until it broke down or blew up. Keogh was all too
human, Draven decided. It showed in the touches he was adding to the
tent-a reginental flag, a photo of a younger Keogh shaking hands with
the president-two i ncunbents had held the Oval Ofice since. It
especially showed in the ring that gl eaned on the general's right hand.
Certain men went to West Point and energed superlative officers. Qhers
attended the acadeny and canme out convinced they were God's gift to the
mlitary-whether they were or not. An officer who took along his battle
flags and West Point class ring for a mllion |light-years probably fel
into category nunber two. That didn't nean the general was stupid,
however. Stupid officers didn't get chosen by General Wst for
sensitive postings. O Neil, for instance, had been nobody's fool. But
O Neil had been the commando type, flexible in his approach to tactics
and life. Draven sensed a rigidity in Keogh. Lockwood had conpl ai ned
about O Neil, and West had obliged by sendi ng Keogh-a by-the-book type
who would be nore likely to view the natives as potential threat than
O Neil, who had fought beside the Abydans. Frankly, Keogh was an

adm ni strator, a bean counter of battle, the nmilitary equival ent of
Eugene Lockwood. They'd have deserved each other, but for the crisis
caused by the cessation of ore flowing fromthe mne. Back on Earth,
research facilities were already screanming for their rations of this



magi ¢ quartz stuff. |If politics began entering the equation, unraveling
the curtain of secrecy West had placed over the StarGate, the result
woul d be a scandal worse than Iran-Contra. A political general |ike
Keogh had to sense the powder keg he was sitting on. But even as Draven
i ntroduced hinself, he could see there'd be no help forthcom ng. "M
orders are clear," Keogh said. "I'm supposed to protect the StarGate
and defend Anerican interests here on Abydos." "Well, this STRIKE is

i mperiling those Anerican interests you' re supposed to defend," Draven
snapped. "And | don't merely nean UMC, although | work for the conpany.

This mineral we're mning has strategic purposes. Inportant research is
goi ng on-but now it's hanmpered by a | ack of supply." He decided on the
patriotic pitch. "Are you going to let a bunch of towel-head primtives

hold up the mlitary research of the United States of -Anerica?" "M
orders say nothing about conpelling the natives to go out and work for
you," Keogh denmurred. "As | understand it, forced | abor is what caused
the last rebellion here. Wth paramilitary groups arising in the

popul ation, surely the last thing you want is to foment trouble." "I
hope to negotiate a settlenent,”" Draven said smoothly. "But ny

negotiating position will be nuch stronger if | know | can depend on
your support. This entire project is of special interest to Genera
West. Failure will [ook bad on all our records."” "I have ny orders,"”

Keogh repeated. "But you do stand ready to protect American rights and
citizens?" Draven worded his question carefully. The natives would no
doubt be demanding Morris and Sullivan for scal ping or some such
puni shrent. | f he could get an undertaking from Keogh to protect them
"I don't know about individuals," Keogh said, stepping around the
verbal land mine. "lI'mto protect American interests. UMC personne
will of course be welcone inside this fortified canp in case of attack
But | do not intend to undertake offensive or inflammtory action."
Draven suddenly switched battlefields. "Then how about sone
humani tarian ai d? Professor Jackson has apparently taught the |ocals
the principles of the boycott. Native nerchants are no |onger selling
food to nmy people. The StarGate is being tied up with your
reinforcements and their logistical tail. Perhaps you could share your
rations-" "My own people are living on what Col onel O Neil stockpiled,
Keogh said. "Until our own supply situation is stabilized, | think
sharing our food would be ... unwise." Draven's enpty stonmach runbled in
unhappi ness. Still, he attenpted to put the best face on the situation
"Thanks very much for your input, General. | guess I'll go and talk to
the city Elders. Perhaps you could lend ne an all-terrain vehicle and
escort?" Keogh gave himthe snmle of a nman who has just discovered
vinegar in his wineglass. "lI'msure UMC has transport avail abl e-and
security people to provide an escort." Draven shrugged. It had been
worth a try. Arriving at Nagada in an Arny truck with a nmlitary guard
coul d have given himthe appearance of enjoying Keogh's support. But
t he general had seen through his stratagem No, Francis Keogh was
definitely not a stupid man. Rigid, yes. Draven tried to push away
hunger pangs. But stupid, no. UMC s Abydos operation used jeeps instead
of the government Hunvees. Wien Draven announced his intention of going
to Nagada, Lockwood i mediately offered hima jeep and driver, plus a
THREE- man security detail. "Fine," Draven had replied, "just get those
boys out of their canouflage suits and into civvies." |If the locals had
devel oped a hatred for gray suits, it did not behoove UMC s negoti at or
to turn up surrounded by those uniforms. Fromthe | ooks of his escort,
some of the nmercs hadn't bothered to bring civilian clothes with them
One had a gaudily patterned Hawaiian shirt that hung around himlike a
tent. Another wore a white shirt that strained over his shoul ders and
had to be | eft unbuttoned because it wouldn't stretch across his beefy
chest. Between their guns and the expressions on their faces, they
| ooked nore like a Iynch nob than a guard of honor. Well, a lynch nob



m ght well be what Draven woul d encounter inside Nagada. They fired up
the jeep and headed out of the canp. Draven enjoyed the snmooth ride as
far as the mining pit. Watever Lockwood's shortcom ngs, he'd planned

and executed a well-graded road. "Does the native militia still maintain
a watch post?" Draven asked his driver. The nercenary shrugged. "Sure
do. We usually find a couple of slopes peeping at us up top of the next
sand dune." "Then pull up the jeep," Draven ordered. "Hello!" he
called, feeling like a perfect fool. "W're going to Nagada. WIIl one
of you conme with us?" A voice came out of the shadows, replying in
passabl e English. "You're going to Nagada? |1'll come." A young man

seened to flick into existence about hal fway down the face of the dune,
riding the hard-packed sand as if it were a slide. He was slim but
sturdy-1 ooki ng, and he seemed to notice neither the hostile | ooks nor

t he weapons of Draven's bodyguards. The young militiaman enjoyed riding
on the jeep, much nore so after they'd passed the nine and the road for
all practical purposes seened to disappear. Draven's jeep shifted and
swooped over what seened to be the best path for a mastadge to take

t hrough the shifting dunes. Draven noticed that their |ocal guide didn't
bother to fire a warning shot for the keepers of the gate. Then he
realized that the sound of the jeep's engine obviated the necessity.
Trunpets nooed, but when they arrived before the great gates, they

remai ned closed. "My nanme is Draven. |'ve cone through the StarGate-al
the way fromEarth-to speak with Kasuf and the Elders." "Thought so,"
the youthful militiaman said. He called up to one of the adobe towers
flanking the gates. After an exchange of shouts the portals grudgingly
swung open. "You know where are the El ders?" the selfsufficient young
man asked. "Ah, no," Draven admitted. "I'Il take you," the boy soldier
of fered. Follow ng their youthful guide's directions, the driver

j ockeyed the jeep through the hodgepodge city's twi sting streets. Draven
had paranoi d visions of anmbush, of the young mlitia seizing the jeep
and his guard detail's weapons. Certainly, Draven didn't remenber this
part of town fromhis first visit. But then he'd been on foot,
surrounded by cheering crowds. Now the streets were enpty. The evening
nmeal was either just on the stove or just ended, because snells of
cooking filled the air. Yet again Draven's stomach runbl ed, nore deeply
and despairingly. Draven noticed sonething el se. Mst of the nud-brick
structures in this area showed signs of recent repair. The patch jobs
didn't stand out ostentatiously. The new walls were already bl eached by
t he desert suns and scoured by sandy winds. "This was all built over?"
Draven asked their guide. The young man nodded. "Bl asted by RaThe
houses we fixed, but nmany died." He abruptly shoved back part of the
honespun cl oak he wore, revealing the scars of a huge burn that had
seared his arm "Also blasted by Ra. |I fought where your canp is. At
the pyram d." Draven nodded, catching the unspoken nmessage. These
peopl e had suffered destruction and death for their freedom They

woul dn't be pushed around. A few nore twi sts and turns, and Draven found
hinself in familiar territory-the |arge square fronting the building
where he'd net with the Elders. The jeep coasted to a stop, and the
young man vaulted out. "Thank you," Draven said. "G ad to help,"” the boy
sol dier said. "Maybe you can help us." "Mybe," Draven said alnost to
hi nsel f. The El ders had obviously been alerted. Kasuf and his conferees
sat in a large room At their side was Daniel Jackson to act as
interpreter. Draven took a shot at grabbing the initiative. "You ve been
busy naking a lot of trouble, Jackson," he accused. The academ c gone
native gave hima | ook of pure disgust. "I wondered how you were goi ng
to start," he said, "but that has to be the biggest |oad of crap |I've
ever heard fromyou. This afternoon there were a few thousand m ners
who were just aching for a piece of your so-called conpany police.
Conpared to the trouble you could have had, this STRIKE is a walk in the
park." "So, you admt it's a STRIKE." Draven nmade his voice as



portentous as possible. "Yes, the people here won't work for that clown
Lockwood and his idiot flunkies. But you don't have to take nmy word for
it." He turned to the Elders and spoke in the local dialect. Al

Draven got was the name Lockwood and the expressions of anger and

di slike that appeared on the | eaders' faces. "W made an agreenent,"
Draven threatened. "Yeah," Jackson retorted, "and it's worth the

nonexi stent paper it was witten on. Renenber your wonderful words back
then? These people do-that's the wonderful thing about fol ks who grow
up inilliteracy: they've got a real nenory for the spoken word. That's
how Homer's poetry survived for thousands of years-and how the lies of
Draven come back to haunt you. You didn't want a contract because, and
let me quote: 'Certainly a bond of honor is sufficient between nmen of

goodwi I I ."" Draven stood with his nouth open as Jackson pressed on. "The
only problemis that UMC has shown neither honor nor goodw |l. Renmenber
your last visit here? The Elders greeted you with a feast. Wll, you

don't see any food for you here now. Wen it cones to boycotts, these
peopl e catch on quickly." Draven pressed a hand to his enpty stonach,
"Some mght consider this action precipitate.” "Your boy Lockwood has
taken all sorts of precipitate actions unilaterally, too. He blew up
part of a pyramd that's been here for thousands of years. He set up
work rules that don't seemto have any connection to conditions in the
m ne. And he hired guns to enforce them Not once has he cone to the

El ders, even to discuss situations with them They night have expl ai ned
why that rest tent was set up-and how difficult it is to lug stuff up

and down those | adders." He glared at the UMC man. "I tried that clinb
when the Marines and | took on Ra's overseers. And | can say it was no
picnic. Have you tried it? | know Lockwood hasn't." "Oh, |'msure you'd
like to put all the blame on Lockwood," Draven shot back. "But the

| ocal s haven't exactly been angels. Sone of them are responsible for
sabot agi ng the new equi prrent my company is installing in the mnes."
"I"ve heard runors," Jackson replied. "But that's all anyone here has
hear d- because Lockwood never canme to the Elders. |[If he'd given Kasuf
and the others sonething to go on, they m ght have been able to get to
the bottom of things. But Lockwood has treated his plans for the
wor kf orce as top secret. He's excluded the El ders, and when he had a
real reason to turn to themfor help, he went to Earth to get hired
guns-1ike your bodyguards over there-and a new comuander for the
mlitary forces on Abydos. Lockwood obviously doesn't trust the Elders,
so why should the Elders trust hinP" "Couldn't you have done sonethi ng?"
Draven burst out. "Since when did | start working for UMC?" Jackson

shout ed back. "You guys didn't even want me in the business of teaching
English!" The renegade Earther calnmed a little. "l've tried to explain
to the El ders about corporations. It doesn't make much sense to them

But they understood about the STRIKE and the boycott. Your people got a
man killed today-a man named Zaid who worked his guts out in a
back- br eaki ng j obbecause he had a sick daughter. And what did he get? A
handf ul of Susan B. Anthony dollars. O perhaps you' d like nme to

transl ate while you explain UMC s deat h-benefits policy?" "Perhaps we
can come up with sonething," Draven carefully allowed. "Like the
medi ci ne you pronised for the local clinics here?" Jackson asked. "That
was a big incentive to all ow your company in-and we haven't seen squat."
"Well, we were actually thinking of a conmpany clinic when the operation
expanded a bit nore,"” Draven retired to | awerspeak. "After all

di spensing drugs would require appropriately trained personnel.” "It's
nice to hear that UMC is so finicky about the | aw when it comes to
heal t h-care issues," Jackson said sarcastically. "Because you've been
downright illegal when it cones to pay and safety." Draven's conpl exi on
went ruddy. "You've had a lot to say, Jackson, but |I'mnot hearing nuch
fromthe Elders. Kasuf," he said, turning to the town's |eader, "are
you sure it's a good thing for your people to turn away fromthe nine?"



Jackson carefully transl ated the speech. But Kasuf turned to the young
man as he began answering. Jackson nodded. "Draven, you've never
under st ood about the nmine here. It's valuable to you, and it was
valuable to Ra. But for the people who lived here, it's been a
centuries-long drain on the econony. They've broken their backs and
gotten nothing in return. |f the people sweating in the mne were out
digging irrigation ditches instead, agriculture would boom The m ne
stayed open because of the goodwi ||l of the Abydan people. Their friends
fromEarth wanted the quartz mneral, and they were happy to provide."
Kasuf's bearded face grew angry. Jackson continued to translate. "But
now our friends feel belittled. Strangers tell us how much we shoul d
wor k, people die. And what do we get?" The | eader of the city tossed
down a handful of Anerican coins. Draven sat in a nmonent of silence.
Then Jackson spoke again. "You don't have the econom c clout you

i magi ned. UMC needs the people to work that mine. But Nagada can
survive without it."

The renegade stared hard at the troubl eshooter. "If you want the mners
back at work, you've got to give themjustice-and give the governmnent
here a voice in planning for the future."

CHAPTER 13

BACKDOOR PCLI TI CS Draven returned to the UMC canp in thoughtful silence.
H s guards, however, were nore vocal. "You going to let that blond
poofter and a gaggle of wogs tell you off like that?" an obviously
British nerc conplained. "I only went into the city to see how nmuch give
there was to the local governnment," Draven said. "Not bloody rmuch," the

nmercenary observed. "They are a tough bunch of old nen." "So we'll have
to change that," Draven replied. "But first I think I'"lIl rip a patch or
two of skin off the THREE who got me into this." The gang of THREE was
still in Lockwood's office, waiting like little children for Daddy to
cone in and tell themall was well. Needless to say, Daddy was not in a
good mood. "You fool!" he raged at Lockwood. "I walked in to try
pushi ng that council of Elders, and what do | find? W have absolutely
no | everage. Zero. Zilch. Nada." "But sir, | assure you-" Lockwood
began. "Don't you assure nme of anything!"™ Draven shouted. "Thanks to

your m shandling of affairs, we've got a mne that's far behind on
producti on,

a STRIKE and a boycott, and a mlitary commander who won't stick his
neck out to help us." He ramred a finger hard into Lockwood's chest.
"The end result? These ' Abbadabbas' you've been so busily | aughing at
have you right where it hurts. They have UMC right where it hurts.
W're not a penny-ante outfit, Lockwood. Are we?" "OF course not, sir,
the sweating rmanager replied. "Are we, Mrris?" "No, sir." "Are we,

Sul l'i van?" "You've al ways paid ne a good buck," the nercenary responded.
Draven's enpty gut began to hurt. THREE people he'd have to save, and
the only one with a hint of spirit was the hired gunman. "W're a ngjor
mul ti national corporation, gentlemen. W have resources. And this is

t he bi ggest undertaking we've ever been offered. | cane to this planet,
to this city, to nake the arrangenents with the locals. ['Il admt
something here. In ny first contact | underestimated the natives. |

t hought they were primtives, that the problem would be the |eftover
Ameri can, Jackson." The thin man's eyes began to glare. "But as | spoke
with the Elders tonight, Kasuf was throwing my own words at me. How
could this be? | left this world with considerable goodwill fromthe
peopl e here. Wat went wong? The answer is you THREE. The locals
want justice-that means you, Mrris and Sullivan." Lockwood's voice was
wobbly as he spoke. "Maybe-" "Shut up," Draven said briefly. "Don't



even think of turning themover to the natives." The two subordi nates

gl anced at each other in alarm "If it would restore the workforce-"
Lockwood was al nost whining. Draven glared at the manager in conplete
disgust. It was only luck that Sullivan didn't have a sidearm O
perhaps it was bad | uck. Lockwood's renpval -even with a bullet in the
head woul d only be a benefit. "W don't turn over our personnel to |oca
justice," Draven said flatly. "That's conpany policy. And | think it's
a good policy when you consider sone of the rather primtive notions of
justice that obtain in some of the places where we operate." H s voice
was flat and dispassionate. "I've seen cultures where hands get cut off
for mnor infractions. For all we know, the Abbadabbas m ght feel that
t he proper reconpense for this Zaid person's death is to throw those
responsible into the pit." Charlie Mrris's gorilla-like countenance
began to show the realization that he was in real trouble. Sullivan's
face | ooked a bit pinched. "W have practical reasons for not backing
down and giving our people away," Draven added. "The El ders are
demandi ng nore of a voice in running the mne, thanks to what they cal
your precipitate actions, Lockwood." "M . Draven, | can't believe you're
payi ng any attention to these people."” Lockwood sounded really
desperate. "Ch, attention nust be paid," Draven replied. "The company
has a policy for dealing with recal citrant governments." He smled
thinly. "W replace them And since such operations involve mlitary
action, you may want to call for that SEAL you hired as security
chief-Ballard, | believe his nane is?" Draven glared at the other two
men in the office. "I'mhoping you could recruit one capabl e

subordi nate. Daniel Jackson found hinself still full of energy after the
nmeeting of the Elders. Kasuf took the wired academ ¢ back to his house,
where they were joined by Sha' uri. "Your husband did well," Kasuf told
his daughter. "I expected no less,"” she said with a smle. "I'Il judge
nmy performance by its results,” Daniel replied, still so full of nervous
energy that his body quivered. "I think I hit M. Draven with ny best
shot. But did | convince hin? That's the big question."” Pushing his

bl ond hair out of his face, Daniel began wal king jerkily back and forth.
"What | had hoped-what we hoped-is that our STRIKE would force UMC to
send someone to negotiate.” "And it did," Kasuf said. "This Draven
arrived." "Yes, but | was hoping he'd offer us a deal. Instead, all he
did was attack us." "In our markets, the nmerchants never nake an offer
until they have listened to the custoners and judged what they'll pay.
You gave the stranger much to think about, Daniel. Do not be surprised
if he takes time for that thinking," Daniel raised his hand and bit the
cuticle of his left thunb-a nervous habit he thought he'd conquered
years ago. He winced as blood flowed. "I just wish we knew what Draven
is thinking." Sha' uri shook her head in gentle inconprehension. "Wy
all this worry about one man's opinion?" "Draven represents nuch nore
than a single man. He's a troubl eshooter-" Daniel went on quickly to
explain the unfamliar English idiom "Draven acts as an agent for his
conpany. His word can bind UMC-as it did when he arranged for the use
of the mne. But his words to his superiors can al so make things
happen.” He glanced at Kasuf. "l've told you often enough | paid
little attention to the doings of corporations on ny world. But even
had heard of UMC. They wield great power-nore than some governments on
my world." Daniel frowned unhappily. "And here they're not even
hanpered by consi derations of public opinion. Only a handful of people
on Earth know that Abydos even exists. And they're all bound to
secrecy." One | ook, and Daniel could see that he'd | ost his audience.
"Let me put it this way. Draven's relation to Lockwood is the sane asRa
to a Horus guard." Conprehensi on dawned for the Abydans. Powerful as a
Horus guard might appear to a run-of-the-m |l human, Ra represented
infinitely nmore might-and danger. Kasuf gave Daniel a thoughtful frown.
"This Draven is king of the conmpany?" "No," Daniel explained, "but he



has the ear of the kings of the conpany. That's why it was so inportant
for us to talk to himto go over Lockwood's head." He sighed, realizing
he had used another Englishism "Imagine that the Elders had to nmake a
decision on a matter of arbitration. But one side of the argunment had
arranged that only their case would be heard. That's the situation
Lockwood had us in." "But now Draven has heard our side," Sha'uri said.
Dani el nodded. "The only other way woul d have been for me to go back to
Earth." He glanced away fromhis wife's shocked face. "To pl ead our case
we' d need someone who knew both English and the ways of nmy planet. The
others who might be willing to hel p-O Neil, Kawal sky, or Feretti-while
they're our friends, they're also in the nmilitary. Their superiors have
bound them by orders to stay here on Abydos." Daniel gave Sha'uri a

| opsided grin. "I, on the other hand-well, their superiors know that
I"'mnot one to take orders.” Sha'uri had to smle. "Only too true,
husband. Wy, you wouldn't even take orders fromRa." "I can't take much

credit for that," he replied. "Ra ordered ne to kill ny friends. |It's
lucky that you and Skaara were on hand to get me out of that
situation-by helping us all to escape.” He glanced around. "By the way,
where is Skaara? | thought he'd be there for the firewdrks at the
council meeting." Kasuf shook his head. "M son is off practicing to be
a warrior again. Sonething called 'night operations,' whatever they may
be." "I hear that he's done great things with those boys," Daniel said.
"They may not have uniforms |ike Lockwood's or Keogh's nen, but he seens
to have turned theminto an effective force." Daniel hesitated for a
monent. " Maybe we should ask to see themin action. It might be tine
for the Elders to take formal notice of Skaara's militia." "You think
we'll need warriors?" Kasuf asked in concern. "It's just that |'ve been
tal king with Skaara about his anbitions. They're bigger than this

pl anet." "How so?" Kasuf asked. Dubiously, Daniel described his
conversation with Skaara about the StarGates. Surprisingly, he found
Kasuf in agreenent with his son's proposed crusade. "l have often of

| ate found mnysel f thinking about our brothers in the stars," Kasuf
admtted, 44 and what a great thing it would be to |l et them know that Ra
was no nore. How strange that my son has taken those thoughts and tried

to put themto action.” "Well, there won't be any action unless we find
nore StarGate coordinates, as | told him" Daniel said. "I don't see

t hat happeni ng unl ess we stunbl e across anot her treasure trove of
ancient records."” He still strode back and forth, as if he were

lecturing a class. "Maybe it's just as well we don't have coordi nates.
Because then Skaara would face the same problem!| would if | wanted to

go to Earth and plead our cause. The StarGate isn't ours anynore. |It's
in the hands of the military who are no |longer led by our friend
O Neil." Daniel's hands bunched in his pockets. "Maybe | should have

seen that conming. But with Keogh taking charge, it neans for al
practical purposes that the StarGate is now controlled by UMC." "They

have a need for it," Kasuf said. "To what use would we put the

St ar Gat e?" " Suppose Draven hadn't cone,"” Daniel pointed out. "If |
wanted to go to UMC and tell them of Lockwood' s m sdeeds, do you think
he'd give ne free passage? Most likely, he'd refuse.” He frowned. "O,
being the rat he is, Lockwood would allow ne into the pyram d, where
woul d di sappear. An 'accident' in transit."” Daniel's face tw sted.
"Even if | got to Earth, whomcould | tell? 1've explained how ny

col | eagues thought | was too eccentric, to say the least. If | went
public with a story about going to another world, |'d be put away as

insane.” He snmiled gently as his wife began to protest. "Renenber, to ny
people Ra is nothing but an ancient nyth." Then Daniel's smile faded. "I
don't know anyone at UMC. If | wanted to conplain about Lockwood, |'d
have to go to General West. You haven't met him But ny inpression of
this guy is that he's so twisty, he'd nmake Draven and Lockwood | ook
straightforward. On this side of the StarGate, | |earned that he uses



people like tools. | was his translating tool. O Neil was chosen to

| ead our expedition because he'd be West's wecking tool, if necessary.
Shoul d the StarGate seem dangerous, O Neil was willing to blowit up."
Dani el gl anced at Sha'uri again. "To tell you the truth, | wouldn't

like to put us-or nyself in Wst's hands. Wat if he's finished with
this tool? If | went to talk to him he mght not let ne back." "Don't

worry yourself so nmuch about possibilities,” Kasuf said. "I feel that
I've got to weigh them" Daniel protested. "It seens that, step by
step, |'ve been | eading you down a path to-1 don't know what. |'mnot a
| eader by nature, Kasuf. It worries ne." "W can do no nore until we
hear a counter offer from Draven. Perhaps he will see the rightness of
our concerns. W wll get nore of a voice in the running of the

m ne-and those who caused Zaid's death will be turned over for
judgrment." "I meant to ask about that," Daniel admitted. "What sort of
puni shment woul d those two guys face?" "It's not a question of

puni shrent , " Kasuf said. "Rather, it's a question of reconmpense. Zaid
had a sick daughter. That girl no longer has a father to support her
Were | to judge the case-which | can't, because | fear ny dislike of
Lockwood woul d cloud ny faculties-1 would have the nen whose negligence

caused Zaid's death take responsibility for his daughter. |If they could
have her cured, they should do so. |If not, they should arrange that she
be cared for." Daniel's eyebrows rose. "Your system of |aw sounds quite
pragmatic. | was afraid that the penalty would be boiling in

oil -something like that." Kasuf gave hima bitter smle. "The |aw of
Ra-wel |, he did not rule by |aw but by whim W could not live so."

Sha' uri saw her father smother a yawmn. "It grows |late," she said.

"Come, husband." As they wal ked the silent streets of Nagada, Daniel's
nervous energy sent himstriding ahead of his wife. Sha'uri took his
arm then | ooked at himin surprise. "COashing with this Draven fell ow
has left you on edge. You're quivering |ike a mastadge sensing a sand
storm" " I'mnot afraid of the guy-just concerned," Daniel said. She
gave hima teasing smle. "I didn't say you were trenbling. Just that
you're a-quiver like the difference between the night we were wed and-"
"That's not fair," Daniel conplained. "Wth the |anguage barrier,
didn't realize that was a wedding. Wien | did-" Sha'uri's smile grew
broader. "Exactly." The two of them extended their strides to reach
their quarters all the nore quickly. The next day, Draven took over
Lockwood' s office, banishing himfromhis precious air conditioning.
Seat ed behind the manager's desk, the troubl eshooter net with Vernon

Ballard. "I'mextending feelers toward our counter force through the
| anguage teachers,” Draven told the security man. "If all goes well,
we'll contact themtonmorrow evening." N ght was al ways best for

plotting, especially when one was plotting the downfall of a governnent.
Dar kness brought out the best qualities in coup | eaders. "You're sure
these guys will overthrow the old men?" Ballard asked. "They're young.
|'"msure we can depend on themto be ... inpetuous.” The mercenary chi ef
shook his head. "Just a matter of business for you, isn't it? |If you
can't get in fromthe front, you'll take the back door." "But we'll
still need a key," Draven said. "And | expect you to provide it." "M
great-grandad, he used to trade with the Indians," Ballard said. "There
were two prime trade goods-whiskey and rifles.” He smiled. "I don't
see as how these folk are much in the way of drinkers. But those boys
sure do love guns." Draven nodded. "But we don't want them getting
their hands on guns that are too good." "Like Geat-grandad and the

I ndi ans. These guys'll need something that will give them an edge over
the I ocal conpetition-but my boys will still have an edge over them" He
squinted, thinking. "I might be able to get my hands on a coupl e of
cases of Garand rifles.

1942 vintage-adapted for the Marines during Doubl e-ya Doubl e-ya Two.



Bolt-action guns, five rounds in the clip." "And fifty years behi nd

today's technol ogy," Draven said. "I like it." "Garand's a workhorse
gun. They were using themback in 1903," Ballard said. "All the
better,"” Draven smiled. "I didn't nention the best thing of all,"”

Ballard said. "The Garand takes a .30-caliber bullet. Amop for |ater
guns is a lot snaller-nore on the order of a .22, to fit nore in the

clip." "So they can't use our stocks-or the mlitary' s-for supply." "So,
sir," Vernon Ballard drawl ed. "These boys want bullets, they'll have to
go through us." "Head back through the StarGate and do your deal,"
Draven ordered. "I don't inmagine it will cost us much. And | want a
sanmpl e on hand for our neeting with our new friends-to-be." Hs smle
was absolutely without mrth. "These prinmtives do |ove a big bang."

The THREE visitors fromthe mining canp entered Nagada di sguised in
honespun robes. Skaara was armused by the cl oak-and-dagger aspect. \hat
did the strangers think they were plotting at? Several of his followers
had approached himthe day before. Students from UMC s English classes
had sought themout. The inportant man who'd arrived to speak with the
El ders al so wanted to speak with Skaara. But he wanted to do so in
private. Skaara was unwilling to nmeet until one of his

I i eut enant s- anot her fornmer shepherd who'd proven hinself fighting the
Hor us guar ds-spoke to hi m about Draven. "He was smart enough to ask at
our watch post for a guide to the city," the young man said. "Whatever
he has to say, it mght be interesting to hear. So, a rendezvous was set
for tonight, starting with the entrance of the THREE di squi sed
strangers-badly disguised, at |least in Skaara's eyes. One of them sinply
towered over the average height of the city folk. Wien O Neil and

Kawal sky had pretended to be from Nagada, the tall |ieutenant at | east
had had the sense to hunch a little. This tall man stood erect and

al nrost strutting as he canme through the gate. And what was in the |ong
package he handl ed so carefully? The strangers had specified that the
neeting pl ace be secluded and noi se-proof. Skaara had chosen a

war ehouse built against the walls. It had thick walls, but had been

bl asted by Ra's udajeets and not yet repaired. A couple of oil |anps
provi ded wavering illum nation as the strangers were ushered into an

i nner room They threw back their cloaks to reveal the faces of Draven,
Lockwood, and the head of Lockwood's guards-Ballard. "You |lead the boy
sol di ers?" Lockwood spoke a mangl ed version of the |ocal idiom

What is it you want?" Skaara asked themin English. "I thought you'd
speak our tongue," Draven said. "Your man who guided nme | ast night was
qui te understandable." To Skaara, he sounded |ike one of the-nerchants
in the marketplace, flattering the custoner before setting up a sale.
"You wanted to see ne," he said.

"I came to see what it is you want." Draven sniled. "The conpany I
represent is large and powerful, give you weapons. W could Ith,
worren- and power here on Abydos." The negotiator |eaned forward. "So

ask again. What do you want?" Skaara gave hima whinsical smle. "I
want the stars. Can you give themto ne?" Draven was shocked out of his
snoot h manner. "What do you nean?" "You and the new sol di ers-the
greencoatscontrol the StarGate," Skaara said. "l want our schol ar
Daniel, to have access to the gate. There are other worlds besides
yours and mine out there. Qur people have brothers still under the yoke
of Ra. Shouldn't we at least try to search them out?" Draven was so

t aken aback, he sought tine by pretending to consult with his

conpani ons. "The kid thinks big," Ballard whispered. "Wo'd have

t hought he'd want to stake a claimon other worlds?" "W have a
profitable setup now " Lockwood's voice was al nost a whine of
conplaint. "Do we really want to waste tine allow ng Jackson to tinker
with our lifeline? Every noment the StarGate is off-line means | ost

shi pnents of ore-or nissed deliveries of supplies needed on this side."



"We're getting neither ore nor supplies unless we get a nore conpl ai sant
government ," Draven whi spered. He sized Skaara up. Despite his

i deal i stic pose, this young man night go for the breadand-butter pitch
"I don't knowif | can give you the stars," he said frankly. "Qur w se
men say it would be very difficult to find other worlds." Skaara nodded.
"That's what Daniel says. There are many conbi nations. But surely we

m ght make sone attenpts."” "Perhaps," Draven said snoothly. "Wat | can
offer you is a better position here on Abydos. Supplies for your
mlitia, uniforms ... weapons." He turned to Ballard. "Show him" The
hired warrior unw apped the bundle he'd carried. Inside was a rifle,

| onger than the sort Skaara was used to. Ballard took a clip of |ong
bullets, slapping it into a hole in the belly of the weapon. Wth a

kli ck-chak! he operated sone sort of bolt atop the gun. Then he fired
into one of the adobe walls, creating a huge pockmark. The bl ast was
deafening, even in the large-sized room Mlitia nenbers cane boiling
in, fearing their |eader was in danger. Ballard, carefully keeping the
muzzl e away from Skaara, operated the mechani smagain and fired. "A fine

weapon, isn't it?" Draven said. "it seens slower than the weapons we
saved from Colonel O Neil's canp," Skaara observed. "Mrre to do before
it can be fired . . . and the bullets are larger than the ones we use

in our guns now." Draven's smiled curdled. Apparently, the UMC man
hadn't expected himto notice these things. "The guns are of sinple

desi gn because, well, things are sinpler on this world. But they're

al so easier to repair. And if they don't fire so quickly, they also
won't jamso easily in the sand.” "All right. As you say, they seemto
be fine weapons. How are we to earn then? Do you expect us to work in
the mnes for you?" "We'Ill give you the guns to help you take your

rightful place here in Nagada. Use themto overthrow the old nmen who
hol d you-and your citydown. The mine can bring you riches. just send

t he people back to work for us." "So, we can have guns, and | can have
riches, if only we will overthrow the old fools who rule us." Draven
nodded eagerly. "I have advice for you, M. Draven." Skaara pointed at
Lockwood. "Fire that man. He's been here for nonths, now, and he never
di scovered that | amthe son of Kasuf, the head old fool." Draven ained
a |l anbent glare at the nanager. Ballard began desperately manipul ating
the bolt on his rifle again. Skaara snatched up a | ong pole w th what

| ooked like a stylized lotus flower at its top. Draven had dismssed it
as some sort of torch or decoration. Swinging the pole like a
quarterstaff, the young man knocked the rifle fromBallard' s hands. Then
he worked some hidden control, and flanges sprang out at the head of the
staff. Skaara ained, and a bolt of energy leapt fromthe staff. The
rifle's stock burned, the nmetal bolt vanished. The barrel nelted. "I
don't think we need your ... sinple weapons, either." The young man was
every inch the | eader as he aimed the blast-lance at them "Now go-be
out of here before | show you how this works on flesh!™"

CHAPTER 14
EVEN THE GCDS ARE MORTAL

To an exterior observer, the battleship Ra's Eye nade the transition
fromstardrive to normal space in a soundl ess blaze of glory. Vacuum
of course, does not transmit sound. But it does convey light, and at
the nonent of its appearance, incandescent sheets of |uni nescence
emanated from each face of the starship's pyramdal structure. On the
bridge, Hathor felt the fam liar queasy sensation of shifting fromthe
unreal hyper-real mback to reality. Starship junps were different from
transiting the StarGates-they seened curiously unfocused. One had a
sense of rushing through the void with no destination. One of Ptah's
techni ci ans ran her hands over the lit panels that nmade up the



navi gati on controls. A hol ographic screen flashed in front of her face.
"W have arrived in the star system Arentet,"” she announced, "precisely
as calculated." Ptah hinself roved the bridge, checking readouts at al
stations. At Engineering, he activated the comruni cati ons system
"Engines! |'mreading a power fluctuation fromthe drive. Mdulate!"
Hat hor beckoned the engi neer god over. "If you keep doing their jobs,
they're never going to learn,"” she said in a whisper. H s own voi ce was
rough. "They're only trainees, with a surface indoctrination in

shi pboard systenms. A skeleton crew able to nove Ra's flying palace in
smal |l junps-that's very different fromhandling this behenoth." Hat hor
knew all too well. Ra's ship, for all its apparent size and nmjesty,
was a nere yacht, a toy, next to the grimbulk of the warship. In
addition, nost of the royal starcraft ran on automatic systens. That
wasn't possible on a ship going into conbat. Ra's ship had power in
abundance. But even with the quartz wonder stone, power was precious,
bei ng juggl ed between the stardrive and the weapons systenms. It didn't
help that in spite of nmonths of refurbishing, nmost of the power
connections were mllennia old. Hathor felt a sense of edgi ness as she
paced. Feeling the bridge under her feet awoke unconfortable
menories-mere nmonths old for her, but dating to the age of |egend for

al nost everyone el se aboard. She turned to Ptah, "How do you deal with
it?" she asked. "Wth what?" her erstwhile husband returned. "How do
you manage your status as |egend? The reactions of today's ones to the
fact that you lived in the First Tinme?" "Sinple," he replied with a
shrug. "I don't let themknow. " Ptah's solution wouldn't work for her
she thought. And it certainly wouldn't help her fit into what she

consi dered a degenerate age. The engineering crew was not the only

skel eton conpl ement aboard Ra's Eye. Resources and manpower were being
hoarded on godlings' distant fiefs. Even sone of Ptah's technicians were
bei ng kept agai nst their god commander's orders. Wrst of all, however,
was the shortage of warriors. The ground force attached to Ra's Eye was
seriously under-strength. Far nmore than on QOrbos, Hathor would have to
depend on sl ashing attacks by the udajeets to project firepower. There
simply weren't enough dependable warriors to use as foot soldiers,

except as a tiny reserve. She even |acked warriors for the battleship's
fire-control posts. Wole batteries had been sl aved together and woul d
be fired by conscripts fromthe ranks of Thoth's adnministrators. Still,
the ship's shake-down crui se had taken themas far as the star system
nearest to Tuat. Hathor renenbered doing the same with her new fl eet
before noving to quell the Orbos rebellion. The Amentet system was
barren of planets that could sustain |life. But there was a sizable band
of space debris where the third planet should have been. Hathor proposed
to use the rocky asteroids for target practice. "Activate the system
drive," she ordered her female navigation officer. "Set course for one
of the thicker neteor swarns." The eerie gl ow of normal -space drive

illum nated the base of the pyramid ship. It accelerated toward a
coll ection of space junk. "Cd osing, Lady Captain," the nav officer
reported. "Sensor nets at maxi mumgain!" Ptah called. The ceiling of

t he bridge di sappeared as a hol ographi c representati on of nearby space
appeared. A stylized pyramid in the center of the projection showed the
| ocation of the ship. dowi ng nmultifaceted shapes depicted the
asteroids. "GQunnery!" Hathor called, opening a new comunications |ine.
"Secondary batteries, engage and fire!" In seconds, the hol o-projection
began show ng the breakup, and in sonme cases di sappearance, of the
orbiting rocks. The margins of the representation began to crawl with
hi er ogl yphi c informati on scoring accuracy and fire-to-hit ratios.

"Satisfactory," Hathor said to Ptah. "It seens that tine on the
simulators inparted a fair degree of skill, even to Thoth's
accountants."” She turned to the Nav station. "Sensors, find ne a

good-si zed chunk out there. Sonething about the order of



Tuat -t he-nobon." A scan of nearby space turned up a piece of cosnic
debris that an Earth astrononer would have classed as similar to Ceres.
The pyram d shape on the hol ographic projection shrank to represent the
| arger scale. M nor space junk appeared in di mer shades. The worldl et
became a gl aring orange. "Gunnery! Main batteries target-and fire!" The
designated target blazed brighter in the hol ographic view, expanding as
if it were a cloud of gas, then vanishing. Wich is pretty nuch what
happened. Bl astbolts of enornous energy had vaporized the planetoid.
During the QOrbos canpai gn these batteries had obliterated entire cities
fromorbit. In the present, however, the single barrage led to disaster
Instants after showi ng the devastation of the noonlet, the hol ographic
projection winked out. So did nost of the Iight on the bridge.
Essential stations were represented by the fox-fire gl ows of energency
illumination. Warning sirens how ed. "Engines! Wat did | tell you
about that fluctuation?" Ptah shouted in fury. "Lord, the energy drain
for the main batteries caused a power cascade!" A panicked voice
replied. "We are now trying-" Screans echoed over the communications
link. "Report! Report, Ammt; cat you!" Ptah swore. Hathor ained a
glare that would have made the ship's main battery | ook |ike a birthday

candle. "If your people strand us here, | swear |'Il feed you to Amm t
nmysel f!" "I"msorry, lord.” The voice fromthe engi ne room sounded
harassed but no | onger panicked. "Sonme of the ancient circuitry could
not handle the load. We'Il have to bridge and reroute, but | assure you
the drive will be on-line shortly. Life support is operational, and
passi ve sensors show us to be in no danger." "I thought there was
supposed to be redundant circuitry for all drive and navi gation

equi prent , " Hat hor hi ssed at her husband. "In the normal course of
events," Ptah said snoothly. "But in a rush job . " He shrugged.

"l suppose we should be glad we discovered the defect. M/ people will
have to learn to be nore careful." Hathor preferred not to know how | ong
they drifted al nost hel plessly. At |ast, however, power returned. "Take
us back to Tuat," she briefly ordered. She stood | ooking cal m and

unfl appabl e asRa's Eye transited into stardrive. But the nuscles in

Hat hor's stomach were clenched. They arrived at the edge of the system
and proceeded on systemic drive to Tuat-the-world. "I want a runthrough
on a planetary | anding," Hathor said to Ptah quietly. "Unless you think
it's too ... dangerous." "No nore hazardous than any of the other
maneuvers we' ve undertaken," Ptah replied. The glow fromthe drive
flared as the battl eship swng majestically into the atnosphere of the
derelict planet. Wth peculiar delicacy for all its bulk, Ra's Eye
settled onto the ruinous docking station in the mdst of a huge, decayed
cityscape. "Launch the udajeets,” Hathor commanded. "Qur warriors cone
fromsix different factions. They have to learn howto fly-and fight-as
ateam" Wth a brusque gesture she then beckoned Ptah aside. "And
whil e our fighters get thenselves together, you will get every
technician in or on Tuat and rmake absolutely positive that there will be
no nmore enbarrassing systens failures." Hathor glared. "If that had
happened during a conbat situation-" She throttled back her voice. "You
woul d be the first casualty."” "Are you so sure you'll be taking Ra's Eye
into conbat?" Ptah asked. "Ra's ship could have fail ed somehow between
here and Tuat. He had no technicians aboard-just the children and a few
warriors." "Wat has happened to the enpire?" Hathor burst out. "You
can't gather together enough technicians to refurbish one ship. Lack of
warriors-they're little nore than a cerenonial guard." "This isn't the
First Days anynore," Ptah said. "The enpire isn't expandi ng-we're no

| onger dealing with the active threat of revolt fromthe fellahin." "And
the result is that our expedition to Abydos has been pared down to
sonmething nmore like a scouting mission,"” Hathor said bitterly. "And what
i f your scouting expedition discovers Ra?" Ptah asked. Hathor's face
stiffened. "W will serve him of course."” The pallid flesh on Ptah's



cyborg face twitched into a snmile. "And if he turns out to be
hel pl ess?" Hat hor renmenbered those uncannily gl owi ng eyes that al ways
seened to know her thoughts. Watever secrets she kept here, he would
know. "You haven't answered nmy question," Ptah nocked. "And | don't
intend to." Hathor strode off. "I'Il be taking the shuttle up to

Tuat -t he-noon." Hathor elected to pilot the shuttle up to the royal

pal ace by hersel f. She could operate the small spacecraft, and frankly,
she wanted sonme time to herself. Her perfornmance on the bridge of Ra's
Eye had been nore draining than she expected. Besides, she had flown
shuttles and udajeets in the days of the First Tine. And the controls
hadn't changed. The shuttle itself had the sane pyram dal construction
that marked all spacegoing vehicles in Ra's enpire. But it only
acconmmodat ed ten people and a pilot. Its small, glean ng, golden-quartz
contours added an incongruous note as it perched atop the cracked and
weat her-worn pyrami d that housed the StarGate to Tuat-the-world.
Attenpts had been made to patch the irregular stone bulk, but they were
al nrost hi dden under a coating of hardy lichen that had clinbed al nost to
the apex of the pyranid. To a passing Earthling the docking station
woul d have | ooked like a squat Christrmas tree with but one ornament-the
star at the top. For Hathor, the sad state of the spaceport seened a

nmet aphor for the slapdash attitude afflicting all of Ra's enpire. 1In
her day the pyranids had been flaw essly mai ntai ned, although the city
they once served had already fallen into ruin. Two stations over, the
bul k of Ra's Eye had settled, |ooking |like a nountain of glassy gold.
Even as Hat hor gl anced that way, heavy face plates retracted to revea

t he I aunchi ng decks and the firing slits for the blaster batteries. The
battl eship seemed the grimy purposeful artifact it had been in the days
of the First Tine-at |east fromthe outside. As Hathor prepared for
liftoff, a pair of udajeets |launched. The graceful, rakishly designed
antigravity gliders had the sharply curved wings of a striking fal con
The white wings even had stylized pinions picked out in gold. The

at nospheric craft banked into a sharp turn, shrinking in the distance as
they set off on a strafing run down one of the enpty boul evards of the
dead metropolis. Hathor could see only the flash of the twin

bl ast-cannons as a twinkle in the distance. But from experience she
knew t he destruction that nust be raining on the underbrush now cl oggi ng
the enpty streets. As if in imtation of the passing fliers, Hathor
activated her own craft's lifting drive. A deceptively gentle radiance
bathed the top of the docking station as the shuttle rose. But the

i chen bl ackened and di ed about a sixth of the way down fromthe top

The shuttle nmoved with all the speed and flair of an elevator-definitely
a case of "slow and steady wins the race.”" But it was the only neans of
adm ssion to Ra's planetoid pal ace. The head god' s paranoid search for
security had placed the Tuat StarGate on the planet's surface. He'd
even banned the short-range matter transmitters fromthe palace. So, if
one wi shed to visit Tuat-the-nmoon, one came by way of slow, tubby,
easily scanned shuttles. The damed things didn't even have the roomto
transport a decent STRIKE team The shuttle's slow rise had taken it
about fifty feet above the docking station when another pair of uda
fleets |l aunched. Too bad they were atnosphere craft, w thout the range
to reach the moonlet. Hathor smled. Now, there would be the nmeans for
an inpressive entrance. She'd have to talk to Ptah about supercharging
one of the gliders. The udajeets streaked straight for the shuttle,
spreading out slightly to bracket it. Hathor's smile grew broader with
rem ni scence. Hot pilots were still the sane, always ready to pull a
stunt. Besides, she knew these two. The second-wave udaj eets cane from
her own faction, her first followers. The gliders had passed al nost

bef ore Hathor realized they'd fired on her. Her shuttle yawed as

bl ast-bolts tore at its golden fabric. The slownoving, wobbling craft
had only doubled its altitude as the udajeets banked around for a second



pass. Hathor thrust out a hand, running it over a newWy installed panel
Control surfaces glowed to life. Wth alifetine's facility she
controlled the shuttle's lift with one hand while setting up paraneters
with the other. A large red dot appeared on her navigation imge. The
udaj eets were al nost on top of her again. Wth their frail, airy
construction they | ooked like a pair of butterflies attacking a brick.
But they could wheel and fire, wheel and fire, while the brick was
trapped on a single, slow nmoving course. Sooner or |ater the attackers
woul d hit something vital, and the brick would fall and crash. Unl ess
The udajeets were firing. Hathor nmoved her left hand over a | arge,
gl owi ng control surface. The red dot on her nav display followed her
hand's novenment. The dot touched one of the udajeets, noved ahead of it
Hat hor brought down her finger on the glassy plate. Bolts of blaster
fire ripped fromeach apex of the pyram d. THREE blasts struck the
glider she'd targeted. The nore aerodynamic but flinmsier craft cane
apart like a butterfly with its wings torn off. The other fighter
fl ashed past, banked ... and hesitated before com ng around for another
attack. They were much higher now, nearly at the limt of the
at nosphere craft's performance range. |If the warrior didn't score a
crucial hit, Hathor would get away. But the shuttle was quaking as it
flew One nore hit could nmean a long, fatal fall. Still, the attacking
pilot hesitated as he cane around. Hathor's right hand flew across the
flight controls, svanging the shuttle at right angles to its upward
trajectory. Wthout the lift of the drive, the pyram dal vessel flew
about as well as a cobbl estone. Hathor |urched as the shuttle pushed
slightly forward-and very quickly down. But Hathor had ained the craft
so her attacker would have to pass the fields of fire of all five of her
bl asters. The udajeet canme on, conmtted to its attack. Twin blasters
fl ashed under the rakish wings. Five blasters |ashed out from each
corner of Hathor's craft. The shuttle staggered again as a hole was torn
inits nose. The udajeet shattered as five bolts concentrated on its
pilot's cabin. Hathor fought her half-crippled craft, bringing it around
so the drive surfaces pointed toward the planet again, engagi ng maxi num
lift, stopping her plumreting descent just in tine. Throughout that
struggle a grimsnile curved her lips. She hadn't been able to get Ptah
to increase the performance of the shuttles. But he had nmade sure her
personal craft was arned. Using the matter transporter inside the stone
pyram d, Hathor transferred directly to the bridge on Rha's Eye. Ptah
stood at the captain's place. Hathor noticed that all of his technician
crew people carried blast-lances. "Mitiny or assassination attenpt?" she
asked her erstwhile husband. Ptah's nechanical shoul der rose in a shrug.
"We're not conmpletely sure yet, but the latter appears nore likely. Most
of our warrior conplenment seens shocked at the attack on you. They've
been di sarned, and the udaj eets have stood down. First flight was

ordered to land."” "I wondered why no one was flying to ny aid," Hathor
said pointedly. Ptah's waxy flesh | ooked as hard as his nmetal side. "No
one was flying until | was sure they wouldn't be attacking you, too."

H s mechani cal shoul der rose again. "Besides, | knew you could handl e

two udajeets with the equi pment you had. And | was proven correct.
suppose we should be glad that the assassins weren't in Gunnery," Hathor
finally said. "Those pilots-they were fromny faction, weren't they?"
"Perhaps the better description is that they were fromthe | ate Sebek's
faction," Ptah said. "Al though they had seemed quite devoted to your
cause." "We'|ll have to hope the rest of the warriors WII follow ne."

Hat hor turned to the navigation officer. "Lift us. W' re heading for
Tuat-the-npbon. | want a continuous scan on the pal ace's defensive
batteries. |If they give a hint of energizing, | want Gunnery to bl ow
them away." The marble walls of the central pal ace dome were scarred and
spal l ed from repeated exchanges of blast-bolts. The pile of furniture
at one end of the hall-including a golden throne-marked the position of



the last rebels. Hathor watched a hol ographic image fromone of Ptah's
spy-eyes as one of her squad of Horus guards-recruited from THREE
separate factions-brought his blast-lance to bear from around a corner
and fired. The bolt of energy slashed through the makeshift barrier and
caught one of the rebel guardsmen in the chest. "One down, five
electives left," she counted. "And the two | eaders in the chanber
beyondwi th Thoth." "I can't show you what's transpiring in there," Ptah
apol ogi zed. "They' ve destroyed ny observation nodules." "I'm surprised
they haven't tried the hostage ganbit," Hathor said. "Not with your

reputation,” her one-tinme husband pointed out. He frowned. "You're
sure you want to go al one?" She nodded grimy. "At this point |I'm
unwi I ing to have anyone at mny back." The attenpted coup had recruited a

surprising range of support because it had proceeded not in the name of
Apis, the ringleader, but of Ra. "Who' d have inagined the Bull could be
so clever? Hathor thought. He tapped into the anger against nme as an
usur per - rebui | di ngwhat Ra had deconm ssioned. And, of course, all of us
have a lively fear of how Ra would react if he did return. She had | eft
Troth as master of the palace for the duration of the test voyage. And
it was only her unexpectedly quick return that had foiled the plotters.
They had only begun, seizing Thoth and the pal ace arnory, when Ra's Eye
had reappeared in the system The assassins aboard the battleship had
been forced to rush. And there was still too nuch resistance to the
coup on Tuat-the-nmoon. The conspirators hadn't even gotten close to the
defense batteries. Wth Hathor's return the putsch died-as did nany of
Apis's followers. Now only this bare handful remained, trapped.
Ironically, Ptah reported that the seeningly deadend chanmber where the

| eaders had taken sanctuary actually connected with a secret passage
he'd built for Ra. Hathor proposed to use the hidden entrance in an
attenpt to save Thoth. "You could just as easily send a squad of
guards," Ptah protested. "Thoth is the one who revived ne-1 owe himny
best effort,"” Hathor replied. Gudgingly, Ptah showed her the nearest
entrance. The secret way was dimy lit and surprisingly clean-in better
shape, say, than the shuttle docking facilities. Myving quietly, Hathor
reached the panel which Ptah had assured her led to Apis's |ast redoubt.
She stepped back, arm ng her blast-lance. Her first bolt blewin the
secret entrance. The second took off Apis's head, blow ng his bul
mask-and its contents-hal fway across the room The other occupant was a
muscul ar man who still wore the side-lock of youth. The dye on the Eye
of Ra tattooed around the young man's own right eye was still raw, He'd
just recently entered the warrior caste, and had risen to the rank of
god commandeer quite quickly. Hathor knew his face. She had pronoted
himto take Sebek's place when she had taken over the crocodile god's
faction. The new Sebek was good-he had his own blast-1ance arnmed and

ai mred at her chest. But Hathor had both ainmed and triggered her weapon.
Sebek went down, his mdsection charred, cooked neat. He sank to the

marble floor, still alive as Hathor kicked his weapon fromhis nervel ess
hands. She knocked her appointee flat. H's eyes were glazed but stil
consci ous as Hathor ainmed her blast-lance at his face. "Thoth!" she

call ed. Sebek's eyes trailed off to his right. Hathor turned. Thoth Iay
cold and stark on the floor. Several blaster burns had seared his body,
wounds which hadn't been treated. There were also marks of torture, as
if the plotters had tried to force himto conme in on their coup. Thoth
had been unconsci ous when they'd finished himoff. The top of his head
was sinply gone. It was the easiest way to deny the rescue of Ra's

sar cophagus. Humans might be easily repaired. But even Ra's technol ogy
could not rebuild a brain fromscratch. Hathor's |ips skinned over her
teeth in a rictus as she returned to Sebek. H s eyes net hers in terror
as she positioned her blast-lance over his head. Hathor triggered her
weapon, then triggered it again and yet again. By the tine she was
finished, not only was Sebek's head gone, there was a bow -si zed



depression in the marble floor receiving the thin trickle of blood from
the nearly cauterized stunp of his neck. Hathor then went to kneel by
Thoth, closing his bulging, distorted eyes. |f she had been one to heed
onens, this would definitely be a bad one. The revolt was definitely
over. Hathor had appeared fromthe sanctum chanber of the coup |eaders
to take the last rebel guardsmen from behind. But the Cat's face was
not happy as she rejoi ned Ptah

repairs you can to Ra's Eye," she said. "Then | set "You have two days
to do whatever additional off for Abydos. W can't stand any nore
incertitude about Ra's fate. It seens | daren't |eave for fear of
revolt. Yet | daren't stay for the same reason. Wen | know how t he
situation standswhet her we need a successor-then | will know how the
deal with the others." She stepped up to Ptah. "I name you naster of
the pal ace in ny absence. My you succeed better than mnmy |ast noni nee."
" Speaki ng of nom nees, shall | name a new Sebek?" Ptah asked lightly.
Hat hor stared into his eyes. "You can do as you will," she said.
"Always bearing in mnd that | will conme back." In tw days, |osses

anong the crew had been fleshed out and the troublesone circuits on Ra's
Eye replaced. Surrounded by a full retinue of guards, Hathor marched

t hrough the docking station to board her ship. But soneone stood
waiting at the end of a hall attached to one of the ship's internal
airlocks. Hathor gestured for the guards to stop and stepped out of the
open box they formed. Standing by the |ock was the ghastly
machi ne- human parody who had once been her husband. "Wat are you doing
here?" Hathor asked. The waxy-pale flesh side of Ptah's mouth turned up

inagrin. "The last tinme you set off from Tuat, | was notable for ny
absence,"” he said. "I thought this time |I'd be notable for ny
presence." He raised his human arm "Merely to wi sh you farewel |l -and

good luck." Hathor nodded, then continued onward. Beyond the hall the
ship's heavy airlock door closed and cycled. And even as the docking
station shook fromthe force of liftoff fromRa's Eye, Ptah held his
place, still smling his eerie half smle

CHAPTER 15
I NTO THE FLAME

Jack O Neil stretched out as best he could, considering the narrow
confines of his canp cot. |If his sleeping arrangenents were on the
small side, the tent he was sharing was nore cranped still. A far cry
fromhis quarters as head officer on Abydos. At |east he had sone
friendly conpany. When Adam Kawal sky had realized his old commander was

out of a tent as well as a post, he'd offered his own billet. "Wth all
the people they're pouring in here, 1'll have to double up anyway, "
Kawal sky said. "And, begging the colonel's pardon, |1'd rather have you

than some snot-nosed Arny firstloot right out of the Point. Half of
Keogh's officers | ook Iike teenagers.” "It's the security angle,” O Nei
said sourly. "West is getting people right out of training because

t hey' ve been vetted pretty thoroughly-and they don't have any
connections in the service. Less chance of any of these guys getting
drunk with his buddies and | eaking info on this operation."” Kawal sky
frowned. "Yeah, but if the cowflop hits the fan . . ." O Neil just
shrugged. "We'll just have to hope these boy soldiers will treat it as
a training exercise with live fire." The colonel's nood was not as
flippant as his words. Mst of Keogh's command were troops one step up
fromraw recruits. |If trouble really erupted here on Abydos, the Arny
brats woul d be facing Skaara's boy commandos. They'd bal ance out pretty
even in ternms of training-and Skaara's boys had sone conbat experience,
al beit brief. The Abydans woul d wei gh up way short on the technol ogy



front, but Skaara and his foll owers had proven thensel ves very
resourceful at getting weapons. No, the deciding force in any arned
confrontati on woul d be the original nucleus of the Abydos expeditionary

force-the conbat Marines comanded by Jack O Neil. The col onel gl anced
at his lanky lieutenant. How woul d Kawal sky feel about fighting his
recent conrades-in-arns? O Neil shifted uneasily on his bunk. Hell, he
didn't even know how he felt about it. " so, " he said aloud, "how are
you and Feretti settling in over in Supplies?" "It's like we've died and
gone to hell," Kawal sky replied pronptly. "Just froml ooking around and
counting heads, | figure we've got maybe THREE battalions here. From
the supply picture you' d think we were trying to equip D-Day." O Nei
grinned. "Remenber what Napol eon said about arnmies traveling on their
stomachs. " Kawal sky gave a disgusted grunt. "That's the only way our

boys could nmove if they had to carry all the crap we're stockpiling."
" Speaki ng of stockpiles, Keogh wants to send back all the hand-held
mssiles | managed to assenble.” "The anti-udajeet arnory?" Kawal sky

frowned. "He's convinced that if we end up fighting, it will be our
friends in Nagada," O Neil said. "And they, of course, won't have air
support.” He glanced at his lieutenant. "Now, | can't counternmand a

direct order froma superior. But |I don't have to tell you to hurry.
|'"msure you have lots of priorities. just don't nove stripping our air
defense to the top of the list." Kawal sky's frown deepened. "That's not
as easy as it sounds. Those crates of missiles take up a | ot of space.
We're having a hard tine keeping all our food supplies under canvas
right now There's just so much space on this plateau. W' ve got guys

trying to set up a regular notor pool. That neans mai nt enance bays, and
they're going to start digging storage tanks for fuel. Keogh doesn't
want to depend on tanker trucks out in the open." O Neil's lips
twitched. "Geat. Al the inconveniences of home." "The other problem

is that there are a lot of truckloads of stuff com ng out of the
StarGate, but nothing much is going in-back to Earth." The |i eutenant
paused for a second. "I mean, not since the STRIKE at the nine." "So
you think some conscientious supply sergeant will truck off our air
defense to acconmodate a few nore boxes of Meals, Ready to Eat?" "'Fraid
so, sir." Kawal sky, however, suddenly grinned as a thought struck him
"If they could find them There's going to be a lot of earth noved. Who
knows, maybe sonme of it will cover those rocket crates." O Neil | aughed
out loud. "Just as long as you renenber where they're buried. If we
end up needing them we'll probably need themin a hurry." Further
conversation was interrupted when a young |ieutenant wearing an
orderly's arnband burst into the tent. He executed a salute with the
robotic precision of a recent cadet. "Colonel O Neil, sir! GCenera
Keogh's conplinents. Your presence is requested in the command tent.

| mredi ately."” "Hope that nmeans |'mallowed to pull on ny boots first,"

O Neil said, sitting up on the cot and returning the green soldier's
salute. "The sun may have gone down, but 1'll bet the sand is stil
pretty hot out there." He tied his boots, then slipped a field jacket
over the T-shirt and fatigue pants he was wearing. "Lead away,
Lieutenant." Gas lanps lit up the command tent |like a Christmas tree.

O Neil hid a fromm. He'd preferred to keep the amount of illumination
down, a habit from his commando days out in the field. No sense turning
the canp's brain center into a beacon for snipers. Keogh had w ought

ot her changes besides the lighting, his battle flag, and the
presidential picture. An honest-to-god desk had been shipped over, teak
by the look of it, with a matching tall back |eather chair conplete with
hydraul i c suspension. O Neil had gotten by with a canp table and

folding chair. Still, perhaps the trappings of authority hel ped the
general as he half crouched behind his teak barricade, listening to the
protestations of two UMC executives. "I tell you, | sawit." Lockwood

was al nost gobbling as he spoke. "That Skaara character blasted a hole



in the warehouse wall!" Walter Draven presented a calner front, but his
face was grave. A good poker player facing a very dubi ous hand. "W
both saw it, General. Frankly, | was shocked to find such a weapon in
native hands." Keogh swung in his chair and returned O Neil's sal ute.
"What do you know about this, Colonel?" "I'mnot sure what you're
referring to, sir,” ONeil said carefully. "W re tal ki ng about
weapons-terror weapons-in the hands of the native mlitia!'" Lockwood
cried. ONeil frowned. "I don't know how that could be. Blasting a
hole in a wall, you say? Mybe he stunbl ed across a coupl e of bl ocks of
C-4 and det cord in our old base canp-" "Negative, Colonel," Keogh
snapped. "These two gentlemen are reporting that the natives have energy
weapons |i ke the ones you recovered after the fighting here on Abydos."
O Neil shrugged. "l suppose it's possible. W recovered one of the
cannons and sonme of the innards fromone of the |anded udajeets. They
were in alnmost as bad shape as the one that had crashed after the crowd
was done. Anything that represented Ra's authority got pretty well
trashed that day. W also had two of those spear-like blasters-"
"That's what we sawl " Lockwood interjected. Even Draven gave the man a

| ook of disgust. "Were there others that weren't accounted for?" Keogh
demanded. O Neil tried a quick nental count. "There was the one |ance
that | took from Daniel, when Ra ordered himto execute us. W picked
up another at the mne, when | zipped one of Ra's guards. There were
four armed guards in the pyramd when we tried to sneak into the
StarGate. And Anubis was carrying one when | faced him"That's at | east
six," Draven said. "And you only brought back two." "Plus there were at
| east two Horus guards who | anded their udajeets and got caught on the

ground when Kasuf | ed the people of the city to our rescue, " O Nei
added. "So there are a m nimum of six of these energy weapons
unaccounted for." Keogh swung to O Neil. "Good lord, man! Wy didn't
you confiscate then?" "At the tine | had only two surviving subordi nates
and a civilian volunteer-Jackson,” O Neil pointed out. "Not enough to
argue with the several thousand people who live here." "Al right, not
then," the general conceded. "But you could have initiated a search

m ssion when you returned with the expeditionary force." "You think I

shoul d have started turning the city upside-down for some weapons which
theoretically existed?” O Neil said. "Besides being high-handed,

t hi nk such an action would only stir up a hornet's nest of trouble."
"Nonet hel ess, for the safety of the mne and the UMC personnel here,
that's exactly what these gentlemen have been asking me to do." Keogh
gestured toward Draven and Lockwood. "And what were these gentlenen
doing in the city that they saw this denonstration of firepower?" O Nei
asked. Draven's poker face broke for a second-just the nerest tic under

his eye. "W were attenpting to ... negotiate an end to this insane
STRIKE." It had started as a hunch but turned to solid certainty as

O Neil |ooked into the UMC man's eyes. Draven was i ndeed showi ng a bad
hand! "You tried to bribe Skaara into overthrow ng Kasuf and the
elders.” ONeil's voice was quiet, his tone al nost wondering. "How

could you do sonething so stupid? You had to know that Skaara is
Kasuf's son-" His voice cut off as he watched Draven aiman acid | ook at

Lockwood. "Well, obviously, you didn"t." O Neil turned fromDraven to
Keogh. "It would seemthat Draven has gotten his foot-and UMC s-caught
in the honey bucket. And now he wants us to pull himfree." Keogh sat
very still, digesting this new information. "Skaara is sure to tel

Kasuf about Draven's approach, and when he does, UMC will be finished on
this planet. The Elders will conclude quite rightly, | think-that
Draven and conpany can't be trusted." "General, you are here to insure

that our operation at the mine isn't disturbed,"” Draven said. "Wuat's
di sturbed your operation is the fact that you shot yourself in the
foot," an angry O Neil pointed out. "The question is whether or not you
can allow a potentially hostile population to retain those energy



weapons, " Draven pushed. O Neil bit back his first angry words. "The
only reason they'd use those weapons-however many worki ng versions they
may have-is because you pressed theminto hostility in the first place!"
"Nonet hel ess, " Keogh broke in, "they are hostile . . . now" The
general |ooked around, his craggy face suddenly haggard. "lnitiating a
search and-seizure m ssion may just present additional provocation
but-" "But | don't see how you can avoid it," Draven said in cold
triunph. "By the way, that's the nessage |'ve already sent to Cenera
West." In keeping with his theories on protective canoufl age, the West
househol d occuped snug but not ostentatious housing in Oficers
Quarters. Ms. Wst had been asleep for several hours already. But the

general was still up, going over reports. A ringing telephone in his den
cum office, even at this hour, was not out of the ordinary. "Genera
West," the voice on the other end of the connection said, "is this a
secure line?" "Yes," the general answered. "My nane is Vernon Ballard,
sir. I'msecurity coordinator for UMC s operation in Ab-" "
understand, " West interrupted. No matter how secure the line, it was
better not to nmention too many details. "lI'mcalling from Creek

Mountain." So, Ballard rmust have just stepped out of the StarGate-he was
actually calling frominside the mssile silo conplex. "Perhaps you
could get to the point," Wst said. "M. Draven-Walter Draven-sent nme to
tell you about the situation on-you know where. He's got a request, and
a nessage. The message first. |It's payback tine for Chile." "Ah," West
said. In the shadowy intelligence world he worked in, favors were the
coin of the realm Favors given, favors gotten-markers called in. Chile
was many years ago, one of his early successes-achieved with the aid of
UMC resources. Whatever Draven wanted, it would not be small change

"Suppose you explain the situation," West said. "Then |I'I| decide on the
favor." On Abydos, Jack O Neil hurried through the armed canp for the
nmot or pool. Even as he wal ked through the tented streets, soldiers were

stirring, hours before reveille. General Keogh had not decided on a
response to Draven and Lockwood's report. He was passing the buck up to
West. But just in case action was ordered, preparations had to be

undert aken. The general had also given O Neil orders ertain unalterable
demands that he'd have to pass on to the Elders of Nagada. Wien O Nei
arrived at the notor pool, mechanics were already at work on the tanks
that had conme through the StarGate. The colonel stared at the 120-mm
cannon, which seenmed al nbst stubby conpared to the massive turret.
Nonet hel ess, it would take only a couple of rounds fromthat gun to
batter in the gates of Nagada. Hell, between the tank's gun and huge
treads, it wouldn't take nuch nore to get through the walls of the city.
He wondered, however, how t he Chobham arnor woul d deal with energy
bolts. O Neil shook hinmself out of his reverie. He was here to

requi sition a Hunvee and get over to the city in the hopes of avoiding

such combat experinments. Keogh had been unwilling to | ose his second
i n-conmand, but O Neil had argued passionately. Such governnent as the
city had knew himand, hopefully, still trusted him He also had the

friendship of the | eader of the suddenly nuch feared Abydos nmilitia. |If
there was a peaceful solution to be negotiated, he had to try. O Nei
declined the use of a driver. Setting off down UMC s mning road, he
relentlessly pressed the vehicle to its highest speed. Wen he reached
the dune that nmarked Skaara's watch station, he braked the vehicle and
honked the horn. No one answered. O Neil hopped out of the Hunvee and

stepped into the glare of his own headlights. "It's me, ONeil!" he
called up to continued silence. "Black Hat!" he added in Abydan. After
turning around in the light to show he was unarned, O Neil began
clinmbing the face of the dune. I'"'mgoing to feel really stupid if

somebody shoots nme for this, he thought. The watch station was enpty,
al t hough it showed signs of recent occupation. Prolonged use had
brought sone of the conforts of hone. O Neil saw the nasked enbers of a



small fireapparently with dried mastadge dung as the fuel. There were
wat er skins and some neatly fol ded sand-col ored bl ankets. They coul d

of fer shade fromthe suns by day and warnth by night. The scanty gear
had just been left where it was, but there was no sign of violence.
Apparently, the mlitia menbers had sinply been recalled. O Nei

frowned. It seened that Skaara took it for granted that sonme sort of
force would be conming fromthe canp, and didn't want his people in a
known position. The col onel skidded down the hard-packed sand and
returned to his vehicle. Next stop, Nagada. Inpatience flayed O Neil's
nerves as he jockeyed the vehicle beyond the mine pit. He felt torn

bet ween the need to get as much speed as possible and the danger of
flipping the vehicle and killing himself. At last the bulk of the
sleeping city rose before him No giant trunpet nopoed a warning of his
arrival. O Neil had wondered if there was a curfew for the oversized
noi se maker. In the silence that foll owed when he turned off the

engi ne, however, O Neil caught a much |l ess wel com ng sound. It was the
nmetallic rattle of a round being jacked into firing position in an
automatic pistol. Hands out, O Neil again stepped into the twin cones of
illumination thrown by his headlights. A voice cried out in recognition
"Black hat!" But the doors didn't open. O Neil stood for what felt |ike
forever, trying to keep still, to act unthreatening. What he really
wanted to do was run in place and hug hinsel f agai nst the desert cold,
whi ch seemed to be | eaching the very life out of himthrough his field
jacket. He had al nost decided to sit on the still warm hood of his
vehicle when a voice called, "O Neil! Thank God it's you!" It was Dani el
Jackson. The gates swung open. O Neil sipped at a bow full of water.
Hs throat was raw from hours of talking. He handed the bow to Daniel
Jackson, who had to be even nore parched. Not only had he transl ated

O Neil's words to Kasuf and the Elders, but then he'd had to convey
their words to the colonel. And the upshot of this conversationa
mar at hon? Not hi ng. Kasuf and his col | eagues wanted UMC of f Abydos. They
hated Bal |l ard, the conpany's security man, distrusted Draven, and
actively despi sed Lockwood. General Francis Keogh didn't get high marks
fromthe | ocal governnment menbers, either. Everyone renenbered that his
green-cl ad sol dier had been helping to guard the rest tent when Zaid
fell to his death. O Neil had tried to be as diplomatic as possible, but
Keogh's demand had been enphatic. Al blastlances in the city had to be
turned over to U S. forces. Skaara, who was sitting to one side of the
assenbl ed El ders, broke into loud argunment. At |east he was able to
offer his viewdirectly in English. "Those spears-we captured them
They are our best weapons, next to your guns. See what Draven and his
friends woul d have given us!" He beckoned, and one of his nilitia
lieutenants appeared fromthe darkness of the sidelines. He bore the
burned and nelted remains of a rifle. One glance told O Neil that this
was an antique Garand, the sort generally used by National Guard units

i n parades. "\Wat conmes next? WII| Keogh demand the return of your
guns-the ones we dug out of the sands to use against Ra? |If the Horus
guards cone again, are we to resist themw th stones and wal ki ng staffs?
"I f Keogh cones | ooking for those blasters with troops and tanks, that's
about all you'll have to resist him" O Neil pointed out. "I can count
on two hands the anobunt of government-issue weapons you have. | can
estimate that you have naybe six blast-lances at nost. That's if your
peopl e didn't break any of them because they were toys of Ra's or if the
energy charge on the weapons didn't all run out." He turned to Jackson
"You' ve got to convince themthat Draven and Keogh won't be ki dding
around. Draven seens to think he's got a | ock on General West giving
the okay. And if the orders conme through, this isn't going to be like a
ni ce student protest fromyour coll ege days. Those tanks have rea
cannons, and Keogh's soldiers WIIl have real guns-not to nmention nervous
trigger fingers. |If shots are exchanged, well, I'Il just renind



you-we're a long way from governnent oversight." A sheen of sweat
appeared on Daniel's upper lip as he argued the ways of earthly

real politik with the Elders. But in the end Kasuf and the others would
not give in. "They m ght have turned the weapons over to you, as a
conmander they know and trust," Daniel said, defeated. "They just have
too many doubts about Keogh." The Iight of one of the suns was just
about to break over the horizon when the desultory argunent was
interrupted by a prol onged MOOOOOOOOOOO. O Neil, Daniel, Skaara, and a
couple of the nore spry Elders clinbed onto the rope bridges that
stretched over the gates. Fromthis height O Neil could see the vast

cl oud heading toward the city. This wasn't a windstorm it was nerely
dust thrown up by treads and wheel s-the signs of tanks, arnored
personnel carriers, and Hunvees plow ng through the roadl ess wastes of
Abydos to present an ultimatumto Nagada. "I guess the orders finally
cane from General West," O Neil said quietly. "I guess Draven-and naybe
Keogh-feel all the better that you're trapped in here while this goes
down, " Daniel said bitterly. "Nothing has to happen!™ O Neil turned
directly to Skaara. "You don't have to fight! Can't you turn over

t hose weapons?" Skaara shook his head. |In the predawn nurk, O Nei

could see young nmen-militia warriors taking their places on the walls
and on the taller buildings. "It is not for themto ask." A pair of
hel i copt er gunshi ps came whi ni ng ahead of the advanci ng cl oud. Skaara
tugged O Neil's sleeve. "Could you truly attack friends you fought

besi de?" Hi s voice was nearly a whisper. O Neil's throat felt |ike
stone. "If he coughed, then tried again. "if those were ny orders."
Overhead, the giant horn nmooed again. "Do they think we haven't
noticed?" O Neil said to Daniel. But the Abydos natives around hi mwere
turning away fromthe oncoming force, looking in the opposite direction
Anot her cloud was rolling toward Nagada, huge and roiling, its upper

| ayers crackling with lightning high in the atnosphere. Mitters of
consternation and fear ran through the observers. "Wnderful. Keogh's
sending his force right into the teeth of a sandstorm™ O Neil gritted.
Dani el jackson's face was tight with apprehension. "They're saying this
isn't natural." "Then what can it be?" O Neil wanted to know. The
answer came a nmonent |ater, as C oud Number Two thundered closer. The
flickering bolts of lightning high in the air resolved thenselves into a
coherent shape-the formof a titanic pyram d. Skaara gasped. Several of
the el ders noaned. Daniel just stared, white-faced. As O Neil gazed
upward, he whi spered, "Goddam!" It was half a curse and half a prayer.

CHAPTER 16
MEETI NG ENGAGEMENT

On the bridge of Ra's Eye, Hathor still shook in a cold rage. The
scanner technicians had been quite clear. Their subspace readi ngs had
allowed themto follow the track of Ra's stardrive. He had arrived at
Abydos. There were no drive-traces of himleaving. But nore physica
scans had shown a di spersed, invisible-to-the-human-eye ring of matter
surroundi ng Abydos. The ring was conposed of irradi ated quartzose
crystal. It was not a natural phenonenon. Even nonths after the fact,
Hat hor's technicians were able to identify the particles as remants of
Ra's flying palace. At last Hathor had to confront the fact that Ra was
truly dead. Had he net some sort of navigational disaster? Her
techni cal underlings were baffled by the irradiation of the crysta
fragnents. Could it have been some sort of repair that hadn't worked?
The cat goddess found it inmpossible to credit the fellahin of Abydos
with Ra's passing. Were could they have obtained the wherewithal to
harm a starcraft? Nonet hel ess, whether they knew it or not, they had

wi tnessed the death of Ra. |If they had correctly interpreted the flash



in the sky, there would be whispers of freedom Hathor would have to
Put those whi spers down-and she would do so in her own nane, as the new
enpress. Plans quickly resolved through her mnd. Abydos was a
backwat er world, uninviting. But it did possess the quartzite mne. As
her other rivals had fief worlds, Abydos could beconme her base. She
could bring Ptah here, set himto fashioni ng weapons. Perhaps she could
even recruit strength fromanong the fellahin. They couldn't becone
Horus guards, of course, but they could make useful blaster fodder. Ra
had done the sane when he first appeared on Earth. The first order of
busi ness was to nake an inpressive arrival. Her scanner technicians had
found perfect neteorol ogical conditions. Hathor had brought Ra's Eye
into the upper atnosphere, seeded the clouds of an insignificant storm
front, used a few blasts fromthe secondary batteries to ionize the
area, and rode down in a thunderstorm |Inpressive, yes. But the energy
di scharges around her had blinded the ships scanners until they were

al nrost on top of the city. Lieutenant Peter Collier bit off a curse as
his helicopter jinked in a sudden gust of wi nd fromthe oncomn ng
thunderstorm "Trust the brass to order us out onto a desert into the
teeth of a sandstorm" he muttered. "I just hope they got this thing
put together right." The jet turbine overhead whined as he fed nore
power to the rotors. Collier was another newly mnted |ieutenant, fresh
out of training. He toggled the radio in his helmet, trying to contact
t he ot her chopper. "Foxtrot Victor," Collier called. The pilot in the
other craft was Captain Ral ph Vance, a grizzled veteran who had a little
experience in these oversized egg beaters. "What?" the captain denanded
as Collier called in. "Sir, shouldn't we be trying to get sone altitude
wi th those cl ouds com ng our way?" "We're supposed to be flying

reconnai ssance making sure there aren't any rag heads preparing
surprises for our line of march." The older officer stopped chew ng out
the green lieutenant, apparently checking his controls. "Wat the hel
is with this radar?" Then in a voice of true shock the captain cried
"Chmigod!" A bolt of lightning shot fromthe dark, advancing cloud. The
rotors flew off the | ead chopper, and its engi ne spewed fl ane as raw
aviation fuel squirted out and ignited. It made Foxtrot Victor |ook as
if a rocket were pushing it downward as the copter plunmeted to the
ground. The radio link was dead silent. Collier tore his eyes fromhis
crashi ng conpani on, |ooking upward to see an inpossible apparition seem
to congeal out of the clouds. It was a flying pyramd, and it seened to
be the size of a young mountain. But it was obviously a lot nore

danger ous than any nountain. The damed thing had zapped Captain Vance
and his crew. "Yo! Qunner!" he cried into his intercommke. "Light
up everything we got in the way of rockets. W got a big nother of a
target out there! He jockeyed his joystick, trying to swing around to an
attack vector. Al the time Collier felt like a house fly buzzing around
a cow turd. How much danage could his rockets do to this thing? Only one
way to find out. "Fire!" The copter was equi pped with air-to-ground

m ssiles, tank killers, although the |ocals weren't supposed to have any
tanks. Collier's first two shots scored without naking any appreciable
dent in the gol den-gl owi ng facet where they | anded. But farther toward

t he apex, well above where the rockets had hit, a slit appeared in the
pyramid craft. Collier didn't notice it until a bolt of ravening energy
flashed fromthe opening toward his chopper. And then, of course, it was
too late. Hathor stood silent on the bridge of Ra's Eye, her eyes
devouring the hol ographic i mage of the sky before her starcraft.
"Scanners!" she ordered, "I want a close-up of that aircraft!" A new

i mage appeared, a little smaller than the reach of her outstretched
arms, giving better detail on the remaining flying machine. To Hathor's
eye, used to the trimlines of the udajeet, this craft had a gangling
look. It rem nded her of the big, buzzing insects that flew over the
Nile's waters in the swanpy Faiyoum A pair of bright trails erupted



fromunder the big craft. Hathor didn't know if the weapons hit or

m ssed. Ra's Eye pressed on without mssing a beat. Nor were there any
damage reports. "Qunnery," she ordered, "train one of the secondary
batteries on that thing and elimnate it." According to Ra's conputer
records, Abydos had been visited within the decade for collection of
anot her shi pnent of energy quartz. There was no way in the universe
that the local fellahin could progress from copper pickaxes to flying
machi nes-even such primtive fliers as these-in that amount of time. If
these things were not built on Abydos ... A chill tingled down Hathor's
bare back. Ra hinself was a hybrid creature, as he'd once adnmitted in a
monent of intimacy. H's human formwas-well, id possessed" was too
strong a term Perhaps id shared" cane closer. In any event, an
intelligent creature frombeyond Earth lived in the beautiful boy god's
body. Hat hor knew such alien creatures existed. She had seen the al nost
human (but not quite) beings who had served Ra before he arrived on
Earth. And, of course, she had sl aughtered them probably by the mllions
on Onbos. Their only nmonunent was the ruins on dead Tuat. Could it be

t hat another set of aliens had blundered on Ra's enmpire? Aliens powerful
enough to destroy Ra hinself; But if the eneny had such powers, why did
they fly on contraptions that seened barely able to stay in the air? A
bolt fromone of the secondary batteries |licked out to consunme the crude

contrivance. It fell to pieces in mdair. "That seens to be the
pilot!"™ Hathor cried as a formtunbled out of what appeared to be a
shattered cockpit. "Focus on it and enlarge again!" The pil ot appeared

to have two arns and | egs, nost of the body configuration being nmuffled
in a loose-fitting, blotched suit. But the head! So |arge and bul bous,
and the eyes appeared to bulge out like a bubble of crystal ... Hathor

t hought the aliens must be insectoid. A piece of weckage smashed into
the linply falling body, shearing off part of the head-no, it was a

hel met! What she had thought were eyes turned out to be a face

pl ate-and the features behind it were definitely human. But how coul d
this be possible? None of Ra's mnions wuld allow nere fellahin to
buil d such machines. And Ra hinmself would never allow the devel oprment
of such weapons on any of the fiefs. Were could non-divine humans
progress so far w thout being put down? The answer cane to her alnpst in
a blaze of revelation. Her lips drew back in an incredulous snile
"They come fromthe First Wrld-they' re descendants of the humans who
revolted after the First Tine." Al those years, alone, unsupervised)
they'd built up their own technology. And then they mnmust have

redi scovered the StarGate. Sonehow they had found their way to
Abydos-right asRa came to collect the tribute of quartz-crystal. And
even nmore incredibly, despite their primtive technol ogy, these invaders
had somehow destroyed Ra. She should be grateful to these rogue humans.
But, of course, she'd have to destroy them The scanners expanded their
range to the ground bel ow, revealing a columm of ground vehicles
stream ng toward Nagada. "Amit eat ny soul," Hathor muttered. "There
nmust be a thousand warriors down there-nore!" If she had the resources
of the homewor!l d behind her while facing the rebellious ninions ..

Hat hor pushed the inviting notion away. These %l d hunans were invaders
here. They would have to feel the wath of the empire. And even a

t housand warriors couldn't stand agai nst the weaponry of Ra's Eye.
"Qunnery! Prepare all secondary batteries." The cat goddess stared
down at a line of lightly arnored vehicles acting as the advance guard.
Then came boxi er vehicles churning sand with sone sort of endl ess
tracks. The colum was spreadi ng out, apparently noving into sone sort
of line of battle. Not that it would do them much good. Farther back
four heavier arnmored vehicles advanced in a di anond pattern around

anot her of the boxy vehicles. Hathor's eyes narrowed. She could think
of only one reason for such a strong escort. Thrusting a hand into the

i mage, she indicated her first chosen target. "Scanners, transnit this



location to all secondary batteries that can bring their blasters to
bear. "QGunnery, at my conmand-fire!" Francis Keogh did not believe in
general officers attenpting to |l ead attacks fromthe front. On the

ot her hand, he was not going to sit in a fortified canp while two
battal i ons engaged a rabble of natives armed with six science-fiction
weapons, perhaps twice as many state-of-the-art assault weapons, and a
few t housand copper pickaxes. He had converted an arnored personne
carrier to serve as his mobile comand post, surrounded it with four
Abrams tanks, and headed for the front. The security arrangenents had
seened nore than adequate-until a pyram d that | ooked nore like a flying
nmount ai n had appeared out of a thundercloud. Keogh had di scovered this
apparition when the driver of the APC had gone into a wild skid, staring
out the vision slits in the front of the arnored vehicle. Flinging

hi nsel f out of his seat, Keogh |leapt to the open hatch on the roof of
the boxy troop carrier-they hadn't bothered to run in buttoned-down
node. The general clung to the | adder leading to the hatch as the APC

| urched again. He finally managed to clinb up just intime to see the
| ast of the reconnai ssance gunshi ps bl own out of the sky. Keogh screaned
down to his radio man. "To all units! Disperse! W're too bunched up
in colum! That dammed thing will blow us to kingdom conme! Fall back on
the canp!" Dammation, he thought, why hadn't O Neil nanaged to get a
couple of SAM units out here? Al though he did have to admt, the

m ssiles woul d probably require nucl ear warheads to make any inpression
on that awesome bul k. The vehicle under his feet yawed again, nearly
flinging Keogh out of the hatch he clung to. The general swung around
to see his command attenpting to scatter. Vehicles peeled off,
desperately attenpting to clinb the faces of the dunes. Keogh's tank
escorts elevated their guns, firing anti-arnmor mssiles up at the
pyram d, which seened to hover over themlike the shadow of doom For a
wi | d noment Keogh consi dered dropping back into the troop carrier and
closing the hatch. But what good was an inch and a half of al um num
arnor agai nst the might of a goddammed starship? He stared upward
open-mout hed. The bl asted thing was hovering-and it seenmed to be
shifting around, to bring one of its titanic faces to bear. Keogh could
see dark lines against the glowing gold-quartz wall. Firing slits for
what ever uni magi nabl e weapons t hey possessed. He felt nuch the sane
enotions as the ant who sees a human foot descending his way. But I|ike
all good generals, Keogh's last thought was of history. Now they will
lunp ne with that other Keogh, the one with Custer. A glare of
incredible brilliance seenmed to fill the sky above. And we aren't even
distantly rel at ed.

Hat hor grinned in satisfaction. The commanders transport and its four
arnored escorts had di sappeared under the radiation of dozens of heavy
bl asters. Heat shimrers rose fromthe five hul ks surrounded by
vitrified sand. "Cut off the eneny's head, and the rest of the body is
rendered harm ess,” she said. The rest of the mlitary caravan was not
formng a line abreast, as she had first thought. Instead, its
conponent vehi cl es sl ewed round, plunging helter-skelter across the
sands. Although they zigzagged and tried to spread out, offering targets
as di spersed as possible, the invaders' destination was obvious fromthe
altitude maintained by Ra's Eye. They were heading for the great pyranid
in the deep desert, the docking station-the Abydos terninal for the
StarGate network. "If they hope to retreat to their homeworld, they're
dooned to di sappoi ntnent," she nurnured. But then, the invaders were
doormed in any event. "Full thrust to the docking station," she ordered
her navigation officer. Like sone sort of nythical desert being, Ra's
Eye raced over the sands, dragging its own wind with it. The ship

qui ckly outdi stanced the ground vehicles. |In seconds it was skimm ng
across the plateau that accommodat ed the docking station. Hathor quickly



saw t hat the rocky shelf was al so apparently serving as the invaders
hone away from honme. Ra's Eye passed over a good acre's worth of tents,
bl owi ng nobst of them down. She spotted human figures running for their
lives. And then the gleaning |imestone of the pyramid |ined up beneath
her craft. "Comrence docking," she ordered. In spite of its size, Ra's
Eye shuddered slightly as it lowered itself on the station. The heavy
drives caused great turbulence. The unfortunate humans outsi de woul d
have been better off in a sandstorm The ship settled. Wen Ra's yacht
had | anded, it seened to cling to the sides of the pyramd, as if the
stones had been gilded with a magically appeared flying palace. For Ra's
Eye, the monolithic docking station was nore like a nere pinple beneath
its bulk. The |landed battlecraft's vast footprint effectively doubl ed

t he ground-1evel area of the original construction. The roadway UMC had
bl asted and bul | dozed out of the pyram d was crushed out of existence.
The entrance hall had di sappeared, |ost behind a gl eam ng quartzose
crystal wall. Hathor nodded in satisfaction. The invaders had nowhere to
retreat to. They were trapped on Abydos to be dealt with at |eisure.

Al access to the StarGate was literally seal ed beneath the bulk of Ra's
Eye.

CHAPTER 17
EARLY | NNI NGS

Li eut enant Adam Kawal sky and Corporal Feretti stood in one of the base
canp supply tents, inventorying amunition. Fromthe runors they'd
heard of Keogh's plans, the lieutenant figured there'd soon be a need
for nore bullets. He thought they might as well beat the
rush-especially since they, like nost of the Marine conpl ement, had been
left behind in canp. Feretti was al nost clinbing over the stacked cases
of bullets under the tent, offering a noving definition of the word
hyper. Kawal sky felt a certain synpathy for the nonconm ssioned officer
Men who desired a quiet, peaceful life didn't join the Marines, nmuch
less end up in this particular outfit. On the other hand "Feretti,"
Kawal sky finally said, "you can't be w shing you were out there on the

sharp end. | nean, Keogh's soldier boys may well end up shooting at
kids we helped train." "You got it, sir." Feretti halted in his
scranble to the top of the nmountain of cases. "I don't want to fight
with the locals. Hell, I like those kids. But it burns ny butt that we

get denoted to conpany clerk-and the rest of our outfit ends up guarding
the supplies.”

"Remenber the halls of Mntezuma," Kawal sky said with a smile. Feretti
gave hima bl ank | ook. He'd always thought the halls of Mntezuma was a
latrine where you went when hit with Montezuma's revenge. Kawal sky

si ghed. "Mexican war-back in 1847, Wnfield Scott |anded in Veracruz
with twel ve thousand men and marched for Mexico City. For a year's
wort h of canpai gning, the Marine contingent with himguarded the supply
wagons. They reached the capital, but to crack the city's defenses,
Scott had to take the fortress of Chapultepec. Guess who got the job of
stormng the joint?" Feretti threw hima snappy salute. "Mrines, front
and center." Kawal sky nodded. "So, we may be guardi ng supplies now, but
soon enough we may end up pulling Keogh's ass out of a crack." Hi s words
were obscured by a runble of thunder. And no sooner did he stop
speaking than the tent was bl own down on their heads. From outside they
heard sudden cries and shouts of alarm "Oh, nman," Feretti conplained,
wrestling agai nst canvas gone suddenly balky with a strong wind. "If
this is another one of those sandstorms, we've got trouble by the ton
These tents won't stand up to it, and there's too many of us to take
shelter inside the pyramd.” "Not to nmention Keogh's two pl at oons out



thataway-right in the teeth of the storm" Kawal sky dropped to his
knees under the canvas, crawing along the floor until he reached the
edge of the collapsed tent. "I still don't understand how this thing "
cane strai ght down instead of being blown away. Qut in the open at |ast,
he stared up into the sky at the gol den-gl owi ng apparition, unni ndful of
the gale-force wind tugging at him "Ch." That was all Kawal sky had to
say. Wien Feretti snaked his way out from under the canvas, he offered
addi ti onal comrents. "Holy junping Jesus Christ!" he breathed. "Ra's
back!"™ "O Neil is pretty sure the nuke he beanmed aboard Ra's flying

pal ace did that freak in," Kawal sky said, taking in the mass of the
settling pyramid. "This looks Iike Ra's big brother." He turned to his
old teanmate. "Back into the tent." "Begging the |ieutenant's pardon,"”
Feretti replied, "but | don't think a mllineter's worth of canvas wl |
give us much in the way of cover." "I'mnot |ooking for cover, I'm

| ooking for crowbars," Kawal sky replied. The corporal yanked up the

fall en canvas cover. Fromthe | ook on his face, it was the halls of

Mont ezurma al |l over again. Feretti had no idea what Kawal sky was up to.
But he was ready to follow orders. Before they plunged into the ruined
tent, Kawal sky took a second to explain. "W need the crowbars to open
those cases to Stinger mssiles the colonel stockpiled." Feretti stil
held the tent edge, his eyes involuntarily going to the vastness

cl ampi ng down over the StarGate pyram d. "Hand-held missiles

agai nst that, sir?" Kawal sky shook his head. "The missiles aren't for
that," he said. "They're for what cones next." Aboard Ra's Eye, Hat hor
found hersel f caught on the horns of a tactical dilemma. Her

battl ecraft was the single nbst powerful war nachi ne on Abydos-anywhere
in Ra's enpire, for that matter. But her strongest weapon had just | ost
much of its utility-because it no longer had nobility. She had torn

t hrough the enemy's troops and flattened their canp in her first
passage. But she'd had to land to cut the Earthlings's StarGate
connection. And Ra's Eye would have to stay in this position to keep
the enemy cut off. Back on Onbos, she'd sinply have left a contingent of
Horus guards to seize the StarGate and hold the pyramd. But Ra's Eye
didn't have a sufficient infantry conplenent to allow for a bl ocking
force. In the neantine the Earthling vehicles continued to scatter
along with the vast majority of the invading warriors. They had to be
harried-to be hammered. "Scanners!" she barked. "Report on the w nd
situation outside. Has the disturbance from our passage noderated yet?"
The responsi ble technician frantically stroked control surfaces and
exam ned readouts. "Lady Captain, the stormis abating." "Excellent.
Open the | aunching decks." The thick deck plates under Hathor's feet
shuddered as massive sections in the outer hull of Ra's Eye slipped away
to reveal the ranks of massed gliders. "Udajeet pilots, take your

pl aces," Hathor ordered. "Launch inmrediately." From over the gates of
Nagada, Col onel Jack O Neil watched the fate of Keogh's battalions as

t he col ossal pyram d passed over the colum. This thing is junbo-sized
troubl e, he thought as the pyram d swatted Keogh's air elements out of
the sky. It's not only much bigger than Ra's flying palace, but it's

al so obviously designed for mlitary purposes. The blast-cannon aboard
that thing make the weapons nounted on the eagle-gliders |ook |ike
cigarette lighters. O Neil focused his binoculars on what had to be the
force's nobile conmand post, just in tine to see a searing whip of
energy smash the arnored vehicles like toys. He continued to observe,
acid roiling in his stonmach, as the force disintegrated. It was

i ncredi bl e-and horrible to see. One second the Arny STRI KE group was
nmoving |li ke a machine with the highest of tol erances-say, a Swi ss watch.
The next nonent it was as though that watch had dropped to the pavenent
froma second-story window All that was left were a fewswiftly
bounci ng, broken conmponents. The two battalions, conposed mainly of

hal fraw sol diers just out of training, ceased being mlitary units and



was turned into a cloud of fugitives.

it was as though by blasting Keogh in his APC, Ra's minions had

vapori zed the general's entire command. In a way, O Neil could
synmpathi ze with the Soldiers' dilemma. It was manifestly no good to
stand and fight with that flying nountain blasting away at them However
. "It won't do themany good to run,"” O Neil muttered. "Were do
they think that nonster is heading?" "I thought it was headed strai ght
here," said a shaken voice at O Neil's el bow. Daniel Jackson turned a
pale face to his former conrade. "Maybe it was, before the crew spotted
Keogh's people. But with those tanks and helicopters, it's obvious we
don't belong here. So that big mother is heading for the pyramd-wth

t he added benefit of joy-riding right through what's left of Keogh's
force." O Neil saw the inconprehension on Daniel's face. "Look, it's
sinmple strategy. |f possible, get astride your eneny's supply line. In
this case, that's pretty sinple." He put his eyes back to the

bi nocul ars. The killer pyramd was far in the distance now about the

| ocation of the base camp. O Neil refocused the | enses. Yes, the
dammed thing was settling. "Now it's official," he announced. "They're
not just astride our comunications line, they're sitting onit. W've
got however many tons it takes to make up that behenoth between us and
the StarGate. W can't get out-and | for one don't expect much help to
be comng in." O Neil repacked his binoculars and started across the
rope bridge toward the nearest tower. "Where are you goi ng?" Daniel
asked. "Wiere do you think?" O Neil nodded toward the fleeing fragnents
of the Arny STRIKE force. "I'mthe only conmander those poor bastards
have got." Daniel stared. "You can't seriously consider going out there
al one." From beyond the Egyptol ogi st, Skaara entered the conversation
"My people will come,"” he said. O Neil darted hima sharp | ook. "You
were just ready to fight those guys. But now you'll conme and help
rescue then?" Skaara pointed toward the dull glow on the horizon-the

gol den gl eam of the pyrami d ship. "That was before they cane. W don't

know what your people will do to us, Colonel. But we know what Ra's
people will want. And we will not be slaves-not anynore. We will fight
themand if you will lead us, we will follow you." "Considering that

you're the closest thing |I've got to an organi zed force-excepting

what ever my Marines are doing out at the base-1 accept.” O Neil turned
to Daniel. "Translate for ne to Kasuf. He'll have to evacuate the
city-get all the nonconbatants into the desert and under cover." The

col onel turned a specul ative eye in the direction of the grounded
pyram d. "Renenber the damage those glider-jets caused when they
strafed the city? |'msure that behenoth out there cones equi pped with
alot nmore." O Neil reached the tower and started down. The young

sol diers were already swarm ng down Skaara shouted orders to his mlitia
lieutenants. fromthe walls, gathering around the Hunvee behind the city
gates. The Marine clinbed into the vehicle, followed by Skaara. Then
Dani el scranbl ed aboard. O Neil gave hima surprised gl ance. Jackson
returned his ook with a lopsided grin. "I think I'mcrazy, too," he
said. "But after you' ve fought for sonething you believe in, it's hard
to go back to teachi ng-especially when other people nay be out there

dyi ng." But when Sha'uri went to board the Hunvee, Daniel started

rai sing objections. She favored her academ ¢ husband with a | oving but

i npatient smle. "You can talk about fighting," she said. "But I'mthe
one who cane prepared." From under her cloak Sha'uri produced a 9mm
Beretta pistol -one of the governnent-issue sidearns |eft behind fromthe
first Abydos expedition. Daniel could only shrug in defeat. Mst of
Skaara's troops were assenbl ed now. Sone of them opened the gates.

O Neil started the Hunvee's engine. Behind him the city was just

begi nning to awaken-and to | earn of the new danger. He drove out,
covered by the | ong shadows thrown by the walls in the light of the



first rising sun. "W need a rally point," the professional warrior told

his amateur aides. "I suggest the watch point Skaara set up outside our
canps. The militia kids know it-and so do our people.” He turned to
Skaara. "You can't ride with me. That will be putting all our command

eggs i n one basket." Skaara nodded, apparently understanding the earthly

idiom "I'Il ride with you a little way," he said, pointing at a pillar
of snoke rising in the near distance. It marked the resting place of
one of the oncoming Arny vehicles. "Fromthere I'Il lead ny people to

the watch point." O Neil shrugged. It wasn't too far. He waited while
Skaara conveyed his decision to his lieutenants in Abydan. They | ooked
toward the snmoke and nodded. Then O Neil sent the Hunvee jouncing
forward. They quickly outdistanced the young militia menbers, even

t hough the Abydans were advancing at a ground-eating trot. The Hunvee's
nmotor whined as it jounced and jostled the passengers, seem ng at points
nmerely to graze the sand belowits wheels. O Neil tried to avoid dune
crest lines, where he'd be silhouetted against the rising suns. His
twisting course did its best to stay in the shadows. They swung around a
swal e of sand to confront the source of Skaara's pillar of snoke. It
was a gutted arnored personnel carrier. Part of its alum num arnor roof
was conpl etely gone, vaporized. The troop carrier had rolled on its
side, and the engine had evidently blown up, igniting the fuel tank. Two
of the four-man crew had nearly made it away. They lay scorched and
unnoving a little distance fromthe weck. O Neil pulled his vehicle up
"You sure you want to wait here?" he asked Skaara. The young man nodded
his head. "It's as good a place to start as any other." He lightly
hopped out of the vehicle. O Neil started off again, but he gl anced back
to a wordless cry from Dani el . Skaara was kneeling by the dead nen,
collecting their guns and amunition. The recon Marine gave a curt,
approving nod. "Sorry, professor, but this is no time to be squeam sh
Before this fight is over, we're going to need every gun we can get."
Walter Draven had never really admtted his slight tendency to

cl austrophobia. "Who's afraid of Santa?" he'd joke. That was nuch
nore easily done in a large, airy Washington apartnent, however. On
Abydos, in the roomthat housed the StarGate, it was harder to | augh off
the feeling that one was in the bowels of a pyram d surrounded by a huge
wei ght of dressed stone. Stone underneath, stone to either side, tons
and -tons of it overhead, pressing down ... Martin Preston had once
expl ai ned how the anci ent Egyptians had built their huge constructions,
wi th angl ed stone bl ocks so that the massive weights involved pressed
agai nst each other rather than straight dowward. An interesting

t heory, but Draven was sure the ceilings in the dark high overhead were
just waiting to buckle and fall. Only the nost urgent of reasons woul d
keep himin here-especially since he was trapped with Eugene Lockwood
for a compani on. The mine manager now stood beside himin sul ky silence.
Draven's overstretched nerves had been unable to stand listening to any
nmore of Lockwood's justifications and idiot plans for dealing with the

| ocal s once UMC got the "whip hand." Lockwood had used the phrase at

|l east five tines in alnost as many sentences. Finally, Draven told the
silly idiot to shut his mouth and keep it that way. Lockwood first

| ooked shocked, then angry. But at |east the stream of nervous nouth
noi se had ended. Draven |ooked around the room In one corner stood a
trio of UMC security people in gray canoufl age suits. They huddl ed
toget her, deep in conversation, their weapons either dangling
negligently in hands or propped nearby within easy reach. By the
StarGate itself stood the |ocal security chief, Vernon Ballard. He'd
returned by mlitary jet to Colorado. And the first thing he'd done
after returning to Abydos had been to place an armed guard on the
StarGate. Ostensibly, this was to prevent infiltration of any |oca
terrorists to Earth. In cold fact, however, the armed guard was agai nst
two troubl emakers-Dani el Jackson and Jack O Neil. Luckily, the orders



from General West had come through while O Neil was still in Nagada
Draven was just as glad that the start of hostilities would catch the
Marine col onel behind enenmy lines. Wth [uck, he might even be taken
host age and expended. For all his faults, however, O Neil had been
willing to take orders and keep quiet. Jackson was a nore dangerous
type, an idealist-and as Keogh's troops noved agai nst his precious
Abbadabba, he becane even nore dangerous-a frustrated idealist. Draven
woul d not put it past the Egyptologist to try to get to Earth, either to
get a conflicting report to West-one they'd prefer not to get outor even
to try spilling the story to the press. "Do you really think he'd desert
his native wife to do that?" Lockwood asked. He sounded |ike sonethi ng
out of a bad Western novie, tal king about a squaw man. If left with no
ot her option, any man mght try sonething desperate. And if Ballard's
peopl e didn't seem much worried over an errant professor, the security
chief certainly took his duty seriously. Ballard stood on the ranp
leading up to the StarGate, his canps pressed and an assault rifle at
the ready in his hands. The two UMC executives al so had an ostensible
security purpose. They were there to be on hand to identify Jackson

But there was an entirely different reason why they-and the heavy truck
taki ng up nmost of the chanber-were standing by the StarGate. Keogh had
two battalions of troops, tanks, and even a couple of helicopters. H s
avai |l abl e force should be enough to cow the locals and their uppity
Elders into toeing the line. If not, then there'd be fighting. Too
many | osses anong the

Arny personnel, and questions would be asked. And what if sone
unsuspect ed di saster struck? Draven had arranged for a truck to be

| oaded with Lockwood's nmost damaging files, which were then buried under
their remaining supply of quartz. |If necessary, he proposed to abandon
Abydos, then snuggle the whole |oad past the mlitary people at Creek
Mountai n. Not, he assured hinself, that such extrenme nmeasures woul d be
necessary. But it was best to be prepared for all eventualities. He

gl anced at his watch. "They should al nost be there." A low runbling
cane fromthe distance. Draven glanced toward the entrance to the
pyram d, unconfortably far away and out of sight. Thunder? "Is that the
guns on the tanks?" Lockwood asked nervously. Ballard and the
nmercenari es cocked their heads. "Doesn't sound like artillery to ne,"
the security chief said. The room seened to get colder. There was a
positive draft coming fromthe entrance. Sone kind of storn? Draven
wondered. "Hope this isn't a sandstorm" Ballard said. "That would foul
Keogh' s approach on the city." Another of the nercenaries spoke up. "I
hear a sandstormis what set up the first party here to get their butts
kicked." Ballard silenced his man with a glare. That wind is getting
stronger, Draven thought. Then the very rock around them began to

shudder. "Earthquake!" Lockwood yel ped. He sounded as if he were
announci ng the end of the world. Whatever was going on, it didn't seem
natural. Draven turned to Ballard. "Activate the StarGate." Ballard

abandoned his position. He didn't want to be in the way of the sudden
wash of energy that extended fromthe arcanely carved torus ring of the
gateway. Wen Draven had first seen the effect, he'd been rem nded of a
scene from his chil dhood, gently blowing into a soap-filled ring. He
hadn't quite created a bubble, but the filmof soapy water had bill owed
outward in an amazing display of surface tension. Except, in the case of
the StarGate, it would require a god's lips to create the sane effect.
Draven shrank against the wall. The hired gunnen seenmed unaffected. One
| eaned into the cab of the truck, awakening the driver, who'd been
dozing in the cab. The StarGate cycled into operation. All eyes were
drawn to the incredible show of Iight and energy. So they missed the
four Horus guards materializing with a bluish glare in the matter
transmtter. Draven's first hint of danger came as the nercenary



security nen were blown to gobbets of flesh by blast-bolts fired at
cl ose range. He stood frozen as the fal con-headed warriors w ped his
sol diers out. Draven had seen pictures of the strange hel net-masks. But
that was far different fromhaving a falcon's head turn, scan you wth
greeni sh eyes, disniss you as uni nportant because you had no weapon, and
turn to the next target. Ballard opened fire and downed one of the
attackers. The conbined fire of the other THREE, however, left hima
snoking ruin. And the matter transmitter flashed to deliver four nore of
the unearthly assailants. As they advanced, bl ast-lances at the ready,
one of the first wave noved to cover the terrified truck driver. Draven
sidl ed toward the operational StarGate. THREE-maybe two steps, and he
could dive into the rippling energy interface, warn the people on Earth
get out of here. He'd taken another step when Eugene Lockwood cane
out of his sem-coma. "D-don't shoot!" Hi s voice sounded nore |like the
squeal ings of a stuck pig. "W're civilians!" The StarGate was stil
tantalizingly out of reach as the hawk heads-and bl asters-turned their
way. Before the Hare of energy that did himin, Draven had half a second
to curse boneheaded subordi nates.

CHAPTER 18
STRI KE AND COUNTERSTRI KE

Hat hor observed the hol ographic display on the ceiling of the bridge.
The technicians had expanded the scale to serve as a tactical display.
The fighting forces were exhibited as various col ored sparks-red for her
peopl e, green for the enemy. At the center was the StarGate pyramd
surrounded by a square of red representing Ra's Eye. A cloud of red
sparks radiated fromthe battlecraft, pursuing madly darting green

spar ks-udaj eets on search-and-destroy m ssions agai nst the invaders
ground vehicles. Wthin the red walls around the pyramid, red sparks
flashed into existence-and green ones disappeared. "Lady Captain," one
of the technicians reported, "the Horus guards have just reported. The
chanber of the StarGate is now in our hands." Hathor nodded in

sati sfaction. "One loss." That w ped away Hathor's smle. "Split the
force. Half will search the rest of the chanbers for any other eneny
troops." She paused. "The other half will secure the far side of the
StarGate, with the search force acting as reserve." Her eyes returned to
the tactical display. "Wat's that concentration over by the city?" A
clump of green sparks had appeared, noving slowy across the desert
toward Ra's Eye. Another technician ran her fingers over glow ng contro
surfaces, achieving a local focus." Infantry, Lady Captain," she
reported. "We can afford to ignore them" Hathor decided. "Al udajeets
are to concentrate on destroying vehicles first." She'd | earned her

| essons well on Orbos. Destroy the eneny's technology first. NMopping
up foot soldiers becones nmuch easier when they can't transport

t hensel ves or any heavy weapons. Mp-up, however, would have to wait

until the eneny was first smashed. On this world ... and then on the
worl d they came from An udajeet flashed over O Neil's Hunvee, and al
aboard ducked. But the antigravity glider was after bigger ganme. |Its

bl ast-cannon fl ashed and sonet hi ng expl oded from beyond t he next dune.
O Neil kept the little all-terrain vehicle in the shallows of the
sand-and the shadows. "They've certainly got control of the air," Daniel
said. "For the tine being," O Neil responded. "But if Kawal sky and
Feretti are on the job, we should be able to make the sky rmuch hotter
for them" The vehicle's short-wave radio crackled to life. "Al units,

listen up!"™ a voice shouted. "This is First Base!"™ O Neil, Daniel, and
Sha'uri all had to grin. Even over the radio they recognized the
staccato speech rhythnms of Corporal Feretti. "There are antiaircraft

m ssiles available," Feretti went on. "W're going to use sone to try



to set up a safe area at the base of the plateau-by Firebase THREE. W
think that Big Mana up there won't be able to depress her guns enough to
take pot-shots at us. The rest we're loading into trucks, and we'll try
to get themout to you." O Neil picked up the m crophone fromthe little
set. "First Base," he said. "Feretti, this is ONeil. Do you copy?"
"Thank God, Colonel! The Iieutenant was afraid you' d gotten sneared."
"Not yet," O Neil responded, watching another glider swoop up. "Wat's
the situation there?" "In a word, nuts,"” the radioman replied. "That
big nmother starship is overlapping about half of the UMC encanprent. |'m
afraid M. Lockwood's air-conditioned office has been knocked flat." "W
al ready knew it was hot around here,” O Neil sent back. "Nowit's tine
to let these guys know." He frowned. "You renmenber the watch point
Skaara's mlitia used? Send a truckload of mssiles that way. W' ve got
some infantry reinforcenments arriving." "Reading you five by five, sir,"

Feretti said. "I'll try to rendezvous at the base of the

pl at eau- Firebase THREE," O Neil said. "ASAP. O Neil out." He tronped on
the accel erator, speeding up, but still taking the route with nost

cover. "Daniel!" Sha'uri cried, pointing off to one side. "There!" In

the distance, rising like a nountain of gold, they could see the top of

the pyramid ship. O Neil jockeyed the wheel. "G ve us sonething to aim
for," he said. In the remains of the mlitary canp, Adam Kawal sky hel ped

to heave anot her case of Stinger mssiles out fromunder the coll apsed
supply tent. Colonel O Neil had been insistent on securing the weapons.
So there had been a tent on top-the weapons were actually in an

under ground bunker. And thanks to the stormand the gales of the
starship's passage, considerable digging was required to get the cases
out. Additional eager hands appeared to pull the case out of the hole.
One guy wore a sweatencrusted shirt with the UMC logo on it, one of the
m ne overseers. The other had the gray cano fatigues of the conpany's
security guards. They could have had tails and horns for all Kawal sky

cared. He needed volunteers, and would take all he could get. "Hunp
that over to the edge of the plateau-there's a sort of trail down that
way." He pointed, and the two new additions to the workforce staggered

away. More and nore of the surviving gray-clad nercenaries were
gravitating toward his operation. Kawal sky thought he understood. They

were soldiers of a sort, after all. Strongly self-notivated, perhaps,
to take a job like this. But they needed officers and orders. And this
was one of the few corners of the canp where orders were still being

given. A picket line of Marines guarded the rocket dunp, some armed with
rifles, others with the green tubes that held the ground-to-air

m ssil es. Kawal sky had al so established a firing party in one of the
dug-in strong points that O Neil had established at the edge of the
canp. The firebase also covered one of the trails that led off the

pl at eau. People were bringing in the damedest things. Keogh's thrust
had virtually stripped the base of nmilitary transport. But sone of the
UMC peopl e had managed to rescue wheel ed and tracked vehicles fromthe
surviving portions of their canp. Kawal sky now had several trucks and a
bul | dozer at the edge of the rocky rises. The earthnover was pushi ng
down part of Keogh's encircling wall in an attenpt to create an exit
ranp for the wheeled vehicles. As the lieutenant directed two nore nen
in manhandling a crate, Feretti cane running up, carting a radio set

with him "l broadcast what you said, sir, to all units. And | got an
answer from Colonel O Neil!" Kawal sky felt a smile stretch the skin on
his gritty face. "Excellent news!" Feretti nodded. "He said he's

headi ng here to join us ASAP." Kawal sky's shoulders rose a little

hi gher, as if a burden had been lifted. He was a mlitary man, too,
after all. Mybe he'd feel better with soneone around to give the
orders, too. Tense figures stood around the truck, all of them arned
with Stinger mssiles. The vehicle was half full of cased m ssiles,
about as many eggs as Kawal sky wanted to risk in one basket. It was tine



for this shiprment of antiaircraft missiles to head out to the forces
bei ng pounded by the attack gliders. The probl emwas, who was going to
take it? The truck was a soft, unarnored target, and if it went up, its

preci ous cargo woul d probably expl ode as well. Which wuld, as

Kawal sky' s vol unteer force now began to realize, cut down the driver's
al ready slimchances of survival. "Look, somebody's got to drive the
dammed thing," a Marine noncomm ssioned officer growed. "W can't send
it out on automatic pilot." The scattering of Marines and UMC nercs
couldn't neet his eyes. The noncomw ped his sweaty face. In a second
he'd have to order sonebody, not the best answer to a suicide mssion
when you're dealing with desperate nen with guns. "I'Il drive it," a

voi ce cane from overhead. A new team of two men were | aboring down the
steep sl ope, carrying another crate of missiles. The noncom exani ned the
vol unteer carefully. He was a UMC supervi sor rather than a fighting man,
and frankly, he | ooked |ike a blond, shaved gorilla. Well, half shaved.
The guy had pal e stubble all over his face, and salt stains were crusted
under the arnmpits of his shirt, "You sure you know how to handle a truck
this size?" the Marine asked dubiously. "Call ne Charlie," the

vol unteer said as he and his partner manhandl ed their crate down to the

level. Flexing big but sloping shoulders, Charlie advanced to the
Marine. "Drove a rig like this for a coupla years back honme in Texas,"
he said. "I can handle it." "And I'Il go along-ride shotgun." The
gray-clad with himstepped over to an open crate and renoved one of the
mssile tubes. "If you don't mind." Charlie turned abruptly to his
conpanion. "You don't have to do this, Sullivan." Sullivan merely

shrugged. "1 figure | can't screw things up much worse," he replied.
"I"'mconmng along for the ride." Charlie Mrris swore as he tronped on
the clutch, downshifting as sand sleeted fromunder the wheels of the
truck. Yes, he had driven one of these pigs, but back in Texas they'd
had paved roads, not dunes and wadis that curved crazily and had
treacherous surfaces. The only thing like a real road on this planet was
the truck route that UMC had bul |l dozed and planed. And that, as both
Morris and Sullivan knew, already |ooked Iike a war-surplus graveyard
after the enemy's attack gliders had gotten through with the vehicles
fleeing along it. "I still think you're crazy to conme along," he told
Sul l'ivan. The mercenary only shrugged. "What the hell. You want to live
forever?" H s flippancy faded. "That fella needed volunteers if they
were going to get these rockets out where they'll do some good. You saw
what happened to those poor Arny bastards by dawn's early light." The
two of them had gone to the plateau's edge with binoculars to try to
track the progress of the Arny caravan. Instead, they'd been treated to
a high-tech version of Custer's. Last Stand. At least their interest
had probably saved their lives. They were well outside the confines of
the UMC canmp when the enornmous pyram d ship had |anded. Both Mrris's
tent and Sullivan's lay under the acreage crushed by the spacecraft's
bul k. Morris shrugged. "I just felt | had to do sonmething. | nmean,
Lord knows | was busy enough hel ping to make this mess. Figured the
time had come to try to pull things out of the crapper.” "Wll, you
broke the ice back there. After you came forward, other guys began to
vol unteer to take trucks out."” Sullivan glanced over at the driver.
"I'"d say you were a big help." Mrris scowmed in enbarrassnent. "I

ain't no hero, you know. | just did what |I thought had to be done."
"Understood,"” Sullivan said. "You just drive, and |I'll shoot anything
that | ooks hostile." They'd given hima gun-Mrine issue-and he'd kept
the mssile he'd taken fromthe crate. If that wasn't enough, His

t houghts were interrupted as sonmething | arge and white flashed overhead.
It |ooked like a giant noth, or-no. It was one of those hawkshaped
fighter-bonmbers that had fl own out fromthe spaceship to target the Arny
vehicles. There was a flash that left dazzling afterimges in Sullivan's
eyes, and the sand ahead of the truck exploded in a pyrotechnic display.



Morris stared upward through the windshield, trying to catch sight of
their attacker. "He's whipped around and he's com ng back at us," he
reported. Sullivan gripped the tube containing the rocket and wondered
how much good he'd do with it, trying to shoot out the side w ndow of a
jouncing heavy truck. Mrris brought his foot down heavily on the gas,
the truck's wheels flinging sheets of dust as he sent the truck bearing

straight for the oncoming glider. It was as though he was pl aying
chicken with the attacking aircraft. "Get ready to hop off," he told
Sul l'ivan. "Why?" the nmerc asked. "You going to crash into hinP" Mrris

hit the gas again and twi sted the wheel. The truck seenmed to | eap aside
fromthe spot where it had been-the spot that the flier's blasters
turned to snoking glass an instant later. "You really are a hell of a
driver," Sullivan began. "Open your door-you're getting out in a
second,"” Morris interrupted. He dropped speed, sending the truck into a
slewing circle. "Now" he yelled. Sullivan had taken harder falls from
faster vehicles. He skidded lightly over a surface that felt like
sandpaper. There'd probably be some scrapes to tend tonorrowif he
survived that long. He rose on one knee, still holding the firing tube
for the mssile. Again, Mrris had swng the truck around so it was
charging straight for the approaching war glider. The two machines
seened to rush toward each other. Sullivan raised the weapon to his
shoul der. At the last nonment Morris nade the truck zigzag. The glider
didn't even fire. It overflew the truck-then the blast-cannon that hung
i ke engi ne nacelles under its wi ngs suddenly shifted position, tracked
the truck frombehind, and hit it. The tw n-energy bolts nust have both
| anded in the payl oad conpartnent, because the vehicle exploded with a
force that even Sullivan felt, hundreds of feet away. He had al ready
triggered his mssile. It lanced upward, hitting the udajeet right in
the central body where the pilot sat. The shock wave fromthe new bl ast
buf feted Sullivan, nearly knocking himflat. The glider veered off in a
gracel ess curve that intersected explosively with the top of a sand
dune. Sullivan pulled hinmself to his feet and started back in the
direction of the plateau and the pyram d. "One down," he said. Not to

put too fine a point on it, Gunnery Sergeant Rob Hilliard was bored out
of his mind. It was bad enough being a road-bl ock guard. But when the
road bl ock you were manning had no traffice passing ... Hlliard s

brother was with the Border Patrol, working on the checkpoint on the
mai n hi ghway just north of San Di ego. He checked the occasional truck
or car for illegal cargo or passengers. But at |east he was in the
outdoors, with a chance to inprove his tan. Hilliard was stationed at
the bottom of a hole in the ground where not too | ong ago, some bigass
rocket had been pointed at Moscow or some such city. The only
illumination came fromfluorescent strip |anps which gave everything and

everybody an off-green tinge. The hairs on the back of Hlliard s neck
stood up as energy seened to perneate the big chanber. "Incom ng," he
called, gesturing his six-man security teamto the far wall by the bl ast
doors. Countless repetition had reduced this to a drill |ike any other

They no longer hid behind the heavy steel door, but just stood there out
of the way. A gout of energy splurted fromthe ring of the StarGate,

t hen sucked back in a sort of liquid vortex, as if the gate were a gi ant
plug hole in sonebody's bath. Then the energy field stabilized to a
rippling glow bounded by the quartz ring. "Kinda early for anyone to be
com ng through," one of the guards said, glancing at his watch. Hilliard
shrugged. "Maybe they ended the STRI KE or whatever was goi ng on over
there, and are rolling early to make up for lost time." The nose of a
truck poked out of the gateway, seemingly covered in iridescence. Then

it snapped into reality, nearly running into the far wall. "Watch it
there, buddy," Hilliard called. The driver's face was pop-eyed and
gray-fleshed. He nust have had one hell of a ride. Hilliard s squad

stood in line abreast, facing one side of the truck. "You okay?"



Hlliard asked. Hi s answer came as a totaly inhuman head rose in the cab
beside the driver. It seened to be a sort of blackish-gold bird s head
that swiveled to ook at himw th greenish eyes. The olive-drab canvas
that covered the cargo end of the truck was torn | oose to reveal kilted
men with simlar hel met heads. They began | eveling what appeared to be
spears at the security team Dammation, Hilliard thought as he brought
up his rifle. A quick head count told himhe was al ready out nunbered,
and his force was under the eneny s guns rather than defilading the Star
Gate. As the shooting began, the sergeant was already falling back
toward the blast doors. Bullets whined and ricocheted off the truck's
body as what seened to be miniature bolts of lightning 'struck the
Marine guards. Hilliard flung hinself through the doorway and sl apped

the el ectronic control. The ponderous door began closing. Even as that
happened, the nonster-headed guards were |eaping fromthe truck. The
StarGate flashed, vonmting forth nore figures. Hilliard ainmed his gun
at the opening and fired rounds one-handed whil e snatching up a phone.

It imediately connected himto the officer of the day. "Intruder
alert!™ Hilliard yelled into the receiver. "StarGate-" Then a flash of
intolerable brilliance |anced through the still open blast door and took
him Hlliard s security teamwas not the sole defense of the StarGate

conpl ex. There were perinmeter guards, and a whol e platoon that slept in
uniformwith its boots on. This ready team was now roused, and, w ping
sleep fromtheir eyes, the defenders clutched their rifles and headed
down the hall toward the missile silo that housed the interworld
gateway. Then figures out of |egend appeared in the doorways lining the
hall, and the firefight was on, bullets against energy gouts. The
Marines had the advantage of numbers; the invaders had superior
technology. In the end it was the Marines who gave ground, their

of ficer screaming into his wal kie-talkie for backup. The intruder's
weapons gave them a trenmendous edge over the defense. A closed, |ocked
steel door was little nore than a delay to them to be blasted out at
the I ock or the hinges. But as the defenders pulled back, their nunbers
were augnented as off-duty guards came into the fight. They m ght not
be perfect in uniformsome nerely wore fatigue pants and T-shirts-but
they all brought rifles to the party. The incursion was held before the
intruders could reach the elevators to other levels. Mre bullets were
flying, and there really weren't that many bl ast-lances to neet them
The invaders from anci ent Egypt began to pull back, concentrating their
defenses on the access ways to the StarGate. A lieutenant intercepted a

detail of half-dressed Marines as they left their quarters. "You bunch
come with me," he curtly ordered. The noncom who'd been in charge of the
group glanced at the officer as the elevator stopped. "Sir? 1 thought

the fighting was on the floor below. " The |ieutenant gestured for
silence as he led the nen down a corridor, checking each room al ong the
way. Then he kicked open the door to what | ooked |ike a conference
room ducking back as a |ightning bolt snapped out at him "Figured

t hey' d have sonebody in here-there's a direct access to the StarGate
fromthis room', he said. The noncom detailed THREE nen to clear the
room One got fried, the other two succeeded in shooting down the

hawk- headed guard who had barri caded hi nmsel f behind the | ong desk that
made up nost of the rooms furniture. More blast-bolts came fromthrough
a doorway marked EXI T, which gave onto a stairway. "That's how our
friend got up here," the lieutenant said, pulling a grenade fromthe
front of his combat suit. He tossed it down the stairs. "Q@inney, | want
everybody back to the doorway." The |ieutenant stepped to the far wall
of the room a whiteboard setup surprisingly only dinpled by the
firefight that had gone on a mnute ago. Beside the board was a | arge
button. When the lieutenant pressed it, the witing surface rolled up
wi th a whine of heavy machinery. |t was backed by a thick steel plate,
and as it noved upward, it revealed a wi ndow. The gunnery sergeant



backed his people to the door, and the lieutenant took out another
grenade. A second later, he was running out of the room slanmming the
door. A dull boom rmarked the grenade's explosion, then they headed back
in. The roomwas snoky and much the worse for wear. But the wi ndow was
out. And overlooking the StarGate roomas it did, it allowed the
sergeant and his nen to catch the Egyptian defenders in the rear

CGeneral West was in the air, flying to Creek Muntain, when he received
word of the attack via the StarGate. "Lieutenant Jorgenson renenbered
that the conference room overl ooked the StarGate conplex, and led a
squad up there to take the intruders in the rear. Those who survived
have retreated through the gate." "How about our own nen?" the genera

i nquired. "Heavy casualties, sir." The general's |lips became a thin |line
under his nustache. "As soon as you get things reorganized there, |

want you to send a teamthrough the StarGate," he ordered. "W've got
to find out what's happening on Abydos." By the tinme he arrived, the
report dead line for the team had passed. There was no word fromthe
peopl e who' d passed through the gateway.

CHAPTER 19
TURKEY SHOOT

The suns of Abydos had risen higher, and shadows had grown scarce. It
seened as though the driver of the Sheridan tank that clanked to the
crest of the dune had given up trying to hide. The tank's turret kept
revolving as if on the | ookout for hostile fliers, and the fighting
vehicl e' s cannon tube was at maxi num el evati on. The gun tracked to the
right, and, as if on cue, one of the udajeet attackers came streaking in
fromthe left. Suddenly, human figures erupted fromthe sand, nost
aimng rifles at the lowflying glider. But two of the nen had stubby
green tubes which they raised and fired. The Stinger nissiles
disintegrated the udajeet in mdair. Sergeant diver Eakins dusted
hinself off with a grin. He was a | arge, powerful-Iooking black man
with closely cropped hair. "Got another one," he said. "That makes
THREE so far. Quess it's time to nove this show sonewhere el se." The
tank unbuttoned, and the sergeant in charge poked his head out of the
hatch. "Easy enough for you to say," he grunbled. "You' re not the one
who has to sit out as bait for those buzz-boys." Even as both of the nen
tal ked, their eyes kept scanning the sky. They had met only a coupl e of
hours ago. The sergeant's squad had nanaged to escape their APC alive
after one of the gliders blasted the treads off one side of the vehicle.
They' d been marching back to the base canp when the tank had encountered
them and they'd decided to pool their resources. The squad spread out
to offer warning of approaching gliders, and the tank would try to shoot
t hem down using the pintlenmunted .50-caliber nmachi ne gun mounted on the
turret roof. Their survival had been precarious at best. One udajeet
had strafed them though it had flown off after being danaged by

machi ne-gun fire. Still, neither sergeant would have bet on them making
it through the day until the mning truck had appeared out of nowhere.

It was driven by a Marine who frantically waved some of the infantrynen
over. "We're |loaded with antiaircraft missiles," the driver had call ed.
Two nmen in the back of the truck manhandl ed a crate off the tail board.
The canvas cover had been renpoved fromthe cargo area, and a third man
stood braced, scanning the sky, a rocket tube in his hands. He wore the
gray canouflage fatigues of UMC s mining police. "Follow the

i nstructions on the tube, and don't waste your shots," the driver

adnoni shed. "Head for the plateau, but don't go for the canp. Col one

O Neil is trying to reorganize us at the foot of the rise." "Col one

O Nei | ?" Eaki ns knew t he Marine Col onel was supposed to be the

second-i n-comrand of the Abydos Expeditionary Force. "Last we heard, he



was i nside Nagada." Eakins had refused to follow the Earthling practice
of calling the city Abbadabbaville. The Marine driver nodded. "Folks in
there let himout, and are sending help, too." Eakins |ooked surprised.
"The guys we were supposed to fight?" The Marine shrugged. "Hey, they
hate the people inside that pyranmid nore than they hate unt." The case
of missiles thunped to the sand. One of the | oaders tossed down a
crowbar. Eager soldiers broke the box open and began distributing the
contents anong the nmenbers of the squad. "Good hunting," the Marine said
as his nen retrieved the crowbar. "Reports from First Base say there are
a good fifty udajeets-that's what the locals call those glider

t hi ngs-flyi ng search-and-destroy on all vehicles." He glanced at the
tank pulled up in the shadow of a dune. "It's not healthy to hang
around arnor right now " Eakins patted the olive-drab tube in his hands.
"Maybe. O nmaybe we can make it unhealthy for any flying buzz-bonmb to

mess with them" He snmiled, a harsh, tight grin. "You tell your Col one
O Neil we'll be conmng in. Eakins hefted the Stinger nissile again. "And
we'll be | oaded for bear." Myving at the pace of a marching man didn't

give them a whol e [ ot of speed-especially since every good dune they
found, they'd stopped in, and play "Little Lost Tank and the Troopers
with Teeth." After their third kill, however, Eakins said, "W've got to
be close to First Base by now. " They crested the next rise to spot UMC s
m ni ng road-and farther out, Eakins saw the eroded rock of the plateau
rising out of the sands. Topping that was the bulk of the hostile
spaceship, gleamng in the sun where the StarCGate pyram d had been. "So
that's where they went," the tank conmander said grinmy. "And there's
where we want to be," Eakins said, pointing to activity on the sands

al nrost at the base of the ridge of rock, alnost directly bel ow where the
ship had | anded. "Damm it, but | think this Colonel O Neil wants to try
a counterattack," Eakins said. The pyram d ship had made himrun; its
unearthly blasts and its udajeets had made himscared. For the chance
to get back at them dIlie Eakins would cheerfully march across hot sand
and a dangerous road. Besides, he wanted to see if any other of the
scratch outfits developing on this battlefield had done better than

bl owi ng away THREE udaj eets. After a brief consultation, the |eaders of
t he war band decided on a straight rush down the dune, across the road,
skirting the burned-out weckage of yet another dead APC, then up to the
crest of the next tall dune they could find. By then they should at

| east be in visual contact with O Neil's force. The foot sol diers broke
into a trot, pounding down the face of the dune, then out onto the road.
Wth a clank of gears, the tank followed. They were out in the open
conpl etely naked, when one of the infantrynen stared up into the sky and
cried, "Udajeet!" Eakins whirled, trying to unship the mssile tube he
carried. Oher men were doing the same, funbling their weapons into
firing position. The udajeet slashed down at them from out of the sky.
Then, fromthe top of the dune they were aimng for, cane a bl ast of
energy and a rush of a missile. Both struck the onconing glider, which
flipped in mdair, skimmed the dune that Eakins and conpany had j ust
vacat ed, then crashed and expl oded in the sands beyond. | ncredul ous

sol diers stared as boys in Abydan honespun waved them on. Mre of the
young nen dashed across the sands, apparently going to investigate the
crash site. "You're inside the defense perineter," the kid who' d waved
said in careful English. "Wiy are you going to check the crash?" Eakins
asked. The young militiaman waved a spear-I|i ke weapon. Eakins realized
that it rmust be a |l ess powerful version of the blaster-nacelles on the

gliders. "Many of the pilots carry these," he said. Wth a snile the
young man gl anced at the tank churning its way up the hill. "But
think Colonel O Neil will be very glad to see your weapons, too." On the

bridge of Ra's Eye, Hathor scowl ed at the tactical display. Yet another
of the far-ranging red sparks representing her udajeets had di sappeared.
"The invaders were dying like ants under our feet," she nuttered,



glaring at the shifting troop distributions. "How could they so
suddenly be smashing our gliders fromthe skies?" "Lady Captain, our
pilots report that the groundlings are firing sone sort of
rocket - weapons, " one of the bridge crew said. "Qur pilots have suprenely
maneuverabl e, extrenely fast aircraft,” Hathor snapped. "Surely they
can stay out of the way of a few primtive rockets!" "The eneny targets
them as they come in on blaster runs,"” the crewran said. "Then our
peopl e shoul d attack at higher altitudes instead of dropping on top of
their targets and into the sights of these rocket-weapons." The crewran

paused. "Lady Captain," he said, our pilots are not used-" "The fools
aren't used to dealing with any opponents who m ght shoot back!"™ Hathor
cut himoff in a rage. "What they are used to is flying | ow over

fellahin, scaring the ka out of them and herding themfor their
masters."” Hathor's fists were clenched so tightly, her short nails were
tearing holes in her palms. |If she just had a few of her veterans from
t he Orbos canpai gn! They'd flown agai nst nore sophi sticated weapons
than these, and defeated the warriors who carried them She grimaced.
But that training, that skill-those nunbers-had been dust for eight

t housand years. Now the Cat had to fight this battle with the resources
she had available. She turned in concern to the hol ogram again. "How
many of our udajeets are still in action?' she asked. "Lady Captain-"
This time the unwilling answer cane from one of the scanner operators.
"Fromour reports and scans, |1'd estimate we've lost fifty percent of
our air forces." "Half of our udajeets?" Hathor said in shock. She'd

al l owed herself to be distracted by the fighting at the StarGates-both
here and on Earth. The thrust to the honmeworld of the invaders had been
an overreaching nove, she had to adnit to herself. She'd hoped for nore
i nformati on about this planet of wild fellahin, but it seemed that those
studying the StarGate had consigned it to a hole deep within the ground.
In the end she'd recalled her attack force, and was appalled at the

| osses they'd taken on their reconnaissance. |If not for the fact that

t he Horus guards who'd searched the rest of the pyram d were avail abl e
as a reserve, they mght not have been able to destroy the counterthrust
that arrived fromEarth. Even so, the |losses to her scanty ground forces
nmerely underscored her problens. Hathor |acked the strength in VWarriors
even to sweep the plateau free of invaders. And the enemy was taking
advant age of that weakness. She | ooked |ong and hard at the steadily
coal essing collection of green sparks at the foot of the docking

pl ateau. The rocky cliff protected themfromdirect observation, and as
she'd al ready di scovered, the weapons of the secondary batteries could
not be depressed far enough to bring theminto their field of fire. But
what coul d whoever was assenbling these forces hope to acconplish? Ra's
Eye was invul nerable to attacks nounted with such weapons as they m ght
have. They might as easily hope for a sandstormto help wear the
battlecraft's quartz armor away. The situation was degenerating into a
stalemate. The Earthlings' primtive arsenal precluded the expectation
of serious attack. But Hathor could STRIKE at the invaders only by
exposi ng the udajeets to primtive weapons whi ch had proven surprisingly
effective. O course, she could recall her gliders, button up, and | eave
the invaders to their own devices. She had cut their comunications with
Earth by seizing the StarGate. But if those on Earth were willing to
accept the high casualties resulting froma really determ ned push, they
m ght recapture the Abydos side of the gate and di scover just how weak
Hat hor was when it came to manpower. Al so, her hopes of inflicting a

bl ockade on the eneny had di med as she'd digested the reports of a
large force of infantry joining the invaders. Udajeet pilots had al so
reported that Nagada seened to be in the midst of an evacuation. The

i nvaders wouldn't starve if the locals could feed them That neant
canpi ng over the StarGate until the Earthlings' machinery gave out-too
long a wait, given the volatile situation on Tuat and the fief worlds.



Hat hor had to get back quickly with the definitive news that Ra was
dead. Unhappily, she contenplated the possibility of |eaving Abydos but
keepi ng the planet out of the Earthlings' hands. She could lift off,
armthe main battery, and turn that weaponry | oose on the plateau. The
very heavy blasters could slag the pyranid and destroy the StarGate.
Wth luck, the main battery sal vos woul d even enconpass the destruction
of that worrisone force at the base of the plateau. Hathor could then
return to establish herself over the rival godlings on Tuat, and then

at some unspecified time, deploy sufficient force to bring Abydos to
heel. Wth Abydos quelled, there would then be time to restore StarGate
conmuni cations. Then it would be Earth's turn. A possible scenario, but
very ... extrene. Too many variables arose. Could Ptah and the
techni ci ans avail abl e today restore an entire StarGate connection? From
the work she'd seen on the refitting of Ra's Eye, the answer to that
guesti on was dubi ous at best. How long could she devote to establishing
her position as enpress? THREE nonths hadn't been enough to ensure her

| eadership asRa's regent. Let the fellahin of Abydos live wild for too
I ong, and she'd be forced to exterm nate the popul ati on of the whole

pl anet. Hathor forced her hands to relax, considering with dismy the

bl oody half noons created by her fingernails digging into the flesh. She
had not cone up with a solution to her problens. She'd needed tinme to
think, to seek other options. Before that, however ... Hathor turned to
her bridge crew. "Recall the udajeets," she ordered. Adam Kawal sky and
a picked conpany of Marines lay low in the dug-in enmplacenents of

Fi rebase THREE, waiting for a target worth shooting at. He and Col one

O Neil had both suspected that the firebase and the edge of the plateau
were safe fromthe flying pyranmid s energy weapons. Fromtheir

exam nati on of both the spear-blasters and the bl ast-cannon, they saw
that a barrel was necessary for these weapons. Such a requirenent woul d
doubtl ess apply to the heavi er weapons aboard the ship fromRa's enpire.
But the very shape of the battlecraft, with its receding walls, would
argue against the ability to direct fire to the very foot of the
pyram d. That was al nost where Firebase THREE was. Then, too, both

Kawal sky and O Neil renenbered how the udaj eets had been handl ed during
their first battle against a spaceship. The attack gliders had not
operated i ndependently, but had docked on the nother ship. Sooner or

| ater, they believed, the same woul d happen with this heavier flight of
gliders. When they returned, they would be Kawal sky's target of

opportunity. Till then Kawal sky and his chosen few remai ned hi dden
beneat h sand, canoufl age netting, and broiling heat, waiting.
"Lieutenant," Feretti asked, "you think they' Il cone back by eveni ng?
mean, you wouldn't think it would do nuch good, trying to chase people
in the dark." "Feretti, | have no idea what w |l happen by evening,"
Kawal sky admitted. "Although | do hope it gets a little cool er around

here." He wi ped sweat off his face and took a sip of tepid water from
his canteen. Even the plastic his |ips touched seenmed warned by the

sun. "I'mnot saying | want themto cone by night," Feretti quickly
said. "That would just make our job harder, right, Sir? No, | w sh they
woul d cone sooner instead of later. To tell you the truth, Sir, | got a

problemwi th waiting for things." Kawal sky hid a grin. "Really,
Corporal? You couldn't tell it by talking to you." "Well, Sir, you
know, | try not to advertise," Feretti went on, conpletely unaware of
the officer's "But if it's a case of sooner or later" sarcasm |ater-"
H s nmonol ogue was interrupted by a series of shots into the air fromthe
dune crests that marked the outer perinmeter of ONeil's force. "That's
from Skaara's boys, warning us that the udajeets are incomng," Feretti
said. "Right," Kawal sky replied laconically. "Looks |like you get your
wi sh, Corporal -sooner rather than later.” In monments the flight of

udaj eets came cl ose enough that the hidden nmen could see its approach
The gliders noved in a large, ragged formation, as if the pilots were



unused to flying together-or too many wi ngmen had been shot down. To
Kawal sky they | ooked like a big, sloppy flock of hom ng pigeons
returning to their coops instead of the hawk-1like killing machi nes
they'd been earlier this norning. There was sonething tentative,
nervous about their flying. The lieutenant realized they were keeping a
much higher altitude, trying to stay above Stinger range. His usually
good-natured face took on a wol fish cast as he grinned. They'd have to
cone down close if they wanted to dock. On his first visit to Abydos,
Kawal sky had been forced to endure repeated aerial attacks from udajeets
whil e trapped outside the StarGate pyranmid. Half of Skaara's friends,
the original boy commandos, had died in that slaughter. Kawal sky had
prom sed hinmself that woul d never happen to troops under his comand
again. Now he was going to make that prom se stick. The udajeets
snoothly lost altitude, aimng for the starship's open | aunch decks.
Kawal sky's people were aimng, too. He' d carefully detail ed sections of
t he anmbush party. Sonme would go for the vanguard, others for the w ngs.
Kawal sky hinsel f was ai m ng dead center. Stepping into the open, he
tracked his first target with his mssile tube, noved slightly ahead,
and ... "Fire!" he shouted, triggering his own nissile. Stingers
slashed up into the bellies of the docking craft, weaking havoc anong

t he unsuspecting pilots. Wngs blew off, bodies went flying, gliders
crashed into each other as they attenpted to peel out of formation

Kawal sky cal my picked up his second tube and ai med. Above, sone of the
glider pilots attenpted to maintain their vectors and |land. Those were
probably the wi se ones-wise to get out of the way. O her udajeet pilots,
stung by the attack, went into w de, banking turns to overfly the ambush
site and return fire. Instead, they ran into a virtual hedgehog of
mssile fire fromthe troops concentrated at the base of the plateau
Several of the woul d-be counterattackers were knocked out of the sky.

O hers swng w de, hoping to cone to the docking bays froma safer
direction. And one unfortunate pilot, the body of his glider burning in
hellish colors, swept over the anbush site at speed, trying to bring his
dying bird into the sanctuary of the pyramd ship. "Hold your firel™
Kawal sky ordered crisply. "I think that sucker will make nore trouble
for theminside than if we bring it down." The pilot nust have been one
of the better udajeet fliers. Despite the flames, the trailing snoke,
and the wavering of his craft, he steered straight for one of the open
bay doors. It was alnpst a perfect landing. Alnost. At the very |ast
second, just as the pilot was braking the glider, one wi ng dipped. The
Wi ngti p caught about a foot bel ow the opening, and the

udaj eet cartwheel ed across the |launching deck. It was as if the
Earthlings had sent a killer rocket with a twenty-foot w ngspan-and it
had penetrated the ship's arnor. A godawful explosion shuddered the
entirety of the huge pyramid. A gout of flanme vomited fromthe deck's

open hatchway, along with pieces of udajeet silural. Inits fina
throes their dying swan had taken along a couple of other gliders for
conpany. "Down and cover your asses, nen!" Kawal sky yelled. He hinself

junped into the earthworks in case sone of the burning weckage tunbling
down the front of the golden starship should cone ricocheting this way.
But as he burrowed in the dirt, there was a smile on Adam Kawal sky's
face. Death might conme at any tine today, in many ways. But Kawal sky
woul d di e happy. He'd nade a promise to hinself, and he'd kept it. He'd
made the udaj eets pay.

CHAPTER 20
ALTERCATI ONS AND REPAI RS

Not all the udajeets caught in the fusilade of Stinger mssiles crashed



and burned. Several pilots came down in |andings that were hard for
their craft but successful in that nost personal of criteria-they
survived. They staggered to the base of Ra's Eye, screaming into the
communi cators built into their Horus masks. Some were burned, sone were
bl eeding. A few lucky, uninjured pilots had the presence of mind to
take their blast-lances along. Not that their weapons woul d | eave
anyt hi ng but scratches on the adamanti ne gol den quartzose nmaterial that

made up the hull. But at |east they could protect themselves in the
case of ground attack. Kawal sky had dug hinself out again and was on the
radio to O Neil with the main body of troops below. "There are maybe a

hal f - dozen pilots who managed to wal k away after bringing their gliders
down, " he said. "They seemto be congregated at the front of the ship,
around about the centerline. Around about where the entrance hall would
be on the stone pyramd inside." "Are they trying to nake sone sort of
stand?" O Neil asked. "Fromthe way they're banging on the wall wth
their spear butts,"” Kawal sky said, excitenent quickening his voice, "I'd
say they were expecting to be let in." "Kawal sky, we're conmng with
everything we can push up this slope.” O Neil's voice sounded pretty
excited, too. "if they open a door up there, you do everything you can
to keep it open till we arrive." In one of the | owest passages aboard
Ra's Eye, a female crewtechnician named Naila stared fearfully at the
warrior confronting her. He had not activated his hel net mask, but his
naked face, grimand coldly furious, frightened her nore than any
rendition of the Horus hawk. The nman's eyes seened al nost as deadly as
the tip of the blastlance he ained at her. "The the | ady captain, she
has given orders that none of the ground-side hatches are to be opened,"
Nai |l a said, faltering. The warrior's control slipped. "Ammit eat your
soul! That's ny brother out there! W were both taken into Ra's
service-and we both pledged our fealty to Apis. That's who | swore ny
oath to, not sone bitch who doesn't care about her own people!" He
glared at Naila. "Wat about you? Did you swear fealty to Ptah or to
bl oody- handed Hat hor ? Thi nk hard-because if you didn't swear yourself to
her, you wouldn't want to die for her, would you?" The tip of the

bl ast-1 ance poked painfully into

Naila's mdriff. She stepped back, eyes wide, nmouth dry. "Now open that
door! | may not know how to operate it, but | know how to operate
this." He gave her another painful prod. "Last warning," the warrior
grow ed, tightening his grip on the trigger mechanism Her face a

grayi sh-pale color, Naila turned to the bank of photosensitive controls
where the door would form Her fingers stunbled for a second, and she
had to start over. The second tinme around, however, the correct code was
entered. The bionorphic systemof the quartz-crystal shifted to a new
lattice structure. And where a wall had once stood there was now a
doorway. "It's happened! 1t's happened!" Kawal sky called into his
radio. "A door has opened in the eneny ship!" He and his picked band
burst from Firebase THREE, assault rifles at the ready. Mdst of the
stranded pilots were too busy gaining entrance to the ship to pay
attention to anything else. But a couple of the healthier escapees
turned around, leveling their blast-lances. Bullets met energy-bolts,
and fighters fromboth sides went down. "Don't let themclose the damed
door!" Kawal sky yelled to his nen. One of themstill carried a Stinger
He prinmed the nissile and sent it through the opening. Sparks and flane
glittered in the interior. Kawal sky turned at the racket of a heavy

i nternal -conbustion engi ne behind him One of his nen had clinbed
aboard an abandoned bul | dozer. "Let's see "emclose it with this stuck
in the way," the Marine how ed over the roar of the engine. Sw nging
jerkily around, the earthnover lurched toward the portal in the quartz.
The surviving Horus guards concentrated their fire on the advancing
machi ne, but the Marine driver kept the bull dozer's bl ade interposed



bet ween hinself and the guards' blast-bolts. The heavy-duty stee

gl owed and fused as flares of energy hit it, but nothing canme through
Ra's bl astlances were designed nore for man-killing than denolition
wor k. The bulldozer hit the thin, tall doorway with a crash, slew ng
around as its bl ade caught on one side. The Marine who' d been
controlling the machine junped fromthe driver's seat as the defenders
inside the pyramid ship finally got shots at him judging fromthe
choked screans inside, the earthmover had nanaged to nail sonmeone

agai nst a wall. Kawal sky and his team swarned over the bulldozer |ike
nmonkeys- heavily arned nonkeys-firing away. The defense nelted. One or
two bl astlances were still in action against them then one ... then

none. Wen Kawal sky finally led the way inside the spaceship, however,
he did find a single Horus guard. At least, he figured the man was a
guard. He was sturdily built but had no hawk nmask. Instead his face
showed terror as he supported a pal e-faced girl beside a panel of
glowing lights. The man held up her hand to the panel, shouting at her
pl eading with her, in a | anguage that Kawal sky didn't understand. But it
didn't matter what he said, unless this ship was equi pped with one of

t hose magi c cof fins Dani el Jackson had nentioned. The girl was quite
obvi ously dead. Hathor was still reeling fromthe enormity of their
losses in the air war when news of the |atest disaster came in. Barely
twenty-five percent of her udajeets had survived after the Earthlings
ambush. The air forces she'd tried to conserve with her call-back order
had been sl ashed in half again within sight of safety. Not only that,
but the better part of one of the pyram d' s upper decks had been
devastated thanks to the crashing glider. Control circuitry had been
damaged, and her technicians weren't even sure they'd be able to get the
cover panels to seal off the l|aunching bays. She shuddered. If that
happened, it would nmean cruising space with an entire deck open to
vacuum The bridge, higher up toward the apex of the pyram d, would be
effectively cut off fromthe rest of the ship. Then had cone the news
that they had anot her problemw th openings in the ship. "Lady Captain,"
one of the scanner crew reported in a tight, frightened voice, "we have

a hull breach at ground level." "What?!" Hathor's voice was deadly as
she questioned the unfortunate technician. "How could that be? The
i nvaders haven't the weapons to tear holes in our hull. And anything

that coul d damage us so badly woul d have been felt." Unless, she

t hought, the udajeet crash was nerely a cover for sone sort of nine
operation. She pushed that thought aside. Wo could plan for an
accidental crash like that? The scanner technician's voice becane nore

choked. "The breach wasn't caused by action fromw thout, Lady Captain.
It appears the nmain portal was opened-" "| gave orders that al
ground-si de apertures were to remain closed.” Hathor's voice was qui et

but charged with fury. "Who was down there to open the portal ?" "Nail a,
one of the damage-control crew, was checking sone circuits down on the

| owest levels." The technician drew a deep breath. "There were
surviving udajeet pilots outside-" "I'maware of that," Hathor said
coldly. "But I'malso aware that an open portal is |like an open
invitation to the scum down on the sands to conme and nake a try for the
StarGate. Have you been able to seal the portal ?" Sweat beads appeared
on the technician's upper lip. "W've been attenpting, Lady Captain,

but there appears to be sonething caught in the openi ng-sonething
substantial." "You're saying the portal is blocked?" Hathor denanded.
"Have you checked for boarders?" As she watched the results of the
technici an's scan, both of themwent pale. Hathor activated the

conmuni cator. "All warriors," she said. "This includes all udajeet
pilots. Collect small arnms and prepare to repel boarders. | repeat,
repel boarders. Boarders detected in | owest |level of the ship. StarGate
guards, retain your positions. Beware of possible attacks."” At the sane
nmonent the external scan technician called out, "Lady Captain, the eneny



forces at the base of the plateau-they' re clinbing up." Hathor swing
around to the tactical display. |If that mass of manpower got aboard,
her avail abl e foot soldiers would not be able to handle them "CGunnery!"
she called in desperation. "Secondary batteries, full depression
Continuous fire." "Lady Captain," a thin, precise voice returned over

t he conmmuni cations link, "our calculations showed that we coul d not
target the eneny host."” "I want interdiction fire," Hathor said. "Your
sal vos shoul d conme close enough to the Iip of the ridge to discourage
that rabble fromclinbing up here." | hope, she said in her heart.
"Secondary batteries, firing," her gunnery officer replied. Streaks of
light appeared on the tactical display, indicating where the batteries
had fired. But the coverage was weak, spotty, as if only half the

avail abl e bl asters were firing. "GQunn-" she began, but the precise voice
of Thoth's former servant was already reporting. "Lady Captain," the
gunnery officer said, "it appears our fire-control circuitry is
defective. Al batteries above Launching Deck Four are not responding."
Launchi ng Deck Four-where the udajeet had crashed. "Danage Contr ol
switch to backup circuits,” Hathor barked. "Lady Captain," a fearfu

voi ce cane over the conmunicator, "there is no backup. |In the press of
refitting-" In the press of refitting, Ptah thought he'd have me one
last tinme-in a nmetaphorical sense. The | ook on Hathor's face made
several of her crew nenbers flinch. "Damage Control, see if you can
repair the danaged fire-control circuits. @Qunnery, you'll have to cover
twi ce as nuch space with half as nmany guns." Hathor was torn between a
wi sh to retch and a desire to smash sonet hi ng-anyt hing. But she could
do neither. As captain of the ship, she was stuck on the bridge. Ah,

Pt ah, she thought, if-when-I get back, | will deal with you personally,
painfully, and for a long, long tinme. Here and there discharges of
energy tore at the ridgeline that marked the stony pl ateau's descent
into the sands below. For the nost part, however, the huge
battlecraft's blaster batteries could not aimat a steep enough angle to
interdict the ways up-or even reach them Still, the pyrotechnic effect
was enough to quell even the nost ardent spirits, much | ess nmen whose
units had al ready been drubbed and shattered. O Neil came up with a
force of volunteers-a |large smattering of Skaara's boy mlitia,
stiffened with Marines. Daniel Jackson acconpanied him as did Sha' uri.
As they reached the top of the plateau, the very air seened ionized.
Ozone tore at O Neil's nose. He wal ked across the dead zone in the
ship's killing field to a portal bl ocked open by a still running
bul | dozer. One of the Marines ran up to turn the machine off. Then they
were inside the spaceship. The walls were of the same gol den quartz,
but it seened rougher in texture, dull. "I think we've found ourselves
down in steerage class," Daniel said. "The decor was so much nicer in
Ra's flying palace." "OF course,” O Neil replied, "we never saw the
engi ne room down there, either. | can tell you for sure the dungeons
were on the unpl easant side." A sand-colored figure stepped out from
agai nst one of the rough walls. "I'mon your side," Kawal sky sai d.
"What's the situation, Lieutenant?" O Neil asked. "We' ve nade a quick
reconnai ssance agai nst grow ng resistance," Kawal sky reported. "This
main hall |eads straight to the entrance hall for the StarGate, but
there's a good-sized force of Horus guards dug in there. W' ve also

di scovered access to the next level up. As for the rest of this deck
it's cut up like a maze. And the other side knows the ground better
than we do. The guards don't seemto be naking direct assaults.

Instead, sone try to deny access to certain areas, while infiltrating
behi nd us to ambush small grouPs. "Let's see what we can see,” O Nei

deci ded. The assault party nosed its way down the main hall, checking
every side corridor. Daniel hung behind when he saw a plate inscribed
wi t h hi erogl yphyics seemingly set into a wall. Sha' uri stayed with him

as did a pair of Skaara's nilitia boys. "I barely understand a word of



this,” Sha'uri said. "That's because these are some kind of techtal k

hi er ogl yphics," Daniel finally concluded. "It appears to be
instructions for electrical circuitry supposedly inside the wall-" H's
schol arly disquisition abruptly ended with the sound of a death rattle
from behind. Husband and wife turned to find one of their erstwhile
guards already dead, the other expiring in the death grip of a Horus
guard. Sha'uri whi pped out her pistol. The guard dropped the nurdered
boy and whi pped up his blast-lance. It had all happened to Dani el

before. Sha'uri had tried to defend himw th her gun; the Horus guard
had bl asted her. But here there was no sarcophagus of quick healing. O
if there was, Daniel had no idea where it was. He | aunched hinself into
a wild tackle, smashing the | ance aside. Energy gouted out in a wld
shot, and the echoing blast of the pistol filled Daniel's ears. He was
goi ng down, knocking the Horus guard to the floor. Daniel wenched the
bl ast-1ance free. There was no resistance. As Daniel rose, he saw why.
There was a bullet hole in the guardsman's chest. Daniel turned to
Sha'uri. She was frowning at him "You could have gotten killed!" "I
knocked his spear away. "Not fromhim" Sha'uri said, |ooking
frightened. "Fromnme! M bullet must have gone just past your head!"
"Did it?" Daniel frowned, trying to renenmber. "l guess | didn't notice.
There were other things on ny mnd." Wen the couple caught up with the
mai n group, Daniel was carrying the blast-lance and a rifle slung over
his shoulder. Sha'uri carried the other boy's rifle and her pistol. The
processi on had stopped because yet another Horus guard had anbushed the
point men. A black man in Arny fatigues with sergeant's stripes |ay dead
on the floor. So did another of Skaara's nilitia. The main group had
conme up intime to riddle the guardsman with bullets. "I think whoever's
conmandi ng this tub has personnel problems,” O Neil finally said. "That
guy seened to be fighting just fine," Kawal sky objected. "So did the guy
who nearly killed Sha'uri and ne," Daniel added. "Individually, these
guys are formdable,” O Neil agreed. "But there don't seemto be nany
of them | began to suspect it when there wasn't an infantry sweep to
cl ear out our base canp." "That woul d have been standard operating
procedure Kawal sky adnitted.""lInstead, we were allowed to save equi prent
and reconcentrate sone of our forces, while the enenmy tried to harry us
with airpower."” O Neil frowned. "I'll bet nobst of the ground pounders
on this ship went to take the StarGate-and they're still holding it."
"And the rest are playing guerrilla war with us, trying to pick us off
one by one." Kawal sky | ooked disgusted. "That's only if we play their
gane," O Neil said. "O, we could nake them play ours." "How?" Dani el
wanted to know. "We head sonepl ace where they have to stand and fi ght
us," ONeil replied. "W've seen that things at the bottomof this ship
seem on the grungy side. That leads nme to believe that the bridge is
probably up near the top." He checked his rifle. "Shall we go and find
out?" They'd risen nore |levels than Daniel wanted to count. Kawal sky
and O Neil clinmbed |like machines. Skaara scanpered up with a boy's
boundl ess energy. Daniel grimy forced hinself up a step at a tinme. And
Sha' uri wasn't about to be left behind. Some nore nmenbers of the assault
team had been | ost, but several surviving nenbers had picked up

Ra-t echnol ogy bl aster weapons from dead crew warriors. O Neil had been
right about two things. The accommopdati ons had gotten nicer the higher
they went. And the defense nounted by the Horus guards had grown
fiercer. The attackers had just passed through a deck with inhabited
crew s quarters, after clinbing through several floors where the
apartments had been enpty, neglected, and dusty. Daniel could snell
destruction wafting down the stairs fromthe deck above. He caught the
stench of snoke, seared metal, and a pungent chemical odor. They
mounted the stairs to find a flight deck in ruin. Burned-out hul ks of
udaj eets stood stranded in slimy pools of chenical foam The flanmes nust
have been fierce enough to affect the quartz-crystal that nade up the



wall's, ceiling, and floors. |In parts it was discol ored, even cracked.
One wall showed discol oration around the spreadeagl ed sil houette of a
human figure. "This nust be where the glider crashed,” Daniel said. "At
least it's pretty nuch open space except for the structural supports,”
Kawal sky joked. "Sort of like a nunicipal parking lot." But even as he
spoke, Horus guards materialized from behind several of the wecks,
aimng blast-lances at the intruders. "Dam!" Kawal sky conpl ai ned, "I
hate when they do that!" The hawk-headed guards had set up their anmbush
wel . They'd caught the raiders away fromthe stairs, out in the open
And there were nore of the Horus guards. As O Neil had predicted, the
eneny was assenbling nmore and nore warriors to stand and fight. But
there still weren't enough to stand before the nunbers of the invaders.
O Neil and Kawal sky |l ed Marines and mlitia kids in flanking novenents,
their bullets and blast-bolts driving the masked warriors back. Even in
victory, however, Daniel noticed that O Neil |ooked puzzled. "Wy were
t hese guys fighting so hard over a wecked deck?" he asked. "Maybe

we' ve been using this particular stairway too |ong," Kawal sky suggest ed.
"So they've been getting prepared for us." "Let's find a new way up,"

O Neil'said. They set off nore carefully across the open, scorched
deck-point guard, flankers, the main body following with their guns
ready. The Horus guards fell back sullenly, sniping with their

bl ast-1ances. O Neil frowned. "They're trying to draw us in that
direction.” He nodded after the retreating warriors. "Straight into
anot her anbush, " Kawal sky said. "Which way do we go instead?" O Nei
chose a direction at random and. the raiders set off. But Daniel

| agged behind, his attention caught by another of those plaques wth

hi er ogl yphi c technical notes. But this one was on the floor, cracked
and hal f-incinerated by one of the larger structural nenbers, Did this
nmean that the circuits which had been behind it were now reveal ed?
Dani el stepped around the thick pillar-to encounter an equally surprised
Horus guard standing with his blast-lance grounded. The masked warri or
rai sed his weapon, but Daniel funbled his into place and fired. The
guard fell back, blasted. Then Daniel noticed a dimnutive fenale
techni ci an working on the open circuitry. She whirled around,
screamng. The tool in her hand, a bionorphic piece of quartz-crystal
cycl ed through several changes as she faced him Daniel felt he had no
choice. He fired his blastlance again, and the technician was gone.
Then he turned the energy weapon on the exposed circuits. | don't know
what these do, Daniel thought as he triggered blast after blast into the
i nconmprehensible circuitry. But whatever hurts this ship helps us. On
the bridge of Ra's Eye, Hathor cane to a decision. Her guards coul dn't
stop the incursion of the boarders. But there was another way to handl e
the problem The eneny was already on the deck that woul dn't sea

agai nst vacuum "Recall all warriors from Launch Deck Four," she
ordered. "Lady Captain, there is also a technician-" "Notify al
personnel!'" Hathor said shortly. "Damage-control crews will seal the

area." Then Ra's Eye would lift off, rise high enough, and the boarders
woul d cease to encunber the ship-because they woul d cease to be able to
breathe. At the sane time the ship's nain batteries would vaporize the
pl at eau supporting the StarGate pyram d, the invaders sheltering there,
and, of course, the StarGate itself. The situation had becone
sufficiently extreme to nmerit the extrene solution. "Engines, prepare
lifting drive." Ra's Eye began to shudder as the |anding cl anps unl ocked
fromthe stone pyram d bel ow them "Qunnery, start energizing main
batteries."” "Damage control, prepare to seal off the deck." Hathor stood
very straight. "On ny order, she said. Energy and informtion hunmed
through the ship. But at a critical junction about hal fway between the
bri dge and the engine room the control circuitry had been bl asted and
scranbl ed. Machi ne-l anguage orders were |l ost or m srouted. Energy
junped circuits. On the bridge, indicators began show ng threatening



fluctuations. Warning sirens began their how. The ship was no | onger
shudderi ng but bucking wildly. "Lady Captain,” the navigation crewran
said, her face going pale. "The engines-they're attenpting to respond
to extraordi nary power drains. Energy is being routed to systens with no
power needs." Her hands fluttered over the photosensitive controls,

whi ch began di nming, then increasing to glaring with apparently no
logic. "The systens won't-1 can't-" The young woman shouted into her
conmuni cat or: "Engi nes, shunt all power from SB-291 Do it now, before we
have-" The lights in the bridge died, as did the hol ographic tacti cal

di splay. Hathor finished the sentence: "-A power cascade." The hol ogram
was gone, and there was only the di m phosphorescence of the energency
bridge controls. Yet sonmehow Hat hor saw an inmage, half a face that had
an unhealthy glow, giving her an eerie half snile and a farewell. It was
the |l ast face she'd seen on Tuat. It was Ptah

CHAPTER 21

TO THE VICTOR ... The sound of Daniel's blaster-bolts brought the main
body of the boarding party back at a run, weapons at the ready. They
found hi mstanding over two corpses, firing into an opening in the
usual |y seam ess crystalline quartz that formed the decks, walls, and
ceilings of the enornous spacecraft they'd i nvaded. Wthin the opening,
the crystal lattice showed a conmplex pattern of veins. At least it had
bef ore Daniel's blast-lance had gotten to work. Now the tracery of veins
was spall ed and fused. "W thought you'd gotten anmbushed," Kawal sky
said. "But it |ooks like the other way around." Sha'uri stared fromthe
sprawl ed guard to the fried technician. "You shot her?" she asked.

Col onel Jack O Neil nudged the dead worman's hand with the toe of his
boot, and the tool she'd been clutching dropped to the deck. It was a
pi ece of the bionorphic crystal that supported so rmuch of Ra's

technol ogy. But the reconbinant lattice structure had taken the shape
of a cutter, its blade vibrating at nearly hypersoni c speed. The col one
pi cked up the inplenment and scored a line in the usually inpenetrable
crystal of the floor. "lmagine what it would have done

to flesh and bone," he said. After a nonment's searching, he |located the
controls and stilled the blade, slipping it into his pocket. "Show s
over," he said. "Let's find-" The deck beneath their feet began to
quiver. And inside the circuit board, junction box-whatever it was-veins
in the golden tracery began to glow. It was |like watching a m croscopic
I ight show as energy inpul ses rippled and flashed through the tiny
filaments. But as the energy pul ses encountered the bubbled and fused
nmess that Daniel had created, they cycled madly, diverted fromtheir
proper paths. The fairy lights flashed and blinked as circuits began to
overl oad. Sone of the veins went fromgold to red, |ooking Iike the
heating filaments inside a toaster. The whol e construction they stood

wi thin began to shake harder. Heat began wafting out of the circuit

box. Al npbst unconsciously the nmenbers of the raiding party stepped
back. The glinmering of the wecked circuits took on a glaring hue.
Sparks began to fly. An irregular rhythm punctuated the trenbling of
the pyramd ship, as if the floor beneath themwere trying to buck them
of f. The boarders stunbled away, and just in time. An arc of energy
spat out of the opening with alnmost the force of a blast-bolt. Kawal sky
glared at Daniel. "What did you do?" he demanded. Daniel was trying to
put as much space between himand the flaring circuits as he could. "A
little sabotage-I thought."

The arhythmic trenor in the deck and walls had reached al nost earthquake
proportions. The whole construction seened to heave up for a second.
Then it slunped back down, hard enough to make everyone stunble. The



sourceless illumnation that usually lit the decks cut off and died. At
| east on this particular level, light fromthe suns of Abydos filtered
in through the vast openings of the launch decks. "I think," O Nei

said, "that the ship was preparing for liftoff, which would have been
very unhealthy for us on an open deck if we'd gone high enough. Let's
get out of here." They took the first upward-I|eadi ng staircase they
could find. At the top, they found the way half bl ocked by a thick
panel of quartz-crystal. "Like a blast-door," Kawal sky rmurnmured. "More
likely an airtight seal,” O Neil said as he ducked under. The slab was
poi sed to come down, as if the power that had actuated its novenent had
abruptly been cut off. Away fromthe open hatches of the |aunching deck
the corridors of the ship were pitch dark. The ever prepared Col one

O Neil produced sone flares. "I hope sonme of the rest of you brought a
few," he said. "These aren't going to last us all the way to the
bridge." The bridge of Ra's Eye was a scene of controlled turnoil as

Ptah's technicians strove mghtily to overconme the effects of their

| eader's scrinping and the danage done to one of the main junction
circuits. "There are no backups,"” one of the crew cried, alnost wailing.
"We can't reroute those circuits. The transmi ssion net won't stand it.

If we try, we'll blow out other junctions!" "Lady Captain," a voice cane
fromthe engine room "I fear that has happened al ready." "Danmage
Control ," Hathor said, trying to come to grips with the situation, "how
long will repairs take?" A brief silence answered her. "Lady Captain, it
will require at |least as long as we took after the last mishap." The
crew person's voi ce halted another nmonent. "Perhaps |onger." There was
a brassy, burning sensation in the back of Hathor's mouth, as if someone
had poured molten netal in there while she hadn't been looking. Wth a
start she realized this nmust be the taste of defeat. "Scanners," she
said, trying to keep her voice level. "Wat's the situation outside?"
The interdiction fire fromthe secondary batteries had been halted asRa
Eye attenpted to Iift off. And, of course, there was no power to resune
firing now "Lady Captain." It was the voice of a frightened underling
delivering nore bad news. "Eneny forces are clinbing the plateau. More
are boarding us." For a second Hathor felt as though the whol e wei ght of
the battlecraft were pressing against her shoul ders. Not enough crew to
resi st, not enough power to escape. Balked by ancient machinery and her
erstwhil e husband's malice. He never understood what there was between
Ra and me, she thought. Hathor jerked her chin up. Perhaps she m ght
expl ai n-when she cane back to kill him "Engines," she said crisply.
"Can we divert enough energency power to run the matter transmitters?" A
nmonent's silence as technicians frantically cal cul ated. "Yes, Lady

Captain."” "Then do so. Al inessential creww ||l be withdrawn to the
StarGate. All warriors will continue to assenble on the upper decks,
concentrating on slowing, if not destroying the first group of
boarders." She hesitated. "I will consider volunteers for a udajeet

m ssion to di scourage the eneny forces on the plateau fromboarding." A
forlorn hope, she thought. Hathor turned to her bridge crew, nervous
technicians all. "I'Il require all Engines, Power, Conmunications, and
Damage Control personnel," she said. "Navigation, the rest of you-you
can go as soon as we power up the matter transmitter." The crew nenbers
ot her than the ones she had chosen imedi ately nade their way to stand
on what appeared to be a huge nedal lion of beaten copper set in the
quartz of the deck. A simlar disk stood vertically aligned overhead in
the ceiling. "Engines!"™ Hathor called. "Has power been diverted to the
matter transmitter?" "Yes, Lady Captain." "Then prepare for the beaning
of the first party." She stepped to the statue of Khnumthat | ooned
over the transmitter circle. A golden necklace hung around the figure's
neck, with a mlky bluish gemset in the mddle. Hathor pressed her
fingers against the jewel. Fromthe nedallion overhead, a brilliant blue
radi ance covered the crew nenbers. Four netal rings seened to float



down to encircle them And a pulse of blue light, intense as a | aser
swept around the circunference of both copper nedallions until the
escapi ng crew nmenbers seened encased in a tube of shimrering bl ueness.
An instant later, they were gone. The battle to reach the bridge finally
resolved itself into alternate slogging and sluggi ng matches. The
raiding party would haul itself up another flight of stairs to engage in
i ncreasingly nore desperate battles with increasingly nmore frantic Horus
guards. Daniel was panting, his | egs were nunmb, and he suspected he was
devel oping a blister on his thunb fromtriggering his blast-lance. The
nunbers of the boarding party had dropped as nore of their nenbers had
fallen. They were down to the core group of original adventurers:

O Neil, Kawal sky, Daniel, Sha'uri, and Skaara, plus a scattering of
Skaara's boy mlitia menbers. The ranks of the Horuses had thinned as
wel|. Both attackers and defenders were now arned with bl ast-Iances,

t hough the practical-mnded O Neil wasn't averse to using hone-grown
technol ogy-1i ke hand grenades-when the eneny was too well barricaded.
They were encountering breastworks on every | evel now, as the nunbers of
upwar d- | eadi ng stai rways decreased. There was also |less roomfor the
Horus guards to run, as floor space becane neasurably nore and nore
constricted. Daniel dazedly realized that they nust be near the top. The
deck they were on was essentially only a large roomwith a few
structural nenbers. Four stairways, one in each corner, gave access from
the level below But this floor's version of the Al anb was constructed
in the center of the room a square bastion conprising furniture,

equi prent cases, and what appeared to be control consoles torn fromthe
floor. Less than a hal f-dozen hawk- masked guards fired bl ast-1ances at
the intruders, who were shooting back fromeach of the four stairwells.
"What are they defending so hard in there?" Daniel muttered as he sent
THREE consecutive pul ses through a gap in the weckage which one of the
guards had been using as a firing slit. "The last way out," Kawal sky
replied. "l think it's a circular staircase there in the mddle of the
room" Two of the guards fell, then THREE. Their remaining fellows were
firing alnpst wildly, attenpting to keep the intruders' heads down.
"There should be nore of them" O Neil alnbst seened to be conpl ai ni ng.
"Unl ess they're preparing a real greeting upstairs.” Anuffled cry cane
fromthe deck above, and the guards still on their feet bolted up the
circular stairs. Al THREE were cut down as soon as they rose above the
| evel of their concealing barricade. O Neil advanced with care-they'd
had experience of guardsnen pl aying possumto leap up and drill the
unwary. But the THREE masked figures in the square of furniture were
definitely dead. The Marine col onel cautiously reconnoitered the
circular stairs. Nobody shot down at him "Everybody stay in your
corners,"” he warned. Then he took their last two grenades and tossed
themup. Daniel watched as O Neil |eapt for cover on the far side of
the barricade. Then the grenades went off with a flash, a bang, and a
spray of shrapnel that woul d have di ced anybody on the deck above.
"Now " O Neil yelled. He was the first up the stairs. Kawal sky was
second, but sonehow Dani el moved his nunb | egs quickly enough to be
third onto the starship's bridge. The place was enpty-except for a
gorgeously formed femal e standing in the cyclinder of blue radiance that
indicated a matter transnmitter in action. The woman's |ithe body was
clad in a warrior's kilt and pectoral necklace, and her face was masked
in a gold-crystal helnet in the shape of a cat. It was over. The |ast
udaj eet of her forlorn hope attack had been blown fromthe sky. The

| ast crew person evacuated-those in the engine roomhad their own matter
transmtter. Even the |ast Horus guards had di sappeared for the
StarGate in a rush

of blue radi ance-except for the small bl ocking force bel ow, who probably
woul dn't be able to disengage in tine anyway. Hathor called to them and



saw t he THREE cut to ribbons before they could reach the top of the
stairs. Now she was the | ast aboard Ra's Eye. She pressed the gem
control on Khnuml s necklace, and was bathed in azure radiation. Cutside
her blue cocoon, flashes erupted on the bridge as the invaders prepared
their way with sone sort of bonbs. Still Hathor held off her transit
until the raiders actually confronted her. They stared, which was only
to be expected. But Hathor was staring as well. The third invader to
enter the bridge was a kind of nman she'd never seen before. Wen Ra's
telepathic call for subjects had gone out, it had drawn nost heavily on
t he popul ations nearest to the site of his proposed capital

Pr ot oEgypti ans, Berbers, Nubi ans, and the inhabitants of Arabia and the
Near East heeded his sumoning. It never reached northern Europe. So,
despite her travels to other worlds of Ra's enpire, her brushes with
alien races who had also served Ra ... Hathor had never net a man with
fair skin and blond hair. "Wo-?" This unlikely vision spoke in a

| anguage cl ose enough for her to understand. He stared at her cat nask.
"Hat hor?" he finally said. She tapped the tunmbler switch on her

neckl ace, and her hel net mask di sappeared. "Know, Golden Man, that | am
Hat hor," she said. "W shall neet again. And you and yours shall suffer
for this humiliation you have given ne. The matter transmitter finally
cycled, and she was pulled downward to the StarGate room down bel ow t he
surface of Abydos, faster than the speed of light. "Wo the hell was
that ?" Kawal sky said, slackjawed. "Hathor," Daniel said. "Depending on
whi ch | egends you follow, she's either the goddess of |ove or
slaughter.” "Well," Kawal sky said judiciously, "I guess she's got the
build for either job." The matter transmitter was silent. "I want as
many people on that nmedallion as can fit safely,” O Neil said, stepping
over to the Khnum statue. "I guess this is the Down button.” He gl anced
at the group crowdi ng the beaten copper plate. "And |eave roomfor ne."
They arrived in the roomof the stone pyram d devoted to the matter
transmtter just nonents after Hathor had vani shed. But as they marched
on the roomof the StarGate, Daniel heard male voices raised in

argunent. "The bitch has left us here to die!" one man cried. "Destroy
the StarGate, and we're trapped here. |If the invaders don't kill us,
thefellahin will tear us linb fromlinb!"™ "And if we follow Hathor-well,
that's suicide, too," another voice replied. "And it may be nore

unpl easant than a soldier's death.” The Horus guards didn't have tine
for any nmore argunent. The raiders stormed the room and bl ew t hem away.
Then Kawal sky noved to cut the power |eads for the |ight blast-cannon
aimed at the StarGate's base. "I guess they were supposed to trigger
this when we arrived," O Neil said. Daniel nodded. "Except they got too
i nvol ved in arguing about their own survival." The col onel checked his
bl ast-1ance. "Jackson, you and Sha'uri stay here to direct the next
wave. Kawal sky, nyself, and the others will be going right through. If
we cone out right on the bad guys' asses, they won't be able to do too
much damage at Creek Mountain." Daniel grabbed O Neil's arm "If you
step through there, you won't be going to Creek Mountain. You won't end
up on Earth at all." He pointed at the carved synbols clanped in the
seven chevrons which dotted the outer ring of the gate. "Trust me, |
know t he coordinates for Earth. And that's not what the gate is now set
for." Daniel began patting hinmself down. "Anybody got a pen and paper?"

he asked. "W've got to get a record of this conbination. Then I'l
set the gate for hone." He glanced around at the Abydans in the
roomthe vast mgjority. "I mean, planet Earth." Jack O Neil stepped

through the StarGate to deliver his report, and nearly got his head

bl own of f by a platoon of Marines with nervous trigger fingers. On the
other side of the silo blast doors, CGeneral Wst had a regular crisis
center going. "You beat the invaders?' he demanded. "I'd say they
didn't have enough numbers or machines to rate as an invasion," O Nei
said. "A scouting force maybe. Although if we hadn't been there, what



t hey had woul d have been enough to reduce Nagada to rubble.” "But you
beat them" West repeated. "I regret to report that General Keogh died
in action,” O Neil said formally. "W took heavy | osses-especially in

our armor and vehicles. But in the end the eneny was forced to abandon
their position and retreat through the StarGate." "Through the
StarGate?" West frowned. "But they didn't conme here." "No, sir."

O Neil held out a scrap of paper, hastily scrawl ed upon. "This is

i mportant intelligence, sir. The coordinates for a new StarGate
location." He hid a grin. "Jackson says we have to stop thinking of
the StarGate as an intercomand renenber that it's attached to a whole
network. This is a new nunber we can dial." "If we don't disconnect the
phone, " West growl ed. O Neil glanced around the roomand finally saw the

traces of fighting. Bullet holes pocked one wall, and the ceiling was
fused fromthe discharge of a blast-lance. "But if we disconnect now,
sir, we'll lose the chance to exam ne the starship the enemy left behind
on Abydos." West's eyes tracked his like a pair of antiaircraft cannon

"A working starshi p?" he demanded. "Tenporarily incapacitated,” O Nei
admtted. "Certainly beyond the capacity of an Egyptol ogi st or conbat
Marine to figure out. You may have to reorganize the StarGate

i nvestigation teamto nmake sense of it. And they'll probably need nore
physi ci st s-and maybe some people from NASA." He allowed a little
excitenment into his voice. "But think about what we could find,
sir-technol ogy a quantum | eap ahead of ours. There's a deck full of
those antigravity gliders-undamaged. |ncredi bl e conputers-and just

i magi ne the data they' ve got stored. Technol ogi cal processes,

i nformati on on other star systems-" "Heavy weapons," West interrupted.
O Neil nodded. To each his own. "How soon can we start moving this ship
over here?" West wanted to know. "Ah, sir," ONeil replied, "maybe
you' d better inspect the site before you make plans."” West frowned but

nodded. "Maybe | shoul d make an on-site evaluation." Then you'll see
that the spoils of war won't fit in a truck, O Neil thought. The
problem he saw, was that the general was still thinking in planetary

terms. Once you've been out through the StarGate, your scal e of
ref erence changes forever, O Neil realized. Like it or not, you see a
bi gger picture.



