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u Prol ogue

Durvash the tnuctipun knew he was dyi ng. The thought did not bother
hi m over much-he was a warrior of a peculiar and desperate kind and had never
expected to survive the War-but the consciousness of failure was far worse
than the wound al ong his side.



Breath rasped harsh between his fangs. Thin fringed |ips drew back
fromthem fledged with purple blood fromhis injured airsac. Unbending will
kept all fourteen digits splayed on the rough rock; the light gravity of this
wor |l d hel ped, as well. Cold wi nd hooted down fromthe hei ghts, plucking at
himuntil he cane to a crack that was deep enough for a leg and an arny the
long flexible fingers on both wound into irregularities, anchoring him He
turned his head back down into the valley and cl osed both visible-light eyes,
opening the third in the center of his forehead and straining against the
dark into the depths of the valley. Yes. Miltiple heat-sources in the
thrintun-size range, and there were no large endothermic aninmals on this
worl d. Nothing but thrintun and their slaves and foodyeast in the oceans and
huge bandersnatch worns to convert it into protein.

Li ght - headed, Durvash giggled at that. There had been bandersnatch on
this world, until the supposedly nonsentient wornms had all turned on their
thrint masters one day. Just as the sunflowers that guarded Sl aver estates
had all focused their beans inward. A thousand ot her surprises had happened
that day; two centuries before Durvash was born, at the begi nning of
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the War. The Slavers had never suspected, never suspected that the
tnucti pun engi neers had devised a barrier against their tel epathic hypnosis,
never suspected that the tnuctipun fleet that vani shed into space when the
Sl avers found their homeworld would return one day. Thrint were fewer now

So are tnu~>un, he thought, sobering; it did not do to depend on
Sl aver stupidity anynore. Most of the very stupid ones had died early in the
conflict, along with a dozen thrintun slave species. The survivors were
desperate. The information he had weasel ed out ofthe base on this world was
proof of that.

Durvash continued scanning, straining his eye up into the | ower
el ectromagnetic spectra. Over a dozen thrintun were toiling up the sl opes
bel ow hi m They had sl ave trackers-a species of borderline sapience but very
sensitive noses-and hand weapons, and a powered sled with Iimted flight
capabilities. He drew his sidearm a round ball of energy with a handle, and
whi spered to it. The tool withed and settled into a pistol-shape; he spoke
i nstructions and an aim ng-grid opened out above it. The map of the valley
showed geol ogi cal fault lines, but he would have to be very careful.

A word marked a spot on the map. "Twenty nanoseconds,” he said, and
turned to jam his head agai nst the rock and squeeze all three eyes shut.
Hol di ng the weapon behind himhe pulled the trigger. It would fire only for
the specified time, on the specified spot . . . whuunp. CRACK Hot air bl asted
at him slamm ng himback and forth, until broken shards of bone in his
t horax gnawed at the edges of his breathing-sac. Automatic reflex clanped his
nostril shut and made himwant to curl into a ball, but tnuctipun had evol ved
as arboreal carnivores on a world of very active geol ogy. They had a well -
founded instinct about hanging on tight when the ground shook. Then
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rock groaned all around him |oud enough al nbst to drown out the
sound of a falling nmountainside across the valley, nmegatons of nass
aval anchi ng down on the river and the thrint hunters.

Total matter-energy conversion is a very active thing, even if only
for twenty nanoseconds in a limted space.

Instinct kept his digits clamped tight on rock and weapon. \Wen he
woke again, he thought it was night for a noment. Then he realized it was
only bl ackness before his eyes, and the pain began. It came and went in
waves, in time to the thundering in his resonator nenbranes; his neck hurt
fromthe | oudness of it. Durvash spat bl ood and phl egm and growl ed deep in



his throat. He crawl ed up the rock, crawled and craw ed until he left a broad
dark snmear on the stone, fresh trail for the thrint hunters that would
follow He alnost missed the cover of his hidehole.

Opening it was nore pain, the pain of fill consciousness to tap out
t he code sequence. By the tine he reached the end of the tunnel bored through
the mountain and sank into the control chanmber of the tiny spaceship, he was
whi npering for his nother. He nmade it, though, and sl apped a pal m down on the
controls. Medical sensors sedated himand began the process of healing as
best they coul d; other machi nes activated renote eyes and prepared to lift
of f as soon as practical

| made it, he knew, as pain lifted and darkness drifted down.
Conpensators whined as the ship lifted. W can stop Suicide N ght.

Hal fway around the planet a single unwi nking eye | ooked down on a
di splay. A hand like a three-fingered mechanical grab touched controls.

"Launch a Godfist at these coordinates,” the thrint officer rasped,
his tendrils clenched tight to his nmouth in determ nation. 10
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"Master-" the three-armed slave technician said in agitation. A
Codfi st was a heavy bonmbardment weapon, a small spaceship in itself with a
hi gh-1 evel conputer, and well-arned for self-defence. The warhead held nearly
a kilogramof antimatter. After it landed there would be very little left of
the continent.

OBEY; the thrint commanded. The Power cl anmped down brutally; the
Sl aver could feel the technician's acute desire to be el sewhere.

I wish | were elsewhere too, the thrint thought bitterly, watching
the CGodfist lift on the renpte screens. | wish | were at the racetrack or
with a female. | wish | were canals and teach home with Mt her.

"What does it matter?" he said to the air. "W're all going to die
anyway." I n about twenty years; the garrison here was to withdraw and | eave
only the foodyeast-supervisor quite soon. Dubious if they would make it to
the next thrint-held system anyway. The Power was of little use in a space
battl e agai nst shielded tnuctipun vessels. "At least this powerlosssucking
mucti pun spy will die before us.”

As it turned out, he was wong.

CHOW

M xed crowd toni ght, Harold thought, as he watched Suuomalisen's
broad and di ssatisfied back push through the crowd and the beaded curtain
over the entrance. Sweat stained the fat man's white linen suit, and a haze
of snoke hung below the ceiling as the fresher system fought overstrain. The
screened booths along the walls and the tables around the sunken dance-fl oor
were crowded, figures withing there to the musiconp's Meddl ehoffer beat, a
t hree-deep nob along the |long brass-railed bar. Blue uniforms of the United
Nati ons Space Navy, gray-green of the Free Winderl and forces, gaudy-glitzy
dress of civilian hangers-on and the new civilian elite of ex-guerrillas and
war profiteers grown rich on contracts and confiscated coll abo properties.
Drinki ng, eating, talking, doing business ranging fromthe romantic to the
econom ¢, or conbinations; and nbpst were snoking as well. Sone of the
xenosophont custoners woul d be unconfortable in the extrene; Honb satins
sapiens is alnost unique in its ability to tolerate tobacco.

Tough, he deci ded. CQutside the hol osign would be floating before the
brick: HAROLD S TERRAN BAR A WORLD ON I TS OMN. Bel ow that in | ower-case
print: humans only. The fat man had chosen to ignore that mhis brief spel
as quasi-owner, and Harold agreed with the decision. The sign had been a
smal |l raised finger to the kzinti during the occupation years; now that
humans rul ed the Al pha Centauri system again, anyone who coul d pay was
wel cone. There were even 12 Ma+Kzin Wars V



a depressed-1ooking pair of kzin in a booth offat the far corner, the
hi ss-spit-snarl of the Hero's Tongue coming faintdy through their privacy
screen. That was the only table not crowded, but quarter-ton felinoid
carnivores did not nake for brash intrusion

But it's a human hangout, and if the aliens can't like it, they can
go el sewhere, he deci ded.

"dad to see the last of him boss,"” the waitress said, laying a
platter and a stein in front of him "I'd rather work for a kzin."

"Good thing you didn't have to, then," Harold said, a grin creasing
hi s basset-hound features between the jug ears. Suuomalisen had bought under
the inpression-correct-that Harold was on the run fromthe coll aborationi st
government, right towards the end of the kzinti occupation. He had al so been
under the inpression-false-that he was buying a controlling interest; in
fact, the fine print had left real control with a consortium of enployees. He
had been glad to resell back to the original owner, and at a tasty profit for
Har ol d.

Akvavit, beer chaser, and plate of grilled grunblies wth dipping
sauce call ed; he added a cigarette and deci ded the evening was nearly
conpl et e.

"Conpl etely conpl ete,
and bowed over a hand.

"What's conpl ete?" she said. Ingrid SchotterYarthkin was tall,
Belter-slim the strip-cut of her hair |ooked exotic above the eveni ng gown
she wore to oversee the backroom ganbling operation

"Life, sweetheart."

he murmured, as his wife joined him he stood

"At seventy-three?" she said; Winderl and years, slighdy shorter clan
Terran. She had been only two years younger than he when they were grow ng up
in the old Winderl and before the ratcat invasion. Now, tinedilation and
interstellar cold sleep had left her |less than half his biological age.
M ddl e- aged spread al ready? ~
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"I'"'mspreadi ng nyself thin, personally,"” C aude Montberrat-Pal nme
said, sliding in tojoin them

Harol d grunted. The ex-policeman was thin, with the el ongated build
and nobil e ears of a purebred Winderl andHerrenma#n. He al so wore the
asymmetric beard favored by the old aristocracy.

"Seens sort of strange to be back to private life," Harold said
nmusi ngl y.

Cl aude shuddered. "Count it lucky we weren't put before a court," he
sai d.

"Speak for yourself."

Cl aude wi nced slightly; he had been police chief of Minchen under the
kzinti occupation. Resister before Winderl and surrendered to the invaders,
then a genui ne col |l aborator; soneone had to hold society together, to get
what ever was possible fromthe kzin. Earth was |osing the war. But then-

Then I ngrid cane back, with the Belter captain, and C aude's world
cane apart His help to the resistance had been effective, and tinely enough
to save himfroma firing squad. Not tinmely enough to save hisjob as police
conmi ssi oner, of course. Harold was tarred with the edge of the sane brush;
anyone who rmade noney under the occupation was suspect in these new
puritani cal days, as were the aristocrats who had perforce cooperated wth
the alien invaders. There was irony for you-. . . especially considering how
t he conmmons had groveled to the kzin, and worked to keep their war factories
goi ng during the invasions of Sol System Double irony for Harold, since he
was a Herrenmann's bastard and so never really accepted by his father's
ki ndred. That mi ght have changed if fol k knew exactly what Harold and Ingrid



and that Sol Belter Jonah Matthi eson had done out in the Serpent Swarm

It would be too an exageration to say that the three of themwell,
they three plus Jonah Matthi eson- Mandol i n Vays v

had won the war; but it wouldn't be too |arge an expan~inn of th ~
troth to c:~v that without themth, ~ war



wni |l rl h~veheen | nct
"Her oes are not w thout honor," Claude said. "Save in their own
countries. PerhaDs we should wite a book

totell nils troll ctnrv "

"Sure," Harold said. "That would really make that ARM bastard happy.
Ri ght now he's happy, but-"

Cl aude's knowi ng grin stopped him "Yes, of course. No books." He
shrugged. "So we know. but no one el se

Loo "

And at that General Early had been tenpted to nake all four of them
vani sh, no matter their service to the UN. There woul d have been no trials.
Freedom or a qui et di sappearance, and for some reason-perhaps Early really
had some human enotions-they' d been turned | cose with their nmenories nore or
| ess intact.

They all frowned; Harold thoughtfully, Iooking down at the wi neglass
he roll ed between his pal ns.

"I don't like it," Ingrid said. "Ch, | don't nmiss the fame -nore
trouble than it's worth, we'd have to beat off publicity-seekers and
vi brobrains with dubs. | don't like General Bulord Early-renenber, | worked

for himback in Sol Systeni-Ingrid had escaped the original kzin attack
onAl pha Centauri and made the twenty-year trip back to Sol in suspended
animation-"and | don't like the ARMgetting a foothold here. Wat did our
ancestors cone herefor, if not to get away fromthenf"

Bot h nen nodded agreenent. In theory, the ARM were the technol ogica
police of the United Nations, charged with keeping track of new devel opnents
and controlling those that menaced social peace. That turned out to be al
new t echnol ogy, and the ARM had grown until it nore-or-less set UN policy.
For three centuries they had kept Sol Systemlocked in pacifistic stasis, to
t he point where even the nenory of conflict we fading and a nminor scuffle got
peopl e sent to the
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psychists for "repair." That placid changel essness and the grow ng
sameness of life in the overcrowded, overregul ated sol ar system had been a
strong force behind the interstell ar exodus.

The ARM had kept Sol ar humanity from maki ng ready after the first
kzinti warship attacked a human vessel, right up to the arrival of the First
Fl eet from conquered Al pha Centauri. The operators of the big | aunch-1asers
on Mercury had had to virtuallynmut'?'y to fight back, even when the kzin
battl ecruisers started beam ng asteroid habitats.

"I don't like the way Early's so cozy with the new government,"
Harol d grow ed

“I'n the long run, luck goes only to the efficient,"” C aude said, and
t he ot hers nodded again, because it wasn't hard to guess his train of
t hought .

The war was ended by pure luck: the weird aliens who sold the faster-
t han-1ight spacedrive to the human col onists on W Made It had really won the
war for Sol. The kzin Fifth Fl eet would have crushed all resistance, if there
had been time for it to launch from Al pha Centauri and cover the 4.3 |ight-



years at .8 c¢c. Chuut-Riit, the last kzin Governor, had been a strategic
geni us; even nmore rare in his species, he never attacked until he was ready.
Fortunately for humanity, that Chunt-Riit hadn't lived to send that fleet.

It had been BuSord Early's idea to send in an assassin teamw th the
scoopship Yamanoto's raid as a cover. Jonah, and Ingrid, and an intelligent
ship that had gone insane. A mad schene, one that shoul dn't have worked, but
it was all Earth could try-and it had worked. Was Ceneral Early a military
genius, or incredibly lucky?

Now t he hyperdrive woul d open the universe to Man. The probl em was
that it elimnated the noat of distance; the hypet~ave, the comunications
version of the device, gave contact with Earth in mere hours. 16
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Cultures grown alien in centuries of isolation were thrown together
and serious interstellar politics becane possible once nore, and ARM
Ceneral Buford Early was right in the middle of it all.
U thoroughly agree," C aude said. "He's got Markham under his thunb,
and a nunmber of others. It's already unwise to cross him"
"AsJonah found out,"” Ingrid sighed.

Harold felt a prickle of irritation. True, Ingrid had chosen hi mwhen
both C aude and the Sol-Belter were very nmuch avail abl e-but he didn't like to
be rem nded of it. Even less he didn't want to be remnmi nded that she and Jonah
had been |l overs as well as teammates. It hadn't hel ped that the younger nman
refused all help fromthem |ater

She shook her head. "PoorJonah. He should not have been so . . . so
brusque with General Early. Butord is older than the Long Peace, and he can
tee . . . uncivilised."

CHAPTER Two

Jonah Matthi eson bel ched and settled his back against the granite of
the plinth. The long sunset of Wnderland was well under way. Tall cl ouds
hung hot-gold nearly to the zenith ofthe pal e blue sky, where the dome of
ni ght was darkening. Along the western horizon bands of purple shaded down to
crimson and sal non pink. \War had done that, the Yananmpto's raid two years ago
poundi ng the northern pole with kinetic-energy mssiles at near |ight speed,
then the fighting with the Crashl ander armada | ater, which had included a
fair number of highyield weapons on kzinti hol douts. There was a | ot of dust
in the atnosphere. Winderland is a small planet, half Earth's dianeter and
much | ess dense, a super-Mars; the gravitational gradient was small, and the
air extended proportionately farther out. Hence there was a | ot of at nosphere
for it to fill.

And a wonderful sunset for one nustered-out stingship pilot to sit
and saver, particularly if he was drunk enough. Unfortunately the bottle was
enpty.

A sudden spasm of rage sent it flying, out to crash anmong the other
debris along the front ofthe Ritterhaus. The anci ent government house had
been a |l ast strongpoint for the kzinti garrison in Minchen. Scaffol ding
covered the front of the mellow stone, but the work went slowy while nore
essential repairs were attended to. Mich Centauran industry had been
converted to war production during the occupation, and what survived was now
produci ng for the United Nations Space Navy and Winderl and's own grow ng
forces. 18 Man Kiin Wars V

Jonah | urched erect, mouth working against the foul taste, blinking
gritty eyes. For a nonent the sensation rem nded him

"Ch, Single, | hurt."

They had conme from Earth, Jonah and Inglid and the artificial



intelligence ship Cats~ne; and the ship's conme puter had found somet hing that
shoul dn't have been there. A ship that had floated in the Belt for so |ong
thatit had accreted enough dust to becone an asteroid. A ship held unchanging
in stasis, unchanging f or billions of years, untilitwasawakened.
Not j ust t heshi p. The Master

Jonah shudder ed.

That had been one of the times the thrint's m ndcontrol had slipped.
It had been busy, keeping control of all the mnds of the Free Winderl and
flotilla, trying to find out what had gone on during the several billion
years it had lain in timeless stasis.

Eyes bl urb, busing, skm hang ose and Ray and ol d around the~i st sof
bl eedi nghands, spaced wi t hground- nmd*t.

Thrint tended to forget to tell their slaves to renmenber persona
mai nt enance; they were not a very bright species. Wat humans would call an
| Q of 80 was about average for Thrintun, and Dnivtopun hadn't been a genius
by Sl aver standards. That had been al nost the worst ofthe subconscious
hum liation. The Master had been so stupid-and under the Power you coul dn't
hel p but try to change that, to rack your brains for hel pful solutions. Help
the Master!

Jonah had been the one to crack the problem of naking a new anmplifier
hel met to increase the psionic powers of the revenant Slaver. That woul d have
made Dni vtopun master of the Al pha Centauri system and every human and kzin
living there. Made himruler of a new Sl aver enpire, because there had been
fertile thrint femal es and young in the ship, the ship encased in its stasis
field and the asteroid that had accreted about it over the thousands of
mllennia.
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He nmoaned and pressed the heels of his hands to his tenples. Yes,
he'd broken free for an instant et the end, enough to struggle w th Markham
U f Rei chstei nMarkham who had |iked the tel epathic hypnosis the Sl aver
i nposed. The psychi sts had erased Markhamis nmenories of that; now he was a
hero, space-guerrilla kzin-killing Resistance fighter and stalwart of the
Provi si onal Government. The psychists hadn't been nearly as thorough
wi t hJonah Matthi eson, one-time Terran Belter, ex-conbat pilot in the UNSN
assassin of Chuut-Riit. They'd just given hima strong bl ock about the secret
aspects of the affair, and turned himloose. He was supposed to recover fully
intinme, too. Not soon enough to have his job back, of course. No one wanted
an unstabl e conmbat pilot. They'd give himhis rank, but he'd be a paper
shuffler, a useless man in a useless job. So he'd asked to go hone. Belter
prospectors were slightly mad anyway. And he | earned that a hyperdrive
transport back to Sol was out of the question, and there wasn't even a place
for himin cold sleep aboard a sl owshi p. Shune paper or get lost. O course
they'd hinted there was one other possibility, one he'd hated even nore than
shuf fling paper.

He' d been bitter about that. That had led to nore trouble .

A man was wal king by, with the brisk step of someone with a purpose
and somewhere to go.

"Qut Herr, spare some noney to feed a veteran?' Jonah asked. He
despi sed hinsel feach tine he did this, but it was the price of the oblivion
he craved.

“lieber Heir CGott," the man's voice rasped. Wnderland was |ike that,
conservative: they even swore by God instead of Finagle. It had been settled
by North European plutocrats uneasy with the way Earth was headi ng under the
UN and theARM "You again! This is the third tinme today!"



St arded, Jonah | ooked up. The face was unfamliar, 20

cl enched and hostile under a wi de-brunrned straw hat. The man's suit
was of fensively white and clean, a |inen bushjacket. Some well-to-do
out backer in town on business.

"Sorry, sir," Jonah said, backing up slightly. "Honest -1 didn't | ook
at your face, just your hands and the noney. Please, | won't hit on you
again, | promse."

" Here. " A solid gold-alloy coin, anodher Wnderl| ander
ar~achrorfis~r~ "And here, another. To keep your nmenory fresh. Do not bot her
me again, or the polezi I will call." Frowmung: " How did a conbat veteran

cone to dais?"

Jonah ground the coins together in his fist, alnpbst tenpted to throw
dhem after the retreating back of dhe spindly |lowgravity. Because the
bl oodyARM i s purushngne! he screamed nental ly. Because | spoke out! Not
anyt hi ng treasonable, no secrets, no attenpt to evade dhe bl ocks in his
m nd. Just dhe trudh, chat dhey were still hording beck technol ogical secrets-
had even while Earth faced defeat at kzinti hands-dint dhey were conspiring
to put dhe whol e human race back into stasis, tile way they had in dhe dlree
centuries of dhe Long Peace, before dhe kzinti came. That the ARM had secret
links, secret organizations on all the human-settled worlds. Buford Early,
Prehi storic Man, has frozen me out. The ARM general probably thought he was
giving a gentle warning, tugging on his clandestine contacts until every
regul ar enpl oyment was closed to Matthieson. So that Mtthi eson would cone
craw i ng beck, eventually.

Early was at |east two centuries old, probably nore. A d enough to
renmenber when military history was taught in the schools, not forbidden as
por nogr aphy. Possibly old enough to have fought agai nst other humans in a
war. He was very patient . . . and he had hinted that Jonah woul d make a good
recruit for the ARM if he altered his attitudes. Perhaps even for sonething
nore secret than the ARM the thing hinted at by the collaboration with the
oyabun crinel ords here

Ma+K~ Wars V
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in the al pha Centauri system Jonah had threatened to reveal that.

Go right ahead, lieu~nant, Bubord had said, |laughing. It creased his
carved- ebony face, gave you sone idea of how ancient he really was, how
little was left of humanity in him Laughter in the gravel voice: It's been
done before. Wol e books published about it. Nobody believes the books, and
t hen t heysonmehowdon' t getrepr~nted or coped.

"Finagle eat nmy eyes if I'll cram to you, you bl eeping tyrant, "Jonah
whi spered softly to hinself.

He | ooked down at the coins in his hand; a five-krona and a ten
Enough to eat on for a couple of weeks, if you didn't mnd sl eeping outside
inthe mld subtropical nights. OF course, that nade it nore |ikely someone
woul d ki ck your head in and rob you, in the areas where they |let vagrants
settle. Another figure was crossing the square, a wonan this tinme, in rough
but serviceable overalls and a heavy strakkaker in a holster on one hip.



"Ma' an?" Jonah asked. USpare sone eating noney for a veteran down on
his [uck?"

She st opped, |ooking himup and down shrewdly. Stocky and m ddl e-
aged, pushing seventy, with rims of black under her fingernails. Not one of
the tall slimnobile-eared aristocrats of the Nineteen Families, the ones who
had first settled Winderland. A commoner, with a hint of a nasal accent to
her Winder| ander that suggested the German-Balt-Dutch-Dani sh hybrid was not
her native tongue.

"Pilot?" she said sceptically.

"I was, yes,"Jonah said, bracing erect. He felt a slight prickle of

surprise when she read off the unit and section tabs still woven into the
grimy synthetic of his underset.
,, TOhfen you |l know systens . . . atnosphere "m ning?

"We'| | see." The questions stabbed out, quick and know edgeable. "Al
she said at last. "I won't give 22
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right,’

you a fennig for a handout, but | could have a job for you."

Hope was nore pai nful than hunger or hangover. "Wo do | have to
kill?" he said.

She rai sed her brows, then showed teeth. "Ach, you joke. CGood, spirit
you have."

She held out a belt unit, and he laid a palmon it as hope flickered
out. There would be a trace on it fromthe net, General Early would have seen
to that. There had been other prospects.

"Hhrm " she grunted. "Well, a good record would not have you squatting
inthe ruins, snelling . . . " She winkled her nose and seenmed to consi der
"Here." She pulled out a printer and keyed it, then handed himthe sheet it
extruded, together with a credit chip. "I am Hel dja El adsson, project manager
for Skognara M nerals, a Suuomalisen conpany.

"I fyou show up at the listed address in two days, there will be work.
| am short several hands; skilled |labor is scarce, and my contract will not

wait. The work is hard but the pay is good. There's enough noney in the chip
to keep you blind drunk for a week, if that's your problem And enough for a
backcountry kit, working clothes and such, if you want thejob. Be dhere or
not, as you pl ease."

She turned on her heel and left. Al pha Centauri had set, but the eye-

straining point source that was Beta was still aloft, and the noon

"I won't spend the chip on booze," he said to hinself. "But by
Mur phy' s ghost, I'mgoing to celebrate with the coins that smug-faced farner
gave ne."

The question of where to do it remai ned. Then his eyes nan~owed
defiandy. Sonewhere to clean up first, then- yes, then he'd hit Harold's
Terran Bar. It would be good to sit down and order. Damed if he woul d have
taken Harold Yarthkin's charity, dhough. Not ifhe were staving.

The chances were he'd be the only Terran there, anyway.

CHAPTER THREE

M ni ster the Honorable U f Reichstein-Mrkhamregarded the Terran
wi th suspicion. The office of the Mnister for War ofthe Provisiona
Government was as austere as the man hinself, a stark stone rectangle on the
top door of the Ritterhaus. Its only luxuries were size and the sweeping view
of the Founder's Menorial and Hans-Jorge Square; for the rest it held a
severely practical desk and retrieval system a cot for occasional sleep, and
a few kni ckknacks. The dried ear of a kzin warrior, a picture of Markham s
not her -who had the sane bl eakly handsome, hatchet-faced Herrenmann | ooks wth



a steel-trap jaw and a nodel of the N etzsche, Markham s ship during nost of
his years as a | eader of Resistance guerrillas in the Serpent Swarm the
asteroid belt around Al pha Centauri. Markham hinself was a young man, only a
little over thirty-five; blond asymretric beard and wiry cl ose-cropped hair,
tall lean body held ranrod-tight in his plain grey uniform

"Wy, exactly, do you wish to block further renovation of the Minchen
Schol ari un?" he said, in his pedantic Wnderl ander-fl avored English. It held
| ess of that guttural undertone than it had a year ago.

General Butord Early, UN Space Navy, |ounged back in the chair and
drew on his cheroot. He | ooked to be in late niddl e age, perhaps eighty or
ni nety, a thickbodi ed bl ack man wi th nassive shoul ders and arns and a runpl ed
bl ue undress uniform The look was a f nely crafted artifact. 24
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" Duplication of ef f art, " he said. " Earth and W Made It are
produci ng technol ogi cal innovations as quickly as interstellar industry can
assimlate themfaster than the industries of Winderland and t he Serpent
Swarm can assimlate them Mich cheaper to send data and hi ghend equi prent
directly here, now that we have the hyperdrive, and hyperwave communi cati ons.
You' re our forward base for the push into kzinti space; the war's going to
| ast anot her couple of years at |east, possibly a decade, depending on how
many systens we have to take before the kzin cry uncle.”

Mar kham s brow furrowed for a monent, then caught the meani ng behind
the unfamliar idiom

"The assault on Hssin went well,

he pointed out.

That was the nearest kzin-held system a dimred dwarfwith a
nonterrestrial planet; the assault that took the Al pha Centauri system had
been nounted fromthere. UN superlum nal warships and transports had ferried
Winder | ander troops in for the attack. Early could read Markham s nonentary,
slightly dreany expression well. Schaderfreu~le, sadistic delight in
anot her's nisfortune. Hamrerbl ows from space, utterly unexpected, w ecking
t he ground defences and what small warshi ps were deployed at Hssin. Then the
| andi ng craft floating down on gravity polariser drive, hunting through the
shattered habitats and cracking them one by one. Hssin had unbreathable air,
and it had been constructed as a mai ntenance base nore than a fortress.

"True," Early nodded. "And that's just what Wnderl| anders shoul d
concentrate their efforts on- direct mlitary efforts. Times have changed; it
doesn't take decades to travel between Sol and Al pha Centauri any nore. Wth
the Qutsider's Gft"-the hyperdrive had been sold to the human col oni sts of
W Made It by aliens so alien they made kzinti look famliar-"star systens
don't have to be so self-sufficient anynore.”
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Mar kham s frown deepened. "Winderl and is an i ndependent state and not
signatory to the United Nations treaties,"” he pointed out acerbicly.

Early made a soot hing gesture, spreading his hands. The fingers noved
inarhythmc pattern. Markhamis eyes followed them the pupils growi ng w der
until they alnpst swallowed the last grey rimof the iris.

"You really don't care nuch about the Scholarium do you?" the Terran
sai d soot hingly.



Mar kham nodded, his head moving slowy up and down as if pulled on a
string.

"True. It vas of no use to us during the occupation, und now nmakes
endl ess troubl e about necessary measures.” Hi s accent had grown a little
t hi cker.

"There are so many other calls on resources. And it really is
politically troubl esone.”

Anot her nod. " Pressing for early elections. Schweiru~ne! Wat does
nose-counting matter? Ve sol diers haf the understandi ng of Vunderland's
probl ems. The riots agai nst the Landhol ders nmust be put down, Too many of ny
col | eagues prejudi ces agai nst their social superiors haff.

"The alliance with the UNis inportant. W have to stand by our
allies while the war is on, after all."

This time Markham seemed to frown slightly, his head jerking as if it
tried to escape some confinenent. Early noved his fingers again and again in
the rhythm c dance, until the Wnderl ander's face grew cal monce nore.

"True. For ze present."

"So you'll deny their application for additional funds."

"tJa." Early snapped his fingers, and Markham started.

"And if you have no further matters to discuss, Herr General ?" he
said, inmpatiently keying the systemon his desk

"Thank you for your time, sir," Early replied, standing and sal uting.
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* %

"You got what you wanted?" the nman who called hinself Shigehero
H rose said, as they wal ked out the guarded front entrance ofthe Ritterhaus.

The nosaic murals were under repair, their marble and iridescent

gl ass tesserae still ripped and stained by the cl ose-quarter fighting that
had retaken the building. It would have been safer to use heavy weapons from
a distance, but the Wnderl anders had been willing to pay in blood to keep

the structure intact. Here the Founders had | anded; here the Nineteen

Fam |lies had taken the Cath. Early shook his head slightly at that; too much
love of tradition and custom even now, too nmuch sense of connection to the
past. The ARM woul d have to deal with that. That sort of thinking nmade peopl e
unconfortably independent. |sol ated anom e individuals were nmuch easier to
deal with, and also nore likely to accept suitably slanted versions of past,
present, and future.

There was still a slight scent of scorch in the |Iobby's air, and an
even fainter one of old blood. The volunteer repair crews were cleaning each
section by hand with vi brosweeps and soft brushes before they began addi ng
new nmateri al .

"Mbst of what we wanted,"” Early said, with deliberate enphasis.

Hi roge was the oyabun of his clan, and a man of some weight on this



pl anet. The organi sation had grown during the | awl ess occupation years, and
they were putting their accunul ated wealth and power into shrewd investnents
now. Neverthel ess, he bowed his head slightly as he answered:

"We, of course. Still, did not your psychists plant sufficient key
conmands | ast year?"

"We had to be careful. Markham was unstable, of course"-no wonder,
after the resurrected thrint had used himas an organic Wal do nmechani sm for
weeks on
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end-"and besides, he'd be no use if we altered his psyche too much.
W were counting on his subconscious craving for an authority figure, but
evidently that's not as vul nerable as we thought. And he's getting nore and
nore steamed about the political situation here, the anti-aristocratic
reaction. lronic."

"Which in turn is favorable to us,

H rose sai d.

"Ch, in the long run, yes. Nothing nore susceptible to secret
mani pul ati on than denocracy. "

He sighed; in many ways, the Long Peace back on Earth had been nore
restful. A successful end to the long clandestine struggle, with an official
agency, the ARM openly allowed to close down disrupting tech nology. There
had been fierce struggles within the Brotherhood over rel easing the hoarded
know edge, any of it, even in the face of the kzin invasion. Necessary, of
course; but the hyperdrive was anot her conplicating factor. Now t he ot her
col oni zed systens were no | onger merely dunpi ng-grounds for mal contents,
safely insul ated by uni magi nabl e di stance. They were only a hyperwave cal
away, and each one was a potentially destabilising factor.

He sighed. Perhaps the struggle was futile . . . Nevet:

"There is another factor I'd Iike you to check into," he went on
"Montferrat and his friends, and Matthi eson. They know entirely too nmuch."

"An isolated group,” Hirose said dismssively. "Matthieson is
disintegrating, and alienated fromthe others."

"Per haps; but know edge is al ways dangerous. Wy el se do we spend
nost of our time suppressing in And" -he paused-"there's a . . . synchrony to
that crew. They're the sort of people things happen around; threatening
t hi ngs. "

"As you w sh, Elder Brother," Hirose said.

"I ndeed. " u CHAPTER FOUR

"My nose is dry," Large-Son of Chotrz-Shaa said, |eaning forward to
lap at the heated single-malt: |amwormed. "W are inmpoveri shed beyond hope."

Hi s brother Spos-Son nade a neeow ur of sardonic amusenent, and
poured some creamfromthe pitcher into his saucer of G en Rorksbergen. Thick
Jersey mxed sluggishly with the hot anber fluid as he stirred it with an
extended claw. Both the young kzin mal es were somewhat drunk, and neither was
feeling cheerful in his cups.

"Which is why you order fifty-year whiskey and grouper,” he said,
gesturing at the table. The twoneter fish was a nmess of cl ean-picked bones on
the platter; he picked up the head and crunched it for the brains, salty and
del i ci ous.

Large-Son flattened his batwing ears and winkled his upper lip to
expose | ong wet dagger-teeth. "You eat your share, hairball-nmaker-who-never-
matured. " Spots growl ed around the mouthful; he had never entirely | ost the
juvenile nottles in his orange pelt. Dueling scars and batwi ng ears at his
belt showed how he usually dealt with those who rem nded himof it. "And the



price of a meal is nothing conpared to what we owe."

Spos-Son flared his facial pelt in the equivalent of a shrug. Kzinti
rarely lie; it is beneath a warrior's honor, and in any case few of them can
control the characteristic scent of falsehood.

"Truth," SPOB said. "My liver is chill with worry; we
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are poor beyond redenption. But if we nust die, at least let us do it
full and soothed. "
A shape brushed past the shimrer of the privacy screen. "Ome? Poor?"

They both wheel ed, grimng and folding their ears into conbat-
position. Long claws slid out of four digit hands |like knives at the tips of
bl ack | eather gloves. A human had spoken, mangling the Hero's Tongue with his
nonkey pal ate. During the kzinti occupation, a human woul d have had his
tongue renoved for so insulting the | anguage ofthe Heroic Race.

"You intrude," Spots-Son said coldly in Winderl ander



"This is a public booth,"” the man pointed out. "And the only one not
full. Besides, we all seemto have sonething in common."

That was an insult. The fur lay flat on their rmuzzles, and they
grinned wider, threads of saliva falling fromthm carnivore |ips.

"Cease to inpede, nonkey," Large-Son said; this tine he used the
Hero's Tongue, in the Menaci ng Tense.

"W're all warriors, for one thing,'
reckl ess sel f-confidence.

Both kzin rel axed, blinking and studying the nonkey. He was a tal
male, with a strip of dark headfur; the clothes he wore were uni formand al so
thermal | y adj ust abl e paddi ng for wear under groundconbat arnor. They blinked
again, noting the ribbons and unit-markings, |ooked at each other.

He speaks Huh, Spots-Son signaled with a twitch of eyebrows. Both of
t hem had been junior engineering officers in an underground installation
bef ore the human counterattack on the Al pha Centauri system both had been
knocked out with stungas toward the end. The human was actually nore of a
warrior than either of them their defense battery m ght or m ght not have
made a kill during the tag-end of atnospheric 30 Man Kzin Ways V

t he human continued, snelling of

conbat, but this nmonkey had beaten kzinti fighters at close quarters.
The pips on his sleeve were so many dried kzin ears dangling froma coup
belt. It was pernmissible to talk to him although not agreeable.

The human smiled in his turn, although he kept his teeth covered.
"Besides, we're all broke, too. My nane is Jonah Matthieson, ex-Pilot, ex-
Captain, United Nations Space Navy. Let me order the next round of drinks."

" and so we inherit the care of our dans, our Sire's other
wi ves, now ours, and our siblings and hal fsiblings," Spots-Son said norosely
some hours later, upending the whiskey decanter over his dish. "Honor demands
it."

Harol d's was hal f-enpty now, a waiter cane quickly enough when the
| ong orange-furred armwaved the crystal in the air, setting out fresh |iquor
and cream Spots-Son slopped the anber fluid into his bow and intoJonah's
gl ass. Large-Son was lying with his nuzzle in his dish, tongue protruding
slightly as he snored. Thin black Iips flopped against his fangs, and his
eyes were nearly shut.

"Kzinti femal es take much care,” Spots continued, |lowering his
nmuzzle. Despite his care it went too far into the heated drink as he nearly
t oppl ed, nmaki ng himsneeze and slap at his nose. "And nuch feeding. The
properti es have been confiscated by the nilitary government-all the fine
ranchl ands and hunti nggrounds our Sire possessed, all except the house. \Were
once we feasted on bl ood-dripping fresh beef and screani ng zi anyas, now our
fam lies nust trade heirloonms for synthetic protein. Soon we will have no
al ternative but honorable suicide."”

"Thas-that's a shane, "Jonah said. "Yeah, after th' war the fighters
get nothin' and the politicians get rich, Iike always." He hiccuped and
drank. "Goddam UN
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Space Navy doesn't need no | oudnout hs who think for thensel ves,
either. Say, what did you say you did before the war?"
"1," Spots said with slow care and sone pride, "was a Seni or Wapons



Syst em Repai rworker. And ny sibling, too."

Jonah blinked owishly. "Reminds ne." He funbled a sheet of printout
froma pocket. "Lookit this. Decided it was a good deal so I'd cone in here
an' spend ny last krona. Here."

He spread the crunpl ed paper on the danp surface of the table. The
kzin craned to look; it was in the spiky fourteen-point gothic script npst
commonl y used for public announcerments on Winderl and. Printed notices were
common; during the occupation the kzin overlords had restricted human use of
the information net, and since then wartine damage had kept facilities
scarce.

Techni cal personnel wanted, he read, for heavy sal vage operation
Categories of skills were |listed. Heavy work, sone danger, high pay.
Suuonal i sen Contracting, via. 97777-4321A Munchen

"Urrowa," Spots said nournfully. "Such would be suitable-if we were
not kzinti. Surely none will hire us. No, suicide is our fate-we nust cut our
throats with our own wsai and i mol ate our househol ds. We! We for a
di shonored death in poverty, anmong furless omivores! No shrine will enclose
our bones and ashes; only eating-grass will cover our graves. Perhaps Kdapt -
Preacher is right, and the God has a hairless face!"

Lar ge- Son whi npered in hal f-consci ous agreenent and sl apped hi s hands
over his eyes to blank out the horrible vision of the heretic's new creed,
that God had created Man in H s own i mage.

"Naw, "Jonah said. "I talked to the boss, she don't care anything but
you can do thejob. Or wouldn't have 32
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hired me, with a black mark next to ny discharge. C non-bring the
bottle. Talk to her tonorrow "
"You are right!" Spots bellowed, standing to his full two neters and

a half of massive, orange-furred height. Hi s naked pink tail lashed. "W will
fight against debt and enpty-accountness. We leap and rip the throat of
circunstance. W will conquer!"

From the other side of the I ong roombeads rustled as a tall black-
ski nned human stuck his head through the curtain. He was dressed in archaic
white tie and tuxedo, but there was a fully functional military grade stunner
in his fist. Behind the bar several other enployees reached down and came up
wi t h shockruds as guests' heads turned toward the booth.

"Shhhhh!" Jonah said, tugging recklessly at the felinoid alien's fur
"The bouncers."

"Rrrrr. True." There was no dignity in being stunned and thrown out
in the gutter. "Were shall we go? Qur quarters are far outside Miunchen, and
transport for kzin costs nuch." Sl eeping outside would not be very wise,
gi ven the nunber of extermnationist fanatics ready to attack a hel pl ess
kzin.

"Cnon. | know a doss where they don't care 'bout anything but your
coin, and it's cheap."

They weaved their way to the door, Spots halfcarrying his brother and
Jonah lifting the unconscious kzin's tail wth exaggerated care.

~ CHAPTER FI VE

still worth lookin', oh, yes," the old nman said.

Jonah yawned and | ooked over at him The two kzin were unrolling
their pallets up a level in the framework; the hunman had a stack of blankets
and a pillow instead, all natural fiber in the rather primtive way of
Winder | and, and all snelling dubious and | ooking worse. It rmust be even nore
difficult for the felinoids, with their sensitive noses.

"Look at'er this way," the man was saying. "You take hal nium"



It was hard to estimate his age; he could be as young as seventy or
as old as one-fifty, depending' on how nuch nedical care he had been able to
af ford during the occupation.

"-good useful industrial metal; or gold, likew se, and we use it as
nmonet ary backing. Usually don't pay to mine it anywhere but in the Swarm in
normal times. But there ain't been any normal tines, not since the pussies
cane, no sirree. So people've been out in the Jotuns for a dog's age now,
finding deposits. Don't pay to bring in heavy equi pment; deposits are rich

but small. You can make yourself rich that way, and that's not counting
sal vage on all the equi pment the pussi es abandoned out there, all very
sal abl e these days. 1'd go nyself, don't you doubt it, go again like a shot."

"Hey, "Jonah called. "You sound |ike you've done that before; what're
you doi ng here?"

The great room was noi sy with the sounds of humans settling down to
sl eep, snores, snatches of 34 Man Kzin Wars V

drunken song. There were still tens of thousands of displaced from
t he war years.

"Made nme a fortune, oh, yes, nore than one," the old man said. Hs
wri nkl ed- appl e face | ooked over at Jonah, eyes twi nkling. "Lost 'emall. Sone
t he government took, and | spent the others going back and | ooking for a
bi gger strike. Mst people get into that ganme don't know where to stop. GCet
thirty thousand crowns worth, they want sixty. Get sixty, spend it trying to
f~nd halfa mllion. Stands to reason, of course; that's why the heavy netals
are so val uabl e. Value oftemindudes all the tine and | abor and noney spent
by those who don't find anything, you see.”

"Wwuldn't be like that with me," Jonah said, unrolling the blankets.
Fi nagle, b~bt I'mtired of being poor; he thought. Odd; poverty had never
cone up before he got to Al pha Centauri. Before then he'd been a Navy pil ot,
or a rockjack asteroid prospector. The Navy fed you, and rockjacks generally
made enough to get by- certainly during the war, with industry sucking in al
the materials it could find. "Just enough to set ne up. Software business."
He had a first-rate Solarian education in it, and the |ocals were behind.
"That's all 1'd want."

"Li kely so, stranger, likely so," the old nan said. "Wll, don't
signify, does it?"



"Finagle!" Jonah swore, as the beamjerked backward towards him He
heaved at the bight of control line. "Getit, Spots!"

"Hrrrrr," Spots grow ed, and caught the end of it. Hs pelt laid
itself flat under the harness, and the |long steel balk slowed and then
touched gently on the junction-point. Alittle | ess power in the stubby
pl umpcat |inbs and they woul d both have been crushed agai nst the uprights
of the frane.

"Slack of f!"Jonah called down.
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Large-Son fl apped his ears in amusenent thirty meters bel ow and
turned the control rheostat of the winch. The woven-wi re cabl e sl acked, and
toget her man and kzin guided the end of the beaminto its slot. Jonah cl anped
the sonic nmelder's leads to the corners and stepped back onto the
scaf f ol di ng.

"Sound on the line," he called, and keyed his belt unit.

That flashed the al arm and began the process of sintering the beam
into a single honbgenous unit with the rest of the frame; it worked by
vi brational generation of a heat-interface, and Spots w nced and crouched
besi de him hands clanped firmy over furled ears. The human took the
opportunity to flip up his sight goggles and take a mouthful of water from
hi s canteen; when he noticed the kzin's dangling tongue he poured sonme into a
saucer the felinoid had clipped to his harness. Around themthe conpl ex
geonetries of the retrieval rig were growing into a latticework around the

hill. Humans and the odd alien-there was a kdatlyno, and a coupl e of
unbel i evably agile fivearmed Jotoki, and the brothers Kzinanmaratsov, as he
had named themin a private joke. Beyond was a flat terrain of swanp, |ivid-

green Terrestrial reeds and mangrove, olive-green palnlike things native to
Winder | and.

He sl apped at his neck; it was hot here, right on the equator. The
bugs were native, but they would cheerfully bite humans, or kzinti if they
could get through the fur and thick hide. The brothers were suffering nore
than he. Their species shed excess heat through tongue and nose and the pal nms
of hands and feet, nore than enough on savagely dry Kzin. Difficult in this
st eanbat h, al though the kzinti's high natural body-tenperature and the Iight
gravity of Winderland helped a little. Jonah shook his head. He had been
fighting kzin for nost of his adult life: in space back in 36
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Sol System by sabotage, and even hand-to-hand in a hunting preserve
when he'd been sent in as a Caude tine operative. Now he was working with a
couple of them and they turned out to be a pretty good team Stronger than
humans by far, which was valuable on this archaeol ogical relic of a project-
the contractor was too cheap to rent nmuch of what little nodern equi prent
could be spared for civilian projects-and quicker. Their abilities were well
bal anced by his superior hands and better head for heights; kzinti had
evolved on a world of 1.5 gravities, clinmbing low hills rather than trees.
They were not quite as good with their fingers as humans, and a |long vertica
drop made them nervous.

"More water?" he offered the other.



No, Spots signaled with a twitch of his ruff, scratching vigorously a
nonment |ater. Then, aloud: "Is that not the Contractor Human?"

"Isis, by Finagle' s ghost,"Jonah nmuttered. "Ho, Biggie!

W' r econmgdor Am "

Jonah did so with a gracel ess rush down the catwal ks; he had al ways
been athletic for a Belter, and the last two nonths had left himin the best
condi tion he had ever been, but he was still a child of zero-G The kzin
followed with oil-snmooth grace, and they dropped in front of the project
supervisor. Fairly soon the contract would be over .

"Looks like it'll be finished soon," Jonah said am ably. "Should be,
with the extra tinme we've been putting in."

"And t he bonuses you'll be getting, don't forget that,'
wi ping at her face with a stained neckerch~ef.

"Yeah, they sound real good on the screen-the problemis, we haven't
seen anything deposited to our accounts."”

Hel dj a made an inpatient gesture, then sml ed-

she replied,
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carefully, because the two kzin were | ooni ng behind Jonah |ike oil-
streaked walls of orange fur. Their teeth were very white, and all were
showi ng.

"What vould you with noney be doi ng here?" she said reasonably,
wavi ng a hand. There were pressmet huts standing on the dredged island;
beyond the sixmeter reeds of the swanp began, stretching beyond sight. Tens
of thousands of square kilonmeters of them and the closest thing to humanity
in there was wild pigs gone feral, fighting it out with the tigripards.
"Except to ganble and lose it? | ride the float of your money- all the hands
nmoney-this is true, because it furnishes working capital; but the bonuses
nmore than nmake up for it. Transfer will be made as soon as the hovercraft
gets back to Munchen.™ | ~E HALL OF THE MbuNTAI N KI NG 39

u CHAPr ERSI X

"No, Ib," Tyra Nordbo said, lowering her rifle.
"Fire!" the young nman said.
"Nol "

One of the prisoners | ooked up fromhis slunmp; tears rolled slowy
down through the dirt on his cheeks and the thin wi spy adol escent beard. His
i ps noved soundl essly.

"Squad-fire!"

The magrifles gave their whispering grunt, and the five prisoners
toppled into the graves they had spent the |last half-hour digging. Behind,
the villagers gave a murmur, hal fway between shock and approval ; they were
Am sh, men in dark suits and wormen in |ong black skirts. The hal f-ruined
houses of the farmown beyond were slipping into shadow as Al pha Centauri
set; the nobon was up, and Beta, leaving itjust too dark to tell a black
thread froma white. The air snelled of death and of mpist turned earth from
the graves, and fromthe plowed fields beyond, purple-black rolling hills
am d the yell ow of reaped grain and the dusty green of pasture. O chards and
vi neyards spotted the Iand, and small |akes behind dams. Wodl ots were the
deep green of Terran oak and the orange-green of Kzin, tall frondlike growhs
i n Winderl and' s reddi sh ocher. Westward the |last sunlight touched the
gl aciers and crags of the Jotuns, floating like a nirage seen through gl ass.
The mountai ns were close, the dense forest of the foothills less than a day's
wal k away.

It was hard to i magi ne war had passed this way, unti



you saw the graves. Many fresh ones in the churchyard, and these five
outside it, along the graveled nmain street. The other soldiers in the squad
| owered their weapons and turned to watch the exchange between brother and
sister.

Tyra Nordbo was 180 centineters, as tall as her brother, but she
| acked the ordinary lowgravity | ankiness of Wnderl anders; she was robust
and full bosoned, and strikingly athletic for a girl of eighteen. Her brother
was only four years ol der and nuch alike in his high-checked, snub-nosed
| ooks. There was a hardness to his face that she |acked, although she matched
t he anger when he swung to confront her.

"Karl, Yungblut," he snapped over his shoul der, "bury them Kekkonen
get the dogs back to the van." He raised his voice to the villagers. "You
people, return to your homes. Justice has been done."

The bl ack-clad farners stirred and settled their hats and turned back
to their houses.

"Justice, I1b?" Tyra said, her voice full of quiet fury. She slung her
rifle and reached to tear off the Provisional Gendarmerie badge sewn to the
arm of her bush jacket. It landed at Ib's feet with a quietplop of dust. Her
hol oprinted ID card followed it.

"Those were bandits!" |Ib said,jerking his head at the graves where
earth fell shovel ful by shovelfillL

"Thi eves, nurderers, and rapists,”" Tyra said, nodding jerkily. The
sight was not too bad; the prefrag penetrators were highly lethal but did not
mangl e fl esh nuch. She had seen nuch worse, working in an aid station for the
underground army, during the street fighting in Miuchen at Liberation. "They
deserved to die-after a fair trial."

The Ami sh here were strict in their pacifist faith, and had nade
little resistance when the gang noved in; the investigation had been ugly
hearing. This part of the Jotun foothills had been guerrilla country during
t he Man few V

| ast days of the occupation, full of folk on the run fromthe
col | aborationi st police, fromthe forced-1labor gangs, or sinply from
spreadi ng poverty and chaos. Not all of them had gone back to the | ow ands
when peace cane, to the sort of badly-paid hard work that was avail able. Many
had turned to raiding, and were difficult to catch. The Wnderl ander arned
forces were stretched thin, and nost of their efforts had to go to the
fighting farther into the kzinti sphere, as the human fleets pressed the
al i ens back.

"They were guilty,"” she went on. "They still deserved a trial, and it
woul dn't have taken any effort at all to carry them back to Arhus,"” she went
on bitterly. Her eyes stung, and she blinked back anger and grief | not cry.

"Ceneral WMarkham"

"You and your precious Uf Reichstein-Markham He's as bad as a
kzin!" she snapped. Some of the other troopers scow ed at that. Uf Markham
had been anong the fiercest of the space-based Resistance fighters in the
Serpent Swarm and he had a considerable following in the nmlitary. "Conpared

to a real hero, likeJonah Matthi eson, or-Enough. | quit. My pays in arrears"”-
everyone's was-"so |'Il take the horse and rifle in |lieu. Goodbye."
"Stop-" Ib called to her back. "You're running away, running away

i ke Father did!"

"Don't you ever mention Father |ike that again," she said coldly,
forcing her hand away fromthe weapon slung at her back. Her hands were
nmechani cal as she unhitched the horse and vaulted into the saddl e, an easy
feat on Winder!| and.



Hi s voice foll owed her as she cantered out into the falling night.

And so the Commission | eaves us only the hone farm the
Tenf el bergforest, and the Kraki of the properties, Tyra
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Nordbo read, tilting the paper towards the firelight. The letter took
on the tones of her nother's voice, deliberately cheerful and utterly sad, as
it had been ever since Dada |left. Was taken away on that crazy astrophysica
expedi tion by the kzin, Yiao~aptain. But this is nore than enough to keep al
of us here hay. It is a relief not to have the nanagenent of so much el se
and we nust renmenber how many ot hers are wandngevenfor bread.

She started to crunple the printout in one hand, then carefully
snoothed it out and folded it, tucking it back into the saddl ebags and
| eani ng back against the saddle. In the clearing on the other side of the
fire her horse reached down and took another nouthful of grass, the rich
kerush sound foll owed by wet nunching and the slightjingle of the hobble
chain. Her new dog Garm | ooked up and thunped his tail on the grass, the
firelight ruddy on the Irish Setter-nostly Setter- hairs of his coat.

El sewhere the flicker caught at grass, trees, bushes, the overhanging rock of
the cliffbehind her and the gnarled trunk and branches of an oak that grew
out of the sandstone ten neters above her head. Overhead the stars were many
and very bright; in the far distance a tigripard squalled, and the horse
threw up its head for a nmoment in alarm Nowhere in the w | derness about her
was there a hint of Man-save that the tree and the grass, woman and horse and
dog were all ofthe soil and bl ood and bone of Sol

"So," she whispered to herself. "Isis not enough that we are stri pped
of our honor, they nust make us paupers as well."

Not quitepaupers, she admitted.

That had been anmpbng the first things her father taught her; not to
lie, first and forenpbst not to lie to herself. They would be quite
confortably off; the hone farmwas several thousand hectares, the tinber
concession woul d be profitable enough now that the econonmy was recovering,
and the pel agi c-harvester Hrolf Kraki 42 Ma+K:in Ways V

was a sturdy old craft. The household staff were all old retainers,
loyal to Multi, and very conmpetent. It's nut the nonk, she knew, it was a
matter of pride. The Nordbos had been the first humans to setde Skognara
District, back when the N neteen Fanilies arrived. They had been pioneers,
ecol ogi cal engi neers adapting Terran life to a bi osphere not nmeant for it and
a planet not much like Earth; then guides, helpers, kindly |andfadhers to the
ones who cane after and setded in as tenants-in-chief, subtenants, workers.

It was not the loss of the | ands and factories and mnes; in practice
the famly had merely levied a small percentage in return for governing, a
t hankl ess privil ege these past two generations. But Gerning and Skognhara
bel onged to the Nordbos, they had made themw th bl ood and sweat and the
bones of their dead. For the Commission to take the rights away was to spit
on the nenories. O Friedreich Nordbo, who had sponsored a tenth-share ofthe
First Fleet, of Urike Nordbo, who di scovered how to put Terran nitrogen-
fixing soil bacteria in fruitful symbiosis with the native equival ents, of
Si gurd Nordbo, who lost his life fighting to save a stranded school bus during



the G eat Flood O her aunt Siglide Nordbo, who had piloted her singleship
right up to the nonent it ramed a kzinti assault transport during the
i nvasi on.

And of Peter Nordbo, who had stood |ike a rock between the fol k of
Skognara and the conquerors' denands, every day that he was able. Who was ten
years gone, shanghaied into space because he told a kzin who was half a
friend of an astrononical curiosity, leaving a wife who had no choice but to
yield nore than he had, as conditions grew worse. Condemmed for a traitor in
absentia, by a court that thought it was merciful . . . and Mitti was al
al one now in the big silent house on the headl and at Korness, |ooking out
over the waves. Few friends had
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been willing to visit, nmuch | ess speak in her defence.

"Da~marm " Tyra whispered, |aying her head on her knees and weeping
al oud, because there was nobody to hear. That was what she had cried out when
he left. There had been no words he could say to a child of eight
Presently Garm came, creeping on his stomach and whining at her distress,
sticking his anxious cold nose agai nst her face; she clutched himand sobbed
until there was no nore.

When she was functional again she took the coffee pot off the heater
coil-the fire was for confort, and predators-and poured herself a cup. The
other letter was still sealed; she had nearly discarded it, until the return
address caught her eye. O aude MntEerratPal ne, a Herrenmann of anbi guous
reputation. Frowning, she pressed her thunmb to the seal to deactivate the
privacy lock and then opened it.

"Dear Fra Nordbo," she read. "Apossiblejuncture of interests-"

"Yes, there are workings in the mountains," the old villager said.

At | east, that was what Tyra thought he had said. These backwoodsnen
had been up in the high country for the better part of two centuries,
pi oneers before the kzinti cane and isolated by choice and necessity since.
Their dialect was so archaic it was al nost Ple~erdeutz, without the
simplified grammar and many of the |l oanwords fromthe Baltic and Scandi navi an
| anguages that characterised nodern Winder| ander. Back further in the Jotuns
were tiny enclaves even nore cut off, remants of the ethnic separatists who
had come with the third through seventh slowship fleets from Sol System

"What sort of workings?" she said, slowy. Her own accent was
Skognaran, nore influenced by Swedi sh and Norse than the central dialect of
Munchen; nodified by a Herrenmann-cl ass education, of course. The
Nor dbos were fornerly of the Freunchen clan, one of the N neteen Famlies.
Fornmerly. Luckily, these primtives were out oftouch with the news; they
barely conprehended that the alien conquerors were ~one.

sorts. Bra Nordbo." the old nman said

The van Celitz famly had owned these |ands-still did, pending the
Ref orm Commi ssion's findings-but that ownership had al ways been purely
theoretical, except for a hunting | odge or two. Nobody but the Ecol ogi ca
Service ever paid nuch official attention to this area, and they had gotten
carel ess during the occupation. There was an ol d manor house outsi de Neu
Friborg's common fields, but it had been ruins for the better Dart of a
century. He had called themthe

A d, she thought with a shiver, |ooking at the nan. They were getting
by on hone renedi es here, and what know edge their heal er could drag out of
an ancient first-aid program The winkles, wispy white hair, liver spots

this man m ght be no nore than seventy or eighty, barely m ddl e-aged with

decent nedici ne. Markham shoul d spend | ess on his preciousfleet- the UN Navy



Is f~htinc the war now and nore on people

Apart from premature aging and the odd cripple, it was not too bad as
backcountry towns in the Jotuns went. Built of white-plastered fieldstone and
honermade tile, around a central square with the mayor's office, the
nati onal pol ezi station-long disused-and the Reformed Catholic church. There
was a central fountain, and plenty of shade from eucal yptus and pepper and
featherfrond trees. They were sitting under an awning outside the little
gast haus, watching the sleepy traffic of mdafternoon: bullock-carts and
burros bringing in firewod or vegetables, a girl switching along a nmilch
cow. tow haired children in

shorts tunbling through the dust in some running, shouting ganme. A
rattl etrap hovertruck went by in a cloud of grit, and a waitress went about
watering the flowers that hung fromthe arches behind themin

That was all there was to see: the town and its fourhundred-odd
i nhabitants, the cluster of orchards and fields around it in the little
pocket of arable land, and wi | derness beyond-nostly scrubby, in the inmredi ate
vicinity, but you could find anything fromnativejun~e to forest to desert in
a few days' journey. Al about the peaks of the Jotuns reared in scree and
talus and glacier; half a continent of mountains, taller than Earth's
H mal ayas and nuch wi der. Winderland had internittent plate tectonics, but
when they were active they were active, and the light gravity reduced the
power of erosive forces. These were the ol dest nountans on the planet, and
not the highest by any means.

The nlrl man finich~rl fanning hincPlfwith his straw

'jade, of course. No mnes, but fromthe high nmountain rivers; that
is howwe paid our tribute to the kzin W are not ignorant knazen here, Fra
Nor dbo! "

There was a pathetic pride to that; a hovertruck had cone once a
month fromthe | ow ands, until the final disruption at liberation. Myra felt
a slight sting in her eyes. Once even the nost isolated settlement had been
linlrPrl to M'nrhf~n with virhl~l _cch~lc marl instant

enmer gency services

"Than c~m .rim~c hilntF.r,c cone through; hunting for tigripard
hi des, quetzbird feathers. O prospectors. There is ~old. hafnium. . . when
| was a snall boy.

schol ars al so fromthe Schol ariumin Miunchen."

"Schol ars?" she said, pricking up her ears.

"Yes; they said little-this wasjust after the War, you under st and,
peopl e were suspicious then-but there were runors of formations that could
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for. But they found nothing, and had to return to Munchen when so
much ofthe Schol ari um was cl osed by the government." The col | aborati oni st
authorities had other priorities than education; their own profits,
primarily. "And-but your supplies, they have arrived!" He rose and |eft,
bowi ng and nurmuri ng good w shes.

Anot her hovertruck pulled into the square; big and gl eam ng by
contrast with the single ancient relic the village of Neu Friborg owned,
al t hough shabby enough by Munchen standards, nuch |less Earth's. The man who
stepped down fromit was tall, 190 centinmeters at |east; his black hair was
worn in a shag cut, although she knew he had kept it in a mlitary-style crop
while he was Police Chief of Munchen. Chief for the collaborationists, and
notoriously corrupt even by the gang's standards. O aude Montberrat-Pal me, of
t he Sydow cl an. He wore expensive outbacker clothes, |eather boots and grey
usthcloth jacket and breeches, with a hol stered strakkaker, and a beret. A
smal |, neatly clipped black nustache lay on his upper lip, and his mouth
quirked in a slight snile



"Fra Nordbo," he said, bowing forrmally over her hand with a click of
heel s.

"Fro Pal me," she replied, inchning her head with equal formality. A
server bustled up with steins of the | ocal beer.

"Prosit," he said.

"Skaal ," she replied. "Now that the anenities are over, could you
tell me exactly what you had in m nd?"

Her voice held a chilly correctness; he seened to recogni se the tone,
and smled wyly.

"Fra Nordbo, |I'mvery strongly rem nded of your father."

"You knew hi n?" she said, with a rai sed eyebrow. "Perhaps you w ||
claimto have been his friend, next?"



He surprised her by letting the smle growinto a deep laugh. "Quite
the contrary," he said, shaking his
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head. "He treated me with the nost frigid politesse, as befitted an
honor abl e Landhol der forced to deal w th noxi ous coll aborationist scum"”

She rel axed slightly. "He couldn't have known you were involved wth
the Resistance," she said.

"Ach, at the tine | wasn't," he replied frankly. "I ups a
col | aborationist at that point. My conversion cane | ater; people do change.
As sone claimyour father did, later."

"That is a lie!" she said. More calmy: "My father was an
astrophysicist, it was his . . . hobby, since he had to govern Skognara from
a sense of duty. How was he to know the enenmy would think a nmere energy-
anomaly a thing of potential mliary inportance? The kzin- Yiao-Captain-
forced himto acconmpany them on the expedition."

"From whi ch he has never returned, and hence cannot defend hinself.
And the Commi ssion has been in no charitable nood."

Tyra's bl ond head drooped slightly. "I know," she said quietly. "Ib .

nmy brother and I, we have discussed resigning the Nordbos fromthe
Freunchen cl an. "

"Advi sabl e, but it may nake little difference. Unless |I've |l ost ny
political feelers-and | haven't-the Reformers are going to strip the N neteen
Fam |l ies of everything but cerenonial power. And fromall but their strictly
private property, as well."

Myra nodded jerkily, feeling the hair stir on her neck as her ears
| ai d back. That nutation was a mark of her heritage, of the old breed that
had won this planet for humankind.

"It is unjust! Men like nmy father did everything they could to
shield-" She shrugged and fell silent again, taking a nouthful of the beer

"Granted, but nost of the kzin are gone, and a great deal of
repressed hatred has to have a target." He turned one hand up in a spare
gesture. "Even our dear Grand Admiral U f Reichstein-Mrkham has been abl e
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to do little to halt the gromh of anti-Famlies feeling. Wich neans

we of the Families-as individuals- had better ook to our own interests."”

Tyra | ooked down into her mug. Montlerrat |aughed again.

"How tactful you are for one so young, Fra Nordbo. | have a
reputation for |looking after ny owmn interests, do |l not? Ad Sock is the
ni ckname now, because | fit on either foot, having changed sides at just the
right monent. Unfortunately, nobst of ny accumul ated weal th went on securing
nmy vindication."

He nodded dryly at her startled glance. "Yes, our great and good
government of liberation is very nearly as corrupt as the coll aborationists
t hey hunt down so vigorously. Not Markham his vice is power, not wealth. A
little too nakedly apparent, however, and | doubt he will retain much of it
past the el ections, when thejunta steps down. Wiich it will, given that the
UN Space Navy is overseeing the process . . . but | digress.”



tea, Herr," Tyra said. "You spoke of a matter of nutual interest?"

"I ndeed." He took out a slimgold cigarette case, opening it at her
nod and selecting a brown cigarillo. H's gaze sought the mountains as he took
a neditative puff. After you nentioned runors of something . . . strange in
t hese nountains."”

"l was a student at the Schol arium before the |iberation, and
afterwards a little. Before ny brother . . . WlL he greatly admres Adnmra
Mar kham "

"Of whom you no | onger think highly, and who is notoriously unfond of
nmysel f, thus showing his bad taste," Mntferrat said suavely. "Yes. Thank you
for the information on that little atrocity, by the way; it may come in
useful as a stick for the Admiral's spokes." He frowned slightly, |ooking at
the glowing tip of the cigar~llo.

"I don't believe in fate, but there's a . . . syncronicity
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to events, sonetines. Your father vani shed, seeking an artifact of
i nexplicable characteristics, near this system You come across evi dence of
anot her here in these nountains. And I-"

Tyra made an inquiring sound.

"Well, let us say that this is the third instance,” Mnferrat went
on. "More would be unsafe for you to know, it has to do with General Markham
and his Sol System patrons the ARM It would certainly be unsafe for ne to be
openly involved in any such search.”

"You inplied that you woul d be commi ssioning a search?" Tyra said.

"No. Searchers. Who will be |ooking, but not specifically for that.
It I's necessary that someone guard these unaware guardi ans; and since this
presents me with an opportunity to do a lovely |ady a service-"

He smiled gallantly; Tyra retained her | ook of stony politeness.
Monf errat sighed.

"As you will." A puffrmade the cigarillo a crinmson enber for a noment.
"First | nust tell you a story, about a man named Jonah, and sone friends he
has made recently. Unusual friends-" u CHAPTER SEVEN

The hovercraft that carried the outgoing shift back to the Minchen
docks was an antique. Not only would the design be conpletely obsol ete once
gravity polarisers were available for ordinary civilian work; it had been
built before the kzinti frontier world of Hssin had decided to send a probing
fleet to investigate the pronmising electromagnetic traffic from Al pha
Centauri. That was nearly sixty Terran years ago, fifty Winderl ander, and it
had sol di ered on ever since, carrying cargo and passengers up and down the
Donau river and out into the sheltered waters of Spitzer Bay. It was
simplicity itself, a flat rectangle of light-nmetal alloy with a control cabin
at the right front corner and ducted fans on pivots at the rear. Qher fans
punped air into the plenum chanber beneath, held in by skirts of tough
synt hmesh; power cane from nol ecul ardistortion batteries.

Jonah and the kzinti squatted on their bedrolls in the center of the
cargo bay, with the hunched hades of the other workers and the wai st-high
bul war ks at the edge between them and the spray cast up by the river. Spots
hated to get his pelt wet, spitting and snarling under his breath, while Bigs
endured stolidly. The human rolled a cigarette of t~blelshag' ignoring the
felinoids' ups of protest. They were well up into the settled areas now.
Thinly settled, but the banks of the m ddl e Donau had been where humans first
cane to Winderl and. The fl oodpl ain and benchl and were nostly cleared, or in
pl anted woodl ots; farther back fromthe
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floodplain the old Herrenmann estates stood, Lowered in gardens,

whi t ewashed stone and tile roofs. Many were broken and abandoned, during the
occupation, by kzin nobles who had seized a good deal of this country for
their own, or by anticollaborationist nobs after the |iberation. They passed
robot conbi nes gathering rice, blocks of orange grove fragrant with cream
white flowers, herds of beefalo and kzinti z*ragor under the watch of nounted
herdsman. Vill ages were planted anmong smal |l farms, many of them worked by
hand; machi nery had gotten very scarce while the kzinti were nasters.

The hovercraft slowed as traffic thickened on the river, strings of
barges, hydrofoils, pleasure craft with their colored sails taut in the stiff
southerly breeze. The steel spire of St. Joachim s Cathedral blazed in the
light of Alpha, with Beta high in the sky as well. Farther north there were
parks al ong the waterside, with pal mgroves and frangi pani, but the section
t he hovercraft edged toward was workaday and bustling, sparkling with welding
torches as the old wecked autocranes were replaced with tenporary stee
frames; in the nmeantinme stevedores sweated to haul rope pulleys. Jonah
flicked the butt of his cigarette into the water |like a mnor meteor
undergoi ng reentry.

"Nice to be affluent,’

he said cheerfully.

Bi gs nade an indescribable sound and turned away fromthe irritating
human, lying flat on the decking with his chin extended. Spots waggled his
ears in the kzin equivalent of an ironic chuckle.

"Three thousand krona each,"” he said dryly. "The prospect heats ny
l[iver-1 truly feel one of Heaven's Admirals. This for thirty diurnal periods
of laboring like a slave in a swanp and i nprovising machi nery out of muck and
junk. There is fungus growing on my fur. | may never be able to eat fish
again."

"Let's collect, then,"Jonah answered. 52 Ma~Kii nWars V

They heaved t hensel ves erect under the burden of their kitbags and
shoul dered their way to the bows as the big vehicle ran up on a concrete
| andi ng ranp and sank to the surface. It was easy enough, although the cargo
wel | was crowded; nobody on Winderl and was going to jostle a kzin, liberation
or no. Legal prosecution would be cold confort after you fell to the ground
in several pieces. The surf-noise of voices sounded tinny after the |ong
hours of engi ne roar

"Fra El dasson,"” Jonah called. The contractor was slipping out of the
control cabin and wal king up the ranp. "Finagle danmit, wait for us!"

She turned, frowning, then smled wi thout showi ng her teeth as she
saw the three of them wading through the crowd toward her.
"Probl em you hap" she said brusquely.



"I thought you were going to pay us as soon as we got beck to
Munchen, "Jonah sai d.
"Certainly," she replied, glancing out of the corner of her eyes at

the two towering orange figures behind him They grinned at her. "l've told
everyone"-a hand waved at the others di senbarking-"credit chips or account
transfers will be made at the opening of bank hours tonmorrow. Itis Sunday,
you know. "

Jonah blinked in bew ldernment for a nonment, then realised what she
meant . Winderl|l and was a very conservative place; about what you woul d expect
froma settlement founded by North European plutocrats in the late twenty-
first century. Even now they still observed religious holidays.

"My we eat it if it attenpts to snatch away ourgainl prey?" Bigs
snarled in the Hero's Tongue: in the Menacing Tense, at that.

"Shut up," Jonah whi spered; Bigs was uncivilised, even for a kzin. "A
| ot of people around here understand that | anguage-do you want to start a
riot, tal king about eating a human?" Far too nmany had been
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eat en; comnpul sory hol ocasts of kzinti hunting parties chasing down
political prisoners had been a staple of the occupation

Bandit, | was the quarry for a kzinti hunting party, he rem nded
hinself Me and Ingrid. He pushed the nenmory out of his mnd; thinking about
Ingrid was too painful Besides, the kzin hunting himhad died.

From El dasson' s narrowed eyes and slight smile, he suspected that she
had understood. Bandit. If there's a disturbance, she might really try to
stiff us. Kzinti were not popular with the courts, understandably enough-
al t hough Jonah's war record would help. It was not everyone who had
assassinated a Planetary Governor like Chuut-Riit.

"Look, Fra El dasson, we're broke until we get paid -we don't even
have enough to buy a drink," he said reasonably.

"Ja. Hmm Here"-She took himby the armand | ead himto one side,
behi nd a wecked crane. The thick synthetic bars had frayed out into tangled
fiber fragments; heavy beamrifle hit, fromthe look of it. Conposites did
not weather, so it mght have been fromlast year, or fromthe street-
fighting fifty years ago when the kzin | anded.

"Here's four hundred in cash," she said. "Don't let any of the others

know, or everyone will be about ne like grisflies. Meet ne at Suuomalisen's
Sauna later tonight, and I'Il transfer the rest for you and your two
ratcats."

"Al'l right."

""Hrraer."

"I thank El dasson for the drink and the neat," Spots said, "but the

delay is irksome. W will have nuch to set at rights in our househol ds; our
younger siblings are still immture, of shrunken liver and rattl epate.”
Bigs wrinkled his upper lip in agreenent and 54 Man Wn Ways V

stropped his claws on the table. Shavings of tekdar curled back
creany yell ow beneath the darker patina of the surface.
Jonah nodded. They were in one of the quieter roons of the Sauna,



whi ch despite its name was an entertai nment center of varied attractions,
some shocking even to him the taner floor shows were interesting, but of
course wasted on non-humans. The kzinti had eaten on their own-no human felt
confortable with a feeding kzin, and the felinoids detested the snmell of what
men ate -but had returned to wait with him

"Yeah; |'manxious to get the credit deposited nyself," he said. And
you' re not bad company for ratcats, but you're not half as pretty as what |
have in nmind, he thought: it had been a long nonth in the swanps. "El dasson
had better show up soon."

"El dasson?" a voice said.

Jonah | ooked up, slightly surprised. A man who associated with kzinti
got used to being ignored, or left to his own thoughts, whichever way you
preferred to look at it. The speaker was a thickset man for a Winderl| ander
with a bluejow ed stubble of beard and a grubby turban; fromone of the
little ethnic enclaves that hung on even here in Minchen. The light fromthe
st ai ned- gl ass overhead | anps flickered across his olive skin.

"She owes you noney?" the man went on

"Afair bit," Jonah replied.

The other man giggled and lifted his drink; the steel bracelets on
his wist tinkled.

"Then you had better have a witten contract,"” he said. "Notarized."
"Notari zed?" Jonah said in alarm "W've got the contracts, right
He tapped his belt-unit. "Wth nods for bonuses and overtine."

here.'

"A personal recording?" the turbaned man said scornfully. "How | ong
have you been on Winderl and, fl atl ander?"
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Jonah bristled and ran a refl exive hand down his Sol-Belter strip of
hair; his great-great-grandnother had been the last of his famly to be born
on Earth.

"Sorry-1 knew by your accent you were Sol system" the other said,
rai sing a placating hand. "ljust wanted to warn you; El dasson and Suuomal i sen
are like that"-he held up two fingers, tw ned about each other-"and they're
both crooked as a kzin's hind leg. You'd better be ready to sue for that
nmoney. "

A gingery scent filled the air; the stranger backed off in alarm as
the two kzin stood and grinned, lines of slaver falling fromtheir thin black
lips. The same thought had occurred to Jonah; a kzin was not likely to
recei ve much justice fromthe Winderland junta's courts, these days.

"Let's go hunting," he said.
"Hr aar eow. "

Munchen was the biggest city Jonah had ever travel ed: over a quarter
of a mllion people. There were many tines that in the Belt, but not even
G braltar Base had as nmuch in one habitat. O course, much of Earth was one
huge city-over eighteen billion, an inpossible nunber-but he had been born to
the Belt and the war against the Kzin. The other problemwas that it wasn't a
habitat at all; it was uncontained, sprawling with the disregard for
di stances of a thinly settled planet and a people who had been wealthy enough
to give nost famlies their own aircar. The open space above still made hima
little nervous; he pretended it was the blue done of a bubbleworld, one of
the larger farm ng ones with a high spin. Luckily, it was unlikely that
El dasson was in the residential neighborhoods, or the sluns that had grown up



during the occupation. Nor was she at the address Public Info listed as her
hone, which had turned out to be a townhouse with several |oud, extrenely
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xenophobi c-or at |east anti-kzinti-dogs.

UHrunge k'tze hvrafo tui," Bigs said; he stopped, opened his mouth
and wet his nose with his tongue. "Tut, tea!"

| think I scent the prey, Jonah translated nentally. He let the
| ength of skeelwood he was carrying up the sleeve of his overall drop unti
the tip rested on his fingers. The prey is here.

The ni ghtspot they were staking out was a few hundred nmeters behind
them around a slight curve in the tree-lined road. It was a converted house,
and the buildings here stood well apart; hedges lined the outer |awns, naking
the turf roadway a glimrer of greenblack under the gl owgl obes. The summer
ni ght was qui et and dark, the moon and Beta both down and the stars little
dinmred by city lights; the snell of dew was stronger than that of nen's
engi nes. Feet cane waD ing, several pair. Then he saw them El dasson ri ght
enough, but dressed in a fancy outfit of black enbroidered tunic and
bal | ooni ng i ndigo trousers. A dark wonman in a tight ship-quit to one side of
her, ann in arm talking and | aughi ng. Another behind them tall even for a
Winder | ander but thick-built, alnost a giant, shaggy ashblond hair

"Fra El dasson," Jonah said, stepping into the pool of |ight under one
of the gl obes that hung fromthe treebranches; they were biologicals, hitched
into the tree's sap system "How pl easant to neet you."

He coul d sense the kzinti spreading out behind him Not hear them
their padded feet were soundl ess on the grass-but a whisper of novenent, a
hi nt of sourginger scent. Kzin anger: it sent the hair on his own backbone to
bristling as conditioned reflex said danger. His smle was gnm Danger in
truth, but not to him

El dasson stopped, blinking at him "Wat are you doing here?" she
snapped. Her conpani ons | ooked at Jonah, then recoiled slightly at the sudden
| ooni ng
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appearance of Spots and Bigs. The tall blond runbled a challenge; the
two wonen crouched slightly, spreading to either side.

I ;inagle, Jonah thought. These aren't Larders. | nmm~ted. Even after
decades of war between Man and Kzin, nost Earthers were still culturally
condi tioned agai nst viol ence. That had never gone as far on Winderl and, and
there had been little | aw here for humans while the kzinti rul ed. Nobody who
prospered in those years was likely to be a pacifist. Jonah tapped his belt
unit, for enphasis and for a record of what foll owed.

UN got a little tired of waiting for you to show up with our noney,
Fra El dasson,” he said calmy. "W'd like it now, if you please.”

"You'll get it as soon as the transfer to ne clears," she said. The
voi ce was flat and wary; her right hand was behi nd her back

Cal m settl ed onJonah, a conforting fanmliarity. The feeling of being
conpletely imrersed in reality and conpletely detached at the same tine, what
the adepts who trained himfor war had said was the cl osest he woul d ever
approach satori. For the first time in a year, the wounds within his nind
ceased to itch.

"Not good enough. W want itnow. "

"No! Now get out of this neighborhood; you're not wel cone here."

Bi gs spoke; his Winderl ander was nore thickly accented than his
sibling's and distorted by anger as well:

" Wiy d o you think you can cheat a Hero and |ive, nonkey ?"
"Ah, a racial slur," Eldasson said, snmling tightly. "Jilla, von
Sydow, renenber that." To the kzin: "Go ch'row your Patriarch, ratcat."

Bi gs screaned and | eaped. Everything seened to nove very slowy after
that. Jonah dove forward and down, the yawara-stick snapping out into his
hand, then sweeping toward El dasson's wist as it came out

~1 N |
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with the chunky shape of a mlitary-grade stunner. She was throw ng
hersel f backward; the wood nmet the synthetic of the weapon instead of flesh,
and there was a high Larking buzz before the stunner flew off into darkness.
Bigs's leap turned fromfluid perfection into a ballistic arch, and his body
nmet the earth with a thud that shook throughJonah's body. The human came up
coiling off his hands, one long | eg pistoning out into El dasson's stonach.

That hurt. She was wearing inpact arnor, nenoryplastic that stiffened
under rapid stress. The heelstrike still sent her back w nded and wheezi ng



agai nst the hedge. Spots canme on in a hunching four-footed rush, like a giant
orange weasel; the blond giant roared and swept out a chopping cut with a
@urkha knife. They circled, eight claws against a knife. The kzin was |inping
as he turned, dark-red bl ood runni ng down one col umar thigh, naked pink tai
held out rigidly to sweep around as a weapon in itself. The man had been
wearing arnmor too; it showed through the rents in his tunic, glittering where
the claws had scraped. Bigs was stirring and nmuttering. no longer a nute linme
nile of
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around, one smashing at the stick, the second driving for his el bow
wi t h bone-breaking force. He let the force ofthe bl ow hel p him pivot the
stick to block the second rod. C ock. Faint brushing contact against his |eft
arm A - ' Adatum nothing nore. Pain did not hurt; paying attention to it
hurt. Snap-kick to the inside of her knee, danage done but she rolled forward
with the fall and backflipped, com ng up crouching with the rods before her
in an X, guard position

El dasson was strai ghteni ng up, whooping for breath. Her hand snapped
out a flat black |ozenge and cl enched; a shimrering appeared in the air
before it, and a tooth-gritting whi ne.Jonah knew what that was; ratchet
knife, a wire blade stiffened and set trenbling thousands of tinmes a second
by a magnetic field. It would slash through tissue and bone as if they were
jelly.

7~j ust becane note serious, he thought, feeling his testicles trying
to draw t hensel ves up into his abdomen.

He rushed toward the worman with the shockrods, bringing his yawara
down in a straight overarmblow k smacked into the X, and she slid the
shockrods down toward his hand. Jonah accepted it, accepted the sudden agony
that froze his lungs and sent shinmers of random|ight across his pupils. H's
ot her hand gashed up to her wists and he bore forward with his full weight
and strength. They went over backward; he landed with a knee in her stonach,
and the rods cane down across her throat. The face beneath hi m convul sed, the
gal vani c reaction tossing himasi de before she slunped into unconsci ousness.
Wheezing with pain he shoulder-rolled erect, both arns trenbling as he
br ought them back to guard position.

El dasson was on her feet and shuffling toward him the ratchet knife
ext ended. Behi nd her the big human and Snots were still circling. It could
only have been

orange fur. Onlv the edge of the beam con have

Enough. The woman in the skin-quit cane for Jonah, hands stripping
two bl ack-plastic rods out of sheaths al ong her thighs, each baton a neter
| ong. Shockrods; the touch would bring utter pain, possible brain damage or
even death in the wong place. She had delicate Oriental features, |ynx-calm
and the nmovenents were unm stakable. Well, N pponjin were comon in the Al pha
Centauri systemtoo, out in the Serpent Swarm He lunged, using the |ength of
armand | eg, the point of his yawara punching out for her

The hard wood cl acked on Dl astic as both rods cane
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invisible in the di mess, but he could hear it keening mal evolently.
Jonah tw sted aside desperately, felt something like a hot thread stroke
along his side. He tried for a kick and snatched the foot back when the knife
nmoved down, backing and feeling at the cut along his side. Not too deep, he
realized with a hot surge of relief; only enough to break the skin. Bl ood
fl owed down his flank and soaked into his coverall around the wai stband. He
retreated a little faster, |ooking around for sonething to use.

Then Bigs rose in the shadows by the sidewal k.



"Look behi nd you, "Jonah suggested hel pfully, flexing his arnms to try
and work the feeling back into them El dasson snorted contenpt and bored in,
hol di ng the ratchet knife before her |like a ribbon saber and |unging as he
ski pped away. She was breathing nore nonnally now, and the twin red spots on
her cheekbones m ght have been anger as nuch as the aftereffects of being
gut ki cked. Agruntoftriunph as he dodged to the side and went down on the
paverent; the ratchet knife went up for a slash, night air peeling back from
its buzzing wire edge. There was a yawp of sound; the wonman's eyes rolled up
in their sockets, and the knife went silent as fingers released it. She
crunpl ed bonel essly to the ground, her head goi ngthock on the asphalt.

Bigs clipped the stunner to his belt. Spots unlocked his jaws from
the knife-man's right shoul der and threw hima dozen paces to crunple
bonel essly on the soft turf of a |lawn. Jonah swept up the ratchet knife and
flipped the hilt in his hand, the molecular distortion battery making it
heavy even in the .61-G field of Winderland. The contractor's eyes were open
Bi gs had taken tinme to reset the stunner's field to light. That nmeant that
El dasson coul d feel and see, although not nove the nmain volun9 nuscles. The
Sol -Belter drove his heel into her ribs wthjudiciously calculated force.

"Paytinme, Fra Eldasson," he said. "Payback tine."
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Her lips worked, trying to spit at him Bigs picked her up by the
back of her tunic and shook her at armis length, as effortlessly as he m ght
have a rag dol L When he was fini shed he brought her close and smiled in her
face, tongue dangling and carnivore breath hot.

"How . . . how nuch?" she croaked.

Just what you owe us,nJonah said. "Not one fennig nore . . . in
nmoney. "

General Buford Early looked a little I ess out of place in Minchen
than he did in his native Sol System these days; men as bl ack as he were
rare on Winderl and, and nostly fromthe Krio enclaves. They were even rarer
in the polyglot genetic stew of Earth. That was not true at the time of his
birth. He had been born while there were still distinct human sub-races, a
fact he took some care to disguise. Not |east by keeping a careful ear for
t he changes in | anguage, and by muting the i nhuman graceful ness | earned
t hrough the centuries. O her things he hid nore deeply; but the power he held
fromhis rank in the UN Space Navy, fromhis role in the ARM and from his
own force of personality, he did not bother to conceal. Heldja El dasson
| ooked a little intimdated, sitting across the wi de oak desk in the upper
of fices of the Ritterhaus, once nore headquarters of Winderl and's government.

"What el se could I do?" she said sullenly. The autodoc had heal ed the
wor st of her injuries, but she had not been allowed enough time to clear up
the brui ses that nmarked her face with red and bl ue splotches. "The ratcat-
| over had his tanme kzing7mat me until | transferred the funds and
aut henticated the contract."

"You coul d have gone to the police," he pointed out, lighting a
cigar. That was al so nore conmon here on Winderl and than on Earth, anong the
many archai snms he found rather pleasant. fig
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"Teui e~eim They had the contracts-and would the police believe ne,
with ny record? | wouldn't have chanced stifling them if you hadn't
suggested it |

He stared at her for a nmoment, and she dropped her eyes before the
steady yell owi sh glare of his.

"Excel l ency," she finished sullenly.

"I't should have occurred to you that-" Early stopped. That | have
i nfluence untie the courts, and the police. Both quite true, although not to
the extent he would on Earth. There, opponents of the ARM or the Brotherhood,
if they were unlucky enough to learn of its existence-could be ignored so
conpletely that they found nobody even acknow edged their existence any
| onger. Harsher neasures were rarely necessary; overt fear was a crude tool
The Secret Reign had survived the centuries by mani pul ati ng nen, not by
trying to rule themdirectly. It was already far older than any nmere state in
t he year Bubord Early was born

"Never mnd," he continued. "You'll be conmpensated for your |oss."
Loss of stolen noney, he thought ironically. "And keep me informed of
anything to do with Matthi eson. Under st ood?"

"3awul ," she replied.

CHAPTER El GHT

Jonah pulled his head out of the fountain and shook it; the two kzin
| ooked up fromtending their wounds and conplained with ycows as drops hit
their fur. The hunman restrained an inpulse to grin at them fromthe way they
were waggi ng their ears back at him they felt the same way.

"Well, we're rich," he said. "Conparatively speaking. Rich in spirit,
too-1 never did like being cheated.” And this time | got to do sonething
about it, he added silently. Finagle, but If eel good! Better than he had in
a year. Better than he had since the psychists released himand Early began
hi s campai gn of persecution.

Bi gs grunt-snarled. Spots answered al oud: "W have fought side by
side," he said. Hi s whiskers drooped. "Although there will be little enough
left of this nobney when our debts are paid and supplies laid in for our
househol ds. "

"Considering that you were contenplating suicide the night I nmet you,
that's not bad," Jonah observed dryly, turning and sitting on the cornice of
the fountain. "How much will you have |eft?"

"I'f we pay no nore than the nost pressing of our debts . Spot s
turned and consulted with his sibling in the Hero's Tongue; kzin felt uneasy
with a | anguage as verbal as English. "A thousand each."

"Hhrmm The idea is to |l et noney make noney," Jonah replied. "You
ought to invest it."

Bigs folded his ears in anger, and the pelt laid itself 64
Mat+K~z Wars V

flat on his face, scul pting agai nst the nmassive bones. Spots lifted
his upper lip and let his tail twitch in derision

“"I'f we had the skill, we would not have the opportunity. Business-who
woul d do business of that sort with a kzin?"
"Well, I-" Jonah snapped his fingers. "Wait a mnute! Remenber that

dosshouse we stayed at, the night | told you about thejob?"



"I would rather forget," Spots said.

"Verm n," Bigs rasped. "Hunman-specific vermin at that. If the Fanged
God is hunorous, they will die fromingesting kzin blood."

"No, the old man | tal ked to-he'd been on prospecting expeditions
into theJotuns."

Spots had bent his head to lap at the water in the fountain; now he
raised it, hands still braced on the rim |ong pink washcl ot h-sized tongue
| apping at his jow s and whi skers.

"You are altruistic, for a nmonk-for a numan, ne said suspiciously.

"Tanj," Jonah replied. "There Ain't No Justice. You two are out of
| uck because your side lost the war; I'min bad odor with . . . hmmm an
influential patriarch, let's say. And we've just pounded on some peopl e who,
if not respectable, are certainly established citizens of Minchen. Reason and
heal th both say we should get out of town. If nothing else, living' s cheaper
in the countryside. TheJotuns are pretty wild; we could hunt nost of our
food. "

Mat brought the kzinti heads up, both of them The aliens stared at
himwi th their huge round lion-colored eyes for a nonment, then | ooked at each
ot her.

"I've got three thousand, you've got thirty-five hundred, our two
friends here have a thousand apiece. No, that's not enough. Mnhm Need about
twice that."
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1

The old man's nanme was Hans Shwartz, and he had been perfectly
willing to discuss an expedition. Hi s honesty was reassuring, if depressing.

"Why so much?" Jonah asked. "1've done rockjack work, back in the

Sol -Belt, but this is planetside-the air's free."

"la, but nothing else is,"” Hans said. "Look. You've got animals-no
sense in trying to take ground vehicles, it's too rough in there-and you' ve
got personal supplies, you' ve got weapons-"

"Weapons?"

"Bandits. Wbrse now than during the war. \Wapons, then there's
det ect or equi prrent. Sout hernJotuns have funny geography, difficult-that's why
it's worthwhile going in there. Scattered pockets of highyield stuff; doesn't
pay for large-scale mning, even these days."

Jonah nodded, and the two kzin flared their nostrils in agreement.
The Serpent Swarm had been stripped of experienced rockjacks; they nmade the
best stingship fighter-pilots, and the Al pha Centauran space-navy had
i nherited plenty of shipbuilding capacity fromthe occupati on. Thousands of
small strike craft built in Tiamat and the other space fabrication plants
were riding in UN carriers deeper and deeper into kzinti space. Even so, the
natural superiority of asteroid m ning was only somewhat di mi nished. There
woul d have been little or no mining and industry on the surface of Wnderl and
but for the kzinti. Kzin had been in its late Iron Age when theJotok arrived
and brought with themthe full panoply of fusion power and gravity
pol ari sers. The pol ari ser made surface-to-orbit travel fantastically cheap



and wi th fusion power pollution had never been a problemeither.

"tea, lot of stuff we'd need to make it worthwhile going. I'"'mwlling
to invest my savings, but not |ose themwhy do you think I'msleeping in
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with three thousand kronain the bank? The return would be worth it,
but only if we're properly equipped."”

Jonah rubbed at his jaw, the stubble was bristly, and he rem nded
hinself to pick up sone depilatory, now that he could afford it.

"What prey is in prospect?" Bigs said.

Shwart z understood the idiom he seemed to have had some experience
wi th kzin. Enough to know basic etiquette |like not staring, at |east.



"Depends, t'kznmtar." Warrior, in the Hero's Tongue; a derivative of
whoosh, nmale. "Possibly, nothing at all! That's the risk. Have to go way
out back; anything near a road or shipline's been surveyed to hell and back
Take in filter menbranes, then build a hydraulic systemif we discover
anything. Pack it out. Only the heavy nmetals and rare earths worth enough
Wth luck, oh, maybe ten, twenty thousand krona each-profit, that is, after
expenses. Depends on when you want to stop, of course.”

"Twenty thousand sounds fine to me," Jonah said. About the price of a
rockj ack's singleship, in normal times. Mre than enough for independence, if
he managed carefully; passage back to Sol System if he wanted it. "Excuse us
for a mnute?"

"Ja," the old man said mldly, stuffing his pipe and turning away to
sit quietly on his cot, blow ng snoke rings at the griny ceiling of the
dosshouse.

Jonah and the kzin brothers huddled in a corner; the half-ton of
sentient flesh made a barrier as good as any privacy screen

"Sounds like the best prospect going," he nurmnured.

"Yes," Spots said. He took a canp fromhis belt and tapped at the
screen; a kzin mlitary nodel, rather chunky, marked in the dots-and-comras
of the aliens' script. "That woul d repurchase enough [and to sustain
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our households. Wth an independent base, we could contract work to
nmeet our cash-fl ow problens."

"I amtenpted,"” Bigs cut in; they both | ooked at himin surprise. "M
liver steans with thejuices of anticipation. Wth enough weal th, we need no
| onger associate so much with humans.” His ears fol ded away and he ducked his
nmuzzle. "No of fence, Jonah-Matthieson. You hardly seemlike a nmonkey."
"None taken," Jonah said dryly. Actually, he's quite reasonable
for a, bussy, he thought, using the old UN Space Navy slang for the felinoids.
That was flattery. Accepting defeat violated kzin instincts as fundanenta

I to themas sex was to a human. Wl ki ng anong al i ens

who did not recognize kzinti dom nance w thout |ashing out at them
t ook enornous strength of will.

"Hrrrr." Spots closed his eyes to a slit; the pink tip of his tongue
protruded slightly. "How are we to raise the additional capital ?" He
bri ghtened, unfurling ears. "Araid W wll-"

Jonah groaned; Bigs was grinning with enthusiasm. . . aggressive
ent husi asm How had these two survived since the liberation? Badly, he knew.

"No, no-do you want to end up inprison?"

That nmade them both wi nce. Kzinti were nore vul nerable to sensory
deprivation than humans; they were a cruel race, but rarely inprisoned their
victinms except as a tenporary hol ding neasure. Kzin inprisoned for |ong
peri ods usual ly suicided by beating their own brains out against a wall, or
died in raving insanity if restrained.

"No, we'll have to go with what the old coot had in m nd, "Jonah



concl uded.
Huge round anber-col ored eyes blinked at him "But he said he did not

have access to sufficient funds," Spots pointed out reasonably, licking his
nose and sniffing. Puzzlement: | mfiforyour reasoning.
It was amazi ng how nuch you | earned about kzinti, 68 Mandolin
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working with themfor a nonth or two. Back in Sol System nobody had
known squat about the aliens, except that they kept attacking-even when they
shoul dn't. Now he knew kzin body | anguage; he al so knew their econom ¢ system
was primtive to the point of absurdity. Not surprising, when a bunch of
f eudal pastoral savages were hired as mercenaries by a star-faring race, given
speci al i sed educations, and then revolted and overthrew their enployers. That
had happened a long, long, long tine ago, |ong enough to be quasi-I egend
anong the kzin. They had never devel oped much sophistication, though; nor a
real civilisation.

VWhat they had done was to freeze their own devel opment. The kzin
became a space-faring power |ong before they understood what that neant; and
wi th space travel came access to genetic alteration techniques. The kzin used
those, both on their captives and on thensel ves. The plan was to nake them
better; but better to the Race of Heroes meant to be even nore primtive,
even nore dedicated to the Fanged God, even nore loyal to the Patriarch
Civilization breeds for rationality; but the kzin used gene nechanics to
build i n proofagai nst that.

VWhile they were at it, they altered their social custons, then
changed their genes so the new custons would be stable. The result was a race
of barbarians, culturally well below the level of the Holy Roman Enpire,
roam ng t hrough space in wars of conquest and sl avery.

Fortunately they had al so changed their genes to make thensel ves nore
Heroic; and to a kzin, Heroes were rarely subtle and never deceptive.

Heroes don't lie, and they don't steal. It should he enough, Jonah
t hought . So-
"He'll have a backer in mnd," Jonah said. "A beneath-the-grass

patriarch. A silent partner.
"Ct herw se
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Expl ai ni ng the concept took a few m nutes.

he woul dn't have talked to us at all."
The huge kzinti heads turned toward each ot her
"W need hen," Spots said. "Badly."
"Truth," Bigs replied norosely.
| Each of them solemmly bared the skin on the inside
of a wist and scratched a red line with one claw, then
~ stared at hi mexpectantly.
I Ch, Finagle, the human thought. "Can | use a knife?"
| he said al oud.
"I won't take noney from Harold YartEkin,"Jonah said bluntly.
He stared narrow eyed at the | ean Herrenmann face across the table,
with its arrogant asymetric doubl e spike of beard. The roomwas | arge,
elegant, and airy in the manner of A d Muinchen, on the third story of a

t owmnhouse overl ooki ng the Donau and the gardens along its banks. Al nost as
el egant as C aude Montberrat-Palme in his tweeds and suede, |ooking for al



the world like a squire just in fromriding over the honme farm He | ounged
back in the tall carved-oak chair, framed against the bright sunlight and the
wi steria and wought iron of the bal cony behind him His smle was | azy and
rel axed.

"Ch, | assure you, there's no noney of his in this. W're
cl ose, but not bosom conpanions, if you know what | nean."

I n~rid, Jonah's mind supplied. An old and tangled rivalry; resolved
now, but the scratches nmustlinger. Hi s were about heal ed, but he hadn't spent
forty years brooding on them

"Al t hough he probably woubl back you up. You did save both their
lives, there at the end."

Jonah felt a cold shudder ripple his skin, but the sensation was
fading. There are no nore thrift, he told hinself. None at all, except for
the Sea Statue in the UN nuseum and that was safely bottled in a stasis
field 70

Mani kin V

until the primal nonobl oc recondensed. After an instant the sensation
went away. A year ago the nmenory attacks had been overwhel m ng; now t hey
werej ust very, very unpleasant. Progress, of a sort.



"Not interested," he said flatly. For one thing, our dear friend
Harol d mi ght have left nme here for the Sissies, if it wouldn't have nmade him
| ook bad in front of Inlaid. Harold Yarthkin was a hero of sorts; Jonah knew
the breed, fromthe inside. As ruthless as a kzin, when he was crossed or
al mghty Principle was at stake.

"But as | said, it's ny noney."

"Why are you spending your time on this pennyante stuff, then?" Jonah
asked. Hs nod took in the room the old paintings and wood shining with
generations of |abor and wax.

"I'mnot as rich as all that," Mntterrat said to Jonah's skeptica
eyebrow. "Contrary to rumor, nost of the nmoney I, hmmm disassociated from
of ficial channels during the occupation didn't stick. Mich of the remai nder
went after the liberation-nmy vindication wasn't an automatic matter, you see.
Too many ambi guous actions. And |I'mnot exactly in good odor with the new
government. The ARM doesn'tli ke any of us who were involved in . . . that
busi ness, you know. Therefore the nost lucrative investrments, |ike buying up
confiscated estates, are barred to me. But yes, backing an expedition |like
yours isn't all that good a bet. |'ve funded a nunber, and no nore than
br oken even."

"\Why bot her ?"

"For sone reason, the Provisional Governnent-our acquai ntance
Mar kham and CGeneral Early-doesn't really want exploration in that quarter.
Among the many other things they dislike.Just to put a spoke in their wheels
is satisfaction enough for me, so long as it doesn'tcost noney. Andbesi des,
perhaps the horse willlearn | osing."

Jonah shrugged offthe reference and sat in thought for a nonent.
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"Accepted," he said, and | eaned forward to press his palmto the
recorder.

~ . . . and that, ny dear, was how Jonah Matthi eson canme to be
prospecting in these hills," Mntlerrat finished.

Ni ght had fallen during the tale, and the outdoor patio was lit by
the dimlight of the town's glowstrips. Insectoids fluttered around t hem
things the size of a palmwith wings in swirling patterns of indigo and
crimson; they snelled of burnt cinnanon and nade a sound as of gl ass chi nes.
Tyra took a cigarette and | eaned forward to accept the man's offer of a
light; she | eaned back and blew a neditative puffat the stars before
answering him

"You certainly don't believe in letting the |eft hand know what the
ri ght does, do you, Herr MontlerratPal me. d aude."”

H's grin was raffish and his expression boyishly frank. "No," he
said. "But I'Il tell you everything . "

She raised a brow

" . . . that | think you need to know. I'mstill uncertain of Jonah-
uncertain of what the psychists did to him | need soneone to watch him to
report back to ne, if there's any sign he's not what he pretends to be. And
unobtrusively check up on any attenpt to sabotage his expedition. You're the
perfect choice, young and obscure . . . and Jonah is likely to trust you, if



that's necessary."
"Well and good, and | can use the enploynent," Tyra said, giving him
a level stare. "But what are your purposes here, nmyn Herr?"

"Money." After a nmoment he continued: "For a reason. |'ve got
political plans. Not so nuch ambitions-with nmy history I'Il never hold
of fice-but | have candidates in mnd. Harry, for one . . . | intend, in the
long run, to put a glitch in Herrenmann Man wi n Ways V

Rei chst ei n- Mar kham s program he'd nake a very bad caudill o, and
think he's got ambitions in that direction.” Tyra nodded grinmly. "Beyond
that, | want to get the ARM out of Winderl ander politics-a | ong-term project-
and ease the transition to denocracy.

"Not," he went on with a slight grimace, "the formof governnment |'d
have chosen, but we have little choice in the matter, do we? In any case, |
need noney, and | need information, which is power. This business isjust one
ganbit in a very conplicated gane."

"I've never been called a pawn so graciously before," Tyra said,
ri sing and extending her hand. The ol der aristocrat clicked heels and bent
over it. "Consider it a deal, O aude."

~ CHAPTER NI NE

The convoy was crowded and slow as it ground up the sw tchbacks of
the nmountain road. Hovercraft had a greasy instability in rocky terrain |like
this, setting Jonah's teeth on edge. The speed was di sconcerting, too.

I nsect-slow, in one sense, conpared to the singleships and fighter stingcraft
he had piloted in the War, but you could not see velocity in space.
Unconfortably fast in relation to the ground; he kept expecting a colli sion-
alarmto sound. He ignored the sensation, as he ignored the nowfaniliar

scent of kzin, and scrolled through the maps instead. The fl atbed around t hem
was crowded, with farnmers and travelers and nmothers nursing their squalling
young, and a cage full of shouts that turned hysterical every tine the w nd
shifted and they scented Bigs and Spots. The kzin were sleeping; they could
do that eighteen hours a day when there was nothing else to occupy their

tinme.

Hans tapped the screen. "No sense in | ooki ng anywhere near here, |ike
| said," he went on. "Surveyors found it all, and then when it got worth
taking the contractors took it all out, twenty, thirty years ago. We'll buy

some animals in CGelitzberg and-~

An alarmdid go off, up in the lead truck. Al nost at once an
expl osion followed, and a slowtide of dirt and rock cane down the hillslope
to their right, with jerking trees riding atop it |ike surfboarders on a
wave. The autogun on the truck pivoted with snooth robotic quickness and its
multiple barrels fired with a noise |ike yappi ng dogs, streaks of |ight
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lines of fire reaching down fromthe scrubby hillside. Magenta gl obes
burst where the seeker missiles died, but nore lived to smash their |iquid-
nmetal bolts into engines; then the guard truck took the aval anche broadsi de
and went spinning down the slope to vanish n a searing act~nic glare as its
power core ruptured. Ml ecular distortion batteries could not expl ode,
strictly speaking, but they contained a | ot of energy.

By that tine Jonah had already rolled off the flatbed and dived for
t he roadsi de bush; he had seen boarding actions during the war, and had



trained hard in gravity. He | anded belly-down and eeled his way into the

t hi ck reddi sh-brown native scrub, ignoring the thorns that ripped at his
exposed hands and face. To his surprise, Hans was not far away and novi ng
rather nore quietly. The response of the two kzin was not surprising at all
they went over the heads of their human conpani ons and up the hillside in a
series of bounding | eaps, then vanished into cover with an appalling
suddenness.

Jonah |icked at the sweat on his upper lip and took up the trigger
slack on his magrifle. It was a cheap used nodel, and the hal o sight that
sprang i nto exi stence over the breech quivered slightly and never reached the
prom sed x40 magnification. It was still much better than nothing, and he
used it to scan the upper slope carefully, starting close and worki ng back
The bandits were visible in short snatches, working their way cautiously
toward the wecked convoy. Fire still crackled overhead from passengers and
guards; the bandits returned it with careful selectivity, not wanting to
damage their | oot nore than was needful. One face showed through a gap
bet ween rocks for an instant, a heavy pug countenance w th brown stubble and
a gold tooth.

I f they had seeker m ssiles, the~y'vepnbabl ygotagoodja7rm-r, Jonah
thought. No help to tee expected anytine soon
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"Here goes," he whispered softly, laid the sightingbead on a blurred
shape screened by bush, and stroked at the trigger.

Hs rifle was set for high-subsonic; the slug gave a sharp pfm and
t he weapon bunped gently at his shoulder. The bandit fol ded and dropped
backward, scream ng | oud enough to be heard over a thousand nmeters. One of
t he weaknesses of inpact arnmor; when there was enough kinetic energy behind
the projectile, the suddenly-rigid surface could pul p square nmeters of your
body surface. Very painful, if not fatal

Hans was firing too, accurate and slow. Jonah snapshot, raking the
sl ope and cl enching his teeth against the know edge that they would be
scanning for him wth better sensors than an overage rifle sight. They had
heavy weapons, too.

Anot her scream this time one of kzin triunmph, inhumanly |oud and
fierce; instincts that renenbered tiger and sabertooth rai sed hairs under the
sweat -wet fabric of his jacket. A human body soared out and tunbled down the
hillside, linmp in death. Seconds |later, a gl obe of flame rose from near by,

t he di scharge of a tripod-nmounted beaner's power cell. Another heavy beaner
cut loose, but this time directed back upslope at the bandits. Jonah's sights
showed Bigs holding it Iike a hand weapon, scream ng with gapejawed joy as he
hosed down the hillside. Bush flamed, and nen ran through it burning. Jonah
shot, shifted ainmpoint, shot again, as much in nercy as anything el se. \Wen
he shifted to wide-angle view for a scan, he saw a swarthyfaced bandit in the
remmants of mlitary kit rallying the gang, then leading themin a swft
retreat over the hill

And the two kzin pursuing. "Cone back!" he screaned incredul ously.
Hans | ooked at him the humans shrugged, and began to foll ow

Horses did not like kzin. That, it seened, was an 7fi
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i Mmutable fact of life. Hans watched the |last of them go bucking off
across the dusty square of Neu Friborg with a phil osophical air.

"Waste of tine, horses, anyway," he said. "Die on you, like as not.
Draw tigripards. Miules are what we need; nules for the gear, and we can wal k.
Kitties'd have to wal k anyhow, too heavy for horses.”



" 1 eat herbivores, | do not perch upon them" Bigs said, and stal ked
offto curl up on a rock and sul k.
"WIl these . . . nules be nore sensible?" Spots asked dubiously.

The stock pens had been set up for the day, collapsible netal franes
ol d enough to be rickety; nost of the work animals being offered for sale had
been stunned into docility by the heat. High sumer in the southern Jotuns
was no joke, with both suns up and this low sh altitude. Jonah fanned hi nsel f
with his straw hat, w ped sweat fromhis face and | ooked dubi ously at the
collection of bony animals who turned their long ears towards him It was
probably inmagination, the | ook of malicious anticipation . . . and planets
have | ousy climate control systens, he added to hinself. H s underwear was
chafing, and he was raw under his Sunbelt. The pens stank with a hot, dry
snel |l and buzzed with flies, Terran and the six-w nged Winder| ander
equi val ent s.

"I haven't had nmuch to do with aninals,” he said dubiously. Except to
eat them sonetines, and he preferred his nmeat prepared so its origin wasn't
too obvious. |In space you ate rodent, nostly, anyway, or decently synthesised
protein. It made himslightly queasy, the thought of eating sonething wth
eyes that size and a | arge head.

"You'll learn," Hans said, running his hands expertly down the | egs
of one animal. "Wn't do," he added to the owner, in outbacker dialect.
"Galls. Let's see t'other one.

"Yep, you'll learn," he continued toJonah. "Unless you want to carry

t hree hundred kil os of gear yourself."
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"l see your point,"Jonah replied.

The nmul e stretched out its neck at Spots and gave a deafeni ng bray
wi th aggressive overtones. The kzin's fur bottled, and he hissed back at the
mul e, which blinked and fell silent. Fromthe way its eyes rolled, it was
keeping a wary watch on the big carnivore . .

"Thiss'un '11 do," Hans told the owner. "And the other five."

The grizzled farmer nodded and whistled for the town registrar, who
canme over with a readout pistol and scanned the barcodes | aser-nmarked into
the nul es’ necks.

"Set down," she said, tucking the instrunment into a holster in her
skirts. "New system just back on line- haven't had a conmputer link like this
since way back in the occupation.” She gave Spots a hard glare; that was
extremely bad manners by kzinti standards, but the felinoid stared over her
head.

Poor bl eepi ng push nust have had a lot of practice at that, Jonah
t hought with some conpassion. Stares and jostling and tobacco snoke; |ife was
not easy for kzin under human rule. On the other hand, we don't enslave or
eat them so matters are rasher nore than even

"M ght as well get started," Hans concluded, after slapping pal ms
with the farmer. "You fellas need to learn how to do up a pack saddle. Got to
be bal anced, or you'll get saddle galls and then we'll be stuck wi thout
enough transport to carry our gear. Couldn't have that. Al right, first
| esson. "



He handed one of the wood-and-|eather frames to Spots, together wth
a bl anket. "Fold the blanket, then put the saddle firmy across.”

Spots picked up the gear in his stubby-fingered fourdigit hands,
conscious of the village loafers and small children watching him So
conscious that he did not realise what the nule's |aid-back ears neant, and
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way it turned its head to fix himw th one di stanceestimating eye.
The kick was swift even by kzinti standards, and precisely aimed. Spots made
a whistling sound as he flew back, folding around his mddle. The onl ookers
| aughed; he fought back to all fours. H's back arched, fur bottled out, ears
fol ded away in conbat node, and his tail stood out like a pink colum behind
him He was beyond lashing it, in his rage, and his | ower jaw sank down on
his breast in the killing gape as he whooped for breath. Adrenaline surge and
| ack of oxygen sent grey across his eyes and narrowed his vision down to a
tunnel . When a human noved at the corner of it, he whirled and began the
upward gutting stroke with barred cl aws.

The notion froze. It was the humanJdonah, and he stood calmy in the
position of respectful-nonaggression, with no snell of fear. Hs teeth were
decently concealed. Slowy, slowy, wllpower beat down the aching need to
kill and the rage-shane of nockery. The | oafers had tumnbl ed backward at the
blurring-swift kzin leap that |eft Spots back on his feet, though sone of the
children had cried out in delight as at a wonder. Spots's pelt sank back
toward normal, and he forced his ears to unfold, his tail to relax. Jonah
bent and picked up the saddle and its bl anket pad.

"Shall we do this together?" he said in an even voice. "I woul dn't
care to be kicked by that thing, nyself-1 don't have cartil age arnmor across
nmy mddl e the way you Heroes do."

Stiffly, Spots's ears waggl ed; the equivalent of a forced snile.
"Mne is not in very good condition, at the nonment. How shall we approach?"

"One on either side,” Jonah said. "W shouldn't give hima target."

"Hrroaaeeeeeeee! " Bigs shrieked and | eapt.

The gagrunpher froze for a fatal instant, its six |legs
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tensed and head whi ppi ng backward, then spurted forward in a
desperate bound. Spots rose out of the underbrush alnost at its feet and
l unged for the exposed throat, fastening hinmself with cl amed hands and feet
to the big animal and sinking his fangs into its throat. Blood bubbled
between his teeth, hot and salty and spicy across his tongue, but he
concentrated on squeezing his jaws shut. Air wheezed through the punctured
wi ndpi pe and he gave a grunt of triunmph as it dosed beneath the bone-cracking
pressure of his grip. Suffocation killed the prey, when you got a good
t hroat-hol d. The ani mal coll apsed by the forel egs, then went over on its side
with a thunmp as Bigs arrived and threw his nmassive formagainst its



hi ndquarters. A few seconds nore and it kicked and di ed.

They crouched for a nonent, panting, forepawhands on the warm body.
The soft night echoed to the throbbing killscreamof triunph, and then they
settled down to the enjoyable task of butchering and eating. Spots cuffed
affectionately at his sibling as they ripped open the body cavity and
squabbl ed over hearts- gagrunphers had two, one major and one secondary, |ike
nost Winde~l and higher life-forms-and liver. It was a big beast, tw ce the
wei ght of an adult nmale kzin, half a human ton, but they made an appreci able
dint init, before feeling replete enough to pile the remainder in torn-off
segnents of hide; it would be fresh enough to eat for a couple of days. Wth
the chore done they could lie at |eisure, cracking bones for marrow with
rocks and the hilts of their wtsai-knives, nibbling at treats of organ and
tripe, groom ng the blood and bits out of each other's fur.

"It is well, it is well," Bigs crooned, working over the hard-to-
reach places at the back of his sibling's neck. It was anmazi ng where the
bl ood got to, when you stuck your head into the prey's abdoni nal cavity.

"It is well,” Spots confirned, yawning cavernously. "If 80
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| never eat synthetic protein again, it will be far too soon. Nothing

is lacking but ice cream or some bourbon with mlk."

"Your pride-mate provides," Bigs announced, unslinging a canteen and
two net dishes that coll apsed against it. "The bourbon, at |east."

A throaty purr resounded fromboth throats. Thus Is how He Aged God
meant Anti to dye, Spots thought. The night was bright to their sight, ful
of interesting scents; a gratifying hush of terror was only gradually wearing
off, as the native life reacted to the roar of hunting kzin.

It was how kzin had lived, for scores of scores of mllennia, on the
savannahs and in the jungles of Kzin itself The scent of his brother was rich
and conforting with their common bl ood. So had young warriors lived in the
wandering years, cast out by their fathers and the home pride. They grouped
together in the wastel ands, brothers and hal f-brothers and cousins, grow ng
strong in conradeship and skill, until they could raid the settled bands for
femal es of their own-or even displace their fathers and becone lords in their
own right. Fromthose bonds sprang the pride and the clan, foundations of
kzinti culture. So had the Heroic Race lived through the long slowrise to
sentience, through all the endl ess hunting time. Before iron and fire, before
the first ranches. Long, |ong before the Jotoki came from space, with their
two- edged gifts of technol ogy and education to hire orange-furred
nmercenari es.

"I scent a path that m ght have been," Spots nused, over a second
drink. "If theJotok had never cone to Kzin-honme, would we ever have been nore
t han wandering hunters, with castle-dwelling ranchers as the height of our
civilisation? My liver trenbles wth anbiguity-perhaps that woul d have been
best ?"

"And miss the Endless Hunt?" his nore conventional sibling retorted.
"The flesh of these excellent gagrunphers?”
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"The Endl ess Hunt is endless tine spent in spaceships and habitats,
living on synthetic nmeat, never feeling wind in your fur," Spots replied.
They had both done tours of duty offplanet during the war, and served | onger
in fortresses on the surface that m ght as well have been battlecraft. "And
living anong aliens.”



"The Fanged God created themto serve us," Bigs said reasonably,
rolling onto his back in the gesture of relaxed trust and | ooking at Spots
upsi de-down. "Thus freeing the Heroes for the honorable path of war."

"So said the Conservors of the Patriarchal Past," Spots said, with a
sardoni c wave of his bat-wing ears. "You will note that there are few of them
around. W lost this war."

Bigs's posture grew slightly rigid. "My nose is dry with worry," he
said, in an attenpt at |ightness. "Qur inpoverished but noble line is about
to be disgraced with a Kdaptist."

"Lick your nose, kshat-hunter; 1 do not yet inagine that God created
Man in Hi s i mage. Kdapt-Preacher | have seen; he is of great liver, but
rattlebrain as a kit. As a kzinrett. H s experiences in the war "

Bi gs nodded wisely. "Yet | will not challenge himclawto-claw " he
sai d.

Spots snorted, lips flapping against his teeth; the self-proclai ned
prophet had rmade many converts anong the remaining kzinti in the Al pha
Centauri system It was soothing to the self-esteemto blane defeat on God,
Who was the ultimate Victor in every life. He had made even nore with an
uninterrupted series of personal victories in death-duels; his belt was |ike
a dried-flesh kilt with the ear trophies he had garnered since proclaimnmng
his mssion. Luckily, he had also proclainmed his intention of voyaging to
Kzin itself and trying to convert the Patriarch. The Riit would deal with him
in due course, one assuned.

"Yet still, we lost." 82

Ma+Kiin Wars V

"W have suffered a setback," Bigs replied stubbornly, scratching his

belly. "It was unfair-the Qutsiders intervened."
Spots twitched tail. The nysterious Qutsiders had sold the hyperdrive
to the human col onists of W Made It; it was still a matter offurious

controversy among the Winderl and survivors whether the Fifth Fleet so
pai nful ly accunmul ated by the late, great Chuut-R it would have overwhel ned
t he human homewor!| d. Neither species would have stunbl ed on the hyperdrive
t hensel ves, he thought, despite knowi ng some such thing had been made by the
ancient thrint and tnuctipun. It was so . . . unlikely.
"Unfair," Bigs repeated.

"As the great Kztarr-Shuru said, fairness is the concept of those

whose leap rans their nose into a stone wall. They open their eyes and
conplain. Four fleets were destroyed by the nonkeys," Spots said
medi tatively, likewi se scratching. The salt of blood made for a pleasantly

itching skin; his belly was drumight with fresh nmeat he had killed with his
own teeth and claws, an intensely satisfying feeling. "Even when they had no
tradition of war. | have studied them"

"Too much, ny brother," Bigs said, rolling over onto his stomach to
talk seriously. "Even as you speak too much with theJonah-nonkey."

"The Jonah-nonkey is a warrior," Spots said sharply. "He has saved
our honor . . . not to mention our |ives.

"For its own nonkey purposes," Bigs grunbled, holding down a | egbone



wi th both hands and gnawi ng. The tough bone grated and chi pped beneath his
fangs. "Remenber, in the end, there can be only Dom nance toward such as it."
Spots rose and stretched, one linb at a tine, his tongue curling
pi nkly. "Wen we are not paupers living on eneny territory . " he said
and rippled his fur in a
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shrug at the sharp scent of annoyance fromhis sibling. It faded; it
was difficult for any young kzintosh to maintain anger on a full belly after
a kill. UM should return to their canmp. AsJonah said, the old one will have
difficult setting a decent pace-he needs his rest."

"Hrrraweo. Journeying with humans! The* cremated neats . "

Spotsjoined in the shudder. "Yet we may hunt-we have not eaten so
wel | since the war ended."

Truth." Bigs | ooked around at the m nor scavengers, already
congregating for the scraps. UYetin

I ny inmost liver, | feel we are now such as these."

Wth a sigh, they slid off into the friendly night, back toward the
human canpfire

1
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u CHAPTER TEN

"I D cards? W don' need no ID cards! W don' need no stinkin' ID
cards!"
The bandit chief struck his fist on the table and snarled; thejugs of
dri nkj unped, and one flask of sake fell. The porcel ain was anci ent and
pricel ess, an heirloomfromEarth; one of the black-clad attendants had
crossed the roomto catch it before it had time to travel half the distance
to the floor Scal ding-hot rice wine cascaded across his wists and forearns,
but there was no trenmor in themas he set it reverently back in place, bowed,
and stepped smoothly to his guard position along the wall. Shigehero Hirose
spared himthe indig
nity of sending himto the autodoc; repairs could be Ag, |
made at any time, but an opportunity to denonstrate ~-1

true loyalty-and to accunul ategiri-was nore rare.
The bandit, G uederman, |ost some of his bluster. H rose thought that

was nmerely fromthe guard's speed, not fromthe true depths of disciplined
obedi ence it showed; but any | esson | earned by a barbarian was an

i nprovenent. "Herr G uederman,"” the N pponjin said. "I have gone to sone
trouble to secure false identities for you and your group as menbers of the
Provi sional Gendarmerie. | amsure you will find themvery useful."

G uedernman threw hinmself back in the chair, taking up his bottled
beer and gulping at it. Hirose hid a cold distaste behind his bland snile.
The ot her man was short and thickset, bouncy-nmnuscul ar, which was sonet hing;
many Winderl| anders who did no manual | abor

were obscenely flabby. Humanity had had only a few centuries to adapt
to the .61 gravity, and mllions to devel op a physiology suited to 1.0. But
for the rest he was a sl obbering pig, not even bothering to depilate- Hirose
suppressed a shudder at the sheer hairiness of gaijin-with great bands of
sweat darkening his khaki tunic under the arnpits and at the neck. G anted,
the hotel roomwas hot, even with the ceiling fan, but

He wrinkled his nose. Gruedernman didn't wash very often, either, and



he had the rank body odor of a red-neat eater.

"More guns is what we need, nore equi prent,"” he was saying. "Not
stinkin' ID. Wiy can't you get us guns? You slants fence what we take, you've
got to have good contacts."

"Qur contacts are our concern,"” Hirose said quietly. "W have
provi ded a val uabl e service; you may purchase weapons el sewhere with the
val uate we supply.” And we are not going to nmake you so nuch of a nmenace that
t he Provisional CGovernnent |ooks too closely, which would happen if we
provi ded you with the equi prent you desire. "In return, we ask only that you
do an occasional favor "

G uedernman frowned. 'pa, no problem we boot sone head. Who you want

done?"

Hi rose pushed the bol os across the table and sipped delicately at his
sake.

"Li eber Herr Gott!" G uederman swore, taking another sw g of beer
"Ratcats!"

"The humans are the crucial targets,"” the oyabun said quietly.

"I know these fuckers! They were on the convoy to Neu Friborg | ast
week. Shot us up! You say they're gain' into theJotuns?' Hrose inclined his
head. "No problem we boot their headsgood."



"Excellent," H rose said, nodding.
G uederman bel ched hugely, pushed back his chair 86
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and swaggered to the door. "W boot them good." The bandit hitched et
his belt end went out w thout bonging. The oyabun wal ked quickly to the
wi ndow and flung it open; without needing orders, the others began to clean
the roomand lit incense.

The things | do for the Secret Rule, he thought ironically. (Jrfor
fear of the Secret Rule. Once your famly was in the Brotherhood, there was
no such thing as resignation. That was how the world had been knit together
back on Earth; slowy, but oh so surely. "Until Holy Bloodl ess Holy G ai
." he quoted to hinmself. And now, it seened, the extra-solar colonies would
go the sane way. He sighed; it had been pleasant, the degree of autonony four
and a half light-years interposed between Earth and Al pha Centauri. Virtua
i ndependence, the way it nmust have been on Earth before N ppon was opened to
the West, when the Eastern Way fam lies had received their orders fromthe
El ders only once or twice in a generation. Al things came to an end, though;
the kzinti had cone, the hyperdrive had foll owed, and now the universe had
shrunk drastically once nore.

It was useless to think of resistance. Even nore so to think of
rebel i on, or exposing the Brotherhood; it had been exposed a dozen ti nes,
and it did not matter. In nore than one century investigators had nmanaged to
publ i sh books with nmost of the details of the Brotherhood, its origin, many
of the nenbership, even sone of the signs of the Craft. They hadn't mattered.
The books were not believed. They were buried under a nountain of
disinformation, the tale-tellers ignored if outsiders, silenced if initiates.
Qutright rebels like Frederick Barbarossa and Lenin were crushed. 1nvincible,
secret beyond secret, the conspiracy at the heart of all conspiracies and
secret orders, the Brotherhood went on. Just at the noment it took the form
of the ARM and Butord Early, and demanded that certain individuals vanish in
t he dangerous, bandit-haunted
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wast es of theJdotuns. That, at |east, was easily arranged, with
willing tools who knew not hi ng of what purpose they served

"CGo." He turned, nodding to the attendant who had caught the spilled
wi ne. "See to your hurts."

He kept his voice curt, but the nan sensed the approval. Wen the
tinme comes to silence Grued~7nan, | win send that one, Hiroshe deci ded. None
of Gruederman's band could be allowed to live, of course. They would be no
| o0ss to anyone.



"It's a very tenpting proposition, Herr Early-or should | say Herr
Ceneral Early?-but I'mafraid it's not what | had in nind at the present
tinme," Claude MontSerrat-Pal ne said.

His current mistress set a tray between the two nen and withdrew, she
was a spectacular blond in red tights and slashed tunic, and Early's eyes
foll omed her out of the lounge with appreciation. Low gravity could do sone
interesting things for the human figure, things only prosethics or special
effects could acconplish on Earth. Belters were usually too spindly to take
advant age.

They were meeting on Montlerrat's hone ground, the manor-house of his
grudgingly restored estate. Gudgingly, since his allegiance to the
Resi stance had been so late and politic, but the conversion had been
spectacul ar when it cane. Al so he turned out to have used much of the graft
that came the way of a collide chief of police for Munchen to hel p refugees,
nost of whom had showed their gratitude in electorally solid ways . . .

Rat her surprising me, Montferrat chuckled inwardly. Sonetimes | wish th
wor |l d woul d not keep chi pping away at ny cynici smso. You needed the vigor of
di sillusioned youth to nmaintain a really black, bitter cynicism In his
seventh decade and settling into mddle age, Caude felt a disconcerting
nmel | owi ng effect.

Early | eaned back, coffee cup in one hand and pup,, pies
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Winder | and-t he Al pha Centauri systemis going to be independent. O
the kzin, and of Earth and the UN."

"You' d better be sure you' ve got anple bargai ni ng power before you
sit down to bargain with ne," Early warned

"Ch, exactly, ny dear CGeneral. Which is why, as you will have
noticed, |I'mnot bargaining with you now. "

Unexpectedly, Early laughed; it was a deep rich sound, thick as
chocol ate. "You aren't, are you?" He took another sip of the brandy. "Well,
in that case- perhaps you could expand on the remark you made at di nner
about | ocal performance techniques and cl assical Meddel hof fer?"

H,,

~5

O |

It

ny: -~
u CHAPTER ELEVEN

"He's not ha," Jonah gasped, flopping down on a rock and wat ching
Hans swi ng al ong up the nount ai nsi de.

Bigs rolled a baleful eye at himas he lay prone in the track
twi tching expressive eyebrows; Spots carefully poured water froma plastic
cont ai ner over his body, fromhead to the base of his tail. Then he trudged
down to the small stream and poured several nore over his own head before
returning to repeat the process with his brother. Both kzin were panting,
their tongues lolling, the palns of their hands and feet and their tails
00zi ng sweat. Those were the only ways kzinti had to shed excess heat; Kzin
was a cool er planet than Earth or Winderl and. Besi des

"If-" Spots stopped, thrust his muzzle into the plastic container and
| apped down a torrent ~-if | remenber my instructors, you nonk-hrrreaow, you
Men evol ved into omivores by taking to running down your prey in |ong
chases."

"Thi nk so," Jonah replied.

H's feet hurt, and he felt dizzy fromthe anbunt he'd sweated. A
swal  ow from his canteen to wash down salt tablets, and he poured nore on a
neckerchi ef and w ped his face and neck. The hol | ow where they had halted was
shady at |east, big gumtrees and whipsticks, but the steep rock to either

side concentrated the sunlight, and it was humid as well. The air hunmred and
buzzed with insects, drawn to sweat, |anding and biting and stinging. The
human i gnored them there was no 92 Ma+Kzin Wars V
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relief until they nade canp and set up the sonics-

and those had to be turned low or the sensitive ears of

the kzin found them unbearable in frequencies

humans coul d not hear

"Well, we Heroes evolved from stal k-and-1eap ~

hunters!" Spot snapped. Literally: his jaws closed on ',i'l 7"
the word with a wetclonp. "Ocou7se we don't shed heat



as well. We don't chase prey that escapes our anbush!
We never needed to! We devel oped brains cunning

enough to catch nmeat without following it for days!"
There was a teeth-gritting whine in the kzin's voice.
Bigs was in worse shape, heavier and thicker-pelted; he
simply lay with his tongue hangi ng out on the ground.
Jonah nodded wordl essly, stunmbling down to the stream

and refilling his canteen. He had never had the slightest
interest in chasing prey of any sort, except kzinti Venge ful
Sl asher-cl ass fighters during the War-and t hat could be done in the

decent confort of a crashcouch
right next to a good food synthesiser and autodoc. Fight ing in

space was war for gentlenen: either you won or you di ed, usually
qui ckly, and you did it in climate conditioned confort. There had been a
coupl e of boardi ng acti ons when the Fourth Fl eet was smashed

but even those had been done in space arnor.

He shuddered slightly, swallow ng hard. There had

been tubing in the neat |ast night.

The water | ooked cool and inviting as he dipped his
head once nore. The pebbles in the bottomwere

unusual -he noticed the dull glitter of themthrough

the rippling water, and idly lifted a handful. Heavy, he
t hought, and threw t hem ski ppi ng across the surface.
One struck a shovel |ashed to the pack-saddle of a
mul e, startling the animal out of its torpor and into a
bri ef bucking frenzy. The sound of pebble on steel was

a dull, metallic clunk

"WAit a minute,"” Jonah whi spered. He scrabbl ed at

his belt for the sanple spectroscope and scooped again

for more pebbles; his hands were trenbling as he shoved one into the
trap of the instrument and flicked the activator. "Platinum" he yelled. The
kzinti unfurled their ears to maxi num |ike pink radar dishes. "54% pl ati num
by Finagle's ghost!"

Jonah Matthi eson had been a rockjack, an asteroid prospector, in the
brief intervals of peace in Sol System the nmethods in that were a great dea
nore mechani sed, but he knew what was val uable. He scrab bled in the
streanbed, then tore back to his nules for the pan. Pebbles and heavy sand
washed out as he swirled the water and flicked off the lighter material
Readi ngs gl owed as he jamed nore sanples into the scanner: 57% 72% an
incredible 88% His stomach ached with the tension as he worked his way
upst