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Chapter 1
(2435-6 A.D.)

He was afive-year-old human boy without membranous ears or fur, or even
clawsto defend himsdlf, aboy severed from hisfamily. For daysin space
he had been segregated, inspected, prodded, pricked, scannecl, & camined,
and questioned by an unnerving assortment ofkzin. He endured these
strangers dumbly, fear having muted everyword ofhis Hero's dave patois.
Hushed, he recited his mothees name to himsdlf again and again, asif the
inner sound of it would force her to stay dive. He didn't want her to be
dead. He cdled his mother by the kzin word for mommy, Fnt, the most
comfortable word he knew--having forgotten that she had once told him
fiercely never to forget her name, Nora. "Tnt!- he ordered her in his head
like he sometimes did when she wadift paying attention. Often she didn't
pay attention.

But she only cameto himin hisdreams.

He was bewildered. Where had his colossal protector gone? Mellow

Y elowwould never desert them!'ftyliad their master turned funny and
garted calling himsdlf by the name of alord, Grraf-Nig? Where had their
mother gone? Where had the babies and hisfive-armed jotold fiiends gone?
What land ofworld was thisWkkai place? But findly a i officious orange
kzin corrdled the whole family together, younger siblings and mother. The
room was gray but it shone with relief because slw wasthere. Trit!" he
purred Her children were excited to see each
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other again. He was excited to see them again. The babieswailed. Their
k2an guardian glowered.

This enon-nous kzin with large nose and lips that never quite covered his
fangswas not like their kzin. He wastoo tall and he was a deep hue
ofor-ange with disfiguring black spots. He was foppishly dressed in an
unknown cut of gan-nent with lace. And he was mean. The boy watched him
with aert eyes. The boy had known only one kdn, the master, but he could
read every kzin gesture, every expression, every throb of akzin's
hairlesstail. This onewas annoyed, atwitch of agrin on hislips. It

was not his pleasure to ded with human daves. Danger.

Without warning, the kzin cuffed Prrt for not controlling the squalling

and squedls of her infants while he did his mcord-keeping. The boy flew
to protect her ... and bounced off a vicious backhand, thumping against
thewall. ingtantly, from the mother, an unspoken grimace of warning
passed to her eldest son-4reezel ---causing him to freeze into an unwanted
posture of obeisance. The large-nosed kzin did not notice the exchange
because he could not read human expressions. He merdly noticed the
monkeys sudden calm, which probablysaved the boY slifein the minutes
before Hssin'slord Grraf-Nig arrived in arage to hissand spit his

offense a having his property maft~eated by amere Record-K eeper

The dave name of the boy, given to him by master Grraf-Nig,

was, Kz,eerkttt,- said with aglottal gnashing at the end to distinguish

it from Iceeerkt. " Thetr~' e-boun d kZeerkt, a quasi-primate native

to distant Kzin, featured in kzinti mythology asan animd of trickery

who will ways best those who lack bravery and, afterwards, will
raucoudy advertise hisjoke from the trees -Kieerkttt (with the glottal
gnash) referred to the tricks themsalves. The nameis best trandated as
Monkeyshine. Histwin sister was Furlessface.



THE HERoic MYTH OF LT. NORA ARGAMENTINE 5

Monkeyd-dne had no memory of the human name his mother once whispered
so fondly in his ear when hewas ababy. It seemed naturd to him that
femadeslike his mother and ssters spoke with emotion and expressions
and could not understand words, except the smplest words, even when
spoken loudly, firmly, and dowly. Not like his brother, Fastanimal, who
chattered with the agile jotold and teased old Méelow Y dlow until he

told them stories. The third brother, the baby, was till practicing his
screams and grovAs with Monkeyshine's encouragement, butvus notyet able
to string them together to make sense.

Monkeyshine could chatter nonsense with the baby boy, he could make up
words with Fastanimal, hisses and sibillated snarls-shared secret words

for kzind-dt and farts---that no kzin could comprehend. But hissisters
never caught on. Histwin, Furlessface, remained as slent ashis mother.
The girls made noises, especidly if they were provoked or teased, or
hungry or curious, but they never made much more sense than a baby
Monkeyshine's younger self (lid hold on to three sacred hurnan words
which he repeated to himself like a mantra dining both moments of peace
and of danger, words from a past life of unremembered tenderness:
"coolde," the name of a sweet food made in the stars; "Earth,” the name

of aplanet bigger than Hssin with better air; "centipede,” the name of
aworm with 512 legs. Monkeyshine wasn't sure how big a centipede grew
but he was sure that it towered at least big enough to eat akzinin one

bite.

After their ournev from Hsain, thereviva from the hibernation bin, the
transfer from tiny ship to the bustling space station, the confusion and

the reprieve from doom, life settled into an easier and more exciting
routine. Mdlow Y ellow seemed, day by day, to be gainingin
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sature, and that was good because daves rise with their masters. But it
was a strange new place, different, excitingly dangerous. Monkeyshine was
fluent in the dave language of the Jotold but he knew enough of the Hero's
Tongue to pickup pieces of the conversation around him. He wasn't sure he
liked the implications. Thiswas no minor kzin outpost! Their Sation was
cirdingamgor kzin world. Zillions of kzin down therel Surely not al of
them were to have magter status!

once asplendidly dressed warrior had demanded an audience\AAth
Monkeyshine, inducing in Mellow Y elow an overwillingnessto please. Such
adeportment of his master amazed the young human. A master making dave
gesturesl Who wasthis Si-Kish? There was no time to contemplate such a
behavioral wonder; Monkeyshine was hastily presented to the Wkka Hero with
acautionary/ threatening admonition to be respectfiA. Intently, the boy

read the mongter's emotions, his eyes scanning kzin ear posture, lip

tremors, muscle tension, tail position, and the erectness of hairs around

the neck.

-S0 hereisthelittle man whose fleet blockades our star?- he said to the
five-year-old boy.

11-Aseaborately beclothed kzin didn't seem to want an answer. He was
neither angry nor ready to attack. He just seemed to want to look, so
Monkeyshine, who waswarily aftaid of thewarrior, said nothing, letting

him sare.

With avague sense of unease, Monkeyshine had deduced that they-4us mother
and his brothers and ssters—-were not only daves of the kzin, but that

they were enenzy. The dave part seemed natural, but the enemy part was
uncomfortable. In the following days his cautious questions about this were
unproductive, limited as hisinquiries were by an immature mind which had

to twistaround the grammar of adave language thawasillsuited to
gLiestiorung Gn-af-Niglsloyal Jotok, Long-Reach,
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1-drltedwith severa of hisunderann mouths that the boys morikeykind was
arace of warriors, that his mother was a ferocious warrior-but that was
absurd, atypically wild jotok fantasy. Bonded daves did not know how to
make war. And his mother had neither the wits nor the sharp teeth to be
aHero. She had the grinding molars of avegetarian.

Sometimes his Prrt seemed to sense his confused astonishment, and ambled
over in the peculiar kind of gravity that the kzin maintained on their

ships of space where feet were heavier than heads. She combed her fingers
through his hair, then playfully bounced him in hisdesping condraints

until bewas having fun again. Once she puffed him past akzin guard to

the viewport to look out over the vast moving orb of night-shrouded
WKkkai. He knew that she could stare at the lights of space with endless
patience, never losing her fascination. He wondered what her smple mind
could be thinking to hold her eyes so steady. The Sight certainly didn't
frighten her. Did she even suspect that there were zillions of kzin down
there, each needing his ceremonid wtsal polished?

A crescent of light began to glow aong the horizon. HEd never seena
sunrise from space before, only sanguine Rhshssrarisng hugein the

dusty atmosphere of Hssin. The view-port darkened in response to the new
sun. ltwassrnaJcomparedNith immense Whshssiral And bright! Even through
the darkening vievport it wastoo bright to look at. Didn't they freeze

with asun that sma? Well, they had fur and maybe their sunmade up in
dazzlewhet it lacked inSize.

The daAm areaof Wkkai grew asthey watched, ralling like asurf of light
beneath them. The mottled blue and green smoothness would be sea. Their
massive space structure overtook avessel that passed above them. He
found himsdlf asfascinated as his mother.
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Another change. They were shipped to the planefs surface. Whilefloating
trucks bounced them through low hillsto adistant destination,
Monkeysi-Ane had time to watch the sky and wonder where its supports were
hidden. At the homestead site they were set up in military prefabs. It was
worse than Hssin. There were bugs that crawled through the prefab doors and
flew noisly. The small oneshit. Things changed too fast to resent the
discomfort.
Little by Methe troop of refugees, kzin and daves, weret;aking up anew
life. Mellow Y ellow seemed to command vast wealth. Monkeyshine was awed to
see congruction crews build amansion for the mighty GrrafNig, surrounded
by an airy pal=o for hiskzinrretti. Groomed, coy females cameto thelord,
offered by fatherswho sought favor. At each of the numerous wedding fessts
the boy competed with the ambling jotold to serve the live beasts, or run
errands on the hunts, proud in his new livery The elaborate celebration
tents gave way to more fon-nd affkrs within the partially completed
mansion. They had A risento aleve of importance. Once they bad been
sarvantsofal,

grumpy kztn warnor who scrounged through the war ruins of

Hssin for bolt and copper wire. Now they served hisfemaes

milk in tooled platinum dishes within the corridors and feast

balls of a palace!



9%C11-1apter 2
(2436 A.D.)

Magor Y ankee Clandeboye scowled at the travel orders onhisidcx)omp. Nowthat
was beinghatiled offto Gibraltar on prettyshort notice! Abrief
mnemonicexecutedbyquick fingers caledup liisamanacof theAgteroids.
Hepunched in Egeria and Gibraltar and zoomed. Atthe moment Egeriawas 80
degrees out of phase with Gibraltar Base-so it would bealong tripina

tiny can. If it was business that couldn'tbe oonductedover the network

itwas going to betrouble. Again. And for aman on disciplinary probetion,

any kind of trouble was bad news.

Fhesin the cow dung!

He swore like aflatlander because he was aflatlander, though he had never
touched a cow or smelled dung in hislife. Once he had pushed his cousin
Norainto asmspace manure pile when he was nine and she was three. His
parents believed ineducation for their children and had put 00 MaAnwUs Farm
in his hbrwy because they believed everyone should know something about
Earth's past. His cousin, who was from an lowafarm city, had been lordi ng

it over himin hisown sm-space; it was hisfarm, filled with his colors

and sounds and smellies and more pets than he'd ever want to own, his pets.

It was not her fann. So he had pushed her into the manure pile. The cows
scolded him. Usualy they only sang with the pigs and the ducks and the

horse and the dancing geese.
What kind of scolding wasit going to bethistime?
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These Belterswere never going to leave him done. Nervoudly, helooked
around hissmadl office. It wasfi-ee of unauthorized chemicals. There
wasn't anything blocking the airvent, nor dangerous floating diings-his
merTnaid charm on astring didn't count Ifyou were afladander, to survive
in space you had to be twice as good as a Belter or they harassed you to
digtraction. Y ou had to notice everything. If you weren't being chewed out
for playing hazardous games with their hallowed air supply, you were being
chewed out for having too much nefarious hair... or something, even for the
way you smdled.

But thistimeit was going to be big. They didn't drag aman aquarter of
the way around the Bdlt just to rap his knucklesfor neglecting the air
filters. He patted hisfaded lucky charrn and she bobbed in the ventilation
breeze wiggling her tail. "Gonnaneed you, pretty baby." Hismermaid was
his onereminder of Earth and her seas. Shewas a plastic antique with a
blue bra, which dated her to the twentieth century, and she'd gone to war
with him againg the kzinti and brought him home.

Major Clandeboye had been in space for afun nineteen of hisforty-seven
years. Hed been farther from Sol in amarauding hyperdrive than any of
these arrogant Belters he met-brave men who panicked if they had to travel
farther than five metersfrom their pressure suits. With the infocomp still

in hishand, Y ankee toggled back to his orders. Signed by Genera Fry
Another bolier-thanthou Belter who'd never been out of Sol System. What
could thisflasher have on him?

Ever sncetheinquest into the Virgo fiasco, Y ankee had davishly
cultivated dl the aspects of amode mihtary administrator-even to the
point of making and filling out daily self-evauation checksheets. He knew
theyd never forgive him, not after five years, not even after hdll froze

over. For Finagle's sake, he'd been
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devoted to his behavior. It was hard work keeping his ass so clean.
Well, dmost clean. Oh, oh.

But nobody knew aboutthat. He dumped fora minute, which makes you ook
like alimp rag in space, and then grabbed a bulkheadhandle and dithered
through the lock, kicking himsdf down the narrow falway, adrendine reedy
for amgor confi-ontation. Could Smelly have betrayed him? His best
friend?itwasft impossible. After dl, Smely (whose red name was

Smeegie) was alanky Belter of low mords. He dipped hisinfoLomp into its
holster.

AUehe soughtout Smeegie, he had time bc) cool down. Y ankee and Smeegie had
not started out asfriends. They were assigned to the same combat flight
when the Virgo Volunteers were thrown together for a probing dash deep into
kzin space. Smeegie had openlyresented serving under afladander of
insecure demeanor. He valued hislife. But danger fo rgesbo n dsand by

the time Clan deboye, the only surviving senior officer, brought them back
alive none of hismen cared that he was aflatlander.

He found hisfriend in the workshop with their or-ange kzin warrior, who
was even taler than Smeegie and grinning at him while afurry an-nwas
being operated upon. To divert himsalf from his untactful suspicions,

Y ankee took the opportunity to grab the kzin by the nose,,Mth one hand.
With the other he pulled on the fur of the jaw to pry the mouth open. He

ran fingers over theteeth. "I think histeeth are too sharp,” said Y ankee.

'We should file them down.”

Imle,

"He might hurt someone.” "He dready has." "Y ah. That'swhat has suddenly
garted to worry me," grumbled Y ankee, watching his comrade closely for
sgnsof betrayd.
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"Y ou don't think vour, ahem, colleagues are going to complain, do you?
They wouldn't dare admit to being mauled by anwchanica kzin. They'd be
laughed out the airlock. Whao's to know you were the teleop? | know, but

| like my private jokes. Y ou're not even supposed to know how to run a
waldo, much lessknow how to fight from an op-suit. Y our reputation as
arough and tough fighter is piss-in-a-bladder-sack and always has
been---except, of course, among us surviving Virgins." Smeegie grinned
while he did something to the kzin's arm with awhizzing tool. He was
remembering the gruesome outcome of the origind fistfight at the offic-

ers mess, ton"nentors againg flatlander. A very beatup Y ankee had had
time and reason to work out a careful revenge,

.| overdidic,

"Just because you gave them aweek's vacation in the autodoc?' Smeegie
suggested, dyly. "That was bugsin the equipment.” He smirked. "An
unadjusted damping coefficient.” Smeegielied well. "Y ou know how wados
are; they aren't good at picking up an egg without bregking it. I'm

fixing that, aren't I? Right now. Maybe you did them afavor. When they
meet ared kzin, he's not going to have his damping coefficients

adjusted down to 'play.’ Y ou make agreat kzin, Sir. That pair will be
reminded about the consequences of flailing with their fists on that day
when they meet aflesh-and-blood ratcat.”
"They don't think- there's going to be another war."

"And tLey can proveit, too, by puncl-Ang out the face of the nearest
flatlal ider who contradictsthem.”

"My faiber never liked my temper," mused Y ankee. "He dwaystold me that
revenge was an option-but that no matter how swest the revenge, revenge
was never the end of the story. He was a programmer; to him revenge
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was an escape routine that called up an endlessloop of violence."

'Well, go ahead and fedl sorry for those two rod-jacks pretending to be
soldiers. | saw both fightsand I'm till laughing." He paused."Y ou sound
worriect"

Clandeboye wasfeding guilty that be had suspected hisfriend ofratting oi

I him. Mysterywas unnerving. Whet did they have on him and from what
source?"'I'm fertilizing my suit right now. I've been cdled into

Gibrdtar. It soundslike I'm going to be relieved.-

"Naw. Yankee, gr, you're the best Training officer we have. They've always
had enough on you to court-martia you to lighthouse duty on Titan, but

they never do. Ifyou redly want to worry, think about the upbeat Stuff it
could be. Maybe some stone-brained generd thinks we might field aregiment
of k-2in waldos and they want to run the notion past you. Generals get

ideas like that How would you like to head up aregiment of orange waldos?
He grinned.

"Let Finagletoast Go& Death!" exclamed Y ankee, hon-ified.

"Spesking of Finagle, you know what Finagle said; he said redlity can

outbid your worse nightmare every time. "

Maybe | should do some quick research on thisguy. Smelly, dl you Belters
know each other. Tell me about Genera Frv. HEsthe name on my orders.”
"Never met him. We were out there fighting. He was Sitting in an office.

He's an ex-goldskin. Asayoung man he sat at atelescope and watched for
torchship exhaustplacement violations. Developed an dgorithm for catching
offenders. Came up through the ranks. Administrator. He was agoldskin who
liked catching smugglers Got ahoget namein logistics during the second
kzin assault. Cops make the best thieves. He could smuggle anything through
akzin blockade."



14 Man-Kzin WarsW

"All I know about him isthat he'sawomanizer. He had an affair with my
cousin, then sent her off to Wunderland to bekilled.”
"I've never figured out why it bothers you flatlanders when aman has more
than one woman, or awoman has more than one man.”
"He'sin Inteligence now," grumbled Y ankee, changing the subject.
"Andyou, you paranoid, thinkhe is onto ourlittle caper.”
"Yeh"
"Maybe I'm not asimpressed by ex-goldskins asyou are. it has always been
an old rockJack tradition to bypass Ceressthirty percent tax with an
occasiond display of fancy shipping. Roclgacks get away withit dl the
time"
"Rocklacks get caught, too, and then the tax is one hundred percent If |
remember correctly our Commander Shimmel was an old roc~ack who liked to
takeimpulsverisks." Commander Shimmel had died some forty-four hot years
from home, a 59 Virginison the far Sde, ofkzin space, taking twelve
hypershipswith I-dm. And seven hundred and eighty men. The officid United
Nations Space Navy story wasthat he'd died vaiantly in battle.
-rhat'smy point,” said Smeegle. The UNSN 4ill believeshelost dl those
ships because you refused to support Ids attack maneuver. Now if that:sthe
best that Intelligence can do, how do you expect them to track dor,vn a
little practicd joke that was doneinvisibly?"
"Smelly, for aBédlter, your systems check out green. Wisdom personified.
You can bemy vaet in prison.”
"What'sto worry? They don't convert nuisances like you into spare body
parts anymore. Well send our furry ratcat in after you, Sir."
Y ou guyswould."
"Sure we would. We were there. We know what happened.”
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Theloyalty of Clandeboye's comrades didn't reassure him. He shipped out to
Gibrdtar viaFan-ner's Agteroid in alittle supply truck, huddled and
cramped where the vegetables would be on the return trip. Belters never
thought in terms of the elegant transport that a flatlander took for
granted-the distances were too great. They flitted about in light, cheap
ships and took the inconvenience for granted. in such aprimitive can,

Y ankee could hardly connect with the man in him selfwho had piloted a
hyperdrive probe on an interstellar journey to the back of the Patriarchy,
farther than any man had ever reached.

After three days, and gtill only hafway to Gibraltar, hewas atired

tourist fascinated by the trucks approach to the awesome mirrorsthat fed
sunlight into this vegetarians bubbleworld. The mirrors grew during sedate
docking maneuvers until they filled haf the sarry sky. At aberth, far up
the long a~ds-mount, he debarked with the truckers and wandered through the
falwaysfor the docks were not rotating like the rest of the world-until he
found areception area. He was reluctant to insert hisinfocomp a a
termind, to reconnect with societv.

The ma(4dne put him through to military service, which read hisorders. He
waited. An autornatedvoice confirmed hotel reservations et Farmer'sand
told him that hisinfocomp, would be called as soon as transportation to
Gibrdtar was located. Click.

Three centuries ago Farmer's had been blown up like a balloon out of the
substance that had once been an agteroid, then filled with people and
farms. The pioneer days werelong gone. He had afull day in one of the
hotels, resting in the gentle centripetal gravity. It was as near ashed

been to an earthlike environment
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inyears. The smellswereright, but he could never get used to asky
paved VAth farms. He thought about his sSinging cows and dancing
geese-and his cousin, Nora Argamentine, who had oncelived in ared
fan-n city in lowa



Chapter 3
(2436 A.D.)

The old Patriarch had faded. The Patriarchy belonged to whomever could
restore the glory and the order When afather weakened, his son had the
heroic duty to reclaim his heritage. Wkkal was the son of Kzin. Ina

mangon of the sorawling central metropolis of Wkkai, amagnificent kzin,

taller and heavier than an ordinary kzin warrior, had aplan to bresk the
blockade and conquer the galaxy under anew dynasty. It A depended upon how
he was dressed tonight and the subtlety of his perfume.

Si-Kish wore the high brocades and lace of evening wear that kept him warm
during WI& dslengthy night Passing from his manson's dressing room to the
mezzanine he stole glances a himsdfin the gold-tinted Reflection Glass

that lined the wallsto the stairwell. He had no wish to outdress the young

and inexperienced Voice of the Patriarch.

Itwas a good choice to be seen in the bold colors of the Design of
Zedous-Power. Usser kzin he would have to dealwith might be impressed-4he
couldn't amply avoid them. He liked the effect of the lace finsdown his
deeves. Y et there was an austerity to this outfit, a proper respect for

the Voice. Such afuss, these evening styles. But fashion clearly

established dominance/dominated roles. In that, they were useful. S-Kish

had no time for ranking fights. The warwith the man-beasts had grown to
govern histime and mind in an al-consuming passion.
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S0 obsessed was he that he no longer hunted his own food, but had it
brought into his office freshly Wed. Helet hisbest officers service his

harem so that he might have sons. He had long been aneglectful father,
relegating the training of his sonsto others, even to daves. He did not

think he was a better kzin for his neglect, there was no help for it. He
missed his hunt, and sometimes even missed his harem duties. Most of al he
missed the sparring matchesin the tournament ring with hiskits.

Hewas not known to miss the entertainment circuiton Wkkai, business was
conducted as an afterthought of theater gossip, as bantering acrossthe
game boards, as haggling at the market stalls-sometimes even during the
huntsif one could stand the group hunts where whole familiesturned out in
colors and breeches with pompous lackeys carrying bannersthat did little
more than scare the game. The bargaining was doneAfth dl the formality and
kill of atournament match, sometimes even with the viciousness of the
killing ring.

S-Kigh lightly powdered his multi-braided mane, choosing a scent that was
the barest illusion of swest and hard work and daughtered game. Ready, he
swept down the broad stairway ofhis manson~shal, his persona pride of
splendidly dressed kanti faling in around him as an escort. They had been
ready long ago. A star-white hmousine was hoating above the driveway and
ready for thejourney acrossthe city

It wasacity carefully laid out to give theilluson of space. The

gravitic floater raced over grassways that blended into masking treescapes.
Dikes seemed to be hills. Thewandering hunting parks were designed as much
to block the city from view asthey werefor feeding. Supply truckswhich
brought in thousands of animasaday for the parks arrived unobtrusively
underground. When abuilding did reved itsdf among the foliage it seemed
to
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be the onlystucture within a days hunting range. WId& s architects were
masters of landscape art

Whilethey traveled, S-Kish activated his car/nose implant. He was
checking the ongoing deployment ofhis specml forces-awarrior to this
minigtry, atriad to that hierarch, warriorsto a"sixteen” of the most
influentia patriarchs who had decided to spend the evening at home, some
whom he would have to rouse out of bed. Other "ambassadors' werein the
process of contacting lowereche on nameless ones who had shown an acute
awareness of the danger and imist berecn-Ated asalies. All law and
policy supposedly came from the Patriarch's Voice on Wkkai. In fact laws
came out of lengthy battles of influence and argument and pressure that
went on for weeks. Si-Kish preferred awell-organized blitz built around
the paradigm of anaval battle.

Thetarget of hispersona contingent of Heroes was the Leaping Pdace.
There were many entrances to Wkimfs grestest cultura establishment, al
hidden fi-om each other. Even during an important dancing event, hosting
hundreds, theimmense Pdace gave theillusion ofbeing the abode ofasingle
mighty kzm who was entertaining only afew sdect ftiends. The white
limousine dropped them off at the sunken portico of the Lurking
Entrance-and vanished on autométic.

s-Kish led hisadmirds pride past a stone column that housed an ornate
blue and goldvia donein the design of the Riit sedl; the Patriarch's

urine had been imported for the dedication of this proud edifice and sat
here now to announceto dl his suzerainty over thishalowed groun(i Then
theywere insgde, marching through a frescoed comdor. For the last time
Si-Kish briefed each of his splendidlyrobed aides, sendingeach warrior to
his private battle on some bacony. All had a specia contact mission.



20 Man-KzinWarsVI

The dance was dready in progress when the High Admira of Wkkal parted the
curtained entrance to the gallery of the Patriarch's VVoice and took a seat

at the Voice'stable. The male attendants of His Fierceness remained
attentive to the choreographed prancing of the kzinrretti. The VVoice was
mesmerized by their beauty. Si-Kish watched only the Voice. Quietly he
removed ajeweled breast-banner that outranked one his master was wearing.
He bad entered aring of combat, perhaps even afriendly sparring ring. He
had to expect anything. The Voiceignored him.

It was a dangerous opponent wiio pretended you were not there before he
struck. Thiselaborately dressed Hero was apowerful kzin--Si-Kish would
not have relished 6dlenging the youth physicaly. He was an enigma. Some-
times he was even wise. He was as apt to M fools as he was to tolerate
them, but he never challenged his best advisors, even when they told him
what he did not want to hear, he tested them ruthlessly with verbal jabs

and intellectud legps. It dmost made him grest.

Y et the magnitude of the disaster that had befalen the Patriarchy had

hardly penetrated hisskull. A caamity of such immensity was beyond his
comprehension. The Voice had noticed the silence of Kzin-but it was asiif

he had no need to listen; he had noticed the absence of trade, but aslong
asthe warriors of S-Kish kept the human devils at bay beyond the boundary
that their ghostships could not penetrate, and as long as he could watch
hiskzinrretti dance, the predicament of the Patriarchy did not seem to
impress him. He had been born among the elite and hisweaknesswas
overconfidence. He could not imagine the kzinti as the hunted.

At some pivota moment such adeadly conceit could be used to overbalance
and depose him-but this evening7s festivities only marked a preliminary

bouit.
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Si-Kish dared not lose tonighfs event, but tonight there was no way he could
unn hisliver'sambition. His aim was more than to depose the Patriarch's
Voice, hedesred therole of Patriarch itself and he expected to move the
segt of power from Kzin to Wkkai. Every warrioes skill was demanded of him.
Even patience.

Alert, mentaly limbering himsdlf, Si-Kish waited for the attack. The

Voice. would not be able to comprehend his ambition and therefore could not
counter it; nevertheless he was akzin who enjoyed each and every minor
skin-nish with the nobles he dominated. The secret of surviva in his court
wasto let the Voice win-without ever acceding defeat Itwas like having an
aggressive student who liked to sparAdh his namel ess wegpons master; the
magter had the duty to teach the student without destroying the student or
being destroyed. For now.

Thekzinrretti on the terraced stage were attired in mock battle armor and
legpt through aformalized bettle, trained to perfbction. The delicately
arousing scent of estrus-being piped into the galery by a dance master

more interested in femae sales than in art-clashed with the old warrioes
baffle sengbilities. Though he hardly approved of such perverted sex”
displaysaskZinrretti in armor, Si--Kish had no rea problem with them
intellectual)),, akzinrret who could perform in the more intricate military
dances produced sons with fast reflexes. Being a battle master it pained

him to imagine thevivid daughter that would befal such innocent femaes
inared fightbut & audulent dances were popular and he knew enough not to
interrupt the VVoice's rapt attention.

Overtly the Voice had his eye on alithe specimen and would probably buy
her for his harem-to the vast financia advantage of Dance-Magter,

Covertly the Voice was preparing to knock S-Kish off balance.
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Suddenly, the Patriarch's Voice tipped his head to S-Kish while hiseyes
remained on stage.7hat small oneisvery quick,- he breathed. "I'm struck

by the shape of her nose, so long and arrogant.” She was removing her
glver armor, which wasasilly thing to do in the middle of a baitle, but

it made, her the center of attention. Theflavor of esrusintheair

subtly increased. " Such power!" the V oice exclaimed.

-We could send her out against the man-beasts, " said Si-Kishinthe
mocking tense of the Hero's Tongue. It was ariposte to redirect the
conversation to military matters where Si-Kish was far more prepared than
the VVoice would ever be.

The Voice growled disparagement with adight flap of hisfanlike ears,
tui-ning the riposte to his advantage. -fou promised me aplan of action
tonight. Isthat your best device, to send tiny beauties out to their

desthsin ornamenta light armor?

Si-Kisb ffipped the table top to a convenient angle for the Voice's eyes

and entered a code. "My second best plan, in case our kzumetti fail in

their bravery, isto go ahead with the building of five hundred and twelve
hyperdrive warships.”

For amoment, off balance, the VVoices eye fell from hisfavorite kzinrret.
-The mechanics of the drive have been mastered aready~

"No. All isasit was. But we cannot wait Timeis critical. We ah~eady know
enough of hyperspace to design the hyperdrive mountings, When the shipsare
ready, we will have motorsin production. Better to have the ships ready

and no motors than to have the motors ready with no SLAPS!'
Choew-Aide, immense, taller and more ponderous even than the Voice, had
been scanning through the war plans like aweapons carrier sdlecting an

appropriate
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wegpon for hiswaiting lord. Other aides activated other screens. The
Voice continued to admire hisfavored kzinrret. in time Choew found what
might be aflaw in the war sconario and whispered to his master.

"Y our warships have astrange design. Lean,” commented the Voice. The
implication was that they would not be aW to fight a sustained baffle.
S-Kish countered with the fable of Reoll-Riit and the sthondat The kzin
warrior, who was as swift asdl Riits of fable, could resupply himself

from adistant waterhole. The sthondat-massive, powerH, but dow--had
tohoard hiswater wid-iin his own body. In thefable, victory went to the
swift Theimplication was that ships faster than lightcoul dbe resupplied
quickly. Asubluminakzinwarship retrofittedwith a hypershunt motor would
not fight aswell asaWkka warship designed to strike from hyperspace.
The aides continued to search their flatplates for flawsin the mgjor

plan. They concentrated on the lightning assault againgt Procyon and
Barnard~s Starbase. With human control of the hyperwave and strangulation
of kzinti trade, was there enough man-beast spoor to make
intelligentstrategy?. Howwoul dWkkai bede& ndedduring the assault? S-Kish
was expecting the UNSN to puff in their shipsto regroup against the
planned Wkkai attack-but could he depend upon that?

'Ae aildes moved around the gallery dmost asif they were on atournament
mat asthey consulted each other and fori-ned. defensive groupings
againg the High Admira of Wk6i. On the stage the [cdnrretti were now
floating through a multicolored dream sequence. The Voice paid no
atention; hewasleading amore interesting foray.

S-Kishf iad an easy answer for everything-the lacefins of his

walstcoat gesh-ired in emphasis and sometimesin mock parry-4t had all
been thr-ashed out long ago.
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Ile Admiral had asked the same questions of himsdlf until the answers
shone-but he let the Voice's staff fed that they were giving him agood
workout. What they didn't understand was that the attack against the man-
beasts was afeint. It was an opening gambit not meant to defeat anyone.
Neither human nor kzin understoodwhat Si-Kish had winnowed fi-om his
assiduous andyss. The man-beasts were artificidly strong. The Petriarchy
was artificialy weak. The purpose of hisfleet was not to conquer the
humansin abloody interstelar battle but to reestablish the Patriarchys
nervous system and trade. Then the galaxyls Heroes could turn to crush the
monkeys and reduce them to usefid davery.
Inthe middle of aparticularly tail-thumping debate, the spotlights swung
totheVoicgsgdlery. It wastime for the assembled multitude of male
kzinti to rise.,Mey rose as one. Two petite kzinrretti rushed in through
the ba cony curtains-his favorite dancer and another-placing a magnificent
helmet upon his head. He stood--the V oice of the Patriarch for dl to see.
Then the lights dimmed upon him but brightened everywherein dl of the
galleries, alowng the dominated kzinti standing there to be seen by their
Voice asthey gifted their master with the dash-across-face sdlute. The
kzinrretti, hafhissze, were a hisfeet, and he wastickling his
favorite behind the ears, contented by the accolade of his subject males.
The mood of discussion and contest was over, as suddenly asit had begun,
broken in the middle of an important argument. The VVoice remained pensive
under his grandiose helmet. 'Alen the entertainment resumed he watched
k2anrretti stalk across a stlage offog boiling from vAtchespots. He glanced
at S-Kish. "Let mewatch." He was no longer interested in war. He brought
out hissed and eectronicaly imprinted al of the programswith his
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gpprova- He had established to his satisfaction that the coriffict wasin
competent hands. L et the hierarchy of hierarchs vex over the detalls.

That was the breakthrough for S-Kish. Therest of the evening could be
conducted as amop-up operation. He tuned his ear/nose implant to the high
command codes and asked for a status report while his eyes watched the
kzinrretti alk abrilliantly feathered beast through thefog. The online

reports camein, sector status at atime. The greatest res stance was

coming from the Production Hierarch. An amused warrior admiral preened his
ears. The geezersin production would be balking at abandoning their
standards, some ofwhich were thousands ofyears old-

Quietly be backed out of the gdllery, into the corridors of the Leaping

Palace, till listening to what were essentidly battle reports. lie left

the Palace by the Northern High Entrance, feding the need for awalk

aone. It had been three Kzin days since sunset and the air was ffigid. His
bresth steamed. The hair around his mouth frosted. Even some snowflakes
were drifting. He passed through a narrow-walted street of cut stonelaid

out like a canyon, night-flowers blooming through the cracks. He was not

yet willing to cdl for trangportation.

He could go anywherein the city to reinforce hisminions, but he should
probably go into the catacombs of the Production Hierarch and bring his

full prestige to bear. Hiswhole plan for Wkkai's dominance of the

Petriarchy depended L)pon the rapid deployment of new standards throughout
aPatriarchy so starved and desperate for hyperdrive technology that
theywould abandon theirageold commitment to K zin technology.

Standards never supported the most advanced technology, and standards which
could only be promulgated at 80 percei it of the speed of light were

lifetirws behind
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what could be done. Kzin was crippled in that its power depended upon
standards that were not good enough to fight the man-beasts. Wkkai had no
such congh-aints. With ahyperdrive fleet it could promote its technology

to Meerowsk, to Hrooshpith-Pithcha, even to ChAakin or Warhead, faster
than Kzin could keep up. Andwhere the center of trade was, there would sit
the new Patriarch.

A daunting dream-with asingle suck-fly in S-Kish'sear.

WKkkai's physicists had not yet built their first hypershunt motor.

TheHigh Admird hated to channd al his hopesthrough onekzin. The
failure of that one kzin wastoo dangerous. And it galed himinthe

liver whereit hurt that his one kzin, Grraf-Nig, wasyft aknown
VVv"kkaikzin but an outer barbarian who, the Fanged God help him, needed
avalet to dress him properly and, worse, whose loydty to the reigning
Petriarch was set into him with the mindlessness of aberserker to whom
distant Kzin was some kind of mythical warrior'sVahalla

The smple-minded Grraf-Nig would never be persuaded to believein a
power shift from Kzin to Wkkai Never. Not by wit, Not by cunning. Not by
torture.

Y ou had to be of Wkkai-belong to afamily that had been grosdly tithed for
athousand years by the Patriarchs of Kzin, be master of acolo& A art

that balanced ferocity~ be superior---to understand Si-Kish's ambition.
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The lights ffickered. General Lucas FT)~seye was distracted from the
tiny framed face for amoment Why were they %owitching over to Gibrdtarls
emergency power source? B t it before he had time to fret, the regular
power returned. Then he had to reach out and catch the miniature, which
had drifted away from him. He did so with the economical ease of aborn
Belter who never made unnecessary gesturesin space. But therewas a
thoughtfulnessin hisreach-asif to snare dl that he had ever logt. It

had been her only vanity to have commissioned atiny panting ofbersdlf
asagift to him before she shipped out for the Battle of Wunderland.

just another ship's crew missing in action so long ago. It had been

Sxteen years since the rout of the k2inti at Alpha Centauri. Had it

redlly been solong? He till remembered the scent of her full flatlander
hair, thelittle auburn ringlet she pulled before asdng one of her impu-
dent questions. Missing-in-Action. He thought he had forgotten
her--deaths are forgc)tten in awarwith so many deaths. Now he had been
reminded.

Anitem in areport had been bothering Genera Fry forweek

It wasjust afragment from the frozen memory of acadaverouskzin
ward-Ap that had drifted aimlesdy in Centauri spaceto be discovered
only recently for intelhgence analysis. Perhaps, ifit had not been for
hisunheded
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love, he would not even have noticed fl-~strivia detail buriedina

routine document Gibraltar~s computer had long ago broken some of the old
k?Anti war code. The deciphered minutiae, quaint and chauvinigtic,
readlikea.commendation list given by Julius Caesar to his centurions,
uselessto any practica reader who found it

It praised kzin warriors-all Heroes had to be honored for their deeds,

even inthe middle of adesperate battle. That wasthe way ofwar: take
amoment here and there to praise vartishedwaniors for their immortal
deeds of courage, which would go unremembered soon enough.

That kii A of detail wasall that the Gibraltar team had been able. to
abstract from the records of thevvreck. Theredly senstiveinformation

had been prudently expunged during the degth-throes of the ward-dp.
Supply ligts, orders, codes, commandlines, strategy, contingency plansall
had been erased. But true warriors did not erase the deeds of
reveredwarriors. Warriors sang the songs of their Heroes from skeletal
mouths buried in trenches and the floating hulks ofwar. Heroeswere
immortal-so Heroes believed-

it was heroism that had caught the attention of General Fry in one sudden
adrendinerush ... an ambiguous linein the role of commendations

referred to the intrepid capture ofa UNSN scoutship ... and the capture

of asingle, unnamedprisoner.

Can aheroinerise from her grave? Hope kept jumping out of the strangest
places. There was no hope, of course. A man could dedl with
Killed-in-Action. There was no way to ded with Missng-in-Action.

Only one UNS N ship was unaccounted for in Centauri space-the hyperdrive
scoutship Shark. General Fry had amoment of grief, adropped tear on the
report. Nora had been the Shark's observer. He thought he had forgotten
her by now. He thought it strange that he should
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gtill remern ber her so vividly. Until today- he hadn't looked &t her
miniature in years, but he had known exactly where he had hidden it from his
latest girlfriend.

His emotions had their priorities awrong, he knew. It was the capture of

an operationa hyperdrive vessd by kzinti warcraft Sixteen years ago that

was his primary intellectua concern. Had this been abrief kzinti

-victory, wiped out by the carnage of the battle that followed the capture?

Or had the UNSN's superlumina scout somehow made. its way back to the
techcenters of the Patriarchy? A missing soldier was irrelevant compared

with the terrifying vision of a hyperdrive-equipped kzinti nava armada. S

till, uppermost in his mind were thoughts of a charming Nvoman and schemes
to hold her againin hisarms.

"Mgor Y ankee Clandeboye to see you, sir!" said the sergeanesvoice from the
speaker tacked to the bulkhead wall.

The appointment was for the hour-and would have been scheduled days earlier
but physics permitted no hypershunt trave thiscloseto asun. A glance at

his chronometer showed tenseconds tc) the hour. " Send him down. Better not
take the usua route; the grunts are moving machinery.”

Clandeboye was a find-even though the search to uncover suitable candidates
for d-Asmission placed him adistant last in afield of twelve. Generd

Fry reordered the list to place him asfirst choice. Clandeboye alone was

the cousin of lieutenant Nora Argamentine. He must have known her well
because it was his recommendation that had taken Nora off clerical duties

on Earth and sent her out to the asteroids for combat trainingwith

intelligence.

The old note, resurrected from the archives, had been ambivaent-a
reluctance to recommend her for dangerous duty wasin it, but dso an

intense admiration. (Nora
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had probably done some of her blatant arm-twisting on that one. Fry could
amost hear hervoice speaking to Y ankee: "1 want that assgnment! Y ou're
going to do thisfor me." Then coyly, while shefiddled with her ringlet,
"I'll begood at it Y ou'll be proud thatyou recommended me!™)

The machine expert that bad done the personnd search had placed Mgjor
Clandeboye, dead last for good reasons. His record was uneven. It was
clear hewould never makeit above mgor in spite of histaents. But

none of these faults appeared to befatal. Lucas Fry was amaster
machiave lian who never assumed that he was degling with perfect people.
Strengths were essential but weaknesses provided the pressure points from
which to manipulate aman.
Hisrecord:

The measurements of Mgjor Clandeboye's administrative accomplishments
gave him high marks but the officers he worked for were hogtile in their
appraisa.

There was a peculiar mutiny charge against Mgor Clandeboye two years
before the end of the war, in September 24.31. It had never gone to
court. The evidencein his ship's automatic log was damning--clearly he
had refused to carry out direct orders-but none ofhis superior officers
remained aiveto testify againgt I-Am and the survivors of the Virgo
Volunteers he brought back with him bad flatly refused to do so.

Even though Mg or Clandeboye had mutinied, his automatic log suggested
that he had fought brilliantly after Commander Shimmel's fleet had been
destroyed and it wastoo late for him to carry out his support role.

Mg or Clandeboye was under probation for arecent fistfight ui ibecoming
of an officer.

For footnotesto the officid file, Generd Fry dwaystapped the gossip
mills. The mgor was rumored to be a stiff-necked mordist. No, he would
not gpprove of a
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curmudgeon generd having an infatuated dalliance with ayoung lieutenant
halfhis age while he abused his power to give her what she wanted. (She had
wanted danger.) The trouble with moraists, who were aways right, was that
they weren't dways good at taking ordersthat disagreed with their
consciences. Moralists were hotbeds of mutiny They took their ordersfrom a
higher authority

The number one rule for manipulaing amoralist wasto use him as a channe
tointerview his"higher authority,”" then to spesk to himin the language

ofthat authority.

Why did this misfit even stay in the UNSN? That was the key to working with
him.

ile man had written articles for the extremely conservative Belter FacM&

and oneranting article for the datarag of the I solationist Party

ofWunderland. Fry could understand why his views had annoyed hisfelow
officers. With his temperament he might have become aflatlander media
firebrand and gone far with the unpopularity of hisopinions, but asa

military man it was suicide to be so outspoken. However sympathetic Fry was
tc) those who feared ak7inti resurgence, he had no use for the young

maorls bluntnessin deriding the patrols and the peacekeeping.

Clandeboye belonged to the smal minority of officerswho believed that the
kzinti had not been trounced in the recent war and would return with a
terrible ferod" preposterous belief while mankinds hypershunt ships

patrolled kzin space with impunity The UN's Amagamated Regiond Militia
had imposed athree-hundred-year peace on afractioudy warring mankind,
until mass-man hardly understood war, and the navy in dliance with ARM had
no reason to believe that they couldn't do the same with the kzinti.

Everyone, except maybe Clandeboye and the Wunderlanders, assumed that this
was exactly what woul dhappen.
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The mgorls viewpoint was preposterous, certainly, but his speculation
about the strength and determination of a humbled Patriarchy was an
aternate scenario that should be taken serioudly. No harrn in that.
Hannibal's march through Europe's Alps had aso been preposterous from
aRoman point ofview. The generas at Pearl Harbor had regjected the
preposterous notion that the blips on their radar could be Japanese
warcraft from adisappeared fleet
Fry was coming to the conclusion that the way to this miscrearifs heart
wasto give him help with his eccentric idess. (With friendly guidance,
of course.) Wasn' this pariah aman in desperate need of alies? Fry
would, of course, stayin the shadows of the bunkerwhile he played his
multiple games. It was prudent to cultivate officersinclined to plan for
aresurgent Patriarchy. A card up the old deeve. Cover dl bets. A
Clandeboye with power might even be useful in the Belter effort to take
out Generd Buford Early, aflatlander who needed alittle cement in his
Jets.
What about mutiny? At first Sght this disgraceful mutiny thing seemed
to disguaifyClandeboye completely from a sengitive misson. But the more
Fry investigated the inquest, the more fascinated he became. Men are
loyd to an officer for areason. Theinquest had not found out why
Clandeboye might carry the ps)aological nature of a mutineer-aman who
aways thought he was being put upon-but none of the men who sidedwith
I-Am even remotdly fitted that profile. There were other aberrations. It
was highly irregular that the inquest had come to the conclusion of
mutiny, had placed that in the major's record-and then refused to
prosecute him. Herewas arich arsenA of weapons availableto Fry,
stacked both against Clandeboye and his enemies. It was a Situation that
could be worked both ways.
What particularly attracted Fry was his candidate's
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brilliance under fire. The man could improvise againgt the k2inti faster
than acomputer. That wasrare. There was no record at al of Shimmers
brilliance.

When dl itemsin the mgorls record were weighed against L ucas Fr)A
purpose, the figticuff fight was the blackest mark against Clandeboye.
These fights had become too common oflate, as ifyoungsoldiers had taken
out-of-control kzinti kits astheir role models. Why admire the ferocity

of the enemy you hadjust defeated? M odem youth was becoming
incomprehensble. Human maes of Frys generation, even as children, had
not settled their differences by physical combat. In space, with avacuum
on the other sde of the bulkhead, such behavior was deadly. It seemed
that war had been short-circuiting the moras of the young; fist makes
right, it told them. So Clandebo ' ye liked to fight, did he? Well, he

could, and would, be nailed to the rack and stretched for that one.

To LucasFry it was sdlf-evident that the ability to clobber someone did
not make oneright. Ifmen had destroyed the kzinti war machine, that was
amatter of survival, not of rightness. Fry had gone into thewar asan
adult, already knowing that But the younger men and women had seen the
war won by force and not by philosophy. They did not have the longview
of history. Force seemed don-tinant tc) them; they had been borninto it
How does one pass one's wisdom on to the children? (To men as mature as
Fry, 66, men asyoung as Clandeboye, 47, were il children.)

His parents, he reflected, had been horrified when he left the goldskins

for the military. They had hied to teach him that the kzin could be

handled nonviolently. They had implored him to study man's history to
understand where violence led. He had ignored them. Now he had hisown
wisdom to teach-force must be balanced with compassion. But he had no
children of hisownto listen.
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T'heyhadbeen killedin thewar. Hehadonlyhis cadre of young officers,
HewasWt going to let Clandeboye's temper disquaify him. A mar~s
weaknesses could be turned to advantage. Weakness was hon-Medusan-if aman
could look at weakness directly, he became strong; if he dared look at his
failings only obliqudly through amirror, he became ossified. Fry was sure
enough of hisrole asamartinet to believe that he could teach the sons of
Zeus and Danae to face their Medusas without amirror.

The heavy bulkhead door siwung in, enough to et the sergeanfs head through.
"Wefound away down past the kitchens. | didrft let your boy get lost"
in person, Mgjor Y ankee Clandeboye turned out to be arumpled flatlander
who had aflatlanderls unbalanced way of giving asnappy sdutein
freefall. Hewas dightly awkward and ill-at-ease. He did not have the
charismaof acommanding officer. He had too much hair; it even covered his
ears. No matter-o n e did not judge flatlanders by their size, color of
skin, grace, or cleanliness. They had othervirtues.

"Y ou'll be wondenng why | hauled you in from Egeria. Convince methat you
aretheright man for my misson and | have ahigh enough priority rating
to getyour transferal processed immediately. Werein Intelligence here; |
suspect you aready know that."

"Sir, I'mhappy in Training,” drawled Y ankee with aquiz2ica grin.

Fry appraised hisrecruit. This'Y ankee was going to be aman who sniffed
his soup before he drank it " A negotiatc)r, are you? Why would you be happy
in Tranung, for Finagle's sake?

"I don't sse amore important job than training ditefighters. With dl
due respect to ARM, sir; | think we did avery doppy job inthewar. We
won more by wild good
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luck thanvAtl, steady competence. Chuut-P& twas assass natec~-Bufor&
what-the-hell shot-in-the-dark. The outsiders happened by atjust the right
timeto sdll usthe decisve hyperdrive. By chance we woke up aSaver from
hishillion year deep just in timeto disorganize the kzinti before our
attack. That'salot of luck."
-in war one seizesluck and usesit!”
"Agreed. But after the Battle of Wunderland it was & rteen years of
dugging. Our luckwas dry and our leadership mediocre, begging your pardon,
ar.
"Have you read Chumeyer's Tactics of Inten-teRar War?"
-Of course Churneyer was ageniusl He demolished the Patriarch's
supplylines and communications brilliantly. Y et his book isaready
obsolete. That was the last war! Chumeyer had hyperdrive strips and
surprise againgt lumbering kzinti transports vAo had yet to hear about the
Battle of Wunderland! We owe the war to Chumeyer. Y et his,~ictorieswerein
interstellar space. What about the assaults on kzinti strongholds? We have
to go back to the Grest War of 1916 to find parallels to such stupidity.
Many heroes; staggering casudties; ill-trained leaders. For the next war
we dare not depend on luck. Wel need better discipline, much better
discipline. Well need planning and aradically new srategy Ifsthe
training we do now that will forge the navywell need sooner than any of
you veterans think-
"That firom aman who artsfidtfights he can't vAn?
| didn't sart that fight gr. | raised my voice.”
Frywasgnnmng Heknewhowtol utamanhardvathout raising afinger -And, of
course, they hit you firg?'
"Yes Sr."
"You'revery good at training, | hear."
"l think so, ar."
| have a better job for you."
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Thereisn't abetterjob, sir.-

‘Whafsthis? Y ou're going to refuse to take orders fi-om me?*

Y ankee knew very well diat the general wasreferring to mutiny. Itwasa
delicate point andheliesitated, beginning an answer he didn't have the
words bc) firiish-so he started over Hewas damnedifliewas gomgto km a
Belterlsbuit. "Yes, gr. | dowhat isin the best interest of the navy-

Fry garumphed in histhroat -In that case, I'll have to dock you in the
crotch to persuade you. Everything isfair in afisticuffsfight, right?

Areyou ready? Stick up your dukes. How would you like to rescue your
cousin?-

Clandeboye had to repest that last sentence to himsalf. He was dumbfounded.
-Nora?' Even after he said her name, he was disbelieving, checking his
memory fi-anticaly for other cousins he might have forgotten.

‘we have information that Lieutenant Argamentine may have been captured.
-isshedive?,

-We doTf t know She was capturedwith her hyperdrive scout. We'd redly like
to find out what happened to it.-

'Whereisit?

'We don't know. Y our assgnment might involve atour of duty ingdethe
Petriarchy-

| don't think anyonein the navywould trust me insde the Patriarchy -

Lucas Fry smiled enigmaticaly while he rubbed his hand through the strip

of white brush topping his sideshaved skull.’-rhe men you brought back
divetrug you."

This conversation was unner.4ng Clandeboye. "But do you trmst me, Sir?
"Of course not! What I'm interested in isthe ook on your enerniesfaces
when you come back with evidence that the kzinti are building an armada of
hyperdrive dreadnoughts.”
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Clandeboye suckedin his breath.'We don't knowwhat happened to Noras
ship, ar?'

"But we haveto find out, don't we?

"Yes, gr. " Yankee was too stunned to say more.

"SoifsYesthen, isit? You Sart today.- immensely pleased with

himsdlf, Generd Fry brought out the miniature of Nora Argamentine. "And,
if we can, well try to find her, too. If our heroineisdivewe cantt

leave her out in the boondocks with only ratcats for company. Ungentle-
manly. Soldierstake care of each other.”



* ChaDter 5

(2436 A.D.)

Y ankee C landeboye had nostalgic waves of emation on hisreturn to
interstellar duty even though he was stationed at a different star and

the war had been over for three years. He was ever the provincial

flatlander gawking at the new sights. Then it had been the brilliant

white dwarfcompanion beside Procyon in the sky of We Made It, now it was
Beta Centauri floating beside Alphafrom the viewports of Tiamat. Orly
aflatlander connected by megayear tiesto Earth would be awved to be a
tourist in abinary system.

The Wundervolk, having suffered during thewar as daves of the kzinti,
treated him differently than had the crasManders-they carried their dave
history as akind of martyrdom that alowed them to fed they had won
thewar al by themselves. They amost resented the presence of UNSN
personnel. He could senseit in the way they handled his requests for
information. The doofness of Interworld Space Commissioner Markham was
typical-

Y ankee~s UNSN Intelligence team were dl Belters and they had set up shop
in Alpha Centauri's Serpent Swarm, on the asteroid Tiamat where hismen
were comfortable because it had originaly been tunneled and tamed by
Bdter colordsts. Y ankee promised himsdf asidetrip to more earthlike
Wunderland but there was work to do firgt, sorting through the wreckage
of kzinti warships,
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checking the reasoning of other teams but with eyes primed for adifferent

theme.

On histenth day in Tiamat, in amood of angry fi-udtration, heran into an

old crashlander friend from the era of hisVirgo misson. The man was
unmistakable, a sevenfoot-tal adbino, dender with dmost skeletd limbs
stooping in an archway that wastoo smal for him.

"Brobding!" Hewasn't sure it was hisfriend Brobding Shaeffer--all
crashlanders|ooked dike to him, andwhen the pale eyes stared at him
without comprehension, he was sure he had made amistake until asudden
smile cupped the large nose.

"Yankee! Didn't recognize you-dl flatlanderslook diketo me! | thought

you wererotting inirong”

‘They didn't know how to pin my sinsonme!"

Finagleis sending you on another wild chase?The Virgo mission had jumped
off from the nava yards of Procyon's We Made [t. Y ankee remembered the
underground warrens of Crashlanding City and had become fond of hisabino
mechanics and the tall willowywomen who liked to touch ared flatlander.
In those days of war, not so very long ago, the nervous crashlanders took
very good care of the soldiers who defended them.'Where to thistime?'
"YOU Could cdl it awild chase; | hope not asfar asthe nether regions of
Virgo."

"Then you like it here among our Wunderland hosts?
"Not redly,” mused Y ankeeruefiAly. Theyre al so sure they won the war
single-handed--don't seem to appreciate the part Sol and We Made it played
intheir liberation.”

"But they make good Vurguuz.”
"Haven't tried it. Hear that it's like a hand grenade that sneaks up on you
with asugar coating.”

"I know aplace. It has authentic antique Landholder
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artifacts on the walls glorifying the good old days before the invasion
when Landholders were Landholders and the volk, respectful .

That was how they cameto find themsalvesin one of Tiamafs after-hours
trunkshuppen, sippingV urguuz and reminiscing about old times. The
crasblanders had fought the war from a different perspective than the
Wundervolk. Unknown to man or k2in the outpost world ofWe Made It had
been s=ffled ingde the nomind kzinti frontier. When the small We Made
It colony woke up 300 years later to the fact that they were behind the
linesof aninterstellar war, they appreciated alied comradesin ams

like Mgor Y ankee Clandeboye. The camaraderie was still there.
Eventudly the talk now dightlyvoluble, turned to the kzinti.

The Petriarchy had once probed Procyon, Y ankee informed Brobdmg
conspiratorialy (drawing upon his new intelligence sources). The probes
returned with a negative report about anasty F5 star Sx~ntimesas
brilliant as K2in, dmost asubgiant, its only usable planet having an
axisinthe orbital plane which made for unacceptable seasond violence.
The planet was uninhabitable.

"They fielded smarter probes than ours," the crashlander commented wryly.
-When wasthis?'

"Long ago. At about the time we humans were questioning the validity of
our eaxrly interplanetary efforts. I've read some of the old texts." He
Spped hisVurguuz fi-om agoblet blown from green glass. "Thewisemen
of thetime were sure that an interstellar civilization would be

benevolent." He began to grin. " Sometimes the wisemen were
monkey-arrogant in the belief that humanity was donein the universe and
invulnerable behind the light-speed barrier. Y ou should read their proofs
that we areaonein the universe. All of these
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proofs seem to be based on the Satistical analysis of asample of one.”

They both had alaugh at the expense of their naive ancestors.

Y ankee continued. "Fortunately for you guys, thefi-ontier kzin lost

interest in Procyon-or your origina dowboat would have walked into a

kzinti outpost hungry for skinny davesto brush their fur.”

.Luck~ for you, you mean," retorted Brobding, trying to fit hislegs under
thelittle table. 'What if the Outsiders had arrived to sdll their

hyperdrivetech to the Linh!"

It was the luck of the draw for the crashlanders. Men the Conquest Warriors
attacked the fourth human dowboat boundforWe Madeiit,
the-irexploringwarfleet had aready bypassed Procyon. Strangely they had
never probed Centauri, abinary that promised to be barren. There were so
many stars-and a sub-light culture moves dowly. T'hekzinti literaly

stumbled into the resource and dave-rich Alpha Centauri system. A shock to
both sides.

Y ankee was very medlow as hetwirled the stem of hisgoblet, ftiring a the
luminous play oflight on the bubble flawsin die glass. "But you havent

told mewhy you are here. | thought you were happy wenching in the warrens
of Crashb inding City? Here you can't even kissawoman. Y ou'd need two of
them, one standing on the back of the other!”

"Then I'll haveto settle for akzinrret-if they are willing to stoop down

to kissme! Thats not so far from the truth. Im here trying to make some
sense out of KAnti gravitic designs.” Brobding Shaeffer was ahypershunt
engineer. He did not have any forind training. Hyperspace technology bad
come so suddenly to We Made It that anyone with talent at understanding the
weird technology had advanced rapidly in Stefan Broziks organization. There
were no degrees in hyperspace engineering.
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"Whafsa hyperspace illiterate likeyou doingtrying to understand gravities?
Y ou don't have any training in gravities, ether.”

Brobding laughed. "Maybe thafs why Brozik sent me. Kztnti gravitiesis
hairy stuff Living through the cloistered life of orthodox physics

schooling seemsto pile up sand dunesthat my esteemed colleagues can't
seem to wade out of I'm the wind that scours the dunes down to bedrock.-
"Ali. The Deds B ellows.- The crashlanders had dozens of namesfor their
winds.
"Yah"

"So you're here stickingyour screwdriver into the various gravitic devices
that the kzinti left lying around, are you? Ifyou learn anything, tell me.

I've become akind of military historian. I'm raking over the cods of the
war to figure out why we lost so many baffles when we had the decisive
wespon. It always seemsto turn on the fact that their p-avitic shipswere
able to operate to advantage insde the hyperspace singularity”

"Bro2ik thinks s0, too. He's been building hyperdrive experimen W, ships
equippedwith sdvaged kzinti gravitic drives.”

"| could have used one of those! Hypershunt or no, try running from a
ratcat who isclosing in on you at sixty gees! Scaresthe be-jesus out of
you!" Y ankee bad done space battle with kzinti warriors at ligbt-minute
distances which was as close as he ever wanted to get. "' hear the kzinti
driveisamurphy to duplicate.
"It'sthe energy containment”

"Not much to learn at Centauri,” mused Y ankee. -Wunderland physics went to
bell during the war. The Scholarium was decimated. First the kzin. Then
ARM. Wunderland logt five ofits top physicists during the assault on Down.”



THEHEROICMYTH OF LT. NORA ARGAMENTINEA43

"Brozik told meto talk to the experts. | wasthinking of chatting it up

with some of the resdent kzin. Must be some of their gravitic
technicians|eft around.”

"You're braver than | am.” Taking to akzin whiskerto-wt)isker was
unthinkableto Y ankee.

The crad-danderwas grinning now, his large nose about to fal into the
devirscharm of hissmile. "If you are into pub-crawling we could move
onto Tigertown."

The hero of the Béttle of 59 Virginis paed. Tiamafs Tigertown was kzan
territory, only nominally under human law. It was even policed by kzin.

Not aplace for the innocent

There should have been no kzinti Ieft in the Wunderland system; Unti do
not surrender. But wars only laugh at the rules of heroes. There are

aways survivors. A culture based on gtrict rules of bravery hasitsdis-
graced combatants, itsfailures, its eccentrics. K2!nti were wounded--to
recover consciousness in human hospitals. Y oung kan, who considered the
Centauri system as home, had taken over the families of their heroic
departed patriarchs. Kdaptists, deranged by humiliation, were using
Centauri asasafe haven in which to forTnulate anew religion. There

were k2inti who knew that however hard life was under human domination,
they dared not go home.

Many of them had no home to go to. Some had found aniche on
Wunderland-some skill, ahuman contact, the hope of reconquest kept them
there. But most, upon rel ease fi-om the POW camps, had collected among
their kind on Tiamat in avolume of the asteroid that had been outfitted

for kzin during their fifty-three-year rule of the Serpent Swarm.

Tigertown.
"Comeon," said Brobding, "I know aplace.

Y ankee had dways liked to pub-cr-awl with hisabino friend. BUt this
wasn't the maze underground of
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Crashlanding City where twists and turnsled to secret pleasures known only
to the natives. He hesitated. He was aftuid of the kén. He wanted to stay in
his seat He had led the team that built awado kzin and he knew exactly the
strength of akzin and histemperament and quicknessin afight, and he had
teleoped that Smulated kzin againgt two humans, nearly killing them while

al thetimerestraining the force he had at his command.

Brobding waslooking at Y ankee now, waiting, the minutest smile on his
face. -When you see agrin, just gpologize, quickly.”

Y ankee got up and followed. The two of them, alone, were going into
Tigertown. My am | doing this? he thought-but couldn't op himsdlf.



Chapter 6

(2436 A.D.)

The hour was quiet and the main trophy room almost empty. A lonekzin
snatched avatach from the snack cage, beheaded it with histeeth and
sgueezed the fresh blood into a cup with adash of spiced brain sauce.

It was just astedl cup-the splendid golden goblets were gone. He tapped
histail. He sat by himsdf under the mounted gagrumpher head which had
once given some kzin a chdlenging six-legged chase back in the good old
days when the huge Wunderland estates were governed by kzinti rule. The
trophy was groomed with an oil that madeit smell dive.
Hwass-Hwasschoaw was forever trying to get himself repatriated--to Kzin
preferably. He had nothing el se on hismind. Thisrodent holein an
agteroidwas driving him crazy, the disability from his hedled wound, its
pain, was driving him crazy. It wasn't easy to be stranded in an dlien

land after losing awar. Hisfamily had dways been in the Secret Service

of the Eye of the Patriarch; he had messages from his grandfather and his
father that it was his sacred duty to deliver to the Patriarch. He had

his own messages to report. And he was stranded- At the least he had to
get back to Wkkai, where his fathefs network would still bein place.
Hwass aso carried the added burden of Kdapfs teachings, hisown
self-imposed burden, important teachings which he m ust spread to the
starsto ensure the -victory of
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thekzin over this race favored by God. Mlo but KdaptCaptain had understood
the defeat at Wunderland and the path that must be traveled henceforth?

The gagrumpher trophy was not a good replacement for Leiter Obensim
Frankhausen, who shouldbe up there staring down at his masters. He had been
captured during akzinti foray into the Serpenfs Swarm. Timeswere
deplorable!

Long ago, while Tiamat was being seged from within by maddened man-daves,
the Club had shredded its mounted guerTillaleader, Obensim Frankhausen,
disposing ofhim hastily down the excrement turbines. The Club had only
survived because of the need for a holding areato confine kzinti

prisoners. It had been the logical place to put them. Astimes mellowed and
honor agreements were acc(T .ted by released kzin, the Club became the
nucleus of the future Tigertown.

Leiter Obensm Frankhausen was never replaced in the Clubs main display
room, athough there was now a superbly stuffed kz'eerkt discreetly located
inthe urina, where it served the same purpose. The grinning kz'eerkt was
fi-ozen in the act of reaching from the branch of a&uit treefor a

luscious perammon. These days it was aff6ctionately referred to as " Ulf
Reichgtein Markham," never in the presence of humans.

After an endless groveling petition to Markham, in wi-deh held had to
concentrate to suppress his hp twitching to the point where he sometimes
couldn't even think straight, Hwass had been granted passage on a UNSN
ghostship to Kzin. A hope since dashed. Markham had been a devious sore,
more devious than any other monkey this miserable kzin had ever dedlt with,
fi-udtrating, enraging. Finally Hwass had extracted passage from him by
accepting an exchange offer that seemed to work

It didn't make sense-he was to ddliver a message of
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goodwill and peace to the Patriarcl-t---but it was somethinghe could do.
Stll, the Ferocious Fatherwoul dwiggle his earsin amazement to hear
thathumans, were offering subservience, to the Patriarch and tribute to

sed the offer. Before the offer had been withdrawn, he had been hoping
the Patriarch could take such ajoke camly and not execute the messenger!
Peace fro m Markham!-aman who had harassed and daughtered ~:zin dl his
adult life, who had been the abject dave ofathrintun, and who now
treacheroudy professed to admire kzinti discipline. The monkeys not only
bed, they didnt even understand that their hes were transparent. He had
put up with it out ofloyalty to the Patriarch. So much humiliation, now
suddenly for naught!

V egetable-eaters beneath dignity, these humans,-and yet the God was on
their sde.

It was akind of torture-by4alse-word, unknown to an honest well-bred
kzin ofintegrity. These men told a he to kindle hope-then layered on a

new he to douse the hope. Such low treachery and teasing and lying
continued like malicious play without rules. They tortured in teams. As
S00N as repatriation passage had been granted by Markham, the
arrangements made, the humiliating medica tests completed, another
monkey with the unpronounceabk~. name of Y ankee Clandeboye had appeared
to cancel his papers.

Markham had apologized. He pleaded"bigher authority.- Evidently monkey
field commanders did not have field authority Would the endless play
repeat-promise and then betrayd ?"'B ulffighting,- they calledit, tease

with banderillas and lance until the bull was week enough for the

cowardly matador to kill it-a game that only kz'eerkt could enjoy,

because they had no sdlf-respect. Tonight God required specid
supplication. God must be amasochist to so love these hairlesswonders.
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He didn't mind delays. Heroic journeys were dways delayed by hardship. He
bel onged to arace that was impulsive a short range but patient over

distance. A Hero was made steadfast by the agonies of trid. If he couldn't
uirryout his duty, he couldpass that dutyon to his sons. if his Kdapt
revelations reached only clogged noses, hissonswould gill be ableto

gamell. But it wasn't in his nature to ded with the duplicity, lying,

inefficiency and incongstency of monkeys to whom he had shown histhroat
in defeat. They brought out theirrationd cholericin him. It displeased

him that such creatures should have been given the true form.

Therewas no help for it. it was Go& sway of speakingto kzininthe
Dominant Tense. One could only reply in die Dominated Tense. Truth was
truth. An earlier generation of kzinti had been equally shocked to discover
that Kzinhome was not the center of the universe.

Killing Markham was no solution. He was Dominant. it was God~s chalengeto
Hwass that he find other meansto circumvent this man's treachery.

The Club-Master gpproached him. "Hwass, honored Dominance.”
Hwass-Hwasschoaw growled acknowledgment. He was not in a good mood.
"ThehUmansare here.”
"Here? Throw them out!"

"Sire." Club-Master stood his ground. Itwas clear that he was not going to
obey fl-risimpulsive order.

"Then keep them confined below. In the holding room. who isit thistime?
That breakable pink pole who would stedl our knowledge of gravity? He's
become like atigripard after the sheep." Hwass had grown up in the sheep
ranching territories of Wunderland.

Club-Master spoke in the most respectful tense. "Not
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to contradict your Dominance, but they have requested only drink. They are
drunk aready"
Hwass. swiveed on his atendant. "L earn that they he with their every
breath! They are not honest warriors like you and me! They areweak in
gravities and seek to improve their skills so that they can kill more
kzin. Their ghostsbips; do not operate near the mass of starsand it is
only the gravitic superiority of our warcraft that keeps them at bay.
They control only intersteHar space. We still dominate the stellar
rellms. | have spoken with this man before.”
"There aretwo. Oneisthelean monkey known to you. The other isaMajor
Y ankee Clandeboye." Club-Master had a hard time with the name because it
did not trandate properly into the hisses and sibillated snarls of the
Hero's Tongue.
rhat one?~ Now the playwas clear tc) Hwass. To obtain hisfreedom he
would not only have to ddliver amessage of peace to K2inhome, which
would cost him nothing (maybe), but he must dso act asahunt guidein
the hills of gravit)~which would cost him dearly. what else would they
demand-his hide for arue "Bring them here," he said reluctantly.
What shdl | offer them to chink?"
"Banana pulp mixed with orange juicel" At thisreply, Club-Mastefs
membranous ears went into shock. Hwass remembered that dris servant had
no sense of humor. -Mey will take kahluawith cream. Chargethem
triple" He tapped hisfurlesstail threetimes.
When Club-Master departed via the dropway, Hwass surveyed the great room
to seethat it wasin presentable order. Much kzin carousing went on here
and it wasn't dwaysficly, but the present hourwas a quiet one with few
celebrants. These simians could be entertainedvAth some propriety The
Hwasschoaw family till retained some of
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the more e egant manners of the inner worlds, spot-worn like the rugs but
servicesble.
He stooped at the entrance to view the room from a dwarfs height to see
it asaldeerkt mot seeit He siraotened the kudlotlin hide nigs, dl
ofwhich bad been imported in the holds of Chuut-Rnfs armadaand now
showed signs ofwear They could not be replaced. Therewere no fin-ry
kudlodin to hunt on Wunderland--the planet was everywhere too warm for
that beast. No matter. How would he seat such midgets? Kits were not
allowed in thisroom of Heroes and so there were no proper w-ed
ftirnishings. His membranous ears waggled. It would do these monkeys good
tolook slly with their feet dangling.
When they findly arrived, after Club-Master had delayed them aslong as
one could possibly delay a Dominant, thetall pole with the pink eyeswas
hisusud disgustingly ingratiating saif. Thelesser man showed dl the
signals and smells of monkey fear that Hwass hadlearned. to read from
years of owning human daves. He did not look like the hero of 59
Virginiswho had "defested7 alocal kzin fleet, but thaes what the
records said.
Hwass had carefully researched thismgor snce finding his name on the
ordersthat countermanded those of Markham. -Defeated7was probably the
usua primate exaggeration. Humans hed even in their records. Their
dishonest officersroutinely told their commanders whatever the commander
wanted to hear. The record probably meant that Mgjor Clandeboye had
"And how issthat | must serve you? He was frustrated that he could not
put irony in hisvoice but was relieved that he did not have to speak the
Hero's Tonguethe humiliating circumstances would have required him to use
the Dominated Tense. These barbarian human languages were fortunately
deficient in the nuances of tense. 'lss you able understand my accent?”
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-Mgor Clandeboye has a pocket device that compensates for the
distortions-and | don't need one." The white-haired human led themto a
table asifhe had built the Club himself, and accepted hiskahluawith
cream asif he had afull name. Hisfriend behaved like aservarnt,
following, watching Brobdibg before he acted. He twiddled uncomfortably
with his pocket device.

Hwass accepted a kahlua and cream for himsdlf in akzin-sized cup. Hewas
tempted to push his muzzle close into the magjoes space, to play with the
fear he smelled there, but such behavior would not advance his cause. He
restrained himselfadmirably and sat down across fi-om the table, rather
than next to the mgor -fou,” he said, "issthe man-thing | am

interested in for you issfailed approve my return to Kzin."

Themajor seemed startled. "Y ou're the heroic HwassHwasschoaw?- He
glanced up at Brobding Shaeffer in mute apped, then returned his gaze

to the eyes of Hwass before he shuddered and dropped it to the watery
ring that hisinfants cup bad made. "'l apologize for that"

It was the second astonishing apology Hwass had received fi:)r diis act

of human duplicity. They promised you freedom, whacked off your head--and
apologizedHe gazed at this marvel who could not have survived for a
heartbesat without the aid of the Great Godwho seemed to have afortress
in hisliver for sniveling weaklings created in Hisimage. "Continue."

"l have no desire to abort yourjoumey to Kzin."

Kzinti nogtrilsflared. That wasthefirst he. The next sentence
wouldcontain the secondlie. The warrior watted-

Maor Clandeboye was struggling with the smplified, non-idiomatic
grammar used to converse with the kzin. "I have determined that you have
information we need and have been looking fonvard”-he shuddered--to a
ffiendly conversstion.”
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"l issnot gravitics expert,” Hwass replied curdy. "l fly ships; | not

build them."

"Graviticsis Shaeffer's concern, not mine. Y ou werein Intelligence?

"All carnivoresissintdligent,- grumbled Hwass, misunderstanding the
Satement.
"Excuse me. | meant that you are a student of spoor.”

How had the UN SN guessed that? The kzin used histongueto flip ataste
of hisdrink into histoothy mouth. -Y ess, | iss been known to be

observant. Issyou expect me betray my Peatriarch?

"No. Weare at peace. It isin both our interests to cement the peace with
actsof goodwill."

There they were again-peace and goodwill. HwassHwasschoawdidnot quite
understandwhat he was being told. The only trandation he had for the human
word "peace" was the word from the Hero's Tongue for "subservience. " The
nearest trandation he had for "acts of goodwill- was "tribute.- He replied
carefully. "What information that you wish astribute to ensure myvoyage
toward K2in?

-1 require nothing of you. I only wish to ask you afew questions.”

Youlie! thought the kzin, enraged, hislipstwitching ashetried to
suppressasmile.

Brobding nudged his companion. ™Y ou are being unnecessarily polite. "

Y ankee retorted, "1'm alowed to be polite to akzin-especidly when heis

s0 much bigger than | am.”

"Thetet issiswrong. Interworld isdeficient in tenses. So far asakzin
isconcerned, the direct tenseisthe only ‘tenseit has. I'll explain to

you later." What Brobding meant to say, and what he was not going to say in
front of akzin, wasthat politeness required the use of the Domi-
nant/Dominated Tenses, and since the humans were the
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victors, they would only be able to spesk insults while Hwass, who was the
defeated, would be restricted to the groveling politenesses. He could see
that Y ankee was|ogt. "Recall, my ffiend, that politenessin the Direct
Tenseisaformof lying." Y ankee paled.

Brobding Shaeffer turned his attention casuaffy to their kzin host to

smooth the conversation. "My companion was using an idiom that you do not
understand. Humans have been lying for so long that we have standard hes
which everyone understands. Since the second meaning of such aheisknown,
itisno longer ahe." The crashlander had the Ldn'sfull attention. "L et
meillugtrate. When my companion said that he required nothing of you, he
was using an idiom to tell you that if you do not answer his questions, he
will never dlow you passage to Kzinhome."

Hwass; camed at this clear truth and his claws, which he had kept hidden,
were retracting naturaly. -fou iss dready promised me the passage. Now
you retract your promise. Y ou isswithout honor.”

The crashlander spat out a phrase in the Hero's Tongue which roughly
trandated as, "The victor hasroom to roam.” Then heresumed in
Intenvorld, | believe the basic nature of the promise remainsintact.
Answering my companion's questions may taste like leaves but there will be
no trickery inthem. Am | correct, Y ankee?

"My guestions do not forrn a conundrum prison. They are answerable by an
honorable kzin. Isit not true that an honorable warrior will not abandon
hiswarrior mate in battle? Some of our warriors fed the same. | seek
information about afdlen comrade.

| issnot the God who iss seeing every fdlen warrior.”

"But you were amember of the Third Black Pride a the time of the Battle
of Wunderland?
" pe”

-And the Third Black Pride captured prisoners.”
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'We capture prisoners. Alliss destroyedw-henourPride iss destroyed. | not
know details."
"But there were survivors. Y ou, for ingtance.”

| not know details, Y ou issrecal that the climax of baffle occurs as

| iss the unconscious companion of my laser-fried companions, and
furthermore iss dying in darnaged spacesuit. | not recover consciousness
until weeks beyond the battle ending.”

The Third Black Pride wasthe first to capture a prisoner-long before

the Prideleft its station to reinforce Traat-Adirnird .

"The records iss destroyed.-

"Not dl of them,” ingsted Y ankee. 'We are ill piecing together

records from your burnt-out hulks. The old codes are no longer secure.

Y our security officers did an exceflentjob of sending sensitive

information tc) computer heaven, but not al ghosts make it to heaven.

| am interested in your first prisoner.”

"Yess, | issremember her much well." Hwass was drinking furioudy ashe
talked. Theywere not interested in the prisoner; she was the one captured
with amore-or-lessintact hypershunt three-man scout ship. They were
interested in the fate of their ship.

Y ankee interrupted. "Y oujust used thewordher.'K2in tend to make mistakes
with that word. Are you taking about afemale prisoner?

"Yess. | remember such detaill much well. Weissdl astonished that
humanstry usefemaesin combat role.”

"What was her name?

| iss not remember such detail like that.-

'Wasit'Nora Argamentine?

| issnot know."

'What became of her?'

Aslong asthis monkey was asking only about the femae, Hwasswas
willing to answer. " Sheiss be destroyed
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in the battle.- Along with the hyperdrive scoutd-dp, aas.
"But you have no persond knowledge of that?-
"No."

'‘AVhat happened to her after she was captured?
"Chuut-Riit is establish the unit to study animal behavior. Sheis put
in thralldom to animal-trainer who iss been given authority conduct
behavior research.”
" Ship-based, or on Wunderland?
"Ship-based, That isswhy | say sheissdestroyed. All kzin shipsiss
destroyed in battle. None does surrendered.” He spoke with pride.
"But you have no persona knowledge of this?
"How iss| know such tl-dng?1 iss critica wounded before battle iss
taken to disastrous en&. "
-To what ship was she assigned? Our records are compl ete on the fate of
every one of your war-dAps. We can determine her fate.”
"Our Third Pride haslarge mother ship”-large enough to hold the
hyperdrive scout in her maintenance womb. -Frainer-of-Saves worked from
there. | issnot recdl itstitle.”
'Vasita. Yankee paused. He was thinking "drydock," but there was no
equivaent word in the Hero's Tongue. The continents of Kzin were al
linked by narrow shallow seas and the kzin had evidently gone to space
before they had a strong seagoing tradition. Eighty percent of their
pace nava terms were not related in any way to basic kzinti sealore,
and did not obey the normadl rules of kzinti grammar, showing strong
foss| evidence that the kzin had been taught their spacefaring skills
by an dienrace. "Wasit a Ship used to overhaul other ships?
"Y ess'rhis be mother ship.”
Y ankee called up aword on hisinfocomp and showed it to Brobding. -Could
you try to pronounce thisfor me?
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"Negting- Sashtooth-Bitch,” said the crashlander in his best
growling-hiss.
'Wasit that ship?'
"y e

"No such ship has ever been recovered.” Y ankee posed the statement asa
question.

"Bitch warcraft ordered to battle-zone."
"It never arrived,- Y ankee insisted.

The mind of Hwass raced. Thiswas news. Then Trainer-of-Saves had
actualy carried through on his deten-nination to take the hyperdrive
scout back into the Patriarchy! He couldn't have done that, of course.

He was under arrest and in suspended animation. If he had, he deserved
aftill name. Could his captain have disobeyed orders and revived
Trainer? Probably not That old Hero had never bad an original thought in
hislife

Mystery. That'swhat this monkey was tracking down. Now Hwasswas
interested! Was a hypershunt motor actualy in possession of the
Patriarch? That changed everything. Hefdt acurious eation.

"l isshdl) you. Thenyouisshep mego Kzin?"

"Ifsaded .-



Chapter 7
(2436 A.D.)

The landscape could have been anywhere in the universe and nowhere. A
triple-cross rose out of the swirling fog a dawn. It wasan illusion,

of course, built within atiny chapd inside adistant corner

of Tigertown. The bulk of akzinwarrior purred his supplicationsto the
triplecross. He wore amask of steam-stretched human skin. The mask was
al bushy eyebrows, scowl, and beard, its human face too large because

it wasthereto hideakzin'smuzzle.

The purringwords, couched in the Dorninated. Tense, werefor theinvisble
Grandfather on the left, to the Father off stage on the right, and to the

Son in the middle. They were exactly those words prescribed by the
teachings of Kdapt The mask honored the true shape of God and made
Hwass-Hwasschoaw bold in histhanks for the fortune of the day. He was
dedicating himsdlf to the god of finding the lost byperspace shunt.
Aninteresting chalenge. Hwass had contacts within the kzin community
that no human could match. Clandeboye had access to hyperwave
communication and hypershunt transportation and to the nava records of
the humans. Neither man nor kzin could succeed without the other, yet at
the same time each dared not help the other. It was a puzzle subtle

enough to intrigue aWkkai Conundrum Priest
In the days that followed, he prowled Tigertown, trying
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to find any surviving crew member of the NestingS ashtooth~Bitch at the
time of the battle. Not atrace. 'Men he began to put together a
compendium of stories about Trainer-of-Saves, who had disgraced himsdlf
by inssting, probably correctly, that the human scoutship Shark should
immediately be shipped back to the navd yards of Kzin. Hwass had not
known the dave magter at dl, and was aware of him only because he was
afavorite of Gn-af-Bromfi, the Dominant of Chuut-Riit's Third Pride. By
now Hwass was very curious about this nameless barbarian from Hssin.
He used his new authority with the smian navy to obtain arestricted

vigt to Aarku of Beta Centauri where Trainer-of-Slaves had been
stationed as adave breeder before being assigned to the Third Pride.

He was evidently a superior trainer of the nasty jotok daves. But Aarku
had been more than adave factory. Aarku was till used to maintain
kzinti-equipped vessals of the Serpent Swann. The technicianswere dl
kzin and many of them had known Trainer.

Hundreds ofwrecked kzinti battle craftwere beached on Aarku. It wasa
mine of information about how kzinti wegpons performed againgt their
human counterparts. He had time here to expand on the Wunderland Baffle
andysis he. intended, someday, tc) ddliver to the Patriarch. if he could

not ddliver the message in person, then his sons or grandsons would.
While Clandeboye was using him, he was using Clandeboye.

He spent much of histime at Aarku setting up aKdaptist cdl. Thekzin
salvagers had found a desiccated man-beast in the wreckage of one of the
ships and Hwass showed them how to skin the corpse so that its leather
could be used to forrn masks for their Kdaptist services. Carved, the
beasts bones made excellent dtar pieces and candelabra.
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Through his contacts on Aarku he learned that most of Tr-ainerls
surviving associates were on Wunderland. That was convenient. Hwass was
granted a second restricted travel pass. From Aarku, he went to
Wunderland. No Kdaptist had more freedom of movement to spread the
LAurd.

Hwass's questioning around the kzinti tenements of Munchen fed him many
tales. Trainer had acl-deved areputation in the anima world through a
devation to the chemistry of the human brain. The smians had mawkishly
converted an orphanage, which once supplied some of his experimenta
subjects, into amemoria commemorating the. martyred children, hundreds
of them, each childs name engraved into an eternium plague. KZinti
documents were on display, somein Trainer-of-Saves's compact
dots-and-comma style. Descriptive drawings of brain operations, Trainefs
bad poetry, the skull-clamps from basement test rooms, the saws and
micro-fluid tapswere dl there.

The collectors of the memorabiliafor this holocaust museum had been
thorough. But Hwass (cynicallywearing a black ribbon of contrition so

that he could gain admittance) noticed one item that he was sure the
humans didn7t understand. It was labeled as alittle thr-ee-dimensional
puzzle used by Trainer-of-Saves to amuse himsdf while long experiments
werein progress. But it wasn't that at all. Hwass-Hwasschoaw, whose
patrilinial ancestrywas rootedin Wkkai, recognizedit as awooden puzzle
built by the Conundrum Priests. But it was much more than that to a
Patriarch's Eye. It was a covert datastore.

Hwass shopped around in the back streets of Munchen until hefound aredl
Conundrum Puzzle in a curiosity and antique shop. He repolished it to
duphcate the sheen of the other, then returned to the museum and switched
the two. The locks on the display cases
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were hurrian-primitive. From the engraved markings on the origina he
traced it to anow leglesskzin who had originaly given the deviceto
Trainer-of-Saves as apresent of respect for a problem solved.

The crippled warrior restored obsolete kzin electronic devicesfor a
living-hundreds of thousands of them were gill in circulation. He had

no trouble in reading the datastore.'rhe solution to the puzzle itsdfwas

the codekey The database proved to be an encyclopedic compendium of the
neurochemistry of the human nervous system bought by the lives of daves
and orphans. Interestingly, among the poisons were micro-dose gases that
would stop ahuman nervous system instandybutnotafféctakzin at al.

From his mafunctioninggravitic chair, Traineesfriend shared awedth

of stories about his polyvaent comrade and thus it was revealed to
Hwass, that this Trainer-of Saves had excdlent credentidsin gravitic
maintenance and, even though he was not qualified as an engineer, he was
more knowledgesble of gravitic mathematics than his duties required-

The extensive discussion provided fresh meat for Hwass's speculative
chewing. Trainer knew chemidiry and graviticsin unusua technica
versdtility. Difficult problem s never seemed to bother him. Where
another ship's cgptain mightbe baffled byhyperdrive mechanics, Trainer
would beinclined, at the least, to try to restore the function of a
misbehaving bypershunt motor. Had he succeeded?

Did he have the courage? That was dwaysimportant Grraf-Hrornfi's
youngest son had survived the baffle and told stories of how
Trainer-of-Saves bad served as an ingtructor for Grraf-Hromfis kitsand
had even killed severd of them for lack of discipline. Hwass knew that
chdlenging and killing akit of one's dominant superior wasa
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very dangerous act-if the kit wasn'tvictorious the father might be so

incensed asto chdlenge the ingtructor himself. And no Hero had ever
aurvived afight with GrrafHromfi. Y es, the courage was there---even if

he had areputation isa " grass-eater.”

Itwas not probable, but itwas possible for such astrange warrior to have
challenged the captain of the NestingSlashtooth-Bitch to a dud-but to
win?Had he had an dly among the crew to bring him out of hibernation?
Two againgt afull crew? Preposterous! But the ship had escaped Alpha
Centauri. How? It was useless to speculate.

This Trainer-of-Saves was aHssin barbarian, recruited when Chui

it-Riifs armada passed through Whshssira on the last |eap of the crusade

to Wunderland. If he had achieved command of the
Nesting-Sashtooth-Bitch, where would he have takenit?To nearbyHssin. He
could not have abandoned the Bitch and proceeded in the Shark--the human
scouthadbeen badly darnagedwhen captured and subsequent analysis had
shown that it had only been captured becauseits drive unit was malfunc-
tioning. On-board repair was imposs ble, even on a superbly equipped
repair vessd like the Bitch.

Hwass had much time to review and check out and correct his projection
of events. By human reckoning Hssin had been sacked in 2422. The Bitch
could not have arrived before 2423. 'Mat had been thirteen human years
ago. Trainer-of-Saveswould have required elaborate facilities at Hssin

to reoutfit and re-equip the Bitch for another interstellar hop. The

Bitch was not avessdl that could ffit from star to star. Could it have

pushed on from the n-rinsof Hs.sin? Not likely. Wasit il there?

Such adéelicate decision. Hwass; could sniffout no way to reach Hssin
without being taken there by Mg or Clandeboye on ahuman d-dp.
Clandeboye would not help him unless he received some kindofcooperation
inreturn.
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So hewouldhave to be a valuable assistant tc) clandeboye. Then hed haveto
destroy the human expedition and proceed to K2:in on his own. Perhaps theyd
never notice if he smuggled aboard atiny capsule of Trainer's neura gas.
Could lie succeed? He thought about it for only amoment A Hero might
attempt such a coup-but if there was anything to be learned from the
debacle at Wunderland it was that awarrior would not win without the aid
of the Bearded God. To claim Go& sfavor in acontest with the favored
humans required the greatest of Kdaptist skills. No smple prayer, no wordy
supplication would be enough.
This hunt wasin fresh theologicd territo,)4 Perhaps a sacrifice? But the
most ferocious fighting animal of K2in delivered on agolden dtar would
not impress this God when His precious humans were a stake. A Kdaptist
must ceaselesdy strive to understand Gods needs and His view of the
universe. Certainly a sacrifice had to involve grest fighting bravery and
skill-but it must also be appropriate. Would awise herbivore proffer a
gift of rare grassesto the Patriarch!
What wasit that God seemed to desire most?



Chapter 8

(2436 A.D.)

The lord called Grraf-Nig was out for asolitary hunt on hisWkkai estate,
naked in hisfur, seeking alittle relaxation while he tried to make order

out of what he was up againgt. One of his more adventurous wives, in

estrus, had been following him at adiscreet distance, watching his every
move with cool yellow eyes, patiently waiting for his attentions. She was

the daughter of hismost powerful Wkkai sponsor, S-Kish the High Admird.
Helet her tag dong, but ignored her, his dertness el sewhere. The pungent
scent of azianyadistracted him into amarvel ous chase up adong the rocky
crests, where be trapped the animal in aravine, killing the beast after

one sudden leap whileit tried to escape. Hisblood lust satiated, he had
timeto climb the tausto the top of hisworld.

Hisyear and ahdf on Wkka had been exhilarating, yet Grraf-Nig felt
deceived.

He had been swept into direct contact with the best philosophers and tool
makers. He merely had to grope aloud with a question and awork force
appeared with tools to master the answer. He was flown across continents to
huntwith Wkkafs best mathemeaticians who Oorioudy tore gpart the fabric of
the universe while they tore apart their meet by thelight of dl-rtight
campfires. He had been flown to space often, where awhole shielded
laboratory was being built to study hyperspace. He had
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been given females and honors and servants to manage his estate-but he had
been deceived.

At firgt the sashes and clasps and pinned-on ruffles of Wkkai clothing had
intrigued liini-now they felt like asiraigacket. He was often close to

killing hisvalet. His servants were spies. His closest associates were
guardians. If his co-workers spoke the truth they aso told him only what
the Wkkai patriarchs wished him to know.

The brilliantly dow sunset was worth watching from high on theseridges,
though it hardly seemed natural standing here on broken shale, exposed to
the sky, without pressure wallsto protect him, without even the walls of
aravineto holdin theair. He had lived in space too long ever to adjust

to aplanet. But the orange play of light on the scudding cloudswas a
worthybattleground for hisimagination. Aborigind plainskzinti could have
evolved ther protective coloring hunting among such clouds.

The sunset would bring night. He shuddered. The weather here was harder to
get used to than his overstocked harem.

Wkkai wastoo closeto its K2 sun. Tidal ffiction had dowed Wkkai's
rotation until there were only two seasons---seventy-nine hours oflight and
seventy-nine hours of night. The huge sun broiled them by day, steaming
them in their fur, sapping the energy of the hunt. After dark acloud cover
formed and the rains came, dumping heat into the atmosphere, retarding
nighttime cooling. Even so there was a skin of ice on the puddies at dawn
and, sometimes, snow.

Orange W", i un seemed to have twice the diameter of Alpha Centauri as seen
from Wunderland, but it was not nearly asimmenseto behold or asred as
R'hshssira, the brown ckvarf that bad warmed Gr-raf-Nig when he was the
your kg Trainer-of-Saves. Why, amidst the luxury of his own estate, should
he suddenly be nogtalgic for the
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tiny hellworld of Hssin, for the hunting caves ofitsjotok Run where he
had taken refuge as a nameless hunted kit?
A furlesstall lashed.
He was aware of hiswife's overpowering attraction, the beauty of her
black fingers clinging to the red rock below him, but instead of
responding, he threw to her the remains of the zianya. She must have been
hungry for sheripped into it with acoy glance of that& . He did not
move. to her; hetalked to her instead, coa)dng her closer, |G towing she
would not comprehend an iota ofwbat he said- Because he. did not haveto
make her understand, he omitted the inflected growls and hisses, the
spicesand smells of language, hearing them only inhismin& ear. He
rambled, dredging up memories he would not have bared beforeamale.
How to tell her that out there done with only daves he had dreamed of
his own harem of lovelies? He had dreamed of her. He lapsed into the
smple patois of gestures and grunts that afemale could respond to.
-Loveyou. Lust your fingers," was dl he could manage within her
vocabulary. It was not enough. His wives were a burden; he had been
without females too longin the wretched emptiness of space ever to get
used to the attention they required-
One almost had to be raised as the spoiled son of aWKkkai lord to have
the energy to dedl with femae demands.
Her response to hismusings, obvioudy cast in her direction, came asa
tilt of the head and araunchy smdll fi-om the erect fur of her haunches.
A femae dways understood sonwthing but never what was meant. Absently
he turned his great orange-yellow head out over the ridge and the bushes
that clung therein thewind. He flapped his fan-like ears. He spoke
forcefully to the God
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of Air and Wind and Smell. 'With my own eyes| found the Wkkal star in the
firmament and dreamed, wishing mysdlf here." Hisvoice chosefor its message
the Mocking Tense with which the Hero's Tongue derided victims.

First he had escaped ft-om Hssin to Wunderland, joining the armada of
Chuut-Rht Then after the disastrous Battle of Wunderland, after dinking

back to Hssin at less than light speed with a captured UNSN scout, he had
scrabbled through its war-smashed ruinsfor twelve years, talking to
ghosts--like he talked to hiswives now-repairing the damaged hyperdrive
unit, despairing of asecond chance to escape gloomy Rhshssirg, rgjoicing
when the opportunity came. Regjoicing when he reached fabled Wkkal.

That which is possessed is never asimportant asthat whichislacking. Had

it dways been thus?in brief reverie he flashed on apeaceful hunt through

the forested caves and domes of Hssin's Jotok Run, aday he could never
have again. He remembered his passion to escape the claustrophobic horror
that had once been his buth world, but the memory no longer carried

passion. It only remindedhim ofasmelly UNSN cabin stuffedwith davesand
acantankerous hypershunt motor and theirony of picking Wkkal ashis
degtination. Nothing was easy

The trouble he had taken to get himsdlf transferred ft,om that prison to

this prison!

Thewarrior Grraf-Ni~ more and more certain that the Lords of Wkkai were
holding him as a guest prisoner-anddidnlwanthim to knowaboutit Hehadwied
his hypothesis delicately, in waystoo subtle for his enemiesto detect.
Crraf-Nig had expected better-he had expected adulation, exposed throats
even-but he had arrived here with mere daves, with Jotold and human
daves, not awarrior among them, and so he should have anticipated an
unpleasant fate. No matter that he had
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aso arrived with an extraordinary prize ofwar, one of the humans fearsome
spacedrivesthat shunted their ships through hyperspace-

It wasn't enough. To the Wkkaikzin he was Trainerof-Saves, though they did
not dare call him that to hisface. His claws wisheathed- He suspected that
once his stolen machine had been duplicated by Wkkafs naturaists and
engineers, hewould be no more than chopped zianyalliver, an outcast kzin
who had wandered into the wrong hunting park. Wkkai was not histerritc)ry.
He had no territc)ry.

Hssnwasirretrievably gone.

His mouth tmtched to show hisfangs while he recalled how Hssin had been
destroyed by the raping monkeys. He owed it to those tree apes to blacken
the starsAfth afleet that would convert every human warren intc) ahunting
park. But his plan was going awry,

The Wkkm thought it would be their fleet breaking the blockade and humbling
mankind. Well and goodbut they aso thought it would be their grand fleet
which would humble the present Patriarch. They thought areim,igorated.
Patriarchy would rise fi-om the grass of Wkkai They were dreaming amonopoly
of hyperdrive power. He could usteit., he could smell it They were

dreaming of dominance for Wkkai. Thereit was, araw wound:- the need to
dominate, coexistent with the necessity to submit-the bane of dl kzinti.

Ships of the Patriarch had been collecting taxes fi-orn the Wkkai sun system
for longer than humankind had known the nature of their sky, and-for as
long-the nobles of Wkkai had resented parting with those taxes. Why should
the culturdly superiorworld of Wkkai deliver their wedlth to degenerate
Father Eatersl Now WKkkai. physicists were examining the only hyperdrive
shipinkzinti claws. For thefirg timein their history they had
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the longer swipe. And Grraf-Nig wasin an idedl position to catch glimpses

of their response. Theywere recklesdy planning to build afleet of

warshipsthat the Petriarch's admirals cotildn't match. They were, in

fact, buildingiit.
Sdf deceivers Only once during the war had they fought! Their local
nava collison with afight reconnaissance of fighting shipsfrom
Procyon during the Humihation had been bloated into an Epic Sega. The
haughty Wkka Warriors of thisminor skirmish, led by S-Kish, remembered
themselves as the Heroes who had saved Wkkai. in fact they were losers.
Had they witnessed the Battle of WWunderland they would not be so eager to
throw together their fleet of hyperdrive shipsand defy the infamous
MacDona d-Rishdii Peace Tresty without even bothering to inform the
Patriarch whose very life might be sacrificed by their impetuousness.
inauniverse of sub-light warships, it was the duty ofa Conquest
Commander to act independently, of necessityinforming the Patriarch of
his heroic deeds only later through laggard time; at sub-light speedsthe
Petriarch could not beinvolved in time-sensitive decisons. But
Gn-af-Nigwas uneasy about applying such a doctrine to a battlespace,
dominated by hypercrA It seemed to him that warfare had been redefined.
Grraf-Nig found himself strangdly loyd to the Patriarck My? He didn't
know. On thetiny frontier backworld of Hssin, the Patriarch had been a
distant myth. Nobody on Hssin had ever shown their throats to the
Patriarchy, the)~d hardly been touched by taxes, and they had been blind
to its splendor until the fleet of Chuut-Riit had passed through on the

way to Wunderland Still, distant as Kzin bad adways been, alowly
dave-trainer could not help but envisage Wkkai ambition as the most
terrible of treasons.

The whole problem had been amoot point aslong asit
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wasimposs bleto build a hyperdrive shunt Grraf-Nig and his Jotold
technicians had had a hard enough time just repairing and tuning the one
motor they had captured- He had assumed that it would take generations of
secret probing to learn how to build a copy. He had pictured a covert
network of kzin worlds dedicated to the task, secretly running physicists
back and forth through the human blockade in a united conspiracy directed
by the Patriarch.

The brilliance of the Wkka mathematicians had never occurred to
Grraf-Nig, who knew mathemeatics but who was, himsdlf, hardly more than
aglorified gravity-polarizer mechanic. That they had been ableto
construct aworking theory of hyperspace within afew years had aston-
ished him. That engineers were already building hypershunt test bedswas
astunning breakthrough.

Y et the advance was uneven. Grraf-Nig saw the superlumb tal technical
march being grafted onto a conservative military strategy that had

evolved over millennia againgt a congtant background of sublumind trans-
port-fastc r-than-light claws attached to dower-than-light minds. The
Patriarch had to be told what was going onand soon. Otherwise, another
disaster.

Grraf-Nig had begun to toy with the details of an escape to Kzinhorne.
Yes, | will; no, I won't Visons of sharing 2ianyawith the Patriarch
aternated with his knowledge of Wkka dungeons. Like any nascent schemer
he dreaded the hard decisions.

How he would recapture the Shark or commandeer one of the newer
experimental ships be didn't know, so he began by dreaming about his
piloting skills. It was probable that he would find the rlevant kzin
navigation tools denied him-but he had investigated the human naviga-
tiond paradigm on Hssn before rebuilding Lieutenant Argamenting's
unnatura mind to the femae-non-n. Early
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on he had understood the necessity of deciphering the human navigation
computer in order to steer his captured vessdl to affiendly port He
doubted that hisWkkai alieswere aware of the function of acertain

coded box, so fécused were they on the nature of the hyperdrive shunt.
The monkeys referred to Wkkai'strifling K2-star by catalog numbers
BD+50'1725, or HDraper-88230, or Ghese-380. Under those names there had
been neither hdpful listings of k-ss-than-giant planets nor listings of

nearby interstellar hazards--the humans were woefully ignorant about
kzinspace. He'd had to fly blind on his near approach to W'kkaisun. But
the human system was usable. He had aready deduced that they catal oged
Kzinsun as 61 Ursa Mgoris. Its hyperspace coordinates were in the box
and would be accurate enough even if the fine detailswere, missng.

'Men he sobered. Everything on Wkkai had been reduced to afine art-even
torture. A Wkkai dungeon was a Conundrum Puzzle that took alifetimeto
solve. its stones were scul pted byvow-sworn priestsinto shapes of beauty
and balance and engineering. A finger might hberate you-or reshape your
dungeon into atinier cdl or feed you to the fish.

Fighting his own kzinkind was worse than fighting humans. Asabarbarian
from Hssin he had been brought up to believe that Wkkai was one of the
great centers of leaming and --Aisdorn. In fact it was parochid. The

local lords weretoo far away from Kzin to share directly in the avesome
power of the Patriarch, and too far away from the war to have been
bloodied by any other baffle than their petty internd duels.

The dangersinherent in escape came from WKkkai's naval strength. He was
atrained fighter pilot and knew what he was up againgt. It would be

harder to evade the gravity-driven dreadnoughts of the Wkkaikzin than,
after
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escape, to outmaneuver alethargic superlurnina ship whose monkeycrew had
yet to master the tech of the gravitic polarizer. These UNSN treaty
enforcers hovered outside the Wkkai system, beyond a spherical hyper-
barrier generated by Wkkaisun's mass, looking down at kzin military might
from aheight of three light-hourdike monkeysin atree throwing nuts at

the prowling carnivores below. They had not dared come in toward Wkkaisun
for ared fight

Thelr slly blockade of military trade between the kzinti worlds was no

big shake of thetail. A few kzmtL hyperdrives could break it. The Procyon
planet, the one that named itselfby some incomprehensible human pun,
could build starships for amillennium and till not have enough of anet

to snatch each fish from the stream. Space was bigger than ignorant
treaty-makers could dream.

Grraf-Nig did not doubt that, once beyond the hyperbarrier, he could dip
past the monkeys. He was a veteran of deep space. Already, by himself,

he had legpt haffway to the legendary world of K2:in. And he had done
this, after the war was over, when the blockade was dlready in place.

What was another fifteen light years? He could see Kzin fi-om here,

shining at magnitude 4, twelve degrees off gaactic north, a proud hdt

in the Congtellation of Swords.

Thetrip had to be risked. There was no way around it By the tenns of the
MacDona d-Rishshi Peace Tregty the humansingsted upon retaining control
of dl superlumina communications. The Patriarch, light yearsto the

gdactic north, would not yet even know that a hyperdrive ship had been
captured. No human was likely to tell him.

Escape. wasaln atter of timing. if he stole away before the physicists

of Wkkai fully understood the nature of the hyperdrive shunt, and if, by
unluck, the Patriarchys
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only working model was captured or destroyed on the way to Kzin, then his
premature decison would have left the kzinti in thrall to the humans

forever. Patience. That was the lesson Chuut-Riit had taught. That wasthe
lesson his narne donor, Grraf-Hromfl, had tried to teach, and had not quite
learned 1-dinsdlf.

Timing. Too soon or too late. If hewaited too long to carry hisgift to

the Patriarch, the Wkka might become so strong as to be deluded into
wagingwar by themsalves. And that, too, would leave the ] Qinti in the

thral ofvictorious humans. There was no such thing anymore asa”loca”
war. Wkkai could attack human space, but the humans would smply bypass
Wkkai and destroy ahelpless K2:in. All kanti worldswould have to be
arrnedAdth the hyperdriveshunt. If Heroes were to undo their humiliation,
as one pride they would have to hunt and kill the man-beasts and their
women and their children.

And where was the pride that could command that kind of interstellar
loyaty? Only the glorious Petriarchy!

Later, returned from the hunt, walking aong the ba cony of hismansion,
Grraf-Nig watched one of his human daves play with hisyounger brothers.

The Ueutenant Nora-beast had proved to be excellent breeding stock. The way
her sons showed their teeth to each other, anaive kzin might think they

were about to attack but they were only laughing.

He was genuindy disappointed that he would have to leave them behind.
Leaving hiswives he didn't mind, but good daveswere hard to come by The
oUer mae-beast might ham madgjust the right dave giftfor the Patriarch.
Lifésregretd



Chapter 9
(2436 A.D.)

Because Hwass-Hwasschoaw was on Wunderland, he had not dared bring with
I-Am his masks of human hidethere had been no secure place to conced
them on the tiny shuttle cr-aftfi-om Tigertown, staffedas itwas bykzin-
hating animals. That made difficult anycommurtionAdth God

K dapf.sfonns had to be observed rigoroudly.

Hwass went into retreat above the cluttered eectronicsworkshopina
room that was often used for secret meetings by Munchen's Kdaptists. He
meditated in this claustrophobic space built to human size. How was a
devout kzin to apped to a Bearded God who had given the Patriarch
thousands of years of victory-but who thwarted every kzin ti attack on

His newly discovered tree climbing pets? Noseplugs attached, he fasted
aonein darkness among the salvaged junk, thinking.
Where was the logic behind God's bias?

Hwass, anoble of the Patriarch's Eye, was herein acrumbling dum while
they were being resurrected in prosperity alabout him. Strange. God
never interfered with akzinwho made an ill decison; such ak2in was
respected as anoble intelligence and alowed to grow wise-or to die-by
living the consequences of his decisons. Not so with humans. Why?

A master crafter, Hwass reasoned, only interferesin his creation when
itismoving awry of hisintention. A
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mechanic repairs only after hismachine beginsto fal. A potter touches
clay onlywhen he seesimperfection. God was an artisan. When he ceased
admiring the beauty of Hiswork, | iow did He choose to interfere?

inal of Go& s universal masterwork, the man-beasts, molded in God's
perfect image, seemed to be the only imperfection that disturbed God. God
interfered ceasalesdy for human salvation. Let aman-beast makeamis-
take, and God rushed in to save him. Go& s ssimians might he and cheat and
beet their femades, they might run in battle-but He was dways saving

them. |~et aman make alethal decision, and God invited him to be born
again. Some divine author was not alovAng the men to lose no matter how
iniquitous their behavior, Saved from blunders, mankind was never alowed
to grow wise ... as akzin became wise through the blunders ofhis youth.

It was told by men that they had mightily offended their God by eating
vegetables from the tree of knowledge. Perhaps Go& purpose in saving the
man-beasts was to keep them in their animal state--naive, innocent,

lacking in wisdom. What better way to cage an animd from knowledge than
to save him fi-om the consequences of his acts?

Hwass was beginning to understand. The sins of men caused God pain; He
interfbred to put things right. Men tore down His work wantonly; God
rebuilt their homes. While God demanded bravery and discipline and hon-
ety of Hiskzin because he respected them, He spoiled His simians out

of love. Inther writings did not men see Him as one who raged at their
sins but who was always merciful ? Was not this Bearded God obsessed with
the salvation of those He had created in Hisimage? There, that wasthe
path to Hisliver!

Undergtanding savation was the key to understanding God. And the Son

of God was the key to salvation. Kdaptist
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rigor had fiound the way. His mighty ftame stirred in the attic, shakmg
spidersinto their cracks. Through His Son, Hwass could reach God.
Clandeboye had planted on Hwass a homing device no more sophisticated
than those the ARM used to map the wanderings of criminds. Inthe
Munchen workshop he showed his legless el ectronics Hero how to remove it
and how to plant it on ayoung Kdaptist of the correct height and color
who was to proceed to a safe house farther south--and stay there until
Hwass returned-

He chose atime before the rising of Beta, in the dark of the night, to

dip from the back of atruck into the forest outside of Munehen,

intending to place himsdf far from any city. The holy quest for the Son

of God began as a kind ofreverse hunt, avoiding everyd-Ang, loping
quickly, slently, tirdesdy, dways out of sight and smell-biding

hims=lf by day, moving by night and by the pale ardor of Beta-until hewas
totaly beyondliuman habitation.Me journey was endlesgoy. Many timeshe
broke histrail so that it could never befollowed. it wasjoy to hunt

the Son of God.

Each evening the quetzbirds gargled on their night hunt. They hunted only
when Alpha had set but were most active when brilliant Betadominated the
night sky of stars. Once he saw one on alog munching aluminescent
fungus, its brilliant feathers eerily glowing. The smell of the bird and

the tang of broken fungus was aforest poem. How could he ever givethis
up again for civilizetion?

On thethird daybe sniffed the smoke of ahuman bonfire and thought he
might have found the Son. He smdlled burning oak from Earth, mixed with
dightly green bundlestick. Fresh mesat on the fire was too hot and char-
ring; blood was ablaze. He could detect human sweat and sour beer, a
background of spicyinsect pheromones, moist
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soil. But long before he was close enough to see hisprey he smdled its
female scent. Not the Son of God. Avoiding the wo man, he cameto a steep
dope that overlooked the stars. He reveled in the stars, then plunged on,
Slentlyswift.

At dawn he found a grassy meadow being grazed by asmdl herd of six-legged
sprinters, hardly taller than the grassitsdf. He was tempted and hungry

but he did not attack. Thiswas ardligious misson and hunger drove a
keener spirit. Nowbe was well beyond the boundaries of human settlement It
meade the hunt venturesome because his prey was a man. Betawas now the only
gar in the dawn sky.

Two days later, ftill ddliberately fasting, eating only the odd rodent,

ravenous, he found hisfirst spoor, fish skins bya stream. By that

everting, a Alpha-set, he hadlocated the cabin, itslog wallstwice the

length of aman, made from thin logs one man could haul and notch. The roof
was pond reeds. Best of al was the smell of male. Hwass had saturated his
orange fur in pond muck for the sake of invighility. He could have

attacked the recluse and killed him then--deadly claws against an ancient
hunting rifle-but for religious reasonsit was necessary to capture the Son

of God dive.

Hewaited. Animals moved in the forest, breaking tMgs. Insects whistled and
sprayed the air with their mating scents. A Terran squirrel warned the

forest with indignant quan-€ling. Hwass remained slent, histhin, winglike
ears e~,ctended, listening for the man to settle in for deep, nose

relishing the night air, waiting. But he had to act before. Beta-rise.

Darkness. Wide pupils. The human gtirrings; ceased. Timeto act. Only the
cloud-diffused garlight and his flared nogtrils guided him noiseesdy
acrossthe lightlessmoor. it was so dark he had to finger-feel hisway
acrossthelogs
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to find the opening. Carefully his mind measured theinsde of the dwelling
so that his strike might be quick and accurate.
Hwass reached an ann deep into the open-shuttered window.
Ruddly | te dragged the naked man through the opening with ahand tightly
closed over the man's mouth. "Hey now, easy doesit,” mmmphed the
struggling hermit But the kzin was trussing his prey before the victim was
fully awake. Surprise over, adrendine surging, the lamb of God fought with
adlent clawing ferocity until he could no longer move at A. Immobile, his
mouth free, he snapped, ,,| didn,t doit. I'm not responsible! Gimme my
clothes!" He glanced fartively at bear-black ghosts spread over anearby
bush. His patched shirt and utility trousers were molded firom forever
fabric, frayed beyond the bounds of forever, now recoveri ng from awash
and clubbing by the stream’s shore. They were valuableto him.
"Youiss Son of God," Hwass answvered gently, relieved that he had indeed
captured amde. If it had been afemae he would have had to put it back,
or tokill it for the sake of sllence.
"Hey, you've got the wrong man!" came a desperate croak.
"No. YouissHisperfect Son."
"Not me. My grandfather came to Wunderland to get away firorn that
mouth-flap.”
"Y our Grandfather iss everywhere at dl and once," said thekzin. "Heiss
with you now. Youissholy."
-rell Myrtle. To her I'm teufd. Already I've skipped out on two wives. I'm
amean cantankerous no-good who likes to fish and to rot in the woods by
mysdlf. Peaceful like"
" iss captured Gocts Son," Hwass hissed threateningly, atheologian daring
to be contradicted.
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The hermit was surprised that kzin were still loose in the woods after
sxteen years. Thisone had gone crazy after dl that time. Still, the
panic in him forced him to argue. The cantankerous wife-deserter said the
first inane thing that cameto his head. "My teeth are rotten. Y ou cant
believe the Son of God would be plagued by rotten teeth,” he suggested
hopefully.
"All male mensissthe Son of God, teeth or no. Y ou issthe Son of God
I hunt. Men's Bibleiss say that the Son of God may be found anywherein
any disguise, even in dungeon. Matthew 25:40."
"Fnaglesaveme”
Hwass hissed. "Finagle iss atheist devil-beast. Cannot touch Son of God."
The heli-mit took a moment to consider screaming a
thetop of hislungs-but there was no oneto hear, With
hisannstied to his sides, his only wegpon was reason.
"Whatever you want, you , vegot. Tell meand rU giveitto
you. I'll kissthe ground you pee on."
,Tou issthe true-fonn."
"What doesthat mean?
-You iss beautiful and iss shapein theimage of God.-
"My mother used to stare a me like that."
"Not to talk of mother. The mother of the Son iss soulless animd!"
"Doesthat mean you're not a Catholic?"
. Tonight we converse only importantlywith Father of Son.”
The old hermit was beginning to fed sarcadtic. "Hey Dad!" he shouted
over hisshoulder. "Company!"
"Silence!" Hwass snarled. " Serious mattersiss upon us. Y our Katheriss
stressed at sinsofal humankinds, men~slying, decuit, vanity,
cowardice, and dishonorable scheming as you mensisstak out of two
sides of your head! Mensissthe greatest sinner of alsentients.
Agreatsorrow
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He hasat your snning in Hisliver and isswish to help you mens, al too
much, for you iss been made in trueform of GA He weeps at men's deviations
from true path. He,%ishes to help you to path of righteousness. Heiss
obsessed with helping you. Sorrow iss pain to beareven for one who iss
God. Heiss so filledwith crazy driving sorrow fixating His atention that
Heiss neglect His other kittens. Thisyou isswig correct.”
ltilight!"
"Youissnow tolay God7sliver toitsease.”

If you'll untieme, I'll gladly gc) to my kneesand pray to God

fervently. Say your prayer and I'll say it with you. I'm praying

dready!"

"Youissnot pray. Youisstake all menssinsto your soul with courage

of truewarrior, thusrelieving God of Hisgrief for mrzns. Youissbe

guilty for A sins. Youissaccept al punishment. You issforgiveal
menstheir transgressions, wipe them clean with your sufferingand make
God glad again. Tliisissduty | require of Son of God."

While the trussed Son of God peered hel plessly into the gioom, the devout
kzin used historch to fell astraight tree. Making muck ffickered on

dick fur. The giant cut hislog into two parts. He notched them and

lashed together asturdy cross. He measured the man's arm span while the
man pleaded hystericdly, now aware of hisfate. Holeswere drilled at

the right place on the crossbeam. Holeswere drilled in hiswristswhich
carefully avoided al mgor arteries and veiris. The kzin used ironwood

pegs to secure the Son of God to the cross and raised him to the night,

higher than akzin'seye. It begantorain.

In the pouring rain, Hwass cheerfully cut and built two smaller crosses
which he erected to theright and | eft of the crucified Son of God, one

for theinvisible Grandfather and the other to call God to the scene so

that He would know He was wanted. "len the clouds began to
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clear, Betawas rising through the misty trees and the hermit, in die
firgt ddlirium of hispain, could actualy see hisenemy dtting onthe
wet moor weaving-what was it? a basket?

Hwass-Hwasschoaw was weaving a human mask of pliant bark to replace the
mask of human skin he had not been able to bring with him. Basket weaving
was one of the skills he had ordered hisfather's davesto teach him as
ayouth. His patriarch had not alowed him to observe adave without
learning how to & al that the dave was doing. Once he had killed one

of hisfathees metal-working davesf or refusing to teach him the art

of variable dloying. Hisfather commended hisact by sharinginthe

bloody meal--even though he had lost avauable property.

it was predestined from birth that Hwass was to become Patriarch's-Eye,

an unmentionable name he wasto carry in priority to dl other social

names he might be known by. Eyes sometimesled quiet lives of observance,
Sometimestherr livesbecamelively affars of surviva by wit where even

the most impractica skill might be the key to survival. Hisfather had

ordered himto learn everything.

MUe hewove, herecaled hisfatheeswords. "A master who cannot do what
his daves do has become like an unskilled animd. A k2inisowned by his
davesif they are more clever than he." Hisfather was born on Wkkai of

the Kzin aristocracy, nominally amember of the Wkkai aristocracy, but
more. of Kzin than of Wkkai. He had only contempt for the W' ki habit of
letting their daves be the custodians of their gestalt.

Hedid not haveto kill his fathees basket weaversfor theywere

enthusagtic in teaching him -al they knew. The mask shaped up nicely.

The skin wasfingy woven with
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shaped cheekbones and cleft chin and protruding eyebrows. The eyeswere.
of strearn-polished quartz. The hair was of fine plant fiber which he
pounded clean while the Son of God was dying with hisawful burden of sin.

Day canie and night, and the pallor of Beta, and the dawn of Alpha. In
his delirium the hen-nit was taken to a ghostly remembrance of Munchen
in the spring of ayear when Betawas an evening star it cast shadowsthe
length of Karl-Jorge Aveniie and set the stedl steeple of St. Joachim's
cathedrdl a-shimmer against a purpling sky. Some kind of Mass was
gathering, and his grandfather, whom heloved far more than hisfather,
was holding on to his hand with the kind ofvigor that adults useto

protect children from Calvinists, nearby kzin, and other evils.

The hen-nit was remembering diis now because as a child thiswasthe
first time he had ever seen astatueman nailed in agony to across. The
crosswas larger than life-size and it rose above the massive entrance

to St Joachim's. He had not asked his grandfather about it but his
grandfather had sensed his consternation and vol unteered an explanation.
"Son. Don't be seared. The kzinti don't do that to people. Cracffi)don

is peculiarly Chrigtian--the kzintihave only been here nine years, they
haven't had the time to be reborn again. Give them fiftyyearsto convert
and then well get somered arocities.”

The Son of God had not spoken for aday. Now, suddenly awakened to the
present by hisvision, oblivious of his pain, he shouted-Adly down at his
kzin."Y ou reborn?

"Ratcatsisslive eeven lives?' The giants earswaggled in amusement as
he used amonkeys demeaning term for kzinti. He meant nine, but Hwass had
never managed to master decima mathematics. He got it garbled when he
converted from base eight.
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"Born once of mother! Born twice of Chrigt!" shouted the hermitin
explanation.
Thekzin remained puz7Jed.
"Finagle's censored bals! Areyou a CAirigtian convert? I'm trying to
explainto mysdfwhat you're doing! Crucifixion isa Chris*an sacrifice!”
"l issKdaptist," explained Hwass patiently to hisvictim.
Ile hennifs Sght was wavering again. He followed his grandfathers eyesto
the St. Joachim cross of his halucimtion. fhsdrylips wereraving.
-Mygrandfatherwarned me about people like you!" he screamed atthe kzin.
Then hewas gone again into delirium and vision and revelation.
"Chrigtiand" his grandfatherwas | ecturingwith a booming voice that
traveled dl the way from Munchen to the Wunderlandbagl dands, "theydel egate
theirwrong-doing to Christ who suffersfor them in proxy. Tet Christ do the
suffering,' thafstheir motto. 'Let Christ be punished in my place.'Christ
earns Gods grace the hard way, and al they haveto do isdrink Christ's
blood and eat His flesh on Sunday. Christians acquire Go& grace secondhand.
For this sendce they are grateful and worship him. Been apopular sales
pitch for thousands of years. Chrigtians are the oneswho get indignant
when they get nailed to a cross, they think Go& s been fdling down on His
job and hire alawyer to sue Him."
High on his crossthe hermit wasin arage of indignation. He wasn't Chrigt
It wasn't hisjob! Why should he have to suffer? It was sacrilege!

Below, Hwass was busy honing atheologicd point Since God had granted to
these anima sthe gift of superluminad communication, surely their avfulest
sns had the superlumina &bility to fly fi-om dl the redlms of
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man, here, tc) the poultice Hwass had made fi-om the b4 of the Son of God.
Hwass had completed his mask. Wearing it, he was permitted to gaze
directly into the eyes of the Son of God. He smelled the fear and the

agony. The true face was tormented in pain. Sometimes the pain was so
great that the Son fainted but then he would dump and choke, unableto

fill hislungs, and had to awaken, tc) stiffen hislegs so that he could

breathe. The sacrifice was working. The sins of mankind were arriving,
anew one with each gasp and groan, and with them the punishment that
went with sin. Kdapt had truly mastered the nature of the smian form and
mind.

St joachim's was gone but the grandfather hadbrought with him a spinning
Munchen hotel, made shabby by thefist of the kzinti occupetion, horribly
fuzzed by the dehriurn. Grandpa was trying to convince his grandson not
to abandon hisfirst wife. The guy could be abore! What did it matter

so manyyearstc)o late? Cindy-belle was bones under akzin factc)ry. You
can't go back. Finagle, what did dl that matter when akzin hadyou
nailedto across? Die. | want to &e.

"Y ou can blame Cindy-bdle dl you want, son, for your own incompetence.
Itsapainlessway tc) go, to pass off al your snson to her, to make

her guilty, to attribute to her the source of your own stupidities. That

will make you fed good. Y ou'll be absolved. Y ou'l be saved-4or the
moment But Finagle knowsit won't do you any good in thelong nm. Y our
snsaen't trandferable. In thelong run you get nailed to your own

cross. Christ never saved asingle soul but hisown.”

Shutup, oldnwnl The universewasn't supposedto be literd.

Ihe grandfather held tightly to his grandsoWs hand and
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they were back in Munchen with the painted wooden Christ. "He wanted to take
on theworUs sins. He wanted to suffer in your place, and he suffered. But

he didn't save anyone. A sinis something even Jesus can't take from you. A
snissomething you can't give away. Y ou caWt even run away fromit."

Shut up. Let nw die. He was dying of regret | could be wUh Cindy-belle now,
and the boy grown up, and " mad Wn would havefound somwne el se, some odwr
sinner Too soon old, too late wise. Mly didn't theraving old ghost just

shut up!

From parched lips almost too stiff to speek, he asked for water. If the

damn ratcat had read the Bible, like he claimed, he/d bold up arag soaked

in vinegar. The man fainted. He woke. He found a cup of stream water in

front of hisface ... attached to a pole that went al the way down there

to acrazy kzin wearing the outsized mask of aman's face. Why water and

not vinegar? Did therat kzin want him aive to suffer longer? He smiled
through cracked bps. He was warm and cozy. Pain was its own anesthetic. He
wasfloating. Still, he wanted the water and durped at it awkwardly. The

water revived him but hewished ithadn't because his grandfatherwas il
chattering away. That damn old man was never going to give him any peece;
somber advice right up to the end. They were havingbeerin atrunkshuppenin
wartime Munchen.

-Ihe road you're taking, son, running away from your wife, letting father

handle it-that |eads nowhere but to desth. No matterwhere you run, son,
youll find there isyour own deathbed, and the faster you run, the quicker

you'l get there. -

The cantankerous hermitwas choking again. [histime he was grown-up and at
the end ofhislife. When hetried to stiffen, hislegs refused to obey. He

couldn't breathe with limp, legs and he couldn't talk hislegsinto helping



THE HEROIC M-rrfH OF LT. NORA ARGAMENTINES5
him. Hewas pleadingwith hislegsto raise his bodywhen he blacked out

Thekzin waswatching intently
At the exact moment of death the man-beastswould al be saved, at least
temporarily. Every man, acrossal the realms of men, would bein astate
of grace. Their sufféring would die as the Son died. And God would no
longer be digtracted by the pain emanating from their multiple
true-shapes.
He prayed. Grant the Bearded God tranquillity! The Great Go& Petriarchal
courage andbraveryand strength were about to be restored by the sacrifice
of His Son. Rejuvenated, He wot dd be alert and ready to listen to dll
who cdled upon Him, not just the whining of Hisfavorites.
The bMy on the cross dumped, convulsed, was ill. Hwass turned to the
smaller cross, Go& s antenna. Now! The mask respecting the true-form was
firmly upon his muzzle. He composed himsdlf. In the air were the songs
of heaven and the smdlls of glory. His hunter's sensesfelt the full
attention of God. He delivered only one request, a resonant, powerful
request, carefully phrased in the purrs of the Dominated Tense of the
Hero's Tongue:
Mighty Patriarch, Son of the Grandfather, and Father of the Son," he
began formaly, "the aromaof Y our piss emanates from every star. As'Y our
feces was dropped into the mud of Earth to bring forth the true-shape, |
throw my soul to the mud of Kzin to bring forth loyaty to Go& s purpose.
Obedient children | promise Y ou."
Hwasswas remembering alost life on thesheep estates of Wunderland. "A
fanged dog may be ugly in Y our eyes. An untamed dog may U sheep. But a
fanged dog who has been bred to the faith is a shepherd.”
Then he made hisplea. "Placein my loyd clawsthe
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hypershunt drive so that my brave kzinti may move fredly to their destiny!
Let usguide Y our true-shaped children. We will discipline their behavior!

In the whole of the galax)~ Y ou command no greater race than the race of
Heroes. Use us. | ask no more.”

After arespectH dence, Hwass-Hwasschoaw feasted upon the body of the
Son of God so that he might sharein the grace of the true-form, as God

had commanded in Matthew 26:26, and drank of the blood, dl of it, which
was shed for the remission of sins as commanded in Matthew26:27-28.



Chapter 10
(2436-7A.D.)

When Mgjor Y ankee Clandeboye tried to organize an expedition to Hssin he
discovered just how many nava officers he had dienated. He had ftill
authority to mount such an expedition, but it took more than authority-,
it took cooperation. VA iatever request he made was referred to some
other nava department Clearly Admira Jenkinswas not cooperating.
From the scuttlebutt he learned that Admiral Jenldns, in command of the
Eighth Fleet based at WWunderland, hadbeen involvedin arunning
internecine war with Generd Fry for years, acovert war involving
character assassination by secret balot, redirected supplies, gen-yman-
dering, reluctance to shareideas and innovations, officer Sdelining-and
an overt war over budgets and weapons procurement. They had policy
quarrels, philosopl-ded differences, and they belonged to competing
power blocs. A sort of Smmering truce had been in place since their last
open conflict during theinvason of Down.

Oneinformant thought itwas ftinny "He actudly enjoys hislittlewars.
Keeps about six or seven fronts going at the sametime.. He oncetried
to have Buford Early courtmartialed. Didn't succeed but sure kept the
volcanoes puffing.”
"Admird Jenkinsdid that?Y ankee wasincredulous.
"No. Generd Fry."
"Andthe ARM just lets my boss get away with it?
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-What can they do? Fry has goldskin roots. The goldskins and ARM
collaborate reluctantly. Y ou know, Belter and flatlander rivary”
"And | thought | was unpopular!”

The higher authorities of the ARM had done their best to keep such disputes
compartmentalized. Y et the very structure of the Ama gamated Regiond
Militiaexacerbated such conflicts. The ARM had never been designed to wage
war against the kzin or mediate between alien races. For 350 yearsit had
shaped itsdlf to find and suppress military technologies rather than to use
them. The ARM's military responseto the kzinti had been hastily cobbled
together out of the wrong pieces of bureaucracy.

Y ankee's men suggested that they bypass Jenkins and go back to Sol and pick
up aship. Besidesthe fact that this option put a ten-light-year

(dliirty-day) dogleg detour into the Hssin trip, it wasn't the kind of

failure that Clandeboye had the courage to pass on to Fry to fix-the old
game player bad doubtless movedhim into this hotseet quite deliberately.
Hewas|eft crawling from rumor factory to rumor factcny, grasping at wild
storiesfor somekind of lever into his problem. Perhaps, he thought
ironicaly, he could lay charges of mutiny against Jenkins. Good idea; bad
odds. Itwasin such amood that he accepted Brobding ShaefferlsijMtation
to dinner a Tiamafs Star Well. Brobding was always a good source of
gossip.

The Star Well was more fon-nal than Y ankee liked, complete with aflatland
headwaiter with black suit and oyster-sized turquoise jacket buttonswho
actualy escorted him to the Shaeffer table on one of thetiers overlooking
thewd|. Hiseyesfdl off the rim--down to the beginning of the universe.

It was vaguely disconcerting to know that astructura failurein the

"Kin'
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would suck him through the floor into an even better view of the stars. If
you hadn't noticed that Tiamat was rotating, its motion was brilliantly
obvious here; the constellation of Pavo wasjust dipping across the bottom
of thewell. He recognized Peacock from his days as starstruck navigator.
Binary giants, period 11.7 daysMinds werefilled with such usdess detail.
Trueto form, Brobding Shaeffer immediately began to passon the latest
gossip-while Y ankee was il standing. He xxus ensconced in a cushioned
crescent overlooking the wdll, hislips happily assaulting hisnoseina
pincers maneuver, long arm happily around ayoung lady. "l just got it
graight from the 1SC Adjunct that Sourface Jenkins considers your mission
to be adirect violation of Eighth FHeet territory. A pointed insult. He
wasraving a 3D socoer last night that a mutineer has been given sweeping
authori ty inhisbailiwick.”
"And here | thought he was happy,” Y ankee said sarcadtically. "Thelast
timewetaked, hewasgrinning likeakzin."
"Sit down. Meet Chloe. " Shaeffer turned to Chloe and jerked athumb at
his, friend. "Thats Y ankee. He's amutineer.
Y ankee sat down. "Knock it off
"That soundslike ared adventure!" exclaimed Chloewith the skll of a
young woman who has read about how to get aman talking. Therewas an
artificia spring to her loose black curls. She was either anaive
twenty-year-old on her first date or else avery sophisticated
sixteen-yearold preten(fing to be twenty. Brobding could be trusted to date
underage girlsor to get caught in his spacesuit without underpants or to
chink too much in Tigertown. Thegirl, and shewas agirl, continued to
sare at Y ankee. She actualy batted her eyes. 'Well?
"Just another war story,” grumbled Y ankee.
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"rell us. I've never asked you what happened,- said Brobding. "I'm too
polite.”
'“Mat',swhat | like about you."

"Aren't you going to tell us? Chloe sighed. Tlease, I'm anavy brat and

| likewar stories.”
“No."
"What can | bribe you with?sheflirted.

/A ship, sweetheart" He srrded kindlyand she chewed her lip.

That was when Brobding announced happily that he bad brought in akzin
mechanic fi-om Aarku to share some of the black art of gravitic drive
maintenance. "I'll be taking him back with meto Procyon.”
"l hope you have arage-proof cage,” mused Y ankee.

"Don't need one. Helost hislegsin the war. That'sthe dedl; he helps

us. We grow him anew pair of legs.”

"Arey)u sure hesgoing to buy that? Kzin wear their wounds proudly.”
Brobding grinned. "rheyre not dl the same. This one would be humiliated
to ask akzinfor legs. HEd never do it-even though he wants legs now
more than life. He's old. But he reasons that humans have no honor--so
he can ask us. He comes from Ch'Aakin. Well send him back home once
BroziWs boys are through pumping hisbrains.”

Y ankee remembered that ChAakin was aneighbor of Procyon-ninelight
years. It was alousy M2 star, not worth agold-plated |ead napoleon. The
crashlanders had tried to take it during the war-4t was too near for com-
fort-but ChAakin had turned into a bloodbath and one of the defeats the
navy didn't liketo talk about.

The next evening Y ankee was invited to the nava messfor dinner There
he had to endure adifferent kind of formality The gray bulkhead walls
were decorated with Stiffly mounted brass portholes salvaged off the
bottom
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of Earth's Pacific, and, at the head of themain table, a
cor,dencrustedpropeflerfi-om some ancientpursuit plane wi-Ach had overshot
itsmother carrier. These were flatlanders, importing their tiesto Earth.
The officers were seated by rank, their placeholders Chineseivory

military wegpons.

Y ankee had hoped it might be an informal gathering to break down whatever
obstacles were impeding an unorthodox intelligence mission. Insteed it

was an ambush.

"The Clandeboye articles’ had not been published in mgor datamags.
Nevertheless they had been widdly circulated and frequently condemned.
Often the critics had read only other reviews. Hisdinner criticswere
ruthless. Theywanted to prove to him that he was wrong, that the UNSN
patrols had avise grip on kzinti space.

Every sngleman at the dinner had combat expenence from the ferocious
thirteen-year offensive that had followed the Battle of Wunderland. An
average of four percent of their ships had been destroyed on every mis-
son. These were the hardened survivors, some of them brilliant combat
officers, some of them just lucky men. None of them had a good reason to
discount kzinti strength, yet dl of them did-

Itchilledhim. Thiswas the coreof the navythatwould haveto repel the next
h2inti attack. The hyperdrive performed some strange perversion on men's
minds. It gave them theillusion that they commanded space. Y ankee
remembered Vice Commander Y orti Marshdl's parable about the fleaswho
rodefirst class on Earth's supersonic aircraft, thitiking theywere lords
ofevery nook and cranny of the Earth-the same Marshall who had taught him
three-dimensiond attack strategy, the same Marshadl who diedwith the
attack forcesti)dng to penetrate the defenses of Down.
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"The UNSN patrols don't even cover the top end of the Patriarchy!" Y ankee
exclamed in frugtration.

"They don't haveto," said aconfident rake eight years his senior.

WhileY ankee politely listened to the nonsense the man was using

tojudtilyhis statement, he hadhis own thoughts. He had been further into

kzinti space than any officer here. There were worlds out there. There

was arumored world called Warhead that the kzinti had controlled since
about the time of Genghis Khan. The UNSN didn't even know where itwas and
wouldn't even know that it existed except for aquirky case history in

one of Chuut-Riifs volumes on military srategy

Y et Warhead was the forward base in a sublumina war being conducted
againg the Fidin that was il going on as of this very moment. Who

were the Pierin? The k?nti warriors fighting that battle probably

hadntyet noticed aMan-Kzin war. The kzinti had been interstellar

warriors since before man bad besten hisfirst iron swords from red

metal, since before bronze, since before Ur, since maybe bel'ore even

beer. That wasalot of timein which to build anetwork of bases.

How many kzinti worlds were out there? How many kzinti annedrocks
hiddenin interstellar space? Howmany miserable little kzinti fortress
worldslike Hssn? How many factory worlds? Hundreds? Thousands? No one
knew

These vDung men -vvho hadlost so many comrades could not even adrrdt that
they had been fought to a standstill. The hyperdrive wasa great logistics

and transport weagpon. it had adlowed the reintroduction of bhtAmegwarfare.
The UNSN had been able to surround and isol ate the main kzintiworlds. But
the hyperspace singularitywhichb enclosed every stellar massina

"forbidden zonewas as good as any medieva wall a stopping a

hypershunt-equipped invader.
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in the wicked days before the ARM, horse cavary might sweep acrossa
thousand miles of Earth and lay Siegeto the mightiest citiesof a
domain-but the horses couldn't walk through walls. A mechanized Wehrmacht
might race across the steppes of Russiain tank and armored haftrack and
truck and motorcycle-but it couldn't take the Streets of Stalingrad,

where tank and armored ear and truck were usaless,

In thiiteen years the human hyperdrive fleets had done brilliantly at
smashing kzinti interstelar trade. That didn't make much difference. The
Petriarchy had long ago adjusted itsdlf to supply linesthat moved at 80
percent the speed of light. Send off to Kzin for areplacement part and

it might arrive haf acentury later. Asaconsequence, even akzinti

minor outpost was amore-or-less salfsufficient manufacturing center. A
Ivinti attack force was alumbering, ill-supplied adventure.
Butakzinti-defended star under siege was amost invulnerable.

The gravitic acceleration of kzinti warcraft allowed them to outmaneuver
anything the humans hadbeen able to field, and dmost every class of

kzinti warcraft was superior to its human counterpart insgde the

singularity. Long range beam -wegpon duds were ineffective; a
sublurninal beam velocities an ablative shielded kzinti vessdl could

dodge faster than the response time of the beam generator. Intelligent
missiles were the best way to get through but they were very sublurnina
and could be picked off by alert defense crews.

The siege, record was poor. Down and Hssin were the only clear victories.
The assault on Down had been amassive surprise attack on aworldwhose
darwas so small thatits sngularity extended only to eighteen AU, less

than the distance to Uranus. It was an anomal ous outpost, sitting well
ingde human space, farther from Kzm than any other known
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world of the Patriarchy, poorly supplied, lightly taxed, underdeveloped mid
underpopulated. Still the warriors there had destroyed a quarter of the
human fleet sent against them before being exterminated-
Y ankee listened patiently, An officer whose place was held by acharging
armored battle-elephant of the finest carved ivory began reminiscing about
his dite unitslanding on Down while he neglected his plum chicken-but not
hisdivovitz. -1 was caught in the towerwith no way to get down and my
best cover man was blown ass over head into the cana where he was stuck in
his disabled armor. He couldn't run so he just sat there popping off every
ratcat astheyjumped over the canal wiliile | was shitting bricks because if
they got him, | was dead meat. He swatted about a dozen of them, one by
one, coming over the rise because they couldn't see him.”
Y ankee was reminded of the gambler who enthusiagtically gave his audience
a blow-by-blow account of how hewon ahundred "big ones' early that
morriing-while forgetting to tell them about the thousand "big ones' he
hadjust dropped at the tables. Thekill ratio on the ground a Down had
been three men for each kzin. Victors don't remember details like that.
Down had been considered important because it was behind human lines. That
was honsense. It had zero strategic importance. Probably it had been a
target of frustration. None of the bigger worlds werefaling, so get the
weakest one.
On the other hand, the conquest of Hssin in 2422 had been an absolute
necessity. It was only two light years from Wunderland and 5.3 light years
fi-om Sol and had been the origind staging area of the kzinti thrust at
humanity's hearL Theoreticaly it made an easy target Rhshssrawas a
faled star with asingularity that extended out only eight AU, lessthan
the distance to Saturn. Alpha
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Centauri was amere week away by hypershunt, an optima staging areafrom
which to supply the assault Y et fierce Hssin warriors managed to destroy
athird of the UNSN fleet before the Wunderland marines were able to carve
out their first beachhead.

Thirteen years on the offensive. Two victories. Thousands of kzLnti

stardups destroyed in interstellar space. Hundreds ofraids. Dozens of
unsuccessful seges. Stalemate. The MacDonAd-Rishshi Peace Treaty had
given both sides what they needed. The Patriarchy needed a breathing
space. Humaynty needed to stop begting its head against astonewadll. To
cdl it ahuman victorywas wishful thinking.

What humanity wasn't doing was using the time that the Treaty gave them.
Thedinner served its purpose. It reconvinced the hosts thattheyhadwon

the war andwere maintaimg the peace. it convinced Mg or Clandeboye that
he wasn't going to get to Hssin by orthodox means. His hosts were gentle-
men. Having been victorious over their guest verbaly, they toasted him

with Vurguuz. He raised his glass, too, wondering who these cardboard men
were. They had no substance. He was never going to get tc) know them. It
left him with akind of desperate despair.

When n-Len are desperate they wander aone, deep in thought Y ankee took
thelongway home. He was a~dy outside his apartment door before he
noticed that Chloe was waiting for him, huddled on the hdlwaysred car-

pet, arams around her legs. "Chloe!" He stuck histhumb in thelock and

it opened. "Hi," she said. Shefollowed himinsde
"Ifs past your bedtime, young lady."

"Good idea," shereplied demurdly, lefs go to bed." With thetiniest of

smiles she watched the shock hit hisface. She waited just exactly the

right amount of time.
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"Gotcha" she triumphed. Then with abob ofher springy black hair she went
to his console and called up the codes for atinkly kind of beating music
that he didn't understand. "Cornucopia,” she said byway of explanation. He
didn't understand that either.

"Where's Brobding?was al he could think to ask.

"l never go outN& 4th aman again after he'slet metuck the George.'How
could | ever respect him?”'

"Uh.. what wasthat? | think | missed something.”

'Vihat's the flatlanderword for it?she asked in atone that left him
wondering if he was being teased or not.

"l think | should be taking you home."

'-fou're saying that through clenchedjaws. | f1tink you need arelaxing
massage ... dl the way down your back to your bunt. "

"Strangling afew people | know isthe only thing that would relax meright
now," he growled. Since he was looking directly into her eyes she became
momentarily frightened. That upset him to the point of hasty denid- "Not
you!" Helaughed at himself to put her at ease. "Actually you have a pretty
neck. Breaking would ruinit. What | meanis: | don't need amassage. What
| need isto get you home beforeit istoo late ... before your curfew.”
"l just got here. Y ou're throwing me out aruady?
"Yes,,

"No. I'm hereto interview you for the school paper. Y ou haveto tell me
about the mutiny. I'm writing you UP.

"No, you're not."

"Then could we take a shower together instead?

"Young lady, | haveto tell you something about mysdlf. | don't need any
more trouble. I'm up to agiraffe's eyeballsin zoo-doo aready.”
"Mat'sagiraffe?

"It'sjust an expresson. An extinct animd, | tl-dnk."
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"I'm no trouble. | swear I've never ever gotten a man pregnant. cross my
heart."
"Your iather is probably a chiefpetty offloer with shouldersthiswide.
Petty officers enjoy making pulp out of me. Theyre not supposed to hit
mgors, butwith methey get away with it-and | get blamed. It looks
terrible on my record.”
"Thafsdl very wel and good but my father is not a petty officer. Hesa
rear admird .-
Y ankee gabbed forherwrist. Y ounglady, you are going home right now!"
"No-Frn-nofl*
'fesyou are.”
"Nope."
"l may carry you every millimeter of theway.”
"Inthat caseitsaded. But we have to take along detour so you can buy
me an ice cream. There isn't any good ice cream place between here and
home."
"If thats the best dedl | can get.”
So he took her home and bought her ice cream. He asked her if her father
ever worried about her. He was too busy, she replied. Well, didn't her
mother everworry about her? No. Chloe was born on Tiamat just months before
amob liberated it from the kzinti during the Greet Battle. Her mother was
an axe-wielding member of the mob and had been IdUed. Chloe still wore her
iron wedding ring on achain about her neck.
"Ah, soyou'redl of sixteen,- he said gently.
"No. I'm going-on-saventeen,” shereplied iffly
Y ankee was quite willing to drop her at her door and run but she dragged
him ingde to meet her father. "Daddy! | got him! Don't blame meifit took
an night] Hewasn't home!" In aVieter voiceto Y ankee she said, "Now
you'l haveto tdl me about the mutiny, Daddys going to wring it out
ofyou.”
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A bony but handsome Wunderlander appeared in aspidersiik bathrobe. He
shook handsin the old flatlander custom. "lsee you survived my little
teufd. She was raving about you at breskfast d-Asmorning. The
Clandeboye. | think it was adiverson so | wouldn't question her about
ffiat no-good crashlander she's taken afancy to, but no matter. | dm* ded
it wastimewe met."
"Make himtdl us about the mutiny, Daddy."
"All ingood time." He dismissed his daughter impatiently and refocused
his attention on Y ankee. "I've been hearing thatyou want to tekead-Ap
to Hssin? Isthat true?
"Ifsan Intelligence matter."
-1, too, want to take a ship to Hssin but lack the authority. | havethe
clearanceto look at your ordersifyou wish to show themto me. itis
possible that we might strike adedl .11
Puzzled, Y ankee brought out hisinfocomp.
Rear Admira Blumenhandler talkedw[de he perused 'Wdll, well, well," he
smiled. "I have ships but no orders. Y ou have orders but no ship." He
gn-anbled, continuing to read the fine print "Now thisiswhat | cal an
artight order. Ifyou commandeered one of my ships, | don't see how |
could refuse you. | might be upset; | might be enrugedat the imposition,
but | couldn't refuse you." His eyestwinkled. "Of course, I'll want a
favorin returrijust a gentlemen's agreement, mind you, nothing in
writing."
Andjenkins?'
"Jenkins has made suggestions on this matter-but | don't believe a
suggestion has ever carried the same weight as an order, now hasit? Let
me be plain-off the record. Jenkinsisaforeigner. | am of the
Wundervolk; my fan-&y has served the Nineteen Familiesfor centuries.
Jenkins servesthe ARM. I've sworn loydty to the ARM-but my heart
hesA4th the security of Wunderland. Lefs assume for my peace of mind that
thereisno higher contradiction
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between my sworn loydties. Uyaty to Wunderland, even loydty tothe ARM,
doesn't require meto kissthe seat of Jenkinspower. Do we understand
each other?'

7m sworn to carry out my nava duties. My ordersare clear. " It was

Y ankedls polite way of saying that he was not interested in exceeding his
authority

"Of course. Let metell you where my interest hes. Hssin callstip a

specid dread in my heart. Many powerfiA Wundervolk fed as| do. Hssin,
the ARM tells us, has been destroyed. | believe them because | was there.
But has it been reinfested? Jenkins scoffs at theidea. Kzinti supply
shipslong en route to I-1ssin have been intercepted and destroyed. There
have been flyby patrols. These quielde patrols have found nothing What
doesthat mean? There are thousands of placesto bide on aplanet. If you
were given the assgnment, could you hide yoursdf on Hssin?
"l don't think itwould be difficult | intend tofindout-

"Vhat you intend to do on that planet does not interest me. Itsan
Intelligence matter | dorft want to know about The favor that I'm going

to ask you does interest me and will ensure my fiA cooperation. | want
athorough study done of Hssin. When weleft it in 22 there was not a
kzin left dive on that world. When you leaveit | want to be sure that

the sameistrue.”
"Frn bringing akzin with me. | had to make aded -

Y out be bringing him out again. Right?

'-Fhe dedl isthat if he comeswith me, FU rubberstamp Markham's
repatriation release. He wants passage to Kzin."

"And good riddance. | don't expect you to find lczinti on Hssin. If you

do | don't careif you kill them or bring them out with you-so long as
Hssinisdead when you leaveit I'll send ten Wunderland marines with
you, experienced men, men who werethere. If they giveita
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clean hill of hedth, I'll believe you when you say you've done thejob.
Thisis agentlemen's agreement. No orders, no talk, no paperwork."

Y ankee, did aquick scan for catches. He didn't like to take on high
riskswithout careH evaluation, but sometimes an immediate cal wasthe
only way -Itsaded.”

The admird was smiling. "Not so fast. | don't put one of my shipsinthe
hands of acoward. Y oul haveto tell me about your mutiny.”
"Yes" sad Chloeenthusiadticaly. "Adventure time! -

"What are you doing here?' Y ankee groaned. -1ts your bedtime. Scram.”
No. | made aded with my father.-

Trapped. -itssmple.” Y ankee was angry now. " disobeyed orders.”

The admira paused. '-rhere's more to the story- It was a cornmand.
-Wewere horsing around in the kzinti backwoods where no man had dared
go before. We didn't know anything. We were looking around for signs of
life. At 59 Virginiswefound it. A mgor kzin world. Commander Shimmel
planned a deep probing raid. Surprise was assumed. No electromagnetic
message could have told them that they had ahyperspatid enemy Shimmel
went in. | held my wing back againgt orders, Histwelve ships
disappeared. The official story isthat the kzin got him because | wasn't
there to cover him. What | think isthat Shimme rammed his shipsinto

the singularity. | think his officersfollowed him againgt the wall out

ofbhnd loy~ dty. | didn't. I told him his math was suspect, he was cut-
ting it too fine. He got mad and ordered mein. | dalied. Mlen he
disappeared | was pretty freaked and went in, on my own caculations, at
my own entrance point, and tried to find him. | didn't find anybody. The
kzin found me and the wing had to fight itsway out again."
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"Vhy didn't you trust his calculations? He had standard UNSN computers
and standard code. We A used the same code.”

"A commander has discretion about how fine he~sgoing to cut it Y ou trust
the code. | doiA. For Finagle's sake, nobody understands that Stuff. Its
al ad hoc. lesrules of thumb. The smplest rule of thumb isthat the
sngularity isagpherewith radius, in AU, of thirty-six timesthe root

of the mass of the star in solar masses. Would you bet your ship on that?
Damn right you wouldn't. The code takes athousand thingsinto
consderation to come up with a better answer. Do you trust that answer?
| don't. | know it's not based on atheoretical understanding of
hyperspace. I1fs based on experience and a bit of mumbojumbo distdied out
of that incomprehensble manua the Outsiders sold us. When | was
training at We Made It, one of the traineeswalked his ship into the

wall. Hewas using the d ten current code. Whatwe found of liirnwas a
string of vapor three AUs long. The motor is probably till in

hyl)erspace. Who knows? Seared me out of my mind. | studied
singularities. Made up my owm rules of thumb, and I'm dam ned if
anybodywill tell me not to usethem. Y es, they are conservative rules but
I'm il dive™

"Y our loydty to y(mrse~is greater than your loydty to the navy?

Daddy! Y OU Promised to be diplomatic! Itwas part of our dedl!"

Y ankee couldn't help himself. Herose to the bait "Frn more loyal to the
navy than you can imagine, ar. If | had my way men like Jenkins and
Buford Early would be composting the shit of the newest recruits. With
shovdd"

"So you think thereisatime when aloya officer must disobey orders?

"l couldn't say. | wasn't thinking at thetime. | wasreacting. It was
ajudgment cal, | wastrying to keep my
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men ahveto fight the kzinti. Going through thewall didrA make senseon
any counts. Sometimes you have to sacrifice-but it hasto count. When |
came home | found apoem. | knowit byheart. 1854. October twenty-ffth.
The Béttle of Baaclava. Tennyson. The British vvere better at obeying
ordersthan I'll ever be." He dosed his eyes.

- 'Forward the Light Brigade!
Chargefor their guns'he sad,
Into thevalley of Desth
Rode the six hundred...

-Someone had blundeec| Theirs not to make reply. Theirs not to reason
why, Theirs but to do and die. Into the valey of Death Rode the six
hundred.

"Cannon to the right of them Cannon to the left of them, Cannon
behind them Volleyd and thunder'd, Ston-ned at with shot and sheR,
While. horse and hero fen, They that had fought so well Came through
thejaws of Death Back from the mouth of Hell, All that was | eft of
them, Left of six hundred.”



Chapter 11

(2437 AD.)

The Winderland crewed frigate Erfok hadbeen commissonedin 22, its
firgt fight at R'hshssra. Badly damaged during the unsuccessful assault
on Ch/Agkinin'25, it was rebuilt in'26 vvith an extended midsection to
house the most powerful of the redesigned hypershunt motors coming off
the We Made It assembly lines. From'26 to 33 mankind flooded hyperdrive
warsfiipsinto kzinti space. During that time the Erfok had been an agile
part of Admira Chumeyer'sfleet while the Pablarchys supply lineswere.
being decimated.
Y ankee laconically referred to the MacDona d-Rish" Peace Treaty asthe
"Truce." For thefirst year of the Peace the Er 01g's seventy man crew had
patrolled kzinti worlds f
until forced into aless active role by anewer class of smdler and more
economical (and lesswarworthy) UNSN patrol vessels. But Blumenhandler,
with Wunderlander paranoia, had managed to keep the Erfok out of
retirement She was war ready
As Y ankee boarded the ship through his shuttles umbilica he remained
apprenensve. Admira Blumenhandlersyrnpaffiiwdwithamihtaxyreachness thet
went beyond patrol duty, but were his- men asimaginative? Y ankee was met
by athin young officer with an adam's apple and the nametag
"Clauksidwho took him through a cramped corridor that was stuffed with
pipes and boxes and leads; most of thern from the 26 retrofitting. The
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officer, who couldn't have been more than twenty-five, apologized

solicitoudy for the inconvenience, pointing out possible hazards asthey

moved adong. But where ese could they have found room for new equipment but
in the corridors? Military vessals are not designed for comfort.

Hewasled to a claustrophobic gunnery stuffid with five compardons of
Claukski, most of them too young to have been veterans of the war.
Clandeboye agected bland camaraderie and a stash ofbeer but they seemed to
know him and to be more interested in discussing hiswritingsthan in

drinking. Such enthusiasm was heartening. Better yet, they were eager to

show him what mischief they had been up to.

The Erfolgls battle stations were spliced into asmulator that could put

the whole ship into game mode. They showed him software "saves' of
recregtions of the original Battle of R'hshssira, which had been refought

with fiA crewparticipation. The tactics which had evolved fi-Om their
practices were aradical departure from standard UNSN procedures.
Brilliant. Y et Y ankee was depressed by their gpproach. Like hundreds
ofgenerations of mihtary men before them they were preparing themsavesto
fight the Last War.

Hetried to express his concern diplomaticaly. He had no intention of
dampening such ardor. "Haven't you been unnecessarily redtricting
yoursalves? Suppose war broke out again, might not U NSN ships themsalves
be equipped with gravitic polarizers? There is some effort being extended

in that direction. War isnever gtatic.”

Six men just grinned and immediately showed him awilder scenario. Ship
specifications-from firgpower to performance-were modifiable with an
initidization table. Already tactics were available for severa specifica

tion upgrades. The recorded smulations on the battle
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screens gpped edto Y ankegs trainer ingtincts andhe found himsalf
grinning, too.

Ensign Tam Claukski, the youth with the adam's apple, wasthefirst to
sober. 'We have a big problem we alwant to discuss with you, sr.”

They didhave abigproblem, he thought-they hadn't equipped their kzint,
warcraft with hypershunt capabilities. That would turn out to be amajor
oversght if their intention was to ready themselvesfor somefuture war.
"Problems? What kind?

'When wetried to smulate akzinti hyperdrive fleet we ran into mgjor
problemswith our modd."

Y ankee was not used to naval types who could accept the obvious, and it
gartled him, suddenly, to find out that with these boys he was not going
to have to cgole and convince. They dready knew. Hefet rdief. He
nodded and let Claukski continue.

"It turns out that our basic moded is an efficient tactical andyzer, but

that ismore by accident than by design. in it we know everything about
our own fleet and what help we can bring in from outside the bettle.
Without hyperdrive thelzzin are limited to what shipsthey have on site.
That makes the number of unknowns manageable. Tactics dominates over
drategy,” Tam made aface. "Assuming that the kzinti have hyperdrive
changes everything. It connects any locd battle to the whole Petriarchy.
The number of unknowns, escalates. Strategy begins to dominate tactics.
Wethought.. ." Theensgn trailed off. Obvioudy what he had once
thought had proved bicorrect. Theywere dl waiting for Y ankee to comment
He said nothing. He thought. The Patriarchy aready hadadis(T .ibuted
military apparatus. With sub-light transport, cent ralized response to
athreat wasimpossible. And so kzinti factories were everywhere. The
ratcats, had
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outpostsin places where no byperdrive-based civilization would bother to
maintain abase. Thus given hyperdrive technology the kzin inherited an
automatic advantage. They were immune to a centralized knock-out blow. At
the same time they could mount an offensive from many directions. Not an
easy threat to counter.

"I'm impressed with your tactical know-how What you want from me, |
upposg, isto teach you the art of Grand Stntlegy.
Thelook intheir eyes said yes.

Y ankee sighed. 'Ti napoor excuse for astrategist. But | suppose we.

could work on it together "just the thought delighted him. Thistrip was

going to be apleasure.

Eight days later, the Wunderland crewed frigate gpproached itstarget star
cautioudy, Rhshssradtill apoint of red. Military junk from theold

baffle tumbled on the tel escopic screens, each apotential ambush. No

hurry. They had cl, tysto scan and eva uate. It would be kzin Strategy to

lure them as deeply insde the Singularity as possible before attacking.

The sensors showed nothing from a distance, no power spots, no sudden
acceleration changes. it did look like a dead system. Circumspectly they
moved in closer. Still nothing.

Onlywiien thisrunt of atillborn starwas hugely round in the sky did they
spot awhole ship. It rose over therailing reds of Rhshssira, clearly of

kzinti design, spherical, huge, motherly, with dl the grappling

accouterments of afloating drydock. The Nes* ng-SLshtooth-Bitch. They knew
what they werelooking for.

'‘Ae Wunderland captain kept weapons trained from a distance while adjusting
velocity.

"Wrong radiation characteristics for an active ship," said one of Y ankee's
men from the sensor couch.

The captain was now asking for suggestions. He craned his head toward

Y ankee. "How close do you want to get?'
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"Itsdl right to keep your distance. No hurry Shelooks dead. But I'm not
assuming sheis deact” She could be dead but boobytrapped. He was hoping
for crazy luck, hoping that the Shark would be there in the Bitch'swomb.
He didn't expect that kind of luck.

They tried hailing the ship on dl kzinti communication frequencies.

Nothing. If she wasn't dead, she was playing dead.

"We could send our kzin over," came avoicein their helmet phones.

Not achancel" Y ankee snapped. That hairy fighting machine stays
confined!" He sent over two marinesin armor with robot inspection ants,
little hand-s zed creatures that were programmed with the curiosity to

crawl everywhere and record everything.

They were three hours reaching the ship and boarding. Itwas mutine-but the
long suspense kept everyone on edge and on alert.

"All their shuttles are gone," reported one marinein atinnyvoice. Five
minutes later the second marine reported that there was no Shark and no air
Thatwas the last move they made for eight hours while the robo-ants sniffed
about, craA4ed in holes, zoomed down corridors, disassembled light fixtures
and air ducts. Bits of news camein fi-orn ant semors. No food stores.
Hibernation locks empty Fuel tanks empty. Atmosphere rechargers dead.
Gravitic polarizers dead. The ship had been abandoned.

Only then did Y ankee take the trip himsdlf. Histeam's headlamps found
things that the robo-ants were not programmed to sense. In the airlock,
which had no air to recycle, some desiccated leaves turned out to be jotok
fodder. On the floor of the empty spacesuit locker, Y ankee found akzin's
curi-ong brush, wom out a one end, still clogged with kzin fur

Bolder penetration took them for aquick glide aong
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cold corridors of unhoused pipes and snaking power cables and gravityless
catwalks. Their marine escorts loped ahead of them, lamps off, wegpons
reedy, covering each other, sgnding them forward, signaling them to
fireeze. When the group came to the unpowered bridge, its outer-armor was
rolled open to the sky with interior layout illuminated darkly by the

ruddy rays of Rhshssra White beamlight from human heads moved
slhouettes across the command center. it was jerry-rigged for operation
by onekzin. Interesting. The ship had been ordered into battle with a
full crew.

A scanning search by beamlight across the shadows found aporcelain
fragment of along-necked bird that had once been part of aunique
Wunderland piece,--awar tropl ty which had not survived the war.
Navigation instruments were set up ready to be used. The team's kzinti
electronics expert found the command brains, wiped. In the snack-bar
therewasn't even agtick of kzinti jerky. Monkey curiosity caused Y ankee
to pundi a button that normally provided drink. Nothing. But underneath
the tap was the top of a human chil Ss skull that had been converted to
adrinking cup.

Moving on, they located the main machine shops. Some of the tools had
been ripped out. The quality of the tools was amazing. But that's the way
the kzinti fought. They couldn't call home for spare parts. They had to
build them while the battle was going on. These tools weren't instruments
for mass production. They were versatile, designed to turn out one of a
kind of anything.

"Hey, sr. Come here. Some of this stuff isn't kzinti scrap.

He swing his beam toward the stalls and went in. They werelooking at
racksfor old partsto be rebuilt or replaced.

Its engineer was pointing past his beam." These, neatly
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catal oged pieces are right off the Shark. They're badly damagedpieces.
Frame, not motor. The Shark musthave taken some heavy hits. It wouldn't
be operationd after that kind of damage.-
"Could tl te crew have survived?'
"Dunno. Y ou can die by breathing arose petd into your windpipe and you
can be standing in just the right place when a nuke goes off The Shark
wasthe smalest hyperdriveship made. There would beinjuries.”
Hewastrying to imagine his cousin under attack. She had survived. His
kzin had verified that. But how much did the kzinti know about hedling
humans? How much chd they care? How longwould an injured prisonerlast?
A day? A week? Sixteen years?
Reluctantly he turned back to the tools. He loved his cousin. Still she
wasn't his primary concern-never forget the hypershunt. Thetoolsall
about him were of extraordinary sophistication; given clever hands, were
they enough to rebuild a hyperdrive motor? He doubted it, but you never
knew.
Leave that question for alater team. Now there was aship to explore.
They explored. Onetiny room was equipped as atorture chamber. A hot
needle of inquiry. Restraints. Nervestim. Stretchers. Desocketers. A
strip skin-flayer. He had to leave the room in arage. PoorNora. Then,
inwhat had once been a storage area, human-sized cages were locked
together. His horror increased.
In another place they found dave quarterswith the kind of climbing-bar
fiarniture you might associate with tree dwellers. Totold aiain. Yankee
nodded. "Mat solves
| -
the mystery of how one kzm could operate aship like this. Hehad a
Jotold crew. Does anyone know anything about those beasts?
"Mgjor Clandeboye, sir." The voice of one of the
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marines resonated from his phones. "On your starboard, Sir. Take alook at
this"

It looked like a prison. It hadn't been built with the ship. Extra plates

had been welded into place, armor plating. The surface was plastered with
darm eectronics.

wdl, well, well - said Y ankee. whatever fiend was held in there was
something that terrified the ftir off akzin." Helaughed. "Maybe we
shouldn't openit”

"Theré'sno air in there, Sr. Nothing could be ahve.-

"If it would scare akzin, maybe it doesn't need air.”
"Sir, thisisno time for ghost stories. I'm edgy enough asit is”
one of the marines replied, atouch of asmileto hisvoice. "Nothinto
worry aman. By the size of the roomwhatever'sin there--itjust cain't be
no biggeen ten kzin, if that.”
"Can you crack it?Y ankee asked his éectronics man. He was staring at the
floor-to-calling lock.
The menwaited slently, listening to each other breathe over the phones
whilether expert probed with hisinstruments.
"Sony, Sr. That's secure. From both sides. Maybe its not gjail. Maybe its
avault. We need a safe cracker. Gonna have to bring in some torches.”
A wespons man popped over from the frigate and cut a nest hole out of the
door, leaving hinges and lock in place. Thewidth of the cutwas lessthan
amillimeterand its depth was regulated by asonic signal so that the elec-
tron cutting beam wouldn't fry what was ingde. Y ankee made the mistake of
trying to look in first. He was rudely moved out of the way by amarine
sergeant "Sir, where theré's monsters, its my job to show head." Hetook a
peek in, weapon at the ready. "Finagle's Dropping jaw!" was dl the
sergeant could say.
Yan" got the second look. It was awoman's boudoir.
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Hejust stood therein the hole not believing what he was seeing. it's
her, he thought.

He recognized L euteriant Argamentine'staste in furniture. She adored the
rococo excesses of the eighteenth century's Anown ivgzme which she tended
to combine with the excesses of the late twenty-second century Turbulence
style. Here was a Turbulent-Rococo bed with kzinti touches, even ahint

of the classical baroque. It had a satin canopy and adjustable gravity
controls. On the headboard golden cherubs flexed their bowsin the
direction of the King of France and his bevy of acrobatic mistresses. The
king sat on a Roman throne.

Trance and Dance musicians clambered up the bedpostsin afrenzy Some of
them had human heads on the bodies of Kzin animals. A chimerawith arats
tall and eagleswings carried hisviolin like abandolier while he

climbed. At the top of the posts this frantic ascent was blocked by

seashdl I's upon which stood bosomed caryatids who held up the canopy



One tended not to notice the rest of the room. There was an expansve
futon for lounging. A deep pilerug. Aninlaid, two druwer commode. A
mirTorwith rococo fi-ame. A small secretary.

Cousin Nora had spent more than afew of her teenage hourstelling him
what kind offurniture her husband was going to have to buy her. She had
affle, thicker than her thumb, of 2D images collected from decorating
mags. and catalogs. She had disks of 3D display imagesthat you could zap
to change the Way trim or furniture color or wood finish or upholstery
pattern or cabinet style. In wartime one dreamed of peace.

Through thick gloves hetried to exarnine the delicate secretary by
concentrated beamlight. Where had such pieces come from? No Wunderland
cabinet maker had ever assembled anything likeit! He pulled down his
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helmet scope and in magnification saw foamed metd/ plastic of the kind
that appeded to kzinti engineerslooking for light weight and strength.
Somehow the foam had been laid down in layers that came out like wood
grain. Theinlaypattern was an exuberant Flemish flord design. All ofit
must have been made in the Bitch's machine shop. Still-thetime! Ah, but
on asublumina voyage there was waystime.
Hewell knew that his Norawas a con artist-but her magic was for men.
How could it work on akzin? He went to the bedposts. Norawouldn't have
known how to carvelike that in metal, nor had the patience, nor the
models. They showed evidence of having been variablefonn extruded, not
carved. Probably from a 3D template based on Noras sketches. An dien
mind had fleshed out the template. The anima bodies weren't human,
weren't even of Earth. Less of Earth, even, than the gargoyles of the
French cathedras. Why would a kzin have done thisfor her? And at the
sametime held her in such aformidable brig? Whoever had built such a
prison had both been terrified of Nora Argamentine and deeply under
herspell.
it didn't make sense. The Nora he knew would stand on astool and scream
if you brought aratcat into the same room with her. For that matter,
Y ankee knew that if he ever had to face an armed kzin at anything less
than a couple of light-minutes, he would stand on astool and scream.
it gotworse. T'he marines found the neura lab-almost stripped of its
equipment, but not ofits displays. The eectronic records were gone. Y et
conveniently near the operaiing table was a collected bundle of noteson
what k-Anti used for paper. The script was meticulous. Thiskzin jotted
down redl-time remarks, during his experiments. His comment, werein
chronologica order.
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Back on the ffigate their Wunderland 1(2!nti specidist wasn't optimistic

about atrandation. He had worked in the kzinti bureaucracy most of his

adult life. "It's technicalese. Even the technicalese of astandardized

scientific language like English is hard to decode if yourejust a

linguist. Thisisthe Hero's Tongue dl right, and | can get the words and

the dates and the sense of it-but the content ofit is another matter. The
chemica symbolismisdl there-but we don't redly understand how they

think about biochemigtry. Ifsliketrying to read a scientific paper from
Newton'stime. But the mere fact that we know it is cheynistry and medicine
givesusaleg up. Wl figure out something. Don't know how far well get”
Theinitid anayssdid reved that they were dedling with experimentson

many different humans; one of thern was Lieutenant NoraArgamentine. Her
genetic makeup was on her military records-and whoever this kzin was he had
been entering in his experiments genetic codes that belonged uniquely to
Argamentine.

Can you tdl what h6 been trying to do to her?’
"Yeah, but | had to check it. Grow hair'
‘NVhat?'

"He was adjusting her body to grow afill coat of fur. Doift know the full
outcome. The record ends suddenly. maybe when they left for Hssin."

Y ankee wasn't ready for the surface just yet. The evidence wasthat kzin

and daves had abandoned ship for residence on Hssin, and Y ankee needed to
know al he could find before trying to stalk them through the wreckage of
adead city If Norawas till alive down there he didnl want her killed as
ahostage just because of failed preparations.

Y ankee let Hwass Hwasschoaw loose in the Bitchwith a marine and arobo-ant
escort And with an explosive charge attached to Hwasss spind cord at the

point
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on hisback which akzLn couldn't reach with his hands. Some of Y ankeg'smen
gently chided their boss for being paranoict'setter paranoid than destroyed:
was his motto. He was honest with the kzin. "I don't trust you.”
The kzin accepted such directness gracioudy. He had made an open bargain
with Clandeboye, that he was keeping faidifitilly, Y ankee was under no
illusions; he suspected that his kzin had an agenda beyond any bargam-Hwass
was as much interested in the fate of the hypershunt motor as was the UNSN,
though the subject was never mentioned. They talked about Nora Argamentine,
ascreen to cover their mutud interest in the Shark's fate.
in hisreport Hwass claimed to have put together the sequence of events
which had brought the NestingS ashtooth-Bitch to Hssin, though thelogs no
longer existed. Y ankee was surprised at the competence of the kzin's
observations. They were on aleve that made him dangerous. The report was
thorough, but the damn ratcat was assuming too much. Hwass seemed to be
having ahard time with the idea of adave revolt Y ankee was just having
ahard time with the idea of five-limbed daves.
He did some research. The ARM's database didn7thave much on the Jotok
They were born the size of minnows. The race lacked any kind of sexual
conffict because when five minnowarms wedded during their pond phase they
were always of different sexes. Divorcet:0 afused Jotok was as un-
thinkable as divorcing aheart or aliver. During childhood theywere
scurrying, unthinking animals of no great bulk, surviving intheir forested
habitat more by the laws of large numbers than by their wits-like toads or
fish, the prey of carnivores. Only adolescence brought on an endocrind
sea-changein their nervous system. Halfgrown, they now had the bulk and
the digestive capacity to support the development of thew five networked
brains.
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(At thispoint Y ankee notedwryly that human intelligence was limited by
the pelvic size of the human female; until not so long ago the mother of
asuper-geniusdied in childbirth.) Thejotold had no such limitation.

| Peft in thewild they never learned to talk but became very clever. The
wild, unparented jotok made a cunning forest foe and atasty mea and for
that reason was widdly stocked in kdriti hunting parks. To talk they
needed to be adopted by a speaking adult. How had it been in the eons
before they became daves of the kzin? Had an adult jotok taken awalk
in the forest and picked out aripe teenager to become his bond servant?
Wasthere dill afreejotok world out there among the stars? Within the
Petriarchy it was only an adult kzin who was alowed to adopt a matur-
ingjotok.

The ARM researcher had |eft an open question at the end ofhis essay.
Full-named kzin, who had their harems and ffieir sonsto raise, told
glovAng taes of jotok hunts, how cleverly thisanimal evaded pursuit

and how dangerous he could be. There were poems to the taste of fresh-
caught jotok. But these anima s were plainly thought to make vicious,
unreliable daves. Y et kzinti who had been denied harems by their more
aggressiverivas, who could afford not even asingle femae, werethe
oneswho adopted and raised jotold as daves, praising their virtues.

Y ankee cdled upon Hwassfor clarificationsto his summary of events.
Thislczin'scommand of English sometimes lacked clarity. He took for
granted things that Y ankee did not know. And perhaps he was being evasive
about fine points.

"Lefsgo over it from the beginning so thet | can be surel haveit

graight. Well concentrate on Nora and the dave revolt.”

Hwass began his exposition from an oblique angle, too shocked by hisown
discoveriesto bedirect. "Yess. |
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Iss deduce captive Argamentine issfirst kept in cages.
-Y ou kzin seem to have a cavaierway of treatingyour prisoners of war!"
Y ankee was angry but he was diplomat enough not to mention the torture
or the experiments.
"Sheissanimd," explained Hwass.
"Sheisan intdligent being, not an animal!- sngpped Y ankee, hisrage
getting the better of him.
"Manyanimd issintdligent Not right criterion. God iss created many
kinds animals. Dumb animas. Smart animals. Foolish animals. Food
animas. Unclean animals. Dishonest animas. All issgot place in God~s
universe.
"And you're not an anima?"
No.-
'WEell agreeto disagree. Lefs get back on track. Noraisin the cages.
What then? What you've dug up looks like amutiny to me.”
Thereissmgor fight battle insde Bitch at\WWunderland Y ou iss not notice
the spoor. Clever deanup.” He went over his documentation of the erased
dents, the dectronic equipment wi-dch had been rigged and then derigged,
including acontrol room network tap. " Evidence toolroorn ~gsiss hasty
st to shape-out wegpons not good for any use owept fight inside ship.”
Hwass was able to recongtruct the battle dmost fi-om the origina
donnitory gassngsto thefind killingsin the corridors.
Jotold againgt ratcat?
Hwass obvioudy bad difficultywith Y ankees phrasing. "Save againg
mester,” he corrected tiffly,
"Doesthat happen often?”’
Hwass: amiled at the insult, waiting to calm himself before he continued.
"Never. Isswork of ruthlesstr-aitor, Trainer-of-Slaves. Death penalty
by chopped-liver for what he issdo."
-Soundsfamiliar.-
Y ou iss, must understand. Dominance/dominated roles
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established isswhat make war profitable. Sometimes produce conundrum
puzzle.

"Number one conundrum: Trainer-of-Slavesiss ordered to battle. Isshis
heroic duty. As dominated-one, he sees himsalf make glorious obedience. All
piece of puzzlesfit right action. Iss good gpprovable solution. Thus
conundrum puzzle complete.

"But Hwakkss! Heiss notice piece protrude. Many waysto pt it conundrum
back together-but iss only oneway with | io piece protrude. Hwakkss, this
sticking-outpieceiss battle loss of important captive and dl specid
knowledge!

"Number two: Trainer-of-Savesiss has other excellent duty. Captive gifted
to Patriarch so her big knowledge isswar profit. Such good aftermath iss
golden desire. But conundrum puzzle completed newway iss has new piece
sticking out.

"Hwakkss! New sticking-out-piece iss mean must break dominance
bond/word/honor-run from battle,-kill warriors who iss trekking duty bound.
Bad smell.

"Puzzle put together one way, Trainer-of-Savesiss; traitor. Puzzle put
together other way, Trainer-of-Savesisstraitor. Mat issyour monkey
idiom: rock and hard place?

"Sounds like arecipe for mutiny," said Y ankee. -Fhat | understand.” But he
wasn't convinced. "So this Trainerof-Saves waves hiswtsai in the air and
his daves swarm over the ship, killing kzin? Put that way it didn't even
sound likely.

Hwass was pained. It wasn't that Smple.

Firg he had to explain the peculiar nature of the daves commanded by
Trainer-of-Saves. No Jotok could or would revolt. (Hwass was absolutely
sure of that) Any Jotok, he explained, was a hopeless strategist because it
was an arAma with ftve minds. These spiderlike vegetarians were subject to
five-way internd arguments. Each
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mind had absolute control over only one arm and one eye though each could
grant control to another mind. Depending upon which minds were awake and
which were adeep, ajotok went through a kaleidoscope of daily persondity
changes. He could not mate orders-but a properly trained jotok would obey
orders!

7ve been led to understand that many kzin reftise to own jotold because
they can be vicious and unpredictable. That doesn't sound like obeying
ordersto me.-

'-fou iss must understand the mystical order that God iss place upon His
creations. 'Alen you know Co&smind al issreveded. The secret of jotold
loyaty isssmple. Never buy ajotok. Heisswill serve you well or maybe
not-but heissbe loya to histrainer Never to accept jotok as gift. He
isswill work hard-but he iss beloyal only to histrainer.- Hwass thumped
histall. It wasirritating to have to explain such e ementary redlitiesto

an animaL "Trainer-of-Savesiss have no sonsto raise. Heiss havetimeto
train jotoki. Theworst he sdlls, the best he kegps. Y ou iss understand
now?
"Not really-

Hwass continued hisimpatient lecture. He had deduced the only possible
scenario. When Trainer-of Saves learned that the Nesting-Sashtooth-Bitch
was to be comnated to adeadly baffle helaid out aplan of action for his
disciplined corps of jotold daves before being arrested for

insubordination and confined to hibernation. All they had to do was carry
out hisbrilliant plan.
"Trainer-of-Slavesiss master drategist”

Firgt the deadly gas attack on the dormitory to kill all deeping kzin.

Hwass was unaware of the nature of the gas but was certain that Trainer
knew enough chemistry to manufactureit. Then the Uled attack directly at
the command center which had sent the now aert kzin scurrying to battle
stations. This had set up acascade of killing
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traps, each one propelling the surviving lcdnti into the next.
-if he'ssuch abrilliant Srategist, why was he so afraid of Lieutenant
Argamentine?
"Trainer-of-Savesiss known coward. Mocking name
issEater-of-Grass.'Ueutenant-Observeriss once escape. Isstry Kill
Trainer." Hwasss earswerewiggling in mirth. "Trainer pisses vegetable
broth. 1ss has made big mistake. Was assume fema e human issfeminine.”
"Hegot that right”
Isswrong. Human femaesisdl dyke." Hwasss ears were wiggling again.
-Y ou~re asking to be spaced.”
"lsgoke," said Hwass, grinning. " Spacing meiss breaking honorable
contract."
"Fake it easy. Fm just being sarcagtic. Y ou've earned your passage back
toK2in."
,TVACce, " growled Hwass.
It migh t be agood ideato space him, thought Y ankee, contract be
damned. He knew too much. Buit it didn't really matter. If the Shark had
been repaired, the Patriarch already knew, and if it hadn't madeit,
learning that Trainer had failedwasn't going to help the Petriarch. And

Hwass w(m1d be carrying a peace message from Commissioner Markham.
"My word isgood,” he said.

"Contract iss not finish yet. You issneed guideto Hssin.-

The ratcat was thinking that the Shark might be down there. " Suppose we
found the ship down there? What would you do?'

"Issinteresting hypothetica question.”

Later Y ankee grumbled about Hwasschoaw when he was diSCUSsIng the details

of the coming Hssn landing partywith their captain. "Everytime talk
to him hegives
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me the heebie-jeebies. HE'Ss planning to kill usal.”

"Of course. He'sak2in. But he can't.”

11 didn't like theway he waslooking a my air-conditioning grille.
He had aglint in his eye when he talked about how Trainer had gassed
the crew of the Bitch. Why did he notice that detail? It was on his
mind.-

"Weve got eight separate life-support systems on thisship. Theair
conditionerslock up the second they sensefire or todc gas.”

"l think I'm going to keep at least two menin suitsat dl times.”
"What about food poisoning? the captain teased.

"I'll think about it."

'We billet him in what amountsto a cage. Men he's out, he's under
guard. "

"Hell escape. HEsgoing to try to O us all and stedl the ship.”

The captain laughed. "Not a chance.”

"Don't count onit."



Chapter 12
(2437 A.D.)

Grraf-N igls plan to steal the Shark and escape to Kzin was proceeding
without aflaw. Histeam of Wkkai engineers had rebuilt the Shark to his
specifications, saving the interna structures he was sure were necessary
for the hyperfield build-up, replacing the rest with akzinti design that

was far in advance of any standard kzin technology. Hedbeen in
maintenance at Wunderland, adept a implementing illegd ship
modificationsin fighters, he knew he had at his digposa the most deadly
smdll fighting craft ever fielded by the kzinti. It would be ableto
outmaneuver any ship of the old Wkka Standard Spec Attack Fleet. Ifit
wasin operationa condition.

Cautious testinghad uncovered only minor problems. Ofcourse, there had,
as yet, been no tests of the hyperdrive in the new configuration-all
experimentation outside the singularity had to be carefully hidden from
UNSN patrol surveillance. But the Shark's new hyperspace perfon-nance did
not regllyworry Grraf-Nig; he had spent thirteen years overhauling its
motor. This particular hypershunt had broughthimfrorn Hssin to Wkkai and
had never showed any of the instabilities of the Wkkai copieswhich were
giving them so much trouble.

In the early tests of the modified Shark he'd aways had an overdressed
Wkkal warrior with him astest pilot. For this"finar' test (which was

only number three in aseries of eight-plus-one) he had managed to arrive
early,
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bypnority shuffle,, bringingwitlihim hisjotok dave, LongReach, "for a
specid preflight ingtdlation.” Some officer would beskinned divefor

not noticing theirregularity

The Shark was now loaded and flight-checked, minus onlyits perfumed
Ship-Tester, who had been conveniently delayed on Wkkai b ut who was
probably aready puz7led by the specia priority shuffle that had

preceded him to the test craft. He would not yet be darmeAi The test
sequence commands were to be ddlivered dectromagnetically by the
research station and could be overridden only by Sbip-Tester and only in
an emergency So everyone thought.

By the time Ship-Tester was on hisway, the five arms of Long-Reach had
rewired the controls. It was too late to stop the. escape.

Grraf-Nig turned his attention to the space around him The research
gation wasonly agiint in the sky, but Wkka was still alarge disk.
WKkkaisun was so0 large at a hundred light-secondsthat it had to be
blotted out by the sunscreens. He and Long-Reach had alengthy maneuver
ahead of them. Because the singularity around Wkkaisun extended out for
three light hoursit would take at least aday a maximum gravitic

polarizer acceleration before they could disappearvia hypershunt. They
had a good chance to beat pursuit. A spherethreelight hoursin radius
was an enon-nous volume to defend, and the Wkkai navywas of necessity
deployed to defend priority installations, not to prevent defections.

The worst danger camefi-orn the fleet close to Wkkai, who would get
ther purauit ordersimmediatdy with aminimum oflight-lag dday. The
improved Shar* Hill had atwelve-g acceleration edge on the best of the
Screamof-vengeance fighters available to intercept them. GrrafNig glanced
warily a the brilliant point of light that was cold Hrotish, Sx times
asmassve asWkkal withits
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important Wkkai-sized moon, 'Mere was afleet there, too, and they were
only six light minutes away.

Several "cones of escape” |ooked very good, though the desperado was not
underestimating the risks. The Fanged God threw his bones carelesdy
Grraf-Nig recalled the biggest coincidence of hislifetime-how he came

to betesting illegal modifications of Kx-Captain's Screamof-V engeance
fighter at just the Tight time and place. Chance done had placed them

at alocation from which theywere able to destroy the human ramscoop
laniamoto asit passed through the Alpha Centauri system. Luck might be
with them now-and it might not.

Briefly he rdished hismemories of Grraf-Hromfi, the greatest strategist

he had ever known, thewarrior he had honored by taking haf his name.

"L ook beforeyou legp,” reminded the master congtantly. Grraf-Nig had
programmed arandomly curving path through the cone of escape so that
WKkkai sensors, handicapped by light-lag, would give an ever less accurate
prediction of hisred pogtion.

A wary Hero scanned hisinstruments. He looked at the glint of the
research station and looked straight at Hrotish before he grinned-and
leaped. A rebuilt Shark shot off at an acceleration that human technology
could not match.

Missile attack would be the best way to stop him, but he doubted that

they would useit againgt their only rehably operationa hypershunt

motor. If they did, he had beam-armament and avery
good"Wesgpons-Officeelin Long-Reach who had dways played that part while
they wereillegally modifying fighter craft for the Fifth-FHeet's Black

Pride at Centauri. To call his daw "WeaponsOfficega oudwould not
do--but he could think it. LongReach's five networked brains made him the
fastest Weapons-Officer Grraf-Nig had ever met.
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Beam attack was another danger but he did not doubt that he could

Sdestep any offensive beam-weapon launched againgt him, never having met
aWkkai warrior who understood beam evasion. He understood. He had been
trained by Grraf-Hromfi, who had been trained by Chutit-BA Beam-wespons
were afavorite of the humans, who had used them in ingenious fashions
while defending themselves at Man-sun. Never one to overlook detalls,
Chuut-Riit analyzed their monkey-tricks and forindized a defensve dance
againg them. The weakness of beam weapons was the light-lag. Theywere
usefiA againg fixed targets. Theywere useful for along-distance

surprise assault. They were useful for light-second infighting. Otherwise

they could be defended against.

"Zap-p-p-p-p!" harmonized Long-Reach in an exclamation from the five
mouths of hislunged arms. He had taken out hisfirst closing missileAith
abeam bolt

Grraf-Nig roared something in the Hero's Tongue that trand ated roughly

as, "Mate with sthondats!" Fortunately the robo-assassins were chaving
them; none were attacking from the forward direction, which would have
been redlydangerous. He had been wrongabout his comrades willingness

to atack him with missiles. Theyweren't going to limit themselvesto
boarding; they werekilling mad. Manually he began to add fillipsto the
automatic evasions. Long-Reach got two morein arow, pause, then five,
the last oneright on their tail-blossoms as the polarizer fields

collapsed. Anindividud missile had little chance of making it

through-but Long-Reach could be overwhemed. Grraf-Nigwished hewasin
fighter fon-nation with semra beams protecting their rear. This, how-

ever, was more exciting.

Asquickly asit began, the missile attack ceased. That was good. Astime
passed, their pursuers ability to estimate their present position was

serioudy degrading. But



THEHEROICMYTH OF LT. NORA ARCAMENTINE 125

Grraf-Nig watched hisingruments with the intensity of a predator

anticipating aflock of dangerous prey It wasto the advantage of a cluster

of missilesto talk to each other and coordinate their attack for the same
moment. The light-lag in the "talk" probably doomed that kind ofblow, but any
possibility had to be watched for.

When it came, the second missile attack was of an entirely dfferent kind.

The missiles began to detonate in front of them. It was a strategy of
desperation since their pursuers knew only where they had been. If the
explosion erupted behind them, it posed no danger. If it was. beyond them,
thefirebal of fragments presented too smal a cross-section to be

dangerous. And if the warhead detonated too far ahead of them, thefireball
was too diffuse to do damage when they passed through it. After dl, the

kzin had been traveling through interstellar space at eighty percent of
light-speed for thousands ofyears. The fierce gravitic polanzer fields that

they used to move their shipswere. quite good enough to protect them from
normd interstellar debris.

Nevertheless Grra-f Nig dodged cautioudy among thefireballs, careftd not

to let himself be herded toward an ambush point. The adventure reminded him
of ajerky video he hadviewed on Wunderland. The Revolutionary American Air
Claw was bombing Hamburg in winged B-TwoEights+Ones, thousands strong.
HamburK s Prince of Huns had been sending mercenariesto the English to
fight on American soil, and the American man-beasts bad become annoyed.
Alanned, the Hun animastried to defend themsdlves by tossing exploding
cylindersinto the sky But the berserker monkeygust flewthlrough the black
flak puffsyeling their Rebe cry ofvengeance againg the English, blowing

up Huns dong the way.

Thekzinranfor hislifeuntil, gradualy, thefirebdls of "flak" faded

as the Shark’s probable position began to
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be smeared over too vast avolume to make a scattershot attack plausible.
But new attackers would now be converging from the sides. Long-Reach was
keeping track of the pursuers with aWeapons-Officer's wideangle telescopic
SeNsors.

"Eleven pursuersvisible" said one of Long-ReacM arms.

Grraf-Nig was more worried about what was coming from the direction of
Hrotish than he was about the group that had aready fired on him. But
nothing happened. They lost track of their pursuers by outrunning them. That
was unnerving, not to know where the enemy was, or whether theywere

accd erating headlonginto atrap. They continued maximurn evasion shiftsas
aprecaution.

After uneventful hours, he began amethodica re-programming of the escape.
They had lost him, but he knew exactly where he was-by now well above the
thin asteroid ring of Wkkaisun. He had a good idea of where each Wkkai
warship had been at the beginning ofhis escape and what their probable
moves would be. His computations (based on pre-escape intelligence,
probably inadequate) showed him that there were five warshipstip ahead
that he need worry about, one of them acarrier of eight fast
Screant-of -V engeance fighters. if they made contact with him, his advantage
would be hours of accdleration lead time. They could only attack himin a
snoefast flyby. It would be like stedling mothers milk. Hed be moving at
something like an eighth the velocity of light.

But once he crossed the singularity, evading the UNSN patrol was going to
be aspecid chalenge. There was only one hyperspace warship out there now
but the monkeys had hyperwave radio and could quickly cal in reinforce-
ments from light years away. Surely its captain bad sat bolt upright at

that fireworks display of flak and might
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aready be calling for help. it didn't matter that his patrol ship wason
the other side of the singularity-in ahop, skip, and jump he could be on
top of the Shark. The UNSN hadperfected the art of hunting down andkilling
the Wavitic ships of thekzinti inintersiellar space.

None of thiswasin the manuas-not even ChuutRiifs manuas. Grraf-Nig
needed to give I-As moves heavy thought in the few hours of peace |eft

to him. The mgjor problem with equipping ahypershunt ship like the Shark
with agravitic drive was that the gravitic polarizer, when in use,

created its own hyperspace singularity He was going to haveto collap se
his gravitic field before he disappeared into hyperspace~--an action that
was equivaent to decelerating down to hisrest velocity. If he burst

through the singularity at twenty percent of light speed, held be

vulnerable to the UNSNJor afuff day before he could evade them by
hypershunt

He began his deceleration early. It was risky. On the other claw, it

meant that the WKkkal fleet would overshoot him and, while penetrating the
sngularity in front of him, become adecoy fleet maskinghis escape-if

they didn't find and kill him before the UNSN found and killed them.

Itwas a melee he hoped wasn't going to start a new war-no world of the
Petriarch was ready for that yet!

By the time the Shark passed through the singularity, much later than his
origina planning, he was still traveling fast-but dow enough so that

be was flying into aswarm of Wkkai warriors. His sensors began to pick
up more and more of them until he located twenty at about maximum range.
It wasn't the formation he expected to see. There were already four UNSN
warships on the scene. Neither fleet was attacking the other. Both were
wary and moving in defensive array. Because of light-lag he was well
behind on the true Situation.

It looked like the monkeys were holding back ina
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blocking formation, waiting for reinforcement. it looked like the Wkkai

fleet was well on the way to a conservative interception which would not
threaten the UNSN warships. Such precautionswere al in the Shark'sfavor.
GrrafNig began to pick up frantic bits of communication between Hero and
Man-beast

He was being sold as arenegade. The Wkkai cornmanderwas giving the
beasts permission to vaponze him, promising no retdiation if they did.

They were offering to take out the Shark themselvesif the United Nations
would stand aside. All the niceties of the MacDonaldRishshi tresty were
being observed. Orly the light-minutes were keeping the opponents from
each other'sthroats.

Grraf-Nig was enormoudy relieved. He had timed everything perfectly. His
luck asasurvivor had held. Before anyone could get to them, the Shark
would disappear into byperspace and regppear doneinsde an interstelar
sphere of stars.

The gravitic fidd died. The Shark had cometo rest relativetoits

garting frame of reference-minus the velocity of escape from Wk-kai's
orbital distance. Grraf-Nig wiggled his ears and cut in the phase-change

for the hypershunt build-up. Nothing happened.

For a stunned moment the giant lcdn thought that L ong-Reach had made a
mistake when he rewired the controls, but Long-Reach himsdf had no such
doubts. He had worked with this motor agood part of hislife. Instantly
hewas at the motor housing andhit the clamps. The housing popped away and
floated off to thewall. A cast iron clummy of the correct weight and

bal ance sat where the hypershunt should have been.

It was something to think about-but death was only mmutes away Therewas
no timeto yoA4 in anguish. There was no time even to curse HighAdmira
Si-13dys paranoia.
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Outwardfrom Wkkaisun, the UNSN waited. TheWkkai fleet was movinginon
their renegade cautioudy--of course, cautiously because they already knew
that the Shark couldn't escape into hyperspace.
Battle sationd” Grraf-Nig screamed at Long-Reach. A second later they
were moving at fiiU acceleration toward Wkkai. There was no escape. No
matter how fi-anticaly his nund panicked through the dternatives, there
was no reasonable way out. It was either fight to an honorable death or
suffer the humiliation of surrender. He sat at the controls, brilliantly
evading attack, but numb. He could no longer think of himsdlf asthe noble
GrrafNig. He rernembered aterrible day from his past when agang of Hssin
kits had cornered him for an easy kill-and he had saved hislife by eating
grass. What honor was there for akit out to prove hiswarrior sk& who
carried the ears of agrass-eater on his belt?
Grass-Eater negotiated the surrender of the Shark through eectronic
gatic and violent maneuvers. He knew they wanted to save the ship
because it was the prototype ofa deadly fighter thatwas intended to
spearhead Wkkai ambition, buthe wasn't sure theywouki spare hislife once
the Shark was secure. It didn't matter. Better that WKkkai should triumph
over Kzinhome with areinvigorated Patriarchy than for Heroesto languish
asthe daves of squabbling monkeys. Let them have their prototype.
There wasn't room enough for awarrior to board the Shark. Ung-Reach and
I-As defeated master met their captorsin space and were taken back to
awarship. The dave disgppeared into its dave quarters, the mortified
one was stripped insde the airlock. Undressed, awarrior of Wkkai was
anameless animal without power. No Wkka Hero among those who had
captured him caled him bynarne. He had no name. They could not even ook
a him.



Chapter 13
(2437 A.D.)

Thelanding party came down at dawn in. the plains outsde of what they
al caled Fort Hssin. In hisbrief giimpse of Hssin'sruinsfi-om high
descent, Y ankee had seen the widespread damage; sections of the city were
crumpled orgone-but fi-om the groundit |looked almost whole. The ruddy
light of ahuge Rhshssira on the horizon had been furtber reddened by an
obligue passage through the poisonous air, the generd gloom and the low
angle of their landing Site obscuring the injury to the sprawling, once
artight buildings. A steedy wind was whipping athin drift of snow in

the direction of the city and the dawn-bright mountains.

Godforsaken place.-

They had maps of Hssin made by the naval force that destroyed it, and
they could run these 3D plotsinside their helrnets along with marine
battle films of the ground assault, keyed to the battle locations. Still,

once they had dipped into the city through the breached atmospheric
barrier, they were lost touristsin a huge necropolis witho ut any

friendly locd resdentsto set them st-aight-o nly mummified kzinti who
lay in the dark where they had suffocatekL

The sze of the rooms and corridors was intimidatingbuilt for
two-hundred-ldiogram, tAu-and-a-half-meter-td| kzinti. War damage was
an obstacle to mobility One gridy room contained racks of improvised
hospital bedsfor badly
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wounded warriors who had died with their masks on, waiting for medica help
that never came, now preserved for posterity. Some of the roofs were open to
the sky, exposed corridors drifting in snow. Some corridors looked down into
awd| of rubble. Y ankeeg's bearrilight caught the upside down head of akzin
grinning at them fi-orn aholein ahaf-collgpsed celling. One corridor was
filled with the fallen wreckage of four stories. Some of the cavernsthat
Y ankee wanted to explore were declared offlimits by the team's cautious
sructurd enginesr.
"Nobody could be living here now!" exclaimed one of Y ankees companions.
"Youreafladander " Y ankeeg's eyes and lamp were picking out the details
of the strange kzinti air sealswith the fascination ofaman who had spent
hafhislifein the Bet and in spaceships. 'When you7ve lived in spacea
while you know acity likethisis so compartmentdized againg failure
that even severd blowoutswon't knock it out of commission. Life support
could be restored in pieces of it | wouldn't want the job. But it could be
done. Thafswhat we're looking for."
They found nothing. They were afraid to cal intheir kept kzin, Araid the
devastation would send him into arage, but he had passed through this city
with ChuutRufs armadaand knew the ways of kzin when they were forced tc)
live together. They needed hisinsight
In one of the least damaged of Hss\W's public spaces Clandeboye set up an
inflatable command center, hardly more than aballoon with portable airlock
and life support and communi cations interfaces. He added instruments that
alowed him to follow Hwass by remote sensing, then brought down the kzin
and let him loose with his marine escort.
whatever thewarrior fet in thisworld where the evidence ofmassacre was
everywhere, he maintained aniicy
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professond calm. He was abloodhound looking for thelogt trail. Almost
thefirgt place he searched was the old Hssin hunting park.

"Isswhere | hunted with Chuut-Riit my first humans.

"Why don't we just cut that flea-bitten cafs throat,whispered one of

Y ankee~s men on the mordwring team, tAn-way comin offi Hewasa
fashionable B eter with delicately carved combsin his mohawk, a postwar
hair style that the older generation of Belters considered effete.

Mohawks were designed to keep the head shaved and the hair out of the way
in space. Adding combs, gnunbled parents, was an insubordinate
generation's defiance of practicality.

Y ankee had his eyes on the tiny color screen whose image bobbed and
whizzed with Hwass's head motions. "H& s getting even with usfor shoving
his muzzle into the massacre of his people. Be patient. HES going to

lead usright to this Trainer-of-Saves.”

Why would he do that? asked the logician among Y ankee's companions. "Ifs
not in hisbest interest.”

"You think. Hwassisagambler. if he finds the Shark beforewedo, hels
probablygoingto trytc) Mus al. Maybe teamed up with Trainer and his
daves he can capture the Erfok and take it to Kzin. He can't do that

aone. Why wouldrft he want to find Trainer?

"For apessmigt, yourein astrangdly sanguine mood.1snapped the

Belter.

Another of Y ankee's men commented wryly, "He just wants us to keep our
terrified eyes glued to the screen.”

"If that ratcat's going to kill us, why doet we Id him now?The Belter

was back to histheme song.

"Vedon~t know that hes going to kill us,- said Y ankee happily, watching
Hwass's camera eye move through a hunting park turned to petrified forest
A poisonous snow had drifted in from the open sky,
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"So wewait tiff he does before we obiect?' aumbled the coffured Belter
sarcadticaly.

"No. Wedraw firgt."

"Nero fiddles while Rome burns. Y ankee draws pictures while Rome burns?
Y ou aren't making sense.”

Yankee amiled. "A ‘fast draV isjust an old flatlander expressonin use
before you floaters corrupted the language with'nano-swat.' "

"We're going to nano-sviiat him?'Y ou could have fooled me. Old man
switchesdon't swat."

"You aren't making sense” said Yankee. "l ain't old yet; I'm aspring
cl-Acken baby-dtting toddlers.-

Their kzan had picked up his spoor. He was moving out of a pattern of
random search and into aquick lope.

IVhet'sliedoing?'

"Hwass thinks Trainer would have gone right to the hunting park. It was
aJotold ran when he was an apprentice dave-magter. Thafs where he
recruited his daves. SenfimenU attachment. We revisit those placeswe

are sentimentally attached to and leave spoor for Hwass to sniff at.”
"A keinissentimenta ?'

"Who ki iows?I'm just Smianizing their emotions. Fm sentimenta so
that:swhat | understand. | once cut short afranticaly i irgent trip

just to stop at amotel and rent the same room where | first got laid.

Number 27. The wallpaper was bamboo and stars. Over the room's comp was
ahuge animation of adeer in the forest done by one of those production
fine programmers-it just kept wandering through the forest. | remember
everything about my lady but her eyes; she waswearing VR goggles plugged
into the comp, morphing meinto Firiagle knowswliat Maybe kzmtt are
sentimenta about their first dave. Who knows?

"Iss used path of travel," commented Hwass over the phones.
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The camera eye was moving now with the speed of one who wasn't bollixed
by sudden nibble intrusonsthat shouldn't be there. It wasn't that Hwass
knew where he was going; he wasfollowing thetrail of someonewho did.
Once he stopped to examine kzin boot tracks across snow that had taken
yearsto drift in through some breached barrier.
Y ankee quickly uploaded a message to the Erfo~g. 'We've got him." He
switched to one of the marine camerasto check that the explosive charge
was il attached to Hwasssi ipper spine, then followed the lead
camerain fascination asit routed itself around the damage.
Suddenly Hwass stopped. One of the internal airlocks was shut. He cycled
through it manually intc) a sector where the telemetry said the air was
good, though too cold for comfort. Hwass's perceptive eyes spotted
exactly where the war-made breaches had been sealed. He found an
emergency power plant that matched amissing unit finm the Bitch. When
he turned it on, the lights faded in and the air conditioner began to
recycle the stale atmosphere. The system had been left on standby, asif
someone had anticipated that he might have to return.
images began to shift in staccato rhythm. Y ankee had no clear idea of why
the cameramoved to look whereiit did, except that the glances were quick
and purposeful asif Hwass was clicking down a checksheet of his own de-
vising. He hastened through the few sealed rooms, checking fl-iisand
checking that. He was memori2ing detail that he wasn't sure his human
masters would give him asecond chance to see. Finally he just stopped
inthe middle of examining arow of machinetools. They could not see his
face-but they could hear hisvoice. -Y ou iss defeated, Mgor Y ankee
Clandeboye. They issgone. The Shark's motor iss has be here but iss
gone.”
Y ankeeswitched his mike back to the frigate. He got
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the comm officer. " Senda message byhyperwave directly to Generd Fry, Sal,
Gibratar Base." (They had dropped off a hyperwave buoy outside of
R'hehsgrars sngularity and could communicate with it dectromagneticaly.

It would take longer for the message to reach the buoy than to travel the

5.3 light yearsfrom Whshssirato Sol.)

"Quote: The Shark has been ddlivered to the Patriarchy'Unquote.”

The captain came on line. 'Whafs this? What have you got?
"No detallsyet"

'What'sthe verification?

"None. Hwass just told us and he seems sure. Get that message offl | don't
want him deciding that we know too much. He might thi nk wereal worth
killing to keep the news quiet. We can send the ret later asit comesin.

| told you, | don't bust that kzin. "

"There's such athing as overcaution,” the captain chided.
"Captain, why doesaman havetits?
"Y ou got me, Yankee. Why?
‘Justin case.”

Later that day, Y ankees team began its painstaking assessment of thefind.
On a separate floor, below the main working area that Trainer-of-Saves had
sdvaged for himsdlf, Y ankee discovered a suite ofluxurious apartments with
itsown airlock and life support. It had been repaired. Onceinside he
recognized it for what it had once been in the heyday of Hssin's power-the
harem quarters of some consequentW kzin.

Theinterior was dl stone (or structuraly enhanced stone) of abnormally
large proportions even for akzin dwelling. Spaciousness meant power and
wedlth-and afull name. On the floor was atapest:ry-like rug, round as
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the world, woven with scenes of the hunt: here akzin stalking through the
orange grass, there amagnificent kzin head between the leaves ofaforest

And everywherethe brilliant colors of animas of the hunt, fleeing,

hushed, flyin& hiding in the branches. The rug was cuddly soft. It was

just right for games of coy chase and play.

There were no hangingwesapons or trophies, yet it wasamae's hall.
Carved into the eastern wag, an august glyph Oorified some noble family:
adozen kzinti in profile, the faces of conquerors. An arched niche held
acrotch of polished wood, hdf tree, half tale of nature transformed by
sculptor's power. Next to the niche afloor-to-ceiling tapestry cut a
narrow window into the gray stoneto acolorful landscape on some
unconquered planet of fantastic imagination. A find touch to the mae
decor might have been lithe kztnrretti moving through the hall to
entertain and serve.

An arched entrance at the back of the hall led to the living quarters of
individud kzinrretti: kitchens, birthing chambers, nurseriesf'or the
kits andlankee couldWtguess, what-all. There was no trace that awhole
harem might have died here. Its most recent occupants had been human. The
auburn hairsin the rug were of lieutenant Argamentine's genotype. He
remembered the way she used to pull at acurl of that hair when shewas
agitated. Daum, damn, damn.
In the tunndls and caves shaped for romping kits they found abox of
crudely made toys, alien-perhaps akzin'sidea (a Jotoles idea?) of what
ahuman child would play widi-perhaps |eftoversfrom an earlier time. The
only food stocksin the kitchen were formulated for ahuman chilct
Somebody had manufactured a stack of diapers. One of the leather-bound
picture books wore not only the tooth marks of akzinrret but what looked
like the practice scribbles of atwo-year-old chil& There were
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enough organic bits and pieces to establish that Argamentine was the mother
of the children. They didn't seem to have acommon father. Frozen sperm
fi-om Wunderland?

The discards from the machine shop, hundreds of them, were al attemptstc)
duplicate the same hypershunt part. Y ankee took samplesto thefrigate's
engineer who tested them and had agood laugh.

"Doesfie know what he's doing?asked Y ankee.

"Can't tell. He might be trying random variations to see what works, but |
doubt it. Thafslike trying random variations in a quantum effect Chip and
expecting the hundredth one to be afully operational computer. | suspect

he knows what he's doing but isworking at the outer limits of his
equipment.”

Y ankee was il trying to grasp the implications of afunctiona

hyperdrive in the claws of the Patriarchy. "It seems he made one that was
good enough.”

"Maybe not The specs are tough. Maybe they took ongump and they are stuck
out therein interstellar space freezing to desth. | rebuilt amotor once

and it checked out perfect. Died on the first jump, though. The navy never
would have found usif our hyperwave had gone, too."

Y ankee kept going back to the kzinrretti palazzo. He was looking for
something that didn't seem to be there. He brooded about his cousin. She
wasn't the t~petojust live in aplace. She needed people. If you locked

her up, she'd go to the phones. If you cut the phone lines, she'd chat on

the net. If you took away her infocomp sheld art to write, letters.

Y ankee dtill had her letters from that boarding school she had attended

after her dad got killed at Ceres. Shed meet alittle oldiady in the
groceryand start up a conversation about the brands of coffee-and remember
three months later to send thelittle oldladya
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birthday card. He was sure General Fry had love letters from her tucked
away somewhere.

She had a pen. There were those scribbles in the picture book, done by
one of her babieswho was sure to have been imitating mother. Y ankee knew
that Nora couldn't escape the temptations that came fi-om owning a pen.
Hewastearing up afur rug in one of theleast likely of the kzinrretti

rooms looking for abiding place when his back pocket got caught in loose
molding. While unhooking himsdlf, a pand dipped open-just acrack. He
pounced. What be found amazed him. It was akzinr-ret-built biding place,
somed-drig adog might have made for bonesif adog had hands. Inside was
mostly avulgar collection of baubles, charming. A three-year-old might
have prized them. Sitting with the gewgaws was one of the small

kzinrretti picture books, He opened it, and there, written acrossthe
picturesin Norasfine hand, was adiary.

She had no oneto talk to, so shewastalking to herself.

Almogt the first th ing he saw when he flipped through the pages was the
capitalized- "THISISMY MEMORY ." He back-skipped and read,
"Nora-From-My-Future, if you are reading this over and do not understand
it, | amwriting it because my memory isgoing.”

He was too impatient to wait until he got back to the inflatable command
center 0 he sat on the rug in the great hal of the paazzo and read

sraight through starting fi-om the first page. where her writing

squiggled around the picture, seeking white space.



Chapter 14
(2437 A.D.)

ThekzrL, barein his yellow-orange fur, was escorted by armed guards
into the chambers of S-Kish, who wasadmiring hisramentina
gold-tinted mirror, histail motionless. The nameless prisoner noticed
thelean tail. Ornamented-with aminiature silver mace. That son,
oflatvgetable can probably useit, too. With lashing swiftness. He
glanced a the furniture of this splendarium, lit by diffuse skylight.

All of it looked too fragile to make a good hand weapon and too far away
to grab.

The guards|eft. That meant that S-Kish held the naked kzin's fighting
ability in contempt. Not awise decisonbut no Wkkaikzin could imagine
physica power without its trappings. They needed some sobering time on
the frontier where kzin lives were cavaiedy squandered on the most

trivid pointsof honor-and prisoners never behaved with humility.
Nevertheess the nameless one waited for his new name which would contain
hisfate. If it was somediing like'V alking-Dead7he was doomed. He hoped
it wouldn't be asawfiA as"Grass-Eater."

| am not as angry with you as some of our lesser nobles--

He's keeping utesti spended.

Si-Kisb was arranging his collar lace, not yet deeming to notice the
nameless one. '-fou have been useftil to Wkkai. in fact, | admire your
loyalty to the present Patriarch, whose dothful ways have brought us so
much failure.
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Y ou honor our heroic traditions. Iwill notinsultyour honor by suggesting
that your loydty ismisplaced. In my,.4ew it isthe Patriarchy which must
survive-not the Patriarch. When the son sees himsdlf asamore able
warrior than the father it ishisduty to chdlenge hissire. This
principleisthe foundation of the continua renewa of the Patriarchy"
S-Kish turned and the naked kY 'in knew that he was about to receive his
new name~-and fate. "We may need you again, Conundra'i-Prisoner. My
physicists have not yet wholly mastered their hunt through hyperspace.
They say they no longer need you-but | don't believe them. If we have
more questions, you may volunteer your answers. If volunteering doesn't
apped to you, telepathy might. Perhaps even the hot needle of inquiry.”
"Thank you for the name," said Conundrum-Prisoner. Ffis sarcasm was
mutedbythe requirements of the Dominated Tense. So. . . they were
delivering him to the Conundrum Priests for safekeeping.

Nobody had ever told Monkeyshine that as the eldest male he was bound by
aspecid respongbility to hiskin. it seemed like it was something he

had always known from the time back on Hssin when he had saved mother and
sblings by understanding a faulty atmospbere-lock mechanism thatwas
Uffiinghisfrantic mother whiletherr liveslayin I'Orfet to noxious

gases-k2in masterandjotoki mechanics being absent at the time.

Méellow Y ellow was often gone on trips, but why was there a new master?
WKkkai was shock after shock. Get used to it, learn the new ways, fed
safe-and then boom, anew shock. it had seemed so easy when he was young
and therewere so few of them living in their little world and skittering

from bubble to bubble, from ship to
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shored-up ruin. Then the worst omen ofdoom had been agrumblein the air

mechine.

Wkkai was so vast! Space was so tiny! He il relished

his memor ' v of the day he had discovered that the sky

wasn't aroof He had had to he down on the ground and

pile bricks on his ssomach as high as he could to under

stand that it wasjust theweight of the air that kept the air

in! Weird. But vastness meant that too much was hap

pening.

Hewas aways toilettraininga baby or rescuing ayoung brother from a

ditch or stedling fruit for 1-As mother. Sometimes he was too interested

in fim and forgot about his duties. Furlessface got her head stuck

between boards and had been crying for haf aworkshift before he found
her. Shewas so dumb! Hefdt guilty but aman had to have fun sometimes.
There was too much work to do. It wasn't easy being adave. He wanted
redl clotheslike aWkkaikzin!

KZ2:inti constantly grumbled about the |aziness of their daves. Saves

were too indolent to survive by themselves. They had to be "induced"to
work for their surviva by awatchful eye. It was hue. Monkeyshine

avoided work with careful cunning which mostly meant when he was beyond
observation. On Wkkai he had to learn new ways of avoiding work, ntainly
because there were so many more kzin overseers, none of them as easygoing
ashismother'sMdlowY dlow,
It wasagame. If he got caught, he worked very very hard. If no one was
looking he didwt work at al. He liked the long Wkkai nights. Theywere
cool and no one could see him. Oh joy! The stars peeked out to announce
the night before the clouds came. He liked the night insects because they
were big and some had glowy segments on their beffies!

For now, two things made work-avoidance tolerably
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essy. The kzin were used to servants like the Jotold for which they had
hundreds of generations of training experience. Mdlow Yelow had been a
trainer of daves, speddizing in the Jotold, and knew of dozens of machines
and thousands ofvirtual-world training modes thatwould shape a Jotok to
amogt any skill. But for monkeys there were no tn-m-iing artifacts. And the
kzinti weren't patient with eyeball-to-eyeball training. When akzin caught
himidle, he respectfully asked for immediate training, and that was usualy
that.

He had painfully figured it out for himsdf during his dywanderings about

the estate. He couldn't explain these ideas to his brothers. The dave
language he knew was too Smple to express such complicated ruminations. He
understood what he was thinking but there was no way to share thest-
thoughts by the method ofsaying. Hiswas a specia duty becauseif he fAed,
then doom would befdl his monkey family Fun got in theway ofhis serious
thinking, but he could ways make it up while he worked.

The best job was currying kzinrretti. Sthondat thighbones, were they dumb!
ingtinctively, he never broached histortuous questionsto any kzin, not

even lord Grraf-Nig-who was his teacher, his master and defender, his
peculiar friend who had tusded and played with him since he was an infant.
He dared to cA hiskzin lord "Médlow Yédlow," abite's distance from those
carnivorous, flesh-odored teeth, but nothing in kzindom would have induced
Monkeyshine to tease that mighty machine of flesh with images of monkeys
who Med about on kzin-hide rugs and fanned themsalves with kzin ears. Such
amusing thoughts had to be locked in absolute privacy.

in the course of his serving duties, he had overheard kzintosh boasting

about the deeds of conquering Heroes, but the dave races appeared in the
soriesonly as stilted
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background to the glory of kzin victories. Only the kzin had ahistory
Monkeyshine would never have thought to share his curiogity with his
mother, though he chatted with her in monologue mode often. She, being
femade, did not have the witsto tell him of her origins. Hisfather, who
could, he supposed was dead. He assumedthat monkeys, unlike Jotoki, did
have fathers because Mdlow Y dlow addressed him and his brothersin the
male tense and referred to his mother and her daughtersin the same

fema e tense with which he spoke of hiskzhuTettiwives.

Of course, he wasift older than his befuddied sister, who wasjust as

tall ashewas, but she didn't count as a partnerin responsibility

because she couldn7t think, could harcUy make herself understoodin the
limitedhisses and purrs ofher tiny vocabulary He had to protect her al
thetime; it was annoying. His brotherswere of little hel pafter all,

they were only babies and they had to contend with their twin Ssterswho
were realUy stupid brats.

He adored his mother. She wasn't very bright either, and he had to

protect her, too, aswell asal ofhissiblings. But she was bigger than

he was and quicker and it made Monkeyshine grin when she caught him being
foolish. With the grip of her powerful hand she could restrain his

greatest enthusiasm. She aways glinned back at himbut would never let

go until he started to think about the careless thing he was doing.

That was his grestest puzzle: she was so dumb, how did she always know
when he was being dangeroudy stupid? Such amystery impressed him. He
could be ferocioudy fond of-tis mother, especialy when he was assst-
ingher during her frequent childbearing, andhad to chase away her
five-legged Jotold midwives. What did they know about childbearing? They
crawled out of ponds, whatever apond was.
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He didn't know whether he was grown-up or not. He felt big and it seemed
like he knew everything but he kept growing. A kzin mae was about twice
aslargeasakzinrret. If he was going to grow up twice aslarge ashis
mother he had alongway to go. He wasn't even as big as she was yet When
he got bigger, the work would be easier.

Things began to get stranger He was currying akzinrret one morning and

her fur was standing on end in anger. She snarledat him andhewas &fi-aid
ofber but she seemed to like his attentions. There were hissng matches

in the harem. it got worse every day until the harem wasin an uproar.

All the dliances between the kzinrretti were changing. He found one of

them digging adeninthe hillsde.

Monkeyshine was proud of theway he got dong with Mdlow YéeloVs
femades. He could understand their gestures and their moods, when
theywanted to be groomed, when they wanted to play, and when they wanted
to be left done. He knew what gifts to bring them-pretty stones and

colored leaves--and he could understand their talk-talk and even chatter
with them while he played. So he took the trouble to find out what was
"Wong.

Their newmaster smelled peculiar andtheywere afraid he was going to eat
their kits. What had happened to Mdlow Y elow? Why was the new master
beginning to reorganize the dave quarters?

It wasjust curiosity and caution that was driving him toward

answers-until Long-Reach returned from somewhere in an amost catatonic
date, only one of hisarms articulate. 'Men the boy?s curiosity became

an intense case of anxiety. Hisjotoki friends abandoned him to babble
hystericaly in their tree huts. Only joker crawled down to comfort
Monkeyshine and dl he would say was that something terrible had happened
to Melow Yéelow. He couldn't say more; he didn't have acam ann.
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For the next thirty hours Monkeyshme did not let hisfamily out of sight.

He watched his mother and made al sorts of excusesto help her while she
worked. He herded his sisters. He kept his brothers out of trouble and
asmuch out of sght of any kzin aspossible.

Nightfall. on Wkkai isadow dimming and it takes forever for the
darknessto overlay theland, but at first-darkness a jotoki delegation

caled Monkeyshine into the tree huts for a council. He had never before
been treated with such respect M onkeyshinewasaebAdatthaturiique stage in
human development where he was observant enough to notice the richness
of hisuniverse yet wise enough to understand that he knew nothing.

To him thejotold were the fonts of al wisdom. Mdlow Y dlow wastoo
busy to answer his questions, though Monkeyshine knew how to bring out
the father in him for asparring match, athing he woul dift have dared

do with any other kzin. Mdlow Y dlov/s kzin retainers thought only of

work and not why "washers' were round. Thejotold, on the other hand,
knew everything about how machinesworked and were only too willing to
take them apart to show you why awasher had to be round. They could make
aship fly between the stars-and that awed Monkeyshine. He had only two
armsand it made him fed likeaninferior dave.

In thetrees, the jotold crowd were very serious about their council.
Nervoudy munching leavesthat one arm stffed into his underside mouth,
and talking through the lungs ofbis others arms, Long-Reach told him that
Méelow Y dlow wasin confinement. "We have anew master who ownsal.”
The other jotold keened their distress and the five shoulder eyes ofeach

one of them stared at Monkeyshine. He looked at the eyesglinting in the
night lights and uneasily glanced back at Long-Readi-and then at his
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toes. He knew they wanted something. "Why is he confined?
"Heisawarior."
That of course, was supposed to explain everything. Fighting was warriors
work and some fights were lost and others won. Monkeyshine was not
satisfied with the explanation. Warring led to honorable desth, not to con-
finement. 'Warriorsdie!" he said disdainfully.
No." Long-Reach was collectively sad. " Sometimes warriors are confined
after aloss. Méelow Y dlow has been confined before. Then it isthe duty
ofanother warrior to free him."
"A warrior must free him," said one of Cregpysarms. 'Weinsgt,"
reiterated Creepys thinnest arm.
Monkeyshine was aware that hisfriends were setting him up. They had a
message for him to deliver to some greet warrior kzin. "I'll get logt,” he
replied defensively. "I've hardly been off the estate.”
"A great warrior freed him during the Battle of Wunderland,- intoned
Long-Reach, I-Asfive voices resonating together.
'Will hisfriend help him now?' Monkeyshine asked dyly, hoping to stay out
of the discussion.
-No. But it isthe duty of the son of acrippled warrior to carry on his
fathers purpose.”
Monkeyshine giggled. Slaves would be beaten even for talking like that. "Is
this Hero son aware of hisfather's noble cause?' If such awarrior was
just afew hours away, he might be able to sneak a message through at night
to tel him of Grraf-Nig's dire need Monkeystrine was seared dreadyjust
thinking about it even if hewas good at sneaking. And then he thought of
his dim-witted mother. What would they al do without Mdlow Y elow? The
Stuation was desperate. "I'm only alittle boy!" He was crying.
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"Y ou are the son of awarrior!" Long-Reach insgsted sonoroudy ina
collective voice that was followed by asqueaking from the most
sympathetic of Long-Reaclilsarmsin defiance of the other four. "Leave
him aone! H6 not awarrior yet."

I'mnot Mdlow Y elowls son!" lamented M onkeyshine, only now wakening to
the purpose of diiscabdl. "I only spar with him! Ifs pretend!"
-fou cA)me of awarrior race,” said Long-Re" gently.

Werethey hinting about his unknown father? -Was my father awarrior?’
The mere thought terrified him.

"We know nothing of your father. Y our mother was a greatwarrior."
Monkeydrine rebelled. That again. They had hinted a such foolishness
before, in their multiple babblings. Hewas angry. -My mother ismy
foolish mothed- he shouted.

"Y our mother killed thirteen kzin warriors," came adow me odiousreply.
The other Jotold had folded up their stZ:like limbsto protect their

heads and were Stting defengvely on their undermouths, arm-lungs fixed
in the mode that allowed soft breathing but silenced the voice. The
remembrance of the horrible crime gripped the council and only onetiny
voice had the courage to judtify it " She was saving Méellow Yédlow... from
confinement,” it piped.

Monkeyshine was just as frightened by the tale as his hodts.

They told the story in bits and pieces, sharing the detailsto share the
guilt, exaggerating to impress the boy. 1he account wasn't dways
coherent for it wastold in adave language poorly designed to discuss
revolt and war strategy. They had to make up words and stringwords
together and build explanations around their compound words to define
them. They had to make and ogies to machines
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and dave work. They had to tell thisto an eight-year-oldboy who had only
haf the language abilities of ahuman adult. Totadly unaware of the human
developmenta cydle, they thought of Monkeyshine, asthefull intellectua
equal of the Lieutenant Nora Argamentine they had once known.

They had once convinced the kzinti war captiveto lead arebellion

againgt the crew of the NestingSla,~htooth-Bitch to save their master,

and theywere fully convinced that they could do the same now. Guilt and
horror had long suppressed their memories of the mutiny. Now it was
necessary to save their master again and they argued and sguabbled back
and forth, arm to arm, jotok to jotok, to revive the detail s so that
Monkeyshine might profit from them. Noras warrior deeds seemed clear to
them-but they argued long and hotly about how she had planned her
campaign. Military strategy was gill amystery to them. What they
couldn't understand they expected Monkeyshine to understand for them
because he was ofawarrior race.

Mlen Monkeyshine, in an eff-ort to understand, pointed out his mothers
obvious mentd failings, they spoke evasively of "wounds- or "injuries-
None of them dared tell Monkeyshine of their part in betraying her. After
she had masterminded the destruction of the crew of the Bitch they had
been afraid that she would aso destroy their beloved master, too. Nor

did they daretell Monkeyshine of their collaboration while Mdlow Y dlow
delicately destroyed Nora~s memories and her ability to manipulate
language. To make her safe. To make her over into somethinghe could
understand.

The household learned that the name Grraf-Nig was never to be mentioned
again. They learned from their authoritarian new master that their old
masterwas being sent to the Conundrum Priests of the Rivars Range. They
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were told that they would have to work harder. A new factory to assemble
delicate naval components was to be built on the estate.

I'madave; I'madam; Im adate, Monkeyshine kept telling himself. He
treated his motherA4th a new respect when he (ameto curry her with his
kzinrretti brush. Grinning while he combed the knots out of her long auburn
mane, heimagined that her kzin opponents had died of surprise when she
growled. He curried her furvigoroudy, the way sheliked, never even
wondering why femae monkeys had fur and maes didn't; thafsthe way it had
aways been. He buried hishead in her hair, aft-aid, hugging her.

Hewas not used to fl-driking of himself asawarrior. It was safer to be
adave. Hed have to be angry when he grinned. What would he do for claws?
Histeeth weren't sharp. Something stubborn in him wasressting hisjotold
comrades. They were ready to rescue Mellow Y ellow tomorrow. He wasn't He
knew the difference between being and pretending. Being something could get
you killed. Pretending | et you repeat yoursdlf. For now hewas only willing

to pretend to rescue Melow Y dlow.

Eight+0ne acolytes gL uded the naked kzin at pike point, pleased to have

duty away from their studies. He would remain nakedno matter how cold it

got Theywore weavings of yellow and gold done in maze design. The claspings
were aring-puzzle and let the Fanged God help the acolyte who for-got the
untwining sequence. Their tall headdresses of multiple heads made them bob
and loom like the giants of mythology

Thetida action of Wkkaisun kept the crust of Wkkai active even though that
leisurely planet had aweek-long day. There were plenty of mountains and
upwelled plateaus. It was middie morning in the Rivars Range but the
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evening~s snow gtill lay on the northern dopes. The stepsto the Heart

of Paradox were brilliant in the sunlight and wet with melting snow Where
was the entrance to this Temple carved high dong the diff? Even that was
anenigma.

Conundrum-Prisoner could not see the roof of the Temple but it wasthe
floor of the plateau. Conundrum Priests had carved there in the stone for
millennia, building themsel ves amaze of prisons so wonderful that no
warden ever needed keys. The baanced stonegust dosed a-round their
victims. A fingerls push dong the magic vectors would open the prison
again, perhaps-or cause arumbling that would close the cell down to the
Szeof acoffin.

in the Temple they were led by agray-furred warden, stooped, with a scar
across hisface that had removed half hisnose. It wasn't a corridor of
cdlsthey followed, it was aterrifying forest of stonesand pillarsand
blocks and paving that had al the solidity of a master jugglees chmactic
act a the Patriarch's Palace. One looked around in desperation for the
hand that was rushing around keeping it al from collgpsing, but there

was no such handonly the occasional soft paving or pillar that swayed or
monolith that swung down to block their way while it opened another The
Priests said it was earthquake proof

Conundnun-Prisoner did not recognize his cell when they came upon it. It
waslike afield of cut stone, or some bizarre world from the eye of an
electron microscope. It had been opened for him the day before. The
acolytes gathered up the bones of the previous occupant The warden pulled
ahood over hishead and wove it shut. All the prisoner heard was the
dight whisperings and low rumble asthe wals shifted and the plugs fell
into place.

He torest the hood with his claws, usdlesdy. Then he began to work at
the lacings. Was this another kind of
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puzzle? Findly he smelled the dight odor of oxidation. The hood

gradualy disintegrated in strength until he could teer it off, and
findly it turned to ash. The cell was ample, though of no sane geometric
shape. There were openings, some of them large enough for akzin to cral'A
into. Death traps. He could control light or darkness. He could control
smdll. He had atap for liquid food. And he had a hose to wash away lik;
excrement.

He thought of the cagesin which he had kept the experimental monkeys
procured from Wunderland for his studies of the man-beasfs nervous
system.

Hefdt rage.

But the Conundrum Priests weren't impressed by rage. Every item and
action of their philosophy was designed to control rage. No amount of

rage against these walls would move them by adaNV s breadth. Only reason
would open them. The panicked reason of "try everythingwouldn't work,
either. There would be Sixtyfour+One ways of moving those stones-and
Sixtyfour of them would collapse his cdll to the volume of a coffin, and

hed die in some distorted pretzel shape.

He remembered atime ofboredom when he hadbeen stationed at Centaurils
Aarku base; he had found himsalf aWkka Conundrum Puzzle and stayed
awake three days and nightstrying to solveit. It had driven him mad!
Nowhe v~,as trappedin thepuzzle. Controllinghis rage was going to drive
him mad. Resti7aining his reason was going to drive him mad. No matter
how good his hypothesis about the geometry of hiscell, he couldn't test

it with shove and push until al of the consequences had been reasoned

out in hishead- Madness, every alternative was madness! And there wasn't
even any grassto cat!

Conundrum-Prisoner was his name.



C'napter 15
(2437 A.D.)

Thediary of Lieutenant Nora Argamentine was fed into the handwriting
anayzer and posted on the Wunderland frigate's server, access denied only
to HwassHwasschoaw. Their k2in had been right about alot of the details of
the insurrection aboard the Bitch, including the loyalty of thejotoki

davesto their trainer, but he had been wr~ about its leader. Y ankee

grinned. Even the mogt paranoid of the kzin wouldn't believe in afwude oppo-
nent

Of course, Clandeboye was seeing some consternation among his own men on
that score. Taking out akzin warship at adistance of light-seconds

required skill and bravery-taking one from the insde in what amounted to
hand-to-claw combat, with only unarmed daves for alhes, was aremarkable
feat. Y ankee caught his Wunderland marinesin the briefing room replaying
the contest in loud agitation and debate.

TLese men had actudly fought on the ground, in the city, during the Hssin
mop-up operation in 2422. They had afun smulation of the Bitch'sinterior
displayed on the main lecture screen. Noras diary was on multiple
infocomps---even floating around in paper copies-and Hwasss analysis of
the battle was being annotated with excerpts from Nora~s diary. And argue,
argue, argue. They were re-creating the battle, blow by blow. A heroic myth
wasin the making.
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Through introspective monologues Y ankee drafted his conclusons, even his
fedings, into frantic missvesthat he threw out by hyperwave to Genera

Fry, one after the other withoutwaiting for replies. The genera wrote back
expandvely, in alessforma manner than hisusud terse style. Hewas
astonished by Noras feat and begged more details. just knowing what had
happened to her healed some wounds, but what had happened was not pleasant
Even the noblest of heroes does not dwayswin.

if shewasdill dive, which they doubted, her mind had been wipedclean

and the only language thatwas left to her was aprimitive femae form of

the Hero's Tongue. Andwor-se, from a strategic point of,,dew, brave Nora

had not prevented the delivery of the Shark into Patriarch hands. Y anke€'s
worst nightmare had come true. And Generd Fry was no longer a man covering
his bets by exploring al scenarios-he was Y ankeg's open dly.

The AB M, asusual, suppressed the Hssin expedition's news. Rear Admira
Blumenhandlefs voice was sed edHis marines were shipped to Bamardls
Starbase. The repatriation of Hwass-Hwasschoawwas so accel erated that upon
the kzin's return to Wunderland he was not even alowed to contact his

felow Wunderkzin; he had afinal meeting with Interworld Space
Commissioner UIf Reichstein Markham and then was gone. Y ankee was warned
not to publish. Somehow the magjor saw the hand of Admiral Jenkinsin al

this.

Back a Gibratar Basein Sol System, Y ankee spent hours in discussion with
Generd Fry in hissmal asteroid apartment. They were good friends by now.
Y ankee was appalled at the navys reaction to the Shark capture. In spite

of the fact that there was"no news," the news was getting around by rumor
and gross speculation. The prevailing opinion was that the kzinti were too
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incompetent technically to duplicate a captured hypershunt.

An dien race had sold them their technology eons ago and it hadn't
improved since then because they had no engineers.

They were al brawn and no brain-and brawn was never enough. Who had
wiped out the big cats and the wha es and the mammoths?

Theywere technologicaly stagnant and no longer had the will or the
ability to change.

The Patriarchy was the degenerate remains of an ancient civilization.
What would they doAith the Shark? Who had ever heard of a curious kzin?
It would take them amillennium to duplicate the hyperdrive. Haw, haw,
the kzinti were so dumb that when they got the hyperdrive theywould ship
al their warriorsinto hyperspace and not be able to bring them back!
Half the time, akrin had to stand on his head to screw in alighthulb
because he could never remember the direction of thescrew

"How long do you think it will take?asked Fry.

"My odds are that they are tooling up a prototype out there right now.
WEll be hit with our tanks empty."

"Trogresstakestime. A lot of the younger officers are coming around to
your viewpoint. It takestime, Y ankee. Politicstakestime."

"Forget the kzin. How manymen does it take to screw in ahghtbulb?
"Granted that this younger generation knowswhat abulbis. Y eah, tel
me."

"A thousand and one-five hundred with their hands on the bulb turning it
counter-clockwise, and five hundred and one with their hands on the bulb
turning it clockwise."
"Yeeh"
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"I'm sorry | lost Norastrail. If we knew where the Shark jumped to, we
could blow the hell out of the place,” grumbledY ankee.

-And risk another war? No way."

Y ankee took on adistant look. "I've been meaning to ask you about
something. Our informant, tliat Hwass Hwasschoaw, never did take his
repatriation to Kzin. | hew rumorsthat he had himsalf dropped off at
Wkkai. Do you suppose he picked up something | didn't?"

The genera grinned. "l arranged that behind Markham's back--as afavor
to Hwass and maybe as afavor to mysdlf. My file has our kzin. bomon
WKkKai. I'm not sure he wanted to be repatriated to Kzin. That was
Markham'sidea. Did you meet Markham?

-feah. Tough old buzzard. | don't think hes happywith the turmoil on
Wunderland. Ifsagainst his sense of order. He has weird ideas of
promoting auniversal peace with Kzin and any other aien races we might
meet out there. Maybe helsfedling guilty about hisbloody past. | dor~t
think his peace planisvery redigtic.- Y ankee paused, asif he were
contemplating something incredible. "I hear he was using Hwass as a peace
emissary between man and kzin.-

"Maesright. It isnot so strange as you might think. Markham has
information that heisavery rdigiouskzin. He has dreams

of proselytizing the gahay. Markham d-rinks he is a secret convert to
Chrigianity"

The mgjor was amused. "Hwass as a peace emissary, thaes got to be the
laugh of the century. DoWt get me wrong. That old kitten and | got along.
Shall we say we understood each other; he knew 1'd order him killed ifhe
stepped out of line, and | knew held kill me first chance he got. Peace
emissay! Murphy have mercy onug!”

He decided at the. List minute that he wanted to go to Wkkai. So |
arranged it | thought we might just learn
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somethingifwe let him followhis own nose. justashot in the dark. | gave him
protocols and some unclassified equipment so that he could keep in touch.
Did you ever tell that proudwarrior about Nora? | mean Noraas kzinkilling
terror"

Naw. | didn't want to upset him while| wasin the sameroom

-My little sweetheart clerk,” Fry reminisced with asmile, "going around
upsetting akzin's macho sengibihties. I'll tell you some good news. Itis
Norawho's getting out the news about the Shark in spiteof . . . - The

generd pointed hisfinger at the calling in the generd direction of The

Powers That Be and rolled his eyes. "Even though the ARM is keeping thelid
on the story, it is getting around viathe bilge water. It's A over

Barnar& s Starbase. Who can resist the story? The kzin captured themselves
a hypershunt with no one to stop them but a determined little woman.
Without an officid ARM account, the story getswilder by the minute. Last
time| heard it Norakilled thirty kzin on herway to the powder room. Each
day the cats growan mch taller, and she gets more beaudd Those space cadets
aremaking awarrior saint out of her."

"Shewasno saint,” said Y ankee, who remembered when she was ten years
old-

"Couldn't hold her down,” complained Fry. "l tried. | wanted to. Some women
won't let you keep them under control." Therewasregret in the generd's
voice.

Maybewell pick up her trail again,” said Y ankee sa4.

-Maybe,- agreed Generd Fry, lost in old memories of romance.



Chapter 16
(2438 A~D.)

Hwass-11wasschoaw was a celebrity when he wasfirst delivered to the
WKkKkai's singularity boundarybyUNSN treaty warship and fetched home by a
k:;dn patrol. For awhile he gave long blunt talks on the Battle
ofWundedand to whomever of the military cared to listen. When helearned
what he most wanted to know, he disappeared as awandering
Truth-Preacher.

Hwass found the Wkkai cotdl ie of the Patriarch's Eye in the form of an
ancient kzin of hisfather's acquaintance who was ill part of the old
network. The Eyewasin disarray, saved only by itsinbred loyalty and
ability to tolerate long delays. It had dways needed a steady trickle

of funds and talent from Kzin to keep it purposeful. And it had aways
needed fire-eaterslike hisfather, who should never haveleft the
organization to underlings while he took off on awild adventure with the
dashing Chuut-Rjit

Hwass could banAy contain his claws when learning that the Eye was
unaware of any hypership snesking through the blockade. A blind Eye? An
outrage! Then doubt possessed him. He had found Trainer-of-Slavess
navigation notes (without revealing them to Clandeboye) proving that this
yellow devil had planned to take Ids captured UNSN ship to Wkkai! But had
he ever arjimd?

A little more sniffing wasin order. He traveled topastord placesas
Truth-Preacher, hisintent to "dig afew watering holes' that might prove
useful in aKdapt
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reformation. Hustling never hurt. A better class of kzinti stayed away
from the cities and, being less crowded, were more open of mind and
favors. Preaching brought in the little money he needed and provided ample
opportunity for gossip. Two things he learned:- (1) for adefeated power,
WKkkai wastoo confident and (2) anew schism was dividing the navy.

The overconfidence could be attributed to the arrogance of the haughty
Petriarch's V oice who wouldn't know defegt if his severed head was
floating in awine barrel. Overconfidence is contagious and no one was
untouched by the taste of the Voice. But what of Admira Si-Kish? Hewas
quietly building anavy-and it smelled like anavy more powerfLd than
anything Wkkai had ever fidded. Butwhysuch anavyunless, therewas
ahypershunt motor to power it? Why such secrecy? Why weren't the old
nava warriors being brought into this new hunting ground? Odd smellsfor
ahumbled regime.

The buildup was being hidden from the Eye. Si-Kish shouldn't even know
that the Eye e~dsted.

Onething at atime. After lecturing with great tact to some country

squires about the nature of the God of the True Form, and passing a
pleasant day hunting with his hosts, he spent time by himsalf with acup

of fen-nented milk and the local davery poop sheets. Truth-Preacher
wasn't interested in buying daves, and had no need for a persona
dave-but he waslooldng for the spoor of Trainer-of-Slaves.

That yellow devil would have abandoned histrade for amore lucrative
life, perhaps hidden behind some selfimportant title of I-Asown
devising-but he would |eave traces. Greed, How could he wholly abandon
that Sdeline about which he Knew so much?

... and there it was. A tiny advertisement for atribe of handsome,
bardworking, truly unique hunm davesto
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be sacrificed by their despondent owner at auction for any reasonable price.
Five members of the Eye aswell as Hwass were at that auction. Among the
besasts for sale was one furTed female man and ahost of bewildered
youngsers.

Thefine fur on her bodylefthim certain. Hehadowned human daves and knew
that human females were not furred, even if the auctioneer did not.
Trainer-of-Saves had experimented on hisfemaes and one of hisfavorite
expenments hadbeen atechnique for activating the latent fur genes of the
man-besasts. Thiswas lieutenant Nora Argamentine, had to be, mind-wiped,
late of the United Nations Space Navy. Avery valuable prize indeed.

Hwass encouraged one of his associates to examine the firmness ofher
musculature and the condition of her teeth. He was instmeted. to be subtly
inddicate. She bit hisfinger while itwas illin her mouth.

(Anyhighquahty kzinrret, breeder ofwarriors, would have done the same.) it
was adave-buying trick Hwass knew-it served the purpose oflowering her
price.

The auctioneer and Hwasss Anger had an atercatiorL The auctioneer, ina
reckless rage, swore by the sharpness of the teeth of his merchandise while
the ringer staked away with hisbloody finger in theair, complaining

loudly about the quality of the davesto al the buyers who wouldlisten.
Hwass and his cohorts bought the entire lot ofhumansfor a price that the
impoverished Eye could afforct

Now he, bad aweapon he could use against Clandeboye. The God of the True
Form had favored him mightily. All his supplications and prayersand
sacrifice had bom fi-esh meat The treasure would be complete once his
davesled him to the hypershunt Where was Trainer-of-Saves? Trainer would
not have let these daves go so cheaply.
Thefemal e was a usaless source of information, but
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her eldest male probably knew something. It was the boy who was most
aftaid of him, the boy who watched him, the boy who stood ready to protect
his mother and siblings. A mind he could use. Perhaps he could even make
aKdaptist of him, to plead the k:zin case before God.

A longjourney by gravity car took them aong the coast. Hetried afew
words of English on the terrified boy, but the little monkey clearly did

not understand. He tried akzin's version of that odd mixture of Danish
and Pattdeutsch that had passed for alanguage among his Wunderland
daves. Still nothing. Hard to find the right language for adave muted

by terTor.

He watched the sea go by beyond arocky shoreline of wet boulders,
giancing sometimesinto the dark interior of the car where hisdaves
cowered bravely. There was aways away to work fear. In the meantime,
soothe your prey before its taste went bad. He noticed that the Norabeast
was thirsty. An opportunity. He held out water to the boy andspoke the
kzin word for water and then gestured at the boys mother. Thirst and
hunger could reach through terror Politely, in the dominated tense, the

boy asked for water for his mother. His accent and grammar were
arocious, he seemed to speak some form of the Jotold dave patois, but
he could be understood Progress.

They reached their isolated retreat of massive stone, once the fortress

of some mighty kzin, now a safe house for the Eye. He took the boy to the
newly designated dave rooms and put him in charge of the sttling of his
family. He gave the boy control over the food. In that way he seduced
Monkeyshineto his cause.

Hwass chose medltimeto talk to his dave, just before the boywas ready
to feed hisfarr&y. He didn't make abig issue of it, but adave doesn't
deny hismaster afew civil wordsif thafswhat it Wzesto get the food

on the table. The conversations grew longer Monkeyshine grew less
afiad.
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One day Monkeyshinetold him al about Hssin, and Hwass reminded him
about specia places among the rubble that he knew about too. Monkeyshine
remembered the rug in the palazzo. Hwass described the scenes of the hunt
woven dl through therug. It wasTA long before Monkeyshine was avidly
telling about his adventuresin hyperspace, with Melow Y elow while
Hwass listenedwith ardent attention.

"And whereisyour Medlow Y dlow? He seemsto be missng.”
Monkevshine went white at his mistake. He hadyft redlized that he had
used theJotoki name for the master. "1'm so sorry, sSire. My abject
gpologies. | will not forget henceforth to use thetitle Grraf-Nig."

"Ah, yes. Hshumph. Histitle. Of course. But sSince heisnot here we can
cal him what we please. On Wunderlandwecalledhim Grass-Eaterbehindhis
back"
"Oh, no, sire!" said a shocked Monkeyd-dne.

"What happened to I-Am P Did he forget hiswaistcoat at the Paace? Pick
his nose?'

Monkeyshine was now very wary of akzin who would useanamelike
Grass-Eater for hisMélow Y dlow. "Do you want himin prison?

"So thaeswhere heis! No, | don't want him in prison! He'sthe only
hyperspace pilot | know. What prison? Have you heard?

"In the Rivars Range. The Conundrum Priestshave him."
"Who told you?
"Mymader."
"I'm your master!"

-Ihe ludn vAio sold us," Monkeyshine amended quickly

"if the Conundrum Priests have him, I'll probably haveto look elsewhere
for apilot,” grumbled Hwassin irritation.



162 Man-Kzin Wan VI

'-fou won't help him escape? | promised myself I'd be awarrior and cut
off the heads of the Conundrum Priests one by one until they let him
go.-

Hwass, threw up hishandsin avery frightening way. "Ifyou usethe
wordwarrioe one moretimein thewrong tense, I'll have you for lunch,
Walking-Med."

'fes, Srel" Monkeyshine came to attention.

"On the other claw, our yellow devil is probably the onlyhyperspace,
piloton al of Wkkai. Do you knowwhat happened to his ship?
Monkeyshine shook his head warily.

The Peatriarch's Eye had infiltrated the Conundrum Priests many Petriarchs
ago. The Eye had in its secret archives a complete smulation of the
Conundrum Prisons with one flaw-the pieces were only shown in their absed
COnfibwation. One of the Eye's planted acolytes, now afeeble, old priest
who carved wood, was still there. Hewas able to tell them in which

puzzle ConundrumPrisoner was bound, but had neither the way nor the
puzzler'skill to liberate him.

In the basement of the reclusive fortress, by the glow of agiant tri-D

screen, the best minds of the local Patriarch's Eye pondered the innards

of the prison. They could diceright into Grraf-NiKs cdl and seeits
workings, which was more than Grraf-Nig could do, but that did not

help-it was ill aconundrum. The Conundnun Priests devoted their lives

to puzzle making. There were smple onesfor the education of kits. There
were puzzlesto expand the mind and tame the emotions. There were puzzles
that were works of art, and puzzlesto hold vauables. All ranges of

difficulty But the Priest's masterpieces were their prisons. Each cell

had a solution that would free its prisoner. The solution was dwaystoo
difficult tofind.
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The cell couldbe opened fi-om the inside onto the plateau. No guard was
stationed there to stop an escapee. Any prisoner who could so escape was
deemed to have used hisintellect in away that erased all sin. That

didn't help conspirators who wanted to bresk into the cell to freea

ffiend.

The cell could be opened from the outside by the warden-into an armed
camp of fierce warriors who considered that chesating at puzzles wasthe
most heinous of capita crimes.

Hwass-liwasschoawwas considering brute-force entry. The model showed
crawl spaces between the moving parts, al too small for akzin but not

too small for ahafgrown human dave. Monkeyshine was even at the screen
showing them bravely how he could squigglein here and scrunch around
that. In principle they could just melt a hole down to Gn-af-Nig, lift

him out, and run like athrintun was after them.

In practice the cdll was built around multiple potential energy wells of
various depth, each holding its puzzle pieces. The shdlow wells, the

easiest onesto trigger with ashove or apull or akick, had the bad

habit of triggering the collapse of the cdll. Avalanche asart form. The
prisonerwould be squashedbytons ofrock. Brute forcewould never be
"clevelFenough to trigger the sequence ofevents that would open the cell.
Back they went to trying to solve the conundrum. Hwass's mates were from
Wkkal, They had been solving Conundrum Puzzles dl their lives. It was

an addiction. it worked off rage. It whiled away the time as the everting
snow melted in the dawn light. And though brute force entrance wasthe
only rational solution to their problem, they couldn't fip-ire out how

to make brute force work without killing their kzin, so every time they
tried-and failed-theywere seduced by the thought that, somehow,
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if they were clever enough they could solve the conundrum together. just
one moretry and theyd haveit.

Monkeyshine brought refreshmentsto his bleary-eyed masters. just out of
curiosity, because he had been pretending for so long to be the great
warrior who saved Mdlow Y eUow, he said,-Mydon'tweglix it al together?"
He knew the difference between being and pretending and knew that
pretending was safe because pretending didn't kill you. But be hada ready
saved Mdlow Y dlow athousand timesin sixty-four different ways
bypretionding and Mdlow Y dlow was till inside a puzzle and Monkeysbine
M didn't know what flaws might lurk in his pretend-plans. He wanted
someoneto tell him-and there were no Jotold to ask.

Hwass-Hwassehoaw came awake. One of the Eyes began to explain to
Monkeyshine why you couldn't glue together the pieces of a Conundrum
Prison. "Of course you can glue the pieces!” Hwass shouted.

At sunset, before the night of their covert strike, Monkeyshine was taken
to achapd. Hwass had dready told him how to give homage to the God
of the True Shape. It was better that he prayed, and not Hwass, because
manbeasts possessed the True Shape. While candles ffickered over the
three crosses, he prayed to the Grandfather and the Father and the Son
for the Reviva of the Patriarchy, for akrin victory, he prayed for them

to find the lost hypershunt motor of the Shark. Fervently he prayed for
the salvation of Mdlow Yédlow. And just in case, though not aloud, be
prayed to the Fanged God, who looked like akzin, that he might become
agreat warrior and do honor to the Petriarch on thisevening's

adventure,

it was night, before the con-ting of the snow. Six kzinti and onedave
dropped down onto the plateau slently in black uniforms, e egantly
styled in the Wkkai fashion. An
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ominous machine floated out of their truck on its gravity lifters, moving

into pogition like agiant carnivorous leech.

Theleech whirred, flickers of light where itsteeth gripped the ground.
Bubbling lavafrothed and snapped behind the guard rims. With an animd cry
the machine leech rose into the air-aflash of heat-and asideto discard a
basdtic core gripped in its claws. It leaped back to the attack. It cut,

rose, burped, and attacked, again and again to cut out its cylindrica

nest. A spinning am lining the holewith insulation.

Then amost gently, it took Monkeyshine and inserted him in the nest, food
for whatever was down there. It was warm. Even the insulation was hot A
tank came after him, with hose. He had goggles that showed him every shape
he would meet and where he should crawl. He lugged the tankbehindhim,
tookoutthe spray-wandand filled up cracks. He was scared He got stuck.
Warriors had to do silly things. It was better being adave. He sprayed

and sprayed and found more cracks and went back for another tank and got
lost and sprayed andwiggled and cried and crawled out into the night air
where he shivered.

The Heroes ate lunch. The cement, hiskzin ffiendstold liim, had to set.
Under an overcast sky, they rebuilt the eating mouth, positioning it to

bore an even larger plug--kzin-sized. They cut straight into the prison. An
insulated elevator went down, waited, rose again with a puff ofvapor-and
out came Mdlow Y elow. Monkeysliing's friends didn't seem scared-their
earswere wiggling. Quickly they returned most of the coresto the hole,
covering it roughly with turf and afew of the kzin-high bushesthat clung

to the wind-swept plateau. They piled into the truck, pulling monkeyshine
insdewith gerk, andjust dropped over the cliffs edge and skedaddled.
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The boy watched Méellow Y ellow, hisface pressed hardly more than ahan&s
breadth apart fi-om the fangs of his old master. Whiskers twitched, fan
earswere Wilted. He seemed dazed. ne boy wanted to touch this only warrior
who had ever sparred with him. He didn't dare. "It was my ideato gluethe
pieces of the puzzle so they wouldn't crush you," he said shyly.

Méelow Ydlow didn't come out of hisdaze. Hejust licked the dirt off
Monkeyshinesface.

Hwass sat on some hard machinery and teased his newfound interstellar pilot
"YWvegot arackel. You don't haveto beawarrior. Youjust Sit around in
your hotel and wait foryourwell-trained daves to come around and curry the
knots out of your fur." He nudged the shining-faced Monke,~e.

The boy was proud. It was good to be awarrior. Of course, it was no fun
being ahunwn warrior He was having such ahard time keeping agrin off his
face.



Chapter 17
(2438A.D.)

Back at the Eyels safe retreat, Hwass-Hwasschoawwas not pleased when he
learned about the fate of the Shark. On the spot he invented a

fur-raising plot to recapture the Shark by surprise and brute force.

"No!" growled Grraf-Nig, prowling around the stone ramparts. For the
first time hewasredly comprehending that he was free and he wanted no
part of another flawed adventure. " There's nothing you can do now to stop
Si-Kish. We don't need the Shark. Itisal in my head. We have to get

my head to Kzin."

"The Shark is our transportation, you sthondat ganglion!" spat Hwass.

How did one teach cunning patience?We will have to wait until S-Kish
has equipped hisflegt with production hypershunts, then by cunning get
ourselvesto Kzin. Areyou fresh from your mothefs womb, needing the glop
licked from your eyes?

"That will betoo late!" ston-ned Hwass. -Kzin will be helplessif Wkk-al
owns hyperspace and they do not!"
‘Wewait!"

"If we wait, the Patriarch will have histhroat clawed open! | am
Hwass-Hwasschoaw and you take orders from me-Trainer-of-Slaves.”
Grraf-Nig moved into agrinning crouch at thisinsulting use of afon-ner
name. He sMtched to the menacing tense of the Hero's Tongue and laid his
fan-like earsflat.
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"All I haveto doisbuy bright brass buttons to outrank you." He 1-dssed
and Hwass liissed, raging. | am the one with the patience, thought the
smaller, yellower kzin. Too much was at bay for them to kill each other
now over such trivriahties. He stalked down the narrow stairs and spent
his energy chasing rodents among the sately hairwhip trees.

Camer, dttingonan outcroppingwhere he had trapped the rodent, he spat
out the fur and bones of atasteless medl, trying to crack the skull in
histeeth for the taste of brains. Monkeyshine had followed him, too
afraid to approach closer thal i the shelter of some saplings. GrrafNig
smdled his fear-but the boy wasn't hiding. A great Trainer-of- Slaves

| am, he thought. | breedfor docile servants and get warriors! He
shuddered for amoment to think about his kzin-killing Jotoki. And now
his humans were going wild!

That little monkey anima over therein the saplings|oved nothing better
than to spar. He had the most ferocious grin when he attacked, arms
flailing. One whack would have killed him. Why did he dare? He wasthe
son of that Nora-beast, thaes why it would take centuries to breed out
that streak of ferocity. He thought of the little "kit" crawling around
among the stones of the prison conundrum with itsrollersand leversand
dipways and hidden polahzers, determined to save his master.
"Come here, monk6y," he growled.

The boy came ingtantly, and with aready comb began to curry hirn
industrioudy. It felt good. He wondered what would happen to hisred
sons. The new kzintosh would save hislittle kzinrretti, but what would
be the fate of the males? Tin not angry at you,” hesaid. "I'm angry at
that lice-infested, pissed upon, (lung-eating son of afop.” Hejerked
histeeth in the genera direction of the fortress. "Comefor awalk."
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They wandered through the trees together until they came to ameadow of
green, streaked with the rushes of asmall streams swamp, their bulbs open
to the sun, storing energy for the long night. Mdlow Y ellow muttered and
kicked at the grass. "Different kind ofgrass here than on Hssn. When | was
your age, | once ate the grass on Hssin. Tagtesterrible!”

'-fou never! Hsbumpfssl Grass. Y each!”

"When | wasyour age, | wasn't as brave asyou are.”

Monkeyshine loved complimentslike that. Grinning, be attacked Mellow

Y dlowA;ith an immediate grand legp and a punch to the belly The kzin had
to ffing him to the grass--gently. It didn't stop the boy-beast. He rolled

to an erect position and was attacking again the instant hisfeet bit the

turf. Mellow Y dlow had to take ared fighting crouch to protect himself.
They hissed and spat at each other, circling, charging, whacking, kicking.
Thekzin kept at the sparring longer than he usudly did with thisdave,

but hewas angry and it felt good. The boy was bleeding from scratches but
il he fought without Ietup, the grin wide across hisfurlessface.

Findly Mdlow Y elow had had enough, but the monkey hadn't-so he just
stood there and let the boy try to tackle him, shaking the child away with
gpasmsof hisleg. 'What kind of nonsenseisthis?he growled. 'Where did
you get your warriors liver?'

"Long-Reach said my mother wasawarrior. Thafs not true, isit?"

"It shouldn't be! Femdesdon't fight well!"

Unless you poke them!™ said M onkeyshine happily, who had practice at
poking.

'Wdll, theres that. Then you haveto run like aherd of sthondats are after
you!"

"Long-Reach told meto save you," said Monkeyshine gravely.
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"My L)ng-Reach has been afaithfidvalet. Y ou didwell. lle Patriarchy is
the better for it."

Hwass-Hwasschoaw was no longer angry when they got back. He bad another
mad scheme of conquest to propose. Theywould attackand capture a human
shipanother long argument that would end in frayed tempers, thought
Grraf-Nig. He had no choice but to listen. Hwass was afont of legps. In

the middle of alegp be was so impatient that he would begin anew leap.
Sometimes he would jump from the most serious of discussonsto alecture
on the latest fashions. While debating afavorite plot (that might cost

them their livesif misplanned) he could suddenly begin an arcane

discourse broadly covering the finest points of religion--or of sheep

ranching on Wunderland. He held the strange belief that God was manifest
in the shape of the man-beasts. With his philosophica. training

Grraf-Nig waswryly sure that Hwass could have proved that God was
manifest in the shape of a sheep.

Syly Hwass began by mentioning the research on the human nervous system
that Grraf-Nig had done as Trainer-of-Slaves, cogting the lives

ofhundreds ofexperimenta animasimported from the Wunderland orphan-
ages. "Among your discoveriesthere was anerve gasthat will dissblea
human immediately and then kill him by inhibiting the tranamisson of

neura impulses.”

"Severd of them. But the discovery was not mine. | got the formulafrom
ahuman disc that came to Wunderland with the first dowboat in the
luggage of abeast hunted by the ARM.."

"it couldkill the crewofa ship before theycould defend themselves?

"In principle. On alarger d-dp such asthe NestingSashtooth- Bitch the
samewegpon, using adightly
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dower-acting gasthat attacks the kZinti neural system, was not as
effective”
"Y ou planned that attack™ said Hwass grimly, "and your daves executed
the plan on your ingtructions. It was successful.”
"Yes" Grraf-Nig did not dare reveal that his daves had a'so donethe
planning.
So it can be done™
" wouldnt advisetrying it in alarger 4-dp.-
-lhenwewill atract and ambush asmal human ship.”
Thiswas going to be along hunt, thought Grraf-Nig. Hed haveto track
his energetic prey with probing questions that would tire until findly,
in the end, Hwass understood the stupidity of hislatest scheme. "And
ifwe appear in sartorid splendor at Si-Kish's manor, he will be
delighted to give us ships to ambush some UNSN patrol ?
"Y ou think of me asanimpractica dreamer. But you have dso seen my
practical taents. Thereisno lock that can stop my fingers. Did | not
reach into a Conundrum Cell and pick you out, afest that has never
before been donein the entire history of Wkkai? | have the old navy in
my livery.Why do you think S-Kish isbudding his new navy from the
ground up?lleold navy isftill of old kzin loya to the legitimate
Patriarch. A covertride to the edge of the singularity can be arranged
asaroutine patrol."
-And from thereit isonly amatter of inviting oursavestoteain the
monkeysmess?"'
Hwass grinned with a battle eagerness. The grin did not chalenge or
offend Grraf-Nig because the eyes of this malevolent kzin were directed
inward at someinterna vison. | know aMgor Y ankee Clandeboye who will
be only too willing to bring us our ship and welcome usingde so that
we may tekeit asaprize of war."



Chapter 18
(2438A.D.)

Chloe Blumenhandler hadjoined the Y oung Woman's Auxiliary on her
seventeenth birthday. A significant sector of Wunderland society believed
in early military training for the young and there were dozens of
semi-military corps, militias, stellar scouts, rangers, and young guard-

ians. It wasn't just an underlying unease about the kzin that fostered

these groups.

Wunderlandls culture had been founded on a sense of profound interstellar
isolation from itsroot stock. Then ... Warriors descending from the

empty black. Subjugation for gpeoplewho had left Sol honoringthelr
fi-eedom more than comfort. Loss of land. Confiscation of property, rela
fives, children. Terror. Taxes. Degth. Running like afox in the hunting
parks. Soul-breaking work in dave camps with strange imported dave
races. And Outsiders sdlling military might. Wunderland had suffered a
fundamenta redity shock.

No parents want their children to be as naive as they once were when they
were young. And so the older generation founded quasi-military groups and
inducted their children---building hard-won wisdom into ingtitutions that
couldn't forget. 'Will our children beready for them?' Werethere othels
out there?

Chloe was not interested in amilitary career. Shehad grownupina
military familywithout amother. Her babystters had been petty officers
and sometimes burly manne



Ti-ip: HEROICMYTH OF LT. NORA ARCAMENTINE 173

sergeants. Her fantasies were about alandhol dees castle on Wunderland, or
arun-down artisfs studio in atwentysecond-century ranch house on the
French Somme. (Sheld walked through avirtua seventeenth-century French hot
Ise and didn't like the plumbing.)

In her dreams shefdl inloveAdth Wunderland statesmen, or crashlander
explorers, or Jnxian scientists or deep space artists. In one of her

recurring fantasies she lived with amusi cian who worked with his
instrumentsin agreat house on Plateau at the void edge of Mount
Lookittliat overlooking the Long Fall Riverwhereit broke out into the
tallest waterfdl in Known Space. The man with aview

Hatlanders both repelled and fascinated her Earth was so crowded! it was
like Tiamat turned into awhole planet! And flatlanders had such odd
jobs-like reconstructing ancient Portuguese caravels dredged up from a
watery Pecific grave. Her best flatlander fantasy wasfilled with the
laughing Romans and Itdians of arosy Naples where the sun was dways
Setting on agolden bay; she was one of a saucy menagerie of teen-aged
girlsheld prisoner by agay old Neapolitan classics scholar who was a
sexuad athlete and wit. The fantasy had lasted her a ddlicious week until

she got boredA4th Italian men and moved on to the Cl-dnese Imperia Court.
Whatever her dreams of civilian splendor, inred life shefdl madly in

love with military men. And so it was natura thet at the age of seventeen,
intotal revolt againg her father's military life, she should declare her
independence byjoining amilitary organization so that she could pursue her
one-sided love affair with ahandsome older officer of the UNSN.

Chloe was devastatedwhen Mgjor Y ankee Clandeboye was transferred to
Barnar& s Starbase, something that Admiral Jenkins had demanded and
something thet fitted
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nicely into one of Gei ierd Fr)~s more nefarious schemes. She sent her
magor |etters, fivein al. Hereplied once. That short note was signed with
the scraA4, "Fondly, Y ankee.-- It was all the encouragement she needed.

In astate of euphoria, with his short note tucked in her bra, shegjust
happened to notice arecruitingad. The Y oung Woman's Awdliary needed twenty
girlswho were looking for adisciplined and rewarding experience at
Barnar& s Starbase. The "discipling” didn't appedl to her but the 11
rewarding experience- did. Being only seventeen, she needed her fathers
pennission. The rear admiral objected and fought alosing war for three
days before surrendering. He signed her away for atwo-year contract and
groaned.

Chloe, of course, had not told her father about her intentions toward the
forty-nine-year-old Y ankee, knowing that there were limitsto Admira
Blumenhandler's permissiveness. To her fattier Y ankee wasjust another one
of those men upon whom she practiced her flirtation skills. Therear

admira, used to command, and respecting Y ankee as a competent officer and
gentleman, sent the mgjor an dmost pleading letter to take his daughter
under hiswing and see that no harm befell her. In effect the pleaamounted
to an order.

So at Bamarcrs Starbase it was very easy for her to find aneed for
counseling and to M into small mishaps for wi-dch she needed extracting.
Often they ate in the cafeteriatogether, ableak humongous hut of
"temporary" wartime congtruction. Shetold him horror stories of the matron
who was her firgt officer and he sneaked her into some of the private beer
parties, where sheflirted outrageoudy with al of the men. That made him
fed sofe.

Barnard's Starbase was not Known Space's best posting. It was built hastily
in secret during the war asastaging areafor raidsinto kzinti space, a
atimewhen amgor
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worry wasthat the Outsiders might go on and sell hyperdrive technology
to the Patriarchy for ahandsome sum. The UNSN needed safe bases
aboutwhich the kzinti knew nothing.
It was built on arocky Mars-sizedworld glaciatedwith ices and dark
hydrocarbons, the moon of an inhospitable planet of about eight Earth
masses. The Base was conveniently at the edge of the Barnar& s Star
system, far enough indde Barnares singularity to be immune from surprise
hyperdrive attack, but close enough to it so that UNSN ships could
quickly reach hyperspace launching distance. inward there, were two gas
giantsfor an ample supply of hydrogen and helium, and athin belt of
rubble for heavier metals. The original intent had been to make Barnards
Starbase an independent manufacturing center but other priorities and the
end of the war |eft the manufacturing centersincomplete. PostAw budget
restraints meant that temporary facilitieswere ill in use, eventhe
origina congtruction bunkers.
Y ankees mainjob, again, wastraining. Generd Fry had singled out
Barnards Star as a nucleus for fomenting dissatisfaction with ARM
policies. Without akzinti threat there waslittle purposein Barnar&

Starbase. Men need a purpose. Where better to do some long-range thinking

than on a base which had been designed with a possible hyperdrive kzinti
threat in mind? Here men were liable to find their purpose in preparing
for ahyperarmed Patriarchy

Y ankee found his charge to be an often pleasant diversion. she listened
to hisworries and never hesitated to give an off-the-wall opinion on any
subject That irrital:ed him but it often forced him to explain strategic
concepts about which he was not himsdlf clear. He began giving her
research assgnments, even requisitioning some of her officia on-the-job
time. He was delighted to find that
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she had inherited her fatherls sense of strategic thoroughness. What she

had inherited from her mother, he did not know. Her mother had been kiRed
swinging an axe a ak2in, and she certainly seemed to have that kind of
aggressveness.

The crigsin ther relationship came unexpectedly They werein the
Starbase's honor hbrary-their infocomps were not p(-)we& A enough to do
the particularly difficult and tedious wegpons tradeoff analysisthat

Y ankee needed. He was in abad mood, which killed her enthusasm. She
only meant to tease him enough until he laughed so that they could get

back to work. It was easier to be gay and irreverent than bored.

Glibly she began to mutate the wegpons discussion into fi-ee-flowing
nonsense. It eventualy blossomed into a freefor-al about ancient J
gpanese pornography She was doing her brush strokesin the air and faking
ge shaffirtations about which she knew nothing-and he wasrichly enjoy-
ing himsdlf pretending to be a sake-saturated teen-aged samurai on his

first groping vigit to the pillow world of alight-gravity planet. At

least hewas giggling like ateenager. She was so fascinated--she~d never
seen him so wonded* foolish-that she couldnt stop provoking him. It was
true, she thought, that being donein apublic place brings out the

devil in men. The devil kegpswhispering that someone may walk in and
that makesit impossible not to be slly. Even shefdt silly and

dangeroudy bold

Though the eight terminal booths were empty, the library was heavily
used-but mostly accessed fi-orn distant terminals. They were done and
they werelikely to remain aone. For no sane reason they decided to rob
thelibrary of Kakabunfs Ingructive Eratica, though robbing was entirely
unnecessary in alibrary that took less than a second to copy achip into
apersond infocomp. Their crazy mood told them that they had to own the
Starbases
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only copy of Kakabuni. To get at it they needed to unlock and pull out one
of the hundred diding ROM doorssomethingthat onlythe librarianwas
supposedto do. They managed to dide out the chip-rack but their chip was
near the floor and required a chip-puller that they didn't have so they

n tade love on the floor with their clothes on instead. He even put his

arm around herwhen he walked her back up through the maze to her dorm.
The next (lay she woke up awdoudy because she'd never done something so
supid in her life! Onthefloor! in her clothes! She faked sicknessand

did not report for work. All morning on the day after the ne)aday she
kept tdllinghersdlf thather motherwas brave enough to swing an axe at a
kzin (even though her bravery had killed her). She found away to wander
up and down acorridor that Y ankee would have to pass through, carrying
apackage s0 that she could pretend to be delivering messages.

She saw him coming before he saw her and tied to duck behinda support
pillarbut itwas too thin. The packagestuck out. She looked the other way
in panic.

"Hi, Chlog" he said,

"Oh. You." Shetried to bat her eyes but they froze. "I'vebeen sick.”

Sick? She sawhim seeing herwan and in crutches and desperately cast
around for amore appropriate bright conversation. Y ankee, damn him,
wasn7t saying anytl-dng. Food was dl she could think of Even Murphy
couldn't get you in trouble with food. "Lunch?

He seemed amost relieved. "Thirteen-hundred at the CaP

"Sure. I'll bring my teeth." She was outraged a hersdlf for saying such
astupid thing but itwas aready out ofher mouth. FU b7ng my teeth! She
cringed. And she was outraged at the way he had crawled back inside his
sraitlaced self. She wanted to shout Kakabunil a his hadtily retreating
back but she didn't dare. Growing up wasn't
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pleasant. She~d never had any trouble with sex when she was thirteen.
Lunch wasterrible. They had ground guinea-pig steak and veggiesthat had
been programmed with the wrong spice. They had nothing to talk about.
They had cometo that horrible, timein their relationd-Ap when they had
dready said everything that they had to say to each other. Finagle's

Eyes, they were talking about the color of the veggies!

"Tou know what this parsnip looks like? It looks like one of those old

brass nava cannons of the seventeenth century.”

That saved them. It reminded her ofwegpons tradeoff analysis. Soon they
were comfortable old ftiends again discussing the impact that hyperdrive
ships might have on amillennia-old kzinti military tradition. That

culture was based on a bedrock of sublumina assumptions. Supply depots
were dispersed. Manufacturingwas dispersed. A son could be executed for
not carrying out the ordersissued to hisfather-unto the fourth

generation. Loca conquest commanders had wide authority. The military
kzin vaued truth so highly because that was the only way of keeping
messages from degrading over the centuries.

Chloe becameresigned to a Y ankee stuck back in hisold shell. She knew
shewas hever going to get him to talk about love, not in the Caf. He was
more like acozy confrere than alover. Her damn father had ordered him
to take care of her and that's what that damn Y ankee was doing. Maybe he
didn't even like her. Here she had goneto A the damn trouble of chasing
down adamn romantic hero of the war and he'd turned out to be just
another awkward damn adolescent like the damned boys she'd been trying
to avoid.

Two days later everythng was back to normal and she could even tease him
without having him go gtiff on her.
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-Kakabuni" remained a taboo word. They never talked about sex. Worse, they
never even talked about relationships. Having an admira for afather was
like having an anchor chained to her neck. Shewas sx and ahdf lightyears
fi-om Alpha Centauri and she was stig winched to her father.
Four days later he actudly put his arm around her and gave her aquick
queeze.
Two weeks later "fellow-prisoner” Jnny of the Y oung Woman's Auxiliary
invited her on adouble date. Her date turned out to be intellectu*
chalenged so sheleft Jinny to manage both their dates and found her own
double date. it was fun to wit-lash young men who were in such good shape
physicdly that their brains recovered in minutes-not like acertain senile
old man of her acquaintance.
A month later she missedher period. Shethoughtabout that for afew daysand
then went to the pharmacy for a pregnancy patch. ltwas positive. She
returned for amore expensive test in the pharmacys autodoc booth. It too
was positive, predicting acompletely norma pregnancy. That meant she
could ask the autodoc for a nonprescription abortion right then. It was
between her and the autodoc. No one had to know.
Chloetook awalk instead. She didn't believe that a human life started at
conception. Your lifedidn't start until you got out of the womb and began
to make your own decisions--hke whether you wanted to breathe or not and
which rattle to bang. So she wasn't thinking about the fetus. Shewas
thinking about whether she was ready to be amother. She hadn't built a
nest yet. She was on amilitary base. She thought alot about the problems
of her father, alone parent during the time of troublesjust after the
Baffle of Wunderland with the devastation of war al about them and the
economy in ashambles.
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Sheld been such abrat to him, pushing, demanding, and learning how to
con each ofher new caretakers. She was still looking for amother even
now. She waked to the very center of Starbase, a seven-story atrium
where you could catch your breath at a~Asta of bal conies and get awvay
from the claustrophobia of corridors. The bench in the central rock
garden was an inviting place to St One of the cacti wasflowering: a
rare sight. On the bench she cried silently and watched the people go by
inthe shalow ethered glides of low gravity. Chloe dipped her mothers
iron wedding ring out of her blouse, ill onitschain whereit had
aways been, forgotten, and thought about the mother she had never known.
At headquarters, where she seldom went, she wan dered among the desks of
busy men and women in uniform. Some nodded. No one stoppedher-they dll
knew she was the daughter of a powerful admira. She peeked into Y ankee's
cubbyhole with its clutter of screensand plotters, aVR helmet on his
cabinet, another on the plotter, and another on the floor.
"Hi, stranger,” shesad.
Hetook her hand and Pulled her insde. The unexpected touch of hishand
made her eyeswater and she couldn't fii dsh what she had started to say.
Shelet himfill thevoid. "Good to see you today,- he said brightly.
"The problems have been coming in al morning and you're a breath of
freshair. I'd ask you to sit, but there isn't any room.
"Troblems seem to make you happy," she said bravely
'Wefound my cousin. A flash camein from Gibrdtar thismorning.”
"Nora? Isshedive?'
'-feah. Noraand all of her babies. She has six babies!Y ankee seemed both
stunned and excited.
Chloe burst out sobbing-it gave her an excuse.
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"That doesn't sound like a problem to me! That's wonderful! | mean about
finding her," she said after quickly recovering.
He tookboth her hands.-Y ou~ve gotsomethingon your minct"
"Just alittle problem, | cameto talk to you about it. It can wait.”
"Can it wait till thisevening? How about dinner?
"Dinner isfine" Shewasrdieved. That put off the awful moment. -If
you7ve got time." She began to hope that he had agood excuseto put it
off even longer. Tomorrow she'd be more hersdlf.
Y ankee continued. "My problem isthat even though w& ve found Nora, shé
on Wkkai andwelll haveto extract her. Do you know Wkkai? Thafs seventeen
light-years from here deep inside kzin space. It'samgor kzin strong-
hold. They've given me Jay Mazzetta and my old sidekick, Beany Heinmann,
to help with planning. Weve got to do some fancyjuggling in the next few
hours."
'We could talk tomorrow.”
[-ronight. I might not even be here tomorrow. Not dinner at the Caf-at
my place. | saw adrum of applesin the hydroponics market. Get some. |
meake a good flatlander apple pie. Think up something for the main course,
Make it Smple--marinated rabbit stew with onions or something. At
seventeen hundred.” He gave her hiskey. "Since you don't have my
fingerprintsto get in."
'We could postponeit.”
"Girlsdon't cry for nothing.”
Chloefled.
She had to hurry, and bustle kept her mind off what she was going to say
at dinner She didi-ft want to get the meat from the Cafslockers, which
was where they usually got it when they cooked at his apartment, so she
took the maglev to the ranch where Honest Al raised chickens,
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turkeys, gidnea pigs, and rabbits on an assembly linein the eaves. Al was
thinking ofgetting into redl pigs, midget pigs, but he wasn't sure how

theyd take to cages. "Any pig | ever knowed could snort and root hisway
out ofany cage ever built.-

She thought about turkey but Al and his sons were butchering rabbits for
freezing, so she took two because she was short on time and she was
damned if shewas going to pluck her own turkey! Bypassing the autochef
was Y ankees hobby but she'd alreadyplucked and cleaned one cl-dcken for
him and enough was enough!

At hydroponics she picked up the usua potatoes and onions, but they had
some kohlrabi and peppers and leeks so she bought those, too. And a peck
ofgreen gpples. The nice thing about a stew was that you could make it
out of anything. in his gpartment she piled up the groceries and went
straight to the autochef. Y ankee laughed at her, but she needed the
autocheffor advice. It was abasdline mihtary mode--except for the

luxury spice attachmentand it was aterrible cook but it gave very good
advice.

Shetold it what she had bought and asked for a good recipe. It started
with alecture on how to prepam kohlrabi without ruining itstaste. "But

| want astew.” It suggested stews. "But | want to marinate the rabbit!

And | haven't got time because he's going to be here at seventeen
hundredl" Itprovidedherwith an enzyme-enhanced sauce for quick
marinating. She chopped up the rabbit and mixed it in abowl with the
salice before attacking the vegetables. She didn't know anything about
spices. "What spicesdo | use, and they better be perfed or I'll 1dE

you!" it recommended five combinations and manufactured a pinch of each
for her to taste with awet finger -Number two," she ordered. It al went
into the pot and the stew was Smmering when Y ankee arrived, late.
Hiseyeslit up and he grabbed a green apple to taste it
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before he gave her hisusua brotherly kiss. "A Grandma, no lessl" He began
to chop up each apple with six quick whacks. He never bothered to ped them.
"Stew smellsgood. Did you fight with autocheP
"No. W~! had avery civil discussion. | had to shut him up sometimes.”
"Watch him. He doesn't get angry, Hejust poisons you when you push him too
far." Y ankee was dready mixing up the dough for the pie crust
"How come he doesn't make pie crust? | wanted ever)1hing ready for you when
you came.”
Fhank Murphy for smal blessingsl Have you ever tasted one offis pies?'
Y ankee was grinning. He ordered lemon-cinnamon and the machine produced a
brown powder-manufactured, ofcourse. Starbase wasift on the spice
trade-routes. She marveled that he knew what to ask for.
-How did it go at work today?
Hewaited to answer until the pie wasin the oven and he was seated and
relaxed. "Y ou remember that crazy kzin wetook to HSSITI?That ratcat found
out more than he wastelling me. Fry thought as much and left hmwith a
covert beamer”
"Y ou gave him hyperwavel - she exclamed increduloudy.
"No way Electromagnetic. He sends out a message. Our patrol relaysit. We
just got the relay that he found Nora."
"You're sure? She was skeptical.
"Hwass-Hwasschoaw sent us data about her DNA that he couldn't know. He has
her. He wants to exchange her and her cUdren for arideto Kzin, and I've
been dected taximan."
"It'satrap! You be careful. HEslying!"
"Kzinti don't he."
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"That's what the dlien psychologists say, but | don't believein kzin

honesty for aminute! Do you? Y oureaboy! Yourgustlikeal the dumb
adolescentboys| know! Do you redly belietw akzin can't he?

Y ankee smiled and made the yes-no nodding gesture with his hand and head.
'What istruth? There are endless waysto tell a W-truth--and no way that
any finite language is capable oftdlling the whole truth. For instance, |

can cal you up from across town and tell you that your apartment door is
unlocked, and thafs true, but what you redly need to know isthat |

dagged your lock with alaser pistol and kicked the door off its binges

and stole your Tang Dynasty urns.-

"Y ou told me that Hwass hates you."

"Hedoes"

-So now hetellsyou that he has Nora and to come get him! It'satrap. He
doesn7t want to go to Kzin. He'slying! He wantsto kill you!"

"No, he's not lying. He does want arideto Kzin. HE'sin some kin d of
political hot water. He needs, to be met a the singularity boundary by a
little d-dp that won't attract the whole Wkkai navy. He needsto get the

bell out of there and hesusing my cousin as hisficket. | believe that.
leswhat heisnot telling usthat worriesme.”

"So you admit heslydng?

"In aculture where you are executed for lying, lying becomes afine art
indistinguishable from telling the truth.”

"No wonder the navy hates you! " She was exasperated. ™Y ou reach into black
and pull out white!"

"Let's get back to the, sub~ject.” He was watching her eyes, waiting for

the moment when she made eye contact with him. "And what have you been
lying to me about?,’

That made herfurious. "I've dways toldyou the truth! Always! Y ou know
that!"



THE HEROIC MrI'H OF LT. NORA ARCAMENTINE 185

"Ashonest asakzin."
-Oh,- shesaid. "Y ou mean the things | haten't told you about.-
"Yegh.-
"That's not fair. Y ou're older than | am. How about some rabbitstew
firg."
He dished outtwo heagpingplates and they ate. "Good stew. Greet recipe.”
-Liarl-
The convorsation died so hetried again. "I'm waiting."
"Therésonething Ive never been able to say to you and it's esting my
heart out." Shelooked at him, begging pen-nission to go on, aforlorn
waif.
"Goon."
"Kakaburd!-Andshe was her oldmischievous selfagain.
He grunted from thisblow to his solar plexus. -Y ou~ve floored me. Y eah.
We haven't been able to talk about that.- The taboo word. And he
concentrated on his stew for awhile before he had the courage to look
her grinin theteeth. -I'll be aman and take my medicine. What else?
"Y ou want more? Let's have some apple piefird,- she said miserably.
Somehow the conversation turned back to Nora Argamentine. The topic was
safe and they each had alot to say. The chime went off for the pie. He
put on his mitts and took it out of the oven. He cut her adice. "It's
hot," he said.
Chloetook aforkful and blew onit. "I'm pregnant.”
Y ankee was balf-expecting that. He had forgotten to make his offering to
Murphy. Whatéwr can go wrong, wiflgowrang. Murphywas ahardgodwho
expectedyou to tend to the smalest details of your life. Fail him once
and hiswrath was upon you. Murphy, judge and executioner-and Kakabuni,
tempter.
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"Y ou're more worried that my father is going to chop your head off than
you are about me," she sulked.
"l did promise him I'd take care of you."
-foWve. taken veyygood care of me consideringwhat apest | am. Y ou can
many me. Otherwise | have to have an abortion."
"Before now, have you ever thought about marrying me?he asked.
"Y ou know | have-unless you're blind. I've chased you mercilessy.”
'-fou chase dl men mercilesdy.”
'-Mose argust boys. | keep looking for aman, and all | find are
adolescent boys like you who do things on the floor and then runaway.”
"It'safantasy, Chloe. I'm thirty-two years older than you are.
"Yourelyinglikeakzin," she said."Vhat you rnean to say isthat I'm
thirty-two years younger than you are. Y atire telling me that I'm too
immature to understand you, too young to fit in your life, that | giggle
too much, and that | run you ragged around your stuffy old edges.-
‘Well, yeah.-
"You'rejud afi-aid my father~s going to kill youl!-
"Meresthat"
-Haven't you ever even once thought about how nice it would beto be

married to me?”’
"More than you can imagine. I'm very fond of you. But ifsafantasy."
"Why?
Themilitary lifeishel.”
"I'mused to it. What am | supposed to do? Marry apainter and livein
aChinese junk in the San Francisco Bay dums? Marry aWunderland sheep

rancher?"'

"I'mtoo old."
"I'll be 178 when you are 210. Big dedl. Y ou're such an
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ooze! Y ou defy the whole navy but you're terrified that your shipmates
will laugh a you for marrying agangly pubescent!”
"But | arntoo old for you."
"I'd eat another dice of your superior pie but I'm too mad. Sit down.
I'm prepared for you. | do my research.” She dragged him over to the
couch and pushed him into aseat. She pulled out her infocomp and made
adirectory out of theword "aginK'and a subdirectory out of theword
"Jnx." "l have an articlefor you." She didn't trust him to read it by
lumsdlf so sheread it to him.
More than fortyyears ago the Jinxian laboratory at Smus had produced
something they caled "boosterspice." The new varieties were enormous
improvements on the first product It could run around in cells repairing
DNA- It regulated the growth of cell typesthat had stopped re-
producing--vAthout inducing cancer Some of the oldest test subjects were
dill dive.
Y ankee put I-As arm around her soberly with the tender affection of aman
who istrying to tell ayoungster that they have rediscovered the whed.
"I know al about boosterspice. I've been reading up on it since before
you werebom. Everyyear jinx turns out abetter product and thereis more
ballyhoo. They are gradudly naflft down al the Sde effects. Do you
know what happensin your brain when neurons start to reproduce and
connect up at the wrong places? Do you have any idea how expensive that
stuff is? And what do you get for your money? Boosterspice has been known
to extend lives. Or it might cripple you. Maybe even kill you. One of the
richest old men on Earth jumped on the Boosterspice, bandwagon. Nowhe's
veryyoung-but hes amentaly retardedyouth and dightly musclebound-"
"Fhat'swhat rich people are for,” she said petulantly. -Mey are very
useful experimenta animalsfor us poor
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military types and carpenters. Therich pay through the nosefor al the
fancy new technology when it isnl very good. TheVre desperateto live so
they pay thousands of crazy witch-doctorsto kill them in fancy new ways.
When the rich people stop dying, we know the product is ready for
marketand can be mass produced cheagply.”
"Chlog"
"It'slike being aking and having afood-taster. The reason | want to
many an older man is so you can test out the boosterspice for me. If you
die, | get your money. If you stay young, I'll know its safe to start
taking boogterspice.”
"CWoe, how come you taste my piesfor me? Through thick crust and thin?
She snuggled. "How come you never tell methat you love me?'
"l loveyou."
"That's better. How come you never make loveto me? | haven't been a
virgin ancel wasthirteen.”
"That'swhy. When | was thirteen, seventeen-year-old girlswere old
crones. Every year since then theyve been getting younger. It has gotten
sothat | can't keep track of how old a seventeeni-year-old girl is
anymore.”
"Thafsglly! Arewein aKakabuni mood yet?"
"l have to decide whether you are grown-up or not."
-rm grovm-up. I'm pregnant, remember. I'min thearmy My father issix
light-yearsaway.” She undid hisbelt.
"All right. You're grown-up. | can't go wrong. Y ou're getting older every
year." He picked her up, mosily to keep her from undressng him. He
carried her across the threshold of his bedroom door and let her float
dreamlike to the small navy bed in the light gravity. He sat down oniits
edge and began to undress her.
She grabbed hishand in both of hers, sopping him.
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She wasn't wearing abra. "How come we are &fi-aid of each other?"
Helet her fingers stay with hishand. 'AVho knows? Maybe you're afraid
of yoursdlf and I'm afraid of your father,”

Shekissed hishand. "Areyou avirgin? | mean before you met me."
"Not likely. I'm anavy man-and | used to be handsome. | even had a
flatlander marriage contract once.”

Y ou seem shy to me.--

"It depends upon whom I'm with.-

"Howmanywomen?

Y ou ask too many questions, young lady." He kissed thetip of her nose.
She sat up. "l can undress mysdlf. I've had lots of men, too, you know.

| sexed with your crashlander friend, Brobding Whafs-his-Name." She
waan't used to her uniform-it didn't come off gracefully, futz! "Y ou

car~t take off myweddingring." Shefingered theiron ring hanging between
her breasts. "l dwayswear it"

"Was your mother as beautiful asyou?'

No. I'm prettier. | take after my father. Do | haveto give you orders

to strip? It'saWunderland custom for aman to make sex when he's
properly naked."

Hewas amiling. "Its aflaflander custom that lovepartners help each
other with their clothes. Unless, of course, when proceeding by the rules
of unpremeditated Kakabuni."

"Youre. apervert! | fed like ababy in digperswhen amantriesto
undress me. Is Clandeboye an Italian name?’

"I think it comes from agloomy Scottish castle” He said that to the
ceiling because she wasrripping his pants off-Wait. I'll help you with

the shirt!"

Premeditated Kakabuni took over The pleasure of flesh againgt flesh. Fond
glancesthat cloak the human facein
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unnatural beauty. A hormonal passion driving bodiesfar past their design
limits. "Had enough?"No.” "Me neither." Itwas Strange to love a man who
bad no sweet talk.
Sleeping inaman'sarmswas an unnaturd thing to do unlessyou werein
love with him. One had no choicein anavy bed. Her rump was pressed
againgt thewall and afoot twistedby some kind of bar. She couldn't
deep. She was both coi nfortable and ffightened. He didn't talk. He
hadn't said anything. She rapped him on the skull with her knuckles.
"Knock, knock. Are you there?

"Mmmpf. Yah."

"Y ou haven't proposed to me," she accused.
He moved his head between her breasts andwent back to deep.
"Men aways propose to me before they make love to me whether they are
sincere or not. Howcome youhaverft proposed to me?"
"Formality ... protocal... etiquette ... propriety,” he muttered.
She crawled over him and sat on the edge of the bed"I'm not fedling
secure. We could get married right now.” She waslooking down at him.
"Hey, youre awake! | woke you up!" She switched on the glow light.
"Hey, you're beautiful. Y ou look like awoman. What's happening to my
mind?

"Don't change the subject. We're talking about marriage.”

"Never tried it."

"Did you like my rabbit sew?

"Yah"

-It went very well with your pie so we should get married right now."
"Our wedding guests would be gppalled by our dishabille!”

"Areyou going to propose to me?
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,,i dowt know how.-

Aou~re supposed to propose to awoman before you make love to her. Don't
they teach you any manners on Earth? Fve never been treated so
inconsderately inmy life. " Shelifted the chain from her neck and

sared at the Ting. neiron had been formed under high pressure and it
wasftill of bright little diamond crystas. She liberated her talisman
fi-omitschan. "Do youwant totry it on?"
"It wouldn' fit"

"Ifsa Swiss precison telescoping ring. It will fit any finger." She

dipped it on his specid finger. "See. It fits. Nowwere married. And

oh, | forgot ... it has an inscription that readsforever.' -

"it must have been made before boosterspice.” He held up his hand to ook
at it -Y ou~re supposed to wear one of these things, too, you know."

Then | couldn't flirt with the boys.- She crawled back in bed,

hip-4tacking Y ankee in order to make some room for herself. -Love, |
forgot tc) ask you--do you snore? If you snore rm getting an abortion

right now."

'With you around | just stop breadiing. How about atrip to K2in for our
honeymoon? Fve got the fi& ets.”

No, thank you! Ifyou want a honeymoon on Kzin I'mfiling for divorcein
the morning." She kissed him good night and went to deep happier than
she had ever been.

Chloe dreamed about awedding feast on Kzin in an ancient manoria hall
with Mgor Y ankee Clandeboye as the main course and Nora Argamentine and
her children as dessart. She was watching from a cage that swung firom
the celling. Y ankee dreamed of Earth and the ancient Royal Navy Hewas
being kedlhauled across the barnacles of a shipbottom, by avery irate
British admiral.



Chapter 19
(2438A.D.)

It was very difficult for Hwass-Hwasschoaw to manage the rescue from Wkkai.
The signds sent from his UNSN-supphed bearner to the UNSN patrol vessdl
had to be masked by the normal e ectromagnetic radiation fi-om Wkkai. He
had his bearner set up on amountain in his hunting range among the

cluttered equipment of an amateur astronomical observatory. Still he dared
not fireit at alow angle.

Worse, he had to receive redundantly generated signals broadcast by the
UNSN aong the vector of aninterstellar radio source. It was no easy task

to clean away the camouflaging noise from the wesk carrier.

'Men each of the outgoing messages had to be ackno~A& edged by the UNSN and
each incoming message had to be acknowledged by aburst from Wkkai.
Tedious.

His palitical skillswere taxed. He had to make judicious use of the

Patiamb's Eye, its amateur astronomers, its spies among the priests and
government and navy. He had to seduce loyal warriorsto arrange safe
transportation to the singularity boundary. if it had been just himsdlf and
Grraf-Nig, there would have been no problems. But he dso had to smuggle
out his bait, the Nora-beast and her sx whelps.

A crippled kzin, whose two sons had been killed years ago in combat with
S-Kish, designed Hwass a container cleverly outfitted for human

hibernation. Grraf-Nig, their



THE HERoic MYTH op LT. NoRA ARCAMENTINE 193

expert on human physiology, was consulted. More arguments. More snarling.
But they had to get it tight. There could be no tricks here. If Hwass did

not deliver the Norabeast dive, he knew there would be no transportation
to Kzin; indeed, the Y ankee-beast would then try to kill him. Therewas

No sense in provoking premature suspicion.

Endless petty knots had to be curried from the plan's fur. Originally

Hwass hoped that many years of Wkkai observations could be smuggled past
Wkka and human eyesinside the "diplomatiC' pouch Interworld Space
Commissoner Markham had given him at Tiamat. The eontents of the pouch
were, after al, inten&d for Kzin. But in one of his messagesthe
Clandeboye-animd ingtructed him to destroy the old pouch. A duplicate
would be supplied and delivered to him as he left the UNSN vessdl at

K2:in. So much for that. interstellar mail wastoo preciousto alow time

for argument with monkeys.

Outlook spawned the biggest carcass of contention in this adventure.
Hwass was abold strategi<t, willing to take high risks because of his

great skill and fleet feet GrrafNig was by nature a coward He did not
likerisks. Unfortunately he was essentid to any plan to capture
Clandeboye's mer-ey d-dp. Grraf-Nig knew how to pilot a hyperdrive
vessel; Hwass did not. Grraf-Nig understood hypershunt construction;
Hwass did not. Grraf-Nig knew the poisons that would destroy a monkey
mind; Hwass did not.

They snarled and yowled at each other over the details of their planned

theft but the coward aways prevailed because he knew hisworth. Hwass
tried importing exotic animasfor their hunts. Hetried playing

scent-ball. with this eater-of-grass on the loca meadows-and letting him
win. No amount of flattery penetrated & s cowar& s fur Exasperating. Hwass
had to work out his rage during the dinner chases.
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It was fifteen light-years from Wkkai to K2in. That distance couldnt be
covered in one hyperspace jump. Hwass craved to rel ease the nerve gas after
the firstjump, killing the crew ingtantly, then to broadcast fase

hypem,ave distress signals. If the UNSN suspected alethd drive
malfunction, blamewould not fall upon K2in.

Grraf-Nig, in his cowardly mien, argued that some unforeseen eventmight
strand them-4osing both the ship and whatever service they could provide
the Patriarch. Timidly he pleaded that the gas be rel eased after they had
reached Kzin, after the exchange of dave for warrior had been compl eted.
Thenif bad luck befdll them, GrrafNig~s preci(ws brain (and neck) would
have survived.

Dedling Mth this robber-of-names filled Hwass's scomach with rotten mesi.
His partner did not understand the strategic importance of agasthat could
Jaahuman crew instantlyvathout touching any kzinti on board. In thefor-

est Hwass practiced twisting the bark off treeswith his bare hands.

Boulders came gpart when he smashed them against stony outcrops. Rodents
were squashed to apulp in hisgrip.

But Grraf-Nig remained adamant: if the gasdid itsjob at Kzin, warriors
could board the hypership, and take it, no one the wiser; if the gas

failed, and the man-beasts became enraged, the whole of the Kzin flegt
would be there, alert and ready to protect Kzin-home. Ithadalready been
proved that a human fleet could not take a mgjor system of the Patriarchy
All the advantages were with the defense. And it was ninety days by
hyperchive from Man-sun to K2in. Kzinti were adapted to dow supply lines,
humans were not.

Grraf-Nig had his own way of handling hisrage at the wasted time invested
in argument with his liver-driven co-conspirator. He was absolutely sure
that, unarmed, be
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couldkill Hwass, probably quickly. Hishisiructorin Heroic Combat and
name-sake, Gri-af-Hromfi of the Black Pride, had given him years of
persond haining-and in the end had trusted the martid training of his
sonsto Grr-af-Nig. It was not strength that counted in combat. But

killing Hwass would strand him on Wkkai.

Hetook out Ids anger in controlled combat-by exercising the rules of
tournament. He had astudent. Monkeyshine liked to fight. It gavethe
outcast kzin away to use up hisrage and learn to control it a the same
time. The old trainer-of-davesin him was il curious about the limits

of daves. Hisearswiggled to seethetiny boy charge him with a

full-faced gnn.

Part of Grraf-Nig was still furious about the fate of hisown malekits.

He had daughters but the sons were dead, murdered, probably devoured, by
the scarless kzin who had taken over his harem. M onkeyshine was probably
the only son held ever have. Was there any harm in teaching him afew
fancy tricks? Thelittle dave would be dead himself soon enough. He
would die for the Patriarch. Sometimes fathers had to sacrifice their
sonsfor the triumph of the Patriarchy.

it was aday ofheavywind. Thefinal batch of nerve gaswas being
synthesized under lessthan ideal conditions. There was no threst to

kzinti but Grraf-Nig took the whole family of man-beasts upwind for a
picriic to keep them out of possible danger. Almost tenderly he spent the
time with Monkeyshinein the dry orange grass of thefield, teaching him
how to sidestep an oncoming blow, then reverse-kick for adeadly riposte.

In time the whole operation wasin place. A UNSN vessdl arrived to patrol
the angularity-aflea of aship that aroused no passionate feling on

Wkkai. Friends of the Eye were ready with asmall kzin corvette. Its
captain
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requested-and was given-the mission to shadow the new ghostship. His cargo
ofhurnan daveswerefirgt tranquilized (while degping) and eech

administered a sealed suppository of nerve gas. They were drugged with the
metabolic retardants Grraf-Nig had devel oped during those longgone days
when an adequate supply of manbeast expertmenta animas were coming to
him from the Wunderland orphanages. Suspended, the daveswere stored in
their specidized container and smuggied to the spaceport.

To Grraf-Nig'simmense relief, the enterprise went smoothly Therewas no
wild chase by Si-Kish's élite units. Hwass was a superb organizer-just

as he boasted-a hunter who could pass silently over twigsin the driest

of summers. Even the transfer from Wkkai corvetteto UNSN fleawasa
model of smooth cooperation. Only the mistrust made it uncomfortable.
Grraf-Nig, alergic to prisons, was outraged at their prisoner status.

Hwass, who had been caged before by Mgor Y ankee Clandeboye, delighted
in his associates discomfort. He knew how to use the formidable weaponry
afforded by the Mocking Tense of the Hero's Tongue. A murderous Grraf-Nig
decided that it was fortunate for Hwass that there were two cages.

They were in no danger. Asarranged by Hwass, they were alowed a
-dead-kzin" switch; the desth of a kzinwould trigger the explosive death

of the daves. It amused Grraf-Nig that Hwass hadn't counted on a
"dead-man" switch rigged by the efficient Captain Jay Mazzetta. If any

of the daves died, the UNSN's kzinti guests would be administered a

lethd injection. Grraf-Nigwiggledhis earsin dow fan-like waves, which

was hisown way of retaliatory mocking. The gesture plainly said, "l told

you so0!""Hwass's onginal plan to take over the UNSN's vessel would not have
worked.
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It was atense journey. Three humans, two kzin; seven deeping daves.

It lasted forty-five days. The time wasn't altogether unproductive.

Y ankee taught hiskzinti gin rummy. Since they had no common currency,
the winnings were paid off in ethnic jokes. The Hero's Tongueisthe

richest language for insultsin Known Space and so the caged ratcats

never ran out of monkey putdowns. Trandated into butchered English, the
odor of the jokeswas sanitized but at the sametime turned into a

bizar~y hilarioustravesty ofwhich the kzin could not be avare.

Hwass enjoyed showing off his knowledge of man-beast hitory. Iss German
monkey salf-named Hitler-Ftihrer. Issthink to win thousand-year victory

on Jewish daves by mustache and sdlute.” Hwass imitated HitlerAdth a
black finger under the nose of his muzzle and an outsiretched ftirry arm.

His German accent was atrocious, the point of his story incomprehensible.
Still, Yankee and Jay and Beany cracked up in helplesslaughter.
Hitler-Filrer had his Germans by the tens, by the hundreds, by the thou-
sands, and then by the millions marching off into the stupidest of monkey
adventuresimaginable.

Thekzinti, in turn, taught their smian chauffeurs how to play a

pentagona card game cadlled tournamentwhich they were convinced no mere
animal could master because no money or hes exchanged hands, only honor.
The Heroes becamevery good at gin rummy The humans never won asingle
game of tournament. They had to hsten to much humor at their expense.
When it was Grraf-NiKs tum to tell an ethnic joke he was more b-npressed
by human technicad stupidity than by their sony history Heloved smple
observations about the intelligence of man-females. Once he had observed,
he said, a blondwornan (one ofl-ris ag)erimenta animals) repair an

electrica agppliance. She carefully joined the severed
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power-source wires, input to input, output to output She pressed the input
and output wires together bemuse she didn't like lumps. Then, because she
knew about insulation, she wrapped everything in tape until no copper was
showing. She plugged it in. Grraf-Nig imitated the female scream that
followed the explosive vaporization of copper His earsflapped at the jolly
memory

Y ankee and Jay and Beany enjoyed Grraf-Nig~s blond manrrW jokes but they
didn't redly find his admiramonkeyjokes very funny at dl. Theibeswere
impossibly unfair--hum an admiraswere dwaysi umping into battle without
doing their homework, or drinking kzin piss out ofbottles|abeled as
boosterspice, or seducingyoung heutenants.

The terms of reception at K-zin had been coordinated by hyperwave and
electromagnetic haggling. Grraf-Nig set the strategy, Hwass the tactic.

Hwass cleverly suggested to the incorrigibly naive monkeys, and the UNSN
accepted, aprotocol that might sound friendly to a human butwould

inevitably sound hostile to akzin. Itwas a protocol evolved over thousands

of years of interstAar squabbling to settle disputes between rival Conquest
Commanders ofdifferent star systems. After an exchange of pnsonem--the
exchange more desired by one side than the other-the earners were expected
to admit wrongdoing in the Dominated Tense---or accept aboarding party and
afight to the desth.

Hwass knew, and Grraf-Nig conceded, that this particular protocol would
make no sense to the Heroes of Kzin---the UNSN was enemy not riva, anima
not warTior. But the ditewarriors of Kzin were the best in the Patnarchy

'Mey would smell the wind while listening tc) the words-md know whét the
protocol wastelling them acrossthe light-years. A boarding party would be
hidden
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in the Heroes exchange shin, ready for Hwass to com-

L
mand when lie was no longer a prisoner.
The barter was carried out in Kzin space with the efficiency ofa
demoalition team disassembling atime-bomb. Kzinsun was the brightest star
inthe ky, Kzinhomein-visbleinitsglare. Kzin's grest gas giant
Hgrdl was brilhant by reflected light, but to find it akzin had to know
where it was againgt die backdrop of the Fanged Go& s congtellations.
Grraf-Nig wasin agtate of fear he hadn't felt since hisfailed escape
from Wkkai. Thetiny craft shuttling between warships was too smal, too
vulnerable. These criticd moments after the disarming of the "dead-
hand7switches were the most dangerous. He could smell hisown fear inside
his suit.

Hwass-Hwasschoaw was fedling no such darm; he who believed in the God
of the True Shape had nothing to fear from these divine pets. God needed
the culling skills of the kzin to control Hispets didoyd impiety.

With aKdapt reformation, He would getjust that. All was going according
to Plan.

Their shuttle gracefully docked with the kzan ship. Free, Hwass sent the
shuttle back out into space, pilotless, carrying the replacement

diplomeatic pouch and whatever treachery it might carry besdeswhinings
about peace. He thrust his grass-eating companion into the maw of the
arlock. Machinery cycled. The inner enhance dilated. Before he was out

of his suit, Hwass was ushering a blackspotted captain toward his command
center, leaving Gn4Nig to fend for himself.
"Dowel Lavewarriorstrained in boarding?'

The captain, striding to keep up, hissed quaified agreement, even
enthusiasm. Thewar against the ghostships hadbeen goingbadly for too
long, the humiliation ofbeing member to atreaty roared out the need of
vengeful
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retaliation-buthewas a professional who wanted to know more than Hwass had
been abletotdl him.
"Communicator!" Hwass motioned the crewk:zin out of his seat, the comm
equipment was standard over the whole of the Patriarchyandhewas too
impatient toexplain his needs. He punched inasigna from memory and
beamed it at the distant UNSN ghostship. Then he counted heartbeats. Now!
The gas wouldbe erupting from the suppositories of the davesina
flatulence of degth. In the null-gee human ships, air supply was
circulated by machine. Itwasasmall ship. Grraf-Nig~stest-animas
fi7orn the Wunderland orphanage had died within secénds after exposure,
tothegas.
Wher, there was no response from the ghostship, he rose from the
communicator's station and turned to the captain.-rhey are dead.Me
entire crew, daves, dl. Send your boarding party! Instantly! We have
captured a hyperdrivel™
Sixteen warriors, in readiness for hours, swarmed out of the kzin
warship, angry wasps. Cautious & first, they were deployed so they
couldn't al be daughtered at once. They were ready toreturn firewith
afirethat would surgicaly remove any wegpons that the ghostship might
use. But there was no return fire. Two warriors were about to open their
prey like acan of rationswhen ... it disappeared. Fourteen warriors had
nothing to attack.
Hwass-Hwasschoaw reacted in stunned surprise. At that moment, Grraf-Nig
took control, almost as ifhewere atrainer-of-daves again and these
warriors were suddenly his by right of ahigher bid. "Honored Captain!
I know what has happened! Cadll the navy. Bring up support! Inthe
meantime, full acceleration perpendicular to the hyperboundry. Down!™
"My warriord" wailed the captain.
“Mey are safe," be hissed urgently. "Pick them up later.
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They'll sill bethere. It isabsolutey WA that this ship not be attacked!

We carry the secret of the hyperdrive to the Patriarch--in my head! Get us
down!"Then more canily Grraf-Nig turned to arecovering Hwass. The beasts
were on automatic pilot. We should have expected that The crew is dead but
their ship fliesitsdf " He made a gesture of respect to the captain. "Y ou

will be remembered as the Hero who delivered the hyperdrive technology to
our vaiant Patriarch. The secret ison board! Get out of monkey range!”
Camly, the captain gave the orders.

Asan asideto Hwass, but in avoice loud enough for the captain to hesr,
Grraf-Nig added,"Plans have alife of their own. We gambled that not only
could we bring the secret of the byperdriveto K2jn, but adso an actual

ship. Welost.-

The Patriarch's Eye tried to hide his disgppointment by growling out his
anger in mangled English, vocalybut only to himsdf. "Mgor Y ankee
Clandeboyeiss not dive hel" The monkey who had humiliated him, broken
Markham's word, toyed with him, kept him in a cagewas dead at |ast, cutled
by the God of the True Form. That remindedhim ofhis diplomatic pouch andthe
mission Clandeboye had interrupted by hisarriva a Tiamat

He arranged with the captain that the pouch on the discarded shuttle be
retrieved by the same ship that was retrieving the stranded warriors, that

it be inspected by adevice expert, and returned to him as soon asitwas
certifiably safe. Peacel He was bringing peace! What a disappointment this
trip had been. A molting yellow coward would get dl the glory.



Chapter 20
(2438A.D.)

The domain of the Patriarch was sparse, austere, even gloomy when
compared with Wkkai. The granite wallswere ancient and of a cruder stone
masonry than one might expect at the center of galactic power Spirding
stone stairs to the attic guest rooms had depressions where thousands of
years of feet had polished them. The decorations were smple. Tapestries.
Ancient, fi-agile wegpons. Armor of beads and woven metal. A collection
of wtsat blades. Vases from an age when fire was the mightdest of

energies.

Grraf-Nig was guided everywhere by a kdadyno dave who had strict orders;
thus he saw but asmall portion of the Palace. He didnt even know which
Riit Pa" hewasin. He had glimpses of passages, From hisroorn he could
see arotundas dome and on adistant hill the ruin of the old Palace
destroyed more than eight millenniaago by the jotok traders who had been
annoyed by the murderofan accountant. Fewkzin couldanylongerimagine their
gpiderlike jotok daves asfierce merchants. An old b7ainer-of-daves

could. Their fierceness had not atogether been bred out of them.

When Ins kdatlyno led him to Ins endlessinterviews with the science
bureaucrats of the Palace, he took quick peeksinto chambers, galleries,

and into afascinating maze where an earless snow-ftirred kzintosh led
abevy of slent kzinrretti in flowing lace. Helonged to sneek off on

his
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own but in diis awesome sest of power he had no intention of disobeying
even adav& s suggestion. Everywhere there were signsthat the dightest
infiaction meant an instant deeth.

His guide had ordersto give hislife to stop any transgression-or face
death himself Mo knew in what black arts the beast had been trained? His
armswere huge, even in proportion to aheight that was tdler than any
kzin. The hands were stranglerls hands that brushed hiskneesashe, led,
eight retractile claws at the knuckles. Horns marked his knees and

elbows. Attack him? They werefiled sharp and then buffed to a polished
Oow, His brown hide. would have stopped a knif6. With only his radar
sense to shape his surroundings, he had nothing resembling eyes. Hisface
was marked only by a gash ofamouth and by alumped region above it where
the skin was stretched taut

On thefourth day his kdatlyno made an awkward gesture of obeisance, a
bow that forced the beast tc) lift hishands dightly so that hisfingers

would not touch the floor A machine strapped to his body spokein the
Herols Tongue. "Make ready for your audience with the Patriarch.”

jotok daves dressed him. One of them was propped on three hands while
two other hands cut and sewed. 1he other sat on its underbelly mouth to
free five handsfor rapid hem-work. They produced a heavy, flowing robe
that would have hampered any fighting, indeed, guards attacking him could
have used it to wrap him into asack. it looked good in the mirror,

though not up to Wkkai flamboyance. Grraf-Nig followed the kdatlyno
thmugh keeps he had never seen. Apride of kzinti guards let them pass
into the sanctuary of the Petriarch'sLair.

it was a huge room, furnished smply in dashtooth far and kudlodin hide
rugs, wooden chairs, tables. The celling
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frescoes blazed from curved archesthat rivaled the sky. A gravitic deeper,
elaborately inlaid, peeked from behind a screen-he was clearly equipped to
work herefor long periods. A huge flatplate dominated his desk, wooden,
cluttered, Ostentatious kzinffetti tentsfilled a distant corner. An orange

and ydllow striped kzinrret lounged before the flaming hearth that fed into

its chimneys giant tower.

Nobody had given Grraf-Nig ingtructions. Hisinchnation wasto crawl forth
on hisbdly, but the Patriarch stood and beckoned him forward across that
great expanse of territory with the age-old sign of well-met in the wilder-
ness. Thegrizzly old kzin next to him did not move. That would be High
Admira Ress-Chiuu.

it took al hiswillpower not to crawl but he did stop at adistance to

give his snappiest dashing claw-across-theface, first to the Petriarch and
then to Ress-Chiuu. Theimpatient Patriarch summoned him again. The Pdit
did not even bother to introduce himsdf or the admirdl. instead he
turnedwith happy earsto thereclining kziraT et by thefire. " My gift to

you. From my harem. Well trained, docile. She will serve your every need.
She's been trained to do an extraordinary number of tricks. Lismichi.-

At the sound of her name, lismichi looked up with large yellow eyesthat
peered out between her languid ears. The earswaved sensually.

"Come here, wench. Meet your new mount”" Sheroseand came. " Lie. - The
Petriarch indicated achair for GndNig--and Lismicl-d lay besideit, ready
to have her back scratched or not. "Horowrrr!™ exclaimed the Petriarch,-i
believe you are more comfortable now than when you entered my lair. | smdll
more raunch than fear!" His earswere flapping, not nearly such beautiful
earsasthose of Lismichi.
Grraf-Nig remained speechless.
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Bess-Chiuu was ready to begin serious discussion. "My engineers have
interviewed you and believe that you ran help ustc) build one of those
ghostships that come and go. Theyve been afearsome puzzleto us. |
understand from Hwass-Hwasschoaw that you worked on asimilar program at
WKkkai. If we give you the whole of our resources, can we catch up?|
dread to see those Wkkaikzin in aposition of dominance. A brash,
superficia cultureignorant of its birthing nest. Hwasstells usthat

Whkka will field amgor ghost fleet within an octalyear. Isthistruth

or fantasy? In these grim days we have few sources of good information.”
fruth. When | first arrived a Wkkai | thought in hopeful despair that

it would take us an octal-squared ofyears to achieve our goal, and only
then if we could draw upon the smuggled covert credtivity of the entire
Petriarcha realm. Wkkafs naturalists astonished me with their technical
powers. My best estimateisthat S-Kish'sarmisaslong ashis

ambition. His numbers, you see, are the very numbers| gave him. | will
add that | expect your naturaliststo astonish me, too."

TEe Patriarch cleaned hisfangs with black claws. 'We have different
srengths. The Wkkaikzin have aways enjoyed puzzles and the abstract
whim of symbol. Our muscle hes morein the practicd, though we do have
amathematical tradition that extends back to the time of Chmeeethe
Blind. Y ou've never been to Kzin? Y ou must visit the caves of the
Mooncatcher Mountains where the Weirdmind-Hunters chisaled the tenets of
their geometry into the walls. They flayed their better theorems onto the
pelts of enemies but unfortunately few such hides survived the coming of
the Jotok.-

Lismichi was placidly out of the conversation but she was winding her

tall up between hislegsand flicking itstip. The sensation was very
digracting.
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Ress-Cliiuu had more on his mind. "Hwass brought us an analysis of the
Stuation on Wkkai that is disturbing, but he aso brought us another very
peculiar document that may mean something to you. It means nothing to any
of our engineers-who claim that only amgjor research project can trandate

it into something they can even read. Y ou were present during the

humiliation &t KoCashi. Did you ever sméll the urine of UIf Reichstein
Markham?

-On adistant breeze. He was aferal-dave who preyed in the Serpent Swarm.
Therewas areward offered to any kzin who brought in his head.-

"Heis now Interworld Space Commissioner for the man-beasts. We have had
very peculiar dealingswith him. He sent us messages via Wunderland
repatriates. Weignored him.- Ress-Cl-duu switched into the Mocking Tense.
"But hewill not be ignored; we are to conquer the galaxy together with

animal curiodity and Heroic discipline” The admird paused, asif trying

to comprehend something incomprehensible. -Lately he beginsto suggest that
he might be able to cooperate with us-against Man-home. Monkeys ddight in
betraying each other. What could we lose by encouraging such folly~

"Y ou have contact with the tree-swingers? At Wkka thereis none.”

"At Wkkai they are wasps, swarming at every prod. We have no choice but to
make contact and restrain our patrols. The MacDonad-Rishshi Treatywas
written here. It needs adjusting, discussion, concession. Markham has

hel ped us with some commercia deals. We are cut off by the blockade and
areforced to use human shipsfor trade. Our tradeis stifled, theirs

prospers. Theyforge wedth at our expense. Wetinker alittle money, too,
with cooling iron cagtoffsin acold comer of the mongmy-but it istheir

money which must, in the end, be spent on them.
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We sent Markham some money to grease our piddh-ade interests. Strangely, he
has just sent us adocument viaHwass."

"Hwass mentioned some nonsense. | mean no offense-wasthe
Markham-beastoffering human subservience and tribute to the Patriarchy?'
Ress-Chiuu. stood up to pace. - 'Subservience and tributelis not the
correct trandation of the word7-he butchered his attempt at
English---~-peace: | refer you tc) the linguists. But let us not deal with
incomprehensible dien psychology Let usded with this manuscript that our
engineers cannot understanct” He pulled out athick sheath of paper -Me
document is also available eectronicaly for quick scan, but | want you to
g&ff through the paper version and give me aquick opinion. What isit?'

"Now?'

"Y es, nov,4- snarled Ress-Chiuu. impatiently.
Grraf-Nig read bits and pieces, skipping pages. "It is pedantic and in the
high forma English grammar," he said. -1 have my troubles speaking the
language but no trouble reading it"

"Good. Doesit amount to gibberish about aien harmonyand the music of the
spheres and astrologica farting among the thistles of prescient weeds-or
doesit have any red meat? My engineers say it contains equations but the
notation isunfamiliar to them. | understand that the monkey astrological
texts also contain equations.”
Moments|later Grraf-Nig lifted hismuz7lein astonishment "ltsadiscusson
ofhyperspace mechanicg!”
Markham's meanderings said as much but we are not atogether ready to
believe amonkey who makes hisway acrossthe battlefield singing to
birdd"

"Vhat now?'
"Read on, you begat of alice-infested female kshat Isthismest or isit
mushroom?
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Grra!Nig read, dl the while wishing he could nail Shakespeare-Newton
to Hwasss Kdapt cross so that he might save himselffi-om the agony of
their notationd sins. Patriarch and admird waited asif they could hear
gpproaching prey in the bushes. Lismichi rubbed her head againgt hisleg.
Helocated alikely-looking equation and painfWly trandated it into
Icdnti script. it il didn't make sense but it was exactly the equation
onewould usefor arotation into hyperspace if such athing had meaning.
MUe he worked, the Patriarch called for a snack of vatach. Servants
released thelittle animalsin thelair and the Peatriarch sicked Usmichi

on them, She chased them down with clever pounces and swivels, skidding
on rugs and overturning afew chairs. She brought her first catch to the
Petriarch in her teeth and dumped it upon his golden plate, where he
ripped it gpart, devouring the tidbit, bonesand dll, beforelicking his

chin and licking hisfirr where the blood had spattered. The next

delicacy cameto the admira, who was not as neat. Usmichi licked him
clean.

Then after afrantic chase, she brought to Grraf-Nig the last vatach,
squedling unharmed in her teeth. Gently she crushed its skull with
herjaws before shelaid it carefully on his plate. He was too excited to
be hungry. He scratched her head, and put the plate on the floor for her.
She thanked him with awhack ofher hips againg hisleg, pushed aside a
rug so that she wouldn't bloody it, and devoured her catch on the floor,
daintily getting no blood on her fur.

-Shelsso well trained,” marveled the ex-dave-trainer, who could
appreciate such niceties.
"For afemale," bellowed the Patriarch.

N/ ben G rraf-Nig followed his kdatlyno guide back to his quarterswith
his new wife on aleash, he saw none of
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the marvels of the Pdace. His mind was racing over hisnew duties. Hewas
the Hssin barbarian who held the fate of the Patriarchyin hisdecisons.
Wherewouldit go? Another war for sure, with Wkka and Y zin fighting over
the territory recovered from the ephemeral man-bessts.

In hisroom Lismichi sniffed about her unfamiliar surroundings. He cdled
up amap of Kzin on theflatplate, zooming in on the design daedd that
was to be his new home. Power and responsibility and respect like hed
never known. It fiightened him to the point where he could hardly think.
Fm too old to be aftaid, he thought.

Hetook hiswife by the scruff of the neck and threw her on the bed

wiltich had once seemed too large and now seemed too small. After those
horrible monthsin that conundrum cell with only liquid med and awater
hose to keep him aive and astone floor to deep on, having akzinrret
again, and such a pleasant one, was ared pleasure. No usetrying to
sexwith her. Shewasntin estrus andwouldn't be in the mood. It was dways
more exciting when they had that delicious smell about them andwerefull

of desire. A Hero really needed five wives with their periods properly
saggered to enjoy life.

He dimmed the lights and took onelast look at the ruins of the old

palace againgt the mountainside, undressed, and brought his grest body
down on the bed to snuggle with his petite wife. What an honor to be
given akzinrret from the Patriarch's harem! He would cherish her Shewas
licking hisface affectionately and he had to dodge out of the way ofher
tongue. The pleasures oflife! He nibbled at her huge floppy ears! He

didn't deserve such a beauity.

Shewent to deepinhisarms, ill smdling dightly of wood smoke. He
didn't deep. He had too much to ponder. He was remembering the desperate
londiness of
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gpace. | was mad then. He had his mafunctioning hypershunt motor, andhis
daves, and amangledworldto remind him of the deadly beasts fi-orn
Man-sun. Cuddlingwithlismichi nostdgicalyreminded him ofhis dayswith
the Nora-beast in that dimly remembered palazzo of the nightmare Hssin.
She had been tinder control then, the memory of her past gone, her
language capability gone, no longer afearsome warrior who had killed the
entire crew of akzin warship andhad nearly Idedher Trainer-of-Saves.
Peaceful. She was like ayoung kzinrret curioudy learning about her
unknown world, learning how to hiss, to get angry, to groom her fur, to
beg for food and affbetion. In many wayslike. ayoung kzinrret vAth a
fierceloyalty to her ebildren-but not like ak2inrret. Dfferent. Odd the

way one grew fond of daves.

He had dept with her dl that time, cuddling like he was euddlingMth
Lismichi now inthedark. A strange relationship. There had never been
any sex-sex between man-beast and kzin was impossible, as much as sex was
impossible between kzin and jotok. She never went into estrus and she
smelled wrong so he had never desired her. She had the ugliest ears of

any beast he had ever seen. But be had needed her. He loved to stroke her
soft fur. She needed him, growing up fresh in adangerousworld
surrounded by poisonous gases. When she began to learn to speak again,
with the limited language appar-atus he had | eft her, her first wordsin
broken patoiswere, "My Hero. " The Nora-beast bad followed him
everyvAiere asloyal and naive asonly adave can be.

He thought about killing daves. Lydng on his bed in this sacred place
where jotold had once ruthlesdy killed their endaved kzinti, he tried

to imagine being adave who was being killed by his magter. It was
impossible. Asimpossible, asto imagine being an animd. Many akzin
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killed hisAave. jotold were ddicious. Kdatlyno hide made the finest couch
leather. Once on K zin, HwassHwasschoaw had immediately located a source
ofhuman daves who had |ong ago been imported from Wunderland as exotic
luxuries--and he would skin them to make mash for therituas of

supplication to his Only God. Expensive masks, but that was histaste.

[lere was no mord reason not to kill adave.

Y et, Grraf-Nig had been very fond of his Nora-beast Even on Wkkai she had
spent hourstaking the burrs out of hisfur. Her Monkeyshine was probably
the only son held ever have, awarrior in hisliver. A kzin could miss not
having sons. He could be enraged when another kzin murdered his helpless
sonsasif they were no more than daves. Some of his best ffiends had

carried the ears of other friends on their belt. The Nora-beast was akzin
killer and sheterrified him to the point where he might have eaten grass

for her. Her son was awarrior. He had been conceited as a youth to suppose
that he was such an expert at training daves. It would take ten

generations of culling to make ahuman dave whose docilitywould breed

true. It would be done-but not in Grraf-Nig'slifetime.

An image cameto him of Monkeyshine charging him acrossthe grass. He
caressed his deeping kzinrret Maybe he would have other sons. Hewas
pleased that he had substituted carbon dioxide for the nerve gasin the



supposite)ries. He toldlumselfthat he had only done it because Hwasss plan
had been stupid to the end. Capturing a hyperdrive ship at the boundaries
of Kzinsun by perfidious treacherywould have brought amillion warriors
twice the sze of Monkeyshine raging down upon Kzin a atime when the
Patriarchy was wesk.

Grraf- Nig was a coward.



Chapter 21

(2433A.D))

The ship was in hyperspace. Mg or Clandeboye~s pilots were in command and
beaming like kidsin adrag race. Somehow the three of them had finagled
the exchange. Noraand the children remained with them. All were safe
from the two terrif~4ng kzin-gM ng them a spare room behind the cabin.
Stll, Y ankee had a sense offoreboding. Hwass would never cool his hatred
s0 easlly. There could be aletha joker somewhere. And if therewasa
joker, he had to find it-now.

Noras life-monitors read out their sgnas--green. The kidsmonitors

were in the green. Everyone was bresthing in dow motion. The ar was
good, alittle highin carbon dioxide but it dwayswas on such asmall

ship. It was alittle high on kzin body odor, too. It was the hibemation

that worried him even though it did not involve freezing. Thiswas akzin
technology and who knew how well it had been adapted to the human
metabolism?

He had to see Nora conscious. It was an obsession. And so he began
revival procedures, dowly, carefully. Her temperature went up. Her heart
rate gradualy increased. Her bresathing became deeper, lessduggish. All
exactly astheydlow kzin had predicted. His clam wasthat humans
couldn't go under as deeply as k6én, and so revived more quickly. If the
mechanica muscle toners were used, no physiotherapy would be needed. The
mind drugs duplicated the refreshing functions of deep but Sabilized
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memory. They would wake up, disoriented, because of the time discontinuity,
but clear of thenorma dulling load of saturated multitasking. At reviva,
colorswould be bright, senses strong, mindready to focus on the firstprob-
lem that presented itsdlf,

TOO good to betrue. The kzin, of course, had been using hibernation for
thousands ofyears.

When the monitors read normal, he lifted her out, mixtures of emotions
tearing a him. He knew she was wounded but therewas no sign of it in her
deeping forrn . Her nakedness embarrassed him but the toners required it
What horrified him wasthefur. A light down swathed her faoewhere aman
had a beard. Her bodywas endowed with arich auburn fur in the same places
where fur might be found on achimpanzee.

He didn't see her when she first awoke but when he did, he wasn't looking
into the eyes ofa retarded woman, he was looking into calm serene eyes that
scanned the cabin and became bewildered and then terrified. Before he could
react shewasin degp adrendine flight With kzin-swift reflexes she

flashed to the safest comer, where she eyed him with a profound and hostile
suspicion, arms ready to defend hersdlf. It disoriented him. Thiswasthe
cousin he had known al hislife, her face older but still young-the same
luxurious mane of hair, the same dimples, only the fur unnaturd. Clearly
shedid not recognize him. Hefelt strangely snubbed-but that was absurd.

He aready knetv that she had been mind-wiped.
"Nora," he said as gently as he could.

She hissed a him. She was threatening him, ready to attack, aftaid but

brave.

Jay spoke with asudden quiet earnestness, camly, no threat in hisvoice.
"Yankee, you~ve let an angry tigressloose in here. Do something. Toss her
some clothes."”

Nora, everythingisdlright.”
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Bynow Beanyhada so svviveedhis couch, "Itsnotall right, Y ankee. You've
never been amother. She's fi-antic with worry about her kids. She's ready
tokill us-

Y ankee made a quick decision. He moved dowly to the hibernation cells.
Hed have to show her that the children were dl right Her eyeswatched
every move he made. Carefully he activated the sequenceto revive the
oldest boy It took forever. She never broke her battle stance. As soon as
he could, he pulled out the drawer so that she could see her son breathing.
Then he lifted the boy-he looked about eight years old-and gently seated
him.

Stll asadtatue, she snarled somekind of warning cry.

Monkeyshine didn't know where he was. Wkkai? But no. Some kind ofa ship,
dosed in from the stars. Mellow Y elowls fabled hyperspace? The strong
amell of kzin. But it was not akzin shuttle. His beloved Prrt was here and
very afi-aid. And so were three mongters of the True Shape. No Mdlow

Y dlow. Why wasn't he able to make a connection between the past and the
present? His mothers warning cry was il ringing in hisears.

He was on adrendine alert, aware of everyd-iing, every threat, ready to
pounce. The mo nster enemiesin the True Shape were al bigger than he was,
bigger than his helpless mother, one stlanding, two seated,,,& making soft
davdike sounds. They were surprised and not ready for him. That meant a
very narrow window of attack. They werein freefall. He breathed deeply,
remembering everything that Mdlow Y ellow had ever taught him. How to kill.
He bresthed again and spoke asimple Kdapt prayer to himsdlf. These were
enemies of the kzin. He legped.

In one graceful motion of grabbed hair he cracked the skulls of the pilots

and on the rebound was strangling the third, elbow around his neck, crack,
until he went
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unconscious. Warrior strength. He had aready seen that the acceleration
couches made perfect trusses. When the enemies woke up they would not be
ableto move. He made the Hero's cry of triumph. Victory to the Patriarch!
Then hewent over to comfort his mother.

When Y mkee recovered consciousness with a sore windpipe lie found himself
hogtied. He could see everything. With monkey curiosity, Norawas examining
the hibernation machines. Touching this, twiddlingwith that. When the boy
tried to help her, she growled awarning at herson.

"Nora Wereyour friends,” Y ankee implored.

She spit-threatened him. Carefully, remembering every gesture she had seen,
she liberated each ofher childrenaged from about four to eight. By then the
cabin was a howling pandemonium of seven savages and three officers
strapped helplessy into their couches. Y ankee tried out English on the
warrior boy. Jay and Beany tried other languages. The naked boy replied in
somed-Ang that both did/didn't sound like the Hero's Tongue.

Y ankee, who was the only one of the three who understood anything in the
Hero's Tongue, told his pilots what he thought he had heard. "He was

telling usthat he'sgoinLy to kill us. | think he wantsto know what has
happened to hiskzinti friends. If we don't produce them, we'relunch.”

"Hey, guy. Can't you see we're human?' pleaded Jay Mazzetta,

"Thafs the trouble; he does see that we are human.-

Norafound the food That was avery good distraction. All kids get hungry.
But the food wasn't going to last very long. They were ninety days by
hyperdrive from Barnards Starbase. The ship wastoo small. Theywere
supposed to drop out ofhyperspace, send out a hyperwave -yahoo"
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and be picked up by the Abraham Lincoln. In time they did drop out of
hyperspace on automatic. They might drift there until the end of time.

Monkevshine was sure they had been in hyperspaoe when the blinds: opened
to the stars. He knew the sky of Wkkai both from space and from the
ground. He had recently spent timewith Melow Y dlow at the observatory.
He recognized the sky, scanning it with aprofessona interest. The

brighter stars were more or less where they should be, some of the lesser
oneswere missing. Theywere not at Wkkai. He looked aong the Pointers
to find the most important star in the sky-Kzin. It was not there. It was

not close. Ah, that meant they were near Kzin. His heart legped. Maybe
they had a chance!

Careffilly he scanned the sky, looking for the brighter stars. He found

oneto the stern, bright, bright, wi-dch should not be there. That one

would be Kzin! Now he knew his destination. His captives mewed in their
funny sounds. lie paid no attention. Hwass, the savior of Mdlow Y elow,
had told him about these Snnerdl

For amoment he. was caught up in a squabble with the babies. He assigned
Fastanimal to organize their care. Furlessface, histwin, was usdesdy

clii iging to her mothersfootsteps. His mother was ahdpless nuisance

but it was his duty to protect her. He watched her in amusement She was
poking around at the prisoners crotchesto seetheir genitals.

Monkeyshine growled awarning at her. Pokingwas one thing; liberation was
another. She growled back. Impudent mother!

Now dl he had to do waslearn to pilot the ship. LongReach had taught

him al the mechardcs he knew. He was proud that he could repair anything
evenif hedidn't havefive arms. He stared at the contrals, trying to

deduce their functions. He was not tempted to push andpull and hvidd[e
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things at random. He knew better than that He began to take the controls
apart to see how they worked.

His kzeerkt prisoners had afit-but there was nothing they could do to
stop him. He kept working, puzzling, careful not to bresk or short
anything. Tl-ds was no more than aWkk-ai conundrum puzzle. What he
didn't understand at dl, heleft done. Get the machine pointed at Kzin.
Sartit.

Hours later he was till a work, concentrating like he had never before
concentrated in hislife. The babies were getting out of control. Still

be understood nothing. His mother had been squirting water into the
mouths of the prisoners and watching to seeifit tumedyelow and came out
of their oversize peniseslikeit did with her sons. She had to wait too
long. In the meantime she became fascinated by the fur that was starting
to grow on their faces. She interrupted Monkeyshine to show him. He
growled at her.

No matter how much hetried, he couldn't make sense of the wires and
little boxes and mechanical linkages. He couldn't even read the
ingtruments or make the screens light up. He wanted Long-Reach to explain
it A to him. Even Mdlow Y elow would answer his questions. He didn't
understand anything! He was angryandhad to control hisrage like Mdlow
Y dlow had shown him how to do in afight. it wasimportant that he not
break anyd-iing. He knew that if he did, hewould kill hisfamily. He

knew where he had to take them-but he didift know how!

The tears started to pool in his eyes and he had to shake them away. He
couldn't help himsdlf. He was sobbing.

Hismother logt interest in the face-fur. She glided over andputherarTns
around him. He tried to push her away, but he didn't really want her to
go. Shewas very stupid but she was good a comforting. He let herhold
him and hesobbed.



218 Man-Kzin Wars V|

Y ankee completely understood the boys frustration. Y ankee was trussed so
tight that hisfeet had gradualy goneto deep. Tearscameto hiseyes,

pooling in sympathy until the mgor was seeing from awatery world of
blindness. He had been watching the boy, first with dreed, then with
admiration. The kid was amechanical genius. It didn't matter, of course.

He didn't knowthe codes. The ship was kzin-proof No stranger could have
piloted it What was going to happen to them?

Norawas a soft focus blur holding her son's head to her breasts and

garing a Y ankee. Gently sheleft her calmer son with soothing purrs. She
came over to Y ankee and stared into his eyes, perhaps bewildered that
thewater was coming out of them and not his penis. She touched afinger to
his tears and tasted them. Then, with her wrigue, she licked his eyes clear

The fear had returned to her face, but curmingfear. Shewas srailing.
Itwasn'tthe kzin grin of ferocity, it was ahuman smile, dimplesand al.

This woman wanted something from the man she feared and she wasn't sure she
was going to get it so she poured on the chan-n.

She began to undo Y ankee's bonds with the intelligence of amind that knows
it can never ask for help. The boy, sober now, leaped in to stop her. She
whacked him away with asnarl. Y ankee, not yet free, watched in amazement
asthe boy began to pleadwith her in quick kzinti yappings. He could tell

that she didn't understand a single word her son was saying. Still she

worked at the strapping. Alternately she smiled at Y ankee and snarled like
akzin at her son.

The bov went off with his brothers and sstersto sulk. Y ankee te~ed his

legs. Theywere numb and painful when hetied to use their muscles. He

didn't need them in null-gee. He ingpected the control panel-no damage at



THE HEROIC MrrH OF LT. NORA ARGAMEN-nNE219

al. The boy hadn't tried to be smarter than he was. Because of that he
caled him over to help in the job of reassembly. He smiled & the
boy--human ingtinct was the onlyworking language they had in common. The
boy helped him fearfi-illy but did not smile back.
"Hey, get usout of these cocoons,”" complained Jay.

Hold your horsed" idioms survive forever in alanguage. Y ankee powered
up the hyperwave and caled their pickup ship which had to be sitting out
there somewhere less than atenth of alight-year awvay. That had been
prearranged. He made contact. The reply was excited, stellar reference
points exchanged. They were on their way

Now to tend to the boy. He set dl the screensto run agame called Brick
Bradford's Shrinking Sphere. The screen put you inside aporous fractile
sponge of incredible colors and shapes. Brick Bradford could float his
sphere anywhere among the pores, and since each surfacewas a soporous,
hecoul dpenetrate anywd[| byshrinking into the finer sponge. 'Me
demondtration mesmerized the shaken child,

Y ankee needed a name for the boy but asking for anamein the. Herds
Tongue was avery delicate matter of the proper protocol. If ak7in had
aname, you took your lifein your hand to ask him hisprofession. Y et

if he had a profession, you were not even alowed the assurVtion that he
might have earned a name.'~Nlo knew the proper protocol for adave?

Y ankee put on his headphones and consulted the shVstrandator. The
machine gave vague advice. He tried anyway in his best hiss-and-spits.

"Y ou have the honor of speaking to Y ankee-Clandeboye.” No use being
modest. -And i shal need to speak with you.”

Ile boy wasn't awanior anymore. Helooked at Y ankee. "KZ'eerkttt,” he
said timidly with achopped glotta bray at the en& He had the voice of
aconfused davewho
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was unsure of hisstation in life or whether he till had abfe. The
machine seemed to think hiswhisper trandated as, "thetricks of a
monkey."
Y ankee couldn't tell if that was aswear word in the Hero's Tongue or the
boys name, probably both. -Okay, WEll call you Sir Monk Argamentine.”
He took the boys hand and showed it how to wave fingersin the "command
gpace7above the keyboard to move the screen viewpoint around inside the
variegated sponge, and how he could shrink to passinto the pores of any
wall. Yankee was giving him back alittle bit of the control he'd lost.
Monk might not be able to handle a hyperdrive-but he could fly a
mathematicd ship into the depths of fractile space.
Then Y ankee unstrapped Jay and Beany, much to their relief. Ueutenant
Nora Argamentine watched his every move. Slw.'svoy srnart, he thought.
Shejust negotiated the settlement ofa Lethal inWasse. But she wasn't the
Norahe knew. it broke, his heart.



Chapter 22

(2433A.D))

The UNSN Abraham Lincoln dipped dowly into its berth in orbit above the
blesk surface of Barnard7s Starbase, the news of itsarrival classfied
by the ARM. Cl-doe Blumenhandler sat with avery nervous Generd Lucas
FTy in the reception area down-planet, watching the docking through the
controllers camera. She was very pregnant and had not seen her husband
for seven months. Hyperspace travel was fast but not that fast---three,
daysto cross afight-year. Fry had not seen Norafor eighteen years-
A phone chimed afew chorch from Beethoven's Fifth. Thatlsme" said Fry
puffing out the comm from hisbelt infocomp. "Lucas here." Helisened
for asecond, then turned to Chloe. "Irs Y ankee." He switched on the
sound. "Great operation! Smooth. We're going to gild you and set you on
top of the UN building!"
"Finagle haan't told you half ofit! I'm just calling up to warn you. Nora
isn't going to recogni ze you when she seesyou.
"l know that," said the generd gruffly.
"It'sgtill ashock. | felt snubbed aftor al the trouble I'd taken to
rescue her. | was outraged-just for a second. She used to do that to me
when we were kids. She'd snub me whenshe was mad a me. | hated it.”

"Yah, wel I'm made of serner stuff than you flabby flatlanders. How is
she?
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"Hedlthy asakzin. We're having alittle trouble at the moment. Site's
ripping off her clothes as fast as we can put her into them. Stubborn.

She doesn't like clothes. For the reception, we're going to have to sew
her into ajumpsuit.”

"Sounds like Nora."

-Matlswhat I'm trying to tell you, Lucas. It's not Nora. I've been with
her for three months now. | doift know who the bell sheig!”

"Isthe brain damage bad?'

Y ankee changed the subject. "1 hear they brought in Dr. Hunker for her.
Ishethere? Dr. Hunker was from the Ingtitute of Knowledge on jinx. He
was the man on the boosterspi ce team who studied neural-aging reversal.
"Y ah, be's here. How bad isthe damage?

"It hasn't effected her intelligence at al. Bright as a brass button.

Shejust doesiA think with words, thafs dl. Whatever intelligenceis,

it's not language.”

"Y ou can't think without words, Y ankee."

"That s0? Try catching abal with words. What you mean is. words
facilitate communication. A hermit never needswords-

"She hasnowordsat all?

| havent been able to teach her asingle word of English. She has some
kzinti chitchat, not much. She cals meHairless Hero. Thafs a grievous
insult but she saysit with asmile, She's il got her dimples.”

"She can smile?Generd Frywas reachingfor straws.

"Y ou bet. Her specidty ispractical jokes. It's Nords smile because the
faceisthe same, but it isn1 Nora~s smile. It'slessinhibited. Norawas
coy. Thislady hasn't got adrop ofcoynessin her body. When we met she
was more interested in my funny-looking penisthan me."

Chloe giggled and put both bands over her mouth, sputtering.
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"Generd, you have aeunuch'sgiggle,” complained Y ankee.

Chloe gabbed the comm. "Itsme, silly. Do you think I'm not down here
waiting for you?'

"Aslong asyour father's not there. Its so good to hear your voict-. Howls
the Idd?
Thumping,” shesaid proudly.

"Ihey grow up to be monsters, you know. | have one eight-yew--old here who
ishdf asbig asthe generd, and twice as smart. He damn near threw me
over his shoulders and hauled me off to Kzin."

'What are you talking about?-

"Just one of my misadventures. I'll tell you about it someday-

The general wrestledwith Chloe to take back hiscomm. "How are Nords
brats?

"Thethree boys are fine. The three girls are a bit spacy-brain damage. Now
put my sweetheart back on theline.”

-Stop takiing!" Chloe complained. -Come down hereingtantly!"

I'll have to jJump out of the Lincoln and come down on beam power."

It was ARM guards who brought Norato the surface. They had -restricted7
quartersfor her set up, spacious for Starbase. Y ankee had called ahead to
see that Nora~s strange boudoir ftm-dture from the Nesting-SlashtoothBitch
was used. The medica staff and equipment were in place. And teachers,
psychologists, nursery staff. But no press. Absolute censorship.

Chloe took over to become one of the few people with easy accessto Nora.
She was attracted to this heroine of the wars. Here was the mother she had
never bad--awoman brave enough to attack kzinttwlth what amounted
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to bare hands. One mother had died. This -surrogate mother was only
wotinded. Chloe was absolutely determined to be her friend, evenfind a
way to talk to her
Nora, in turn, was attracted to Chloe. Pregnancy had been alarge. part
of Nora~ remembered life; she couldrA recall atime before she had been
pregnant in her mind she was the only child-bearing woman in the
universe. That her daughters might someday bear children was unreal. Her
firgt reaction to Chloe wasto try to pull off those maternity clothes
to see the belly. Norawas not fond of clothes.
The guards restrained her, but Chloe knew bow to handle the Situation and
when they met again afew hourslater, in privacy, the expectant mother
showed the experienced mother what she wanted to see and held the woman's
ba-ndwhereit could fed the baby Idcldng. From that magica moment on,
therewas a bond between them. Chloe was the only one able to reassure
Norawhen her fur began to fall out.
The psychologists | eft around many objects so they rnight observe their
patienes interaction modes. Noraloved picture books and discovering new
oneswith Chloe. Her favorites she sharedAqth her children. Sheloved to
play Russan-egg games with her four-year-old daughter. She'd pop off a
layer of egg and hand it to her daughter. Her daughter would pop off the
next layer of egg and hand it back. when they got down to thetiny
chicken, they'd both laugh, put the chicken back in thetiniest egg, and
begin to reassemble the eggs again. Over and over.
Noraliked to pile up chairs against the door to keep the psychologists
out, take off her clothes and chase Chloe around the four-posted bed with
apair of VR goggles until she had them fin-nly on Chloes head so they
could gdlivant together in avirtud redity game called Other Worlds.
it was hide-and-seek in a booby-trapped
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landscapewhose rules of physics changedwith each game. The booby traps
did~t"kilr' you-but they did do things like change the frequency ofyour
visua spectrum, or change your sze, or change the coefficient of
ffiction of your skin, or your pen-nesbility to sone. When the two
friends found themsdlves in one worl dwhere some objects had positive mass
while others had negative mass, Chloe learned amajor lesson about
intelligence. Nora adapted to the strange forces. Chloe floundered,
desperatdy trying to figure out what was going to happen by solving
Newtonian equationslike F = -nw.
Norawas generallyjust a good-natured child-woman who liked to play
practical jokes on the psychologists and doctors who were studying her,
but she had aterrible temper. Once, when the ARM was tightening up secu-
rity, the maintenance men came in and put alock on the door between her
room and the nursery. ARM wasn't thinking of the nurserywhen they
specified aR doors. Noraimprovised tools out of broken furniture and
smashed thelock to bits, spitting and snarling like akzin thewhole
while.
Of course, Nora and Chdoe had their fights. Nora began to avoid Chloe,
sulk, pretend she didn't exist bide Chloes goggles and retreat into their
virtua world aone. 'Whafs the matter,” She knew she wasn't going to
get an answer, but she kept asking it. I've got to teach her to talk! She
sat down with Noras favorite picture book. She let Noraturn the pages,
but she was very firm about pointing at tI-Angs and naming them. That
afternoon Nora painted the book with mayonnaise.
All of this had been observed. Chloe knew that oneway mirrorswere in the
walls but they were so unobtrusive that they were easy to forget. The
gaff who watched wasinvisible, even socidly, But one day LuraHs
invited Y ankees wife to lunch. Shewasthewife of Dr. Hunker,
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the boosterspice expert who wasin charge of repairing Nora~s brain--if
that turned out to be possible. Lurawas petite for a Jinxian, shorter
even than most Jinxians, but she had the round powerful muscles of an ox
on aneck thick enough to have puffed ayoke. She was a ps)aologist
"Let metell youwhat Noracant.”
"But | love her! I'm doing everything | can to help. She'gust
misunderstanding. I've got to talk to her. Communication solves
everything. Yankee and | have thiswonderful way of settling our problems
because we can ta& it out!"
"She'snot going to talk," said Luna.
Chloed umped. "I know. She growls at me, though. Sometimes she cusses me
out in kzinti. | know because my trandator told me.--
" She has a vocabulaly about the size of achimp's.”
" She must be able to learn something, just afewwords. She's so bright!
| hate the kzin who did that to her!- Chloe wastrying to hold back her
tears.
"Let'sfocus. State the problem.’
"Shecant learnto talk,” said Chloe.
| see” |Affasmiled. "Isthat yourproblem, orherproblem?
"Ifs her problem. Y ankee says| tak too much.”
"If you could ask her, she would agree with Y ankee. Y ou talk too
much.-
"How eseisshegoing to learnto talk!™
"Chloe, think. Y ou are running on automatic ingtinct. When mothersteach
their children to talk-they chatter They point at things and saywords.
They open doors and say'open.’ A normal child has the machinery to
process that and that's the way you shoukl teach them. Nora has a great
soul-but soulsdon't learn to talk; ifs neural machinery that learnsto
talk." She paused to make her point.
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"She'sangry at you for trying so hard to make her talk. She can't talk.
People have been inssting that she do what she can't do ever sincethe
first day she boarded the Abraham Lincoln. For Finagle's sake have pity
on her! Everyone who meets her sees a sweet two-year-old and they fall
inlove with her-and go into an autometic language teaching mode.'See the
doggie. Isn't he anice doggie? Doggie won't hurt. Do you like black
doggies? Old Rover, here, isblack or do you like brown doggieslike this
onein this book? See the brown doggie. oh, look at the red retriever’
Chloe thought about dl thisslently.

"Let me make an andogy. | had the sweetest father in the world. He was
just as sweet asyou are.”
"Tuckyyou."

"But al he ever talked about to me was Riemannian Metrics and Gbade
Recursives and Fiechbacker Hyperspaces-since | was two. He might be
having an interesting discussion with my mother about ancient Roman
politics or about ice cream flavors with his brother but whenever | would
walk in the room his eyeswould glaze over and held go into his
educationof-Luramode. He had his mind set on making amathematician out
of me. He was aresearch mathi<t at the Ingtitute because hewas a
hope ess teacher. He lectured and little me listened. | couldn't stop

him, I couldn't ask questions.

"No matter how bard | listened it was all gibberish. | loved that man but
he expected meto do the differential geometry of n-space before | could
count, let alone add. | wanted to be amath genius, | was desperate to
please him but | wasn't a al sure of what hedid. | thought he laid

kitchen floors because of avery famous piece of mathematics caled
Kitchenees Tiling that he wasworking on when | wasthree. | wanted him
to stop and stut over, but
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| wastoo shy to tell him. He was uninterruptable! | wasavery angry young
girl.”

"I'mtaking too much?"

"Yes"

"But stie's going to have to learn how to communicate.”

"Oh, she can communicate, dl right. A very wordoriented Chlogust isn't
listening. Didift Norabrush mayonnaise al over your pretty book today?
How e seisanon-verba person going to tell averba person to shut up?
-Should | stop seeing her?”

Darling, you're doing great But | have an exercise for you to try with her
that will makedl the differencein theworld I'm forbidding you to use
words around herexcept words like 'yikes or ‘ouch’ or ‘wowi€e' or ‘damn,
shell understand those."”
"ralk like a by-ainless teen-ager?Chloe was hon-ified.

Lurasmiled and broke out a second beer for hersdlf, offering oneto Chloe
without saying aword.

"Ohwow!" said Chloe taking one andpopping the top, comprehension dawning.
Shetook a swig.

"Remember when she was playing the Russan-egg game A4tli her little girl?
What was she saying? Watch me open the pretty egg. Look at the prettier egg
insde! Taketheegg. Copy what | did! Now give methe egg and I'll copy
what you did.'All without using any words. Y ou can't tell methat's not
communication.”

Chloe was conceding the argument with her facid expressaii, if

reluctantly. -She's not ever going to learn differen” geometry that way,"
shesad glumly.

'-fes. And she can't wish her mother in lowa City a happy birthday. And she
has avery hard timetelling achatterbox like you to stop trying to teach

her how to talk. Shetries so hard to be human-but we humans
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ingst on thinking that only language iswhat makes us human.”

"I'll be. good," said Chloe. '-fikes! | forgot to tell you; we just got

abox from lowa City. Her mother sent usall her old homework. We even
have her nursery school crayon stick figures with arms coming out of the
carsl Shedrew thisfantastic picture of alczin when shewasin the

second grade. Itisso tal it hasto stoop under the top of the page.

It scared me cross-eyed! | am a chatterbox, aren't 1?7



01-1,
Cliagpter 23

(2438 A.D)

One morningTam Clauicsd eased bimsdfinto Y ankee's office, warily
stepping around awobbly pile of books, Adam's apple bobbing. He had big
plans. Before he had even found secure footing, he was proposing a
gigantic smulation of afuture Second Man-Y zin War that he had just
thought up.

It was Tam'simmoderate imagination which had induced Y ankee to sted him
from Admira Blumenhandler. Like most enthusiastic young men this prodigy
wastotaly unaware of the size and scope of the tasks he took upon

himsdlf. Y ankee liked to describe such gargantuan effortsin terms of
"gdlons" an ancient fladander measure of the amount of midnight oil

thathad to be burned in awhale oil lamp to get thejob done. Ilemajor

kept asgtraight face. 'Well, don't just stand there ponfificating, Sit

down!"
'Mlere?

Y ankee motioned for Tam to movethe VIR helirnet onto the pile of books.
7Men he took assorted reports off the controller for the wall screen so

that Tam would have away to show off. "Fireaway. Y ou havefive
minutes.”

In response, Tam moved the helmet to its pedestal, balanced it, and
recklesdy rolled his chair up to the controffer, smiling the whole

while. What gppeared on the screen was "severd gdlons' worth of an
incompreheng ble organization charl. Tam was rapturous. "1 got hit by
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this bolt oflightning. For atactician like me, Grand Strategy isabit
awesome."
| suppose one curefor aveisto grab amillion volt line"
‘M)isisthefirst time I've ever been ableto get ahandle on thewhole,
bag." Heraised hisarmsin supplication to thewall. 'Vhat do you think
of that?
| don't understand aline of it," complained Y ankee. "It lookslike the
command structure of amilitary org. That's not theway ARM is
organized.”
"But the ARM is peacekeeping,” admonished Tam. "We're talking about a
real war, here."
"You redlize, of course, that well bewdl into affiird war by thetime
you get the ARM to consider theideathat it might be agood ideato set
up astudy commission to plan an approach to reorganizing for the second
war.
Tam looked at hisdiagram in congternation. ™Y ou're misunderst- inding
me, Sd Thafs not amilitary reorganization chart. I'vgust arranged
myideas into manageable lumps. Strategy is complicated. It takesalot
of praying to Murphy. lji ist want to know if Fveleft anything out
before Murphy clobbers me for my neglect.”
"Leaveit onthewadl and I'll sare et it for awhile." Y ankee stared
a thewadll. | hopeyou're not in ahurry!™
"No, sr. You'll have acouple of dayswith my masterpiece. Tonight |
have. to make up adrategy chart for the Linti High Command. That's
going to be hard because they are used to making their mgjor decisions
at theloca level. And we don't have enough information on the Far
Side" He meant the worlds at the far Side of the Petriarchy.
" S0, you're appointing kzinti admirastoo, eh?
'With your permission, gir."
"That7s quitedl right with me. Make surewe have a
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worthy Petriarch to oppose us-and put the VR helmet back on tbe chair when
you leave."

From timeto time during the day, Y ankee called up various different
filesthat were attached to the wall screen's boxes. He couldn't get the
ideaout of his head that these were al job descriptions. Poor Tarn
thought like aVon Neumann machine; he was going to linearize the graph,
and then continually cycdlethrough it, doing everything himsdf, Finagle
help the boy.

Chloe called in to chat-a pleasant interlude. Her gossip about the Brozik
indugtria family primed him to turn from hisroutine screenwork to read
up on the current economic outlook of We Made It. Military budgets were
tight. He had been trying to determine for along time how much strain

the crashlander civilian economy could take doing military research under
thetable.

The Broziks seemed to be putting al their effortsinto a set ofbasic
gpaceship shellsthat could be finished either for civilian use or as
warcraft. That me-ant that, in case of war, the naval assembly lines
would adreadybe in placethough Y ankee wasn't sure how much good that
would do; Procyon was Stting up there with its head in the Patriarch's
jaws. Chlo€'s news, direct from her father, wasthat Barnar& s Starbase
was receiving, for test and finishing, one of the Brozik shdlls
equippedwith aWunderland salvaged kzinti gravitic drive, courtesy of
Admira Blumenhandler. Gossip through hyperspace was faster than the
military command line.

He called up hisnava ardl-dtect specialist to meet hirn for a coffee

and sdlad. If Stefan Brozik wasn't continually getting the right military
feedback, his project could be adisaster. It was going to be damn good
to get their hands on one of hisshells. They could give it aworkout,
shake down the problems.

When he returned from the snack he rearranged some
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of the book piles on hisfloor so that hewoul dhave pacing space. The chart
onthewadl kept staring a him. He sighed at its supremelogic. If only he
belonged to such arationally structured org, he could get something done.
it seemed like everything that had to be done was being done out of charinds
if it got doneat al.
Generd Fry was amaster at that. He didn't even have acommand at Starbase
but he was essentialy acting asits Saffing officer from distant
Gibrdtar--quietly pulling out the men fi-om Barnard who weren't wanted
here, or didn't jibe with Starbase's aggressive philosophy, and as quietly
arranging for theinflow of people who were inclined to take the Patriarchy
asaredl threat Y ankee had learned afew tricksfrom hisi nentor. He was
aready making tough hardware decisions-and hardware wasn't even part of
histraining duties. And there was Tam who didn't even know that he was
doing the work of achief of saffs adjutant.
The grain of thinking was sometimes physicaly exhaugting. Y ankee stopped
pacing, He flopped into his chair, confronting 14m's eectronic glyphs.
Unbelievable, the number of thingsthat had to be done just to position
mankind againgt a new assault. In adream world he would have real power to
assign names to the boxes on thewall! They were, job descriptions andjobs
had to be carried out by men, didn't they?
The dream took on alife of its own. Reverie transported his spirit to Sal,
where, in afanciful office asthe biggest black gorillaat ARM, be made
endless profound decisions. He put Blumenhandler in charge of patrols. Jay
Mazzetta became histop trouble-shooter. Fry was, of course, chief of
daff. it was a pleasant power fantasy. Namesfor hismythica duty roster
camelike theflow of aburgting dam.
The shock of that brought him back to Starbase. The
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dream had been an astonishing exercise of hisimagination. He hadn't
reahzedjust howrrwny competent people he knew. When bad that happened? That
old bastard Fry had been doing thingsto him.
He peered into his past. One must look back to have the wisdom to look
forward. What had Fry seen in him, amisfit who was chalenging every petty
mind with words, even fists? What exactly had Fry doneto transform him
into aman who felt comfortable with the people who did the real work of
theworld?it wasabit of apuzzle.
A liberating ideawas forming in Y ankee's head as he continued to Stare at
Tam's chart. Why not set up a General Staff-1n-Exde and really get ready
for the Patriarch s next move.. What had the sergeant said to the soldier
who foundhimsdfrecruitedinto an incompetent anny?" Complairring,mil only
kill you-fast; start recruiting your own good men! "

Chloewas now very pregnant. One of her more devious schemesinvolved
decaiving her obgtetrician. She planned it very carefidly without Noras
help. Norawasn't very good with lists and lying. She thought of theidea
when Nora started to plan for the birth in her own wayeverything theyd
need, water for washing the baby, swaddling clothes, makeshift toolsto cut
and tiethe cord.
"How does she know these things?' Chloe asked in bedvAth Y ankee that night.
-1 can't believeit. Look. What do you think thisis?"
"It looks like apiece of wood." He pinched it. "Hardwood.-
"Ifsfor meto bite on when I'minlabor! She made metest it."
"What's S0 surprising about that?
She doesn't remember anything about Earth!”
"Her k:dn taught her."
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"Those male-centeredstrutters! Whatwould they know aboutwomen?

"He was a professkmd dave trainer, remember. In her diary Norathought he
wanted to set up abusiness breeding human daves. He taught her everything
she'd need to know to teach her daughters how to bear healthy babies.”
"Yourejoking! A kzin?'

"TVho do you think was Nora~s midwife? According to our xenologists, kzinti
males areA4ser about birthing than human males. Their femaes bear and
nourish, even protect. The males have to handle the emergencies and the
culturd transmission. Fathering onés maekitsisavery serious

business.”

'-Fhey are warriors who go offto war and abandon their young!"

"Chloe. Y ou were pregnant. | abandoned you to go off on awild military
cloak-and-dagger adventure to Wkkai that some young firebrand could have
donejust aswdll. If the kzin had killed me, you would have bom our child
and probably done avery good job of raising the ~yke, teaching,

nourishing. That's hunwn society Men have abandoned women dl through
history-and the women have raised their children. Why do you think,
willy~nilly, that kzin soci€'rks the same?~

"Fheyrewarriors! They run off to baffle the minute they hear a shot

fired!-

-fou're anthropomorphizing.”

‘NVha?'

"Seeing man in kzin. Think about this. In akzin warship thereisno age
barrier to service. If akzin cannot find ababy~dtter for hissons, or a
creche, or abrother to take care of them, he takes them to battleA4th him.
They fight-j ust like the four-year-old son of one of your fanner ancestors
milked the cows."
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"Child labor on awarship? That's horriblel -
"Ibink about this. Suppose akzin leaves or sellsawife. Suppose sheruns
away Suppose amightier kzinis attracted tc) her and takes her by force.
Who getsthe ldts? Always, dways, always the father Suppose heis|Quedor
goe'stc)pnson or abandons hiskits. The male who takes over the family of
akdnrTet who isleft with young kitskigs her male offspring. That is hell
on the patriarcha line of any kzin who doesn't have very strong fathering
genes. Now amonkey like me, | can sow my wild oats, abandon my woman and
know that some other man will bring up my lad, or shewill .-
Chloe switched on the night light. Sherosein the bed like aVakyrie who
had chosen awarrior about to die. "Y ou wouldn't do that to me!”
"| already have. | have aboy on Earth, about your age. He wasraised by
another man-successfully, so far as| know."
She was shocked. "Y ou never told me.-
He smiled wanly. -Y ou never told me about thefirst boy you seduced when
you werefl-Arteen.”
"You ratcat!" She smashed a pillow down on hisface.
"Mumflpuf,” hesad.
Shelifted the pillow off because she wanted to hear the rest of the story
"Wdl? shesad.
"Ifsalong story. I'll tell you someday. it waswar. The kzinti were at
our gates. Who knew? The next fleet might be the end of the human race. The
hyperdrive was new. | had a chance at a deep space attack, maybe farther
than any man had ever gone. It seemed like the thing to do."
"Y ou just aandoned him 7
"Chloe, | never got back to Earth. The mail to 59 Virgirtisis very dow."

When thefirst of the labor pangs came to Chloe, she sneaked up to Noras
apartment. She was worried about
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the one-way mirrors so she began to pile couches and different pieces of
furniture into a cave with a crooked entrance. Nora hel ped. (She thought
she knewwhat was going on. At Mdlow Y ellow~s estate on Wkkai she had seen
some of hiskzinrretti go into anesting frenzy) Chloe had no intention

of depending upon Nora. Noramight be a mother. She might have been
trained by akzin midwife-shudder-but Chloe had read books. She had her
infocomp loaded with obstetric advice, with its comm ready to call out.

In case. And she had aflashlight.

She crawled into her cave and began to deliver the baby. Itwas astrange
sort of bonding gift that she wanted to give to Nora. Besides, she was
curious about what it had been like to give birth in akzinrret nest deep

in the plundered cityof Hssin, poisonous gases swirling outside,

protected only by makeshift seals and arefurbished lifesupport machine,
with no human company for light-years. It took hours. After nearly biting
through her hardwood chip, she was beginning to decide that she was
crazy.

The baby came out with a plop, and Nora knew what to do faster than Chloe
could remember what she had read. The baby cried tofill itslungs. Nora
tied off the umbilica cord while Chloe was lookiing up theright picture

in her infocomp. 7Mey washed her tiny body in temperate water. And there
shelay cuddled in swaddling clothes, adeepy, exhausted baby girl. They
watched her by flashlight in the cave of furniture, two grinningwomen.

Y ankee. was finious. He rushed her and the baby off to the inflrmary. Her
obstetricianwas furious and she rushed the very hedlthy baby into an

infant's autodoc for a careful checkout The baby woke up and wanted to
be fed.

Y ankee got over being mad. He was getting used to being married to a
teen-ager. in many ways he was the father of nine children, varying in

age from Noradown to his own newborn. It was quite an experience
dedlingwith



238 Man-KzinWan VI

an adult chld, awild teen, three silent daughters, two shy boys, a baby,

and Monk.

Sir Monk, as Y ankee cdled him, helped out enthusiasticaly. Monk bad
awaysthought ofliimself asthe man of the family when hisfamily had been
the whole human race. In that way he thought like akzin. He had gross
problems: when in control he acted kzinish, when unsure or overwhemedhe
turned into adave. He had afrightful time with English grammar and idiom
but loved the computer that patiently taught him. He was happy to have an
uncle. Palitics confused him. Hisfirg red conversation with Y ankee was
about master M low Y ellow, told in a broken mature of spitting-hissesand
English that never quite jeled into grammatical sentences-how he had saved
his ffiend from the dungeons of Wkkai. Y ankee didn't have the heart to tell
him that it was Melow Y elow who had mind-wiped his mother and eaten boys
like Monkeyshine for lunch after finishing up his experiments.

Asareward forworking so hard, Y ankee sneaked Monk into the Starbase
smulators and taught him how to fly astarsbip in virtua space. There was
no stopping thiskid. He was aborn warrior-and eventually hiskzinti

accent would wear off. What Y ankee dreaded was the lessonsin kzinti
martial artsthat Monk insgsted on gMng him, claw to claw.

So it dways came as awelcome relief to change digpers and feed the tiny
girl whom Chloeinssted on naming Vdiance. Va pursued the smplethings
oflifie such asdeeping in her father'sarms.



Chapter 24
(2439A.D.)

Theinterstdlar- game of "Trolls& Bridges' became an ingtant success
among acertain group of the military. Mgor Y anlQee Clandeboye had toyed
with the name "General Staff-In-Fide- but went chicken before gping such
blasphemy into the net He put it down to hisnew maturity. After dl, he
hadjust turned fifty.

The game devel oped adifferent structure than he had origindly imagined.

It proved impossibly complicated to set up a"shadow™" ARM. Instead, "Trolls
& Bridgesevolved into a"command patch. " Therewere alot of isolated
officers out there for whom the command lines had failed, who were looldng
for the ldnd of "work-around? that the structure of T& B provided.

Normdly, bypassng command linesin amilitary organization is abad habit
bemuse it leads to contradictions and inconsstenciesin practice. Nothing
destroys an army faster than captains who have to carry out the orders of
generdswho aren't sped dng to each other. Nevertheless command linesare
bypassed dl the time through what has been called for centuries "the old

boys network™ Bypassng commandlinesisan art fonn with definite strat-
egies, rules, and protocols.

Y oung men under sixty are not adept practitioners of thisarcane art and

are advised to seek counsd from amentor. The game of T& B, initsfirgt

naive implementation, presently put its playersin conffict with powerfid
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men. Admira Jenkins had afit when one of his patrols received two sets of
orders. He suspected the hand of Fry-though Fry was innocent-and moved in
for thekill, demanding afull investigation of Starbase shenanigans.

Fry, caught off guard, did hisown ingtant investigation and found out that

he had been dlevated to Grand Vizier of avery weird caper that had been
going on under his nose for months. He studied the rulesin shock, penned
ascathing rgjoinder to al Starbase nitwits, reconsidered, remembered that

he needed an excuse to see Nora and hastily hitched a Tide to Barnar& s
Star. Immediately on aniva helectured hisyoung fansin the ernest

terms. But by then he was amused, even elated.

AsGrand Vizier of T&B, he sat his boys down and showed them how their game
really worked. With one hand he arranged to have Admiral Jenkins promoted
to bead up the" Jenkins Commission on Military Ethics." Writing that report
would take up at least five years of the admirarslife. In case Jenkins got

too pushy ... well, there were ethica issuesfrom his own past that be had
forgotten about. With the other hand Fry used some contactsin the
Wunderland House of Petricians to outmaneuver the ARM and push Rear Admirdl
Blumenhandler into Jenkinsoldjob.

While these promotions were going through, Fry suspected that a quick
review of patrol methods, desk ready, might please Blumenhandler when he
movedinto Jenkins office to take over. The current T& B Grand Kzin Strategy
model waslaid on thetable. it called for new kinds of patrol

infon-nation. Then adocument was compiled out of recent T& B itemssent in
by patrol officers who felt that certain unacknowledged reports needed a
critical second ear. Fry added hisown wish list. Gibratar was stumbling

for lack of an aggressive assessment of the
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Petriarch,Vs smaller worlds. Findly, synthesis produced awritten policy

that Blumenhandler could take serioudly.

Thatwas dot ofwork." Frywas enjoying teachinghis students. He was coming
to like hismaverick mgor. "But isyour stuffy father-in-law going to read

it? We need an insurance policy. A persond touch. I'm going to ask him a
favor. That sets me up in his debt so later on, when he needsit, he can

ask nw afavor."

With Blumenhandler's biasesin mind Fry made aspecid request, in hisown
name, for patrol time to seek out the rumored k2inti stronghold, Warheed.
Perhaps, while findingit, theycould aso locate the rumored Merin diens,

who might then become mankin& sdly. Heimplied that Wunderland officers
were best equipped to carry out such amission.

Lucas Fry had no authority to issue any such ordersto the UNSN patrols.
But, of course, Chlogsfather, in his new capacity; did. The orderswould

get issued.

Over the weeks that the generd was with them, Tam Claukski watched himin
awe, taking notes and codifying what he saw. The old reprobate held
seminars on everything that a devious officer should know about side-step-
ping the rules. The genera was very adamant about what should go through
channds, what might profitably be transmitted through the T& B comm lines,
and what had to be aborted.

Onewhole day he spent with Tam manualy processing messageswhich Tam's
procedures had been editing and routing automatically.

"Fakethisguy." Fry meant the message, not the sender. He used I-As pen as
apointer. These three sentences are alament to the gods and awhine

about the senderls powerlessness. The next paragraph is an outright appeal
for sympathy. Then he gets angry and we have to read what is essentialy a
page of diatribe againg his commanding
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officer. He wraps up his case with aconspiracy theory. Only the last two
lines contain the nub of auseful suggestion. if this sadsack tried to put

such amissive through norma channels, held get head detail.” Fry

laughed. "But as| understand it, T& B istrying to be more than anormal
channd.”

Tam grimaced- -Its pretty hard to do something with that kind of ranting
mess. | have agood semantic program that I'm training to sort and flush
gripeslike that"

"No," said the generd. "Flushing just dumps out the gold dust with the
sand.” Fry used his pen to block the whiningin red, then attachedthe

note, "Delete." Herecast thelast two linesin alarger, bold typeface,

this time attaching the message, "'Expand and resubmit.” He grinned.

-rhat ought to shock the shit out of our raving victim. Make him think.
Otfien,~ise send him out on head detail.”

The next: day, too early, Fry held aseminar for the Starbase coterie who
had sgned up for "Trolls & Bridges." He combed over the T& B categories
with arazor sharp ruthlessness. Tam saw his categories as a skeleton
around which to build adefense strategy. Y ankee saw them as an dternate
command structure. Fry saw them as communication nodes that connected
people in ways that command lines couldn't. The general tried to explain

to them why, in two months, the T& B team had been able to make a better
drategic analyss of therising kzinti thregt than the whole apparatus

of expensve ARM think tanks.

Looking out over the room, he saw that these eager officers, who would
probably dominate the roster of heroes of the next war, were flattered

but didn't redly believe him. They might makejokes about the ARM, but
they had been brought up in awe of its secret dominion. The ARM had
pulled some deadly tricks out of its hat when the kzind seemed
overwheming. The ARM wore
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amystique of invincibility, of endless cabdistic powersit could command

if it hed to.

S0 go back to basics. The general spent the next hour lecturing these
neophytes on ARM's modus operandi. How did the ARM develop Grand
Strategies? It had the resourcesto recruit mankin& best strategic minds.

It even had a science of creative mood drugs. Injectjust the right sense of
danger in which to think about threet strategy. Inject just the right kind

of cold concentration in which towork out logistic problems. The ARM's
think tanks were high-powered places. But theyweren'tworldng--because they
couldn't transfer what they knew to the grunt tacticians who had to
ftTImnent the Grand Strategy. Why?

For four hundred years the ARM had been acting to repress the cycles of
revenge that once threatened to tear the Earth apart and infect space. From
immemorid time mothers had pledged their infant sonsto the task of mur-
dering their father's murderer. Men plotted revenge for the rupe of
daughters. Tribes massacred each other to revenge an insult. Each brooding
generation laid down its sedimentary layer of pain, claming speciavictim
gatus. Revenge was gradudly forindized to theleve of religious dogma
and devated to an art form by technol ogy--eventuafly scouring Europe with
religiouswars, devastatingthe Middle Eastv,4th HolyJhads when vengeful
Chrigtian pushed Jew into lands where prophets had elevated revengeto a
way of life.

It wasdl nonsense. Y et none of it was easily given up. Even later

thinkers of thisviolent era, atheists repelled by the mindlessness of a
religious spirit that buried. men in the mud of France's trenches, invented
"classwarfare' astheir new spiritua cleanser. The ARM forced men's minds
into amold of peace, catholic in its guidance.

The centuries ofeffort had been so successful that these young officers
ofBarnar(Ts Starbase (Idn't know their own
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history. Each one of them saw mankind as essentialy benevolent. Wliatever
they thought, they felt that evil was an aberration, not a choice. Whatever
they thought, they felt that a soldier's soul remained in mortd peril,
absolution hislot.

The genera spoke to shock them: whatever lurked out there, kzin or no
kzin, the ARM could not permit rwn to risk their souls by thinking about
war. Better that they die and go to heaven in astate of grace. The

military strategists of the ARM were like the priests of the Old Catholic
Church who read the Bible but did not permit their parishionersto read the
Bible because it was too dangerous. Fry noted wryly that a priest who
cannot talk to hisflock about theology atrophies as a theologian and ends
his days by harassing Gableos.

The genera drove on with hisanaogies. Like deadly experimentd viruses,
the ARM kept its military strategistsin sealed bottles, ingde sedled

labs, afragile mankind protected from contact with the military mind
through eaborate protocols. Were these strategists fill virile? How
dangerous could amutating virus be after generations of isolation fromits
hogt, feeding on governmentpablum?

Was he making his audience hogstile by laying on the heresy so thick? He had
to convince these boys that they were mankinds main line ofdefense againgt
thek2in--Me ARM's military strategists can't even talk to each other
without going through rigorous need-to-know protocols. | can't talk to them
without going through channels and telling the protocol keeperswhat | need
to know andwhy! | could be dangerous. | might get infected and lead Earth
to arediscovery of revenge. | might resurrect the L Jimate weapon and use
it." Fry paused, then paced until he had his curious audience waiting for

his next words. "When | tdll you that Bamardls Starbase is the best
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grategic think tank that humanity hasright now, | mean you to take
meseriowly."

A cocky officer in the back interrupted. -whenis ARM ping to close us
down?-

"Ah, we have a congpiracy theorist in the back. ARM isn't going to close us
down. Perhaps you think the ARM isan oligarchy desperateto cling to
power, even if that meanslosing awar with the Patriarchy. Nonsense. The
ARM isjust another tradition with alot of socid inertia. I've talked

with men high inthe ARM. They knowwhat'swrong. Welost bafflesin the
last war because they couldn't bring themsalvesto releasethetech in
time---they were genuinely afraid that we would turn the tech against our-
selves. Have you ever read the Los Alamos pleaito Thiman asking him not to
usethefirgt fisson bomb on Japan? The ARM struggled to make critica
changes during the war. They did make changes, Y ou can't imagine the ago-
nies, they went through when the kzinti were winning.

'-rhen came the peace and the pre-kzin mindset al snapped back like so
much memory-plastic. How easy wasit to end davery? How easy wasit to end
the Hundred Y ear War? How easy wasiit to shift fi-orn the paradigm of
Biblical authority to the paradigm of science? Bight now the ARM isbigger
than any man. The precepts of the ARM were dready built into the hidden
assumptions of billions of people long before we met the lcdn. Shoot every
member of ARM today and it would just recreate itself out of the ashesand
go about its business of wiping war from the minds of men. At Starbase we
have no traditions. We can trave light and fast. The next war isgoing to

be the worst war that mankind has ever faced and we need men who can think
about it unencumbered.”

At the end of the seminar, Lucas Fry turned to Y ankee. "l ofs sneak out.

I'd like nothing better than to play
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some silly game with Nora. Isthere a place where | can buy her a present?
Isthere anything she likes?!

Y ankee took the general over to afriendls house whose daughter fashioned
jewery asahobby. "I can't think of athing she likes better than

baubles.

Lucas picked out achain platinum headband inlaid with trand ucent stones
from Starbase's primary. "Do you tl-dnk shelll likeit?"

" She probablywon't wear it. Shelikesto squirrel away pretty things
where she can dig them up and cherish them.-

'Well, women don't wear their jewelry anyway. They keep dl that stuff

in boxesto show their girlffiends.” Fry bought the headband Erom the
young girl with praisefor herworkmanship.

"That was agood speech you gave us," said Y ankee, glidingalong the
hallwayand up the stedlstairs. "'Y ou make afine mentor.-

‘Thafswhat GrandViziersarefor,” muttered the generd gruffly. -Its

going to betouch and go. My biggest worry is Earth.”

-VNIY?.

'fou're afladander. You figureit out | can't. But we have to bring the
mass of them over to our side. Theyve forgotten that there ever wasa
war. Amnesia. Only the colonies are preparing. But once the kzinti have
the factories to churn out hypershunt motors they will be converging on
every human world from al over the Petrian chy. Fatlanderlswill have

to take the brunt of the attack Earth isthe place with the population.
leswhere welll have to find our cannon-fodder .-

"Do you think the ARM is behind the shut down of public debate?-

"Y ah. For security reasons. Oldhabit Theyean't resst any ploy if it

might skp people from thinking about war.
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Maybe you flatlanders were buying too many toy guns. Made them nervous. They
reacted. But it isnot just the ARM - Ifsthe flatlanders themselves. The

ARM's message has beer i assmilated into the culture. War isno longer

even part of theidiom. Kzinti warriors have to be marching across Kansas

before ... Oh what the hell. | want to see Nora~s face when she seesmy

bauble. Y ou dor~t think sheisafraid of me, do you?"

Y ankee bad A of hiscousiWs old papers. Her high school yearbooks. Her many
attempts at writing adiary Her lettersto her father. School essays.

Drawings. Her photo abum. Her anguished, and finally angry, exchange with

the war department. Her patriotic newspaper essays that had been franchised

for awhile on the net. Drafts of the many love letters she wrote to boys.

Firg drafts ofletters never sent---embarrassments that she had neglected

to erase. One of them was amushy love letter to acertain Y ankee

Clandeboye. He had never known, from the way she treated him, that she had
ever had acrush on him.

For no particular reason he began to organize this unsorted mess. They all

hoped Nora might recover her use ofwords. Shewotddnelv-rrecoverhermemoiies.
She would aways be the woman who had grown up half-dave, hdfllu~nrret,
born on Hssin. Those were the only memories she had. But maybe, if she ever
learned tc) read and talk again, she might find an interest in these papers

by the woman she once had been--~ike a granddaughter reading the musty

diary of aheroic grandmother never known.

Gradudly, as Y ankee got involved, as memories reminded him of the charmer
who had twiddled compulsively with the same strand of hair for dl the

years he had known her, he started to write about her. He had aneed to
organize histhoughts. He wanted other people to understand this heroine.

It was agtory that grew on him, built around her Hssin diaries.
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Something that stirred ingde him told him it was away to tA to the

flatlander soul.

He began his sorywhile Lieutenant Nora Argamentinewasliving asa
kzinrret in the dungeon of awrecked interstellar fortress beside adying

dar, totally dependent upon akzin who thought that it was natural for
femaesto tend their males and young without the aid of an independent
self-akzm who had the biotechnica power, and the inchnation, to take avay
her mind so that she might more easly fit into Idsworld and serve him.

He built the legend around her hidden diary. With each brain operation it
became more urgent for her to record what she was afraid she waslosing
forever. Y ankeelovingly annotated her entries vAth her pictures, with

other things she had written, with his own persond memories. On far-off
Hssin sheld wistfully remember aboy she had once known on Earth. Y ankee
would include her loveletter to that boy in afourteen-year-old's grdmmar.
Very carefully he wove through the book the saga of the hypershunt motor
that had been captured at the Battle of Wunderland, and of Lieutenant
Argamentings vdiant attemptsto destroy it. An dmost successful mutiny.
nekilling of thekzinti crew. Thelast kzin. The recapture. The attempts

to hill the last kzin. Thefallure. Her captor could have killed her but he
found her useful, yet too dangeroi isto beleft with amind. Human heroes
arenl defined by their wins. A hero isthe one who remains committed to
principles. A hero isthe one who never stopstrying and never stops
learning.

Why did Lieutenant Nora Argamentine try so hard to destroy that motor when
she could have played it cool, been non-threstening, and perhaps saved her
mind? Y ankee hinted to his reader the chilling truth. Wasift it because she
could see what areverse-engineered hypershunt
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would mean to the Patriamby? Had she seen the assembly lines on ahundred
kzin worlds building anew and greeter fleet to launch againgt Sol with

all theresources of the Patriarchy behind it?

Her father died in the desperate days of the Ceres conflagration

defending mankind againgt afleet that had nearly brought the race to
davery-yet the enemy was only an adventurer's ragtag knock-together
manned by border barbarians whose resource base depended wholly upon the
factories of Wunderland. In the next war lightlag would not protect Sol

from aduggish giant driven to anger by swarms of aien gnatswho had
penetrated itsterritory with impunity on wings that might be plucked out

and turned to better use bywarriors who knewwhat to do with such speeded
reflexes.

To teach hisreaders how to see the man-kzin conflict with the eyes of

Nora Argamentine, that was Y ankee's hope.

it wasamad project and he worked too hard onit, after his other

duties. Sometimes aman just had to sop and go home.

"You'relate," said Chloe, happy to see him. She was breast-feeding Val

on the bed.
"Let me hold her."
"After she'sfed, dummy”

How was your day?

-1 waswith Noraand the kids again. Her boys are too much for me. They
still don't know what to make of awoman who can talk. Y ankee," she added
sadly, "Noraian't getting better.”

"She might be." He stripped and crawled under the covers. All he wanted
wasto close hiseyes and sink his head deep into the pillow, but you

lose wives you ignore. He reached a hand out and switched on the bedroom
flatscreen, fiddhngwithit until it networkedwith his office.
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He called up apicture that was an obvious brain scan. "One of Dr. Hunkers
pictures. Seethe white fuzz insdethat gray area? Let me contrast it in
fasecolor. " He made adjustments. -Mose are baby neurons.”
"She'sgoingtotak?'
"Hunker doesn't know, but he's giving it hisbest shot. It will be easier
with the girls because of their age--
"Didn't that kzin grow alot of neuronsin her head?"
"He suredid. Hekilled alot, too. And played around with dendritic growth
like ayo-yo. Hunker has studied Trainer-of-Slavesnotes. He's
incorporating bits and pieces of kzin biotechnology into some of his
tailor-made boosterspices."
"Is he going to make one for you so | can have anice giggling teen-aged
husband?
"No. But rm tr)dng to convince him to cook up areverse boosterspice that
| can sneak into your soup. Imagine the glories of waking up to a mature
wife-
"You've never liked boosterspice.”
"Scares me out of my mind,” said Y ankee. "Especialy after I'vet-ilked. to
Hunker for awhile about some of the weird side-effects that can turn up.”
"...on hisrich old playboy experimental animals. Is he experimenting on
Nora?'
"Yah. Hesbeing careful. Taking it easy A littleat atime. It'satough
problem. Construction and repair don't go by the samerules. Itiseasier
to build something that can't be repaired than itisto build something
thatcan be repaired Humans weren't built to be repaired. We comein
disposable containers. Ifwe last long enough to see our children live
through the terrible teens, our genes don't see the need to have us
repaired.”
"My poor daddy isready for the junkyard?"
"Y ou haven't madeit out of your teensyet, kid. Y ou might still need him.
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-Men think of women as disposable containers,” said Chloe.

"Aw, no we don't. Neither of you." And he kissed the baby. "I didn't
design humans as digposable containers; God did. Suppose you build a
gizmo and it wears out and you haveto repair it. What do you do? If it

is cheaper to build anew one than repair the old one, you throw away
your gizmo. If it is chesgper to repair than replace, you repair it.

Humans are too hard to repair so they have evolved in disposable fon-nat,
They are cheap to make."

"Just wave. your magic wand and say'Kakabuni,'right?" She grinned.
"Not that easy." Hetook Va and laid her on his chest where she burbled,
"Y ou've got to factor in the price of raising the little buggers until

they are smart enough to leave home. Theresabit of expenseinthat You
and | don't know theworgt of it yet. But ill, for the price of one
boosterspice shot | can raise ten teen-agers. At priceslike that, what
isacompany going to do? They can hire afi,eshly weaned kid out of
university, train him and bury the worn-outworker, or they can buy a
boosterspice shot for the older worker. At present pricesthey have no
choice"
"Isit costing so mi A to help Nora?

"Ifs cogting afortune. The Ingtitute of Knowledge isfooting the bill.

They expect to learn alot Theinforrnation in our genestells us how to
build abrain and not adamn thing about repairing it because the genetic
cost of carrying that information is greeter than the going pricefor a
teen-ager, you being the exception.”
"Y ou'reinto buying me now!"

"I'minto going to degp-and your little darling just pissed on me."

At breskfast, refreshed, Y ankee continued the discussion. He printed out
pictures of Noras brain with
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enlargements of critical segments. Breakfast consisted of guinea pigjerky
and flapjacks with cultured maple syrup.
"Vhen Hunker tells me about brain repair my eyes go into orbit. Thavswhy
nature knows enough notto try Brain As die and thafsit. We can't activate
the genesthat grow the brain because Nora aready has a brain. We can't
just plant the right kind ofbaby neurons where Nora's language processor
used to be because they have to grow and connect-and the rules for
connecting them in an adult are different than the nAlesfor connecting
them in ababy. Hunker hasto design the language-repair protocols and
program it into the spice. Boosterspice dreadyliasin it hdf the
information of the whole human genome. Thafsalot.”
-fankee, Im miserable. Y ou don't come home at night. Don't you love me
anymore?
"Just another one of my damn pr-ojects.”
"Mat project! A new one? Y ou don't tell me anything! Isit amilitary
secret?
"No. I'mtoo involved in thisNorathing."
"Soam ! Y ou're supposed to talk to me. We're supposed to work together.”

| thought you might bejedous. It'samost like I'm caught upin an old
love--

"Oh Y ankee!-
"You'reright." Hetook her into the bedroom and transferred the whole Nora

fileinfrom hiswork computer. "Read it. itll take A day. Tell mewhat
you think."

Chloe had rabbit stew for dinner and he came home early. She was happy
agan. "It'smarvelous. Now what are you going to do with it? They'll kill
you. Y ou never change.”
“I'llptiblishit."

"On Earffi? Over the ARM's dead bodyyou will! Y oull never get clearance!™
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"Did | lay it on that thick? 1 guess| did. | want to tell Noras story,
but I'm also trying to use her asapolitica

"Neither of the Noras would mind and you know ifl-

"I'm not going to try for clearance. I'm not going to publish with a
copyright. I'm going to make a thousand chip copies and I-Ade them under
rocks. Then I'm going to smuggle one copy to Earth and put it on the
nets, free. The ARM can try to suppressthe story. It will belike

running aroundwith cans of antiweed, spraying the danddions.”

Chloe waswide-eyed. "Defy them? They haven't let anyone write about
Nora They?U kill you. Theyll put you in the brig. Theyll send you to the
other sde of Kzin. Theyll feeed you tranquilizers!” What would become
of Va? Happiness was supposed to last-at |east forever. But it never

did.

"Nah.-

-Nah!" sheimitated angrfly.’/AVhy do | fdl inlovewith brave men?rm
such adamnfool.”

"Chloe. listen carefully to an old manlsadvice. I've beenin trouble

since lwas akid- Suppressive peoplehave one great weakness. They believe
their own stories. They hint darkly a what theyll do to you when you
speak up. Naive people believe them and get afraid and, being afraid,
suppress tltentsalves, The suppressors are stupid enough to think that
they are doing the suppressing. | don't have anything to worry about from
the ARM. | just haveto dodge al those poor people who are afraid.”
'Will G(--nerd Fry protect you?

"Sure. And so will your father. The best people are my friends. Y ou'd be
surprised at how large that group has become.”

"After reading your story | fed brave mysdlf. But I'm still one of those
people who are afraid.”
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"It'sokay. For usitll be aroller-coaster ride for afew years. Outrage

and argument. No big dedl. Then in about five years some poor schmuck
will come back bloodied by an encounter with akzinti byperdrive warship.
Then ingtantly, I'll be aprophet and ahero. But itis Noratheyll

remember When the going gets rough and the starscape, isfull of grinning
kzinti and monkey-life looks hopeless, theyll remember the Heroic Myth
of Lieutenant Nora Argamentine, and theyll say, What the hdll, if Nora
could do alittle kzin bashii ig, socan |-

"Why do you cdl it amyth? Y ankee, she did dl of those things"

"Chloe. Look at me. All writersare bars. I'm apolitica writer.

Humanity hasn't been at war for hundreds ofyears. We're short of heroes.
Were going to need them. So | took this story and built Nora up larger
than life. | wrapped it around dl the old archetypes. That'samyth. My
only excuseisthat | wasinspired. Storiesjust grow. Thisone will
becorne humongous. I'm sorry to do it to my sweet Norabut | couldn't
help mysdlf. Guysin cansbeing shot at by kzinti hypershunt dreadnoughts
will take courage from this crazy story. That'swhat mythisal about.”
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Chapter One
Rdativigic Hunt

Wewere only ahdf light-year out from Sol, but it took me amoment to
find that bright point among so many other suns. Somehow it looked no
warmer than the other brilliant dots. Probably my imagination.

The more immediate target was obvious. A finger pointed straight &t it-a
radiant finger a hundred thousand klicks long.

The dowboat was huge, even by the standards of the kztn troopship that
had carried me acrossfour light-years. Distant stars glittered coldly
around the image-enhanced shape on the viewscreen. It was arelief to see
astarscape not distorted and squashed by relativity, fore and aft. The
Doppler shift was dmost imperceptible at 10 percent of lightspeed.

| felt an itching sensation al over my body, but | didn't ook away from
the viewscreen to scratch. My little singleship had to be within their
sensor range by now, and the crew had no way to determineif | wasfriend
or foe.

| waited to die. | dmost hoped for it.

No such luck, of course. Not that | was specid. All of humanity was
running out of luck.

Goosing the viewscreen magnification up abit, | studied the target
across two hundred kilometers of deep space. The dowboat was afat
cylinder sitting on the hard white bLize of afuson drive. Even with the
jury-rigged
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gravitic polarizer, it had taken me an hour to maneuver far around the
deadly plume of the drive wash pushing the R P. Feynnwn back to Sol.
Getting anywhere near that column of fusion fire would have fried me
thorouglAy.

Reaction drives can be effective weapons, in direct proportion to their
power. Such was the kzinti lesson, according to rumors overheard from the
singed-tailed ratcats returning from at least two attempts on Sal. |
&owned. ll'only ...

Too bad Centauri system hadn't gotten more large fusion drive unitsin
place afew decades back, when the kzin first arrived. Things might have
gone very differently for both Se rpent Swan-ner and Wunderlander. My
wholelife would have been different, and | would never have ended up
here and now

The singleship control boardbegan to ping. That meant thefirst faint
lines of magnetic force were brushing by the main sensory array of my
sngleship. | keyed up afase color display of the magnetic field

sructure at the front and flank of Feynman. Stark crimson lines stretched
across my viewscreen into a huge and intricate pattern.

The ramscoop field reached invisible fingers outward for hundreds of
kilometers, aninvisblethroat. It funnded interstellar hydrogen and

icy dust microparticlesinto the fusion drive section at the core of the
dowboat. Anything with adight dectrica charge, the mags picked up
and gobbled-

Like any good Bditer, | sat very till and studied the viewscreen with
gresat care, trying to find aclear path through the closaly packed field
lines. The ramscoop fueling the dowboatwasn't abig beicber, like the
unmanned ramrobots that could run up to nearly 0.9 lights. Thisonewas
pushing hard to make 0. 1. The exhaust plumelsion excitations showedit
was a ram-limited cruising-vel ocity

Slowboat, indeed, despite itsincandescent power
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scratching across the starscape. 1t was ridiculous, compared to the k2in
spacedrive. A tip time of forty years, Wunderlan d to Sal.

VArich iswhy the passengersin there were stacked up in cryo like canned
goods. It had been along way back, this close to Sol. The Feynman crew
must have traded off cruise watches with their deepersthrough severd
shiftsnow.

Desperate people. And they weren't going to makeit.

The dowboat |ooked to be in good shape on extreme mag. The awake crew
must have done repairs on the fly; the dowboats were meant for one-way
trips, Earth to Wunderland.

And Feynrnan looked old. Pitted, blotchy. Even the most recent of the
colony ships had orbited Wunderland, empty and ignored, for over fifty
years.

It had been anear thing, getting al of the old colony dowboats

repaired, crewed, and on emergency boost outsystern Prole and Herrenmann
and Belter, working together for once, before the ratcats arrived in
victory. But dl three of the dowboats had madeit. The kdn made only a
half-hearted attempt to stop them.

Andfor what? 1 reminded mysdlf bitterly. Therest of ushad lost dmost
everything-rights, dignity, property, countlessfivesto let afew
Herrenmannen lords and ladies run away from the kzin.

And | knew that better than most. Knew it in my guts.

Feynrrwin's magnetic funnel was not asletha as aramrobot's, but plenty
dangerousto any living thing with anotoebord. | would haveto be

careful, maneuvering closer to the plasmatongue. Mag vortices curled and
licked and ate each other there. High turbulence. It could reach out with
rubber fingersand strum thislittle ship likeaguitar string. At 0. 1

lights, not recommended by the manufacturer.
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Asif anybody, even akzin, had ever tried d-iis before. The navigationd
computer held my position relative to Feynraan as| studied thefield line
intengities more closdly, and plotted aweaving path through the invisible
macrarn6 of magnetic force. Theripping-cloth sound of the gravitie
polarizer muted to alow crackle. | rubbed my forehead for amoment, then
inhaled deeply. The kzin had ingtalled aminimal space drivein my
singleship, nothing like their warships or transports. It warped space un-
evenly, the unbaanced gravitic emissons dways giving me asplitting
headache.
It was show time,
| took along sip of tepid water from my suit collar nipple. | cleared
my throat and keyed the omnidirectiona commlink.
"Feynntan, Feyntrzan," | sang out crigply, forcing a professiond tone
into my voice. "Thisis Free Wunderland Navy emissary spacecraft Victrix.
Code Ajax. Do you copy?
The hefet thick and bitter on my tongue, like bad coffee. Tr(yan Horse
orjudas Goat would have been better names for my peaceful-looking
converted singleship. | stedled myself. No Wunderlander, ground pounder
or Belter, owed these runr~ng cowards a d-iing.
It ill didn't fed right. It never would.
But | had little choice. | had my reasons for serving the kzin. Four of
them, in fact.
But Im no Jacobi.
| had been teling mysdlf that for months, over and over, likeamantra
Again | waited for my sensorsto bleat their darms. That would be the
first warning as the dowboat's signal laser blasted my singleship to
vapor The only warning, maybe a half-second of it.
No reply to my transmisson. just afaint londy hiss
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over the shipboard commlink. Backwash emission at the plume's plasma
frequency. The starslooked very far away, cold and uncaring. Sol looked
warm, unreachable. Nk%y had we ever left her?

| repested the transmission. Nothing. | set the commlink to autorepest,

left the receiver volume amped, and waited. | peeled aration bar, and
chewed the fibrous lump dowly. Swallowed. Tried not to think about the
damned ratcat holo in my pocket, and my four good reasonsto serve the
kzin.

| took another bite, the ration bar even more tasteless than usud.
Savefo&ler MonkeVood.

Maybe the crewwere all dead and had |eft the dowboat on autopilot. Y et
repairs and modifications had been carried out on the old colony ship at
some point after its escape. The scope image enhancers showed fresh-looking
weld tains, jury-rigged antennas, replaced flux generators with doppy

seds.

They wereinthere, dl right, sitting fat and happy whiletherest of us

were daves to the damned ratcats.

| crumpled theration bar ped in anger. First trouble insystem, and the
Herrenmann ruling elite abandoned their high and migbty code of honor They
ran bark to their Solward brethren, like any common Prole.

| couldn't understand why they had bolted in thefirst place, other than
cowardice. Wunderlanders had quickly learned that the kzm gravitic
polarizers changed the strategies of warfare. The tabbies could get it up

to 0.8 lightswithin aweek or two, and could bull the dowboats anytime

the whim took them. It would have been better to fight, to take afew
tabbies with them. But the Her-remnarm cowards cut and ran.

The noble dogans meant nothing. Honor. | frowned in distaste, remembering.
They werejust saving their own precious bides.



262 MAN-KZIN WARSV1

The autorepest drugged on. No reply. The music of the spheresremained
mostly static with dead spaces. | finished my ration bar and ate the
wrapper, not that there was much difference in taste or texture.

Now | hoped that the crew were al dead onboard. it would make my job a
little easier Not much, but alittle. Best be (Ilone and gone....

Did | have achoice? | swallowed past afoul taste in my mouth that had
nothing to do with salvaged sin~ship rations. The shipboard commlink
suddenly hissed to life. "Victrix, VictTIX. Thisis Feynnwn. Return

sgna on tightbeam at once, both visud and multiplex dataink”

They didn't need to actualy threaten medirectly It wasal implicit.

A dight changein the rainscoop fluxnet configuration, and the magnetic
field would scramble every nonoptica bytein my shipboard computers.
Probably burn out my brain, too.

If that wasn't enough, | was certainly in range of their main laser array
Itwas designed to punch messages across light years, but was equaly
suited to vapori2ingunwanted vistors.

| took another sip of warm flat water and got to work

The singleship computer quickly gave me afix on theti-anamitter they
were using. Standard five-meter mica dish setup, tucked into the back
third of the dowboat. Snug in its prowbay, a phased array. The modulated
laserlink was standard too, at 420 nanometer-s- | tweaked my signal laser
fi-equency to thatwavelength and targeted the dish in the crosshaws. |
thumbed on the data handshake subroutine. My own signal laser hunted a
bit then settled on the dish an-ay Lock-and | was il dive.
Communications data flashed across the main screens, and alow tone
sounded. Transmission datdink belted in.

It was time to move to the next act.

| thumbed the channel open. Weak color, jittery ft=
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A over. But it showed ayoungish man with the idiotic asymmetric beard wom
by Herremnarm dandies back in Miinchen on Wunderland. Either he had beenin
colddeep fbr most of thetrip or he had carried along a supply of very
expendgve anti-aging drugs.
After A they had been en route for over ffiirty-five years. Hisface was
immobilewith the typical arrogant expression of theruling class, the
Nineteen Families. Prunefaced and straight backed in his crashcouch. That
asshole expression was no longer common in Manchen, even on
collaborationist faces. Things had changed, courtesy of our kzin masters.
Conw on. Can't let any ofthat show. A lot isriding onthis. | forced my
expression into afriendly smile. The hybrid Germanic tongue of Wunderland
nobility diding easily across my bps. "Guten Gross-Tag, Herrennwnn. Ich
heissen..."
"Thereisno cause," heinterrupted, "to speak Wunderlander.” His eyeswere
hard and proud and suspicious. No trace of an accent in his clipped voice.
"You are clearly a Serpent Swarmer, and should not put on airsto which you
are not entitled. Speak Belter Standard, if you plesse.”
"Asyouwish." | sniled. Arrogant fool. How would he like his children to
become hunt-toys for some kzin noble's young sons? | was merely going to
introduce mysdif in apolite fashion.”
| paused and waited for my haughty little friend to gesbare meto continue.
"My nameis Karl Friedrich Hochte. | bring you good news."
Fake, ofcourse. My red name would have surprised him, made him ingtantly
suspicious. So | had selected another good noble name to reassure the
Herrenmann crew of the Feynntan. An extended member of the Nineteen
Families, by the sound of it. just the kind of
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purse-mouthed dandy who'd use his middle name m6en introducing himseh'A
convincing little touch, that. Maybe.

Hewas good, | had to give him that much. No hint of curiosity asto how

| had arrived a his dowboat, only alittle over haf afight-year from

Sol. Even hislong Herrenmann ears did not twitch.

"My nameisKlaus Bergen," hereplied, still expressonless. '-fou were
mentioning news? | remind you that we do have defenses.”

| leaned forward. Earnest expression, enthusiagtic. "Klaus, my friend,

we besat them."

“Impossible”

Okay, so hewasn't profoundly stupid. 'We were lucky. Most of them
left--we Hill aren't sure why-and we took the garrison force they |eft
behind. And most of usdied. But we did it, drove them out of
Wunderlander space.”

Now Bergen's ears twitched with interest. He raised a haughty eyebrow in
dishdief Might aswdll stick to the prepared story, | figured. Don't
improvise more than you haveto. "And we follow them A the way, flaming
their rat taillsaswe go, | can assure you.”

"Y ou exaggerate, surdy." Hiseyeswereflat and hard.

"It'strue,” | ingsted. "'l have come out to Feyn-man on behalf of the

rest of Wunderland. We cracked the secret of theratcat gravitic

polarizer drive, and the Serpent Swarm Resistance” -1 paused and patted
my control console afl ectionately- "learned to build warcraft of our own

to match the tabbies. There were alot more of us than of them, after

al."

There was along pause. Here was the worst point. If hedidn't buy it ...
Bergen stared, still without expression other than a cocked eyebrow. He
looked to one side, out of range of his cameraeye, and listened

intently. He nodded once and turned back to me.
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"Y ou will understand our suspicions.” The same clipped, up-yourstone, but
ahint of excitement got through. Good. "1 presume that you have proofs for
our ingpection.”

| grinned han-nlesdy, gesturing behind me at the cramped lifebubble. "Herr
Bergen, you can seethat Vicmx isunarmed, and | am the sole occupant. Even
now | am at your mercy, my friend. A larger ship waitsfarther out to

ingal agravitic drive and make other modificationsto Feynnwn. Wefdlt
that Vicmx would be less threatening, so | came to you as an emissary”

| held back a grimace at the way the words tasted. Therewas at least a
kernd of truthinwhat | said.
The Herrenmann said nothing. | was getting worried,

"After dl,” | continued, "yotf re poking along. Once Feynnwnis

retrofitted, you can be at Sol in amatter of weeks."

He blinked. It must be pretty foul in there. The prospect of reaching
Earth's opulence so soon. . . That'swhat | had working for me.
Herrenmannen will be Herrenmannen.

| changed the subject. "Asfor bonafkles, | would think that Wtrixs own
gravitic polarizer would be proof enough. But | do have holos; and
datadisksfor your inspection, Sir. They detail our victories againgt the
ratcats.”

"I would like to seethem," replied my arrogant little friend acrossthe
empty kilometers. He did not sound convinced.
Timeto play my trump card.

Asif on suddenimpulse | laid it down. "1 do have one further piece of
evidence you may find more persuasive,” | said in acarefully cheerful

tone, reaching into the clear organiforni bag | bad kept clipped next to my
crasbcouch. "Or, more accurately, pieces of evidence.”

Smiling into the cameraeye, | held up the engraved meta ring. Dozens of
mummified krinti ears swung gently
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inthe dight breeze from the airplant ventilator ga. | selected one ear

in particular, stretching it like an old fashioned Chinese parasol,

displaying the crimson tattoos scrawled across the dried white tissue.

"Hem Bergen, my friend, you are familiar with tabby rank? Tlus particular
ear was taken from afleet captain, asyou can see from the tattoo
pattern.” | paused, flicking the edge of the ear with afinger for

emphass. -He did not approve of itsremoval, but | wasindifferent to
hisremongrations.”

Again, | had not lied.
Bergen's voice was hoarse, and no longer haughty. "How many do you have
on that trophy ring?
| could see many emotionsin his eyes, thawing of Herrenmann reserve.
They had not |eft the dried ears.
-rhirty-<)ne. Andyour unspoken guessis quite correct, aswell. Itsa
kzin trophy ring."

"How could you possibly-"
"Taken from yet another ratcat captain. Again againg hiswill. Many of
usin the Free Wunderland Space Navy have taken smilar souvenirs. |
thought that my own small trophy was an appropriate item for its present
purpose, nicht wahr?
The Wi-inderlander once more looked off camerafor amoment, then squared
hisjaw. "I confess| find your evidence persuasve. And anyway, aratcat
warship would not bother with such ashadow play. They would hull usfrom
outside our fields and have done." His eyes became once again hard,
making his asymmetric beard look <till more ludicrous. "Herr Hbchte, you
may now negotiate through the ramscoop field linesto our main airlock-"
"Vid dank." It isaways best to let the customer draw the desired
conclusions.

"-where you will be met. We remind you that you
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are being watched most carefully, and we have ... resources ... with which
Feynnwn can be protecte(L"
Try to look concerned. -Y ou till harbor suspicions, then? | got it out
camly, vAth the dightest trace of sarcasm flavoring my words.
'V e mean no insult-4fyou are who you claim to be."
"I'mtdling-,
'-fou must understand us, Herr H6chte. We carry the hope of Wunderland with
us, and can take no chances with such aprecious cargo." He paused, his
features once more unreadable.
Timefor theicy, insulted manner. | am afellow human, asyou know."
Heignored it. "Y ou understand that we cannot reduce or shape out our
magnetics?'
| know your specs,ja.” | let moreirritation show in my tone and face.
Carefid...
Bergen paused for amoment, hisiron Herrenmann expression softening just
ahit. "Herr H6chte, | believe your story After A anyone meaning usill
could easily destroy usfrom adistance, isit not so?"
Yes, | thought to myseff, that is one way to think ofit. | nodded at Bergen
with false satisfaction.
Bergen nodded back oncein reply, hisface agam tight and haughty. Teynnwn
out."
Sofar so gooc~ | thought grimly
The viewscreen dissolved to holographic snow. | had been dismissed. No
matter that | was supposedly saving hisass, | was dilljust a
ground-grubber Prolein his book.
| took afew deep breathsto cam my nerves. Then back to vmrk, careffil
work. No room for mistakes.
It took half an hourjust optimizing the gravitic poLwlzer to full power.
Then | laid in my macros, routines which would take me dipping through
magnetic fidd lines. My now-familiar headache began to pound once again as
the



268 MAN-KZIN WARS VI

polarizer camefully on line, and carried me toward the dowboet.

It took over an hour to gingerly navigate among the magnetic field lines,
headed toward the main airlock of Feynnwn. Thefields here were strumming
with tenson-ten kiloGauss, easy. Magnetic fidld lines are like rubber

bands that can never break-but you can stretch them. | bad to worin my
way through the steep gradients, while Plasmabailed against my bull. The
fied lines stretch, al right-and they can snap back. That would not be

good.

Each klick | dithered through felt likeit took aday. | knew the

dowboat crew could kill meinstandyAfth the dightest changein the

fluxline configuration. Or boil meto vapor \-Ath thesgnd laser, if

they wanted to make amce gaudy splash.

Not that it would be so damn bad. At least it would be over then. And why
wait for them to make a move? Part of me wanted to die, vectoring right
inunder M acceleration, S~v, into the white-hot Plasma plumL -

But | knew what Kraach-Captain would then do. Who would redly suffer as
aresult of my ob-so-noble gesture?

| wasatrnitor, yes, but not like Jacobi. Nothing like Jacobi. | bad my
reasons for serving the damned ratcats, fourverygood reasons. Sharna,
Gretha, Henry, and Hilda.

Kraach-Captain would keep his side of the bar* n, if | kept mine. Maybe
that was the only good side to the kzin. Come bell or high water, they

kept their word. Predatofs honor.

Unlike dmost any human--especiatly unlike Jacobi. Horrible to know that

| could trust the word of an dien monster more than afellow human.
Burnt-gold plasma curled and lashed around me. | kept away from the drive
wash but errant coils fought up and down the field lines, bow turbulence.
The gravitic polanzer
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whined with athrurruning effort. Carefid, careful... My target loomed
large, ahuge hull, raked and burned.

A dight jar as| grounded Victrkx next to the main airlock. It loomed
huge through the viewscreen, as did every visible aspect of the dowboat.
| activated the magnetic grapnels. A hollow boom startled me-1 was that
terL %---aswe locked firrnly against the dowboat.

On the viewscreen | could see the crew tunnel dowly arching toward my
own airlock. Like an ephant'strur-ik from an old history holocube,
from atime when there had been el ephants.

Clunk, whir-the dowboat airlock adapted to the geometry of my singleship
airlock. The status board winked green and | keyed the airlock cycle.
Youreon, kid, Thisfirst part was easy ...

| popped astimulant to take the ragged edge from my fatigue. Everything
depended on the next few hours. Everything.

The singleship airlock chimed and swung open slently My ears popped a
bit with adight pressure drop. | left my helmet openinwhat | intended

to be ademondtration ofhanrdessness. Y awning, concentrating on my lines,
| grabbed access loops, and swung hand over hand into the dimly lit crew
tunndl.

Thefar end of the crew tunnel was closed, of course. Find ingpection
time. Try to look like Kari Friedrich H5chte.

| crouched casudly, bracing afoot and hand against the microgravity,

and smiled directly into the cameraeye next to the airlock. The dowboat
ar inthe crew tunnel smelled aily and dightly rank | doubted that many

of Feynnwn's systems worked optimally. Here was the fu-st proof.
Thelock dowly irised open. Here | was, and al | had wanted to do was
getin onelast bit of smuggling, amillion yearsago....
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SmuggleesBlues

The agteroid swimming in Victrix's viewscreen had no officid narne on
the navigation charts. The distant glint was listed as 2121-21, the

twenty first asteroid catalogued during the 2121 A.D. survey of the
Serpent Swann. To the tempomry roc4gack crews living there, the asteroid
had also devel oped an obvious nickname: BlacNack.

Blac~ack was a dow-spinning oblong of stone twenty kilometers acrossits
long axis. Rich veins ofwater ice and nicke-iron riddled it, dlongwith
deposits of carbonaceous chondrite. Pockmarked and battered by other
agteroidsin the Serpent Swami over the eons, it had dowly swung inits
orbit, haf abillion kilometers from Alpha Centauri A. The rock had raw
materials, accessto energy, and wasin an orbit easily accessibleto
sngleships.

There were many thousands of rocksjust likeit in the Swarm, but
BlacNack was alittle different. For afew weeks, thiswhirling piece of

an unformed planet would be home to the few human beings dtill resisting
the iron claws and sharp teeth of the kzin.

| intended to do my part to help them, at least thisone last time. Sure,
some of the rebels were more pirate than freedom fighter, more interested
in lining their pockets than collecting kzmti ears. But an old Earther

saying cameto mind: "The enemy of my enemy isafiiend.”

If only it were dwaystrue.

| unlimbered the sgnd laser remotes. Squinting against



TrojanCat 271

the sun glare, | set the aming crosshairs on thetiny flash of the receiver

dish athousand kilometers away The laser ode prowled dowly inasmall arc,
seeldng. A thin beepatarget lock

| paused before | set up the recognition signd trigger, and eyed the

highly illega monopole detector array mounted above my control console. |
Studied it with greet care, asif my life depended on it.
Whichit did-

Three rows of amber lights shone steedily a me in the cramped lifiebubble.
All clear. No rutcat Shipswere within range of the detector. | made afew
adjustments, increasing the range, and studied the lights again.

The kdn gravitic polarizers used large quantities of magnetic monopoles.
Easly identified-ifyou had accessto the now-illegd tech, that is. Our

kzin magters were many things, but stupid was not one of them. The detector
array pinged deepily after amoment, confinnirig that no large monopole
sources were within at least ahundred thousand klicks of Blaclgack.
Opening the commlink port, | carefully inserted thetiny chip | had been
given at the Nipponese restaurant in Tiamat. The ready lights blinked

green. | triggered the downlink recognition code sequence. Multicolored
lights rippled across the readout as the signal laser downloaded its
smugglers message.

Caution was everything in my business. It redly wouldrado for our mighty
felinoid mastersto bein the neighborhood while | carried out my List
smuggling run for that Prole bastard Jacobi. One more load of equipment
that the Res stance needed: monopole detectors, submolar assemblies, nano
units, fusion point components. | had carefully double-recorded the cargo
back in Tiarnat, then loaded the contraband a ongwith my own completely
legd cargo-
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Thekzin were not good at accounting; it did not fit with their ideal of

the Warrior Heart. How could a Hero scream and leap hisway to a Full Name
while recording along series of car-go manifests onto ahandlink?

Their five-eyed, five-armed, warty Jotold mongters, ever watchful and nosy,
were another matter. | had waited until 1 was unsupervised on my loading

dock shift, then covered the computer traces most carefully. Itwas easy,

men and women had designed and programmed those computers, not aiens. And
what a Jotok can't see or hear, it can't report to itsfarry rat-tailed

masters.

Contraband stowed and hidden, | had hitched the cargo pod to Vwirix, and
started on my kziri-gpproved trade and delivery route, zigzagging across

the Swarm. Tiamat to Avaon. Avaon to Lodestar Lodestar to Archangel. Now
an undocumented stop at nearby Blacl~jack, the dicey part Then I'd shape
orbit back for Tiamat. It had been five long months, and | waslonely for
Sharnaand the children.

The route would have taken days with the ratcat gravitic polarizersinstead

of my fusion drive, but such kzin tech was not for "dave races”

The commlink warbled in response to the recogTAtion signa. Smuggler's
handshake. Everything was going according to plan-which worried me a

little.

Stll, | followed my ingructions. No overt communicationstraffic, even by
tightbeam. | tuned up the fusion drive. it thrummed and headed Victrix down

to Blackjack at a nice sedate vector It never paysto stand out, even when

you are not being watched- On the screen, the asteroid swelled from aglint

to atoy pebbleto anirregular brick

Not long after theinitia kzin assault on Wunderland, Blackjack had been
abandoned. immediately after suppressing military resstance there, the

kzinti had moved
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on the Serpent Swann, but most of the Belters had focused on protecting
Tiamat, with its shipyards and bubblefarms.

Not that it mattered adamn in the long nin. Singleship fiilson drives

were no match for the ratcat space drive. The damage to the densdly
colonized asteroids like Tlamat and Thule was heavy, and took timeto
repair The smaler rocks, like Blac~jack, were |eft relatively

intact-very useful to smugglersand pirates. Or asthe noble kzin caled
them, "ferd humans.

AsBlackjack dowly filled the viewscreen, | organized the cargo manifest
and thought about how to spend my ill-gotten gairis. My smuggler's money
had kept my family well insulated from the ratcats, and | intended to

keep it that way. Jacobi had gone so far asto suggest that thisdelivery
could earn enough creditsto buy my children abillet in the Proxima
cometary manufacturing plants.

Kzin dmost never went to Proxima. It was not sufficiently Heroic.

About two kilometers above Blacl~jack, | saw the rhythrme blinking of the
landing beacon next to a bubble-domed minehead. | switched to chemical
jetsso that | wouldn't have to hike in the microgravity to the airlock.
Aswedippedin| closed my suit helmet and started pumping the
lifebubble air back into the tanks. No sense wasting even afew lungffils
when | popped the airlock

Wan sunlight gleamed on solar collectors and vacuum fractionating columns
near the minehead. | drifted closer to the landing beacon. Y ou don't land
on an asteroid as smal as Blac~jack, you rendezvous. Attitude jets held
my singleship steady as| carefiilly shot amooring line through a

landing loop, then made Victrix fast against the bulk of Blackjack.

A few minuteslater | wasin the minehead airlock, listening to the
deepening whistle of pressure building up.
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AR according to plan, smooth asweter ice. The arlock telltaes: finaly
winked green, and the inner door cycled open.
Thefirst diing | saw was Jacobi's sneering smile. But even before that
imagefully registered, | smelled the spicy-sour scent of excited kzinti.
Which had to be imaginary, snce my suit hemet was ill sedled and
dogged down.
Jacobi stood br-aced in front of the airlock door, dart pistol in hand,
eyesbright in his scarred face. Flanking him were two kdn in combat
armor-predator fangs bared in identical smile-thrests. Before | could
make amoveto hit the cycle keypad in the airlock, something dammed
into my upper right arm. | swung my body in response as Belter rnicrograv
reflexes kept me on my feet.
| looked down. A large, hollow dart, designed to foil the suifs
salf-sedling mechanism, protruded from my shipsuit. Crimson spheres of
blood began floating out of the wound- They wobbled dowly away inthe
microgravity If | cycled thelock now, with my ruptured suit, | would be
breathing vacuum in seconds. Pain suddenly flooded my arm and into my
gut, folding meintwo, my feet leaving the deck.
"So good to see you again, Herr Upton-Schleisser,” | heard Jacobi hiss
withirony.
| sworeto mysdf asthe snarling figuresin battle armor, each over two
meterstall, snaiched mefi-om midair like kittens batting at yarn. Black
spots clouded my vision. | did the only reasonable thmg. | passed ouit.

The bite of agtimulant dapshot in my neck brought meto my senses. My
shipsuit and helmet were gone. | was dressed in astandard faling
jumper. My right ann throbbed badly, but | could see aratcat field
dressing on the wound. The bandage was easily three timeslarger
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than necessary; medicine on akzin-sized scae. Bindings cut into my ankles
and wrigts, holding me securely to a packing crate.
| looked up and saw Jacobi seated on air afew metersaw~ athinline
mooring him in place againgt the ventilator breeze. Wewerein asmall
gtorage room, lit with glaring mining lights. The cold air smelled of oil
and stedl. And of kzin, of course. | shook my head to clear my thoughts. It
didn't help.
"Jacobi," | said ascamly as| could, my neck il stinging from the
drug, "1 had no ideathat you were a pussyldsser collabo.”
He made no reply, just stared at me. It was hard to read any expression on
the n-ims of hisface. When | was aboy, Tom6s Jacobi had been aleader
among the Serpent Swarmers during the kzin invasion. Hisforces had held
back the invasion troopships from Tiamat for most of aweek. Then his
lifebubble, had been lasered open during the final assault, searing his
face and giving him decompression scars. Later, Jacobi had become one of
the mgor smugglersin the Swarm and asupplier to the Resistance. A
crimind, but ahuman crimindl.
just likeme.
How could he of dl people become a collaborationist?
Jacobi's eyes were ice blue, and peered impassively from the runnels and
scars of hisface. He made a clucking sound with histongue. In my years of
dedling with Jacobi, he had waystried to act like akmdly uncleto me.
| knew better.
-Kenneth, Kenneth," he said soffly, "thereisno reason to be insulting. |
had to make sure that you didril leave suddenly, di(Wt I? Animpression had
to be made on my, ah, employersaswdll. In any event, | tended to your
wound mysdlf. No red harm done.”
| kept al expresson from my face, my toneleve. "Vave
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that sawage. Y ou sold me out to the kzin." | took adeep breath, thinking
of my family. "Y ou might aswell kill me, Jacobi. | won't go collabo and
work for the damn ratcat tabbies.

"Hush." He made athroat-cutting gesture with his free band.
"Kraach-Captain speaks Belter Standard, Wunderlander, Jotok, and
Principle knowswhat else. Do not insult hishonor or hisperson.” He
looked sternly at me out of that ruined face. "Asfor sdling anyone out,

| do not need to justify my decisonsto apetty smal-time smuggler.”

| allowed my expression to show how | felt then and Jacobi sighed in
exasperation. He reached down with afree hand and untied his mooring
line. Both of hislegswere missng; another legacy from the kzin armory.
He reached out to awall-ring, pushed off, and floated down next to me.
His grip was very strong. Jacobi's mouth was centimeters fi-om my ear.
"Kenneth, my friend," he whispered, "you are to be taken before
Kraach-Captain. So this can go one of two ways after | untie you. The
first isfor you to overpower me, which would not be difficult for you.
Yet if you do, what will you then do?
"Break your neck."

"And then? There. are over fifty Heroes here on Blackjack. Will you fight
them al? And if so, to what purpose?

He paused for amoment, looking a me carefully, It wasthat look he used
when dickering over contraband cargoes. Shrewd and knowing. | said
nothing.

"On the other hand," he continued, "' can cal afew Heroesto escort you
to Kraach-Captain personally. But | do not wish to do so. It is better,
more dignified, that we go to the Captain together. Better for both of

us. Surely you would prefer to go under your own power, not asan
unconscious lump carried by
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kzinti guards." Jacobi waited for my response, scarred lips twisted.

Findly, | nodded curdy Deffly, Jacobi untied my bonds. | grasped awall
ring to keep from floating off the deck in thetiny gravity of Black~ack.

He gestured meto follow, and pushed off for the doorway.

"Just tell me onething,” | asked Jacobi's back. "My would you work for the
ratcats~l Y ou have spent your entire life fighting them. And even if you
areatraitor by nature, gill they mMled you, Finagletakeit!"

His back stiffened at my words, but he did not reply

We carefAy legped from wall-ring to wall-ring through the corridors of the
minehead station, The legless Jacobi was p-aceful in the microgravity,

using just thetips of hisfingersto correct each jJump. Asl followed him
from handhold to handhold, | swalowed back my anger and tried to think of
away out of this. Nothmg occurred to me.

The low-grav conditions might become yet another problem in considering
options and choices. Kzinti bated microgravity, having used grnvitc
polarizersfor centuries, once their monopole-laden ships returned to
Blackjack, they could provide some artificid gravity.

Kzinti didjYt ded well with thefluid buildup caused by microgravity; they
got alittle ... short tempered, even for kdnti.

It was asilent five-minute trip to the unused comm center. Jacobi knocked
once, the hatch opened~ and | followed him into alarge room. The ceilings
weretall enough to dlow akzin to stland upright. Three k-zinti in ftM

pace armor stood guard at the doorway, weagpons glittering in the orange
filtered lamps. Aswe passed them they hissed softly.

A very large table was fixed to the floor in the center of the room. Clips
held holocubes and data plattersin neat arrays within easy reach of the
obvioudy high-ranking kzin
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who sat there working, giving no sign that we had been noticed. Jacobi and
| crouched motionlessin front of the table, eyes averted, waiting. |

could fed the collective gaze of the kzinti a the door on me. Theair
was cold and very dry.

Fin*, one of the guards growled soffly.

The ki~n behind the makeshift desk looked up fi-orn a portable thinscreen
display, and blinked at us. His black nose s~iffed wetly in our

direction. Enonnous violet eyes hed minefor amoment weighing
andjudging. His short muzzle was shot with gray, and | could seethe
ridged battle scarson Ins & ce and arms. Very old for akzin. There were
no old, stupid kzinti.

Jacobi began to hissand spit in the fal setto human version of the kzin
language. | wasn't surprised that he knew it, given recent events. But

the k2m at the desk bared his teeth and roared for silence. The room
seemed to echo for amoment

"Better," the seated dien rasped in passable Belter Standard, Hisvoice
was octaves lower than human. " Except under necessity, humans should not
defile the Hero's Tongue. No Warrior Heart, No honor. | tell you when to
gpeak”" He paused. We remained silent. Satisfied, he continued-

" am named Kraach-Captain,” the old kzin grated. His eyes speared me.
"How are you caled, dave who may soon be meat?

"l am caled Kenneth Upton-Schleisser,” | said dowly, knowing better
than to meet the kzin's eyes directly. My word choice was intentional,

to akzin, names are earned, not given.

"Sss00," Kraach-Captain rumbled. "It is as the legless monkey says. The
Jacobi beast is asAdthout honor aslegs, but at least on this occasion

truth issues fi-om hisdave mouth. Y our two fathers, they fight Heroes
whenwefirg
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cometo Kdashi? | shook my head, not understanding. Theold kzin findly
snarled a hissing oath and gestured at Jacobi with a careless hand, claws
glittering.

Jacobi leaned close and whispered in my ear. "KraachCaptain means your
father and mother, Kenneth. Kzin females aren't sentient ......

-1 know that," | interrupted loudly, till fedling confused. | shut my

mouth abruptly as one of the guards growled awarning behind me. | could
smédll fear-sweat on the other man.

"Don't do that again. They expect meto have explained O of thisto you."
Jacobi urged meto continued silence with ahard glare. "Explaining details
to davesisaduty for daves, not for aHero. Now, listen carefully They
know about your father and mother, Kenneth, but their females aren't
intelligent, s0 | told them-"

-1 getit," | whispered back, cutting Jacobi's explanation short. | was not
interested in whatever bizarre rationae had led to gender morphing of my
femade parent.

| took adeep breath, feding afamiliar, dmost comforting anger risein

my guts, partidly displacing theroil of emotionsaready churning there.

My parents. Henry Upton had been a good rockjack Belter in the Swarm, a
humanitarian interested in promoting better SwvannWu~derland rlations. It
worked so well that he had married the ice queen Herrenmann daughter of the
First Family, Helga Schleisser | had been their only child, fiveyearsold
when the kzin came. My father died holding off the ratcats.

My mother |eft with the dowboats. In the chaos of theinvasion, | ended up
asindentured labor.

| looked back up at Kraach-Captain. "Yes," | said. "My ... fathers ... did
battle with Heroes at that time."

His huge eyes were searching my face again. Apparently he was familiar
enough with humansto at |least
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attempt to read expressions. Y ou seem a clever beast. Perhaps you shdl be
dlowedtolive™

| said nothing, eyes partidly averted. It was safer not to volunteer

anything to akzin, unless aDactua question was asked. Part of mewas
surprised at how quickly | recalled the manners gppropriate to staying

dive around akzin. Save manners were reemerging, a hated reflex.

"1 have need of adave-human----one with knowledge of the feral-human
ways," the kzin added.

"Dominant One" | said dowly and ditinctly, hating the servility, hating

my desire to keep on breathing, " Jacobi is much wiser in the ways of the
ferd-humans." Jacobi sucked in Ids breath.

The old kzin looked a me for amoment, blinking. Then be coughed ratcat
laughter, licking histhin black lipswith alolling tongue. "Most amusing,
human. Jacobi is crippLed. Worse than acull from the sickliest litter of

the most lowborn monkey. Usdessfor aVdiant One's plan.”

"l do not understand,” | said.

"The Jacobi-beast will now explain to you my Heros plan. Y ou will serve me
initsexecution, indeed you will." Kraach-Captain began to methodicaly
groom his pelt. Chinese parasol ears unfolded to listen better.

Jacobi leaned closer. -Kraach-Captain wishesto regain his hill Name. He
has permission from the Conquest Governor to take asmall troopship to one
of the dowboats on the way back to Sol."

"Doesn't make sense,” | said. The dowboats were amost to Sol by now. The
ratcats could have destroyed them at any time. For some reason, they had
chosen not to bother. Perhaps it just wasn't worth their time to do so. Why
now, when the costs would be significant?

He didn't respond to my reaction, just continued emotionlesdy, refusing to
look a me. "Thelcdn have



Tr(ganCat 281

gotten bloodied trying to penetrate Sol's perimeter defense. Kraach-Captain
wantsto put acrack force of kzinti and weaponry inside acommandeered
dowboat He will then use the dowboat in asurprise attack on perimeter
defenses, dlowing afollow-on kzin fleet into solar space.” Jacobi paused.
"A Trojan Cat, asit were."

Shock kept my voice low. "Y ou Judas!"

Kraach-Captain stopped grooming for amoment and looked a me closely.
Perhaps | had raised my voice ahit after all. He scented the air wetly and
rumbled.

Jacobi continued to speak softly. "Kenneth-we owe the Earthers nothing.”
'Were till-"

-Meyve left usto the kén for nearly forty years. What have they done for
us? And the Herrenmannen in the dowboats ... well, you have even more
reason than most to hate them.”
"I'm no Prole, Jacobi,” | told him firrnly.

"I've left out afew details, Kenneth." Jacobi said nothing for amoment.
"The dowboat that the kzin have targeted isthe R P Feynnwn. ™

My mother had left Wunderland space aboard Feynman.

It was too much. Jacobi had aways been asadistic bastard at his core. If
he was to be Judas, then he intended to use me as a Judas goat. Using my
own hated past as abargaining cl-dp. | braced mysdf careful Lywith my
hands, face blank. I leaned down, then kicked Jacobi as hard as| could.
Alas, less a stranger to micro-g combat than L he managed to rotate
dightly on hisverticd axis; in reaction, | floated acrossthe room

toward the opposite wal. One of the kzin guards launched himsdlf a me
like athreemeter furry orange missile.

Kraach-Captain shrieked a banshee wail. The guard streaked past me,
rebounded againgt the wall, and came
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to attention, The old kzin then hissed and spat ordersto the other
growling guards.

In afew moments, Jacobi and | werein front of KraachCaptain's desk
again. The guards stood over us d-iistime, ready to cuff any more dave
outbursts. Jacobi wheezed a bit and moved to ease the sprained ribs that
had taken the blow intended for vertebrae.

"Upton-Schleisser,” Kraach-Captain growled, | approve ofyour spirit. The
Jacobi-beast isindeed an eater of gr-ass. Still, we will reward him with
the legs and face hewishes, if our quest is successful. And wedlth and
females, of course." He blinked, beavyAidded. "None of thiswill give him
even monkey bonor, however."

My brain whirled. When the kzin invaded, one of thefirst things shut
down were the organ bariks. To the kzinti, an organ bank was a
restaurant.

Jacobi was sdlling out humans for apair of legsand anew face.

| sat tight, thinking. There wasn't anything to do. Jacobi had sewed up
thingstoo thoroughly. He must have planned thisyearsin advance. There
was only one option. | looked up at Kraach-Captain and stared him
directly in the eye. The guards began to rumbleoAth menace at my
intentiona rudeness.

"Y ou carmot make me serveyou,” | said. "1 have onething to say,
Kraach-Captain."

Thekzin blinked in curiogity. Timeto take my shot

"Ch'rowl you!" | shouted in fasetto kzin at the top of my lungs. The
kzinti curse would surely be my desath sentence, but at least | would go
clean. Theroom was deathly slent as | thought of my wife and children,
so far away in Tiamat. | felt the guardshuge hands clamping down on my
shoulders, holding mein place, and prepared to die.

Nothing happened. | could hear blood singing in my ears.
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Even the guardswere slent.
Findly, Kraach-Captain coughed in laughter. " The Jacobi-beast is correct
yet again!" He pointed an ebony clawtip at Jacobi. "Thisdave did exactly
asyou predictec! Y ou indeed deserve your legs." In aburst of generosity
he added, "And | will seethét they are taken from awelmuscled youthfiA
gpecimen of precisaly your height or alittletaler. Fresh killed, of
course. Itiswell worth the loss of aHero's medl!"
Jacobi said nothing, smply stared straight ahead at a blankwall.
Thekzin turned his head toward me. In what passed among kzinti for warm
benignity hesaid, "Again | salute your courage, littledave. Itislike
that of an undisciplined kitten, but courage just the same." Hisviolet
eyes turned suddenly hard and opaque. He hissed, "But know this, dave: you
uZ serve us." Kraach-Captain jabbed aclaw at asmall cryobox on his
makeshift desk. "Openit."
| reached forward and pulled the cryobox free of the velcro strip holding
it down. it wasthe kind of container used to store low-temperature
medicinasfor autodoc supplies. Numbly | toggled the keypad. Seals hissed
and unlocked. Thelid to the box did smoothly open.
There was a human hand in the container.
A left hand.
Then | recogni zed the ring on the third finger The one | had placed there.
On Sharna~s hand.
| could not speak- My eyeswould not focus.
From very far away, | heard Jacobi'svoice. "Sheis gill dive, Kenneth.
It was | who convinced them that your wife would be more ussful dive than
dead. Remember that, boy."
| said nothing, still staring into the box. Frost gleamed on my wife's
severed hand. Then agiant, four-fingered black hand eclipsed the smaller
one and took the box from
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my grasp. Kraach-Captain sat back in his sedt, fixing the cryobox back to
itsvelcro gtrip.

Jacob, continued, hisvoice amost drowned out by the pounding irimy
temples. "It's dill viable. Theyll regitach it if you work for them. just

like they are going to give me new legsand anew face."

My lipswere numb. "My children?

The scarred little man next to me was quiet for amoment. "Kenneth," he
sad at lagt, "Knaach-Captain will do nothing to you or your family if you
work with him. Hell even make yoi i amember of his household. Protection,
see?He cleared histhroat, continued. "Refuse, and helll ... eat your wife.
Histeeth will bethe last thing she sees.

| was just breathing, taking it in. Therewasaringingin my ears.

"Y our children will attend. Then they will be hunted for sport by
Kraach-Captain's sons.”

| dared not look at Jacobi. | would try to kill him if | did. Someday, some
way, hewould pay for histreachery. But for now | turned my attention back
to the captain. | had to be clear, for their sake.

"Kraach-Captain,” | said, the words dead and empty in my month, "how do |
know you will abide by diis ... agreement?'

The guards growled and grumbled at theimplication, but the old kzin merely
blinked at me. "Uttle dave," he rumbled, "aHero'sWord isbinding. |

sake my Name on it, my laDds, and my sons."

Kraach-Captain did the kdnti equivaent of ashrug. "Do not fail.”
Kraach-Captam tapped a clawtip on an innocuoud ooking holocube sitting on
his desk. He picked it up and extended it to me. -rake thisrecording.

Watch it, then carry it with you asareminder.”
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'What isit?" | asked dully, taking it. But | knew the answer.
"It isarecording of my sessonMth your mate, when | removed her hand,”
the old kzin rasped. "Thisinterview is concluded.”
The guards hands released my shoulders, and Jacobi murmured in my ear.

"Come on, Kenneth. KraachCaptain haslaid in everfd-ling we need. There
iIsmuchto Plan."

| let Jacobi lead me away.



Chapter Three
Catspaw Gambit

Lies. They made asour lump in my chest as| stood waiting in Feynnwnls
arlock.

Control was everything at this point, but it was difficult to stay focused.

| thought of my children. My wife. | thought of the cryobox on that huge

table back at Blackjack. | thought of Kraach-Captain's oath, delivered four
light-years away. My children's faces swam in my memory Did little Gretha
remember me? She was not <o little now, it occurred to me suddenly; it had
been four yearsin absolute time, afew weeksto me.

The damned holocube seemed amassive weight in my inner pocket, renunding
me of what was at stake. | could not let any of my children become a
plaything in akzin hunting park. Not even to save ditist, cowardly
Herrenmarm lives. No choice. So | swallowed my bile and looked at the
opening inner lock with fase cam.

The batch to Feynnwhi finished diding open with ametdlic grindingand a
blast of compressed air My little Herrenmarm friend stood just indgde the

lock, aweding laser held meaningfully in his hands. Not much of awesgpon,
but one that would do the job, yes. His eyesflicked swiftly from sideto

Sde, scanning the airlock behind me. A young Herrenmann woman stood near
adoorway about ten meters away and watched usintently.
"Ah, Herr Bergen, | presume,” | said, forcing asmile



T"an Cat 287

to my bps and tone. Hard to do, but what choice did | have?

Act like Jacobi, yes, perhaps-but don't becww like him.

Bergen pointed the big laser a my chest and waved meinsdewith his
fi-ee hand. "Y ou are to please keep your hands awayfirom your body where
I might seethem.” Thelittle dyed tufts ofhis asymmetric beard made

Bergen look likeagoat | had once seen at azoo in Tiamat

-i understand your caution,” | said. Reassuring tone, bland face. All the
while, my wifés voice and childreesfaceswerein myheart like aknife.

| spread myhands careMy and stepped inside the dowboat. The airlock
cycled shut behind me, sealing with ahisslike an angry kzin.

Bergen watched me and took afew steps backwardHe handed the welding
laser to the woman. She braced hersdlf in maAsman postion, trim and
efficient. He whispered to her, then came toward me again, magnetic soles
of his shipshoes chcldng on the deck. He reached into atool pouch on his
belt.

Itisgood to see you again, my friend," | said eadlly Toofrieay? Got to

et theright tone.

Bergen ran asmadl box with blinking lights over the outlines of my

shipsdt and carryal, looking for energy wegpons or ingppropriate
electronics. He grunted approva and put the box away The woman with the
welding laser did not relax-

Trust isawonderfid thing," | observed. [ronicAWVitty? What character

was | playing here? No one replied.

| popped my helmet and | eft it on avelcro patch near the airlock. |

picked up my carryall and raised an eyebrow at Bergen in question. Anod.
He escorted me toward the doorway The silent woman came behind us. |
could fed theitch of alaser Sght in the smdl of my back The shot

would flash-bod the water in me like a steam jet
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Suspicious dlitists, yes. But then, they would soon discover that they had
reason to be suspicious. Not that the fact made me fedl any better.

Feynnian had been designed to run nearly automaticaly. Crew of threeto
five, carrying well over three hundred colddeepers, with asizable cargo

bay. Thelife support sections we waked through were therefore small and
cramped. Huge dowboat, tiny lifebubble. Wdll kept, though, even nest.

Large wallscreens with complex automated monitoring readouts caught my eye
aswe passed.

The 0. 1 g was enough for astrong up-and-down orientation. Magnetic
shipboots kept us from legping like Wunderland zithra= down the halways.
Soon, | could see the dight curve to the main ring corridor, which gave

true perspective to the size and bulk of Feynimn.

it felt huge, empty, lonely. Dim corridor lights, chilly echoing hdls.

Wals stained by time, stinks flavoring the air, aromas both biologica and
mechanical. Only afew crew could be awvake on Feynnian; life support
systems couldn't handle more. Many doors and hatches were closed along the
main ring corridor, some with oxidized sedls. Some led to the cargo bay, |
knew, and othersto shipfirriction areas. A few would lead to theliquid
nitrogen chambers.

Colddeep. There had to be a passenger manifest somewhere. | had sworn to
mysdf that | would have alittle talk with my cryogenicadly suspended

mother at some point soon. | wanted her to see where her cowardice had
led-

We st(x)ped through one low hatchway and down a short corridor. It opened
to the small control room for the dowboat. An old woman sat in front of a
console, her face dimly lit from the control boards. On one of her screens

| could see awide spectrum scan of Victrix running. The old woman looked
up, eyestired.
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"fou are Heéchte?she snapped. A voice cracked and brittle. Her hair was
ice-white and thin. This woman had taken no anti-aging drugs. Time had
carved deep linesinto her face, which was dark and leathery with a

fusion drive tan. She must have spent too much time at the core of

Feynrwn, monitoring the fire fed by the ramscoop fields. But her eyes

were brigbt and dive.

| kept my smileintact. "That is correct, Madame. And to whom have | the
pleasure to speak?' She carried hersdlf like an old-school Herrenmann
women, like the great aunts | met while my parentswere dive, or some

of the collaborationist doyennes | had seen in Mflnehen. No jewdry, a

wiry framein asmple shipsuit. Her expression was more than merdly
haughty, though. There was another quality toit, one | could not quite

name. Digturbing.

She stared a me coally for amoment, then chuckled low in her throat.

| am Freya Svensdottir. | command on this shift. Y ou have met Klaus
Bergen, and hisslent but efficient wife, Madchen Franke."

"1 am pleasad to make your acquaintance.” Murmured pseudo-fon-ndities
took a moment while our eyes assessed each other There could only be one
or two more crew awake, if that. The lifesystem capacity was sh\WR- This
would be smpler than | had planned. But something about the woman made
me ed& Yy, eager to get it over with as quickly as possible.

Her expression did not change. "And you bring us news that the ratcat

kzinti have been defeated? Driven from Wunderland?'

| nodded. "It ismy ditinct pleasureto tell you s0." Gestur-e with the
caryal."May P

She nodded. | opened it and removed the items that Jacobi and
Kraach-Captain had so carefully prepared duringthevoyage out to Feynrwn.
Holocubes. False historica records. Even the loop of kzinti ears | had
shown
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Bergen earlier over tightbeam. Kraach-Captain had earned those himsdlf,
dueling for authorization to form Ins expedition to the dowboat.

For the next hour, | explained about the mythica Free Wunderland Navy,
and itsequaly mythical victories. About driving the ratcats out of
Wunderlander space. Great stories. | had spent plenty of time on them.

If only they had been true.

The crew had no way of knowing the truth, after al. There had been no
attempt by the dowboats to contact Wunderland. Sol had not beenin
contact either, so far as any human knew. Hard to do, through the plasma
plume and the forward bow shock.

We Wunderlanders had been left on our own by our so-vOse Solar brethren.
Thisdowboat was in the same predicament.

Bergen grew dowly enthusiagtic as| told my stories. Hiswife ssimply
stared at me. Maybe the isolation of the dowboat crew shift did not

agree with her psyche. Svensdottir stared at me, too, but with aweighing
gaze, she was clearly in command, the one to convince.

| told my hosts about the vessel some distance out fi-orn Feynnian that
had carried me here. | explained how it would retrofit Feynnwn with a
gravitic polanzer drive, dlowing the dowboat to makeit therest of the
way to Sol in amatter of weeks.

Bergen stroked his chin thoughtfully. " So we would need to deactivate the
ramscoop fields, yes?

| nodded agreement. "The tender vessdl islarge. | don't think that it

could work itsway through the fluxlines, even with the protectivefield
from the gravitic polarizers”

‘Thiswouldtake time," Svensdottir said-'Ve must avoid ingtability of the
fied asit isbeing shut down. Thefiison drimismost

delicatel ybalanced.- She stood. "Iwillgobel ow and begin programming the
shutdown mode."



TiVan Cat 291

1 blinked. | had anticipated some more doubt maybe even opposition, debate.
But then, they were desperate in here. The long years had worn them. Then
I knocked on their door, bringing safety, freedorn, hope.
I mdowedwhat | was fegling. Concentrated on images of innocent faces, a
woman's severed hand.
After the old gray woman left | looked over at Bergen. "She seems a bit
hard edged.”
"Fhat istrue. But she has kept Feynnwn going, dl thistime." Heamiled a
bit, againg hisinnate Herremnarin sobriety.
"Y ou mean she's been on duty the entire trip?
He nodded. "From the time we boosted away from Wunderland, just ahead of
the kzin. She took onelook at the destruction of the Serpent Swarmer fleet
behind her, and refused colddeep.” Bergen looked pensive. "Since the
lifesystems on board don't work terribly well, we take frequent shifts. But
the oldwoman ... well, she has stayed on shift for nearly forty years."
,,odd,,, | replied.
"Space is deep, Herr Hechte. We are the same age, sheand L™ Bergen said.
"| dept most of thetime.”
"Could you have not talked her into shifts? After A spending one'slife
thisway . - ." | pursed my lips, gestured around me at the dowhboat.
He shrugged. "Sheinggs.”
Typicd Herrenmarmen behavior.
| nodded. "A formidable woman. Y ou have al been brave. Earth will hall
you." Might aswell hand out the compliments. It relaxed people. Madchen
Franke smiled, clearly arare expresson for her.
| shrugged. "Well, while your estimable leader islooking over thefusion
drive shutdown parameters, we have one more order of business.” | reached
into my carryal and very casudly removed astylus. | wanted to take care
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of thisas quickly as possible, just in case there were further

complications. | did not want anyone doing any~ thing to ship systems

without my supervison. Too much risk.

Careful to breathe through my nose | hvisted at the cylinder Jwas
holding. Aninvisible, inaudible puff- complete surprise. Anincipient
shock on Bergen's face glazed to adeeping mask Thewelding laser
thumped uselessly on the floor below Franke's nervelessfingers. Her
expression was little different, awake or adeep.

Quickand nest.
Invisible nose filters no longer needed-the gas degraded to harmlessness
in lessthan thirty seconds-1 heaved a great gasp of the ship's pungent

ar Pocketing the stylus, | carefully laid them out flat on the control
room floor. Then | reached for thewelding laser. Timeto do alittle
hunting.

"I knewit." Suddenly | redized that | had hafexpected the voice from

the hatchway-but why.? | turned around to face the fragile old woman. The
laser would not be necessary. Svensdottir, unarmed, ignored me
completely. She waslooking at the bodies of Bergen and Franke.

| said nothing. Sheignorediit.

Her eyesfindly raised to mine. "Arethey dive?’
"Yes" | told her camly. Soothing. "A smple nerve gas. It will wear
off inafew hours"

"You are, working for the kzin." Not aquestion.
| nodded again, removing the nosefilters and stuffing theminto a
pocket. | didn't want to insult her or mysdlf by explaining my actions.
How could she possibly understand?
"l suppose that you will put me down now, like some kind of inconvenient
pet.”" | could see the harsh lines degpen around Svensdotties mouth in the
control-room light. Disapproval carved those features, like a great-aunt
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surveying some broke i dishes|eft by aclumsy toddlier on an unwanted
vigt.

"Hardly,” I told her. "My ... employers.... will need you left dive, as

guides and teachers.”

Her eyes narrowed, then widened. She seemed to instantly grasp the Trojan
Cat gambit. "Wever -

"Hia iswhat | sad,” | said softly, amost kindly. "Now look a me."

,.well, what isnext, traitor?' | couldn't look at her eyes. Didn't want to

See the accusation peering from that old face.

| paused, wet my lips. The words were difficult. "There is something you

can do for me."

The old woman said nothing, stony-faced. | could see that shewasahard
woman, had aways been a hard woman. Shefairly vibrated with her hatred at
my betrayal.

-Tante- | said softly.

Shelooked up a me sharply, face gonerigid. Her pale eyes stared into
mine, studying, studying. Her wrinkles seemed etched deep by pain and loss.
I knew how shefelt. She raised awisp of an eyebrow, her Herrenmann ears
long and incongruous on her thin face. "Y ou shouldn't call me your auntie,”
the old woman said a last, her tone almost gentle. Y ou are atraitor.”

"Did you know Helga Schleisser?' | findly asked, ignoring her insult.
Another long silence, then she sighed. Ja. She was a proud woman; perhaps
too proud.” Dry, crackling precision. "She had her duty and honor to carry
out. It was aheavy burden for her to bear." Svensdottir considered it for
amoment. "Perhaps too heavy."

| snorted in derision.

The old woman poked me hard with agnarled, fearlessfinger. "Do not make
fight of honor and duty, nor their weight Herr H6chte. Theyare qualities

that set us
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gpart from the beasts.” A frown deepened her wrinkles. "Y et too much
attention to those qualities makes usllittle different than the ratcat
teufels, isit not 07’
| nodded. | couldnt stand much more of this. The styluswas aburning
weight in my pocket. | suddenly remembered Sharnal s bell-likelaugh in the
welcoming darkness of our compartment.
"What happened to Helga Schleisser?”" | persisted.
"I'll show You," the old woman replied, and motioned me toward the corridor
| let Svensdottir lead the way. She was unarmed. My micrograv reflexes were
better than hers. | had nothing to fear.
The curving corridor finOy led to a sedled hatch, which the old woman
unlocked with an identikey from around her neck. The hatch sghed and did
aside, releasing foggy, bitterly cold air into the corridor. | shivered. A
chilly brush of the liquid nitrogen at 77 degrees Absolute. A touch of the
grave-though atemporary one. Dim lightsflickered on insde the ceramic
chamber.
| followed her into aconnected series of cargo holds, filled from floor to
ceiling with row after row of identica cryosuspension bunks. Svensdottir
seemed to know exactly where she was going as she passed the stacked ranks
of coffinlike containers. Findly, she stood in front of one lower-tier
colddeep bunk gestured. | could seethe nameilluminated by glowing lights
on the case: HELGA YAKOBSON
SCHLOSSER.
The colddeep bunk was empty
| looked back a Svensdottir in confusion. just in time for the magneto
wrench to catch mein the pit of my stomach.
| drifted to my kneesin the low gravity, gasping, grabbed for her legs-and
she clubbed me again, behind the ear thistime. Sharp pain. Contracting
vison.
"I couldn't do it, my son,” shetold me sadly. When |
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could open my eyes, bright lights swam before them, Somehow she hadgotten
aweldinglaser andwas pointing it at me. Cool, sem. She had set dl of this
up. Set nw up, smooth aswater ice. "Uh, I--
| thought that it was wrong to deep away the decades, to | et others bear
my burdens. | bad lost Henry, you ... everyd-iing. All | had left was
keeping Feynnwn going, and reaching Sol. just honor and duty.” She gestured
at the stacks of colddeep bunks. "These are dl the expertswe could find
on the kdn, people who knew whet little we had learned about fighting them.
We even have some kzinti warship wreckage as cargo. Maybe the Earthers can
do abetter job at understanding the ratcat tech.”
| tried hard to catch my breath, my mind racing. "Y ou knew it was me dl
aong." Thelaser did not waver.
MY mother nodded. "The years have not been kind to me, watchiiig the fusion
fires of Feynrnan bum, and keeping the systems functioning. Useful work,
but it had its price. But you, Kenneth, have become the image of your
father; how could | not know you?'
She stared at mefor along time. Her eyeswere deep, unyielding. Yet |
could remember them now from other, ancient days. An imperiousweight on
me.
| did nothing. What wasthere to say?
We have afew colddegp bunks open. | will put you into one, and deal with
thistrouble at Sol." She gestured with the laser for meto get up. "The
kzin can kill us, but they will not board us.” | believed her utterly,
"Don't you want to knowwhy?" | asked her.
She shook her bead, bird-quick. "Not particularly. | had expected a
possibility likethisone. just not a son of mine leading the betrayd. We
can sort dl of that out in Sx months or so. Thereisno time now. | have
preparations to make, to deal with your masters.”
My mother paused for a beat, then continued. "The
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sggnd laser has been down since the kdn near-miss when Feynnwn |eft
Wunderland. We don't have the spare partsto fix it. So | cannot tell the
status of Sol, Wunderland, or the kdn. | had to be careful. It waswell

| had prepared.”

| garted to get to my feet, reaching out a hand for support.

"Easy now," shewarned, backing avay from me.

'Without the signdl laser, you couldn't have stopped the kzin from
boarding Feynnwn." | was angry, suddenly. My sacrifice was not even
needed. All of this, for nothing!

A cold amile. "Perhapsit would be worth trying for the kzin, but with

the ramscoop, fields and fusion drive, | think we could keep the ratcats
at bay." She gestured moreingstently with the laser. "Get up.”

"Y ou don't understand,” | told her, standing upright. "I had no choice.”
Thelinesin her face deepened. | could see her flush benegth her fusion
tan. She snorted, features sharpening in asneer. "Y ou. were only
following orders, | suppose?

"Hardly."

She gestured at me once moreArith the welding laser, toward one of the
colddegp chambers. Once inside, the autodoc routines would sedate me and
dart the chill-down cycle. | didn't have long to think of something. Her
right hand covering me with the laser, my mother's left danced acrossthe
keypad. She stood out of the way as the readouts beeped musically.
The pand in front of me hissed asaseries of lightsblinked green

across its diagnostic readout display. The colddeep bunk access opened,
like asideways coffin lid. | paused.

"Mother. Pleaseligten.” | met her icy gaze Sdeways. It was my last
chance.

She said nothing, but neither did she shoot me. If | failed,
Kraach-Captain would send his message back to
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Wunderland, and my family would die. Animage of sharp white teeth, designed
to shear through living flesh, cameinto my head unbidden.

"11)is means nothing to you, perhaps,” | found mysdlf saying urgently. "The
ratcats have my family, Y our grandchildren. | had no choice.”

It wastime. Bet alittle, bet it al.

| leaped backward. The laser spat ahigh-energy pulse where | had been a
moment before. Where it hit the colddeep bunk eectronicsfried and
sputtered. An alarm shrieked.

| swept the welding laser from my mother's grasp. It pinwhedled acrossthe
chamber. | ducked with Belter reflexes, rolled, and came up with the gas
sylusin my hand.

-Sorry," | said, the words out of my mouth asurprise. My mother looked at
me, shock and resignation tightening her face. Shedidn't beg, I'll give

her that.

"Isit true?she asked.

'What?'
"About your family?

Her question surprised me. "Of course. Any other threat | could have
answered with suicide.” | reached into my shipsuit pocket and puffed out
the nose filters, pushed them in, breathed deeply-and the stylus hissed.

The gas puff cloaked her face ingantly.

She shock her head asif to clear it of cobwebs, and dowly did to the

deck. "Not your fault,” she muttered. "Never had the chance ... toraise

you as... aHerrenmann.” Her eyesflickered, closed. The lined mummy face
smoothed with unconsciousness.

| recovered the welding laser and dung it over my shoulder. | picked her

up and carried her to the control room. She was feather-light in the
microgravity.
Around me the ship hummed on. Anybody home? It
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would be like her to hide a backup crew member, or booby traps. | was
angn)4 jittery with reaction.

| kept the laser ready but the corridors stayed empty. In the control

room | put her on the floormth the other two and did some quick analysis
with the shipboard computers. They werelittle different from the
computersin the Swarm; the k-6n discouraged innovetion.

INNRNAL INVENTORY: ACTIVE: ifl. No other infrared radiators at 37 Cin
Feynman. No movement other than small cleaning and maintenance autobots.
Good. I'd had enough surprises for one watch.

Timeto complete myjob. | looked at the three bodies at my feet and
breathed heavily. It had been avery near dring. | checked them over
quickly again. Vital sgriswereal strong and steady, even my mother's.
Jacobi had not hed about the nerve gas. The three of them would be needed
in good hedlth by my ratcat masters, to explain the operation of Feynnwn.

| hated the way those thoughts sounded in my head. The deck thrummed
under my feet. It was very quiet in the control room. Wasthis triumph?

| thought of what my treachery had bought. | was different from Jacobi;

| didwhat | had to for my wife and my children. My mother's stem,
westhered face accused me even while unconscious.
Jacobi was buying legs and aface. What had | bought?

| was ddivering my cMdren's children, and their children, into davery

to thekzin. But at least they would be dive. There comesatime, |

realized, to doAhat isri& Not what isbest actualy. Nor what one would
prefer to do.

Mat isright.

| thought of davery and defeat and my family. Of honor.

Ofemptyplatitudes about freedom versus the harsh redlity of a

firost-rimed severed hand in a cryobox- | thought of
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orange striped shapes flashing through aforest, pursuing human children.
My children.

it was time to send for Kraach-Captain and his Heroes, to turn Feynnwn into
aTrojan Cat hill of kzin hardware, soldiers, and weapons. To help that
Trojan Cat prepare to break the back of the defense perimeter around Sol,
to allow the next kan fleet to destroy and conquer asthey had at
Wunderland. But at least | was not helping the dliensin exchange for anew
pair of legs, no.

| was better than Jacobi ... yet atiny voice jibed in my head. Nicht wahr?
How, exactly?

My body seemed on autopilot as| walked away fi-om the deeping bodies,
down themain ring corridor. The holoctibe fet very heavy in my inner
pocket as | walked back to the airlock and i re-entered the singleship. My
fingers automatically went so far asto orient Victrix'ssgna laser

correctly. | could tightbeam the message directly...

My fingers paused. Firdt, it would take me sometimeto unravel the
shipboard instructions for shutting down the ramscoop fields and fusion
drive.

Inmy mindiseye, | could see the kzin armada breaking the back of Sol.
Tightening their grip over dl of human space likeadendiing fist. |

could see my great-greatgrandchildren, close-mouthed davesin somekrin
household, wielding blowdryers and brushes on their indolent predator
masters.

just another dave race, eventually no better than a degenerate Jotok
Theimage Sckened me. | could imagine those future generationsreviling my
namein private, daves whispering to other davesin low voiceswhile

their magters dept. Tiny humans scurrying around huge kzin households,
secretly cursing the names of the humans who had sold
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their birthright, their future. My descendants would not remember them.
But | did. The hated names flowed easily over the tongue, echoing in my
mind.
Arnold.

Quiding.

Chien.

Easterhouse.

Upton-SchLeisser.

| turned away from the commset. Quickly, not thinking any more, | |eft
my singledlip. Back into Feynnwn. | walked to thethreelyingina
drugged stupor. | looked down at them, emotions waning within me.

My wife, my children: they would dieif | faled, yes. All life's

Sweetness, gone.

But they would at least know that |, husband and father-and most of all,
human-findly believed in things larger than mysdlf.

One hunian can make adifference, no matter what people like Jacobi said.
And perhapsit was not too late.

| made my decision. Swearing gently, | reached into my pouch for the
antidote ampulesto the nerve gas. My fingers shook alittle, but |

ignored it. | stabbed my mothees wrinkled neck with the drug and waited
for her to wake up.

Thiswas going to be hard. Owning up to who you are usudly is.

My mother had been right, damn her stem sod Once a Herrenmann, alwaysa
Herrenrnann.

She coughed once, her eyesfluttering, and tried to Sit up.

When shefindly became coherent, | told her every~ thing.



Chapter Four
PunicaFides

Go out like arocket, boy, not like afizzled, wet match. My mother had said
that. it had a certain dark ring that appealed to me.

Once again | made the journey from the k?n troopship to Feynman, across
the Deep between ars. Tliistime, though, | did soinasmal kzin
fighter, not my tiny snglesbip Victtix. The ship interior was huge,
orange-ht, built on ascalefor Ivin. Theair was cold and dry, making my
sinuses ache. | moved unobtrusively to one of the gunners stations, the
straps at their tightest ludicrously loose on Die. Jacobi was strapped in
acrossfrom me. | reftised to look at him.

The engines thrummed soffly, and | could hear KraachCaptain a id
Alien-Technologigt hissng and spitting fi-om the control ccOTit forward.
The sour-spicy smell of anger filled the cabin. | tried to ignore the angry
sounds. At least d-Asgravitic polarizer didn't give me ahammering
headache.

Victrix had been leftjust outsde the kzin vessdl, under heavy guard. | had
told the kztnti by tightbearn that the fusion point generators were
different than those used in the Swann, and that | was bringing asample
for their Ahen-Technologiststo studly.
VVhich wastrue, in amanner of speaking.

At the sametime, | told Kraach-Captain that | could not torture
information out of the humans onboard
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Feynawn. Nor could | determine how to shut the system down myself. |
needed expert help. | suspected sabotage, and booby traps, aswell
Jacobi didn't trust me, but Kraach-Captain saw me asardiable
beast-dave. The kzin thought that he understood the nature of the leash
around my neck. Still, he had brought Jacobi aong to keep an eye on me.
Up front, Kraach-Captain and Alien-Technologist sat huddled over their
thinscreens. They snarled arguments about the ramscoop fields and our
route through the tangled web of force. Kzin do not care for close
quarters, and the differentia in ra.nk made Kraach-Captain's temper
quite short. It was his place of honor as Conquest Hero, though, to board
and deactivate FeynTwn in person. | believed that he would have ingsted
onthis, evenif | had reported it possible to shut down the dowboat by
mysdf.

None of thiswould work without the kzin worship of the Warrior Heart.
Gamble after gamble after gamble, but the only gamein town....

Jacobi and | could seelittle from where we were packed next to one
another in the back of the ratcat fighter. He smelled sour with fear,
sweaty. What had broken in the kzin fighter to turn him into what he had
become? | ignored him asbest | could, and looked at the dots-andcomma
script of theloin language on various pieces of ratcat tech in my field

of vison.

"Kenneth," he whispered to me quietly.

| didn't look at him. Instead | continued to scan the interior of die
Spacecraft, lit in garish orange. | doubted that any humans had seen as
much of k2inti spacecraft asthe two of ushad over thelast few months.

| for one didn't understand much ofwhat we had seen. Kraach-Captain had
kept usin alargish cabin during the trip out to Feynnwn, with our own
supplies and autodoc.
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The occasiond trip outside the cabin looked like the kzin fighter ship

around us: cavernous spaces, orange lit Oddly shaped devices, flickering
thinscreens. Could that kind of information ever be of use? | shook my head,
trying to make sense of the dien spaces around me. 1 was asingleship pilot
and part-time smuggler, not agenius.

Jacobi's voice was an ing stent whisper, like apesky insect. "Did you find
your mother, boy?"

Now | turned and looked at him. -feah," | grated. Stay in character | did
what | must. | do not thank you for it."

Jacobi nodded. "In the coming years, Kenneth," he replied, "you will come
to seethat | had your best interests at heart." Jacobi start~ to reach out

to me, perhapsto pat my arm-

My expression stopped him cold, as| studied hisruined face, and smiled
likeakzin. | give you respect of sorts, JacoK even asatraitor. Because

of the scars you earned fighting the kzin. But don't push me.”

Outrage glinted in hiseyes. "And what are you? A saint?-

| am nothing like you, Jacobi. Nothing. Now sedl it and lock it down,

before | see how long it would take Kraach-Captain to get back here and
pull my hands from around your miserable throat."
Hefdl Slent.

Therest of the trip was gtuet, except for more unintelligible snarling
argumentsin the Herds Tongue from the command cockpit. From Jacobi | could
have found out what Kraach-Captain and Ahen-Technologist were saying, but
| think that | understood the gist. Irritation seems quite universal among
sentient beings.

| had left the outer airlock open when | had departed Feyninan in Vwtnx.
Thatway the kan crewtunnel mechanism could adapt and sedl the two vessels
together. We were instructed to leave our helmets open and to come
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along. Theold kzin was clearly impatient, ready to get started on the

red job.

Kraach-Captain paused for amoment before we left the kzin airlock He
bent nearly double and put hisface near mine, rasped, "Think of your
cubs and your mate. Their fateisin your hands."

"I know that, Kraach-captain.” i studioudy looked to one side of his
huge eyes.

He coughed and spat in reply, then he and AlienTechnologist herded us
into Feynnwn. Alien-Technologist had acomplicated device clipped to his
forearm. It beeped at intervals.

| felt aheavy weight on my shoulder. A four-fingered black hand squeezed
likeavise. "l-ead usto the control lair;1l Kraach-Captain rumbled. |
walked them dong the main ring corridor. The kzinti had to stoop. |
thought that | heard Ahen-Technologist hiss-spit something at Kraach-
Captain, who coughed kzin laughter in reply. Perhaps ajoke about the
edibility of the passengersin cryosuspension.

| lead them into the cramped control room, fegling the tension build. |
pointed to the deeping bodies on the floor. Careful, careful ...

"-four sources of information, Kraach-Captain,” | said. 'They dtered the
ship systems such that | cannot turn off the ramscoop.”

Kraach-Captain sniffed through his open faceplate, looking around the
control room.'We will dedl with them inamoment,” he rasped. " Show us
these ship systems.”

| smoothly caled up the various subroutines on the main viewscreen.
Jacobi was leaning over my shoulder to see better. First, the safety
interlocks. Since the fusion drive used interstellar matter swept up by
ramscoop fidds, shutting the fields down was a delicate matter. | showed
them encrypted block after encrypted block at every step
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of the shutdown commands. The kzinti rumbled and hissed their impatience.
Clawstapped at keypads asthey caled up diagnostic subroutinesfar more
quickly than | had expected.

I snuck aglance at the chronometer above the centra console. It was
amost time.

Kraach-Captain turned to me. "Prepare one of these for interrogation.” A
claw flicked at the three deeping bodies.

| carefully lifted the body of my mother, and moved to put her in achair.
"No," thundered Kraach-Captain." That one would be too fragile." He hissed
and spat at Alien-Technologist, who yowled in reply.

Jacobi looked thoughtful. "Dominant One, may | spesk?
A cardesswave of u:nsheathed claws.

"it could be," Jacobi continued, "that an older human would be a better
choice. Heroes have ... ah, atendency to overestimate human tolerances.
Thewrithings of ayoung male might be misinterpreted as defiance.” He
carefully looked away.

"Hrrrr. . ." mused Kraach-Captain. "Y ou couldwel | beright, cull. Prepare
her."

| moved to tie my mother down in the chair.

There was a sudden broad-band squed across al commlink frequencies. The
two diens shrieked in pain and surprise a the sound. It was loudest from
the huge wristband on Alien-Technologist. Kraach-Captain looked at the main
viewscreen in time to see amulticolored bloom of ionized gas fluorescing
where hisvessd waited.

The kzin stared at the screen, not breathing. The cloud of gas glowed,
changing from blue to yellow to reddish asit cooled and expanded. Behind
their backs, quick asan
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eyeblink, my mother shot from the chair into the corridor, bounding in the
low gravity.

Kraach-Captain'simpressive ears drooped suddenly, then folded tightly into
knots. The orange ruff visible around hishelmet sedl puffed out in rage.
"Deeth Cry," he growled past thin black lips.

The old kzin turned andlookedat me, smiling7likea.... likeakzin. 'V hat

have you done?

I looked him back in the eye, carefully moving to one sde.-Me,

fusion-point generator | brought back in Vicmx was sabotaged. Itjust fried
theingde of your troopship, Kraach-captain.”

Ahen-Technologist started to snarl something, but Kraach-Captain dashed a
gesturefor quiet. His claws unsheathed, he gathered himself to leap.
Nervoudy | prepared myself asbest | could to dodge the elderly kzin's
attack.

From behind the huge dien, Klaus Bergen suddenly leaped up like achil&s
toy from hisfase deep in the microgravity. He thrust a sharpened power
conduit into Kraach-Captain's massive back. The kzin spread his huge arms
in an enormous embrace, his scream going up and up in frequency-

-into slence. He hung limply in midair as his pelt began to smoke.

Madchen Franke shoved an dectrode into AlienTechnologist. She was quick,
but the kzin caught her with one spasTning swipe, tearing her arm off As

she dammed into a bulkheed, blood spurting from afleshy gaping socket,
Ahen-Tecbnologist roared and collapsed in convulsions.

Bergen'sface was amask of grief, but he never eased hisgrip on the
electrode lodged in Kraach-Captain's back.

My mother peered into the control room, alaser aimed and ready. She looked
around quickly, tossed methe laser.
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Quickly, she grabbed the dectrode piercing AlienTechnologist, sanding
above the coneussedwoman lying on the deck.

Jacobi looked wildly from sSdeto side at the twitching kzintL At two

crew carefully holding the e ectrodes steady His eyesjerked toward me.
"You," heexclamed.

"Me" | replied, putting down the |aser.

Then | broke his neck with my own hands. | felt nothing.

We bad Trojan Horsed the Trojan Cat. Or perhaps Trojan Monkeyed the
Trojan Cat.

My mother stood oveTuswith the welding laser while Bergen and | quickly
but very carefully bound the two unconscious kzin. Franke had lost
consciousnessimmediately. We could leave her for afew minutes without
risking significant further damage. If there was one thing the crew of
Feynnwn knew, it was cryosuspension.

| entered the kzin fighter ship in search of medical supplies. | was

careful not to touch anything. Thisfighter was avery important prize

now. There could be booby traps anywhere. Strange devices, complicated
controls. | couldn't make sense ofit. Perhaps wiser heads than mine

could.

, Well done, my son,” | heard my mother say to me as| sealed thekzin
ship behind me. "1 am proud.”

| smiled tightly, but shook my head alittle. | did what | had to do.

stiff, I would never know the price | paid, nor what | bad bought.

But a least it felt -right.

Later, | stood in thetiny control room of the Feynman. Starsfilled the
screen, ariot of gaudy pinpoints against velvet blackness. With some
thought and careful
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onentation, | was ableto pick out Sol. The sight still didn't warm me, nor
make mefed victorious,

| heard avoice behind me. -Son?

"Y es, mother? | replied, not needing to turn around.

"It'stime." Her voice was old, yes, but it still crackled and burned with
atrace of Herrenmann command.

| fdlt the familiar argument risein my throat. | don't see whywe can't at

least try to understand the ratcat drive. Ifwe succeed, wewould. . ."

qf, if, if," sheinterrupted softly, -fou know perféctly wel that the kdn

booby trap their devices to keep them out of dave-race hands. And we dare
not risk either of our captivesto explain the fail safes here and now-

Shewas Tight, irritatingly right. Both Kraach-Captain and
Ahen-'D~,chnologist would be invauable to unlocking the secrets of kzin
technology when we reached Sol. But the dienswerefar too large and
strong to keep conscious. That was art unacceptablerisk in asmal
lifebubble. Life supportwas areadybeginning to break down on Feynman. It
stank We had rigged two colddeep chambers for our alien captivesand iced
them down for thetrip.

But only after we had carefully deep-suspended Madchen Franke. She would
reawaken on Earth intact andhealed.

Kraach-Captain had never redlly wakened before we chilled him down. His
I<zin physiology had put his body into hibernation state without the
biochemica tricks we humans needed for suspension, | never had the chance
to explain to the dien ratcat about human honor.
Or human vengeance.

My mother and Iwatched the stars together for atimein silence.

| said nothing, Why should victory taste of ashes?

Finally she spoke. "Remember this, my son. Had you succeeded in the
origina plan, you would have saved their
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lives, true. But asdaves." She gestured Solward." Perhaps, with our new
cargo, we have achance at leveling the playing field with the kzin. We can
dart to erase their technological advantage, to drive them back." Shewas
right. Anintact kzin fighter and crewwas a prize indeed. Butstig...

| felt my mouth forrn atense line across my face. "it isn't enough. Shama
and the children_--they need to know that | did not betray them."

They cannot-and must not-know. The kzin must think that their Trojan Horse
expedition failed utterly. - | heard anironic smilein her voice. "But

think, Kenneth: you judged me yoursdlf, did you not? A coward and a
traitor, | believe. Both of usdid what we did. What we had to do."
WouldShama have faith in me? Would my children see me as pawn to the kzin,
or asahero? Would they ever know how | redly felt, what | had done?
Ded tvith it. My mother's words echoed in my head. Thiswas honor, the
thin reassurance that | had done the right thing? It could not compare to
seeing my wife and children again. To telling them in person.

| felt atugging at my arm, and looked down to see agnarled, blue-veined
hand at my elbow. | could see bow the long years of exposureto the
ramscoop fusion drive had aged her, burning away everyftiing but her
devotion to acause. And | knew how empty victory could make you fed.
"Itistimefor you to take the colddeep,” she said smply. ™Y ou will

awaken at Sol, a hero. Perhaps you can convince the Earthersto let you
return to Wunderland, to battle for what you believe." Therewasady
smile playing about her aged face.

Even smiling, the face seemed stern. A mirror to my own, as| had recently
discovered. How had | not seenit? | had been blinded by my own knotty
corifficts.
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"No," | told her. "I'll stay awake-with you."

A dight squeeze on my arm. "Kenneth, Bergen knows Feynnwn far better than
you."

"Thereisnothing Bergen knowsthat | cannot learn.-

She smiled wanly. "No, there is nothing you cannot learn. But ill, you

must deep.”
"Y ou deserve to deep, then.”

"Asfor me, | am too old to take the rigors of colddeep, except for deep
suspension.” She chuckled abit. "But do not worry, Kenneth. Klausand 1,
we make quite the team.”

| couldn't find the words in my Herrenmann mouth to expresshow | felt |
nodded agreement

"Itisdl right,” she soothed, standing up abit straighter. | may be

feeble, but never confuse that with weakness, Do not forget that | am
Herrenmann, asareyou.” A chucklein the dim control room. | will bethere
to wakenyou at Sal, i ny son, as| used to do when you were achildl never
expected to have that honor again.”

Finaly I smply nodded. | had no words.

| started to adjust the viewscreen, to get alast glimpse of Alpha Centauri
before leaving the control room. To seethe faint glimmer of light that

four years ago had shone on my wife and children, Principle willing. But
even as| began to touch the keypads, my mothefs hands gently turned me
around. She peered intently into my face.

"Never backward, Kenneth." Her voice was old, yes, but very strong. "Always
look forward. That iswhat every Herrenmann must do.”

That iswhat Herrennwntwn do. | nodded tightly. Ile future had to be focus,
for now.

We walked together away from the warm lights of the control room. Toward
the colddegp chambers. | thought of the sunny seas of Earth, the sdty
waters, and tried to ignore the images flitting behind my eyes, images of
small pae shadows fleeing hopelesdy through lesfy glades.



