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Tine Traders 11

LOST IN TI ME

Exploring space and tine is a dangerous business, and no one knows this
better than Time Agents Travis Fox and Ross Murdock. So when both nmen are
stranded on far-off planets with no hope of rescue fromEarth, they nust
rely on their wits and their training to survive. But survival is only the
begi nning. To better handle the rigors of the alien world of Topaz, Fox and
his crewmates have been inmplanted with the nmenmories of their Apache
ancestors -- but the Opposition has sent its own teamw th the reawakened
menories of their Mongol ancestors! Meanwhile, Mirdock is trapped in the
ancient past of the water world of Hawai ka, facing terrifying wizards in a
ki ngdom he knows will soon be utterly annihilated by an alien enpire that is
bent on the conquest of the entire galaxy. The fates of two worlds, and
possibly the galaxy itself, wll be determned by the actions of these
castaways in time -- and whatever happens, the lives of Tinme Agents
everywhere will be changed forever. . . . ABOUT THE AUTHOR
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- Chapter 1
The Defiant Agents
1
No w ndows broke the four plain walls of the office; no sunlight shone on
the desk there. Yet the five disks set out on its surface appeared to gl ow
-- perhaps the heat of the m schief they could cause . . . had caused .
bl azed in them But fanciful imaginings did not change cold, hard fact. Dr.
Cordon Ashe, one of the four men peering unhappily at the display, shook his
head slightly as if to free his mnd of such cobwebs. Hi s neighbor to the

right, Colonel Kelgarries, leaned forward to ask harshly: "No chance of a
m st ake?"

"You saw the detector."” The thin gray man behind the desk answered wth
chill precision. "No, no possible mstake. These five have definitely been

snooped. "
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"And two choices anbng them " Ashe nurnured. That was the inportant point
NOW.

"I thought these were under naxinmum security,” Kelgarries challenged the
gray man. Florian Waldour's renote expression did not change. "Every
possi ble precaution was in force. There was a sleeper -- a hidden agent --
planted -- "

"Who?" Kel garri es demanded. Ashe glanced around at his three compani ons --
Kelgarries, <colonel in command of one sector of Project Star, Florian
Wal dour, the security head on the station, Dr. Janes Ruthven

"Canmdon!" he said, hardly able to believe this answer to which logic had | ed
hi m Wal dour nodded.

It was the first time since he had known and worked with Kel garries that
Ashe saw hi m di spl ay open ast oni shnent.

"Canmdon? But he was sent by -- " The colonel's eyes narrowed. "He nust have
been sent. . . . There were too many cross checks to fake that!"

"Ch, he was sent, all right." For the first time there was a note of enotion
in Wal dour's voice. "He was a sleeper, a very deep sleeper. They nust have
planted hima full twenty-five or thirty years ago. He's been just what he
clained to be as long as that."

"Well, he certainly was worth their time and trouble, wasn't he?" Janes
Rut hven's voice was a growing runble. He sucked in thick Iips, continuing
to stare at the disks. "How | ong ago were these snooped?"

Ashe's thoughts turned swiftly fromthe enornity of the betrayal to that
i mportant point. The tine element -- that was the primary concern now that
t he danmage was done, and they knew it.

"That's one thing we don't know." Waldour's reply cane slowy as if he hated
t he admi ssi on.

"W'll be safer, then, if we presune the very earliest period." Ruthven's
statenment was as ruthless in its inmplications as the shock they had had when
Wal dour announced the disaster

"Ei ghteen nonths ago?" Ashe protested. But Ruthven was noddi ng. "Candon was
inonthis fromthe very first. W've had the tapes in and out for study al
that time, and the new detector against snooping was not put in service
until two weeks ago. This case cane up on the first check, didn't it?" he
asked Wal dour.

"First check," the security man agreed. "Candon |eft the base six days ago.
But he has been in and out on his liaison duties fromthe first."

"He had to go through those search points every tine," Kelgarries protested.
"Thought not hing could get through those." The col onel brightened. "Mybe he
got his snooper films and then couldn't take them off base. Have his
gquarters been turned out?"

Waldour's lips lifted in a grimace of exasperation. "Please, Colonel," he
said wearily, "this is not a kindergarten exercise. In confirmation of his
success, listen . . ." He touched a button on his desk and out of the air

cane the enotionless chant of a newscaster

"Fears for the safety of Lassiter Candon, space expeditor for the Wstern
Al liance Space Council, have been confirmed by the discovery of burned
wreckage in the nountains. M. Candon was returning froma mission to the
Star Laboratory when his plane | ost contact with Ragnor Field. Reports of a
stormin that vicinity i mediately raised concern -- " Wl dour snapped off
the voi ce.

"True -- or a cover for his escape?" Kelgarries wondered al oud.

"Could be either. They may have deliberately witten himoff when they had
all they wanted,"” Wal dour acknow edged. "But to get back to our troubles --
Dr. Ruthven is right to assume the worst. | believe we can only insure the
recovery of our project by thinking that these tapes were snooped anywhere
from ei ghteen nonths ago to | ast week. And we must work accordingly!"

The roomfell silent as they all considered that. Ashe slipped down in his
chair, his thoughts enneshed in nenories. First there had been Qperation
Ret rograde, when specially trained "tine agents"” had shuttled back and forth



in history, striving to locate and track down the nysterious source of alien
know edge which Greater Russia had suddenly -- and omi nously -- begun to
use. Ashe hinmself and a younger partner, Ross Mirdock, had been part of the
final action which had solved the mystery, having traced that source of
know edge not to an earlier and forgotten human civilization but to wecked
spaceshi ps froman eon-old galactic enpire -- an enpire which had flourished
when gl acial ice covered nost of Europe and northern Anerica and humans were
cave-dwel ling primtives. Miurdock, trapped by the Russians in one of those
wr ecked ships, had inadvertently sumoned its original owners. They had
descended to trace -- through the Russian time stations -- the looters of
their wecks, destroying the whole Russian tine-travel system But the
al i ens had not chanced on the parallel western system And a year |ater that
had been put into Project Folsom One. Again Ashe, Miurdock, and a newconer,
the Apache Travis Fox, had gone back into time to the Arizona of the Fol som
hunt ers, discovering what they wanted -- two ships, one wecked, the other
intact. And when the project had attenpted to bring the intact ship back
into the present, chance had triggered controls set by the dead alien
conmander. A party of four, Ashe, Mirdock, Fox, and a technician, had then
made an involuntary space voyage, touching three worlds on which the
galactic «civilization of the far past had left ruins. Voyage tape fed into
the controls of the ship had taken the nmen, and, when rewound, it had al nost
mracul ously returned themto Earth with a cargo of simlar tapes found on a
wor | d which mght have been the capital for a government conprised of whole
solar systens. Tapes -- each one was the key to another planet. And that
anci ent gal actic know edge was treasure such as humans had never dreanmed of
possessing, though nmany rightly feared that such discoveries could be
weapons in hostile hands. Tapes chosen at random had been shared with other
nations at a great drawing. But each nation secretly remrained convinced
that, in spite of the untold riches it mght hold as a result of chance, its
rivals had done better. Right at this nonent, Ashe knew there were Western
agents trying to do at the Russian project just what Candon had done there.
However, that did not help in solving their present dil enma about Operation
Cochi se, now perhaps the nbst inportant part of their plan. Sonme of the
tapes were duds, either too damaged to be useful, or set for worlds hostile
to humans | acking the special equipment the earlier star-traveling race had
had at its command. O the five tapes they now knew had been snooped, three
woul d be useless to the eneny. But one of the remmining two . . . Ashe
frowned. One was the goal toward which they had been working feverishly for
a full twelve nmonths. Their assignnent was to plant a col ony across the gulf
of space -- a successful colony -- later to be wused as a steppingstone to
ot her worl ds

"So we have to nove faster." Ruthven's coment reached Ashe through his
stream of nenori es.

"I thought you required at least three nore nonths to conclude personne

training," Wal dour observed. Ruthven lifted a fat hand, running the nail of
a broad thunb back and forth across his lower lip in a habitual gesture Ashe
had learned to mstrust. As the latter stiffened, bracing for a battle of
wills, he saw Kelgarries come alert too. At least the colonel nore often
than not was able to counter Ruthven's demands.

"W test and we test," said the fat nman. "Always we test. W nove I|ike
turtles when it would be better to race |like greyhounds. There is such a
thing as overcaution, as | have said fromthe first. One would think" -- his
accusing glance included Ashe and Kelgarries -- "that there had never been
any inmprovising in this project, that all had al ways been done by the book

| say that this is the tinme we nust take the big ganble, or else we may find
we have been outbid for space entirely. Let those others discover even one

alien installation they can master and -- " his thunb shifted fromhis Iip,
grinding down on the desk top as if it were crushing some venturesone but
entirely uninportant insect -- "and we are finished before we really begin."

There were a nunmber of nen in the project who would agree with that, Ashe



knew. And a greater number in the country and Alliance at |large. The public
was used to reckless ganbles which paid off, and there had been enough of
those in the past to give an inpressive argunent for that point of view But
Ashe, himself, could not agree to a speed-up. He had been out anpng the
stars, shaved disaster too closely because the proper training had not been
gi ven.

"I shall report that | advise a take-off wthin a week," Ruthven was
continuing. "To the council | shall say that -- "

"And | do not agree!" Ashe cut in. He glanced at Kelgarries for the quick
backi ng he expected, but instead there was a | engthening noment of silence.
Then the col onel spread out his hands and said sullenly:

"I don't agree either, but I don't have the final say-so. Ashe, what would
be needed to speed up any take-off?"

It was Ruthven who replied. "W can use the Redax, as | have said fromthe
start."”

Ashe straightened, his nmouth tight, his eyes hard and angry.

"And 1'Il protest that . . . to the council! Man, we're dealing with human
beings -- selected volunteers, nen who trust us -- not wth |aboratory
ani mal s!"

Ruthven's thick lips pouted into what was close to a smile of derision
"Always the sentinmentalists, you experts in the past! Tell ne, Dr. Ashe,

were you always so thoughtful of your nen when you sent agents back into
time? And certainly a voyage into space is less risky than tinme travel.

These vol unteers know what they have signed for. They will be ready -- "
"Then you propose telling them about the use of Redax -- what it does to a
man's m nd?" countered Ashe.

"Certainly. They will receive all necessary instructions."

Ashe was not satisfied. He would have spoken again, except that Kelgarries
i nterrupted:

"If it conmes to that, none of us here has any right to nake final deci sions.
Wal dour has already sent in his report about the snoop. W'll have to await
orders fromthe council."

Rut hven | evered hinself out of his chair, his solid bulk stretching his
uniform coveralls. "That is correct, Colonel. |Inthe neantine | would
suggest we all check to see what can be done to speed up each one's portion
of labor." Wthout another word, he tranped to the door. WAl dour eyed the
other two with nounting inpatience. It was plain he had work to do and
wanted themto | eave. But Ashe was reluctant. He had a feeling that matters
were slipping out of his control, that he was about to face a crisis which
was sonmehow worse than just a major security |eak. WAs the eneny al ways on
the other side of the world? O could he wear the sane uniform even pretend

to share the same goals? In the outer corridor he still hesitated.
Kelgarries, a step or so in advance, |ooked back over his shoul der
i mpatiently.

"There's no use fighting -- our hands are tied." H's words were slurred,
alnost as if he wanted to di sown them

"Then you'll agree to use the Redax?" For the second time within the hour

Ashe felt as if he had taken a step only to have firm earth turn into

slippery, shifting sand underfoot.

"It isn't a matter of nmy agreeing. It may be a matter of getting through or

not getting through -- now. If they've had eighteen nonths, or even twelve .
I The colonel's fingers balled into a fist. "And they won't be del ayed

by any humanitarian reasoning -- "

"Then you believe Ruthven will win the council's approval ?"

"When you are dealing with frightened nen, you're talking to ears closed to
anyt hi ng except what they want to hear. After all, we can't prove that the
Redax will be harnful."

"But we've only used it under rigidly controlled conditions. To speed up the
process woul d mean a total disregard of those controls. Snapping a party of
men and women back into their racial past and holding themthere for too



long a period . . ." Ashe shook his head.

"You have been in Operation Retrograde from the start, and we've been
remar kably successful -- "

"Operating in a different way, educating picked nmen to return to certain
points in history where their particular tenperanments and characteristics
fitted the roles they were selected to play, yes. And even then we had our
percentage of failures. But to try this -- returning people not physically
into time, but nentally and enotionally into prototypes of their ancestors
-- that's sonething el se again. The Apaches have volunteered, and they've
been passed by the psychol ogists and the testers. But they' re Americans of
today, not tribal nomads of two or three hundred years ago. If you break
down sone barriers, you mght just end up breaking themall."

Kelgarries was scowing. "You nean -- they night revert wutterly, have no
contact with the present at all?"

"That's just what | do nean. Education and training, yes, but full awakening
of racial menmories, no. The two branches of conditioning should go slowy

and hand in hand, otherwi se -- real trouble!"

"Only we no longer have the tine to go slow I'm certain Ruthven will be
able to push this through -- with Waldour's report to back him"

"Then we'll have to warn Fox and the rest. They nust be given a choice in

the matter."
"Rut hven said that would be done.'

The col onel did not sound convi nced.

Ashe snorted. "If | hear himtelling them I'Il believe it!"
"l wonder whether we can . "
Ashe half turned and frowned at the colonel. "Wat do you nmean?"

"You said yourself that we had our failures intine travel. W expected
those, accepted them even when they hurt. When we asked for volunteers for
this project we had to make them understand that there was a heavy el ement
of risk involved. Three teans of recruits -- the Eskinmps from Point Barren
t he Apaches, and the Islanders -- all picked because their people had a high
survival rating in the past, to be colonists on widely different types of
pl anets. Well, the Eskinos and the Islanders aren't matched to any of the
worl ds on those snooped tapes, but Topaz is waiting for the Apaches. And we
may have to nove themthere in a hurry. It's a rotten ganble any way you see
it

"Il appeal directly to the council."

Kel garries shrugged. "All right. You have ny backing."

"But you believe such an effort hopel ess?"

"You know the red-tape nmerchants. You'll have to nove fast if you want to
beat Ruthven. He's probably on a direct line nowto Stanton, Reese, and
Margate. This is what he has been waiting for!"

But if we contacted the nedia, public opinion would back us --
"You don't mean that, of course." Kelgarries was suddenly coldly renote.
Ashe flushed under the heavy brown which overlay his regular features. To
threaten a silence break was near bl aspheny here. He ran both hands down the
fabric covering his thighs as if to rub away sone soil on his pal ns.

"No," he replied heavily, his voice dull. "I guess | don't. I'll contact
Hough and hope for the best."

"Meanwhi l e," Kelgarries spoke briskly, "we'll do what we can to speed up the
program as it now stands. | suggest you take off for New York within the
hour -- "

"Me? Why?" Ashe asked with a trace of suspicion.

"Because | can't leave wthout acting directly against orders, and that

would put us wong i mediately. You see Hough and talk to himpersonally --
put it to himstraight. He'll have to have all the facts if he's going to
counter any nove from Stanton before the council. You know every argunment we
can use and all the proof on our side, and you're authority enough to make
it count."

"If 1 can do all that, I wll." Ashe was alert and eager. The col onel
seeing his change of expression, felt easier. But Kelgarries stood a noment



wat ching Ashe as he hurried down a side corridor, before he noved on slowy
to his own box of an office. Once inside he sat for a long tine staring at
the wall and seeing nothing but the pictures produced by his thoughts. Then
he pressed a button and read off the synbols which flashed on a snall
vi ewscreen set in his desk. Punching a code, he relayed an order which m ght
post pone trouble for a while. Ashe was far too valuable a man to | ose, and
his enotions could boil himstraight into disaster over this.

"Bidwell -- reschedule Team A. They are to go to the Hypno-Lab instead of
the reserve in ten mnutes."
Rel easing the nmike, he again stared at the wall. No one dared interrupt a

hypno-training period, and this one would 1last three hours. Ashe could not
possi bly see the trainees before he left for New York. And that would renove
one tenptation fromhis path -- he would not talk at the wong tine.
Kel garries' mouth twi sted sourly. He took no pride in what he was doing. And
he was perfectly certain that Ruthven would win and that Ashe's fears of
Redax were well founded. It all canme back to the old basic tenet of the
service: the end justified the neans. They nust use every method and man
under their control to nmke sure that Topaz would remain a Wstern
possessi on, even though that strange planet now swung far beyond the sky
whi ch covered both Western Alliance and Greater Russia. Tine had run out too
fast; they were being forced to play what cards they held, even though those
m ght be | ow ones. Ashe woul d be back, but not, Kelgarries hoped, until this
had been decided one way or another. Not until this was finished. Finished!
Kelgarries blinked at the wall. Perhaps they were finished, too. No one
would know wuntil the transport ship landed on that other world, that
jewel l'i ke di sk of gold-brown they had naned Topaz.

- Chapter 2

2

There were an even dozen of the air-borne guardians. Each swng in its own
orbit just beyond the atnosphere of a bronze-gold planet in the four-world
system of a yellow star. The gl obes had been | aunched to forma protective
web around Topaz six nonths earlier. Just as contact mnes sown in a harbor
could close that landfall to ships not knowing the secret channel, so was
this world supposedly closed to any spaceship | acking the signal to ward off
the mssiles the spheres could sumon. This system for protecting the new
human settlers had been tested as well as possible, but not as yet put to
the ultimate proof. Still, the small bright gl obes spun undi sturbed across a
two- nooned sky at night and made reassuring blips on an installation screen
by day. Then a thirteenth object w nked into being and began the encircling,
closing spiral of descent. A sphere resenbling the warden-globes, it was a
hundred tines their size, and its orbit was controlled by instrunents under
the eye and hand of a human pilot. Four nen were strapped down on cushi oned
sling-seats in the control cabin of the Western Alliance ship, two hanging
where their fingers mnight reach buttons and |evers. The two others were
nerely passengers, their own | abor waiting for the tine when they would set
down on the alien soil of Topaz. The planet hung there in their viewscreen
richly beautiful in its anber gold, growing |larger, nearer, so that they
could pick out features of seas, continents, nmountain ranges, which had been
studied on tape until they were famliar -- or as famliar as a world not
Earth could be. One of the warden-globes cane alert and oscillated in its
set path. It whirled faster as its delicate interior mechani snms responded to
the signal that would send it onits mission of destruction. A relay
clicked, but inperceptibly slow in setting the proper course. On the
instrument, far bel ow, which checked the gl obe's new course the m stake was
not noted. The screen of the ship spiraling toward Topaz registered a path
which would bring it into violent contact with the gl obe. They were stil
some hundreds of niles apart when the alarm rang. The pilot's hand clawed
out at the bank of controls; under the alnost intolerable pressure of their
descent, there was so little he could do. H's crooked fingers fell back



powerl essly fromthe buttons and | evers; his mouth was a twi sted gri nace of
bl eak acceptance as the beat of the signal increased. One of the passengers
forced his head around on the padded rest, fought to formwords, to speak to

hi s compani on. The other was staring ahead at the screen, his thick 1lips
wi de and flat against his teeth in a snarl of rage.
"They . . . are . . . here. "

Rut hven paid no attention to the obvious as stated by his fellow scientist.
Hs fury was a red, pulsing thing inside him fed by his own hel pl essness.

To be pinned here so near his goal, set up as a target for a nere nachine,
ate into himlike a streamof deadly acid. H s big ganble would puff out in
a blast of fire to light up Topaz's sky, with nothing left -- nothing. On

the arnrest of his sling-seat his nails scratched deep. The four nen in the
control cabin could only sit and watch, waiting for the rendezvous which
woul d blot them out. Ruthven's flamng anger was a futile blaze. His
conpanion in the passenger seat had closed his eyes, his lips nmoving
soundl essly. The pilot and his assistant divided their attention between the
screen, wth its appalling message, and the controls they could not
effectively use, feverishly seeking a way out in these | ast nonents. Bel ow
them in the bowels of the ship were those who would not know the end
consciously -- save in one conmpartnent. In a padded cage a prick-eared head
stirred where it rested on forepaws, slitted eyes blinked, aware not only of
fam liar surroundings, but also of the tension and fear generated by hunman
m nds and enotions |levels above. A pointed nose raised, and growling rose
froma throat covered with thick buff-gray hair. The grow aroused another
simlar captive. Knowi ng yell ow eyes nmet yellow eyes. An intelligence, which
was not natural to the animal body which contained it, fought down instinct
raging to send both those bodies hurtling at the fastenings of the twn
cages. Curiosity and the ability to adapt had been bred into these creatures
from time inmrenorial. Then sonething el se had been added to sly and cunni ng

brains. A step up had been taken -- to weld intelligence to cunning, connect
thought to instinct. More than a generation earlier mankind had chosen
barren desert -- the "white sands" of New Mexico -- as a testing ground for

atom c experinments. Humankind could be barred, warded out of the radiation
[imts. The natural desert dwellers, four-footed and wi nged, could not be so
controll ed. Thousands of years earlier, the first southward roving
Amerindian tribes had nmet with their kind, a hunter of the open country, a
smaller cousin of the wolf, whose natural abilities had made an indelible
i mpression on the human nind. He appeared in countless Indian | egends as the
Shaper or the Trickster, sonetines friend, sonmetines enemy. Godling for sone
tribes, father of all evil for others. In the wealth of tales the coyote,
above all other animals, held pride of place. Driven by the press of
civilization into the badlands and deserts, fought with poison, gun, and
trap, the coyote had survived, adapting to new ways with all his |egendary
cunni ng. Those who had reviled himas vernin had unwillingly added to the
folklore which surrounded him telling their own tales of robbed traps,
skillful escapes. He continued to be a trickster, |aughing on noonlit nights
fromthe tops of ridges at those who would hunt himdown. Then, in the early
twenty-first century, when myths were scoffed at, the stories of the
coyote's slyness began once nore on a fantastic scale. And finally
scientists were sufficiently intrigued to seek out this creature that seened
to display in truth all the abilities credited to his immortal nanesake by
pre- Col unbi an tribes. Wat they di scovered was i ndeed shattering to certain
closed minds. For the coyote had not only adapted to the country of the
white sands; he had evolved into something which could not be dismssed as
an animal, clever and cunning, but limted to beast range. Six cubs had been
brought back on the first expedition, coyote in body, their devel opi ng m nds
di fferent. The descendants of those cubs were now in the ship's cages, their
mut at ed senses alert, ready for the slightest chance of escape. Sent to
Topaz as eyes and ears for less keenly endowed humans, they were not
conpl etely under the dom nation of man. The range of their mental powers was



still unconprehended by those who had bred, trained, and worked with them
fromthe days their eyes had opened and they had taken their first wobbly
steps away fromtheir dans. The nale growl ed again, his lips winkling back
in a snarl as the emanations of fear fromthe nmen he could not see reached
panic peak. He still crouched, belly flat, on the protecting pads of his
cage; but he strove nowto wiggle closer to the door, just as his nmate nmade
the same effort. Between the aninmals and those in the control cabin lay the
others -- forty of them Their bodies were cushioned and protected wth
every ingenious device known to those who had placed them there so many
weeks earlier. Their mnds were free of the ship, roving into places where
men had not trod before, a territory potentially nore dangerous than any
solid earth could ever be. Operation Retrograde had returned men bodily into
the past, sending agents to hunt mammoths, follow the roads of the Bronze
Age traders, ride with Attila and Genghis Khan, pull bows anbng the archers
of ancient Egypt. But Redax returned men in mnd to the paths of their
ancestors, or this was the theory. And those who slept here and now in their
narrow boxes, lay under its influence. The nmen who had arbitrarily set them
on this course could only assune they were actually reliving the lives of
Apache nomads in the wide southwestern wastes of the I|ate eighteenth and
early nineteenth centuries. Above, the pilot's hand pushed out again,
fighting the pressure to reach one particular button. That, too, had been a
last-m nute addition, an experinment which had only received partial testing.
To wuse it was the final nmove he could nake, although he was already half
convinced of its wuselessness. Wth no faith and only a wan hope, he
depressed that round of netal flush wth the board. Wat foll owed no one
ever lived to explain. At the planetside installation that tracked the
mssiles, a screen flared brightly enough to blind monentarily the man on
wat ch, and the warden-gl obe was shaken of f course. Wen it jiggled back into
line it was no longer the efficient eye-in-the-sky it had been, though its
tenders were not to realize that for an inportant mnute or two. Wile the
ship, now out of control, sped in dizzy whirls toward Topaz, engines fought
blindly to stabilize, to re-establish their functions. Some succeeded, sone
wobbl ed in and out of the danger zone, two failed. And in the control cabin
three dead nen spun inprisoned in their seats. Dr. Janes Ruthven, bl ood
bubbling fromhis lips with every shallow breath he could draw, fought the
stealthy tide of blackness which crept up his brain, his stubborn wll
holding to rags of consciousness, refusing to acknow edge the pain of his
fatally injured body. The orbiting ship spun on an erratic path. Slowy its
mechani sns were correcting, relays «clicking, strivingto bring it to a
| andi ng under auto-pilot. Al the ingenuity built into its conputer was now
centered in | anding the globe. It was not a good | andi ng. The sphere touched
a nountain side, scraped down rocks, shearing away a portion of its outer
bul k. But the nmountain barrier was now between it and the base from which
the missiles had been | aunched, and the crash had not been recorded. As far
as the watchers several hundred mles away knew, the warden in the sky had
performed as pronised. Their first |ine of defense had proven satisfactory.
There had been no unauthorized |anding on Topaz. |In the weckage of the
control cabin Ruthven pawed at the fastenings of his sling-chair. He no
longer tried to suppress the nmoans every effort tore out of him Tine held
the whip, drove him He rolled from his seat to the floor, lay there
gasping, as again he fought doggedly to remain above the waves -- those
frightening, fast-conmng waves of darkness. Sonmehow he was crawing,
crawing along a tilted surface until he gained the well where the |ladder to
the | ower section hung, now at an acute angle. That angle made it possible
for himto reach the next level. He was too dazed to realize the neani ng of
t he crunmpl ed bul kheads. There was a spur of bare rock under his hands as he
edged over and around twisted nmetal. The npans were now a gobbling,
burbling, alnmost continuous cry as he reached his goal -- a small cabin
still intact. For [long noments of anguish he paused by the chair there,
afraid that he could not make the |last effort, raise his alnost inert bulk



up to the point where he could reach the Redax release. For a second of
unusual clarity he wondered if there was any reason for this suprene ordeal

whet her any of the sleepers could be aroused. This mght now be a ship of
the dead. Hi s right hand, his arm and finally his bulk over the seat, he
braced hinself and brought his left hand up. He could not wuse any of the
fingers; it was like [lifting nunmb, heavy weights. But he lurched forward,
swept the unfeeling cold flesh dowmn against the release in a gesture which
he knew nust be his final nove. And, as he fell back to the floor, Dr.
Rut hven coul d not be certain whether he had succeeded or failed. He tried to
twi st his head around, to focus his eyes upward at that switch. Was it down
or still stubbornly up, 1locking the sleepers into confinement? But fog
drifted between; he could not see it ~-- or anything else. The light in the
cabin flickered and went out as another circuit in the broken ship failed.
It was dark, too, in the small cubby bel ow which housed the two cages.
Chance, which had snuffed out nineteen lives in the space gl obe, had m ssed
ri ppi ng open that cabin on the nountain side. Five yards down the corridor
the outside fabric of the ship was split wide open, the crisp air native to
Topaz entering, sending a nmessage to two keen noses through the conbination
of odors now pervadi ng the weckage. And the nale coyote went into action
Days ago he had managed to work |oose the lower end of the nesh which
fronted his cage, but his nind had told himthat a sortie inside the ship
was val uel ess. The odd rapport he'd had with the human brains, unknown to
them had operated to keep himto the old role of cunning deception, which
in the past had saved countless of his species from sudden and viol ent
death. Now with teeth and paws he went diligently to work, urged on by the
whi nes of his mate, that tantalizing snell of an outside world tickling
their nostrils -- a wild world, |acking the taint of man-places. He slipped
under the | oosened nmesh and stood up to paw at the front of the female's
cage. One forepaw caught in the latch and pressed it down, and the wei ght of
the door swung against him Together they were free nowto reach the
corridor and see ahead the subdued light of a strange nmoon beckoni ng them on

into the open. The female, always nore cautious than her mate, lingered
behind as he trotted forward, his ears a-prick wth curiosity. Their
training had been the same since cub-hood -- to range and explore, but

al ways in the conpany and at the order of man. This was not according to the
pattern she knew, and she was suspicious. But to her sensitive nose the
snell of the ship was offensive and the puffs of breeze from outside
enticing. Her mate had already slipped through the break. Now he barked wth
excitement and wonder, and she trotted on to join him Above, the Redax,
whi ch had never been intended to stand rough usage, proved to be a better
survivor of the crash than nost of the other installations. Power purred
along a network of lines, activated beanms, turned off and on a series of
fixtures in those coffin-beds. For five of the sleepers -- nothing. The
cabin which had held themwas a flattened snear against the mountain side.
Three nore hal f-roused, choked, fought for life and breath in a nightmare
that was nercifully short, and succunbed. But in the cabin nearest the rent
t hrough which the coyotes had escaped, a young man sat up abruptly, staring
into the dark with wi de-open, terror-haunted eyes. He clawed for purchase
agai nst the smooth edge of the box in which he had |ain and somehow got to
hi s knees. Weavi ng weakly back and forth, he half fell, half pushed to the
floor where he could stand only by keeping his hold on the box. Dazed, sick
weak, he swayed there, aware only of hinself and his own sensations. There
were small sounds in the dark, a stilled noan, a gasping sigh. But that
meant nothing. Wthin him grew a conpulsion to be out of this place, his
terror making himlurch forward. Hs flailing hand rapped painfully agai nst
an upright surface which his questing fingers identified hazily as an exit.

Unconsci ously he funbled al ong the surface of the door until it gave under
that weak pressure. Then he was out, his head swinmmng, drawn by |[|ight
behind the rent wall. He scrabbled towards it at a craw, meking his way

over the splintered skin of the globe. Then he dropped with a jarring thud



onto the mound of earth the ship had pushed before it during its downward
slide. Linply he tunbled on in a small cascade of clods and sand, hitting a
| ess nmovable rock with enough force to land himon his back and stun him
again. The second and snall er nmoon of Topaz swung brightly through the sky,
its greenish light making the bl ood-streaked face of the explorer an alien
mask. It had passed well on to the horizon, and its large yell ow conpanion
had risen, when yapping broke the small sounds of the night. As the yipp
yi pp, yipp arose in a crescendo, the man stirred, putting one hand to his
head. Hi s eyes opened, he |ooked vaguely about him and sat up. Behind him
was the torn and ripped ship, but he did not |ook back at it. Instead, he
got to his feet and staggered out into the noonlight. Inside his brain there
was a whirl of thoughts, menories, enotions. Perhaps Ruthven or one of his
assistants could have sorted that chaotic mixture. But for all practica
purposes Travis Fox -- Amerindian Tine Agent, nmenber of Team A, Operation
Cochise -- was far |less of a thinking animal now than the two coyotes payi ng
their ritual addresses to a noon which was not the one of their vanished
honel and. Travis wavered on, drawn sonehow by that howing. It was faniliar
a thread of something real through all the broken clutter in his head. He
stunbled, fell, crawl ed up again, but he kept on. Above, the female coyote
| owered her head, drew a test sniff of a new scent. She recognized that as
part of the proper way of |l|ife. She yapped once at her nmate, but he was
absorbed in his night song, his rmuzzle pointed noonward as he voiced a fine
wail. Travis tripped, pitched forward on his hands and knees, and felt the
jar of such a landing shoot up his stiffened forearnms. He tried to get wup
but his body only twisted, so he landed on his back and lay |ooking up at
the nmoon. A strong, fam liar odor . . . then a shadow | oom ng above him Hot
breath against his cheek, and the swift sweep on an aninmal tongue on his
face. He flung up his hand, gripped thick fur, and held on as if he had
found one anchor of sanity in a world gone conpletely mad.

- Chapter 3

3

Travis, one knee braced against the red earth, blinked as he parted a screen
of tall rust-brown grass with cautious fingers. He |ooked out into a valley
where golden nist clouded nost of the |andscape. H's head ached with dul
persistence, the pain anplified by his own bew | derment. To study the |I|and
ahead was like trying to see through one picture interposed over another and
far different one. He knew what ought to be there, but what was before him
was very dissinmilar. A buff-gray shape flitted through the tall cover grass,

and Travis tensed. Ma'a -- coyote? O were his conpanions actually ga-n,
spirits who could choose their shape at will and had, oddly, this tine
assuned the bodies of man's tricky eneny? Wre they ndendai -- enemes -- or
dal aanbiyat'i, allies? In this nad world he did not know Ei'dik'e? Hs mnd

formed a word he did not speak: Friend? Yellow eyes net his directly. Dmy
he had been aware, ever since awakening in this strange wilderness with the
com ng of nmorning light, that the four-footed ones trotting with himas he
wal ked aimessly had wunbeastlike traits. Not only did they face him
eye-to-eye, but in some ways they appeared able to read his thoughts. He had
| onged for water to ease the burning in his throat, the ever-present pain in
his head, and the creatures had nudged him in another direction, bringing
him to a pool where he had drunk liquid wth a strangely sweet, but not
unpl easant taste. Now he had given them nanmes, nanes which had cone out of
the welter of dreanms which shadowed his stunbling journey across this weird
country. Nalik'ideyu (Miden-Wo-Wal ks-Ri dges) was the femal e who continued
to shepherd himalong, never venturing too far fromhis side. Naginlta
( He- Who- Scout s- Ahead) was the male who did just that, disappearing at [ong
intervals and then returning to face the man and his mate as if conveying
some report necessary to their journey. It was Nalik'ideyu who sought Travis
now, her red tongue lolling fromher nouth as she panted. Not from exertion

he was certain of that. No, she was excited and eager . . . on the hunt!



That was it -- a hunt! Travis' own tongue ran across his lips as an
impression hit himwith feral force. There was neat -- rich, fresh -- just
ahead. Meat that lived, waiting to be killed. Inside himhis ow avid hunger
roused, shaking himfarther out of the crusting dream H s hands went to his
wai st, but the groping fingers did not find what vague nenory told him
shoul d be there -- a belt, heavy wth knife in sheath. He examined his own
body with attention to find he was adequately covered by breeches of a
snoot h, dull brown material which blended well with the vegetation about
him He wore a loose shirt, belted in at the narrow wai st by a folded strip
of cloth, the ends of which fluttered free. On his feet were tall nobccasins,
the 1eg pieces extending sone distance up his calves, the toes turned up in
rounded points. Sone of this he found fanmiliar, but these were fragnents of
menory; again his mnd fitted one picture above another. One thing he did
know for sure -- he had no weapons. And that realization struck home with a
thrust of real and terrible fear which tore away nore of the bew | der ment
cl oaking his mnd. Nalik-ideyu was inpatient. Having advanced a step or two,
she now |ooked back at him over her shoulder, yellow eyes slitted, her
demand on himas instant and real as if she had voi ced under st andabl e words.
Meat was waiting, and she was hungry. Also she expected Travis to aid in the
hunt -- at once. Though he could not match her fluid grace in moving through
the grass, Travis followed her, keeping to cover. He shook his head
vigorously, in spite of the stab of pain the notion cost him and paid nore
attention to his surroundings. It was apparent that the earth under him the
grass around, the valley of the golden haze, were all real, not part of a
dream Therefore that other countryside which he kept seeing in a ghostly
fashion was a hallucination. Even the air which he drewinto his lungs and

expell ed again, had a strange snmell, or was it taste? He could not be sure
whi ch. He knew that hypno-training could produce odd side effects, but
this . . . Travis paused, staring unseeingly before himat the grass stil

wavi ng fromthe coyote's passage. Hypno-training! Wat was that? Now three
pictures fought to focus in his nmnd: the two | andscapes which did not match
and a shadowy third. He shook his head again, his hands to his tenples. This
-- this only was real: the ground, the grass, the valley, the hunger in him
the hunt waiting . . . He forced hinmself to concentrate on the inmmediate
present and the portion of world he could see, feel, scent, which lay here
and now about him The grass grew shorter as he proceeded in Nalik'ideyu's
wake. But the haze was not thinning. It seemed to hang in patches, and when
he ventured through the edge of a patch it was |ike creeping through a fog
of golden, dancing motes. Here and there a glittering speck whirled and
darted like a living thing. Masked by the stuff, Travis reached a line of
brush and sniffed. It was a warm scent, a heavy odor he could not identify
and yet one he associated with a living creature. Flat to earth, he pushed
head and shoul ders under the low |inbs of the bush to | ook ahead. Here was a
space where the fog did not hold, a pocket of earth clear under the norning
sun. And grazing there were three animals. Again shock cleared a portion of
Travis' bemused brain. They were about the size, he thought, of antel opes,
and they had a general resenblance to those beasts in that they had four
sl ender | egs, a rounded body, and a head. But they had alien features, so
alien as to hold himin open-nouthed amazenent. The bodi es had bare spots
here and there, and patches of creamy -- fur? O was it hair which hung in
strips, as if the creatures had been partially plucked in careless fashion?
The necks were | ong and noved about in a serpentine notion, as though their
spines were as linber as reptiles'. On the end of those long and tw sting
necks were heads which also appeared nore suitable to another species --
broad, rather flat, wth a singular toadlike 1look -- but furnished with
horns set hal fway down the nose, horns which began in a single root and then
branched into two sharp points. They were unearthly! Again Travis blinked,
brought his hand up to his head as he continued to view the browsers. There
were three of them two |larger ones with horns, the other a smaller beast
with | ess of the ragged fur and only the beginning button of a protuberance



on the nose. It was probably a calf. One of those nmental alerts fromthe
coyotes broke his absorption. Nalik'ideyu was not interested in the odd
appearance of the grazing creatures. She was intent upon their usefulness in
another way -- as a full and satisfying nmeal -- and she was again inpatient
with himfor his dull response. Hs exam nation took a nore practical turn.
An antel ope's defense was speed, though it could be tricked into hunting
range through its inordinate curiosity. The slender legs of these beasts
suggested a |like degree of speed, and Travis had no weapons at all. Those
nose horns had an wugly look; this thing nmight be a fighter rather than a
runner. But the suggestion which had flashed from coyote to himhad taken
root. Travis was hungry, he was a hunter, and here was neat on the hoof,
strange as it |ooked. Again he received a nessage. Naginlta was on the

opposite side of the clearing. |If the creatures depended on speed, then
Travis believed they could probably outrun not only himbut the coyotes as
well -- which Ileft cunning and some sort of plan. Travis glanced at the

cover where he knew Nalik'ideyu crouched and from which had come that flash
of agreenent. He shivered. These were truly no animals, but ga-n, ga-n of
power! And as ga-n he nust treat them accede to their wll. Spurred by
that, the Apache gave only flicks of attention to the browsers while at the
same time he studied the part of the |andscape uncovered by mst. Wthout
weapons or speed, they nust conceive a trap. Again Travis sensed agreenent
fromthe ga-n, and with it a strong inpression urging himto the right. He
was nmaking progress with skill he did not even recognize and which he had
never been conscious of |earning. The bushes and small, droop-linbed trees,
had branches not clothed wth | eaves fromproper tw gs but with a reddish
bristly growh protruding directly from their surfaces. The trees screened
the pocket-sized meadow, reaching a rocky cleft where the mist curled in a
| ong tongue through a wall twice Travis' height. |If the browsers could be
maneuvered into taking the path through that cleft . . . Travis searched
about him and his hands closed upon the ol dest weapon of his species, a
stone pulled fromthe earth and bal anced neatly in the pal mof his hand. It
was a |l ong chance but his best one. The Apache took the first step on a new
and fearsome road. These ga-n had put their thoughts -- or their desires --
into his mnd. Could he so contact themin return? Wth the stone clenched
in his fist, his shoulders pressed against the wall not too far fromthe
cleft opening, Travis strove to think out, clearly and sinply, his poor
plan. He did not know that he was reacting the way scientists |light years
away had hoped he might. Nor did Travis guess that at this point he had
already traveled far beyond the expectations of the nen who had bred and
trained the two nutant coyotes. He only believed that he was obeying the
wi shes of two spirits he thought far nore powerful than any man. So he
pictured in his mind the cleft, the running creatures, and the part the ga-n
could play if they so willed. Assent -- inits way as loud and clear as if
shouted. The man fingered the stone, weighed it. There would probably be
just one noment when he could use it to effect, so he nust be ready. From
this point he could no | onger see the small nmeadow where the grazers were.
But Travis knew, as well as if he watched the scene, that the coyotes were
creeping in, belly flat to earth, adding a feline stealth and patience to
their own cunning. There! Travis' head jerked, the alert had cone, the drive
was begi nning. He tensed, gripping his stone. A yapping bark was answered by
a sound he could not describe, a noise mdway between a cough and a grunt.

Again a yap-yap . . . A toad-head burst through the screen of brush, the
doubl e horn on its nose festooned with grass torn up by the roots. Wde eyes
-- milky and seenming to be wthout pupils -- fastened on Travis, but he

could not be sure the thing saw him for it kept on, picking up speed as it
approached the cleft. Behind it ran the calf, and that guttural cry was
bubbling fromits broad flat |lips. The 1long neck of the adult writhed, the
frog-head swung closer to the ground so that the twin points of the horn
were at a slant -- ainmed now at Travis. He had been right to suspect their
deadl i ness, but he had only a fleeting chance to recognize that fact as the



thing bore down, clearly intent on goring him He hurled his stone and then
flung his body to one side, tunbling and rolling into the brush where he
fought madly to regain his feet, expecting at any nonment to feel tranpling
hoofs and thrusting horns. There was a crash to his right, as the bushes and
grass were wildly shaken. On his hands and knees the Apache retreated, his
head turned to watch behind him He sawthe flirt of a triangular flap-tai
in the mouth of the cleft. The calf had escaped. And now the threshing in
t he bushes stilled. Was the thing stalking hin? He got to his feet, for the
first tine hearing clearly the continued yapping, as if a battle was in
progress. Then the second of the adult beasts cane into view, backing and
turning, trying to keep its |lowered head with nenacing doubl e horn al ways
pointed to the coyotes as they danced a teasing, worrying circle about it.
One of the coyotes flung up its head, |ooked upslope, and barked. Then, as
one, both rushed the fighting beast, but for the first tine fromthe sane
side, leaving it a clear path to retreat. It made a rush before which they
fled easily. Then it whirled with a speed and grace, which did not fit its
ungainly, ill-proportioned body, and junped toward the cleft, the coyotes
maki ng no effort to hinder its escape. Travis cane out of cover, approaching
the brush which had conceal ed the crash of the other animal. The actions of
t he coyotes had convinced himthat there was no danger now, they would never
have all owed the escape of their prey had the first beast not been downed.
Hs shot with the stone, the Apache decided as he stood nonents |later
surveying the twitching crunpled body, nmust have hit the thing in the head,
stunning it. Then the nomentumof its charge had carried it full force
against the rock to kill it. Blind luck -- or the power of the ga-n? He
pul | ed back as the coyotes cane padding up shoulder to shoulder to inspect
the kill. It was truly nore theirs than his. Their prey yielded not only
food but a weapon for Travis. Instead of the belt knife he had renenbered
havi ng, he was now equi pped with two. The doubl e horn had been easy to free
fromthe shattered skull, and some careful work with stones had broken off
one prong at just the angle he wanted. So now he had a short and a | onger
tool, defense. At least they were better than the stone with which he had
entered the hunt. Nalik-ideyu pushed past himto lap daintily at the water.
Then she sat up on her haunches, watching Travis as he snoothed the horn
with a stone.

"A knife," he said to her, "this will be a knife. And -- " he glanced up
nmeasuring the value of the wood represented by trees and bushes -- "then a
bow. Wth a bow we shall hunt better."

The coyote yawned, her yellow eyes half closed, a study in satisfaction and
cont ent.

"A knife," Travis repeated, "and a bow." He needed weapons; he had to have
them Why? His hand stopped scraping. Wiwy? The toad-faced double horn had
been quick to attack, but Travis could have avoided it, and it had not
hunted him first. Wwy was he ridden by this fear that he nust not be
unarmed? He di pped his hand into the pool of the spring and lifted the water
to cool his sweating face. The coyote noved, turned around in the grass,
crushing down the growth into a nest in which she curled up, head on paws.
But Travis sat back on his heels, his now idle hands hangi ng down between
his knees, and forced hinself to the task of sorting out junbled nmenories.
This | andscape was wong -- totally unlike what it should be -- but it was
real. He had helped kill this alien creature. He had eaten its neat, raw
Its horn lay wthin touch now Al that was real and unchangeable. Wich
nmeant that the rest of it, that other desert world in which he had wandered
with his kind, ridden horses, raided invading nen of another race, that was
not real -- or else far, far renoved fromwhere he now sat. Yet there had
been no dividing line between those two worlds. One monent he had been in
the desert place, returning froma successful foray against the Mexicans.
Mexi cans! Travis caught at that identification, tried to use it as a thread
to draw cl oser to the beginning of his nystery. Mexicans . . . And he was an
Apache, one of the Eagle people, one who rode with Cochise. No! Sweat again



beaded his face where the water had cooled it. He was not of that past. He
was Travis Fox, of the early twenty-first century, not a nonmad of the niddle
ni neteenth! He was of Team A of the project! The Arizona desert and then
this! Fromone to the other in an instant. He | ooked about himin rising
fear. Wiit! He had been in the dark when he got out of the desert, lying in
a box. Getting out, he had crawed domm a passage to reach noonlight,
strange noonlight. A box in which he had lain, a passage wth snooth
netallic walls, and an alien world at the end of it. The coyote's ears
twi tched, her head cane up, she was staring at the man's drawn face, at his
eyes with their core of fear. She whined. Travis caught up the two pieces of
horn, thrust theminto his sash belt, and got to his feet. Nalik'ideyu sat
up, her head cocked a little to one side. As the man turned to seek his own
back trail she padded along in his wake and whined for Naginlta. But Travis
was nmore intent now on what he nmust prove to hinself than he was on the
actions of the two animals. It was a wandering trail, and now he did not
guestion his skill in being able to followit so wunerringly. The sun was
hot. Wnged things buzzed fromthe bushes, snmall scuttling things fled from
himthrough the tall grass. Once Naginlta grow ed a warning which led them
all to a detour, and Travis m ght not have picked up the proper trace again
had not the coyote scout led himto it.

"Who are you?" he asked once, and then guessed it would have better been
said, "What are you?" These were not aninals, or rather they were nore than
the animals he had always known. And one part of him the part which
renenbered the desert rancherias where Cochise had ruled, said they were

spirits. Yet that other part of him . . . Travis shook his head, accepting
them now for what they were -- welcone conpany in an alien place. The day
wore on close to sunset, and still Travis followed that wandering trail. The

need which drove himkept himgoing through the rough country of hills and
ravines. Now the mst |lifted above towering walls of nountains very near
him vyet not the nmountains of his nenmory. These were dull brown, with a
forbidding 1 ook, like sun-dried skulls baring teeth in warning against al

coners. Wth great difficulty, Travis topped a rise. Ahead against the
skyline stood both coyotes. And, as the man joined them first one and then
the other flung back its head and sounded the sobbing, shattering cry which

had been a part of that other |life. The Apache | ooked down. Hi s puzzle was
answer ed in part. The weckage crunpled on the nountain side was
identifiable -- a spaceship! Cold fear gripped himand his own head went

back; frombetween his tight lips came a cry as desolate as the one the
ani mal s had voi ced.

- Chapter 4
4
Fire, mankind's oldest ally, weapon, tool, |eaped high before the naked
stone of the nountain side. Men sat cross-legged about it, fifteen of them
And behi nd, guarded by the flames and that sonber circle, were the wonen.
There was a uniformity in this gathering. The nenbers were plainly all of
the sane racial stock, of medium height, stocky yet fined down to the peak
of stamina and endurance, their skin brown, their shoulder-length hair
bl ack. And they were all young -- none over thirty, some still in their late
teens. Alike, too, was a certain drawmn Jlook in their faces, a tenseness of
the eyes and nouth as they listened to Travis.
"So we nust be on Topaz. Do any of you renmenber boarding the ship?"
"No. Only that we awoke within it." Across the fire one chin lifted; the
eyes which caught Travis' held a deep, snoldering anger. "This is nore
trickery of the Pinda-lick-o-yi, the Wite Eyes. Between us there has never
been fair dealing. They have broken their promse as a man breaks a rotten
stick, for their words are as rotten. And it was you, Fox, who brought us to
listen to them™
A stir about the circle, a murnur fromthe wonen.
"And do | not also sit here with you in this strange wlderness?" he



count er ed.
"I do not understand," another of the men held out his hand, palmup, in a

gesture of asking -- "what has happened to us. W were in the old Apache
world . . . I, Jil-Lee, was riding with Cuchillo Negro as we went down to
the taking of Ranbs. And then | was here, in a broken ship and beside ne a
dead man who was once ny brother. How did | conme out of the past of our

peopl e into another world across the stars?"

"Pinda-lick-o-yi tricks!" The first speaker spat into the fire.

"It was sonmething called Redax, | think," Travis replied. "I heard Dr. Ashe
speak of this. A new nmachine which could make a man renenber not his own
past, but the past of his ancestors. Wile we were on that ship we nust have
been under its influence, so we lived as our people lived a hundred years or
nore ago -- "

"And the purpose of such a thing?" Jil-Lee asked.

"To nmake us nore |ike our ancestors perhaps. It is part of what they told us
at the project. To venture into these new worlds requires a different type
of man than lives on Earth today. Traits we have forgotten are needed to
face the dangers of wild places."

"You, Fox, have been beyond the stars before, and you found there were such
dangers to face?"

"It is true. You have heard of the three worlds | saw when the ship fromthe
ol d days took us off, unwilling, to the stars. Did you not all volunteer to
pi oneer in this manner so you could al so see strange and new thi ngs?"

"But we did not agree to be returned to the past in medicine dreans and be
sent unknowi ngly into space!"

Travis nodded. "Deklay is right. But I know no nore than you why we were so
sent, or why the ship crashed. W have found Dr. Ruthven's body in the
cabin, only we have discovered nothing else which tells us why we were
brought here. Wth the ship broken, we nust stay."

They were silent now, nmen and wonen alike. Behind them|ay several days of
activity, nights of exhausted slunmber. Against the cliff wall lay the packs
of supplies they have salvaged fromthe weck. By mutual consent they had
left the wvicinity of the broken globe, following their old custom of
speedily wi thdrawi ng froma place of death.

"This is a world enpty of nen?" Jil-Lee wanted to know.

"So far we have found only animals signs, and the ga-n have not warned us of
anything else -- "

"Those devil ones!" Again Deklay spat into the fire. "I say we should have
no dealings with them The nba'a is no friend to the People.™

Again a murmur which seemed one of agreement answered that outburst. Travis
stiffened. Just how nuch influence had the Redax had over then? He knew from
his own experience that sonetinmes he had an odd double reaction -- two
di fferent feel i ngs whi ch al nost si ckened him when they struck
si mul t aneously. And he was begi nning to suspect that with sone of the others
the return to the past had been far nore deep and lasting. Now Jil-Lee was
actually to reason out what had happened. Wile Deklay had reverted to an
ancestor who had ridden with Victorio or Mngas Col oradas! Travis had a
flash of prenonition, a chill which made himhalf foresee a tine when the
past and the present mght well split themapart -- fatally.

"Devil or ga-n." Aman with a quiet face, rather deeply sunken eyes, spoke
for the first time. "W are in two ninds because of this Redax, so let us
not do anything in haste. Back in the desert world of the People | have seen
the nba'a, and he was very clever. Wth the badger he went hunting, and when
t he badger had dug wup the rat's nest, so did the nba'a wait on the other
side of the thorny bush and catch those who would escape that way. Between
hi m and t he badger there was no war. These two who sit over yonder now --
they are also hunters and they seemfriendly to us. In a strange place a man
needs all the help he can find. Let us not call nanes out of old tales,
whi ch may nmean nothing in fact."

"Buck speaks straightly," Jil-Lee agreed. "W seek a canp which can be



def ended. For perhaps there are nen here whose hunting territory we have

i nvaded, though we have not yet seen them W are a people small in nunber
and al one. Let us walk softly on trails which are strange to our feet."

Inwardly Travis sighed in relief. Buck, Jil-Lee . . . for the nmonment their
sensible words appeared to swing the opinions of the party. If either of
them could be established as haldzil, or clan |eader, they would all be

safer. He hinself had no aspirations in that direction and dared not push
too hard. It had been his initial urging which had brought them as
volunteers into the project. Now he was doubly suspect, and especially by
t hose who thought as Deklay, he was considered too alien to their old ways.
So far their protests had been fewer than he anticipated. Al though brothers
and sisters had followed each other into the teamafter the inmmenorial
desire of Apaches to cling to famly ties, they were not a true clan wth
solidity of that to back them but representatives of half a dozen
Basically, back on Earth, they had all been anong the nost progressive of
their people -- progressive, that is, in the white nan's sense of the word.
Travis had a fleeting recognition of his now oblique way of thinking. He,
too, had been marked by the Redax. They had all been educated in the nodern
fashion and all possessed a spirit of adventure which marked them over their
fellows. They had volunteered for the team and successfully passed the tests
to weed out the tenperanmentally unfit or faint-hearted. But all that was
before Redax. . . . Wiy had they been submitted to that? And why this
flight? What had pushed Dr. Ashe and Murdock and Col onel Kelgarries, tine
agents he knew and trusted, into dispatching themw thout warning to Topaz?
Sonet hi ng had happened, sonething which had given Dr. Ruthven ascendancy
over those others and had started themon this wld trip. Travis was
conscious of a stir about the firelit circle. The nen were rising, noving
back into the shadows, stretching out on the blankets they had found anong
other stores on the ship. They had di scovered weapons there -- knives, bows,
quivers of arrows, all of which they had been trained to use in the
i ntensive schooling of the project and which needed no nore repair than they
t hensel ves could give. And the rations they carried were field supplies, few
of them Tonorrow they nust begin hunting in earnest. . . .

"Why has this thing been done to us?" Buck was beside Travis, those quiet
eyes sliding past himto seek the fire once nore. "I do not think you were
told when the rest of us were not -- "

Travi s seized upon that. "There are those who say that | knew, agreed?"

"That is so. Once we stood at the sane place in tine -- in our thoughts, our
desires. Now we stand at many places, as if we clinbed a stairway, each at
his own speed -- a stairway the Pinda-lick-o-yi has set us upon. Sone here,
some there, some vyet farther above . . ." He sketched a series of step
outlines in the air. "And in this there is trouble -- "

"The truth,"” Travis agreed. "Yet it is also true that I knew nothing of
this, that | clinmb with you on these stairs."

"So | believe. But there comes a tinme when it is best not to be a wonman

stirring a pot of boiling stew but rather one who stands quietly at a
di stance -- "

"You nmean?" Travis pressed.

"I say that al one anbng us you have crossed the stars before, therefore new
things are not so hard to understand. And we need a scout. Also the coyotes
run in your footsteps, and you do not fear them"

It made good sense. Let himscout ahead of the party, taking the coyotes
with him Stay away fromthe canp for a while and speak small -- until the
peopl e on Buck's stairway were nost closely united.

"I go in the nmorning," Travis agreed. He could slip away tonight, but just
now he could not force hinself away fromthe fire, fromthe comnpani onship.
"You m ght take Tsoay w th you," Buck continued. Travis waited for him to
enl arge on that suggestion. Tsoay was one of the youngest of their group
Buck's own cross-cousin and near-brot her.

"It is well,"” Buck explained, "that we learn this land, and it has al ways



been our customthat the younger walk in the footprints of the older. Also,
not only should trails be | earned, but also nmen."

Travi s caught the thought behind that. Perhaps by taking the younger nmen as
scouts, one after another, he could build up anong them a follow ng of
sorts. Among the Apaches, |eadership was wholly a matter of personality.
Until the reservation days, chieftains had gained their position by force of
character alone, though they mght come successively fromone fanily clan
over several generations. He did not want the chieftainship here. No, but
neither did he want grow ng whi spers working about himto cut himoff from
his people. To every Apache severance from the clan was a little death. He
must have those who would back himif Deklay, or those who thought Iike
Dekl ay, turned grumbling into open hostility.

"Tsoay is one quick to learn," Travis agreed. "W go at dawn --
"Al ong the nountain range?" Buck inquired.

"If we seek a protected place for the rancheria, yes. The nountains have
al ways provi ded good strongholds for the People.”

"And you think there is need for a fort?"

Travis shrugged. "I have been one day's journey out into this world. | saw
nothing but animals. But that is no promse that el sewhere there are no
enem es. The planet was on the tapes we brought back fromthat other world,
and so it was known to the others who once rode between star and star as we
rode between ranch and town. If they had this world set on a journey tape,
it was for a reason; that reason may still be in force."
"Yet it was long ago that these star people rode so
"Wuld the reason | ast so | ong?"

Travis renenbered two other worlds, one of weird desert inhabited by beast
things -- or had they once been human, human to the point of possessing
intelligence? -- that had cone out of sand burrows at night to attack a
spaceship. And the second world where the ruins of a giant city had stood
choked with jungle vegetation, where he had made a blowgun fromtubes of

Buck nused

rustless netal as a weapon gift for small w nged nmen -- but were they nen?
Bot h had been remmants of that ancient galactic enpire.
"Some things could so remain," he answered soberly. "If we find them we

must be careful. But first a good site for the rancheria."
"There is no return to home for us," Buck stated flatly.
"Why do you say that? There could be a rescue ship later --
The other raised his eyes again to Travis. "Wen you slept under the Redax
how did you ride?"

"As a warrior -- raiding . . . living . . ."

"And I -- | was one with go'ndi," Buck returned sinply.

"But -- "

"But the white nman has assured us that such power -- the power of the chief

-- does not exist? Yes, the Pinda-lick-o0-yi has told us so many things. He
is busy, busy with his tools, his nmachines, always busy. And those who think
in another fashion cannot be neasured by his rules, so they are foolish

dreaners. Not all white men think so. There was Dr. Ashe -- he was begi nni ng
to understand a little.

"Perhaps |, too, amstanding still, halfway up the stairway of the past. But
of this | amvery sure: For us, there will be no return to our own place.
And the tine will conme when sonething new shall grow fromthe seed of the

past. Also it is necessary that you be one of the tenders of that growth. So
| urge vyou, take Tsoay, and the next time, Lupe. For the young who nay be
swayed this way and that by words -- as the wind shakes a small tree -- nust
be given firmroots."

In Travis education warred with instinct, just as the picture Redax had
planted in his mnd had warred with his awaking to this alien | andscape. Yet
now he believed he nmust be guided by what he felt. And he knew that no man
of his race would claim go' ndi, the power of spirit known only to a great
chief, wunless he had actually felt it swell within him It mght have been
fostered by hallucination in the past, but the aura of it carried into the



here and now. And Travis had no doubts that Buck believed inplicitly in what
he said, and that belief carried credulity to others.

"This is wisdom Nantan -- "

Buck shook his head. "I am no nantan, no chief. But of some things | am
sure. You al so be sure of what lies within you, younger brother!"

On the third day, ranging eastward along the base of the nmountain range,
Travis found what he believed woul d be an acceptable canp site. There was a
canyon wth a good spring of water cut round by well-narked game trails. A
series of |edges brought himup to a small plateau where scrub wood coul d be
used to build the wickiups. Water and food lay within reach, and the | edge
approach was easy to defend. Even Deklay and his fellow mal contents were
forced to concede the value of the site. H s duty to the clan acconplished,
Travis returned to his own concern, one which had haunted himfor days.
Topaz had been taped by nmen of the vanished star enpire. Therefore, the
pl anet was inportant, but why? As yet he had found no indication that
anything above the intelligence |level of the split horns was native to this
worl d. But he was gnawed by the certainty that there was sonething here,
waiting. . . . And the desire to learn what it was becanme an ever-burning
ache. Perhaps he was what Dekl ay had accused hi m of being, one who had cone
to follow the road of the Pinda-lick-o-yi too <closely. For Travis was
content to scout with only the coyotes for company, and he did not find the
| onel i ness of the unknown planet as intinidating as nost of the others.

He was checking his small trail pack on the fourth day after they had
settled on the plateau when Buck and Jil-Lee hunkered down besi de him

"You got to hunt -- ?" Buck broke the silence first.

"Not for neat."

"What do you fear? That ndendai -- eneny people -- have marked this as their

| and?" Jil -Lee questi oned.

"That may be true, but now | hunt for what this world was at one tinme, the
reason why the ancient star nmen narked it as their own."

"And this know edge may be of value to us?" Jil-Lee asked slowy. "WIIl it
bring food to our nouths, shelter for our bodies -- nmean life for us?"

"Al'l that is possible. It is the unknow ng which is bad."

"True. Unknowing is always bad," Buck agreed. "But the bow which is fitted
to one hand and strength of arm may not be suited to another. Renenber
that, younger brother. Also, do you go al one?"

"Wth Naginlta and Nalik'ideyu | amnot al one.™

"Take Tsoay with vyou also. The four-footed ones are indeed ga-n for the
service of those they like, but it is not good that man wal ks al one from his
kind."

There it was again, the feeling of clan solidarity which Travis did not
al ways share. On the other hand, Tsoay would not be a hindrance. On ot her
scouts the boy had proved to have a keen eye for the country and a liking
for experimentation which was not a universal attribute even anong those of
hi s own age.

"I would go to find a path through the nountains; it my be along trail,"
Travis hal f protested.

"You believe what you seek may lie to the north?"

Travis shrugged. "I do not know. How can I? But it will be another way of
seeki ng. "

"Tsoay shall go. He keeps silent before older warriors as is proper for the
untried, but his thoughts fly free as do yours," Buck replied. "It is in him
al so, this need to see new pl aces."

"There is this," Jil-Lee got to his feet, " -- do not go so far, brother

that you may not easily find a way to return. This is a wde land, and
within it we are but a handful of nen alone -- "

"That, too, I know " Travis thought he could read nore than one kind of
warning in Jil-Lee's words. * * *

They were the second day away fromthe plateau canp, and clinbing, when they
chanced wupon the pass Travis had hoped might exist. Before themlay an



abrupt descent to what appeared to be open plains country cloaked in a dusky
anber Travis now knew was the thick grass found in the southern valleys.
Tsoay pointed with his chin.

"Wde land -- good for horses, cattle, ranches
But all those lay far beyond the black space surrounding them Travis
wondered if there was any native aninmal which could serve man in place of
t he horse.

"Do we go down?" Tsoay asked. Fromthis point Travis could sight no break
far out on the anber plain, no sign of any building or any disturbance of
its snooth enptiness. Yet it drew him "W go," he decided. Close as it had
| ooked fromthe pass, the plain was yet a day and a night, spent in careful
wat chi ng by turns, ahead of them It was midnorning of the second day that
they left the foothill breaks, and the grass of the open country was wai st
hi gh about them Travis could see it rippling where the coyotes threaded
ahead. Then he was conscious of a persistent buzzing, a noise which
irritated faintly until he was conpelled to trace it to its source. The
grass had been tranpled flat for an irregular patch, with a trail of broken
stal ks out of the heart of the plain. At one side was a buzzing, seething
mass of glitter-w nged insects which Travis already knew as carrion eaters.
They arose reluctantly from their feast as he approached. He drew a short
breath which was close to a grunt of astounded recognition. What lay there
was so inpossible that he could not believe the evidence of his eyes. Tsoay
gave a sharp exclamation, went down on one knee for a closer exam nation
then | ooked at Travis over his shoulder, his eyes wide, nore than a trace of
excitement in his voice.

"Horse dung -- and fresh!™"

- Chapter 5
5
"There was one horse, unshod but ridden. It came here fromthe plains and it
had been ridden hard, going |lame. There was a rest here, maybe shortly after
dawn." Travis sorted out what they had |earned by a careful exam nation of
the ground. Nalik'ideyu, Naginlta, and Tsoay, watched and listened as if the
coyotes as well as the boy coul d understand every word.
"There is that also -- " Tsoay indicated the one trace |eft by the unknown
rider, an inpression blurred as if sone attenpt had been nmade to conceal it.
"Small and light, the rider is both. Also in fear, | think -- "
"W foll ow?" Tsoay asked.
"We follow," Travis assented. He looked to the coyotes, and as he had
learned to do, thought out his message. This trail was the one to be
foll owed. Wien the rider was sighted they were to report back if the Apaches
had not yet caught wup. There was no visible agreenment; the coyotes sinply
vani shed t hrough the wall of grass.
"Then there are others here," Tsoay said as he and Travis began their return
to the foothills. "Perhaps there was a second ship -- "
"That horse," Travis said, shaking his head. "There was no provision in the
project for the shipping of horses.”
"Perhaps they have al ways been here."
"Not so. To each world its own species of beasts. But we shall know the
truth when we | ook upon that horse -- and its rider."
It was warmer this side of the mountains, and the heat of the plains beat at
them Travis thought that the horse might well be seeking water if allowed
his head. Were did he conme fron? And why had his rider gone in haste and
fear? This was rough, broken country and the tired, |inping horse seemed to
have picked the easiest way through it, wi thout any hindrance fromthe man
with him Travis spotted a soft patch of ground with a deep-set inpression.
This time there had been no attenpt at erasure; the boot track was plain.
The rider had dismunted and was |eading the horse -- yet he was noving
swiftly. They followed the tracks around the bend of a shallow cut and found
Nal i k-i deyu waiting for them Between her forefeet was a bundle stil



covered with snears of soft earth, and behind her were drag marks froma
hol e under the overhang of a bush. The coyote had plainly just disinterred
her find. Travis squatted down to examine it, wusing his eyes before his
hands. It was a bag nade of hide, probably the hide of one of the split
horns by its <color and the scraps of long hair which had been left in a
si mpl e decorative fringe along the bottom The sides had been | aced together
neatly by soneone used to working in leather, the closing flap |ashed down
tightly with braided thong | oops. As the Apache |eaned closer to it he could
snell a mixture of odors -- the hide itself, horse, wood snoke, and ot her
scents -- strange to him He wundid the fastenings and pulled out the
contents. There was a shirt, with long full sleeves, of a gray wool undyed
after the sheep. Then a very bulky short jacket which, after fingering it
doubtfully, Travis decided was made of felt. It was el aborately decorated
with highly colorful enbroidery, and there was no mstaking the design -- a
heavy antlered kind of deer in nortal conbat with what might be a puma. It
was bordered with a geonetric pattern of beautiful, oddly famliar work.
Travis snmoothed it flat over his knee and tried to remenber where he had
seen its like before . . . a book! An illustration in a book! But which
book, when? Not recently, and it was not a pattern known to his own people.
Twisted into the interior of the jacket was a silklike scarf, clear, |ight
blue -- the blue of Earth's cloudl ess skies on certain days, so different
fromthe yell ow shield now hangi ng above them A small case of leather, with
sil houetted designs cut from hide and affixed to it, designs as intricate
and conplex as the enbroidery on the jacket -- art of a high standard. In
the case a knife and spoon, the bow and bl ade of dull netal, the handl es of
horn carved with horse heads, the tiny wide open eyes set with glittering
stones. Personal possessions dear to the owner, so that when they nust be
abandoned for flight they were hidden wth some hope of recovery. Travis
slowy repacked them trying to fold the garments into their origina
creases. He was still puzzled by those designs.

"Who?" Tsoay touched the edge of the jacket with one finger, his admration
for it plain to read.

"l don't know. But it is of our own world."

"That is a deer, though the horns are wong," Tsoay agreed. "And the puma is
very well done. The one who made this knows animals well."

Travi s pushed the jacket back into the bag and laced it shut. But he did not
return it to the hiding place. Instead, he made it a part of his own pack
If they did not succeed in running down the fugitive, he wanted an
opportunity for closer study, a chance to remenber just where he had seen
that picture before. The narrow valley where they had discovered the bag
sl oped upward, and there were signs that their quarry found the ground
harder to cover. The second discard lay in open sight -- again a | eather bag
whi ch Nalik-ideyu sniffed and than began to lick eagerly, thrusting her nose
into its flaccid interior. Travis picked it up, finding it danp to the
touch. It had an odd snell, like that of sour nmlk. He ran a finger around
i nside, brought it out wet; yet this was neither water bag nor canteen. And
he was conmpletely nmnystified when he turned it inside out, for though the
i nner surface was wet, the bag was enpty. He offered it to the coyote, and
she took it promptly. Holding it firmy to the earth with her forepaws, she
licked the surface, though Travis could see no deposit which mght attract
her. It was clear that the bag had once held some sort of food.

"Here they rested," Tsoay said. "Not too far ahead now -- "

But now they were in the kind of country where a man could hide in order to
check on his back trail. Travis studied the terrain and then rmade his own
pl ans. They would | eave the plainly marked trace of the fugitive, strike out
upslope to the east and try to parallel the other's route. It was tricky
going in that maze of rock outcrops and wood copses. Nalik-ideyu gave a | ast
lick to the bag as Travis signaled her. She regarded him then turned her
head to survey the country before them At last she trotted on, her buff
coat nelting into the vegetation. Wth Naginlta she would scout the quarry



and keep watch, leaving the nen to take the |onger way around. Travis pulled
off his shirt, folding it into a packet and tucking it beneath the folds of
his sash-belt, just as his ancestors had al ways done before a fight. Then he
cached his pack and Tsoay's. As they began the stiff clinmb they carried only
their bows, the quivers slung on their shoulders, and the |ong-bladed
knives. But they flitted |like shadows and, |ike the coyotes, their red-brown
bodi es became indi stingui shabl e agai nst the bronze of the |land. They should
be, Travis judged, not nore than an hour away from sundown. And they had to
| ocate the stranger before the dark closed in. His respect for their quarry
had grown. The unknown m ght have been driven by fear, but he held to a good
pace and headed intelligently for just the kind of country which would serve
him best. If Travis could only renenber where he had seen the |ike of that
enbroidery! It had a meaning which mght be inmportant now . . . Tsoay
slipped behind a wind-gnarled tree and di sappeared. Travis stooped under a
line of bush linbs. Both were working their way south, using the peak ahead
as an agreed | andmark, pausing at intervals to exani ne the |andscape for any
hint of a man and horse. Travis squirned snake fashion into an opening
between two rock pillars and lay there, the westering sun hot on his bare
shoul ders and back, his chin propped on his forearm |In the band holding
back his hair he had inserted some concealing tufts of wiry nountain grass,
t he ends of which drooped over his rugged features. Only seconds earlier he
had caught that fragmentary warning from one of the coyotes. Wat they
sought was very close, it was right down there. Both animals were in anmbush,
awai ting orders. And what they found was familiar, another confirmation that
the fugitive was human, not native to Topaz. Wth searching eyes, Travis
exam ned the site indicated by the coyotes. Hi s respect for the stranger was
rai sed another notch. |In time either he or Tsoay m ght have sighted that
hi deaway wi thout the aid of the animl scouts; on the other hand, they m ght
have failed. For the fugitive had truly gone to earth, using sonme pocket or
crevice in the nmountain wall. There was no sign of the horse, but a branch
here and there had been pulled out of place, the scars of their renoval
readabl e when one knew where to | ook. Odd, Travis began to puzzle over what
he saw. It was alnost as if whatever pursuit the stranger feared would cone
not at ground |level but from above; the precautions the stranger had taken
were to veil his retreat to the reaches of the nountain side. Had he
expected any trailer to make a flanking nove from up that slope where the
Apaches now lay? Travis' teeth nipped the weathered skin of his forearm
Could it be that at sone tine during the day's journeying the fugitive had
doubl ed back, having seen his trackers? But there had been no traces of any
such scouting, and the coyotes would surely have warned them Human eyes and
ears could be tricked, but Travis trusted the senses of Naginlta and
Nal i k-i deyu far above his own. No, he did not believe that the rider
expected the Apaches. But the man did expect soneone or something which

woul d come upon himfrom the heights. The heights . . . Travis rolled his
head slightly to |l ook at the upper reaches of the hills about him-- wth
suspicion. In their own journey across the nountains and through the pass
they had found nothing threatening. Dangerous aninmals mght roam there.
There had been sone paw nmarks, one such trail the coyotes had warned
against. But the type of precautions the stranger had taken were against
intelligent, thinking beings, not against animals nore |likely to track by

scent than by sight. And if the stranger expected an attack from above, then
Travis and Tsoay nust be alert. Travis analyzed each feature of the
hillside, setting in his mind a picture of every inch of ground they nust
cross. Just as he had wanted daylight as an ally before, so now was he
willing to wait for the shadows of twilight. He closed his eyes in a fina

check, able to recall the details of the hiding place, knowing that he could
reach it when the conditions favored, w thout error. Then he edged back from
his vantage point, and raising his fingers to his lips, made a small angry
chittering, three times repeated. One of the species inhabiting these
hei ghts, as they had noted earlier, was a creature about as big as the palm



of a man's hand, resenbling nothing so mnuch as a round ball of ruffled
feathers, though its covering mght actually have been a silky, fluffy fur
Its short legs could cover ground at an amazing speed, and it had the bold
i mpudence of a creature with few natural enemes. This was its usual cry.
Tsoay's hand waved Travis on to where the younger man had taken position
behi nd the bl eached trunk of a fallen tree.

"He hides," Tsoay whi spered.
"Agai nst trouble from above.
"But not us, | think."

So Tsoay had cone to that conclusion too? Travis tried to gauge the nearness
of twilight. There was a period after the passing of Topaz' sun when the
dusky light played odd tricks with shadows. That would be the first time for
their move. He said as much, and Tsoay nodded eagerly. They sat with their
backs to a boulder, the tree trunk serving as a screen, and chewed
nethodically on rations. There was energy and sustenance in the tasteless
squares which would support men, even though their stomachs continued to
demand the satisfaction of fresh nmeat. Taking turns, they dozed a little.
But the | ast banners of Topaz' sun were still in the sky when Travis judged
the shadows cover enough. He had no way of knowi ng how the stranger was
armed. Though he wused a horse for transportation, he mght well carry a
rifle and the nost nodern sidearns. The Apaches' bows were little use for
i nfighting, but they had their knives. However, Travis wanted to take the
fugitive unharned if he could. There was information he nmust have. So he did
not even draw his knife as he started downhill. Wien he reached a pool of
violet dusk at the bottomof the small ravine Naginlta's eyes regarded him
knowi ngly. Travis signaled with his hand and thought out what would be the
coyotes' part in this surprise attack. The prick-eared sil houette vani shed.

Travi s added his own observation

Uphill the chitter of a fluff-fur sounded twi ce -- Tsoay was in position

Ahow . . . wailing . . . sobbing . . . was heard, one of the keening songs
of the nmba'a. Travis darted forward. He heard the nicker of a frightened
horse, a clicking which could have marked the pawi ng of hoof on gravel, saw

the brush hiding the stranger's hole trenble, a portion of it fall away.

Travis sped on, his noccasins making no sound on the ground. One of the
coyotes gave tongue for the second time, the eerie wailing rising to a
yappi ng whi ch echoed fromthe rocks about them Travis poised for a dive.

Anot her section of those artfully heaped branches had gi ven way and a horse
reared, its upflung head plainly nmarked against the sky. A blurred figure
weaved back and forth before it, trying to control the mount. The stranger
had his hands full, certainly no weapon drawn -- this was it! Travis | eaped.
Hs hands found their mark, the shoulders of the stranger. There was a
shrill cry fromthe other as he tried to turn in the Apache's hold, to face
his attacker. But Travis bore themboth on, rolling al most under the feet of
the horse, sliding downhill, the unknown's withing body pinned down by the
Apache's weight and his clasp, tight as an iron grip, about the other's
chest and wupper arns. He felt his opponent go linp, but was suspicious
enough not to release that hold, for the heavy breathing of the stranger was

not that of an unconscious man. They lay so, the unknown still tight in
Travis' hold but no |onger fighting. The Apache could hear Tsoay soot hi ng
the horse with the purring words of a practiced horseman. Still the stranger

did not resume the struggle. They could not lie in this position all night,
Travis thought with a wy twi st of anusenent. He shifted his hold, and got
the 1ightning-quick response he had expected. But it was not quite quick
enough, for Travis had the other's hands behind his back, cupping slender
al nost delicate wists together

"Throw me a cord!" he called to Tsoay. The younger man ran up with an extra
bow cord, and in a nmonent they had bonds on the struggling captive. Travis
rolled their catch over, reaching dowm for a fistful of hair to pull the
head into a patch of clearer light. 1In his grasp that hair cane |oose, a
brai d unwi nding. He grunted as he | ooked down into the stranger's face. Dust
mar ks were streaked now wth tear runnels, but the gray eyes which turned



fiercely on him said that their owner cried nore in rage than fear. H's
captive mght be wearing long trousers tucked into curved, toed boots, and a
| oose overblouse, but she was certainly not only a woman, but a very young
and attractive one. Also, at the present nonent, an exceedingly angry one.
And behind that anger was fear, the fear of one fighting hopel essly agai nst
i nsurnount abl e odds. But as she eyed Travis now her expression changed.

He felt that she had expected anot her captor altogether and was astounded at
the sight of him Her tongue touched her |ips, noistening them and now the
fear in her was another kind -- the wary fear of one facing a totally new
and perhaps dangerous thing.

"Who are you?" Travis spoke in English, for he had no doubts that she was
fromEarth. Now she sucked in her breath with a gasp of pure astoni shment.
"Who are you?" she parroted his question in a marked accent. English was not
her native tongue, he was sure. Travis reached out, and again his hands
closed on her shoulders. She started to twist and then realized he was
merely pulling her up to a sitting position. Sonme of the fear had left her
eyes, an intent interest taking its place.

"You are not Sons of the Blue WIf," she stated in her heavily accented
speech. Travis snmiled. "I amthe Fox, not the WIf," he returned. "And the
Coyote is ny brother." He snapped his fingers at the shadows, and the two
animal s canme noiselessly into sight. Her gaze wi dened even nore at Naginlta
and Nalik'ideyu, and she deduced the bond which nmust exist between her
captor and the beasts.

"This woman is also of our world." Tsoay spoke in Apache, |ooking over their
prisoner with frank interest. "Only she is not of the People."

Sons of the Blue Wl f? Travis thought again of the enbroidery designs on the
jacket. Who had called thensel ves by that picturesque title -- where -- and
when in tinme?

"What do you fear, Daughter of the Blue WIf?" he asked. And with that
guestion he seenmed to touch some button activating terror. She flung back
her head so that she could see the darkening sky.

"The flyer!" Her voice was nuted as if nore than a whisper would carry to
the stars just coming into brilliance above them "They will cone
tracking. | did not reach the inner nountains in tinme."

There was a despairing note in that which cut through to Travis, who found
that he, too, was searching the sky, not know ng what he | ooked for or what
ki nd of nenace it prom sed, only that the danger was real

- Chapter 6
6
"The ni ght comes," Tsoay spoke slowy in English. "Do those you fear hunt in
t he dark?"
She shook her head to free her forehead froma coil of braid, pulled |oose
in her struggle with Travis.
"They do not need eyes or such noses as those four-footed hunters of vyours.
They have a nmachine to track -- "
"Then what purpose is this brush pile of yours?" Travis raised his chin at
t he di sturbed hiding place.
"They do not constantly use the machine, and one can hope. But at night they
can ride onits beam W are not far enough into the hills to |ose them
Bahatur went |anme, and so | was sl owed. "
"And what lies in these mountains that those you fear dare not invade then®"
Travis conti nued.
"I  do not know, save if one can clinb far enough inside, one is safe from
pursuit.”
"I ask it again: Who are you?" The Apache |leaned forward, his face in the
fast-fading 1light now only inches away fromhers. She did not shrink from
his close scrutiny but met him eye to eye. This was a woman of proud
i ndependence, truly a chief's daughter, Travis decided.
"I amof the People of the Blue WIf. W were brought across the star | anes



to make this world safe for . . . for . . . the . . ." She hesitated, and

now there was a shade of puzzlement on her face. "There is a reason -- a
dream No, there is the dreamand there is reality. I am Kaydessa of the
ol den Horde, but sometines | renmenber other things -- like this speech of

strange words | am nout hi ng now - -
"The Col den Horde!" Travis knew now. The enbroidery, Sons of the Blue Wlf,
all fitted into a special pattern. But what a pattern! Scythian art, the
ornanent that the warriors of Genghis Khan bore so proudly. Tatars, Mongols
-- the barbarians who had swept from the fastness of the steppes to change
the course of history, not only in Asia but across the plains of middle
Europe and in old Russia where the GColden Horde had once rul ed. The nen of
the G eat Khans who had ridden behind the yak-tailed standards of Genghis
Khan, Kubl ai Khan, Tanerlane -- !

"The Colden Horde," Travis repeated once again. "That lies far back in the
hi story of another world, Wl f Daughter."

She stared at him a sad and | ost expression on her dust-grined face.

"I know." Her voice was so nmuted he could hardly distinguish the words. "MW
people live in tw tines, and many do not realize that."

Tsoay had crouched down beside them to listen. Now he put out his hand,
touching Travis' shoul der

" Redax?"

"Or its like." For Travis was sure of one point. The project, which had been
training three teans for space colonization -- one of Eskinpbs, one of the
Pacific Islanders, and one of his own Apaches -- had no reason or chance to

select Mongols fromthe wild past of the raiding Hordes. There was only one
nati on on Earth which could have picked such col oni sts.

"You are Russian." He studied her carefully, intent on noting the effect of
his words. But she did not |ose that |lost look. "Russian . . . Russian .

" she repeated, as if the very word was strange. Travis was al arned. Any
Greater Russian colony planted here could well possess technicians with
machi nes capable of tracking a fugitive, and if nountain heights were
protection against such a hunt, he intended to gain them even by night
traveling. He said this to Tsoay, and the other enphatically agreed.

"The horse is too lane to go on," the younger man reported. Travis hesitated
for a long second. Since the tine they had stolen their first nmounts from
t he encroachi ng Spani sh, horses had al ways been wealth to his people. To
| eave an aninmal which could well serve the clan was not right. But they
dared not waste tinme with a | ame beast.

"Leave it here, free," he ordered.

"And the woman?"

"She goes with us. W nmust learn all we can of these people and what they do
here. Listen, WIf Daughter," again Travis |eaned close to nake sure she was

listening to himas he spoke with enmphasis -- "you will travel with us into
t hese high places, and there will be no trouble fromyou." He drew his knife
and hel d the bl ade warningly before her eyes.

"It was already in ny nmind to go to the nmountains,” she told him evenly.

"Untie my hands, brave warrior, you have surely nothing to fear froma
wonan. "

H s hand made a swift sweep and plucked a knife as |ong and keen as his from
the folds of the sash beneath her | oose outer garnent.

"Not now, Wl f Daughter, since | have drawn your fangs."

He helped her to her feet and slashed the cord about her wists with her
knife, which he then fastened to his own belt. Alerting the coyotes, he
di spat ched them ahead; and the three started on, the Mongol girl between the
two Apaches. The abandoned horse nickered | onesonely and then began to graze
on tufts of grass, noving slowy to favor his foot. The two noons rode the
sky as the hours advanced, their beans fighting the shadows. Travis felt
reasonably safe fromany attack at ground | evel, depending upon the coyotes
for warning. But he held themall to a steady pace. And he did not question
the girl again until all three of them hunkered dowmn at a small nountain



spring, to dash icy water over their faces and drink from cupped hands.

"Why do you flee your own people, WIf Daughter?”

"My name is Kaydessa," she corrected him He chuckled with | aughter at the
primtone of her voice. "And you see here Tsoay of the People -- the Apaches
-- while | am Fox." He was giving her the English equivalent of his triba

nane.
"Apaches." She tried to repeat the word with the same accent he had used.
"And what are Apaches?"

"Indians -- Amerindians," he explained. "But you have not answered ny

guesti on, Kaydessa. Wy do you run from your own peopl e?"

"Not fromny people," she said, shaking her head determ nedly. "Fromthose
others. It is like this -- Ch, how can | make you understand rightly?" She
spread her wet hands out before her in the noonlight, the danp patches on
her sleeves clinging to her arms. "There are ny people of the Golden Horde,
though once we were different and we can renenber bits of that previous

life. Then there are also the nen who live in the sky ship and use the
machine so that we think only the thoughts they would have us think. Now
why, " she | ooked at Travis intently -- "do | wish to tell you all this? It
is strange. You say you are Indian -- American -- are we then enemnies? There
is a part nenory which says that we are . . . were . "

"Let us rather say," he corrected her, "that the Apaches and the Horde are
not enemes here and now, no nmatter what was before.” That was the truth,
Travis recogni zed. By all accounts his people had come out of Asia in the
very di m begi nnings of mgrating peoples. For all her dark-red hair and gray
eyes, this girl who had been arbitrarily returned to a past just as they had
been by Redax, could well be a distant clan-cousin.

"You -- " Kaydessa's fingers rested for a nonment on his wist -- "you, too,
were sent here fromacross the stars. Is this not so?"
"It is so."

"And there are those here who govern you now?"

"No. We are free."

"How di d you becone free?" she demanded fiercely. Travis hesitated. He did
not want to tell of the wecked ship, the fact that his peopl e possessed no
real defenses against the Russian-controlled col ony.

"W went to the mountains,” he replied evasively.

"Your governing machine failed?" Kaydessa |aughed. "Ah, they are so great,
those men of the machines. But they are smaller and weaker when their
machi nes cannot obey them™

"It is so with your canp?" Travis probed gently. He was not quite sure of
her meani ng, but he dared not ask nore detailed questions wthout
dangerously revealing his own ignorance.

"I'n some manner their control machine -- it can only work upon those wthin
a certain distance. They discovered that in the days of the first |anding,
when hunters went out freely and many of themdid not return. After that
when hunters were sent out to learn howlay this Iland, they went along in
the flyer with a machine so that there would be no nore escapes. But we

knew! " Kaydessa's fingers curled into small fists. "Yes, we knew that if we
could get beyond the machines, there was freedomfor us. And we planned --
many of us -- planned. Then nine or ten sleeps ago those others were very

excited. They gathered in their ship, watching their machi nes. And sonet hi ng
happened. For a while all those nachi nes went dead.

"Jagatai, Kuchar, nmy brother Hulagur, Menlik . . ." She was counting the
nanes of f on her fingers. "They raided the horse herd, rode out "

"And you?"

"I, too, should have ridden. But there was Aljar, ny sister -- Kuchar's

wife. She was very near her tine and to ride thus, fleeing far and fast,
mght kill her and the child. So | did not go. Her son was born that night,
but the others had the machine at work once nore. W nmight long to go here,”
she brought her fist up to her breast, and then raised it to her head --
"but there was that here which kept us to the canp and their will. W only



knew that if we could reach the nountains, we might find our people who had
al ready gained their freedom"

"But you are here. How did you escape?" Tsoay wanted to know.

"They knew that | would have gone had it not been for Aljar. So they said
they woul d make her ride out with themunless | played guide to lead themto
my brother and the others. Then | knew | nust take up the sword of duty and
hunt with them But | prayed that the spirits of the wupper air look wth
favor upon ne, and they granted aid. " Her eyes held a | ook of wonder
"For when we were out on the plains and well away fromthe settlenent, a
grass devil attacked the | eader of the searching party, and he dropped the

m nd control and so it was broken. Then | rode. Blue Sky Above knows how |
rode. And those others have not the skill with horses as have the people of
the Wl f."

"When did this happen?"

"Three suns ago."

Travis counted back in his mnd. Her date for the failure of the machine in
the Russian canp seened to coincide wth the crash | anding of the American
ship. Had one thing any connection with the other? It was very possible. The
pl aneti ng spacer m ght have fought sone kind of weird duel with the other
colony before it plunged to earth on the other side of the mountain range.
"Do you know where in these nmountains your people hide?"

Kaydessa shook her head. "Only that | nust head south, and when |I reach the
hi ghest peak make a signal fire on the north slope. But that | cannot do

now, for those in the flyer may see it. | knowthey are on ny trail, for
twice | have seen it. Listen, Fox, | ask this of you -- |, Kaydessa, who am
el dest daughter to the Khan -- for you are like unto us, a warrior and a
brave man, that | believe. It may be that you cannot be governed by their
machi ne, for you have not rested under their spell, nor are of our blood.
Therefore, if they cone close enough to send forth the call, the call | rnust
obey as if | were a slave dragged upon a horse rope, then do you bind ny
hands and feet and hold ne here, no matter how much | struggle to follow

that command. For that which is truly ne does not want to go. WIIl you swear
this by the fires which expel denons?"

The wutter sincerity of her tone convinced Travis that she was pl eading for
ai d agai nst a danger she firmy believed in. Wether she was right about his
imunity to the Russian nental control was another matter, and one he would
rather not put to the test.

"W do not swear by your fires, Blue WIf Miden, but by the path of the
Lightning." Hs fingers nmoved as if to curl about the sacred charred wood
his people had once carried as "nedicine." "So do | prom se!l™

She | ooked at himfor a | ong nonent and then nodded in satisfaction

They left the pool and pushed on toward the nountain slopes, working their
way back to the pass. A low grow out of the dark brought themto an instant
halt. Naginlta's warning was sharp; there was danger ahead, acute danger

The nmoonlight fromthe noons made a weird pattern of light and dark on the
stretch ahead. Anything froma slinking four-footed hunter to a war party of
intelligent beings mght have been lying in wait there. Aflitting shadow
out of shadows. Nalik'ideyu pressed against Travis' |egs, making a barrier
of her warm body, attracting his attention to a spot at the left perhaps a
hundred vyards on. There was a great splotch of dark there, |arge enough to
hide a really form dable opponent; that wordless conmunication between
animal and man told Travis that such an opponent was just what was | urking
there. Whatever lay in anmbush beside the upper track was growi ng inpatient
as its destined prey ceased to advance, the coyotes reported.

"Your left -- beyond that pointed rock -- in the big shadow --
"Do you see it?" Tsoay demanded.

"No. But the nmba'a do."

The nmen had their bows ready, arrows set to the cords. But in this |ight
such weapons were practically useless unless the enenmy noved into the path
of the noon.



"What is it?" Kaydessa asked in a half whisper

"Somet hing waits for us ahead."

Before he could stop her, she set her fingers to her |1lips and gave a
pi ercing whistle. There was answering nmovenent in the shadow. Travis shot at
that, his arrow followed instantly by one from Tsoay. There was a cry,
scaling up in a throat-scal ding scream which made Travis flinch. Not because

of the sound, but because of the hint which lay behind it -- could it have
been a human cry? The thing flopped out into a patch of noonlight. |Its
four-linmbed, silvery body was as big as a man's. But the worst was that it
had been groveling on all fours when it fell, and nowit was rising on its
hind feet, one forepaw striking madly at the two arrows danci ng head-deep in
its upper shoul der. Man? No! But something sufficiently manlike to chill the
three downtrail. A whirling four-footed hunter dashed in, snapped at the

creature's legs. It squalled again, ainming a blow with a forepaw, but the
attacking coyote was already gone. Together Naginlta and Nalik'ideyu were
harassing the creature, just as they had fought the split horn, giving the
hunters time to shoot. Travis, although he again felt that touch of horror
and di sgust he could not account for, shot again. Between themthe Apaches
must have sent a dozen arrows into the raving beast before it went to its
knees and Naginlta sprang for its throat. Even then the coyote yel ped and
flinched, a bleeding gash across its head from the raking talons of the
dying thing. Wen it no | onger noved, Travis approached to see nore closely

what they had brought down. That snmell . . . Just as the enbroidery on
Kaydessa's jacket had awakened menories fromhis past on Earth, so did this
stench rem nd himof something. Were -- when -- had he snelled it before?

Travis connected it with dark, dark and danger. Then he gasped in a half
exclamation. Not on this world, no, but on two others: two worlds of that
broken stellar enpire where he had been an involuntary explorer two planet
years ago! The beast things which had lived in the dark of the desert world
t he humans' wandering galactic derelict had |anded upon. Yes, the beast
things whose nature they had never been able to deduce. Wre they the
degenerate dregs of a once intelligent species? O were they animals, akin
to man, but still animals? The ape-things had controlled the night of the
desert world. And they had been net again -- also in the dark -- in the
ruins of the city which had been the final goal of the ship's taped voyage.
So they were a part of the vanished civilization. And Travis' own vague
surm se concerning Topaz was proven correct. This had not been an enpty
worl d for the I ong-gone space people. This planet had a purpose and a use,
or else this beast would not have been here.

"Devil!" Kaydessa nade a face of disgust.

"You know it?" Tsoay asked Travis. "What is it?"

"That | do not know, but it is a thing left over fromthe star people's
tine. And | have seen it on two other of their worlds."

"A man?" Tsoay surveyed the body critically. "It wears no clothes, has no

weapons, but it walks erect. It looks like an ape, a very big ape. It is not
a good thing, | think."

"If it runs with a pack -- as they do el sewhere -- this could be a very bad
thing." Travis, remenbering how these creatures had attacked in force on the
ot her worlds, |ooked about him apprehensively. Even with the coyotes on

guard, they could not stand up to such a pack closing in through the dark

They had better hole up in sone defendable place and wait out the rest of
the night. Naginlta brought themto a cliff overhang where they could set
their backs to the hard rock of the nmountain, face outward to a space they
could cover with arrowflight if the need arose. And the coyotes, lying
before themwith their noses resting on paws, would, Travis knew, alert them
long before the enenmy could close in. They huddled against the rock

Kaydessa between them alert at first to every sound of the night, their
hearts beating faster at a small scrape of gravel, the rustle of a bush.
Slow y, they began to rel ax.

"It is well that two sleep while one guards,"

Travis observed. "By norning



we nust push on, out of this country."

So the two Apaches shared the watch in turn, the Tatar girl at first
protesting, and then falling exhausted into a slunber which Ileft her
breathing heavily. Travis, on the dawn watch, began to specul ate about the
ape-thing they had killed. The two previous tines he had net this creature
it had been in ruins of the old enpire. Wre there ruins somewhere here? He
wanted to make sure about that. On the other hand, there was the problem of
the Tatar-Mngol settlenment controlled by the Russians. There was no doubt
in his mnd that, were the Russians to suspect the existence of the Apache
canp, they would make every attenpt to hunt down and Kkill or capture the
survivors fromthe Anmerican ship. A warning nust be carried to the rancheria
as quickly as they could nmake the return trip. Beside himthe girl stirred,
rai sing her head. Travis glanced at her and then watched with attention. She
was | ooking straight ahead, her eyes as fixed as if she were in a trance.
Now she inched forward fromthe nountain wall, wiggling out of its shelter
"What -- ?" Tsoay had awakened again. But Travis was already noving. He
pushed on, rushing up to stand beside her, shoul der to shoul der

"What is it? Where do you go?" he asked. She nmmde no answer, did not even
seem aware of his voice. He caught at her armand she pulled to free
hersel f. When he tightened his grip she did not fight himactively as during
their first encounter, but nerely pulled and twisted as if she were being
conpelled to go ahead. Conpul sion! He renenbered her plea the night before,
asking his help against recapture by the machine. Now he deliberately
tripped her, twisted her hands behind her back. She swayed in his hold,
trying to win to her feet, paying no attention to himsave as a hindrance
agai nst her answering that demanding call he could not hear.

- Chapter 7
7
"What happened?" Tsoay took a swift stride, stood over the withing girl
whose strength was now such that Travis had to exert all his efforts to

control her.

"I think that the machi ne she spoke about is holding her. She is being drawn
to it out of hiding as one draws a calf on a rope."

Bot h coyotes had arisen and were watching the struggle with interest, but
there was no warning fromthem Whatever called Kaydessa into such nindless
and will-less answer did not touch the animals. And neither Apache felt it.
So perhaps only Kaydessa's people were subject to it, as she had thought.
How far away was that nmachi ne? Not too near, for otherw se the coyotes would
have traced the nan or nmen operating it.

"W cannot nove her," Tsoay brought the probleminto the open -- "unless we
bind and carry her. She is one of their kind. Way not let her go to them
unless you fear she will talk." H s hand went to the knife in his belt, and

Travis knew what prinitive inpulse noved in the younger man. In the old days
a captive who was likely to give trouble was briskly elimnated. In Tsoay
that nmenmory was awake now. Travis shook his head.

"She has said that others of her kin are in these hills. W nust not set two
wol f  packs hunting us," Travis said, giving the nore practical reason which
m ght better appeal to that savage instinct for self-preservation. "But you
are right, since she has tried to answer this sunmons, we cannot force her
with us. Therefore, do you take the back trail. Tell Buck what we have
di scovered and have hi m nake the necessary precautions against either these
Mongol outlaws or a Russian thrust over the mountains.”

"And you?"

"I stay to discover where the outlaws hide and learn all | can of this
settlenent. W may have reason to need friends -- "

"Friends!" Tsoay spat. "The People need no friends! If we have warning, we
can hold our own country! As the Pinda-lick-o-yi have discovered before."
"Bows and arrows agai nst guns and machines?" Travis inquired bitingly. "W

must know nmore before we nake any warrior boasts for the future. Tell Buck



what we have discovered. Also say | will join you before," Travis cal cul at ed
-- "ten suns. If | do not, send no search party; the clan is too small to
risk nmore lives for one."

"And if these Russians take you -- ?"

Travis grinned, not pleasantly. "They shall Jlearn nothing! Can their
machi nes sort out the thoughts of a dead man?" He did not intend his future
to end as abruptly as that, but also he would not be easy neat for any
Russian hunting party. Tsoay took a share of their rations and refused the
conpany of the coyotes. Travis realized that for all his seem ng ease wth
the animals, the younger scout had little nore liking for themthan Dekl ay
and the others back at the rancheria. Tsoay went at dawn, aiming at the
pass. Travis sat down besi de Kaydessa. They had bound her to a small tree,
and she strove incessantly to free herself, turning her head at an acute and
pai nful angle, only to face the same direction in which she had been tied.
There was no breaking the spell which held her. And she would soon wear
herself out with that struggling. Then he struck an expert blow. The girl
sagged linply, and he untied her. It all depended now on the range of the
beam or broadcast of that diabolical nachine. From the attitude of the
coyotes, he assumed that those using the machi ne had not made any attenpt to
cone close. They might not even know where their quarry was; they would
simply sit and wait in the foothills for the caller to reel in a helpless
captive. Travis thought that if he noved Kaydessa farther away fromthat
poi nt, sooner or later they would be out of range and she woul d awake from
the knockout, free again. Although she was not light, he could rmanage to
carry her for a while. So burdened, Travis started on, wth the coyotes
scouting ahead. He speedily discovered that he had set himnmself an anbitious
task. The going was rough, and carrying the girl reduced his advance to a
snail-paced crawl. But it gave himtime to nmake certain plans. As long as
t he Russians held the bal ance of power on this side of the nountain range,
the rancheria was in danger. Bows and kni ves agai nst nodern arnmanent was no

contest at all. And it would only be a matter of tinme before exploration on
the part of the northern settlement -- or sone tracking dowmn of Tatar
fugitives -- would bring the eneny across the pass. The Apaches could nove

farther south into the unknown continent belowthe wecked ship, thus
prolonging the tine before they were discovered. But that would only
post pone the inevitable showdown. Wether Travis could make his clan believe
that, was also a mtter of concern. On the other hand, if the Russian
overlords could be net in some practical way . . . Travis' mnd fastened on
that nore attractive idea, worrying it as Naginlta worried a prey, tearing
out and devouring the nore delicate portions. Every bit of sense and
prudence argued against such an approach, whose success could rest only
bet ween inprobability and inpossibility; yet that was the direction in which
he longed to nove. Across his shoulder Kaydessa stirred and nobaned. The
Apache doubled his efforts to reach the outcrop of rock he could see ahead,
chiseled into high relief by the wnds. In its lee they would have
protection fromany sighting frombelow Panting, he made it, lowering the

girl into the guarded cup of space, and waited. She npaned again, lifted one
hand to her head. Her eyes were half open, and still he could not be sure
whet her they focused on him and her surroundings intelligently or not.
"Kaydessa!"

Her heavy eyelids lifted, and he had no doubt she could see him But there
was no recognition of his identity in her gaze, only surprise and fear --
the sane expression she had worn during their first neeting in the
foothills.

"Daughter of the WIf," he spoke slowy. "Renenber!" Travis made that an
order, an enphatic appeal to the m nd under the influence of the caller

She frowned, the struggle she was making naked on her face. Then she
answer ed:

"You -- Fox --
Travis grunted with relief, his alarm subsiding. Then she could renmenber.



"Yes," he responded eagerly. But she was gazing about, her puzzlenent
growi ng. "\Were is this -- ?"

"We are higher in the mountains.”

Now fear was pushing out bew |l dernment. "How did | come here?"

"I brought you." Swiftly he outlined what had happened at their night canp.
The hand whi ch had been at her head was now pressed tight across her lips as
if she were biting furiously into its flesh to still sone panic of her own,
and her gray eyes were round and haunted.

"You are free now," Travis said. Kaydessa nodded, and then dropped her hand
to speak. "You brought me away fromthe hunters. You did not have to obey
t hen®?"

"I heard not hing."

"You do not hear -- you feel!" She shuddered. "Please." She clawed at the
stone beside her, pulling up to her feet. "Let us go -- let us go quickly!
They will try again -- nove farther in -- "

"Listen," Travis had to be sure of one thing -- "have they any way of

knowi ng that they had you under control and that you have agai n escaped?"
Kaydessa shook her head, sone of the panic again shadowi ng her eyes.

"Then we'll just go on -- " his chinlifted to the wastel ands before them --
"try to keep out of their reach.”

And away fromthe pass to the south, he told hinself silently. He dared not
lead the eneny to that secret. So he nust travel west or hole up sonewhere
in this unknown wil derness until they could be sure Kaydessa was no | onger
susceptible to that call, or that they were safely beyond its beaned radi us.
There was the chance of contacting her outlaw kin, just as there was the
chance of stunbling into a pack of the ape-things. Before dark they mnust
di scover a protected canp site. They needed water, food. He had a bare half
dozen ration bars. But the coyotes could | ocate water

"Come!" Travis beckoned to Kaydessa, notioning her to clinb ahead of him so
that he could watch for any indication of her succunbing once again to the
i nfluence of the eneny. But his burdened early norning flight had told on
Travis nmore than he thought, and he di scovered he could not spur hinself on
to a pace better than a walk. Now and again one of the coyotes, usually
Nal i k' i deyu, would come into view, express inpatience in both stance and
mental signal, and then be gone again. The Apache was increasingly aware
that the animals were disturbed, yet to his tentative gropings at contact
they did not reply. Since they gave no warning of hostile animl or man, he
could only be on constant guard, watching the countryside about him They
had been following a |edge for several minutes before Travis was aware of
some strange features of that path. Perhaps he had actually noted them wth
a trained eye before his archaeol ogical studies of the recent past gave him
a reason for the faint marks. This crack in the nountain's skin mght have
begun as a natural fault, but afterward it had been worked with tools,
snoot hed, w dened to serve the purpose of sone formof intelligence! Travis
caught at Kaydessa's shoulder to slow her pace. He could not have told why
he did not want to speak al oud here, but he felt the need for silence. She
gl anced around, perplexed, nore so when he went down on his knees and ran
his fingers along one of those ancient tool marks. He was certain it was
very old. Inside of himanticipation bubbled. A road made with such | abor
could only lead to sonething of inportance. He was going to nmake the
di scovery, the dream which had first drawn himinto these nountains.

"What is it?" Kaydessa knelt beside him frowning at the |edge.

"This was cut by soneone, a long time ago," Travis half whispered and then
wonder ed why. There was no reason to believe the road nakers could hear him
when a thousand years or nore lay between the chipping of that stone and
this day. The Tatar girl |ooked over her shoulder. Perhaps she too was
troubled by the sense that here tine was subtly tel escoped, that past and
present nmight be neeting. O was that feeling with them both because of
their enforced conditioning?

"Who?" Now her voice sank in turn.



"Listen -- he regarded her intently -- "did your people or the Russians
ever find any traces of the old civilization here -- ruins?"

"No. " She | eaned forward, tracing with her own finger the sane
al nrost-obliterated narks which had intrigued Travis. "But | think they have
| ooked. Before they discovered that we could be free, they sent out parties
-- to hunt, they said -- but afterward they always asked many questi ons
about the country. Only they never asked about ruins. Is that what they
wi shed us to find? But why? O what value are old stones piled on one
anot her ?"

"In thenselves, little, save for the know edge they may give us of the
peopl e who piled them But for what the stones m ght contain -- nuch val uel™
"And how do you know what they m ght contain, Fox?"

"Because | have seen such treasure houses of the star nen," he returned
absently. To himthe marks on the | edge were a pl edge of greater discoveries
to cone. He nust find where that <carefully constructed road ran -- to what
it led. "Let us see where this will take us."

But first he gave the chittering signal in four sharp bursts. And the
tawny-gray bodies cane out of the tangled brush, bounding up the |edge.
Toget her the coyotes faced him their attention all for his halting
conmuni cation. Ruins might |ie ahead; he hoped that they did. But on anot her
pl anet such ruins had twi ce proved to be deadly traps, and only good fortune
had prevented their closing on the hunman explorers. |If the ape-things or any
ot her dangerous formof |life had taken up residence before them he wanted
good warning. Together the coyotes turned and | oped al ong the now | evel way
of the | edge, disappearing around a curve fitted to the mountain side while
Travis and Kaydessa followed. They heard it before they saw its source -- a
waterfall. Probably not a large one, but high. Rounding the curve, they cane
into a fine mst of spray where sunlight nmade rai nbows of color across a
filmy veil of water. For a |ong noment they stood entranced. Kaydessa then
gave a little cry, held out her hands to the purling m st and brought them
to her lips again to suck the gathered noisture. Water slicked the surface
of the ledge, and Travis pushed her back against the wall of the cliff. As
far as he could discern, their road continued behind the out-flung curtain
of water, and footing on the wet stone was treacherous. Wth their backs to
the solid security of the wall, facing outward into the solid drape of
wat er, they edged behind it and canme out into rai nbowed sunlight again.

Here either provident nature or ancient art had hollowed a pocket in the
stone which was filled with water. They drank. Then Travis filled his
canteen while Kaydessa washed her face, holding the cold freshness of the
nmoi sture to her cheeks with both pal ms. She spoke, but he could not hear her
t hrough the roar. She | eaned closer and rai sed her voice to a half shout:
"This is a place of spirits! Do you not also feel their power, Fox?"

Perhaps for a space out of tine he did feel sonething. This was a watering

pl ace, per haps a never - ceasi ng wat eri ng pl ace -- and to his
desert-born-and-bred race all water was a spirit gift never to be taken for
granted. The rainbow -- the Spirit People's sacred sign -- old beliefs
stirred in Travis, noving him "I feel," he said, nodding in enphasis to his

agreement. They followed the | edge road to a section where a | andslide of an
earlier season had choked it. Travis worked a careful way across the debris,
Kaydessa obeyi ng his guidance in turn. Then they were on a sloping downward
way which led to a staircase -- the treads weather-worn and crunbling, the
angle so steep Travis wondered if it had ever been intended for beings wth
a physique approximating the humans'. They came to a cleft where an arch of
stone was chiseled out as a roofing. Travis thought he could nake out a
trace of carving on the capstone, so worn by years and weather that it was
now only a faint shadow of design. The cleft was a door into another valley.
Here, too, golden mist swirled in tendrils to disguise and cl oak what stood
there. Travis had found his ruins. Only the structures were intact, not
breached by tine. Mst flowed in |apping tongues back and forth, confusing
outlines, now shuttering, now baring oval w ndows which were spaced in



di anonds of four on round tower surfaces. There were no visible cracks, no
cl oaki ng of clinbing vegetation, nothing to suggest age and long roots in
the wvalley. Nor did the architecture he could view nmatch any he had seen on
those other worlds. Travis strode away fromthe cleft doorway. Under his
noccasins was a block pavenent, yellow and green stone set in a sinple
pattern of checks. This, too, was |evel, unchipped and undi sturbed, save for
adrift or two of soil driven in by the wind. And nowhere could he see any
vegetation. The towers were of the same green stone as half the pavenent
bl ocks, a glassy green which made himthink of jade -- if jade could be
mned in such quantities as these five-story towers denanded. Nalik'ideyu
padded to him and he could hear the faint click of her claws on the
paverment. There was a deep silence in this place, as if the air itself
swal | owed and digested all sound. The wi nd which had been with themall the
day of their journeying was |eft beyond the cleft. Yet there was life here.
The coyote told himthat in her own way. She had not made up her mind
concerning that life -- wariness and curiosity warred in her now as her
poi nted nuzzle lifted toward the w ndows overhead. The wi ndows were all well
above ground | evel, but there was no opening in the first stories as far as
Travis could see. He debated noving into the range of those windows to
investigate the far side of the towers for doorways. The mist and the
message from Nalik'ideyu nourished his suspicions. Qut in the open he would
be too good a target for whatever or whoever mght be standing within the
deep-wel led frames. The silence was shattered by a boom Travis junped,
sl ewed hal f around, knife in hand. Boomboom. . . a second heavy beat-beat
then a clangor with a swelling echo. Kaydessa flung back her head and
called, her voice rising up as if funneled by the valley walls. She then
whi stl ed as she had done when they fronted the ape-thing and ran on to catch
at Travis' sleeve, her face eager
"My people! Conme -- it is ny people!"
She tugged himon before breaking into a run, weaving fearlessly around the
base of one of the towers. Travis ran after her, afraid he mght |lose her in
the mst. Three towers, another stretch of open pavenent, and then the mi st
lifted to show them a second carved doorway not two hundred yards ahead. The
boom boom seened to pull Kaydessa. Travis could do nothing but trail her
the coyotes now trotting beside him

- Chapter 8

8

They burst through a | ast wide band of mist into a wilderness of tall grass
and shrubs. Travis heard the coyotes give tongue, but it was too late. Cut
of nowhere whirled a |eather |oop, settling about his chest, snapping his
arnms tight to his body, taking himoff his feet wth a jerk to be dragged
hel pl essly al ong the ground behind a galloping horse. Atawny fury sprang in
the air to snap at the horse's head. Travis kicked fruitlessly, trying to
regain his feet as the horse reared, and fought against the control of his
shouting rider. Al through the nmelee the Apache heard Kaydessa shrilly
screaming words he did not understand. Travis was on his knees, coughing in
the dust, exerting the nmuscles in his chest and shoulders to |oosen the
lariat. On either side of him the coyotes wove a snarling pattern of
defiance, dashing back and forth to present no target for the eneny, yet
keepi ng the excited horses so stirred up that their riders could use neither
ropes nor bl ades. Then Kaydessa ran between two of the ringing horses to
Travis and jerked at the |loop about him The tough, braided | eather eased
its hold, and he was able to gasp in full lungfuls of air. She was stil
shouting, but the tone had changed fromone of recognition to a definite
scolding. Travis won to his feet just as the rider who had |lassoed him
finally got his horse under rein and di smounted. Hol ding the rope, the man
wal ked hand over hand toward them as Travis back on the Arizona range woul d
have approached a nervous, unschool ed pony. The Mongol was an inch or so
shorter than the Apache, and his face was young, though he had a drooping



nmust ache bracketing his mouth with sl ender spear points of black hair. H's
breeches were tucked into high red boots, and he wore a loose felt jacket
patterned wth the same el aborate enbroidery Travis had seen on Kaydessa's.
On his head was a hat with a wide fur border -- in spite of the heat -- and
that too bore touches of scarlet and gold design. Still holding his lariat,
t he Mongol reached Kaydessa and stood for a nonent, eyeing her up and down
before he asked a question. She gave an inpatient twitch to the rope. The
coyotes snarl ed, but the Apache thought the aninmals no | onger considered the
danger i nmedi at e.

"This is nmy brother Hulagur." Kaydessa made the introduction over her
shoul der. "He does not have your speech.™

Hul agur not only did not understand, he was also inpatient. He jerked at the
rope wth such sudden force that Travis was al nost thrown. Then Kaydessa
dragged as fiercely on the lariat in the other direction and burst into a
soaring harangue which drew the rest of the mnmen closer. Travis flexed his
upper arnms, and the slack gained by Kaydessa's action made the lariat give
again. He studied the Tatar outlaws. There were five of them beside Hul agur

| ean nen, hard-faced, narrow eyed, the ragged clothing of three pieced out
with scraps of hide. Besides the swords with the curved bl ades, they were
armed with bows, two to each man, one |long, one shorter. One of the riders
carried a lance, long tassels of woolly hair streamng frombelow its head.
Travis saw in them a formdable array of barbaric fighting nmen, but he
t hought that man for man the Apaches could not only take on the Mongols wth
confidence, but mght well defeat them The Apache had never been a
hot - headed, ride-for-glory fighter |ike the Cheyenne, the Sioux, and the
Comanche of the open plains. He estimated the odds agai nst him used anmbush,
trick, and every feature of the countryside as weapon and defense. Fifteen
Apache fighting nen under Chief Geroninop had kept five thousand Anerican and
Mexican troops in the field for a year and had cone off victorious for the
nmonent. Travis knew the tales of Genghis Khan and his fornidable generals
who swept over Asia into Europe, unbeaten and seemn ngly undefeatable. But
they had been a wild wave, fed by a reservoir of manpower fromthe steppes
of their honeland, utilizing driven walls of captives to protect their own
men in city assaults and attacks. He doubted if even that endl ess sea of nen
could have won the Arizona desert defended by Apaches under Cochi se,

Victorio, or Mangas Col oradas. The white nan had done it -- by superior arns
and attrition; but bow agai nst bow, knife against sword, craft and cunni ng
agai nst craft and cunning -- he did not think so. . . . Hulagur dropped the

end of the lariat, and Kaydessa swung around, |oosening the |oop so that the
rope fell to Travis' feet. The Apache stepped free of it, turned and passed
between two of the horsenen to gather up the bow he had dropped. The coyotes
had gone with himand when he turned again to face the conpany of Tatars,
both animals crowded past himto the entrance of the valley, plainly urging
himto retire there. The horsenmen had faced about also, and the warrior with
the | ance bal anced the shaft of the weapon in his hand as if considering the
possibility of trying to spear Travis. But just then Kaydessa cane up
tow ng Hul agur by a firmhold on his sash-belt.

"I have told this one," she reported to Travis, "how it is between us and
that you also are eneny to those who hunt wus. It is well that you sit
toget her beside a fire and tal k of these things."

Again that boom boom broke her speech, comng fromfarther out in the open
I and.

"You will do this?" She made of it a half question, half statenent. Travis
gl anced about him He could dodge back into the nmisty valley of the towers
before the Tatars could ride himdown. However, if he could patch up sone
kind of truce between his people and the outlaws, the Apaches woul d have
only the Russians fromthe settlenent to watch. Too nmany times in the human
past had war on two fronts been disastrous.

"I come -- carrying this -- and not pulled by your ropes.” He held up his
bow i n an exaggerated gesture so that Hul agur could understand. Coiling the



lariat, the Mongol |ooked fromthe Apache bow to Travis. Slowy, and with
obvi ous reluctance, he nodded agreenment. At Hulagur's call the lancer rode
up to the waiting Apache, stretched out a booted foot in the heavy stirrup

and held down a hand to bring Travis up behind himriding double. Kaydessa
nmounted in the sane fashion behind her brother. Travis |ooked at the
coyotes. Together the animals stood in the door to the tower valley, and
neither rmade any nove to follow as the horses trotted off. He beckoned with
his hand and called to them Heads up, they continued to watch himgo in
conpany with the Mongols. Then without any reply to his coaxing, they nelted
back into the mists. For a monent Travis was tenpted to slide down and run
the risk of taking a lance point between the shoulders as he followed
Naginlta and Nalik'ideyu into retreat. He was startled, jarred by the new
awar eness of how rmuch he had cone to depend on the animals. Ordinarily,
Travis Fox was not one to be governed by the wishes of a nba'a, intelligent
and un-animallike as it might be. This was an affair of men, and coyotes had
no part in it! Half an hour later Travis sat in the outlaw canp. There were
fifteen Mngols in sight, a half dozen wonmen and two children adding to the
count. On a hillock near their yurts, the round brush-and-hide shelters --
not too different from the w ckiups of Travis' own people -- was a crude
drum a hide stretched taut over a hollowed section of |og. And next to that
stood a nman wearing a tall pointed cap, a red robe, and a girdle from which

swng a fringe of small bones, tiny animal skulls, and polished bits of
stone and carved wood. It was this man's efforts which sent the boom boom
sounding at intervals over the |landscape. Was this a signal -- part of a

ritual? Travis was not certain, though he guessed that the drummer was
ei t her nedicine man or shaman, and so of sone power in this conmpany. Such
men were credited with the ability to prophesy and also to conmunicate
between man and spirit in the old days of the great Hordes. The Apache
evaluated the rest of the company. Like his own party, these nen were mnuch
the sane age -- young and vigorous. And it was al so apparent that Hul agur
hel d a position of sone inportance anong them-- if he were not their chief.
After a last resounding roll on the drum the shaman thrust the sticks into
his girdle and cane down to the fire at the center of the canmp. He was
taller than his fellows, pole thin wunder his robes, his face narrow,
cl ean-shaven, with brows arched by nature to give him an unchangi ng
expression of skepticism He strode along, his tinkling collection of charns
provi ding a not unnusical accompaniment, and cane to stand directly before
Travis, eyeing himcarefully. Travis copied his silence in what was close to
a duel of wills. There was that in the shanman's narrowed green eyes which
suggested that if Hulagur did in fact |ead these fighting nmen, he had an
advi sor of determ nation and intelligence behind him

"This is Menlik." Kaydessa did not push past the nmen to the fireside, but
her voice carried. Hul agur grow ed at his sister, but his adnmonition nade no
i mpression on her, and she replied in as hot a tone. The shaman's hand went
up, silencing both of them

"You are -- who?" Like Kaydessa, Menlik spoke a heavily accented Engli sh.

"I am Travis Fox, of the Apaches.™

"The Apaches," the shaman repeated. "You are of the West, the Anerican \West,
then. ™

"You know nuch, man of spirit talk."

"One renenbers. At times one remenbers,” Menlik answered al nost absently.
"How does an Apache find his way across the stars?"

"The sane way Menlik and his people did," Travis returned. "You were sent to
settle this planet, and so were we."

"There are many nore of you?" countered Menlik swiftly.

"Are there not many of the Horde? Wuld one man, or three, or four, be sent
to hold a world?" Travis fenced. "You hold the north, we the south of this
land. "

"But they are not governed by a machine!" Kaydessa cut in. "They are free!"

Menlik frowned at the girl. "Wman, this is a matter for warriors. Keep your



tongue silent between your jaws!"

She stanped one foot, standing with her fists on her hips.

"I  am a Daughter of the Blue WIf. And we are all warriors -- nen and wonen
alike -- so shall we be as long as the Horde is not free to ride where we
wi sh! These men have won their freedom it is well that we |earn how "
Menlik's expression did not change, but his |lids drooped over his eyes as a
mur mur of what m ght be agreenent came fromthe group. Mre than one of them
must have understood enough English to translate for the others. Travis
wonder ed about that. Had these men and wonen who had outwardly reverted to
the life of their nonad ancestors once been well educated in the nodern
sense, educated enough to learn the basic |language of the nation their
rulers regarded as their principal eneny?

"So you ride the land south of the mountains?" the shaman conti nued.

"That is true."”

"Then why did you comne hither?"

Travis shrugged. "Why does anyone ride or travel into new |l ands? There is a
desire to see what may |lie beyond -- "

"Or to scout before the march of warriors!" Menlik snapped. "There is no
peace between your rulers and nine. Do you ride now to take the herds and
pastures of the Horde -- or to try to do so?"

Travis turned his head deliberately fromside to side, allowing themall to
wi tness his slow and openly cont enptuous appraisal of their canp.

"This 1is your Horde, Shaman? Fifteen warriors? Mich has changed since the
days of Tenujin, has it not?"

"What do you know of Tenujin -- you, who are a man of no ancestors, out of
t he West?"

"What do I know of Tenujin? That he was a |leader of warriors and becane
Genghi s Khan, the great lord of the East. But the Apaches had their warl ords
also, rider of the barren lands. And | amof those who raided over two

nati ons when Victorio and Cochise scattered their enemies as a man scatters
a handful of dust in the wind."

"You tal k bold, Apache. . . ." There was a hint of threat in that.

"I speak as any warrior, Shaman. O are you so used to talking with spirits
i nstead of nmen that you do not realize that?"

He mi ght have been alienating the shaman by such a sharp reply, but Travis
t hought he judged the tenper of these people. To face themboldly was the
only way to inmpress them They would not treat with an inferior, and he was
al ready at a di sadvantage com ng on foot, w thout any backing in force, into
aterritory held by horsemen who were suspicious and jealous of their
recently acquired freedom H's only chance was to establish hinself as an
equal and then try to convince themthat Apache and Tatar-Mngol had a
conmon cause against the Russians who controlled the settlement on the
northern plains. Menlik's right hand went to his sash-girdl e and pl ucked out
a carved stick which he waved between them nmuttering phrases Travis could
not understand. Had the shaman retreated so far along the road to his past
that he now believed in his own supernatural powers? Or was this to inpress
hi s wat chi ng foll owers?

"You call upon vyour spirits for aid, Menlik? But the Apache has the
conpani onship of the ga-n. Ask of Kaydessa: Who hunts with the Fox in the
wi | ds?" Travis' sharp challenge stopped that wand in md-air. Menlik's head
swung to the girl.

"He hunts with wolves who think |like men." She supplied the information the
shaman woul d not openly ask for. "I have seen them act as his scouts. This
is no spirit thing, but real and of this world!"

"Any man may train a dog to his bidding!" Menlik spat.

"Does a dog obey orders which are not said aloud? These brown wol ves cone
and sit before him look into his eyes. And then he knows what lies wthin
their heads, and they know what he would have themdo. This is not the way
of a master of hounds with his pack!"

Again the nmurnmur ran about the canp as one or two translated. Menlik



frowned. Then he rammed his sorcerer’'s wand back into his sash.

"If you are a man of power -- such powers," he said slowy, "then you may
wal k al one where those who talk with spirits go -- into the nmountains." He
then spoke over his shoulder in his native tongue, and one of the wonen
reached behind her into a hut, brought out a skin bag and a horn cup

Kaydessa took the cup from her and held it while the other wonan poured a
white liquid fromthe bag to fill it. Kaydessa passed the cup to Menlik. He
pivoted with it in his hand, dribbling expertly over its brima few drops at
each point of the conpass, chanting as he noved. Then he sucked in a
mout hful of the contents before presenting the vessel to Travis. The Apache
snelled the same sour scent that had clung to the enptied bag in the
foothills. And another part of nenory supplied him with the nature of the
drink. This was kumiss, a fermented mare's milk which was the wine and water
of the steppes. He forced hinself to swallow a draft, though it was alien to
his taste, and passed the cup back to Menlik. The shaman enptied the horn
and, with that, set aside cerenmony. Wth an uprai sed hand he beckoned Travis
to the fire again, indicating a pot set on the coals.

"Rest . . . eat!" he bade abruptly. N ght was gathering in. Travis tried to
calcul ate how far Tsoay nmust have backtracked to the rancheria. He thought
that he coul d have al ready made the pass and be within a day and a half from
the Apache canp if he pushed on, as he would. As to where the coyotes were,

Travis had no idea. But it was plain that he hinself nrust remain in this
encanprent for the night or risk rousing the Mongols' suspicion once nore.

He ate of the stew, spearing chunks out of the pot with the point of his
knife. And it was not wuntil he sat back, his hunger appeased, that the
shaman dropped down besi de him

"The Khatun Kaydessa says that when she was slave to the caller, you did not
feel its chains," he began.

"Those who rule you are not ny overlords. The bonds they set upon your m nds
do not touch me." Travis hoped that that was the truth and his escape that
nmorni ng had not been just a fl uke.

"This could be, for you and | are not of one blood," Menlik agreed. "Tell ne
-- how did you escape your bonds?"

"The machi ne which held us so was broken,’
the truth, and Menlik sucked in his breath.
"The machi nes, always the machines!" he cried hoarsely. "A thing which can

Travis replied with a portion of

sit in a man's head and make him do what it will against his will; it is
denon sent! There are other machines to be broken, Apache.”
"Wrds will not break them ™" Travis pointed out.

"Only a fool rides to his death w thout hope of striking a single blow
before he chokes on the blood in his throat," Menlik retorted. "W cannot

use bow or tulwar against weapons which flane and kill quicker than any
storm lightning! And al ways the m nd machi nes can make a man drop his knife
and stand hel plessly waiting for the slave collar to be set on his neck!"

Travis asked a question of his own. "I know that they can bring a caller

part way into this nountain, for this very day | saw its effect upon the
mai den. But there are many places in the hills well set for ambushes, and
those wunaffected by the nachine could be waiting there. Wuld there be many
machi nes so that they could send out again and agai n?"

Menlik's bony hand played with his wand. Then a slow smile curved his 1ips
into the guise of a hunting cat's noi sel ess snarl

"There is meat in that pot, Apache, rich neat, good for the filling of a
| ean belly! So nen whose minds the machine could not trouble -- such nen to

be waiting in anbush for the taking of the men who use such a nmachine --
yes. But here would have to be bait, very good bait for such a trap, Lord of
Wles. Never do those others come far into the nountains. Their flyer does
not lift well here, and they do not trust traveling on horseback. They were
greatly angered to come so far in to reach Kaydessa, though they could not
have been too close, or you would not have escaped at all. Yes, strong
bait."



"Such bait as perhaps the knowl edge that there were strangers across the
nount ai ns?"

Menlik turned his wand about in his hands. He was no longer snmiling, and his
gl ance at Travis was sharp and swift.

"Do you sit as Khan in your tribe, Lord?"

"I sit as one they will listen to." Travis hoped that was so. Wether Buck
and the noderates would hold clan | eadership upon his return was a fact he
could not count upon as certain.

"This is a thing which we nust hold council over," Menlik continued. "But it
is an idea of power. Yes, one to think about, Lord. And | shall think . "
He got up and noved away. Travis blinked at the fire. He was very tired, and
he disliked sleeping in this canp. But he nmust not go without the rest his
body needed to supply himwith a clear head in the norning. And not show ng
uneasi ness night be one way of w nning Menlik's confidence.

- Chapter 9
9
Travis settled his back against the spire of rock and raised his right hand
into the path of the sun, cradling in his palma disk of glistening netal
Flash . . . flash . . . he made the signal pattern just as his ancestors a
hundred and fifty years earlier and far across space had used trade mirrors
to relay war alerts anong the Chiricahua and Wiite Muntain ranges. |f Tsoay
had returned safely, and if Buck had kept the agreed | ookout on that peak a
mle or so ahead, then the clan would know that he was com ng and w th what
escort. He waited now, rubbing the small netal nmirror absently on the |oose
sl eeve of his shirt, waiting for a reply. Mrrors were best, not smoke fires
whi ch woul d broadcast too far the presence of men in the hills. Tsoay nmnust
have returned. .
"What is it that you do?"
Menlik, his shaman's robe pulled up so that his breeches and boots were dark
agai nst the gol den rock, clinbed up beside the Apache. Menlik, Hulagur, and
Kaydessa were riding with Travis, offering himone of their small ponies to

hurry the trip. He was still regarded warily by the Tatars, but he did not
bl ame them for their cautious attitude.

"Ah -- " Aflicker of light fromthe point ahead. One . . . two . . . three
flashes, a pause, then two nore together. He had been read. Buck had
di spatched scouts to neet them and knowing his people's skill at the

busi ness, Travis was certain the Tatars would never suspect their flanking
unl ess the Apaches purposefully reveal ed thenselves. Also the Tatars were
not to go to the rancheria, but would be nmet at a md-point by a delegation
of Apaches. This was no tinme for the Tatars to learn just how few the clan
nunbered. Menlik watched Travis flash an acknow edgnent to the sentry ahead.
"In this way you speak to your nen?"

"This way | speak."

"A thing good and to be renenbered. W have the drum but that is for the
ears of all with hearing. This is for the eyes only of those on watch for
it. Yes, a good thing. And your people -- they will meet with us?"

"They wait ahead," Travis confirnmed. It was close to midday and the heat,
gathered in the rocky ways, was |like a heaviness in the air itself. The
Tatars had shucked their heavy jackets and rolled the fur brins of their
hats far up their heads away fromtheir sweat-beaded faces. And at every
halt they passed fromhand to hand the skin bag of kumiss. Now even the
poni es shuffled on wth drooping heads, picking a way in a cut which
deepened into a canyon. Travis kept a watch for the scouts. And not for the
first time he thought of the di sappearance of the coyotes. Somehow, back in
the Tatar canp, he had counted confidently on the animals' rejoining him
once he had started his return over the nountains. But he had seen nothing
of either beast, nor had he felt that unexplainable nental contact with them
whi ch had been present since his first awakeni ng on Topaz. Wiy they had |eft
him so uncerenoniously after defending him fromthe Mngol attack, and why



they were Kkeeping thenmselves aloof now, he did not know But he was
conscious of a thread of alarmfor their continued absence, and he hoped he
would find they had gone back to the rancheria. The ponies thudded
dispiritedly along a sandy wash which bottonmed the canyon. Here the heat
became a | eaden weight and the men were panting |ike four-footed beasts
running before hunters. Finally Travis sighted what he had been seeking, a
flicker of nmovenment on the wall well above. He flung up his hand, pulling
his nount to a stand. Apaches stood in full view, bows ready, arrows on
cords. But they made no sound. Kaydessa cried out, booted her nount to draw
equal with Travis.

"A trap!" Her face, flushed with heat, was also stark with anger. Travis
smled slowmy. "Is there a rope about you, Wl f Daughter?" he inquired
softly. "Are you now dragged across this sand?"

Her nmouth opened and then closed again. The quirt she had half raised to
slash at him flopped across her pony's neck. The Apache gl anced back at the
two nen. Hulagur's hand was on his sword hilt, his eyes darting from one of
those silent watchers to the next. But the utter hopel essness of the Tatar
position was too plain. Only Menlik rmade no nove toward any weapon, even his
spirit wand. Instead, he sat quietly in the saddle, displaying no enotion
toward the Apaches save his usual self-confident detachnent.

"W go on." Travis pointed ahead. Just as suddenly as they had appeared from
the heart of the golden cliffs, so did the scouts vani sh. Mdst of them were
already on their way to the point Buck had selected for the neeting place.
There had been only six men up there, but the Tatars had no way of know ng
just how large a portion of the whole clan that nunber was. Travis' pony
lifted his head, nickered, and achieved a stunbling trot. Somewhere ahead
was water, one of those oases of gromh and life which pocked the whole

mountain range -- to the preservation of animals and nen. Menlik and Hul agur
pushed on until their nmounts were hard on the heels of the two ridden by the
girl and Travis. Travis wondered if they still waited for some arrow to

stri ke hone, though he saw that both men rode with outward disregard for the
patrolling scouts. A grass-leaf bush beckoned them on and again the ponies
qui ckened pace, conming out into a tributary canyon which housed a small poo

and a good stand of grass and brush. To one side of the water Buck stood,
his arnms folded across his chest, armed only wth his belt knife. G ouped
behi nd him were Deklay, Tsoay, Nolan, Manulito -- Travis tabulated
hurriedly. Manulito and Deklay were to be classed together -- or had been
when he was last in the rancheria. On Buck's stairway fromthe past, both
had halted nore than hal fway down. Nolan was a quiet man who sel dom spoke,
and whose opinion Travis could not foretell. Tsoay woul d back Buck. Probably
such a divided party was the best Travis could have hoped to gather. A
del egati on composed entirely of those who were ready to |eave the past of

the Redax -- a collection of Bucks and Jil-Lees -- was outside the bounds of
possibility. But Travis was none too happy to have Deklay in on this. Travis
di smounted, letting the pony push forward by hinself to dip nose into the
pool .

"This is,"” Travis pointed politely with his chin -- "Menlik, one who talks
with spirits. . . . Hulagur, who is son to a chief . . . and Kaydessa, who

i s daughter to a chief. They are of the horse people of the north.” He nade
the introduction carefully in English. Then he turned to the Tatars. "Buck
Dekl ay, Nol an, Manulito, Tsoay," he naned themall, "these stand to listen
and to speak for the Apaches.”

But sonetine later when the two parties sat facing each other, he wondered
whet her a common decision could cone from the clansmen on his side of that
irregular circle. Deklay's expression was closed; he had even edged a short
way back, as if he had no desire to approach the strangers. And Travis read
into every line of Deklay's body his distrust and antagonism He hinself
began to speak, retelling his adventures since they had foll owed Kaydessa's
trail, sketching in the situation at the Tatar-Mngol settlenment as he had
learned it fromher and from Menlik. He was careful to speak in English so



that the Tatars could hear all he was reporting to his own kind. And the
Apaches | i stened bl ank-faced, though Tsoay mnust already have reported nuch
of this. When Travis was done it was Deklay who asked a question

"What have we to do with these peopl e?"

"There is this -- " Travis chose his words carefully, thinking of what m ght
nmove a warrior still conditioned to riding with the raiders of nore than a
hundred vyears earlier, "the Pinda-lick-o-yi (whomwe call Russians) are not
willing to live side by side with any who are not of their mnd. And they
have weapons such as make our bow cords bits of rotten string, our knives

slivers of rust. They do not kill; they enslave. And when they di scover that
we live, then they will come against us -- "

Deklay's lips noved in a wolf grin. "This is a large |land, and we know how
to use it. The Pinda-lick-o-yi will not find us -- "

"Wth their eyes maybe not,'
anot her matter."

"Machi nes!" Deklay spat. "Always these machines . . . |Is that all you can
talk about? It would seemthat you are bew tched by these machi nes, which we
have not seen -- none of us!"

"It was a machine which brought you here," Buck observed. "Go you back and
| ook upon the spaceship and remenber, Deklay. The know edge of the
Pinda-lick-o-yi is greater than ours when it deals with nmetal and wire and
t hi ngs which can be nade w th both. Machines brought wus along the road of
the stars, and there is no tracker in the clan who could hope to do the
same. But now | have this to ask: Does our brother have a plan?"

"Those who are Russians,"” Travis answered slowy, "they do not nunber nany.
But nmore nmay later come from our own world. Have you heard of such
arriving?" he asked Menli k.

"Not so, but we are not told rmuch. W live apart and no one of us goes to
the ship unless he is sumoned. For they have weapons to guard them or |ong
since they would have been dead. It is not proper for a man to eat from the
pot, ride in the wind, sleep easy under the same sky with himwho has slain
hi s brother."

"They have then killed anong your people?"

"They have killed," Menlik returned briefly. Kaydessa stirred and nuttered a
word or two to her brother. Hulagur's head cane up, and he exploded into
vi ol ent speech.

"What does he say?" Deklay demanded. The girl replied: "He speaks of our
father who aided in the escape of three and so afterward was slain by the
| eader as a lesson to us -- since he was our “white beard,' the Khan."

"We have taken the oath in blood -- under the WIf Head Standard -- that
they will also die," Menlik added. "But first we must shake them out of
their ship-shell."

"That is the problem" Travis elaborated for the benefit of his clansnen.
"W rmust get these Russians away from their protected canp -- out into the
open. When they now go they are covered by this “caller' which keeps the
Tatars under their control, but it has no effect on us."

"So, again | say: What is all this to us?" Deklay got to his feet. "This
machi ne does not hunt us, and we can make our canps in this |land where no
Pi nda-lick-o-yi can find them-- "

Travis replied. "Wth their nachines -- that is

"W are not dobe-gusndhe-he -- invulnerable. Nor do we know the full range
of machines they can use. It does no one well to say “doxa-da' -- this is
not so -- when he does not know all that lies in an eneny's w ckiup."

To Travis' relief he saw agreement mirrored on Buck's face, Tsoay's,
Nol an's. Fromthe beginning he had had little hope of swaying Deklay; he
could only trust that the verdict of the magjority woul d be the accepted one.
It went back to the old, old Apache institution of prestige. A nantan-chief

had the go'ndi, the high power, as a gift frombirth. Common nen could
possess horse power or cattle power; they mght have the gift of acquiring
wealth so they could make generous gifts -- be ikadntl'izi, the wealthy ones

who spoke for their famly groups within the | oose network of the tribe. But



there was no hereditary chieftainship or even an undivided rule within a
rancheri a. The nagunl ka-dnat' an, or war chief, often |led only on the warpath
and had no voice in clan matters save those dealing with a raid. And to have
a split nowwwuld fatally weaken their small clan. Deklay and those of a
like mnd mght elect to withdraw and not one of the rest could deny him
that right.

"We shall think on this,”" Buck said. "Here is food, water, pasturage for
horses, a canp for our visitors. They will wait here." He | ooked at Travis.
"You will wait with them Fox, since you know their ways."

Travis' inmediate reaction was objection, but then he realized Buck's
wi sdom To offer the proposition of alliance to the Apaches needed an
i mpartial spokesman. And if he hinself did it, Deklay might automatically
oppose the idea. Let Buck talk and it would be a statement of fact.

"It is well,"” Travis agreed. Buck |ooked about, as if judging tinme fromthe
lie of sun and shadow on the ground. "We shall return in the nmorning when
the shadow lies here." Wth the toe of his high nbccasin he made an
impression in the soft earth. Then, wthout any formal farewell, he strode

off, the others fast on his heels.

"He is your chief, that one?" Kaydessa asked, pointing after Buck

"He is one having a large voice in council,"” Travis replied. He set about
buil ding up the cooking fire, bringing out the body of a split-horn calf
which had been left them Menlik sat on his heels by the pool, dipping up
drinking water with his hand. Now he squinted his eyes agai nst the probe of
the sun.

"It will require nuch talking to win over the short one," he observed. "That
one does not like wus or your plan. Just as there will be those anong the
Horde who will not like it either." He flipped water drops fromhis fingers.
"But this |I do know, man who calls hinmself Fox, if we do not make a conmmon
cause, then we have no hope of going against the Russians. It will be for
themas a man crushing fleas." He brought his hand down on his knee in

enphatic slaps. "So . . . and so . . . and so!"
"This do | think also,"” Travis admtted.
"So let us both hope that all nmen wll be as wise as we," Menlik said,

smling. "And since we can take a hand in that decision, this remains a tine
for rest.”

The shaman night be content to sleep the afternoon away, but after he had
eat en, Hul agur wandered up and down the valley, making a | engthy business of
rubbing down their horses with twists of |ast season's grass. Now and then
he paused besi de Kaydessa and spoke, his uneasiness plain to Travis although
he could not wunderstand the words. Travis had settled down in the shade,
hal f dozing, yet alert to every novenment of the three Tatars. He tried not
to think of what m ght be happening in the rancheria by switching his mnd
to that msty valley of the towers. Did any of those three alien structures
contain such a grab bag of the past as he, Ashe, and Murdock had found on
that other world where the wi nged peopl e had gat hered together for them the
artifacts of an older «civilization? At that tine he had created for their
hosts a new weapon of defense, turning netal tubes into blowguns. It had
been there, too, where he had chanced upon the library of tapes, one of
whi ch had eventually | anded Travis and his people here on Topaz. Even if he
did find racks of such tapes in one of those towers, there would be no way
of using them-- with the ship wecked on the nountain side. Only -- Travis'
fingers itched where they lay quiet on his knees -- there m ght be other
things waiting. If he were only free to explorel He reached out to touch
Menl i k's shoul der. The shaman hal f turned, opening his eyes with the |anguid
effort of a sleepy cat. But the spark of intelligence awke in them quickly.
"What is it?"

For a nonent Travis hesitated, already regretting his inpulse. He did not
know how nuch Menlik renmenbered of the present. Renmenber of the present --
one part of the Apache's mind was wyly anused at that snarled estimte of
their situation. Men who had been dropped into their racial and ancestra



pasts until the present tine was |less real than the dreans conditioning them
had a difficult job evaluating any situation. But since Menlik had clung to
hi s know edge of English, he nust be | ess far down that stairway.

"When we net you, Kaydessa and I, it was outside that valley." Travis was
still of two minds about this questioning, but the Tatar canp had been cl ose
to the towers and there was a good chance the Mngols had explored them
"And inside were buildings . . . very old . "

Menlik was fully alert now. He took his wand, played with it as he spoke:
"That 1is, or was, a place of much power, Fox. Oh, | know that you question
my kinship with the spirits and the powers they give. But one learns not to
di spute what one feels here -- and here -- " H s long, somewhat griny
fingers went to his forehead and then to the bare brown chest where his
shirt fell open. "I have walked the stone path in that valley, and there
have been the whispers -- "

"\Whi spers?”

Menlik twirled the wand. "Wispers which are too low for nany ears to
di stingui sh. You can hear them as one hears the buzzing of an insect, but
never the words -- no, never the words! But that is a place of great power!"
"A place to explore!l™

But Menlik watched only his wand. "That | wonder, Fox, truly do | wonder.
This is not our world. And here there may be that which does not wel cone
us."

Tricks-in-trade of a shaman? O was it true recognition of something beyond
human description? Travis could not be sure, but he knew that he nust return
to the valley and see for hinself.

"Listen," Menlik said, leaning closer, "I have heard your tale, that vyou
were on that first ship, the one which brought you unwilling along the old
star paths. Have you ever seen such a thing as this?"

He smoot hed a space of soft earth and with the narrow tip of his wand began
to draw. Wiatever role Menlik had played in the present before he had been
reconditioned into a shaman of the Horde, he had had the ability of an
artist, for with a mininumof lines he created a figure in that sketch

It was a nman or at least a figure with general human outlines. But the
round, slightly oversized skull was bare, the clothing skintight to revea
unnaturally thin linmbs. There were | arge eyes, small nose and nmouth, rather
crowmded into the Ilower third of the head, giving an inpression of an
over - expanded brain case above. And it was faniliar. Not the flying men of

the other world, certainly not the nocturnal ape-things. Yet for all its
alien quality Travis was sure he had seen its like before. He closed his
eyes and tried to visualize it apart fromthe lines in the soil. Such a
head, white, alnost |ike the bone of a skull laid bare, such a head |ying

face down on a bone-thin arm clad in a blue-purple skintight sleeve. \Were
had he seen it? The Apache gave a sharp exclamation as he renenbered fully.

The derelict spaceship as he had first found it -- the dead alien officer
had still been seated at its controls! The alien who had set the tape which
took themout into that forgotten enpire -- he was the subject of Menlik's
dr awi ng!

"Where? Wien did you see such a one?" The Apache bent down over the Tatar
Menlik |ooked troubled. "He came into ny mind when | wal ked the valley. |
t hought | could al nost see such a face in one of the tower w ndows, but of
that | amnot sure. Wo is it?"

"Someone from the old days -- those who once ruled the stars,” Travis
answered. But were they still here then, the remmant of a civilization which
had flourished ten thousand years ago? Wre the Bal dies, who centuries ago
had ruthl essly hunted down the Russians who had dared to |l oot their wecked
ships, still on Topaz? He renenbered Ross Mirdock's escape fromthose aliens
in the far past of Europe, and he shivered. Mirdock was tough, steel tough
yet his own description of that epic chase and the final neeting had carried
with it his terror. What could a handful of primtively armed and al nost
primtively mnded humans do now if they had to dispute Topaz with the



Bal di es?

- Chapter 10
10
"Beyond this -- Menlik worked his way to the very lip of a drop, raising a
finger cautiously -- "beyond this we do not go."
"But you say that the camp of your people lies well out in the plains --
Jil-Lee was up on one knee, using the field glasses they had brought from
the stores of the wecked ship. He passed them along to Travis. There was
nothing to be sighted but the rippling anber waves of the tall grasses, save
for an occasional break of a copse of trees near the foothills. They had
reached this point in the early norning, threading through the pass, making
their way across the section known to the outlaws. From here they could
survey the debatable |land where their tenporary allies insisted the Russians
were in full control. The result of the conference in the south had been
this uneasy alliance. Fromthe start Travis realized that he could not hope
to conmt the clan to any set plan, that even to get this scouting party to
cone agai nst the stubborn resistance of Deklay and his reactionaries was a
maj or achi evement. There was now an opening wedge of six Apaches in the
nort h.
"Beyond this,"
caller.”
"What do you think?" Travis passed the glasses to Nolan. If they were ever
to develop a war chief, this lean man, tall for an Apache and slow to speak
nm ght fill that role. He adjusted the Ilenses and began a detailed
study-sweep of the open territory. Then he stiffened. H s nmouth, below the
maski ng of the gl asses, was tight.
"What is it?" Jil-Lee asked.
"Riders -- two . . . four . . . five. . . Also something else -- in the
air."
Menlik jerked back and grabbed at Nolan's arm dragging him down by the
wei ght of his body.
"The flyer! Cone back -- back!"™ He was still pulling at Nol an, prodding at
Travis with one foot, and the Apaches stared at him wth amazenent. The
shaman sputtered in his own | anguage, and then, visibly regaining command of
hi nsel f, spoke English once nore.
"Those are hunters, and they carry a caller. Either some others have escaped
or they are determined to find our nmountain canp."
Jil-Lee |ooked at Travis. "You did not feel anything when the worman was
under that spell?"
Travis shook his head. Jil-Lee nodded and then said to the shaman: "W shal
stay here and watch. But since it is bad for you -- do you go. And we shal
nmeet you near this place of the towers. Agreed?"
For a nonent Menlik's face held a shadowy expression Travis tried to read.
Was it resentnment -- resentnent that he was forced to retreat when the
others could stand their ground? Did the Tatar believe that he lost face
this way? But the shaman gave a grunt of what they took as assent and
slipped over the edge of the |ookout point. A nonment later they heard him
speaking the Mngol tongue, warning Hulagur and Lotchu, his conpani ons on
the scout. Then canme the clatter of pony hoofs as they rode their nounts
away. The Apaches settled back in the cup, which gave them a w de view over
the plains. Soon it was not necessary to use the glasses in order to sight
t he advancing party of hunters -- five riders, four wearing Tatar dress. The
fifth had such an odd outline that Travis was rem nded of Menlik's sketch of
the alien. Under the sharper vision of the glasses he saw that the rider was
equi pped with a pack strapped between his shoulders and a bul bous hel et
covering nost of his head. Specialized equipnment for comunication, Travis
guessed.
"That is a 'copter up above," Nolan said. "Different shape fromours."
They had been familiar wth helicopters back on Earth. Ranchers used them

Menlik repeated, "they keep watch and can control us with the



for range inspection, and all of the Apache volunteers had flown in them
But Nol an was correct; this one possessed several unfamliar features.
"The Tatars say they don't bring those very far into the nountains,"” Jil-Lee

mused. "That could explain their man on horseback; he gets in where they
don't fly."
Nol an fingered his bow "If these Russians depend upon their machine to

control what they seek, then they nmay be taken by surprise --
"But not yet!" Travis spoke sharply. Nolan frowned at him Jil-Lee chuckl ed.
"The way is not so dark for us, younger brother, that we need your torch
held for our feet!"

Travis swall owed back any retort, accepting the fairness of that rebuke. He
had no right to believe that he alone knew the best way of handling the
enemy. Biting on the sourness of that realization, he lay quietly with the
others, watching the riders enter the foothills perhaps a quarter of a nile
to the west. The helicopter was circling now over the men riding into a cut
between two rises. Wien they were lost to view, the pilot nade wi der casts,
and Travis thought the flyer's crew were probably in comunication with the
hel met ed one of the quintet on the ground. He stirred. "They are heading for
the Tatar canp, just as if they know exactly where it is -- "

"That also may be true,” Nolan replied. "Wiat do we know of these Tatars?
They have freely said that the Russians can hold them in mnd ropes when
they wi sh. Already they nmay be so bound. | say -- let us go back to our own

country." He added to the decisiveness of that by handing Jil-Lee the
gl asses and sliding down fromtheir perch. Travis |ooked at the other. In a
way he could understand the wi sdomof Nolan's suggestion. But he was sure
that w thdrawal now woul d only postpone trouble. Sooner or later the Apaches
woul d have to stand agai nst the Russians, and if they could do it now while
the enemy was occupied with trouble fromthe Tatars, so much the better
Jil-Lee was followi ng Nolan. But something in Travis rebelled. He watched
the circling helicopter. If it was overhanging the action area of the
horsenen, they had either reined in or were searching a relatively snall
section of the foothills. Reluctantly Travis descended to the hollow where
Jil-Lee stood with Nolan. Tsoay and Lupe and Rope were a little to one side
as if the final orders would come fromtheir seniors.

"It would be well," Jil-Lee said slowy, "if we saw what weapons they have.
I want a closer |ook at the equiprment of that one in the helnet. Al so," he
smled straight at Nolan -- "I do not think that they can detect the
presence of warriors of the People unless we will it so."

Nol an ran a finger along the curve of his bow, shot a neasuring glance right
and | eft at the general contours of the country.

"There is wisdomin what you say, elder brother. Only this is a trail we
shal |l take alone, not allowing the men with fur hats to know where we wal k."
He | ooked pointedly in Travis' direction

"That is wisdom Ba'is'a," Travis pronptly replied, giving Nolan the old
title accorded the |eader of a war party. Travis was grateful for that mnuch
of a concession. They swung into action, headi ng southeast at an angl e which
should bring them across the track of the eneny hunting party. The path was
theirs at last, only nonents after the passing of their quarry. None of the
five riders was taking any precautions to cover his trail. Each noved wth
t he confidence of one without fear of attack. From cover the Apaches | ooked
aloft. They could hear the faint humof the helicopter. It was stil
circling, Tsoay reported froma higher check point, but those circles
remai ned close over the plains area -- the riders had al ready passed beyond
the limts of that aerial sentry. Three to a side, the Apaches advanced wth
the trail between them They were carefully hidden when they caught up with
the hunters. The four Tatars were grouped together; the fifth man, heavily
burdened by his pack, had clinbed from the saddle and was sitting on the
ground, his hands busy with a flat plate which covered himfrom upper chest
to belt. Now that he had a chance to see themclosely, Travis noted the |ack
of expression on the broad Tatar faces. The four nen were blank of eye,



astride their rmounts with no apparent awareness of their present
surroundi ngs. Then as one, their heads swung around to the hel neted | eader
bef ore they di snounted and stood notionless for a long moment in a way which
rem nded Travis of the coyotes' attitude when they endeavored to pass sone
message to him But these nen even | acked the signs of thinking intelligence
the animal s had. The helmeted man's hand noved across his chest plate, and
instantly his followers cane into a nmeasure of life. One put his hand to his
forehead with an odd, half-dazed gesture. Another half crouched, his 1lips
wrinkling back in a snarl. And the | eader, watching him |aughed. Then he
snapped an order, his hand poised over his control plate. One of the four
took the horse reins, made the nounts fast to near-by bushes. Then as one
they began to wal k forward, the Russian bringing up the rear several paces
behind the nearest Tatar. They were going upslope to the crest of a snall
ridge. The Tatar who first reached the crest put his hands to cup his nouth,
sent a ringing cry southward, and the faint "hu-hu-hu" echoed on and on
through the hills. Either Menlik had reached the canmp in time, or his people
were not to be so easily enticed. For though the hunters waited for a |ong

tinme, there was no answer to that hail. At last the helneted man called his
captives, bringing them sullenly dowmn to nount and ride again -- a nove
whi ch suited the Apaches. They could not tell how close was the
conmuni cati on between the rider and the helicopter. And they were still too

near the plains to attack unless it was necessary for their own protection
Travi s dropped back to join Nolan

"He controls themby that plate on his chest,” he said. "If we would take
them we nust get at that -- "

"These Tatars use lariats in fighting. Did they not rope you as a calf is
roped for branding? Then why do they not so take this Russian, binding his
arms to his sides?" The suspicion in Nolan's voice was plain.

"Perhaps in themis some conditioned control making it so that they cannot
attack their rulers -- "

"I do not like this matter of machi nes which can play this way and that with
m nds and bodies!" flared Nolan. "A nman should only use a weapon, not be
one!"

Travis could agree to that. Had they by the weck of their own ship and the
death of Ruthven, escaped just such an existence as these Tatars now
endured? If so, why? He and all the Apaches were volunteers, eager and
willing to form new world col onies. Wat had happened back on Earth that
they had been so ruthlessly sent out wthout warning and under Redax?
Anot her small piece of that puzzle, or maybe the heart of the whole picture
snapped into place. Had the project learned in sone way of the Tatar
settlenent on Topaz and so been forced to speed up that translation from
early twenty-first-century Americans to prinmitives? That would explain a
lot! Travis returned abruptly to the matter now at hand as he saw a peak
ahead. The party they were trailing was heading directly for the outlaw
hi de-out. Travis hoped Menlik had warned themin tinme. There -- that wall of
cliff to his left nmust shelter the valley of the towers, though it was stil
mles ahead. Travis did not believe the hunters woul d be able to reach their
goal unless they traveled at night. They might not know of the ape-things
whi ch coul d nmenace the dark. But the eneny, whether he knew of such dangers
or not, did not intend to press on. As the sun pulled away, |eaving crevices
and cranni es shadow dark, the hunters stopped to make canp. The Apaches,

after their customon the war trail, gathered on the hei ghts above.

"This Russian seens to think that he shall find those he seeks sitting
waiting for him as if their feet were nipped tight in a trap," Tsoay
remar ked.

"It is the habit of the Pinda-lick-o0-yi," Lupe added, "to believe they are
greater than all others. Yet this one is a stupid fool walking into the arns
of a she-bear with a cub." He chuckl ed.

"Aman with a rifle does not fear a man arned only with a stick," Travis cut
in quickly. "This one is armed with a weapon which he has good reason to



beli eve makes himinvul nerable to attack. |If he rests tonight, he probably
| eaves his machi ne on guard."

"At |east we are sure of one thing," Nolan said in half agreement. "This one
does not suspect that there are any in these hills save those he can naster
And hi s machi ne does not work against us. Thus at dawn -- " He made a swift
gesture, and they smled in concert. At dawn -- the old tine of attack. An
Apache does not attack at night. Travis was not sure that any of them could
break that old taboo and creep down wupon the canp before the com ng of new
light. But tonorrow norning they would take over this confident Russian
strip himof his enslaving nachine. Travis' head jerked. It had cone as
suddenly as a bl ow between his eyes -- to half stun him Wat . . . what was
it? Not any physical inpact -- no, sonething which was dazing but stil

i material . He braced his whole body, awaiting its return, trying
frantically to understand what had happened in that instant of vertigo and
seem ng di senbodi nent. Never had he experienced anything like it -- or had
he? Two years or nmore ago when he had gone through the time transfer to
enter the Arizona of the Fol som Men sone ten thousand years earlier -- that
monent of transfer had been sonmething Ilike this, a sensation of being awy
in space and tine with no stable footing to be found. Yet he was lying here
on very tangible rock and soil, and nothing about himin the shadow hung
| andscape of Topaz had changed in the slightest. But that blow had |eft
behind it a quivering residue of panic buried far inside him a tender spot
like an open wound. Travis drew a deep breath which was alnost a sob
| evered hinmself up on one elbowto stare down intently into the eneny canp.
Was this sone attack fromthe other's unknown weapons? Suddenly he was not
at all sure what night happen when the Apaches made that dawn rush. Jil-Lee
was in station on his right. Travis nmust conmpare notes with himto be sure
that this was not indeed a trap. Better to retreat now than to be taken |ike
fish in a net. He crept out of his place, gave the chittering signal call of

the fluff-ball, and heard Jil-Lee's answer in a cleverly mmcked trill of a
ni ght insect.
"Did you feel something just now -- in your head?" Travis found it difficult

to put that sensation into words

"No so. But you did?"

He had -- of course, he had! The renmains of it were still in him that point
of panic. "Yes."

"The machi ne?"

"I don't know." Travis' ~confusion grew. It mght be that he alone of the
party had been struck. If so, he could be a danger to his own kind.

"This is not good. |I think we had better hold council, away from here."
Jil-Lee's whisper was the merest ghost of sound. He chirped again to be
answered from Tsoay upsl ope, who passed on the signal. The first noon was
high in the sky as the Apaches gathered together. Again Travis asked his
qguestion: Had any of the others felt that odd bl ow? He was nmet by negati ves.
But Nolan had the final word: "This 1is not good," he echoed Jil-Lee's
comment. "If it was the Russian machine at work, then we may all be swept
into his net along with those he seeks. Perhaps the |onger one remains close
to that thing, the nore influence it gains over him W shall stay here

until dawn. If the eneny would reach the place they seek, then they nust
pass bel ow us, for that is the easiest road. Burdened with his machine, that
Russi an has ever taken the easiest way. So, we shall see if he also has a
def ense agai nst these when they cone wi thout warning." He touched the arrows
in his quiver. To kill fromanmbush nmeant that they m ght never learn the
secret of the nmachine, but after his experience Travis was willing to admt

that Nolan's caution was the wise way. Travis wanted no part of a second
attack like that which had shaken himso. And Nolan had not ordered a
general retreat. It nust be in the war chief's thoughts as it was in Travis'
that if the machine could have an influence over Apaches, it nmust cease to
function. They set their ambush with the age-old skill the Redax had grafted
into their menories. Then there was nothing to do but wait. It was an hour



after dawn when Tsoay signal ed that the enenmy was com ng, and shortly after
they heard the thud of ponies' hoofs. The first Tatar plodded into view, and
by the stance of his body in the saddle, Travis knew the Russian had him
under full control. Two, then three Tatars passed between the teeth of the
Apache trap. The fourth one had allowed a w der gap to open between hinself
and his fellows. Then the Russian |eader cane. H s face bel ow the bul ge of
the helmet was not happy. Travis believed the man was not a horseman by
inclination. The Apache set arrow to bow cord, and at the chirp from Nolan
fired in concert with his clansnmen. Only one of those arrows found a target.
The Russian's pony gave a shrill screamof pain and terror, reared, paw ng
at the air, toppled back, pinning its shouting rider under it. The Russian
had had a defense right enough, one which had sonehow defl ected the arrows.
But he neither had protection against his own awkward seat in the saddl e nor
the arrow which had seriously wounded the now thrashing pony. Ahead the
Tatars twisted and withed, nmouthed tortured cries, then dropped out of
their saddles to lie linply on the ground as if the arrows ained at the
master had instead struck each to the heart.

- Chapter 11
11
Either the Russian was |lucky, or his reactions were quick. He had sonmehow
rolled clear of the struggling horse as Lupe |eaped from behind a boul der
knife out and ready. To the eyes of the Apaches the helneted nman | ay easy
prey to Lupe's attack. Nor did he raise an armto defend hinsel f, though one
hand lay free across the plate on his chest. But the young Apache stunbl ed,

reboundi ng back as if he had run into an unseen wall -- when his knife was
still six inches away fromthe other. Lupe cried out, shook under a second
i npact as the Russian fired an automatic with his other hand. Travis dropped
his bow, returned to the nost primtive weapon of all. H's hand cl osed

around a stone and he hurled the fist-sized oval straight at the helnmet so
clearly outlined against the rocks bel ow. But even as Lupe's knife had never
touched flesh, so was the rock deflected; the Russian was covered by sone
protective field. This was certainly nothing the Apaches had seen before.
Nol an's whi stle sutmmoned themto draw back. The Russian fired again, the
sharp bark of the hand gun harsh and | oud. He did not have any real target,
for with the exception of Lupe, the Apaches had gone to earth. Between the
rocks the Russian was struggling to his feet, but he nmoved slowy, favoring
his side and one |l eg; he had not come totally unharnmed fromhis tunble wth
t he pony. An armed eneny who could not be touched -- one who knew there were
nmore than outlaws in this region. The Russian |leader was far nore of a
threat to the Apaches now than he had ever been. He nmust not be allowed to
escape. He was holstering his gun, noving along w th one hand against the
rocks to steady hinmself, trying to reach one of the ponies that stood with
trailing reins beside the inert Tatars. But when the eneny reached the far
side of that rock he would have to sacrifice either his steadying hold, or
his touch on the chest plate where his other hand rested. Wuld he, then
for an instant be vul nerabl e? The pony!

Travis put an arrow on bow cord and shot. Not at the Russian, who had
rel eased his hold of the rock, preferring to totter instead of lose contro
of the chest plate -- but into the air straight before the nose of the
mount . The pony neighed wildly, tried to turn, and its shoul der caught the
free, groping hand of the Russian and spun the man around and back, so that
he flung up both hands in an effort to ward hinmself off the rocks. Then the
pony stanpeded down the break, its conpanions catching the sane fever,
trailing in a nmad dash which kept the Russian hard agai nst the boul ders.

He continued to stand there until the horses, save for the wounded one stil
kicking fruitlessly, were gone. Travis felt a sense of reprieve. They m ght
not be able to get at the Russian, but he was hurt and afoot, two strikes
which might yet reduce him to a condition the Apaches could handle.
Apparently the other was al so aware of that, for now he pushed out from the



rocks and stunbled along after the ponies. But he went only a step or two.
Then, settling back once nore against a conveni ent boul der, he began to work
at the plate on his chest. Nolan appeared noisel essly beside Travis. "Wat
does he do?" His lips were very close to the younger nan's ear, his voice
hardly nore than a breath. Travis shook his head slightly. The Russian's
actions were a conplete nystery. Unless, now disabled and afoot, he was
trying to sumon aid. Though there was no landing place for a helicopter
here. Now was the tine to try and reach Lupe. Travis had seen a slight
noverrent in the fallen Apache's hand, the first indication that the eneny's
shot had not been as fatal as it had | ooked. He touched Nolan's arm pointed
to Lupe; and then, discarding bow and quiver beside the war |eader, he
stripped for action. There was cover down to the wounded Apache which would
aid him He nmust pass one of the Tatars on the way, but none of the
tri besnen had shown any signs of I|ife since they had fallen from their
saddl es at the first attack. Wth infinite care, Travis |owered hinself into
a narrow passage, took a lizard's way between brush and boul der, pausing
only when he reached the Tatar for a quick check on the potential eneny.

The |ean brown face was half turned, one cheek in the sand, but the slack
mout h, the closed eyes were those, Travis believed, of a dead man. By sone
action of his diabolic machine the Russian nust have snuffed out his four
captives -- perhaps in the belief that they were part of the Apache attack
Travi s reached the rock where Lupe lay. He knew that Nolan was watching the
Russian and would give him warning if he suddenly showed an interest in
anyt hing but his machine. The Apache reached out, his hands <closing on
Lupe's ankles. Beneath his touch, flesh and nmuscle tensed. Lupe's eyes were
open, focused now on Travis. There was a bleeding furrow above his right
ear. The Russian had tried a difficult head shot, failing in his aimby a
mere fraction of an inch. Lupe made a swift nove for which Travis was ready.
Hs grip on the other's body hel ped to tunble them both around a rock which
| ay between them and the Russian. There was the crack of another shot and
dust spurted fromthe side of the boulder. But they |lay together, safe for
the present, as Travis was sure the eneny would not risk an open attack on
their small fortress. Wth Travis' aid Lupe struggled back up to the site
where Nol an waited. Jil-Lee was there to nmake conpetent exam nation of the
boy' s wound.

"Creased,” he reported. "A sore head, but no great damage. Perhaps a scar
l[ater, warrior!" He gave Lupe an encouraging thunmp on the shoul der, before
pl astering an aid pack over the cut.

"Now we go!" Nol an spoke with enphatic decision

"He saw enough of us to know we are not Tatars."

Nol an's eyes were cold, his mouth grimas he faced Travis.

"And how can we fight him-- ?"

"There is a wall -- a wall you cannot see -- about him" Lupe broke in.
"When | would strike at him | could not!"

"Aman with invisible protection and a gun,"” Jil-Lee took up the argunent.
"How woul d you deal with him younger brother?"

"I don't know," Travis admitted. Yet he also believed that if they w thdrew,
left the Russian here to be found by his own people, the eneny would
i mediately begin an investigation of the southern country. Perhaps, pushed
by their need for learning nore about the Apaches, they would bring the
hel i copter in over the nountains. The answer to all Apache dangers, for now,
lay in the i mediate future of this one man.

"He is hurt, he cannot go far on foot. And even if he calls the 'copter
there is no landing place. He will have to nove el sewhere to be picked up."
Travi s thought aloud, citing the thin handful of points in their favor.
Tsoay nodded toward the rimof the ravine. "Rocks up there and rocks can
roll. Start an earthslide . "

Sonething wthin Travis balked at that. Fromthe first he had been wlling
enough to slug it out with the Russian, weapon to weapon, man to man. Al so,
he had wanted to take a captive, not stand over a body. But to use the



nature of the country against the eneny, that was the ol dest Apache trick of
all and one they would have to be forced to enploy. Nolan had al ready nodded
in assent, and Tsoay and Jil-Lee started off. Even if the Russian did
possess a protective wall device, could it operate in full against a
| andsl i de? They all doubted that. The Apaches reached the cliff rim without
exposi ng thenselves to the eneny's fire. The Russian still sat there calmy,
hi s back against the rock, his hands busy with his equipnent as if he had
all the time in the world. Then suddenly came a scream from nore than one
t hr oat .
"Dar-u-gar!" The ancient war cry of the Mongol Hordes. Then over the lip of
the other slope rose a wave of men -- their curved swords out, a glazed set
to their eyes -- heading for the Arerindians wth utter disregard for any
personal safety. Menlik in the lead, his shaman's robe flappi ng wi de bel ow
his belt like the wings of some oversized predatory bird. Hul agur
Jagatai . . . men from the outlaws' canp. And they were not striving to
destroy their disabled overlord in the vale below, but to wpe out the
Apaches! Only the fact that the Apaches were already sheltered behind the
rocks they were |laboring to dislodge gave thema precious few nonents of
grace. There was no tine to use their bows. They could only use knives to
nmeet the swords of the Tatars, knives and the fact that they could fight
wi t h uncl ouded m nds.
"He has them under control!" Travis pawed at Jil-Lee's shoulder. "Get him--
they'll stop!"
He did not wait to see if the other Apache understood. |Instead, he threw the
full force of his own body against the rock they had nade the center stone
of their slide. It gave and rolled, carrying with it the rest of the piled
rubble. Travis stunbled, fell flat, and then a body thudded down upon him
and he was fighting for his life to keep a blade fromhis throat. Around him
were the shouts and cries of enbroiled warriors; then all was silenced by a
roar frombelow. G azed eyes in a face only a foot fromhis own, the tw sted
panting rnouth sending gusts of breath into his nostrils. Suddenly there was
reason back in those eyes, a bew | dernent which becanme fear . . . panic .
The Tatar's body twisted in Travis' hold, striving now not to attack, but
to win free. As the Apache | oosened his grip the other jerked away, so that
for a monent or two they |ay gasping, side by side. Men sat up to | ook at
men. There was a spreading stain down Jil-Lee's side and one of the Tatars
sprawl ed near him both his hands on his chest, coughing violently. Menlik
clawed at the trunk of a w nd-twisted nountain tree, pulled hinself to his
feet, and stood swaying as nmight a man long ill and recovering from severe
exertion. Insensibly both sides drew apart, leaving a space between Tatar
and Apache. The faces of the Amerindians were grim those of the Mngols
bewi | dered and then harsh as they eyed their late opponents with dawning
reason. Wat had begun in compulsion for the Tatars mght well flare now
into rational conbat -- and fromthat to a canpaign of extermination. Travis
was on his feet. He | ooked over the I|ip of the drop. The Russian was stil
in his place down there, a pile of rubble about him H's protection nust
have failed, for his head was back at an unnatural angle and the dent in his
hel met could be easily seen
"That one is dead -- or helpless!” Travis cried out. "Do you still wish to
fight for him Shaman?"
Menlik came away fromthe tree and walked to the edge of the drop. The
others, too, were noving forward. After the shaman | ooked down he st ooped,
pi cked up a snmall stone, and flung it at the notionless Russian. There was a
crack of sound. They all saw the tiny spurt of flame, a curl of snoke from
the plate on the Russian's chest. Not only the man, but his control was
finished now A wolfish growl and two of the Tatars swung over, started down
to the Russian. Menlik shouted and they sl ackened pace.
"We want that," he cried in English. "Perhaps so we can learn --
"The learning is yours," Jil-Lee replied. "Just as this land is yours,
Shaman. But | warn you, fromthis day do not ride south!"



Menlik turned, the charnms on his belt clicking. "So that is the way it is to
be, Apache?"

"That is the way it shall be, Tatar! W do not ride to war with allies who
may turn their knives agai nst our backs because they are slaves to a nachine
t he eneny controls."

The Tatar's long, slender-fingered hands opened and cl osed. "You are a w se
man, Apache, but sonetimes nore than wi sdom al one is needed -- "

"W are wise nmen, Shaman, let it rest there,"” Jil-Lee replied sonberly.

Al ready the Apaches were on their way, putting two cliff ridges behind them
before they halted to exam ne and cover their wounds.

"W go." Nolan's chin lifted, indicating the southern route. "Here we do not
cone again; there is too much witchcraft in this place."

Travis stirred, saw that Jil-Lee was frowning at him

"G -- ?" he repeated.

"Yes, younger brother? You would continue to run with these who are governed
by a machi ne?"

"No. Only, eyes are needed on this side of the nountains."

"Why?" This tine Jil-Lee was plainly on the side of the conservatives. "W
have now seen this nachine at work. It is fortunate that the Russian is
dead. He will carry no tales of us back to his people as you feared. Thus,
if we remain south from now on, we are safe. And this fight between Tatar
and Russian is none of ours. Wat do you seek here?"

"I nmust go again to the place of the towers,"” Travis answered with the
truth. But his friends were facing himw th heavy di sapproval -- now a ful
row of Dekl ays.

"Did you not tell us that you felt this strange thing during the night we
wai t ed above the canp? Wiat if you beconme one with these Tatars and are al so
controlled by the machine? Then you, too, can be nade into a weapon agai nst
us -- your clansnen!" Jil-Lee was al nost openly hostile. Sense was on his
side. But in Travis was this other desire of which he was becom ng nore
conscious by the mnute. There was a reason for those towers, perhaps a
reason i nportant enough for himto discover and run the risk of angering his
own peopl e.

"There may be this -- Nol an's voice was renote and cold, "you may al ready
be a piece of this thing, bound to the machines. If so, we do not want you

anong us."

There it was -- an open hostility with nore power behind it than Deklay's
notivel ess disapproval had carried. Travis was troubled. The famly, the
clan -- they were inportant. If he took the wong step now and was outl awed
from that tight fortress, then as an Apache he would i ndeed be a | ost man.
In the past of his people there had been renegades from the tribe -- nen
such as the infanpbus Apache Kid who had killed and killed again, not only
white nmen but his own people. WIf men living wolves' lives in the hills.
Travis was threatened with that. Yet -- up the ladder of civilization, down
the I adder -- why did this feverish curiosity ride himso cruelly now?
"Listen," Jil-Lee, his side padded w th bandages, stepped closer -- "and

tell me, younger brother, what is it that you seek in these towers?"

"On another world there were secrets of the old ones to be found in such
anci ent buildings. Here that m ght also be true."

"And anmong the secrets of those old ones,” Nolan's voice was still harsh --
"were those which brought us to this world, is that not so?"

"Did any man drive you, Nolan, or you, Tsoay, or you, Jil-Lee, or any of us,
to prom se to go beyond the stars? You were told what m ght be done, and you
were eager to try it. You were all volunteers!”
"Save for this voyage when we were told nothing,"’

Jil-Lee answered, cutting

straight to the heart of the matter. "Yet, Nolan, | do not believe that it
is for nore voyage tapes that our younger brother now searches, nor would
those do us any good -- as our ship will not rise again fromhere. Wat is

it that you do seek?"
"Knowl edge -- weapons, maybe. Can we stand agai nst these machines of the



Russi ans? Yet many of the devices they now use are taken fromthe star ships
t hey have looted through time. To every weapon there is a defense.™

Nol an blinked and for the first time a hint of interest touched the mask of
his face. "To the bow, the rifle," he said softly, "tothe rifle, the
machi ne gun, to the cannon, the bonmb. The defense can be far worse than the
first weapon. So you think that in these towers there may be things which
shall be to the Russian's machines as the bonb is to the cannon of the Horse
Sol di ers?"

Travis had an inspiration. "Did not our people lay aside the bow for the
rifle when we went up agai nst the Bl uecoats?"

"W do not so go up against these Russians!" protested Lupe.

"Not now. But what if they cone across the nmountains, perhaps driving the
Tatars before themto do their fighting -- ?"

"And you believe that if you find weapons in these towers, you will know how
to wuse thenP" Jil-Lee asked. "What wll give you that know edge, younger
br ot her ?"

"I do not claimsuch know edge," Travis countered. "But this much | do have:
Once | studied to be an archaeol ogist and | have seen ot her storehouses of
t hese star people. Who el se anong us can say as much as that?"

"That is the truth," Jil-Lee acknow edged. "Also there is good sense in this
seeking out of the tower things. Let the Russians find such first -- if they
exist at all -- and then we may truly be caught in a box canyon with only
death at our heels."

"And you would go to these towers now?" Nol an denanded

"I  can cut across country and then rejoin you on the other side of the
pass!" The feeling of urgency which had been nmounting in Travis was now so
demanding that he wanted to race ahead through the wilderness. He was
surprised when Jil-Lee put out his palmup as if to warn the younger man.

"Take care, younger brother! This is not a lucky business. And renenber, if
one goes too far down a wong trail, there is sonmetines no returning -- "
"W shall wait on the other side of the pass for one day," Nolan added.
"Then -- " he shrugged -- "where you go will be your own affair."

Travis did not understand that prom se of trouble. He was already two steps
down his chosen path.

- Chapter 12
12
Travis had taken a direct cross route through the heights, but not swiftly
enough to reach his objective before nightfall. And he had no wish to enter

the tower valley by noonlight. In himtw enotions now warred. There was the
urge to invade the towers, to discover their secret, and flaring higher and
hi gher the beginnings of a new fear. WAs he now a battlefield for the
superstitions of his race reborn by the Redax and his nodern education in
the Pinda-lick-o-yi world -- half Apache brave of the past, half nodern
archaeol ogist with a thirst for know edge? O was the fear rooted nore
deeply and for another reason? Travis crouched in a hollow, trying to
understand what he felt. Wiy was it suddenly so overwhel mingly inportant for
him to investigate the towers? |If he only had the coyotes with him

Why and where had they gone? He was alive to every noi se out of the night,
every scent the wind carried to him The night had its owm life, just as the
dayl i ght hours held theirs. Only a few of those sounds could he identify,
even less did he see. There was one wi de-wi nged, huge flying thing which
passed across the green-gold plate of the nearer nmoon. It was so large that
for an instant Travis believed the helicopter had cone. Then the w ngs
fl apped, breaking the glide, and the <creature nerged in the shadows of the
night -- a hunter |arge enough to be a serious threat, and one he had never
seen before. Relying on his own snall defense, the strewing of brittle
sticks along the only approach to the hollow, Travis dozed at intervals, his
head down on his forearm across his bent knees. But the cold cranped himand
he was glad to see the graying sky of pre-dawn. He ate two rations bars and



swal | owed a couple of nouthfuls of water fromhis canteen and started on

By sunup he had reached the | edge of the waterfall, and he hurried al ong the
ancient road at a pace which increased to a run the closer he drew to the
val l ey. Deliberately he slowed, his native caution nowin control, so that
he was wal king as he passed through the gateway into the swirling msts
whi ch alternately exposed and veiled the towers. There was no change in the
scene fromthe time he had cone there with Kaydessa. But now, rising froma
confortable sprawl on the vyellow and-green pavenent, was a welcom ng
conmittee -- Nalik'ideyu and Naginlta showing no nore excitement at his
comng than if they had parted only nonments before. Travis went down on one
knee, holding out his hand to the female, who had always been the nore
friendly. She advanced a step or two, touched a cold nose to his knuckles,
and whi ned.

"Why?" He voiced that one word, but behind it was a long list of questions.
Why had they left hin? Wy were they here where there was no hunting? Wy
did they neet himnowas if they had calmy expected his return? Travis
glanced from the animals to the towers, those windows set in dianond
pattern. And again he was visited by the inpression that he was under
observation. Wth the mst floating across those openings, it would be easy
for a lurker to watch hi munseen. He walked slowly on into the valley, his
noccasi ns nmaki ng no sound on the pavenent, but he could hear the faint click
of the coyotes' claws as they paced beside him on each hand. The sun did
not penetrate here, making nmerely a gilt fog of the mst. As he approached
within touching distance of the first tower, it seened to Travis that the
m st was curling about him he could no | onger see the archway through which
he had entered the valley.

"Naye- nezyani -- Slayer of Mnsters -- give strength to the bowarm to the
knife wist!" Qut of what |ong-buried nenory did that ancient plea cone?
Travis was hardly aware of the sense of the words until he spoke them al oud.

"You who wait -- shi inday to-dah ishan -- an Apache is not food for you!
am Fox of the Itca-tcudnde'yu -- the Eagl e People; and beside ne wal k ga' ns
of power "

Travi s blinked and shook his head as one waki ng. Wy had he spoken so, using
words and phrases which were not part of any nodern speech? He noved on

around the base of the first tower, to find no door, no break in its surface
bel ow the second-story wi ndows -- to the next structure and the next, unti

he had encircled all three. If he were to enter any, he nmust find a way of
reaching the |Iowest windows. On he went to the other opening of the valley,
the one which gave upon the territory of the Tatar canp. But he did not
sight any of the Mongols as he hacked down a sapling, trimred, and snopot hed
it into a blunt-pointed lance. H's sash-belt, torn into even strips and
knotted together, gave him a rope which he judged would be barely Iong
enough for his purpose. Then Travis made a chancy cast for the | ower w ndow
of the nearest tower. On the second try the lance slipped in, and he gave a
quick jerk, jamm ng the lance as a bar across the opening. It was a frai

| adder but the best he could inprovise. He clinbed until the sill of the
wi ndow was within reach and he could pull hinmself up and over. The sill was
wi de, at least a twenty-four-inch span between the inner and outer surface
of the tower. Travis sat there for a mnute, reluctant to enter. Near the
end of his dangling scarf-rope the two coyotes l|ay on the pavenent, their
heads up, their tongues lolling fromtheir mouths, their expressions ones of
detached interest. Perhaps it was the w dth of the outer wall that subdued

the amount of Ilight in the room The chanber was circular, and directly
opposite him was a second w ndow, the |owest of the nmatching dianond
pattern. He took the four-foot drop fromthe sill to the floor but lingered
in the light as he surveyed every inch of the room There were no
furnishings at all, but in the very center sank a well of darkness. A snooth
pillar, glowing faintly, rose fromits core. Travis' adjusting eyes noted
how the light came in small ripples -- green and purple, over a foundation

shade of dark blue. The pillar seened rooted below and it extended up



through a sinilar opening in the ceiling, providing the only possible exit
up or down, save for clinbing fromw ndow to w ndow outside. Travis noved
slowy to the well. Underfoot was a snooth surface overlaid with a velvet
carpet of dust which arose in |anguid puffs as he wal ked. Here and there he
sighted prints in the dust, strange triangul ar wedges whi ch he thought m ght
possi bly have been nade by the claws of birds. But there were no other
footprints. This tower had been undisturbed for a long, long time. He cane
to the well and |ooked down. There was dark there, dark in which the
pul sations of light from the pillar shone the stronger. But that glow did
not extend beyond the edge of the well through which the thick rod threaded.
Even by cl ose exam nation he could detect no break in the snooth surface of
the pillar, nothing remptely resenbling hand- or footholds. If it did serve
t he purpose of a staircase, there were no treads. At last Travis put out his

hand to touch the surface of the pillar. And then he jerked back -- to no
effect. There was no breaking contact between his fingers and an unknown
material which had the sleekness of polished nmetal but -- and the thought
made himslightly queasy -- the warmh and very slight give of flesh! He

sumoned all his strength to pull free and could not. Not only did that hold
grip him but his other hand and armwere being drawn to join the first!
Inside Travis primtive fears awke full force, and he threw back his head,
voicing a cry of panic as wild as that of a hunting beast. An instant later

his left palmwas as tight a prisoner as his right. And with both hands so
hel d, his whol e body was suddenly snapped forward, off the safe foundation
of the floor, tight to the pillar. In this position he was sucked down into
the well. And while unable to free hinself fromthe pillar, he did slip
along its length easily enough. Travis shut his eyes in an involuntary
protest against this weird formof capture, and a shiver ran through his
body as he continued to descend. After the first shock had subsided the
Apache realized that he was not truly falling at all. Had the pillar been
hori zontal instead of vertical, he would have gauged its speed that of a
wal k. He passed through two nmore room encl osures; he nust already be bel ow
the level of the valley floor outside. And he was still a prisoner of the
pillar, nowin total darkness. His feet came down against a |level surface,
and he guessed he nust have reached the end. Again he pulled back, arching
his shoulders in a final desperate attenpt at escape, and stunbl ed away as
he was rel eased. He came up sideways against a wall and stood there panting.
The light, which night have come from the pillar but which seened nore a
part of the very air, was bright enough to reveal that he was in a corridor
running into greater dark both right and left. Travis took two strides back
to the pillar, fitted his palns once again to its surface, with no result.
This time his flesh did not adhere and there was no possible way for him to
climb that slick pole. He could only hope that at sone point the corridor
woul d give himaccess to the surface. But which way to go -- ? At last he
chose the right-hand path and started along it, pausing every few steps to
listen. But there was no sound except the soft pad of his own feet. The air
was fresh enough, and he thought he could detect a faint current com ng

toward himfrom some point ahead -- perhaps an exit. Instead, he came into a
room and a small gasp of astoni shnent was wung out of him The walls were
bl ank, covered wth the sane ripples of blue-purple-green Ilight which

colored the pillar. Just before himwas a table and behind it a bench, both
carved from the native vyellowred nountain rock. And there was no exit
except the doorway in which he now stood. Travis walked to the bench
I movable, it was placed so that whoever sat there nmust face the opposite
wall of the chanber with the table before him And on the table was an
object Travis recognized imediately fromhis voyage in the alien star ship,
one of the tape-readers through which the involuntary explorers had | earned
what little they knew of the older galactic «civilization. A reader -- and
beside it a box of tapes. Travis touched the edge of that box gingerly, half
expecting it to crunble into nothingness. This was a place |ong deserted.
St one table, bench, the towers could survive through centuries of



abandonnent, but these other objects . . . The substance of the reader was
firm under the filmof dust; there was |ess dust here than had been in the
upper tower chanber. Hardly knowi ng why, Travis threw one |eg over the bench
and sat down behind the table, the reader before him the box of tapes just
beyond his hand. He surveyed the walls and then | ooked away hurriedly. The
rippling colors caught at his eyes. He had a feeling that if he watched that
ebb and flow too long, he would be captured in sonme subtle web of
enchant nent just as the Russians' machi ne had caught and held the Tatars. He
turned his attention to the reader. It was, he believed, nuch like the one
they had used on the ship. This room table, bench, had all been designed
with a set purpose. And that purpose -- Travis' fingers rested on the box of
tapes he could not yet bring hinmself to open -- that purpose was to use the
reader, he would swear to that. Tapes so left nust have had a great
i mportance for those who left them It was as if the whole valley was a trap
to channel a stranger into this underground chanber. Travis snapped open the
box, fed the first disk into the reader, and applied his eyes to the vision
tube at its apex. The rippling walls |Iooked just the sane when he | ooked up
once nore, but the cranp in his nuscles told Travis that tine had passed --
per haps hours instead of minutes -- since he had taken out the first disk.
He cupped his hands over his eyes and tried to think clearly. There had been
sheets of meaningl ess symbol witing, but also there had been many clear

t hr ee- di mensi onal pictures, acconpanied by a singsong commentary in an alien
tongue, seemingly voiced out of thin air. He had been stuffed with ragged
bits and patches of information, to be connected only by guesses, and sone
wi | d guesses, too. But this much he did know -- these towers had been built
by the bald spacenen, and they were highly inportant to that vani shed
stellar civilization. The information in this room as disjointed as it had
been for him led to a treasure trove on Topaz greater than he had dreaned.

Travis swayed on the bench. To know so rmuch and yet so little! If Ashe were
only here, or sone other of the project technicians! A treasure such as
Pandora's box had been, peril for one who opened it and did not understand.
The Apache studied the three walls of blue-purple-green in turn and with new
attention. There were ways through those walls; he was fairly sure he could
unl ock at | east one of them But not now -- certainly not now And there was
another thing he knew The Russians must not find this. Such a discovery on
their part would not only nmean the end of his own people on Topaz, but the

end of Earth as well. This place mght hold new and alien know edge that
could destroy whole nations at a time! If he could -- nuch as his
archaeol ogist's training would argue against it -- he would blot out this

whol e val |l ey above and bel ow ground. But while the Russians m ght possess a
means of such destruction, the Apaches did not. No, he and his peopl e nust
prevent its discovery by the eneny by doing what he had seen as necessary
from the first -- wiping out the Russian |eaders! And that nust be done
bef ore they chanced upon the tower! Travis arose stiffly. H s eyes ached,
his head felt stuffed with pictures, hints, speculations. He wanted to get
out, back into the open air where perhaps the clean w nds of the heights
woul d bl ow sonme of this frightening half know edge from his benunbed mi nd

He lurched down the corridor, puzzled now by the problem of getting back to
the w ndow | evel. Here, before him was the pillar. Wthout hope, but stil

obeyi ng sone buried instinct, Travis again set his hands to its surface.
There was a tug at his cranped arms; once nore his body was sucked to the
pillar. This tinme he was rising! He held his breath past the first |evel and
then relaxed. The principle of this wird form of transportation was
entirely beyond his understanding, but as long as it worked in reverse he
didn't care to find out. He reached the wi ndowed chanmber, but the sunlight
had left it; instead, the clean cut of nmoon sweep lay on the dusty floor. He
must have been hours in that underground place. Travis pulled away fromthe
enbrace of the pillar. The bar of his wooden |lance was still across the
wi ndow and he ran for it. To catch the scouting party at the pass he nust
hurry. The report they would nmake to the clan now had to be changed



radically in the face of his new discoveries. The Apaches dared not retreat
southward and withdraw fromthe fight, leaving the Russians to use what
treasure lay here. As he hit the pavenent below he | ooked about for the
coyotes. Then he tried the mnd call. But as nysteriously as they had nmet
him in the valley, so now were they gone again. And Travis had no time to
hunt for them Wth a sigh, he began his race to the pass. In the old days,
Travis remenbered, Apache warriors had been able to cover forty-five or
fifty mles a day on foot and over rough territory. But perhaps his nodern
breeding had slowed him He had been so sure he could catch up before the
others were through the pass. But he stood now in the holl ow where they had
canped, read the sign of overturned stone and bent twig left for him and
knew t hey woul d reach the rancheria and report the decision Deklay and the
others wanted before he could head themoff. Travis slogged on. He was so
tired now that only the drug fromthe ration bars he mouthed at intervals
kept himgoing at a dogged pace, hardly nore than a swift wal k. And al ways
his mnd was haunted by fragments of pictures, pictures he had seen in the
reader. The big bonb had been the nightrmare of his own world for so |ong,
and what was that against the forces the bald star rovers had been able to
conmand? He fell beside a stream and slept. There was sunshi ne about him as
he arose to stagger on. Wat day was this? How | ong had he sat in the tower
chanmber? He was not sure of tine any nore. He only knew that he nust reach
the rancheria, tell his story, sonehow w n over Deklay and the other
reactionaries to prove the necessity for invading the north in force. A
rocky point which was a fam liar |andmark canme into focus. He padded on, his
chest heaving, his breath whistling through parched, sun-cracked lips. He
did not know that his face was now a mask of driven resolution

"Hahhhhhh -- "

The cry reached his dulled ears. Travis lifted his head, saw the nen before
him and tried to think what that show of weapons turned toward himcould
mean. A stone thudded to earth only inches before his feet, to be followed
by another. He wavered to a stop

"Ni'ilgac -- !'"

Wtch? Were was a witch? Travis shook his head. There was no witch

"Do ne'ilka da'!"

The ol d death threat, but why -- for whon®?

Anot her stone, this one hitting himin the ribs wth force enough to send
hi mreeling back and down. He tried to get up again, saw Deklay grin wdely
and take aim-- and at last Travis realized what was happeni ng. Then there
was a bursting pain in his head and he was falling -- falling into a well of
bl ack, this time with no pillar of blue to guide him

- Chapter 13

13

The rasp of something wet and rough, persistent against his cheek; Travis
tried to turn his head to avoid the contact and was answered by a burst of
pain which trailed off into a giddiness, making himfear another nove, no
matter how mnor. He opened his eyes and saw the pointed ears, the outline
of a coyote head between him and a dull gray sky, was able to recognize
Nal i k' i deyu. A wetness other than that fromthe coyote's tongue slid down
his forehead now. The dull clouds overhead had rel eased the first heavy rain
Travis had experienced since their 1landing on Topaz. He shivered as the
chill damp of his clothes nmade hi maware that he nust have been lying out in
the full force of the downpour for sone time. It was a struggle to get to
his knees, but Nalik'ideyu mouthed a hold on his shirt, tugging and pulling
so that somehow he crept into a hollow beneath the branches of a tree where
the spouting water was | essened to a few pattering drops. There the Apache's
strength deserted him again and he could only hunch over, his bent knees
against his chest, trying to endure the throbbing msery in his head, the
awful floating sensation which foll owed any novenment. Fighting against that,
he tried to renmenber just what had happened. The neeting with Deklay and at



| east four or five others . . . then the Apache accusation of wtchcraft, a
serious thing in the old days. A d days! To Deklay and his fellows, these
were the old days! And the threat that Deklay or sonme other had shouted at
him -- "Do ne'ilka da'" -- neant literally: "It won't dawn for you --
deat h! "

Stones, the last thing Travis remenbered were the stones. Slowy his hands
went out to explore his body. There was nmore than one bruised area on his

shoul der and ribs, even on his thighs. He nust still have been a target
after he had fallen wunder the stone which had knocked hi munconscious.
Stoned . . . outlawed! But why? Surely Deklay's hostility could not have

swept Buck, Jil-Lee, Tsoay, even Nolan, into agreeing to that? Now he could
not think straight. Travis because aware of warnth, not only of warnmh and
the soft touch of a furred body by his side, but a conforting comrunication
of mind, a feeling he had no words to describe adequately. Nalik'ideyu was
sitting crowded agai nst him her nose thrust up to rest on his shoul der. She
breathed in soft puffs which stirred the |oose |ocks of his rain-danp hair.
And now he flung one arm about her, a gesture which brought a whisper of
answering whine. He was past wondering about the actions of the coyotes,
only suprenely thankful for Nalik'ideyu's present conpanionship. And a
nmonent | ater when her mate squeezed under the low |oop of a branch and
joined themin this natural wickiup, Travis held out his other hand, drew it
lovingly across Naginlta's wet hide.

"Now what ?" he asked aloud. Deklay could only have taken such a drastic
action with the magjority of the clan solidly behind him It could well be
that this reactionary was the new chief, this act of Travis' expulsion
nmerely adding to Deklay's grow ng prestige. The shivering which had begun
when Travis recovered consciousness, still shook himat intervals. Back on
Earth, |like all the others in the team he had had every inocul ati on known
to the space physicians, including several experinmental ones. But the cold
virus could still practically imuobilize a nan, and this was no tinme to give
body roomto chills and fever. Catching his breath as his novements touched
to life the pain in one bruise after another, Travis peeled off his soaked
cl ot hing, rubbed his body dry with handfuls of last year's leaves culled
fromthe thick carpet under him knowi ng there was nothing he could do unti
the whirling in his head di sappeared. So he burrowed into the | eaves unti
only his head was uncovered, and tried to sleep, the coyotes curling up one
on either side of his nest. He dreamed but later could not renenber any
incident fromthose dreans, save a certain frustration and fear. \Wen he
awoke, again to the sound of steady rain, it was dark. He reached out --
both coyotes were gone. H s head was cl earer and suddenly he knew what nust
be done. As soon as his body was strong enough, he, too, would return to
instincts and custonms of the past. This situation was desperate enough for
himto chall enge Deklay. In the dark Travis frowned. He was slightly taller
and three or four years younger than his eneny. But Deklay had the advant age
in a stouter build and [|onger reach. However, Travis was sure that in his
present |ife Deklay had never fought a duel -- Apache fashion. And an Apache
duel was not a neeting anyone entered into lightly. Travis had the right to
enter the rancheria and deliver such a challenge. Then Deklay nust neet him
or admt hinmself in the wong. That part of it was sinple. But in the past
such duels had just one end, a fatal one for at |east one of the fighters.
If Travis took this trail, he nust be prepared to go the limt. And he
didn't want to kill Deklay! There were too few of them here on Topaz to make
any loss less than a real catastrophe. Wiile he had no liking for Deklay,
neither did he nurse any hatred. However, he nust challenge the other or
remain a tribal outcast; and Travis had no right to ganble with tine and the
future, not after what he had learned in the tower. It nmight be his life and
skill, or Deklay's, against the blotting out of themall -- and their hone
world into the bargain. First, he nust |ocate the present canp of the clan
If Nolan's argunments had counted, they would be headi ng south away from the
pass. And to follow would draw himfarther fromthe tower valley. Travis'



battered face ached as he grinned bitterly. This was another time when a man
could w sh he were two people, a scout on sentry duty at the valley, the
fighter heading in the opposite direction to have it out with Deklay. But
since he was nerely one man he would have to ganble on time, one of the
riskiest bets of all. Before dawn Nalik'ideyu returned, carrying with her a
bird -- or at least birds nust have been sonewhere in the creature's
ancestry, but the present representative of its kind had only vestigial
remmants of wings, its trailing feet and legs well devel oped and far nore
powerful . Travis skinned the corpse, automatically putting aside sonme spine
quills to feather future arrows. Then he ate slivers of dusky neat raw,
throwing the bones to Nalik'ideyu. Though he was still stiff and sore,
Travis was deternmined to be on his way. He tried mind contact with the
coyote, picturing the Apaches, notably Deklay, as sharply as he could by
mental image. And her assent was clear in return. She and her mate were
willing to lead himto the tribe. He gave a light sigh of relief. As he
sl ogged on through the depressing drizzle, the Apache wondered agai n why the
coyotes had left himbefore and waited in the tower valley. Wat |link was
there between the aninmals of Earth and the remains of the | ong-ago enpire of
the stars? For he was certain it was not by chance that Nalik'ideyu and
Naginlta had lingered in that msty place. He longed to conmunicate with
themdirectly, to ask questions and be answered. Wthout their aid, Travis
woul d never have been able to track the clan. The drizzle alternated with
slashing bursts of rain, torrential enough to drive the trackers to the
nearest cover. Overhead the sky was either dull bronze or night black. Even
the coyotes paced nose to ground, often making w de casts for the trai
while Travis waited. The rain lasted for three days and nights, filling
wat ercourses with rapidly rising streans. Travis could only hope that the
others were having the sane difficulty traveling that he was, perhaps the
nore so since they were burdened wth packs. The fact that they kept on
nmeant that they were determined to get as far fromthe northern nountains as
they could. On the fourth nmorning the bronze of the clouds slowy thinned
into the usual gold, and the sun struck across hills where mst curled Iike
steam froma hundred bubbling pots. Travis relaxed in the welcone warnth,
feeling his shirt dry on his shoulders. It was still a waterlogged terrain
ahead whi ch should continue to slowthe clan. He had hi gh expectations of
catching up with them soon, and now the worst of his bruises had faded. His
nmuscl es were |inber, and he had worked out his plan as best he could. Two
hours | ater he sat in ambush, waiting for the scout who was wal king into his
hands. Under the direction of the coyotes, Travis had circled the line of
march, cone in ahead of the clan. Now he needed an em ssary to state his
chal | enge, and the fact that the scout he was about to junp was Manulito,
one of Deklay's supporters, suited Travis' purpose perfectly. He gathered
his feet under himas the other cane opposite, and sprang. The rush carried
Manulito off his feet and face down on the sod while Travis made the best of
hi s advantage and pinned the wildly fighting nman under him Had it been one
of the ol der braves he might not have been so successful, but Manulito was
still a boy by Apache standards.

"Lie still!" Travis ordered. "Listen well -- so you can say to Deklay the
words of the Fox!"

The frenzied struggles ceased. Mnulito managed to wench his head to the
left so he could see his captor. Travis |oosened his grip, got to his feet.
Manulito sat up, his face darkly sullen, but he did not reach for his knife.

"You will say this to Deklay: The Fox says he is a man of little sense and
| ess courage, preferring to throw stones rather than neet knife to knife as
does a warrior. If he thinks as a warrior, let himprove it -- his strength

against my strength -- after the ways of the People!"

Sone of the sullenness left Manulito's expression. He was eager, excited.
"You woul d duel with Deklay after the old custonP"

"I would. Say this to Deklay, openly so that all nmen may hear. Then Dekl ay
must al so gi ve answer openly."



Manulito flushed at that inplication concerning his |eader's courage, and
Travis knew that he woul d deliver the chall enge openly. To keep his hold on
the clan the latter nmust accept it, and there would be an audi ence of his
people to witness the success or defeat of their new chief and his policies.
As Manulito di sappeared Travis sumoned the coyotes, putting full effort
into getting across one nessage. Any tribe I ed by Deklay would be hostile to
the mutant aninmals. They nust go into hiding, run free in the wilderness if
the ganble failed Travis. Now they withdrew into the bushes but not out of
reach of his mind. He did not have too long to wait. First cane Jil-Lee,
Buck, Nol an, Tsoay, Lupe -- those who had been with him on the northern
scout. Then the others, the warriors first, the women nmaking a half circle
behi nd, leaving a free space in which Deklay wal ked.

"I amthe Fox," Travis stated. "And this one has named nme w tch and nat dahe,
outl aw of the nmountains. Therefore do | cone to nane nanes in my turn. Hear
me, People: This Deklay -- he would wal k anong you as 'izesnhantan, a great
chief -- but he does not have the go' ndi, the holy power of a chief. For
this Deklay is a fool, with a head filled by nothing but his own w shes, not
caring for his clan brothers. He says he leads you into safety; | say he
| eads you into the worst danger any living man can imagi ne -- even in peyote
dreans! He is one twisted in his thoughts, and he would rmake you twi sted
also -- "

Buck cut in sharply, hushing the murmur of the massed cl an.

"These are bold words, Fox. WII| you back thenP"

Travis' hands were already peeling off his shirt. "I wll back them" he
stated between set teeth. He had known since his awakening after the stoning
that this next nove was the only one left for himto make. But now that the
testing of his action cane, he could not be certain of the outconme, of
anything save that the final decision of this battle mght affect nore than
the fate of two men. He stripped, noting that Deklay was doing the sane.
Havi ng stepped into the center of the glade, Nolan was using the point of
his knife to score a deep-ridged circle there. Naked except for his
noccasins, with only his knife in his hand, Travis took the two strides
which put himin the circle facing Deklay. He surveyed his opponent's finely
muscl ed body, realizing that his earlier estimate of Deklay's probable
advantages was close to the mark. 1In sheer strength the other outmatched
him Whet her Deklay was skillful with his knife was another question, one
which Travis would soon be able to answer. They circled, eyes intent upon
each move, striving to weigh and nmeasure each other's strengths and
weaknesses. Knife dueling anmong the Pinda-lick-o-yi, Travis remenbered, had
once been an art close to finished swordplay, wth tw evenly matched
fighters able to engage for a long tine wthout seriously marking each
other. But this was a far rougher and nore deadly game, wth none of the
ni ceties of such a neeting. He evaded a vicious thrust from Dekl ay.

"The bull charges," he laughed. "And the Fox snaps!" By sone incredible
stroke of good fortune, the point of his weapon actually grazed Deklay's
arm drawing a thin, red inch-long |line across the skin.

"Charge again, bull. Feel once nore the Fox's teeth!"
He strove to goad Deklay into a crippling | oss of temper, know ng how the
other could explode into violent rage. It was dangerous, that rage, but it

could al so make a man blindly careless. There was an inarticul ate sound from
Dekl ay, a dusky swelling in the man's face. He spat, as mght an enraged
puma, and rushed at Travis who did not quite nmanage to avoid the |unge,
falling back with a smarting slash across the ribs.

"The bull gores!" Deklay bellowed. "Horns toss the Fox!"

He rushed again, elated by the sight of the trickling wound on Travis' side.
But the slighter man slipped away. Travis knew he rmust be careful in such
evasi ons. One foot across the ridged circle and he was finished as nuch as
if Deklay's blade had found its mark. Travis tried a thrust of his own, and
his foot came down hard on a sharp pebble. Through the sole of his noccasin
pai n shot upward, caused himto stunble. Again the scarlet flame of a wound,



down his shoulder and forearmthis tinme. Well, there was one trick he knew.
Travis tossed the knife into the air, <caught it with his left hand. Dekl ay
was now facing a |l eft-handed fighter and nust adjust to that.

"Paw, bull, rattle your horns!" Travis cried. "The Fox still shows his
teeth!"”

Deklay recovered fromhis instant of surprise. Wth a cry which was indeed
like the bellow of an old range bull, he rushed in to grapple, sure of his

superior strength against a younger and al ready wounded man. Travis ducked,
one knee thunping the ground. He groped out with his right hand, caught up a
handful of earth, and flung it into the dusky brown face. Again it seened
that luck was on his side. That handful could not be as blinding as sand,
but sone bit of the shower |anded in Deklay's eye. For a space of seconds
Dekl ay was wi de open -- open for a blow which would rip himup the mddle,
the blow Travis could not and would not deliver. Instead, he took the
of f ensi ve reckl essly, springing straight for his opponent. As the
earth-grinmed fingers of one hand clawed into Deklay's face, he struck with
the other, not with the point of the knife but with its shaft. But Dekl ay,
already only half conscious from the blow, had his own chance. He fell to
the ground, leaving his knife behind, two inches of steel between Travis'
ribs. Sonmehow -- he didn't know from where he drew that strength -- Travis
kept his feet and took one step and then another, out of the circle unti
the conforting brace of a tree trunk was against his bare back. Was he
finished -- ? He fought to nurse his rags of consciousness. Had he summoned
Buck with his eyes? O had the urgency of what he had to say reached sonehow
frommnd to mind? The other was at his side, but Travis put out a hand to
ward him of f.

"Towers -- " He struggled to keep his wits through the pain and bill ow ng
weakness beginning to «creep through him "Russians mustn't get to the
towers! Worse than the bonb . . . end us all!"

He had a hazy glinpse of Nolan and Jil-Lee closing in about him The desire
to cough tore at him but they had to know, to believe

"Russians get to the towers -- everything finished. Not only here

maybe back home too . "

Did he read conprehension on Buck's face? Wuld Nolan and Jil-Lee and the
rest believe hin? Travis could not suppress the cough any |longer, and the
ri ppi ng pain which followed was the worst he had ever experienced. But stil
he kept his feet, tried to nmake t hem under st and.

"Don't let themget to the towers. Find that storehouse!™

Travis stood away from the tree, reached out to Buck his wearth- and
bl oodstai ned hand. "I swear . . . truth . . . this nust be done!"

He was going down, and he had a queer thought that once he reached the
ground everything would end, not only for him but also for his mssion
Trying to see the faces of the nmen about himwas like attenpting to identify
the people in a dream

"Towers!" He had neant to shout it, but he could not even hear for hinself
that |last word as he fell.

- Chapter 14
14
Travis' back was braced against bl anketed packs as he steadied a piece of
light-yell ow bark agai nst one bent knee scowing at the lines drawmn on it in
fai nt green.
"W are here then . . . and the ship there -- " Hs thunb was set on one
poi nt of the crude map, forefinger on the other. Buck nodded.
"That is so. Tsoay, Eskelta, Kawaykle, they watch the trails. There is the
pass, two other ways nen can come on foot. But who will watch the air?"
"The Tatars say the Russians dare not bring the 'copter into the nountains.
After they first landed they lost a flyer in a tricky air-current flow up
there. They have only one left and won't risk it. |If only they aren't
reinforced before we can nove!" There it was again, that constant gnaw ng



fear of time, time shortening into a rope to strangle themall

"You think that the knowl edge of our ship will bring theminto the open?"
"That -- or information about the towers would be the only things inportant
enough to pull out their experts. They could send a controlled Tatar party
to explore the ship, sure. But that wouldn't give themthe technical reports
they need. No, | think if they knew a wecked Western Alliance ship was
here, it would bring them-- or enough of themto |lessen the odds. W have
to catch them in the open. Oherwise, they can hole up forever in that
ship-fort of theirs."

"And just howdo we let them know our shipis here? Send out another
scouting party and let thembe trailed back?"

"That's our |ast resource."” Travis continued to frown at the nmap. Yes, it
woul d be possible to et the Russians sight and trail an Apache party. But
there was none in the clan who were expendable. Surely there was sone other
way of laying the trap with the wecked ship for bait. Capture one of the
Russi ans, let him escape again, having seen what they wanted himto see?
Again a time-wasting business. And how | ong woul d they have to wait and what
ri sks would they take to pick up a Russian prisoner?

"I'f the Tatars were dependabl e . " Buck was thinking aloud. But that "if"
was far too big. They could not trust the Tatars. No matter how much the
Mongol s wanted to aid in pulling down the Russians, as long as they could be
controlled by the caller they were useless. O were they?

"Thought of something?" Buck must have caught Travis' change of expression
"Suppose a Tatar saw our ship and then was picked up by a Russian hunting
patrol and they got the information out of hinP"

"Do you think any outlaw woul d volunteer to let hinself be picked up again?
And if he did, wouldn't the Russians also be able to | earn that he had been
set up for the trap?"

"An escaped prisoner?" Travis suggested. Now Buck was plainly considering
the possibilities of such a schene. And Travis' own spirits rose a little.

The idea was full of holes, but it could be worked out. Suppose they
capture, say, Menlik, bring himhere as a prisoner, let himthink they were
about to kill himbecause of that attack back in the foothills. Then let him

escape, pursue himnorthward to a point where he could be driven into the
hands of the Russians? Very chancy, but it just mght work. Travis was
favoring a ganble now, since his desperate one with the duel had paid off.

The risk he had accepted then had cost himtwo deep wounds, one of which
m ght have been serious if Jil-Lee's project-sponsored nmedical training had
not been to hand. But it had also made Travis one of the clan again, wth

his people willing to listen to his warning concerning the tower treasury.
"The girl -- the Tatar girl!"

At first Travis did not understand Buck's ejacul ation

"We get the girl,"” the other elaborated, "let her escape, then hunt her to

where they'll pick her up. Mght even inprison her in the ship to begin
with."

Kaydessa? Though sonething wthin him rebelled at that selection for the
leading role in their drama, Travis could see the advantage of Buck's
choi ce. Wnman-stealing was an anci ent pastinme anong primtive cultures. The
Tatars thensel ves had found wives that way in the past, just as the Apache
rai ders of old had taken captive wonen into their wickiups. Yes, for raiders
to steal a wonman would be a natural act, accepted as such by the Russians.
For the same worman to endeavor to escape and be hunted by her captors also
was reasonable. And for such a woman, cut off from her outlaw kin, to
eventual |y head back toward the Russian settlenent as the only hope of
evadi ng her enemes -- logical all the way!

"She woul d have to be well frightened," Travis observed with rel uctance.
"That can be done for us -- "

Travis glanced at Buck with sharp annoyance. He would not allow certain
ganes out of their comon past to be played with Kaydessa. But Buck had
somet hing very different fromold-tine brutality in mnd



"Three days ago, while you were still flat on your back, Deklay and | went
back to the ship -- "

" Dekl ay?"

"You beat himopenly, so he nust restore his honor in his own sight. And the
council has forbidden another duel or challenge,” Buck replied. "Therefore
he will continue to push for recognition in another way. And now that he has
heard your story and knows we nust face the Russians, not run fromthem he
is eager to take the war trail -- too eager. So we returned to the ship to
make anot her search for weapons -- "

"There were none there before except those we had
"Nor now either. But we discovered sonething else." Buck paused and Travis
was shaken out of his absorption with the problemat hand by a note in the
other's voice. It was as if Buck had cone upon sonething he could not summon
the right words to descri be.

"First," Buck continued, "there was this dead thing there, near where we
found Dr. Ruthven. It was sonething like a man . . . but all silvery hair --

"The ape-things! The ape-things fromthe other worlds! What else did you
see?" Travis had dropped the map. His side gave hima painful tw nge as he
caught at Buck's sleeve. The bald space rovers -- did they still exist here
somewhere? Had they conme to explore the ship built on the pattern of their
own but manned by humans?

"Not hi ng except tracks, a lot of them in every open cabin and hole. | think
t here nust have been a sizable pack of the things."

"What killed the dead one?"

Buck wet his lips. "I think -- fear " H's voice dropped a little,
al nost apol ogetically, and Travis stared.

"The ship is changed. |Inside, there is sonmething wong. Wen you wal k the
corridors your skin craws, you think there is sonething behind you. You
hear things, see things fromthe corners of your eyes. . . . \Wen you turn,
there's nothing, nothing at all! And the higher you clinb into the ship, the
worse it is. | tell you, Travis, never have | felt anything like it before!"
"It was a ship of many dead," Travis remnded him Had the age-old Apache
fear of the dead been activated by the Redax into an acute phobia -- to

stri ke down such a | evel - headed nman as Buck?

"No, at first that, too, was mnmy thought. Then | discovered that it was worst
not near that chanber where we |ay our dead, but higher, in the Redax cabin.
| think perhaps the machine is still running, but running in a wong way --
so that it does not awaken old nmenories of our ancestors now, but brings
into being all the fears which have ever haunted us through the dark of the

ages. | tell you, Travis, when | came out of that place Deklay was | eading
me by the hand as if | were a child. And he was shivering as a man who will
never be warm again. There is an evil there beyond our understandi ng.
think that this Tatar girl, were she only to stay there a very short tineg,
would be well frightened -- so frightened that any trained scientist
exam ning her later would know there was a mystery to be explored.”

"The ape-things -- could they have tried to run the Redax?" Travis wonder ed.

To associate nmachines with the creatures was outwardly pure folly. But they
had been di scovered on two of the planets of the old civilization, and Ashe
had thought that they nmight represent the degenerate remmants of a once
intelligent species.

"That is possible. If so, they raised a storm which drove themout and
killed one of them The ship is a haunted place now. "

"But for us to use the girl " Travis had seen the logic in Buck's first
suggestion, but now he differed. If the atnosphere of the ship was as
terrifying as Buck said, to inprison Kaydessa there, even tenporarily, was
still wong.

"She need not remain | ong. Suppose we should do this: W shall enter wth
her and then allow the disturbance we would feel to overcone us. W could
run, |eave her alone. When she left the ship, we could then take up the



chase, shepherding her back to the country she knows. Wthin the ship we
woul d be with her and could see she did not remain too |ong."

Travis could see a good prospect in that plan. There was one thing he would
insist on -- if Kaydessa was to be in that ship, he hinmself would be one of
the "captors." He said as nmuch, and Buck accepted his determination as
final. They dispatched a scouting party to infiltrate the territory to the
north, to watch and wait their chance of capture. Travis strove to regain
his feet, to be ready to nove when the nonent cane. Five days |ater he was
able to reach the ridge beyond which lay the wecked ship. Wth him were
Jil-Lee, Lupe, and Manulito. They satisfied thenselves that the gl obe had
had no visitors since Buck and Dekl ay; there was no sign that the ape-things
had r et ur ned.

"From here," Travis said, "the ship doesn't look too bad, alnost as if it
m ght be able to take off again."

"It mght [ift," Jil-Lee gestured to the nountaintop behind the curve of the
gl obe -- "about that far. The tubes on this side are intact."

"What woul d happen were the Russians to get inside and try to fly again?"
Manul ito wondered aloud. Travis was struck by a sudden idea, one perhaps
just as wild as the other inspirations he had had since | anding on Topaz,

but one to be studied and explored -- not dismissed without consideration
Suppose enough power remained to lift the ship partially and then blow it
up? Wth the Russian technicians on board at the time . . . But he was no

engi neer, he had no idea whether any part of the globe nmight or mght not
wor k agai n.

"They are not fools; a close look would tell them it is a weck," Jil-Lee
countered. Travis walked on. Not too far ahead a yell ow brown shape noved
out of the brush, stood stiff-legged in his path, facing the ship and
growing in a harsh runble of sound. Whatever noved or operated in that
wreck was picked up by the acute sense of the coyote, even at this distance.
"On!" Travis edged around the snarling aninmal. Wth one halting step and
then another, it followed him There was a sharp warning yelp fromthe
brush, and a second coyote head appeared. Naginlta followed Travis, but
Nal i k' i deyu refused to approach the grounded gl obe. Travis surveyed the ship
closely, trying to remenber the layout of its interior. To turn the whole
sphere into a trap -- was it possible? How had Ashe said the Redax worked?
Sonet hi ng about hi gh-frequency waves stinulating certain brain and nerve
centers. What if one were shielded fromthose rays? That tear in the side --
he hinself must have clinbed through that the night they crashed. And the
break was not too far fromthe space lock. Near the lock was a storage
conpartnent. And if it had not been janmed, or its contents crushed, they
m ght have sonet hing. He beckoned to Jil-Lee.

"Gve me a hand -- up there.”

"\Why 2"

"I want to see if the space suits are intact."

Jil-Lee regarded Travis with open bew | dernment, but Manulito pushed forward.
"We do not need those suits to walk here, Travis. This air we can breathe --

" Travis advanced at a deliberate

"Not for the air, and not in the open.'
pace. "Those suits may be insulated in nmore ways than one --
"Agai nst a m xed-up Redax broadcast, you nmean!" Jil-Lee exclainmed. "Yes, but
you stay here, younger brother. This is a risky clinb, and you are not yet
strong."

Travis was forced to accede to that, waiting as Manulito and Lupe clinbed up
to the tear and entered. At least Buck and Deklay's experience had
forewarned them and they woul d be prepared for the weird ghosts haunting the
interior. But when they returned, pulling between themthe |linp space suit,
both nen were pale, the shiny sheen of sweat on their foreheads, their hands
shaki ng. Lupe sat down on the ground before Travis.

"BEvil spirits,"” he said, giving to this nodern phenomenon the old nane.
"Truly ghosts and witches walk in there."



Manulito had spread the suit on the ground and was examining it with a care
whi ch spoke of famliarity.

"This is unharned," he reported. "Ready to wear."

The suits were all tailored for size, Travis knew And this fitted a
sl ender, nmediumsized man. It would fit him Travis Fox. But Manulito was
al ready unbuckling the fastenings with practiced ease.

"I shall try it out," he announced. And Travis, seeing the awkward clinb to
the entrance of the ship, had to agree that the first test should be carried
out by soneone nore agile at the noment. Sealed into the suit, with the
bubbl e hel net | ocked in place, the Apache clinbed back into the globe. The
only formof comunication with himwas the rope he had tied about him and
if he went above the first level, he would have to | eave that behind. In the
first few nonments they saw no twitch of alarmrunning along the rope. After
counting fifty slowy, Travis gave it a tentative jerk, to find it firmy
fastened wthin. So Manulito had tied it there and was clinbing to the
control cabin. They continued to wait with what patience they could nuster
Nagi nlta, pacing up and down a good distance from the ship, whined at
i nterval s, the warning echoed each tinme by his mate upsl ope.

"I don't like it -- " Travis broke off when the helnmeted figured appeared
again at the break. Mving slowy in his cunbersome clothing, Manulito
reached the ground, funbled with the <catch of his head covering and then
stood, taking deep, lung-filling gulps of air.

"Wl ?" Travis demanded.

"I see no ghosts,” Manulito said, grinning. "This is ghost-proof!" He
sl apped his gl oved hand agai nst the covering over his chest. "There is also
this -- fromwhat | know of these ships -- sone of the relays still work. |
think this could be nade into a trap. W could entice the Russians in and
then . . ." Hs hand nmoved in a quick upward flip.

"But we don't know anything about the engines," Travis replied.

"No? Listen -- you, Fox, are not the only one to remenber useful know edge."
Manulito had lost his cheerful grin. "Do you think we are just the savages
those big brains back at the project w shed us to be? They have played a
trick on us with their Redax. So, we can play a fewtricks, too. M -- ?
went to MI.T., or is that one of the things you no | onger renenber, Fox?"
Travis swallowed hastily. He really had forgotten that fact until this very
m nute. Fromthe beginning, the Apache team had been carefully selected and
screened, not only for survival potential, which was their basic value to
the project, but also for certain individual skills. Just as Travis'
groundi ng i n archaeol ogy had been one advantage, so had Manulito's technica
training nade a valuable, though different, contribution. |If at first the
Redax, wused w thout warning, had snothered that training, perhaps the
ef fects were now fadi ng.

"You can do sonething, then?" he asked eagerly.

"I can try. There is a chance to booby trap the control cabin at least. And
that is where they would poke and pry. Working in this suit will be tough
How about ny trying to smash up the Redax first?"

"Not until after we use it on our captive," Jil-Lee decided. "Then there
woul d be sone tinme before the Russians cone -- "

"You talk as if they will cone,"” cut in Lupe. "How can you be sure?"

"W can't," Travis agreed. "But we can count on this much, judging fromthe
past. Once they know that there is a wecked ship here, they will be forced

to explore it. They cannot afford an enemny settlement on this side of the
nmount ai ns. That would be, according to their way of thinking, an eternal
threat."

Jil-Lee nodded. "That is true. This is a conplicated plan, yes, and one in
whi ch many things nmay go wong. But it is also one which covers all the
| oophol es we know of ."

Wth Lupe's aid Manulito crawl ed out of the suit. As he leaned it carefully
agai nst a supporting rock he said:

"I have been thinking of this treasure house in the towers. Suppose we could



find new weapons there.
Travis hesitated. He still shrank from the thought of opening the secret
pl aces behind those glowing walls, to | oose a new peril

"I'f we took weapons fromthere and |lost the fight He advanced his
first objection and was glad to see the expression of conprehension on
Jil-Lee's face.

"It would be putting the weapons straight into Russian hands," the other
agr eed.

"W may have to chance it before we're through,” Manulito warned. "Suppose
we do get some of their technicians into this trap. W rmay need a bigger
nut cracker than we've ever seen.”

Wth a return of that queasy feeling he had known in the tower, Travis knew
Manul it o was speaki ng sense. They m ght have to open Pandora's box before
the end of this canpaign.

- Chapter 15
15
They canped another two days near the wecked ship while Manulito prow ed
the haunted corridors and cabins in his space suit, planning his booby trap
At night he drew di agrans on pieces of bark and di scussed the possibility of
this or that device, sonmetines lapsing into technicalities his conpanions
could not follow But Travis was well satisfied that Manulito knew what he
was doing. On the nmorning of the third day Nolan slipped into their mdst.
He was dust-grined, his face gaunt, the signs of hard travel plain to read.
Travi s handed hi mthe nearest canteen, and they watched himdrink sparingly
in small sips before he spoke.
"They come . . . with the girl --
"You had troubl e?" asked Jil-Lee.
"The Tatars had noved their camp, which was only wi se, since the Russians
must have had a line on the other one. And they are now farther to the west.
But -- " he wiped his lips with the back of his hand -- "also we saw your
towers, Fox. And that is a place of power!"
"No signs that the Russians are prowing there?"
Nol an shook his head. "To ny mind the mists there conceal the towers from
aerial view Only one coming on foot could tell themfromthe natural crags
of the hills."
Travis relaxed. Time still granted thema margin of grace. He glanced up to
see Nolan smiling faintly.
"This maiden, she is a kin to the puma of the nmountains,” he announced. " She
has marked Tsoay with her claws until he | ooks like the ear-clipped yearling
fresh fromthe branding chute -- "
"She is not hurt?" Travis demanded. This tinme Nolan chuckl ed openly. "Hurt?
No, we had nuch to do to keep her from hurting us, younger brother. That one
is truly as she clains, a daughter of wolves. And she is also keen-witted,
marking a return trail all the way, though she does not know that is as we
wish. Did we not pick the easiest way back for just that reason? Yes, she
pl ans to escape."
Travis stood up. "Let us finish this quickly!"™ H's voice came out on a rough
note. This plan had never had his full approval. Now he found it |less and
|l ess easy to think about taking Kaydessa into the ship, allowing the
enotional torment lurking there to work upon her. Yet he knew that the girl
woul d not be hurt, and he had made sure he would be beside her within the
gl obe, sharing with her the horror of the unseen. Arattling of gravel down
the narrow vall ey opening gave warning to those by the canpfire. Mnulito
had already stowed the space suit in hiding. To Kaydessa they nust have
seened reverted entirely to savagery. Tsoay cane first, an angry raking of
four parallel scratches down his |eft cheek. And behind himBuck and Eskelta
shoved the prisoner, urging her on with a show of roughness which did not
descend to actual brutality. Her |ong braids had shaken | oose, and a sl eeve
was torn, |eaving one slender armbare. But none of the fighting spirit had



left her. They thrust her out into the circle of waiting men and she pl anted

her feet firmy apart, glaring at themall indiscrimnately wuntil she
sighted Travis. Then her anger becane hotter and nore deadly.
"Pig! Rooter in the dirt! Diseased canel -- " she shouted at himin English

and then reverted to her own tongue, her voice riding up and down the scale.
Her hands were tied behind her back, but there were no bonds on her tongue.
"This is one who can speak thunders, and shoot |ightnings fromher nouth,"
Buck commented in Apache. "Put her well away fromthe wood, |est she set it
afl ane. "

Tsoay held his hands over his ears. "She can deafen a nman when she cannot
set her mark on him otherw se. Let us speedily get rid of her."

For all their jeering coments, their eyes held respect. Oten in the past a
defiant captive who stood up boldly to his captors had received nore
consi deration than usual from Apache warriors; courage was a quality they
prized. A Pinda-lick-o-yi such as Tom Jeffords, who rode into Cochise's canp
and sat in the mdst of his sworn enemes for a parley, won the friendship
of the very chief he had been fighting. Kaydessa had nore influence with her
captors than she could dream of holding. Now it was time for Travis to play
his part. He caught the girl's shoulders and pushed her before himtoward
the wreck. Some of the spirit seened to have left her thin, tense body, and
she went w thout any nore fight. Only when they cane into full view of the
ship did she falter. Travis heard her breathe a gasp of surprise. As they
had pl anned, four of the Apaches -- Jil-Lee, Tsoay, Nolan and Buck -- fanned
out toward the heights about the ship. Manulito had al ready gone to cover,
to don the space suit and prepare for any accident. Resolutely Travis
continued to propel Kaydessa ahead. At the nonent he did not know which was
worse, to enter the ship expecting the fear to strike, or to neet it
unprepared. He was ready to refuse to enter, not to allowthe girl, sullenly
pl oddi ng on under his conpul sion, to face that unseen but potent danger

Only the nmenory of the towers and the threat of the Russians finding and
exploiting the treasure there kept himgoing. Eskelta went first, clinbing
to the tear. Travis cut the ropes binding Kaydessa's wists and gave her a
slight slap between the shoul ders.

"dinb, woman!" Hi s anxiety made that a harsh order and she clinbed. Eskelta
was inside now, heading for the cabin which m ght reasonably be selected as
a prison. They planned to get the girl as far as that point and then stage
their act of being overcome by fear, allow ng her to escape. Stage an act?
Travis was not two feet along that corridor before he knew that there would
be little acting needed on his part. The thing which pervaded the ship did
not attack sharply, rather it seeped into his nmnd and body as if he drew in
poison wth every breath, sent it racing along his veins with every beat of
a laboring heart. Yet he could not put any name to his feelings, except an
awful , weakeni ng fear which weighted himheavier with every step he took
Kaydessa screaned. Not this time in rage, but with such fervor that Travis
lost his hold, staggered back to the wall. She whirled about, her face
contorted, and sprang at him It was indeed like trying to fight a wldcat
and after the first second or two he was hard put to protect his eyes, his
face, his side, wthout injuring her in return. She scranbled over him
running for the break in the wall, and disappeared. Travis gasped, and
started to crawl for the break. Eskelta | oomed over him pulled himup in
haste. They reached the opening but did not clinb through. Travis was
uncertain as to whether he could rmake that descent yet, and Eskelta was
obeying orders in not venturing out too soon. Below, the ground was bare.
There was no sign of the Apaches, though they were in hiding there -- and
none of Kaydessa. Travis was amazed that she had vani shed so quickly. Stil
uneasy fromthe emanation within, they perched wthin the shadow of the
break until Travis thought that the fugitive had a good five-mnute start.
Then he nodded a signal to Eskelta. By the time they reached ground | evel
Travis felt a warm wetness spreadi ng under his shielding palmand he knew
the wound had opened. He spoke a word or two in hot protest against that



m shap, knowing it would keep him fromthe trail. Kaydessa nmust be covered

all the way back across the pass, not only to be shepherded away from her
people and toward the plains where she could be picked up by a Russian
patrol, but also to keep her from danger. And he had pl anned fromthe first
to be one of those shepherds. Now he was about as much use as a trail-Ilane
pony. However, he could send deputies. He thought out his call, and
Nal i k' i deyu' s head appeared in a frame of bush

"Go, both of you and run with her! Guard -- !" He said the words in a

whi sper, thought themwith a fierce intensity as he centered his gaze on the
yel low eyes in the pointed coyote face. There was a feeling of assent, and
then the animal was gone. Travis sighed. The Apache scouts were subtle and
alert, but the coyotes could far outdo any man. Wth Nalik'ideyu and
Naginlta flanking her flight, Kaydessa would be well guarded. She would
probably never see her guards or know that they were running protection for
her .

"That was a good nove," Jil-Lee said, conming out of conceal nent. "But what
have you done to yourself?" He stepped closer, pulling Travis' hand away
from his side. By the tine Lupe cane to report, Travis was again wound in a
st rappi ng bandage pulled tightly about his lower ribs, and reconciled to the
fact that any trailing he would do nmust be well to the rear of the first
party.

"The towers," he said to Jil-Lee. "If our plan works, we can catch part of
the Russians here. But we still have their ship to take, and for that we
need help which we may find at the towers. O at |east we can be on guard
there if they return with Kaydessa on that path."

Lupe dropped down lightly from an upper |edge. He was grinning.

"That woman i s one who thinks. She runs fromthe ship first as a rabbit with
a wolf at her heels. Then she begins to think. She clinmbs -- " He lifted one
finger to the slope behind them "She goes behind a rock to watch under
cover. Wen Fox conmes fromthe ship with Eskelta, again she clinbs. Buck
lets hinself be seen, so she noves east, as we wish -- "

"And now?" questioned Travis.

"She is keeping to the high ways; alnost she thinks |like one of the People

on the war trail. Nolan believes she will hole wup for the night somewhere
above. He will make sure.”

Travis licked his lips. "She has no food or water."

Jil-Lee's lips shaped a snmile. "They will see that she cones upon both as if

by chance. We have planned all of this, as you know, younger brother."

That was true. Travis knew that Kaydessa would be guided wthout her
know edge by the "accidental" appearance now and then of some pursuer --
just enough to push her al ong.

"Then, too, she is now arned," Jil-Lee added.

"How?" demanded Travis.

"Look to your own belt, younger brother. Were is your knife?"

Startled, Travis glanced down. H's sheath was enpty, and he had not needed
that blade since he had drawn it to cut neat at the norning neal. Lupe
| aughed.

"She had steel in her hand when she cane out of that ghost ship."

"Took it fromme while we struggled!" Travis was openly surprised. He had
considered the frenzy displayed by the Tatar girl as an outburst of al nost
m ndl ess terror. Yet Kaydessa had had wit enough to take his knife! Could
this be another case where one race was |less affected by a mnd machi ne than
the other? Just as the Apaches had not been governed by the Russian caller
so the Tatars might not be as sensitive to the Redax.

"She is a strong one, that woman -- one worth many ponies.'
to the old neasure of a wife's val ue.

"That is true!" Travis agreed enphatically and then was annoyed at the
broadening of Jil-Lee's smile. Abruptly he changed the subject.

"Manulito is setting the booby trap in the ship.”

"That is well. He and Eskelta will remain here, and you with them"

Eskelta reverted



"Not so! W nust go to the towers -- Travi s protested

"I thought," Jil-Lee cut in, "that you believed the weapons of the old ones
t oo dangerous for us to use."

"Maybe they will be forced into our hands. But we nust be sure the towers
are not entered by the Russians on their way here."

"That is reasonable. But for you, younger brother, no trailing today,
per haps not tomorrow. |If that wound opens again, you night have nmuch bad
trouble."

Travis was forced to accept that, in spite of his worry and inpatience. And
t he next day when he did nove on he had only the report that Kaydessa had
sheltered beside a pool for the night and was doggedly movi ng back across
the nmountains. Three days later Travis, Jil-Lee, and Buck canme into the
tower valley. Kaydessa was in the northern foothills, twi ce turned back from
the west and the freedom of the outlaws by the Apache scouts. And only half
an hour before, Tsoay had reported by mirror what should have been wel cone
news: the Russian helicopter was cruising as it had on the day they watched
the hunters enter the wuplands. There was an excellent chance of the
fugitive's being sighted and picked up soon. Tsoay had al so spotted a party
of three Tatars watching the helicopter. But after one w de sweep of the
flyer they had taken to their ponies and ridden away at the fastest pace
their mounts could manage in this rough territory. On a stretch of snooth
earth Buck scratched a trail, and they studied it. The Russians would have
to followthis route to seek the wecked ship -- a route covered by Apache
sentinels. And follow ng the chain of conmmunication the result of the trap
would be reported to the party at the towers. The waiting was the nost
difficult; too many inmponderables did not allow for unenotional thinking.
Travis was down to the last shred of patience when word cane on the second
nmorni ng at the hidden valley that Kaydessa had been picked up by a Russian
patrol -- drawn out to nmeet them by the caller

"Now -- the tower weapons!" Buck answered the report wth an inperative
order to Travis. And the other knew he could no |onger postpone the
inevitable. And only by action could he blot out the haunting mental picture
of Kaydessa once nore drawn into the bondage she so hated. Flanked by
Jil-Lee and Buck, he clinbed back through the tower w ndow and faced the
glowing pillar. He crossed the room put out both hands to the sleek pole,
uncertain if the weird transport would work again. He heard the sharp gasp
fromthe others as his body was sucked against the pillar and carried
downward through the well. Buck followed him and Jil-lee cane last. Then
Travis led the way al ong the underground corridor to the roomwith the table
and the reader. He sat down on the bench, funbled with the pile of tape
di sks, knowing that the other tw were watching him wth alnbost hostile
i ntentness. He snapped a disk into the reader, hoping he could correctly
interpret the directions it gave. He | ooked up at the wall before him Three

. four steps, the correct nove -- and then an unl ocking

"You know?" Buck deranded.

"I can guess -- "

"Well1?" Jil-Lee noved to the table. "Wat do we do?"

"This -- " Travis cane frombehind the table, walked to the wall. He put out

both hands, flattened his palnms against the green-blue-purple surface and
slid themslowy along. Under his touch, the material of the wall was coo
and hard, unlike the live feel the pillar had. Cool until -- One palm held
at arms length had found the right spot. He slid the other hand along in
the opposite direction wuntil his arns were level with his shoulders. Hs
fingers were able nowto press on those points of warmh. Travis tensed and
pushed hard with all ten fingers

- Chapter 16
16
At first, as one second and then two passed and there was no response to the
pressure, Travis thought he had mstaken the reading of the tape. Then



directly before his eyes, a dark line cut vertically dowmn the wall. He
applied nore pressure until his fingers were half nunb with effort. The line
wi dened slowy. Finally he faced a slit sone eight feet in height, a little
nmore than two in width, and there the opening remained. Light beyond, a
cold, gray gleam-- like that of a cloudy winter day on Earth -- and with it
the chill of air out of sone arctic wasteland. Favoring his still bandaged
side, Travis scraped through the door ahead of the others, and cane into the
pl ace of gray cold.

"Wauggh!" Travis heard that exclamation fromJil-Lee, could have echoed it
hi nsel f except that he was too astounded by what he had seen to say anything
at all. The light came froma grid of bars set far above their heads into

the native rock which roofed this storehouse, for storehouse it was. There
were orderly lines of boxes, sone |arge enough to contain a tank, others no
bigger then a man's fist. Synbols in the sane blue-green-purple lights of
the outer wall shone fromtheir sides.

"What -- ?" Buck began one question and then changed it to another: "\Were
do we begin to | ook?"

"Toward the far end." Travis started down the center aisle between rows of
the massed spoils of another tine and world -- or worlds. The same tape
whi ch had given himthe clue to the unlocking of the door, enphasized the
i nportance of sonmething stored at the far end, an object or objects which
must be used first. He had wondered about that tape. A sensation of urgency,
al nrost of despair, had conme through the gabble of alien words, the quick
sequence of diagrams and pictures. The message m ght have been taped under a
threat of sonme great peril. There was no dust on the rows of boxes or on the
floor underfoot. A current of cold, fresh air blew at intervals down the
length of the huge chanber. They could not see the next aisle across the
barriers of stored goods, but the only noise was a whisper and the faint
sounds of their owmn feet. They came out into an open space backed by the
wal |, and Travis saw what had been so inportant.

"No!" His protest was involuntary, but his denial |oud enough to echo. Six
-- six of them-- tall, narrow cases set upright against the wall; and from
their depths, five pairs of dark eyes staring back at him in cold
nmeasurenent. These were the nen of the ships -- the men Menlik had dreaned
of -- their bald white heads, their thin bodies with the skin-tight covering
of the fam liar blue-green-purple. Five of themwere here, alive -- watching
. waiting . . . Five men -- and six boxes. That small fact broke the
spell in which those eyes held Travis. He |ooked again at the sixth box to
his right. Expecting to neet another pair of eyes this tine, he was
di sconcerted to face only enptiness. Then, as his gaze travel ed downward, he
saw what lay on the floor there -- a skull, a tangle of bones, tattered
material cobwebbed into dusty rags by tine. Watever had preserved five of
the star nen intact, had failed the sixth of their conpany.

"They are alivel" Jil-Lee whispered.

"I do not think so," Buck answered. Travis took another step, reached out to
touch the transparent front of the nearest coffin case. There was no change
in the eyes of the alien who stood within, no indication that if the Apaches
could see him he would be able to return their interest. The five stares
whi ch had benused the visitors at first, did not break to follow their
nmoverments. But Travis knew \Wether it was some nessage on the tape which
the sight of the sleepers made clear, or whether some residue of the driving
purpose which had set themthere now reached his mnd, was i material. He
knew t he purpose of this roomand its contents, why it had been nade and the
reason its six guardians had been left as prisoners -- and what they wanted
from anyone coming after them

"They sleep,"” he said softly.

" Sl eep?" Buck caught hi mup

"They sleep in something like deep freeze."

"Do you mean they can be brought to life again!" Jil-Lee cried.

"Maybe not now -- it must be too long -- but they were meant to wait out a



peri od and be restored.
"How do you know t hat?" Buck asked

"I don't know for certain, but |I think | understand a little. Something
happened a long time ago. Maybe it was a war, a war between whole star
systens, bigger and worse than anything we can inmagine. | think this planet

was an out post, and when the supply ships didn't come any nore, when they
knew they might be cut off for sone length of time, they closed down.
St acked their supplies and machines here and then went to sleep to wait for
their rescuers. "

"For rescuers who never cane," Jil-Lee said softly. "And there is a chance
they could be revived even now?"

Travis shivered. "Not one | would want to take."

"No," Buck's tone was sonmber, "that | agree to, younger brother. These are
not men as we know them and | do not think they would be good dal aanbi yat'
-- allies. They had go'ndi in plenty, these star nen, but it is not the
power of the People. No one but a madman or a fool would try to disturb this
sleep of theirs.”

"The truth you speak," Jil-Lee agreed. "But where in this,” he turned his
shoul der to the sleeping star nen and |ooked back at the filled chanmber --
"do we find anything which will serve us here and now?"

Again Travis had only the scrappiest information to draw upon. "Spread out,"
he told them "Look for the marking of a circle surrounding four dots set in
a di anond pattern.”

They went, but Travis lingered for a nonent to | ook once nore into the bl eak
and bitter eyes of the star men. How nmany pl anet years ago had they seal ed
t hensel ves into those boxes? A thousand, ten thousand? Their enpire was | ong
gone, yet here was an outpost still waiting to be revived to carry on its
mysterious duties. It was as if in Saxon-invaded Britain |ong ago a Roman
garrison had been frozen to await the return of the |egions. Buck was right;
there was no comon ground today between humans and these unknowns. They
must continue to sleep undisturbed. Yet when Travis also turned away and
went back down the aisle, he was still aware of a persistent pull on him to
return. It was as though those eyes had set |ocking cords to will him back
to release the sleepers. He was glad to turn a corner, to knowthat they
could no |l onger watch him plunder their treasury.

"Here!" That was Buck's voice, but it echoed so oddly across the big chanber
that Travis had difficulty in deciding what part of the warehouse it was
coming from And Buck had to call several tines before Travis and Jil-Lee
joined him There was the circle-dot-di anond synmbol shining on the side of a
case. They worked it out of the pile, setting it in the open. Travis knelt
to run his hands along the top. The container was an unknown alloy, tough
unmarked by the years -- perhaps indestructible. Again his fingers |ocated
what his eyes could not detect -- the inpressions on the edge, oddly shaped
impressions into which his finger tips did not fit too confortably. He
pressed, bearing down with the full strength of his arms and shoul ders, and
then lifted up the Iid. The Apaches | ooked into a set of conpartnents, each
hol di ng an object with a barrel, a hand grip, a general resenblance to the
sidearns of their own world and time, but sufficiently different to point up
the essential strangeness. Wth infinite care Travis worked one out of the
vi se-support which held it. The weapon was |light in weight, Iighter than any
automatic he had ever held. Its barrel was |long, a good eighteen inches --
the grip alien in shape so that it didn't fit confortably into his hand, the
trigger nonexistent, but in its place a button on the lower part of the
barrel which could be covered by an outstretched finger

"What does it do?" asked Buck practically.

"I'"'m not sure. But it is inportant enough to have a special mention on the
tape." Travis passed the weapon along to Buck and worked another |oose from
its hol der.

"No way of loading | can see,'’
cauti on.

Buck said, exam ning the weapon with care and



"I don't think it fires a solid projectile,” Travis replied. "W'll have to
test themoutside to find out just what we do have."

The Apaches took only three of the weapons, closing the box before they
left. And as they wiggled back through the crack door, Travis was visited
again by that odd flash of conpelling, alnost possessive power he had
experi enced when they had lain in anbush for the Russian hunting party. He
took a step or two forward until he was able to catch the edge of the
readi ng tabl e and steady hinself against it.

"What is the matter?" Both Buck and Jil-Lee were watching him apparently
neither had felt that sensation. Travis did not reply for a second. He was
free of it now But he was sure of its source; it had not been any backlash
of the Russian caller! It was rooted here -- a conpulsion triggered to make
the original intentions of the outpost obeyed, a last drag from the
sl eepers. This place had been set up wth a single purpose: to protect and
preserve the ancient rulers of Topaz. And perhaps the very presence here of
the intruding humans had rel eased a force, started an unseen installation
Now Travis answered sinply: "They want out. . . ."

Jil-Lee glanced back at the slit door, but Buck still watched Travis.

"They cal | ?" he asked.

"In a way," Travis adnmtted. But the conmpul sion had already ebbed; he was
free. "It is gone now. "

"This is not a good place," Buck observed sonmberly. "W touch that which
shoul d not be held by nmen of our earth." He held out the weapon

"Did not the People take up the rifles of the Pinda-lick-o-yi for their
defense when it was necessary?" Jil-Lee denanded. "W do what we rnust. After

seeing that," his chin indicated the slit and what lay behind it -- "do you
wi sh the Russians to forage here?"

"Still," Buck's words cane slowy, "this is a choice between two evils,
rat her than between an evil and a good -- "

"Then |l et us see how powerful this evil is!" Jil-Lee headed for the corridor

leading to the pillar. * * *

It was | ate afternoon when they made their way through the swirling msts of
the valley under the archway giving on the former site of the outlaw Tatar
canp. Travis sighted the long barrel of the weapon at a small bush backed by
a boulder, and he pressed the firing button. There was no way of know ng
whet her the weapon was | oaded except to try it. The result of his action was

quick -- quick and terrifying. There was no sound, no sign of any projectile
| aser beam. . . or whatever m ght have issued in answer to his finger

nmoverent. But the bush -- the bush was no nore! A black snear made a ragged

outline of the extinguished branches and | eaves on the rock which had stood

behi nd. The earth m ght still enclose roots under a thin coating of ash, but

t he bush was gone!

"The breath of Naye' nezyani -- powerful beyond belief!"™ Buck broke the

horrified silence first. "In truth evil is here!"

Jil-Lee raised his gun -- if gunit could be called -- aimed at the rock

with the bush silhouette plain to see and fired. This tinme they were able to
witness disintegration in progress, the crunble of the stone as if its
substance was no nore than sand |apped by river water. A pile of blackened
rubbl e remai ned -- nothing nore.

"To wuse this on a living thing?" Buck protested, horror basing the doubt in
hi s voi ce.

"We do not use it against living things,'

Travis prom sed, "but against the

ship of the Russians -- to cut that to pieces. This will open the shell of
the turtle and let us at its neat."
Jil-Lee nodded. "Those are true words. But now | agree with your fears of

this place, Travis. This is a devil thing and nmust not be allowed to fal
into the hands of those who -- "

"WIl use it nmore freely than we plan to?" Buck wanted to know. "W reserve
to ourselves that right because we hold our notives higher? To think that
way is also a crooked trail. W wll use this means because we nust, but



afterward .
Afterward that warehouse rmust be closed, the tapes giving the entrance clue
destroyed. One part of Travis fought that decision, right though he knew it
to be. The towers were the nenace he had believed. And what was nore
di scouraging than the risk they nowran, was the belief that the treasure
was a poi son which could not be destroyed but which m ght spread from Topaz
to Earth. Suppose the Western Alliance had discovered that storehouse and
explored its riches, would they have been any | ess eager to exploit thenP? As
Buck had pointed out, one's own ideals could well supply reasons for
violence. In the past Earth had been racked by wars of religion, one
fanatically held opinion opposed to another. There was no righteousness in
such struggles, only fatal ends. The Russians had no right to this new
know edge -- but neither did they. It must be | ocked against the meddling of
fool s and zeal ots.

"Taboo -- " Buck spoke that word with an enphasis they could appreciate

Knowl edge rmust be set behind the invisible barriers of taboo, and that could
wor k.

"These three -- no nore -- we found no other weapons!" Jil-Lee added a
war ni ng suggesti on.

"No others," Buck agreed and Travis echoed, adding:

"W found tonbs of the space people, and these were left with them Because
of our great need we borrowed them but they nust be returned to the dead or
trouble will follow. And they may only be used against the fortress of the
Russi ans by us, who first found them and have taken unto ourselves the wath
of disturbed spirits.”

"Well thought! That is an answer to give the People. The towers are the
tombs of dead ones. Wien we return these they shall be taboo. W are
agreed?" Buck asked.

"W are agreed!"

Buck tried his weapon on a sapling, saw it vanish into nothingness. None of
t he Apaches wanted to carry the strange guns agai nst their bodi es; the power
made them obj ects of fear, rather than arns to delight a warrior. And when
they returned to their tenmporary canp, they laid all three on a bl anket and
covered them up. But they could not cover wup the nmenories of what had
happened to bush, rock, and tree.

"If such are their small weapons,"” Buck observed that evening, "then what
kind of things did they have to balance our heavy armanment? Perhaps they
were able to burn up worlds!"

"That nmay be what happened el sewhere,” Travis replied. "W do not know what
put an end to their enpire. The capital -planet we found on the first voyage
had not been destroyed, but it had been evacuated in haste. One buil ding had
not even been stripped of its furnishings.” He remenbered the battle he had
fought there, he and Ross Murdock and the wi nged native, standing up to an
attack of the ape-things while the winged warrior had used his physica

advantage to fly above and bonb the enenmies with boxes snatched fromthe

piles. .
"And here they went to sleep in order to wait out some danger -- time or
di saster -- they did not believe would be permanent," Buck nused. Travis

t hought he would flee fromthe eyes of the sleepers throughout his dreans
that night, but on the contrary he slept heavily, finding it hard to rouse
when Jil -Lee awakened himfor his watch. But he was alert when he saw a
four-footed shape flit out of the shadows, drink water fromthe stream and
shake itself vigorously in a spray of drops.

"Naginltal" he greeted the coyote. Trouble? He could have shouted that
gquestion, but he put a tight rein on his inpatience and strove to
conmuni cate in the only nethod possible. No, what the coyote had come to
report was not trouble but the fact that the one he had been set to guard
was headed back into the nountains, though others came with her -- four
others. Nalik'ideyu still watched their canp. Her mate had come for further
orders. Travis squatted before the animal, cupped the coyote's jow s between



hi s pal ms. Naginlta suffered his touch with only a snall whine of
uneasiness. Wth all his power of nental suggestion, Travis strove to reach
the keen brain served by the yellow eyes looking into his. The others with
Kaydessa were to be led on, taken to the ship. But Kaydessa must not suffer

harm \When they reached a spot near-by -- Travis thought of a certain rock
beyond the pass -- then one of the coyotes was to go ahead to the ship. Let
the Apaches there know. . . Mnulito and Eskelta should al so be warned by
the sentry along the peaks, but additional alerting would not go aniss.
Those four with Kaydessa -- they nust reach the trap

"What was that?" Buck rolled out of his blanket.

"Naginlta -- " The coyote sped back into the dark again. "The Russians have

taken the bait, a party of at I|east four with Kaydessa are noving into the
foothills, heading south."

But the eneny party was not the only one on the nmove. In the Iight of day a
sentry's mirror froma point in the peaks sent another warning down to their
canp. Qut in their nmountain meadows the Tatar outlaws were on horseback

nmovi ng toward the entrance of the tower valley. Buck knelt by the bl anket
covering the alien weapons.

"Now what ?"

"We'll have to stop them"™ Travis replied, but he had no idea of just how
they woul d halt those determ ned Mongol horsenen.

- Chapter 17
17
There were ten of themriding on small, wiry steppe ponies -- men and wonen
both, and well arnmed. Travis recalled it was the customof the Horde that
the wonen fought as warriors when necessary. Menlik -- there was no

m staking the flapping robe of their Ieader. And they were singing! The
rider behind the shaman thunped with violent energy a drumfastened beside
his saddle horn, its heavy boom boom the sanme call the Apache had heard
bef ore. The Mongols were working thenselves into the nood for sone desperate
effort, Travis deduced. And if they were too deeply under the Russian spell
there would be no arguing with them He could wait no |longer. The Apache
swng down froma | edge near the valley gate, noved into the open and stood
waiting, the alien weapon resting across his forearm I|If necessary, he
i ntended to give a denonstration with it for an object |esson

"Dar-u-gar!" The war cry which had once awakened fear across a quarter of
Earth. Thin here, and fromonly a few throats, but just as nenacing. Two of
t he horsenen ainmed | ances, preparing to ride himdown. Travis sighted a tree
m dway between them and pressed the firing button. This tine there was a
flash, a flicker of light, to mark the di sappearance of a living thing.

One of the lancers' ponies reared, squealed in fear. The other kept on his
cour se.

"Menlik!" Travis shouted. "Hold up your man! | do not want to kill!l"

The shaman called out, but the lancer was already level with the vanished
tree, his head half turned on his shoulders to witness the blackened earth
where it had stood. Then he dropped his lance, sawed on the reins. A rifle
bullet mnight not have halted his charge, unless it killed or wounded, but
what he had just seen was a thing beyond his understanding. The tribesnen
sat their horses, facing Travis, watching himwth the feral eyes of the
wol ves they clained as forefathers, wolves that possessed the cunning of the
wild, cunning enough not to rush breakneck into unknown danger. Travis
wal ked forward. "Menlik, | would talk -- "

There was an outburst fromthe horsenmen, protests from Hul agur and one or
two of the others. But the shaman urged his nount into a wal king pace toward

t he Apache until they stood only a few feet fromeach other -- the warrior
of the steppes and the Horde facing the warrior of the desert and the
Peopl e.

"You have taken a wonan fromour yurts," Menlik said, but his eyes were nore
on the alien gun than on the man who held it. "Brave are you to cone again



into our land. He who sets foot in the stirrup nust nount into the saddle;
he who draws bl ade free of the scabbard nust be prepared to use it."

"The Horde is not here -- | see only a handful of people,"” Travis replied.
"Does Menlik propose to go up against the Apaches so? Yet there are those
who are his greater enenies.”

"A stealer of wonmen is not such a one as needs a reginment to face him"
Suddenly Travis was inpatient of the cerenmpnious talking;, there was so
little tine.

"Listen, and listen well, Shaman!" He spoke curtly now "I have not got your
worman. She is already crossing the nountains southward,” he pointed with his
chin -- "leading the Russians into a trap."

Woul d Menlik believe hin? There was no need, Travis decided, to tell himnow
that Kaydessa's part in this affair was involuntary.
"And you?" The shaman asked the question the Apache had hoped to hear

"We," Travis enphasized that, "march now against those hiding behind in
their ship out there." He indicated the northern plains. Menlik raised his
head, surveying the land about them with disbelieving, contenptuous
appr ai sal

"You are chief then of an arnmy, an arny equipped with magic to overcone
machi nes?"

"One needs no arnmy when he carries this." For the second time Travis
di spl ayed the power of the weapon he <carried, this time cutting into
shifting rubble an outcrop of cliff wall. Menlik's expression did not
change, though his eyes narrowed. The shaman signaled his small conpany, and
they disnpbunted. Travis was heartened by this sign that Menlik was willing
to talk. The Apache nade a simlar gesture, and Jil-Lee and Buck, their own
weapons well in sight, came out to back him Travis knew that the Tatar had

no way of knowi ng that the three were alone; he well m ght have believed an
unseen troop of Apaches were near-by and so arned.

"You would talk -- then talk!"™ Menlik ordered. This time Travis outlined
events with an absence of word enbroidery. "Kaydessa | eads the Russians into
atrap we have set beyond the peaks -- four of themride with her. How many

now remain in the ship near the settl enent?"
"There are at least two in the flyer, perhaps eight nore in the ship. But
there is no getting at themin there."

"No?" Travis laughed softly, shifted the weapon on his arm "Do you not
think that this will crack the shell of that nut so that we can get at the
nmeat ?"

Menlik's eyes flickered to the left, to the tree which was no |l onger a tree
but a thin deposit of ash on seared ground.
"They can control us with the caller as they did before. If we go up agai nst

them then we are once nore gathered into their net -- before we reach their
ship."
"That is true for you of the Horde; it does not affect the People," Travis
returned. "And suppose we burn out their machines? Then will you not be
free?"

"To burn up a tree? Lightning fromthe skies can do that."

"Can lightning," Buck asked softly, "also nake rock as sand of the river?"
Menlik's eyes turned to the second exanple of the alien weapon's power.
"Gve us proof that this will act against their machi nes!"

"What proof, Shaman?" asked Jil-Lee. "Shall we burn down a nountain that you
may believe? This is now a natter of tinme."

Travis had a sudden inspiration. "You say that the 'copter is out. Suppose
we use that as a target?"

"That -- that can sweep the flyer from the sky?" Menlik's disbelief was
open. Travis wondered if he had gone too far. But they needed to rid
t hensel ves of that spying craft before they dared to nove out into the
plain. And to use the destruction of the helicopter as an example, would be
t he best proof he could give of the invincibility of the new Apache arns.
"Under the right conditions," he replied stoutly, "yes.



"And those conditions?" Menlik demanded.

"That it nust be brought within range. Say, below the | evel of a neighboring
peak where a man may lie in wait to fire."

Silent Apaches faced silent Mngols, and Travis had a chance to taste what
m ght be defeat. But the helicopter nust be taken before they advanced
toward the ship and the settlenent.

"And, maker of traps, how do you intend to bait this one?" Menlik's question
was an open chal | enge.

"You know t hese Russians better than we,’
you bait it, Son of the Blue Wlf?"

"You say Kaydessa is |leading the Russians south; we have but your word for
that," Menlik replied. "Though howit would profit you to lie on such a
matter -- " He shrugged. "If you do speak the truth, then the 'copter wll
circle about the foothills where they entered."

"And what would bring the pilot nosing farther in?" the Apache asked. Menlik
shrugged again. "Any manner of things. The Russians have never ventured too
far south; they are suspicious of the heights -- with good cause.” Hs
fingers, near the hilt of his tulwar, twitched. "Anything which m ght
suggest that their party is in difficulty would bring themin for a closer
| ook -- "

"Say a fire, wth nuch snoke?" Jil-Lee suggested. Menlik spoke over his
shoul der to his own party. There was a babble of answer, two or three of the
men raising their voices above those of their conpanions.

"If set inthe right direction, yes," the shaman conceded. "Wen do you pl an
to nove, Apaches?"

"At once!"

But they did not have w ngs, and the cross-country march they had to make
was a rough journey on foot. Travis' "at once" stretched into night hours
filled with scranbling over rocks, and an early norning of preparations,
with always the threat that the helicopter mght not return to fly its
circling mssion over the scene of operations. Al they had was Menlik's
assurance that while any party of the Russian overlords was away fromtheir
wel | - def ended base, the flyer did just that.

"M ght be rel aying nessages on froma wal kie-talkie or something like that,"
Buck conmment ed.

Travis counterattacked. "How woul d

"They should reach our ship intw days . . . three at the nost . . . if
they are pushing." Travis said thoughtfully. "It would be a help -- if that
flyer is alink in any comunit -- to destroy it before its crew picks up

and rel ays any report of what happens back there.
Jil-Lee grunted. He was surveying the heights above the pocket in which

Menlik and two of the Mongols were piling brush. "There . . . there
and there . . ." The Apache's chin made three juts. "If the pilot swoops for
a quick | ook, our cross fire will take out his blades."

They held a last conference wth Menlik and then clinmbed to the perches
Jil-Lee had selected. Sentries on |ookout reported by mrror flash that
Tsoay, Deklay, Lupe, and Nolan were now on the nove to join the other three
Apaches. |If and when Manulito's trap closed its jaws on the Russians at the
western ship, the news would pass and the Apaches would nove out to storm
the enemy fort on the prairie. And should they blast any caller the
hel i copter might carry, Menlik and his riders would acconpany them There it
was, just as Menlik had foretold: The wasp fromthe open country was flying
into the hills. Menlik, on his knees, struck flint to steel, sparking the
fire they hoped would draw the pilot to a closer investigation. The brush
caught, and snmoke, thick and white, came first in separate puffs and then
gathered into a nurky pillar to forma signal no one could overlook. In
Travis' hands the grip of the gun was slippery. He rested the end of the
barrel on the rock, curbing his rising tension as best he could. To escape
any caller on the flyer, the Tatars had remained in the valley bel ow the
Apaches' | ookout. And as the helicopter <circled in, Travis sighted two nen
in its cockpit, one wearing a helnet identical to the one they had seen on



t he Russian hunter days ago. The Russians' |ong undi sputed sway over the
Mongol forces would nake them overconfident. Travis thought that even if
they sighted one of the waiting Apaches, they would not take warning unti
too late. Menlik's brush fire was perform ng well and the flyer was headi ng
straight for it. The machi ne buzzed the snoke once, too high for the Apaches
to trust raying its blades. Then the pilot canme back in a | ower sweep which
carried him only yards above the snoldering brush, on a level with the
sni pers. Travis pressed the button on the barrel, his target the
fast-whirling bl ades. Momentum carried the helicopter on, but at |east one
of the marksmen, if not all three, had scored. The machi ne pl owed through
the snmoke to crack up beyond. Was their caller working, bringing in the
Mongol s to aid the Russians trapped in the weck? Travis watched Menlik make
his way toward the machi ne, reach the cracked cover of the cockpit. But in
the shaman's hand was a bare blade on which the sun glinted. The Mngo
wr enched open the sprung door, thrust inward with the tulwar, and the how
of triunmph he voiced was as wordless and wld as a wolf's. Mre Mngols
flooding down . . . Hulagur . . . a wnman . . . centering on the helicopter
This time a spear plunged into the interior of the broken flyer. Paynent was
being extracted for long slavery. The Apaches dropped fromthe heights,
waiting for Menlik to I eave the wild scene. Hul agur had dragged out the body
of the helmeted man and the Mongols were stripping off his equipnent,
smashing it with rocks, still howing their war cry. But the shaman cane to
the dying snudge fire to nmeet the Apaches. He was smiling, his upper lip
raised in a curve suggesting the victory purr of a snowtiger. And he
saluted with one hand.

"There are two who will not trap nen again! W believe you now, andas,
conrades of battle, when you say you can go up against their fort and make
it as nothing!"

Hul agur came up behind the shaman, a nodern automatic in his hand. He tossed
the weapon into the air, caught it again, laughing -- disclaimng sonething
in his own | anguage.

"Fromthe serpents we take two fangs," Menlik translated. "These weapons may
not be as dangerous as yours, but they can bite deeper, quicker, and with
nore force than our arrows."

It did not take the Mongols long to strip the helicopter and the Russians of
what they could use, deliberately snmashing all the other equi pnent which had

survived the weck. They had acconplished one inmportant nove: The Iink
bet ween the sout hbound exploring party and the Russian headquarters -- if
that was the role the helicopter had played -- was now gone. And the "eyes"

operating over the open territory of the plains had ceased to exist. The
attacki ng war party could nove agai nst the ship near the Russian settlenent,
knowing they had only controlled Mongol scouts to watch for. And to
penetrate eneny territory under those conditions was an old, old gane the
Apaches had played for centuries. Wiile they waited for the signals fromthe
peaks, a camp was established and a Mngol dispatched to bring up the rest
of the outlaws and all extra mounts. Menlik carried to the Apaches a portion
of the dried meat which had been transported Horde fashion -- under the
saddle to soften it for eating.

"W do not skulk any longer like rats or city nen in dark holes,"” he told
them "This tine we ride, and we shall take an accounting fromthose out
there -- a fine accounting."

"They still have other controllers,” Travis pointed out.

"And you have that which is an answer to all their nachines," blazed Menlik
in return.

"They will send agai nst us your own people if they can," Buck warned. Menlik
pulled at his upper lip. "That is also truth. But now they have no eyes in
the sky, and with so nmany of their nen away, they will not patrol too far
fromcamp. | tell you, andas, with these weapons of yours a man could rule a
wor | d!"

Travis | ooked at himbleakly. "Wich is why they are taboo!"



"Taboo?" Menlik repeated. "In what manner are these forbidden? Do you not
carry themopenly, use them as you wish? Are they not weapons of your own
peopl e?"

Travi s shook his head. "These are the weapons of dead nmen -- if we can nane
them nen at all. These we took from a tonmb of the star race who held Topaz
when our world was only a hunting ground of wild nen wearing the skins of
beasts and slaying mammoths with stone spears. They are froma tonb and are
cursed, a curse we took upon ourselves with their use."

There was a strange light deep in the shaman's eyes. Travis did not know who
or what Menlik had been before the Red conditioner had returned himto the
rol e of Horde shaman. He m ght have been a technician or scientist -- and
deep within himsone remants of that training could now be dismssing
everything Travis said as fantastic superstition. Yet in another way the
Apache spoke the exact truth. There was a curse on these weapons, on every
bit of know edge gathered in that warehouse of the towers. As Menlik had
already noted, that curse was power, the power to control Topaz, and then
perhaps to reach back across the stars to Earth. Wen the shanman spoke again

his words were a half whisper. "It will take a powerful curse to keep these
out of the hands of men."

"Wth the Russians gone or powerless," Buck asked, "what need will anyone
have for then®"

"And if another ship cones fromthe skies -- to begin all over again?"

"To that we shall have an answer, also, if and when we nust find it," Travis
replied. That could well be true . . . other weapons in the warehouse

powerful enough to pluck a spaceship out of the sky, but they did not have
to worry about that now

"Arms froma tonb. Yes, this is truly dead nmen's magic. | shall say so to ny
peopl e. When do we nove out ?"

"When we know whether or not the trap to the south is sprung," Buck
answered. The report cane an hour after sunrise the next norning when Tsoay,
Nol an, and Dekl ay padded into canp. The war chief made a slight gesture with
one hand.

"It is done?" Travis wanted confirmation in words.

"It is done. The Pinda-lick-o-yi entered the ship eagerly. Then they blewit
and thenselves up. Manulito did his work well."

"And Kaydessa?"

"The woman is safe. Wen the Russians saw the ship, they left their machine
outside to hold her captive. That mechanical caller was easily destroyed.
She is now free and with the nba'a she conmes across the nountains, Manulito
and Eskelta with her also. Now -- " he |looked fromhis own people to the
Mongol s, "why are you here with these?"

"W wait, but the waiting is over," Jil-Lee said. "Now we go north!"

- Chapter 18
18
They lay along the rimof a vast basin, a scooping out of earth so w de they
could not sight its other side. The bed of an ancient |ake, Travis
specul ated, or perhaps even the armof a |long-dried sea. But now the holl ow
was filled with rolling waves of gol den grass, tossing heavy heads under the
flowing touch of a breeze with the exception of a space about a nile ahead
where round dones -- black, gray, brown -- broke the yellowin an irregular
oval around the globular silver bead of a spacer: a larger ship than that
whi ch had brought the Apaches, but of the same shape.
"The horse herd . . . to the west." Nolan evaluated the scene with the eyes
of an experienced raider. "Tsoay, Deklay, you take the horses!"
They nodded, and began the long cram which would take themtwo nmles or
nmore fromthe party to stanpede the horses. To the Mongols in those donelike
yurts horses were wealth, life itself. They would cone running to
i nvestigate any di sturbance anong the grazing ponies, thus clearing the path
to the ship and the Russians there. Travis, Jil-Lee, and Buck, arned wth



the star guns, woul d spearhead that attack -- cutting into the substance of
the ship itself until it was a sieve through which they could shake out the
enemy. Only when the installations it contained were destroyed, night the
Apaches hope for any assistance from the Mngols, either the outlaw pack
waiting well back on the prairie or the people in the yurts. The grass
rippled and Naginlta poked out a nose, parting stems before Travis. The
Apache beamed an order, sending the coyotes with the horse-raiding party. He
had seen how the animals could drive hunted split-horns; they would do as
well with the ponies. Kaydessa was safe, the coyotes had made that clear by
the fact that they had joined the attacking party an hour earlier. Wth
Eskelta and Manulito she was on her way back to the north. Travis supposed
he should be well pleased that their reckless plan had succeeded as well as
it had. But when he thought of the Tatar girl, all he could see was her
convul sed face close to his in the ship corridor, her raking nails raised to
tear his cheek. She had an excellent reason to hate him yet he hoped

They continued to watch both horse herd and dones. There were people noving
about the yurts, but no signs of Ilife at the ship. Had the Russians shut
thenselves in there, warned in some way of the two disasters which had
whittled down their forces?

"Ah -- !'" Nolan breathed. One of the ponies had raised its head and was
facing the direction of the canp, suspicion plain to read in its stance. The
Apaches nust have reached the point between the herd and the domes whi ch had
been their goal. And the Mngol guard, who had been sitting cross-I|egged,
the reins of his nount dangling close to his hand, got to his feet.
"Ahhhuuuuu!" The ancient Apache war cry that had sounded across deserts,
canyons, and southwestern plains to ice the blood, ripped just as freezingly
t hrough the honey-hued air of Topaz. The horses wheel ed, racing upsl ope away
fromthe settlement. A figure broke fromthe grass, flapped his arns at one
of the mounts, grabbed at flying mane, and pulled hinself up on the bare
back. Only a naster horsenman woul d have done that, but the whooping rider
now drove the herd on, assisted by the snapping and snarling coyotes.
"Deklay -- " Jil-Lee identified the reckless rider, "that was one of his
rodeo tricks."

Among the yurts it was as if someone had ripped up a rotten log to reveal an
ants' nest and sent the alarned insects into a frenzy. Men boiled out of the
dones, the majority of themrunning for the horse pasture. One or two were
nmount ed on poni es that nust have been staked out in the settlement. The nmain
war party of Apaches skimred silently through the grass on their way to the
ship. The three who were armed wth the alien weapons had al ready tested
their range by experinmentation back in the hills, but the fear of exhausting
what ever powered those barrels had curtailed their target practice. Now they
snaked to the edge of the bare ground between them and the | adder hatch of
the spacer. To cross that open space was to provide targets for |ances and
arrows -- or the superior armanent of the Russians.

"A chance we can hit fromhere." Buck laid his weapon across his bent knee,
steadied the long barrel of the burner, and pressed the firing button. The
cl osed hatch of the ship shimered, dissolved into a black hole. Behind
Travis soneone |l et out the yamrer of a war whoop

"Fire -- cut the walls to pieces!"
Travis did not need that order fromJil-Lee. He was al ready beam ng unseen
destruction at the best target he could ask for -- the side of the sphere.

If the gl obe was arnmed, there was no weapon which could be depressed far
enough to reach the marksmen at ground | evel. Hol es appeared, irregular gaps
and tears in the fabric of the ship. The Apaches were turning the side of
the globe into lacewrk. How far their fire penetrated into the interior
they could not guess. Myvenment at one of the holes, the chattering burst of
machi ne-gun fire, spatters of soil and gravel into their faces; they could
be cut to pieces by that! The hole enlarged, a scream. . . cut off

"They wll not be too quick to try that again,” Nolan observed with cold
cal mfrom behind Travis' post. Methodically they continued to beamthe ship.



It would never be space-borne again; there were neither the skills nor
materials here to repair such damage.

"It is like laying a knife to fat," Lupe said as he crawed up beside
Travis. "Slice, slice -- 1"

"Move!" Travis reached to the left, pulled at Jil-Lee's shoulder. Travis did
not know whether it was possible or not, but he had a heady vision of their
conbined fire power cutting the globe in half, slicing it crosswise with the
ease Lupe adm red. They scurried through cover just as soneone behind yelled
a warning. Travis threw hinself down, rolled into a new firing position. An
arrow sang over his head; the Russians were doi ng what the Apaches had known
they would -- calling in the controlled Mdngols to fight. The attack on the
ship rmust be stepped up, or the Anerindians would be forced to retreat.
Already a new |lacing of holes appeared under their concentrated efforts.
Wth the gun held tight to his mddle, Travis found his feet, zigzagged
across the bare ground for the nearest of those openings. Another arrow
cl anged harm essly against the fabric of the ship a foot from his goal

He made it in, over jagged metal shards which glowed faintly and reeked of
ozone. The weapons' beans had penetrated well past both the outer shell and
the wall of insulation webbing. He clinbed a second and snaller break into a
corridor enough like those of the western ship to be famliar. The Russian
spacer, based on the general plan of the alien derelict ship as his own had
been, could not be very different. Travis tried to subdue his heavy
breathing and listen. He heard a confused shouting and the burr of what
m ght be an alarm system The ship's brain was the control cabin. Even if

the Russians dared not try to lift now that was the <core of their
conmuni cation lines. He started along the corridor, trying to figure out its
orientation in relation to that all-inportant nerve center. The Apache

shoved open each door he passed with one shoulder, and twi ce he played a
light beamon installations within cabins. He had no idea of their use, but
t he whol esal e destruction of each and every nachi ne was what good sense and
logic dictated. There was a sound behind. Travis whirled, saw Jil-Lee and
beyond hi m Buck.

"Up?" Jil-Lee asked.

"And down," Buck added. "The Tatars say they have hollowed a bunker
beneat h. "

"Separate and do as nuch damage as you can,
"Agreed!"

Travis sped on. He passed another door and then backtracked hurriedly as he
realized it had given on to an engine room Wth the gun he blasted two | ong
lines cutting the fittings into ragged |unps. Abruptly the lights went out;
the burr of the alarns was silenced. Part of the ship, if not all, was dead.
And now it mght come to hunter and hunted in the dark. But that was an
advant age as far as the Apaches were concerned. Back in the corridor again,
Travis crept through a curiously lifeless atnosphere. The shouting was
stilled as if the sudden failure of the machines had stunned the Russians.

A tiny sound -- perhaps the scrape of a boot on a |adder. Travis edged back
into a conpartnent. A flash of 1light nmonmentarily lighted the corridor; the
approaching figure was using an electric torch. Travis drew his knife wth
one hand, reversed it so he could use the heavy hilt as a silencer. The
other was hurrying now, on his way to investigate the burned-out engine
cabin. Travis could hear the rasp of his fast breathing. Now The Apache had
put down the gun, his left armclosed about a shoulder, and the Russian
gasped as Travis struck with the knife hilt. Not clean -- he had to hit a
second tine before the struggles of the man were over. Then, using his hands
for eyes, he stripped the Ilinp body on the floor of automatic and torch

Wth the Russian's weapon in the front of his sash, the burner in one hand
and the torch in the other, Travis prow ed on. There was a good chance that
those above might believe himto be their conrade returning. He found the
| adder leading to the next Ilevel, began to clinb, pausing now and then to
listen. Shock preceded sound. Under himthe |adder swayed and the gl obe

Travi s suggest ed.



itself rocked a little. A blast of some kind nust have been set off at or
under the level of the ground. The bunker Buck had nentioned? Travis clung
to the | adder, waited for the vibrations to subside. There was a shouting

above, a questioning. . . . Hurriedly he ascended to the next |evel

scranbl ed out and away fromthe ladder just in tine to avoid the light from
anot her torch flashed down the well. Again that call of inquiry, then a shot
-- the boom of the explosion loud in the confined space. To clinmb into the
face of that Ilight with a waiting marksman above was sheer folly. Could
there be another way up? Travis retreated down one of the corridors raying
out fromthe | adder well. A quick inspection of the cabins along that route

told him he had reached a section of living quarters. The pattern was
famliar; the control cabin would be on the next |evel. Suddenly the Apache
renenbered sonething: On each level there should be an enmergency opening
giving access to the insulation space between the inner and outer skins of
the ship through which repairs could be made. |If he could find that and
climb up to the next level . . . The |light shining dowmn the well remained
steady, and there was the echoing crack of another shot. But Travis was far
enough away fromthe | adder now to dare use his own torch, seeking the door
he needed on the wall surface. Wth a leap of heart he sighted the outline
-- his luck was in! The Russian and Western ships were alike. Once the pane
was open he flashed his torch up, finding the clinbing rungs and, above, the
shadow outline of the next |evel opening. Securing the alien gun in his sash
besi de the automatic and holding the torch in his mouth, Travis clinbed, not
daring to think of the deep drop below. Four . . . five . . . ten rungs, and
he coul d reach the other door. His fingers slid over it, searching for the
rel ease catch. But there was no answering give. Balling his fist, he struck
down at an awkward angl e and al nbst | ost his bal ance as the panel fell away
beneath his blow. The door swng and he pulled through. Darkness! Travis
snapped on the torch for an instant, saw about him the relays of a com
system and gave it a full spraying as he pivoted, destroying the eyes and
ears of the ship -- unless the burnout he had effected bel ow had already
done that. A flash of automatic fire fromhis left, a searing burn along his
arman inch or so below the shoulder -- Travis' action was purely reflex. He
swung the burner around, even as his mnd gave a frantic No! To defend
hinself with automatic, knife, arrow-- yes; but not this way. He huddled
against the wall. An instant earlier there had been a man there, a living,
breathing man -- one of his own species, if not of his own beliefs. Then
because his own nuscl es had unconsci ously obeyed warrior training, there was
this. So easy -- to deal death without really neaning to. The weapon in his
hands was truly the devil gift they were right to fear. Such weapons were
not to be put into the hands of nmen -- any nen -- no matter how well
intentioned. Travis gulped in great mouthfuls of air. He wanted to throw the
burner away, hurl it fromhim But the task he could rightfully use it for
was not yet done. Sonehow he reeled on into the control cabin to render the
ship truly a dead thing and free hinself of the heavy burden of guilt and
terror between his hands. That weight could be laid aside; menmory could not.
And no one of his kind nmust ever have to carry such nmenories again. * * *
The boomi ng of the druns was |like a pulse quickening the blood to a rhythm
which bit at the brain, made a man's eyes shine, his nuscles tense as if he
held an arrow to bow cord or arched his fingers about a knife hilt. A fire
blazed high and in its light nen |leaped and whirled in a mad dance with
tul war bl ades catching and reflecting the red gleam of flanes. Mad, wld,
the NMongols were drunk with victory and freedom Beyond them the silver
gl obe of the ship showed the black holes of its death, which was also the
death of the past -- for all of them

"What now?" Menlik, the dangling of amulets and charns tinkling as he noved,
cane up to Travis. There was none of the wild fervor in the shaman's face;
instead, it was as if he had taken several strides out of the |life of the
Horde, was emerging i nto another person, and the question he asked was one
they all shared. Travis felt drained, flattened. They had achieved their



pur pose. The handful of Russian overlords were dead, their machines burned
out. There were no controls here any nore; nmen were free in mnd and body.
What were they to do with their freedon?

"First," the Apache spoke his own thoughts -- "we nust return these."

The three alien weapons were lashed into a square of Mngol fabric, hidden
from sight, although they could not be so easily shut out of mnd. Only a
few of the others, Apache or Mngol, had seen them and they nust be
returned before their power was generally known.

"I wonder if in days to cone," Buck nused, "they will not say that we pulled
[ightning out of the sky, as did the Thunder Slayer, to aid us. But this is
right. We nust return them and make that valley and what it holds taboo."
"And what if another ship cones -- one of yours?" Menlik asked shrewdly.
Travis stared beyond the Tatar shaman to the nmen about the fire. H's
ni ght mare dragged into the open . . . Wat if a ship did come in, one wth
Ashe, Mirdock, men he knew and |liked, friends on board? What then of his
guardi anship of the towers and their know edge? Could he be as sure of what
to do then? He rubbed his hand across his forehead and said slowy:

"W shall take steps when -- or if -- that happens -- "

But could they, would they? He began to hope fiercely that it would not
happen, at least in his lifetime, and then felt the cold bl eakness of the
exile they nmust will thensel ves into.

"Whether we like it or not," (was he talking to the others or trying to
argue down his own rebellion?) "we cannot |et what lies under the towers be
knom . . . found . . . wused . . . unless by men who are w ser and nore

controlled than we are in our tine."

Menlik drew his shaman's wand, twiddled it between his fingers, and beneath
his drooping |ids watched the three Apaches with a new ki nd of measurenent.
"Then | say to you this: Such a guardi anship nmust be a double charge, shared

by my people as well. For if they suspect that you alone control these
powers and their secret, there wll be envy, hatred, fear, a division
between us fromthe first -- war . . . raids . . . This is a large land and
neither of our groups nunbers many. Shall we split apart fatally fromthis
day when there is roomfor all? |If these ancient things are evil, then let

us both guard themw th a comon taboo."

He was right, of course. And they would have to face the truth squarely. To
bot h Apache and Mongol any off-world ship, no matter fromwhich side, would
be a nenace. Here was where they would remain and set roots. The sooner they
began thinking of thenselves as people wth a common bond, the better it
woul d be. And Menlik's suggestion provided a tie.

"You speak well," Buck was saying. "This shall be a thing we share. W are
t hree who know. Do you be three al so, but choose well, Menlik!"

"Be assured that | wll!" the Tatar returned. "W start a newlife here;
there is no going back. But as | have said: The land is w de. W have no
quarrel with one another, and perhaps our two peoples shall becone one;
after all, we do not differ too greatly. " He smiled and gestured to
the fire and the dancers. Among the Mngols another man had gone into
action, his head thrown back as he |leaped and twirled, voicing a deep war
cry. Travis recogni zed Deklay. Apache, Mngol -- both raiders, horsenen,
hunters, fighters when the need arose. No, there was no great difference.
Bot h had been tricked into comng here, and they had no all egi ance now for
those who had sent them Perhaps clan and Horde would conbine or perhaps

they would drift apart -- time would tell. But there would be the bond of
the guardi anship, the deternmination that what slept in the towers woul d not
be roused -- in their lifetime or many lifetimes! Travis smiled a bit
crookedly. A newreligion of sorts, a priesthood with sacred and forbi dden
knowedge . . . intine a whole new life and civilization stemring fromthis

night. The bleak cold of his early thought cut |less deep. There was a
di fferent kind of adventure here. He reached out and gathered up the bundle
of the burners, glancing fromBuck to Jil-Lee to Menlik. Then he stood up

the wei ght of the burden in his arms, the feeling of a greater weight inside



hi m

"Shal | we go?"

To get the weapons back -- that was of first inportance. Maybe then he could
sl eep soundly, to dreamof riding across the Arizona range at dawn under a
blue sky with a wnd in his face, a wwnd carrying the scent of pifion pine
and sage, a wi nd which would never caress or hearten himagain, a wwnd his
sons and sons' sons woul d never know. To dream troubl ed dreams, and hope in
time those dreams would fade and thin -- that a new world woul d bl anket out
the old. Better so, Travis told hinmself with defiance and determnation --
better so!

- Chapter 19
Key Qut of Tinme
1: Lotus Wrld
There was a shading of rose in the pearl arch of sky, deepening to a rai nbow
tint of cloud. The lazy swells of the ocean held the same soft color
darkened with crinson veins where spirals of weed drifted. A rose world
bathed in soft sunlight, know ng only gentle w nds, peace, and -- sloth.
Ross Murdock | eaned forward over the edge of the rock | edge to peer down at
a beach of fine sand, pale pink sand. Here and there sparkled the glitter of

crystalline shells -- or were those fluted ovals shells? Even the waves cane
in languidly. And the breeze which ruffled his hair and caressed his
sun- browned, half-bare body, lightly stirred the growths which the Terran
settlers called "trees" but which possessed |long | acy fronds instead of true
branches. Hawaika -- named for the old Polynesian paradise -- a world
seemingly without flaw except the subtle one of being too perfect, too
wel com ng, too wooing. Its long, wuneventful, wunchanging days enticed

forgetful ness, offered a life without effort. Except for the mystery . . .
Because this world was not the one pictured on the tape which had brought
the human settlenent team here. A map, a directing guide, a description al
in one, that was the ancient voyage tape. Ross hinself had helped to loot a
storehouse on an unknown planet for a cargo of such tapes. Once they had
been t he space-navigation guides for a race or races who had ruled the star
| anes ten thousand years ago in his own world' s past, a civilization which
had |1 ong since sunk back into dust. Those tapes returned to Earth after
their chance discovery, were studi ed, probed, deci phered by the best brains
of his tinme, shared out by |ot between already suspicious global powers,
bringing into the exploration of space bitter rivalries and old hatreds.
Such a tape had |anded their ship on Hawai ka, a world of shall ow seas and
ar chi pel agoes instead of true continents. The settlement team had had al
the know edge contained on that tape crowded into them only to discover
that rmuch they had learned fromit was false! O course, none of them had
expected to discover the cities or the civilization the tape had projected
as existing in that |ong-ago period. But no present island string that they
had visited approxi mated those on the maps they had seen, and so far they
had not found any trace that any intelligent beings had wal ked, built, or
lived on these beautiful, slunberous atolls. So, what had happened to the
Hawai ka of the tape? Ross's right hand rubbed across the ridged scars which
di sfigured his left one, to be carried for the rest of his life as a mark of
his meeting with the star voyagers in the past of his own world. He had
deliberately seared his own flesh to break their nmental control over him
Then the battle had gone his way. But fromit he had brought another scar --
the wunease of that old terror when Ross Mirdock, outlaw by the conventions
of his own era, Ross Miurdock who considered hinmself exceedingly tough and
made tougher yet by training for Time Agent sorties, had cone up against a
power he did not understand. Now he breathed deeply of the wind -- the snell
of the sea, the scents of the land grow hs, strange but pleasant. So easy to
relax, to drop into the soft, lulling swing of this world in which they had
found no fault, no danger, no irritant. Yet, once those others had been here
-- the blue-suited, hairless ones he called "Baldies." And what had happened



then . . . or afterward? A black head, brown shoul ders, slender body, broke
the sleepy slip of the waves. A shinmering nask covered the face, flashing
in the sun. Two hands freed a chin curved yet firmy set, a nouth nmade nore
for laughter than sternness, wi de dark eyes. Karara Trehern of the Alii
once a lineage of divine chieftains in Hawaii, was an exceedingly pretty
girl. But Ross regarded her aloofly, with coldness which bordered on
hostility, as she flipped her mask into its pocket on top of the gill-pack
Bel ow his rocky perch she came to a halt, her feet slightly apart in the
sand. There was an inpish twist to her lips as she called:

"Why not come in? The water's fine."

"Perfect, like all the rest of this." Some of his inpatience cane out in the
sour tone. "No |uck, as usual ?"

"As usual ," Karara conceded. "If there ever was a civilization here, it's
been gone so long we'll probably never find any traces. Wiy don't you just
pi ck out a good place to set up that time-probe and try it blind?"

Ross scowl ed. "Because" -- his patience was exaggerated to the point of
insult -- "we have only one peep-probe. Once it's set we can't tear it down

easily for transport sonewhere else, so we want to be sure there's sonething
to | ook at beyond."

She began to wing the water out of her long hair. "Well, as far as we've
explored . . . nothing. Conme yourself next tine. Tino-rau and Taua aren't
particul ar; they |Iike conpany."”

Putting two fingers to her mouth, Karara whistled. Twi n heads popped out of
the water, facing the shore and her. Projecting noses, nouths with upturned
corners so they curved in a lasting pleasant grin at the mammals on the

shore -- the dolphin pair, mammals whose ancestors had chosen the sea,
whi stl ed back in such close counterfeit of the girl's signal that they could
be an echo of her <call. Years wearlier their species' intelligence had

surprised, alnost shocked, men. Experinents, training, co-operation, had
devel oped a tie which gave the water-linited race of manki nd new eyes, ears,
mnds, to see, evaluate, and report concerning an elenent in which the
bi peds were not free. Hand in hand with that co-operation had gone ot her
experiments. Just as the clumsy arnored diving suits of the early twentieth
century had allowed nan to begin penetration into a weird new world, so had
scuba equi pmrent made himstill freer in the sea. And now the gill-pack which
separated the needed oxygen fromthe water made even that |ighter burden of
tanks obsolete. But there remai ned depths into which man could not descend
out side a submari ne whose secrets were closed to him There the dol phins
operated, in a partnership of mnds, equal mnds -- though that |ast fact
had been difficult for man to accept. Ross's irritation, unjustified as he
knew it to be, did not rest on Tino-rau or Taua. He enjoyed the hours when
he buckled on gill-pack and took to the sea wth those two ten-foot,
bl ack-and-silver escorts sharing the action. But Karara . . . Karara's
presence was a different matter altogether. The Agents' teans had al ways
been strictly masculine. Two men partnered for an interlocking of abilities
and tenperanents, going through training together, becom ng two halves of a
strong and efficient whole. Before being summarily recruited into the
Project, Ross had been a loner -- living on the ragged edges of the law, an
indigestible bit for the civilization which had beconme too ordered and
"adj usted" to absorb his kind. But in the Project he had di scovered others
like hinself -- men born out of tinme, too ruthless, too individualistic for
their own age, but able to operate wth ease in the dangerous paths of the
Time Agents. And when the tinme search for the wecked alien ships had
succeeded and the first intact ship found, used, duplicated, the Agents had
cone fromforays into the past to be trained anew for travel to the stars.
First there had been Ross Mirdock, crimnal. Then there had been Ross
Murdock and Gordon Ashe, Time Agents. Now there was still Ross and Gordon
and a quest as perilous as any they had known. Yet this time they had to
depend upon Karara and the dol phins.

"Tormorrow' -- Ross was still not sorting out his thoughts, though aware of



prickly feelings sharp as enbedded thorns -- "I will cone."

"Good!" If she recognized his hostility for what it was, that did not bother
her. Once nore she whistled to the dol phins, waved a casual farewell wth
one hand, and headed up the beach toward the base canp. Ross chose a nore
rugged path over the cliff. Suppose they did not find what they sought near
here? Yet the old taped map suggested that this was approximately the site
starred wupon it. Marking a city? A star port? Ashe had volunteered for
Hawai ka, denmanded this job after the disastrous Topaz affair when the team
of Apache vol unteers had been sent out too soon to counter what night have
been a sneak settlement planted by Greater Russia. Ross was still unhappy
over the ensuing nonths when only Mjor Kelgarries and naybe, in a |esser
part, Ross had kept CGordon Ashe in the Project at all. That Topaz had been a
failure was accepted when the settlement ship did not return. And that had
added to Ashe's sense of guilt for having recruited and partially trained
the I ost team Anong those dispatched over Ashe's vehenment protests had been
Travis Fox who had shared with Ashe and Ross the first galactic flight in an
age-ol d derelict spaceship. Travis Fox -- the Apache archaeol ogi st -- had he
ever reached Topaz? O would he and his team wander forever between worlds?
Did they set down on a planet where sone ininmical formof native life or a
Russi an settlenent had awaited then? The very uncertainty of their fate
continued to ride Ashe. So he insisted on conmng out with the second
settlenent team the volunteers of Sanmpan and Hawaiian descent, to carry on
an even nore exciting and hazardous exploration. Just as the Project had
probed into the past of Earth, so would Ashe and Ross now attenpt to
di scover what lay in the past of Hawaika, to see this world as it had been
at the height of the galactic civilization, and so to learn what they could
about their fore-runners into space. And the nystery they had dropped into
upon | andi ng added to the necessity for those discoveries. Their probe, if
fortune favored them m ght become a gate through tine. The installation was
a vast inprovenment over the kind of passage points they had first devised.
Technical information had taken a vast |leap forward after human engi neers
and scientists had had access to the tapes of the interstellar enpire.
Adapt ati ons and shortcuts devel oped, so that a new hybrid technol ogy cane
into use, woven fromthe know edge and experinentation of two civilizations
t housands of years apart in time. If and when he or Ashe -- or Karara and
her dol phins -- discovered the proper site, the two Agents could set up
their own experiment. Both Ross and Ashe had had enough drill in the
process. Al they needed was the brick of discovery; then they could build
their wall. But they nmust find sone remai nder of the past, some slight trace
of ancient ruin upon which to center their peep-probe. And since |anding
here | ong days had flowed into weeks with no such discovery bei ng made.

Ross crossed the ridge of rock which formed a cocksconb rise on the island's
spi ne and descended to the village. As they had been trai ned, the Pol ynesian
settlers adapted | ocal products to their own heritage of building and tools.
It was necessary that they live off the land, for their transport ship had
had storage space only for a linmted nunber of supplies and tools. After it
took off to return honme they would be wholly on their own for several years.

Their ship, a silvery ball, rested on a rock ledge, its pilot and crew
having lingered to learn the results of Ashe's search. Four days nore and
they would have to Iift for honme even if the Agents still had only negative

results to report. That disappointnment was driving Ashe, the way that six
months earlier his outrage and guilt over the Topaz affair had driven him
Karara's suggestion carried weight the |onger Ross thought about it. Wth
nmore swimers hunting, there was just that rmuch increased chance of turning
up sone clue. So far the dol phins had not reported any dangerous native sea
life or any perils except the natural ones any diver always had at his
shoul der under the waves. There were extra gill-packs, and all of the
settlers were good swimers. An organized hunt ought to shake the
Pol ynesi ans out of their present do-it-tonorrow attitude. As long as they
had definite work before them-- the unloading of the ship, the building of



the village, all the labors incidental to the establishing of this base --
they had shown energy and enthusiasm It was only during the |last couple of
weeks that the |l anguor which appeared part of the atnpbsphere here had crept
up on them so that now they were content to live at a slower and |azier
pace. Ross renenbered Ashe's conparison nmade the evening before, 1ikening
Hawai ka to a |l egendary island on Earth where the inhabitants |lived a drugged
exi stence, feeding upon the seeds of a native plant. Hawai ka was fast
becomng a lotus I and for humans.

"Through here, then westward . . ." Ashe hunched over the crate table in the
mat -wal | ed house. He did not | ook up as Ross entered. Karara's still danp
head was bowed wuntil those black |ocks, now sleeked to her round skull
al nost touched the man's cl ose-cropped brown hair. They were both studying a
map as if they saw not |ines on paper but the actual inlets and |agoons
whi ch that draw ng represented

"You are sure, Gordon, that this is the nodern point to match the site on
the tape?" The girl brushed back straying hair. Ashe shrugged. There were
tight lines about his nouth that had not been there six nonths ago. He noved
jerkily, not with the fluid grace of those old days when he had faced the
vast distance of time travel with unruffled calm and self-confidence to
steady the novice Ross.

"The general outline of these two islands could stand for the capes on this
-- " He pulled a second map, this on transparent plastic, to fit over the
first. The capes marked on the nuch larger body of Iland did slip over the
nodern islands with a surprising fit. Shattered and broken, the former |[|and
mass could have produced the groups of atolls and islets they now
pr ospect ed.

"How | ong - - Karara nused al oud, "and why?"

Ashe shrugged. "Ten thousand years, five, two." He shook his head. "W have
no idea. It's apparent that there nust have been sone worl d-w de cataclysm
here to change the geography so nuch. W nmay have to wait on a return space
flight to bring a 'copter or a hydroplane to explore farther." H's hand
swept beyond the boundaries of the map to indicate the whol e of Hawai ka.

"A year, maybe two, before we could hope for that," Ross cut in. "Then we'll
have to depend on whether the Council believes this is inportant enough."
The contrariness which spiked his tongue whenever Karara was present made
him say that wthout thinking. Then a twitch of Ashe's |ips brought hone
Ross's error. Gordon needed reassurance now, not a recitation of the various
ways their m ssion could be dooned.

"Look here!" Ross came to the table, his hand sweeping past Karara, as he
used his forefinger for a pointer. "W know that what we want could be
easily overlooked, even with the dol phins helping us to check. This whole
area's too big. And you know that it is certain that whatever m ght be down
there would be hidden with sea growhs. Suppose ten of us start out in a
sem -circle fromabout here and go as far as this point, heading inland.

Vi deo-canmeras here and here . . . conb the whole sector inch by inch if we
have to. After all, we have plenty of tine and manpower."

Karara | aughed softly. "Manpower -- always nanpower, Ross? But there is
woman- power, too. And we have perhaps even sharper sight. But this is a good
i dea, Cordon. Let ne see -- " she began to tell off nanes on her fingers,
"PaKeeKee, Vaeoha, Hori, Liliha, Taema, U, Hono'ura -- they are the best in
the water. M . . . you, CGordon, Ross. That nmakes ten wth keen eyes to
| ook, and always there are Tino-rau and Taua. W will take supplies and canp

here on this island which | ooks so nuch like a finger crooked to beckon
Yes, sonmehow that beckoning finger seenms to me to prom se better fortune.
Shall we plan it so?"

Sone of the tight | ook was gone from Ashe's face, and Ross relaxed. This was
what Gordon needed -- not to be sitting in here going over naps, reports,
rewor ki ng over and over their scant |eads. Ashe had al ways been a field nan.
The settlenent work had been a dismal chore for him Wen Karara had gone
Ross dropped down on the bunk against the side wall.



"What did happen here, do you think?" Half was real interest in the nmystery
they had mulled over and over since they had |anded on a Hawai ka which
diverged so greatly from the maps; the other half, a desire to keep Ashe
t hi nking on a subject renoved frominmediate worries. "A nucl ear war?"
"Could be. There are old radiation traces. But these aliens had, |'msure,
progressed beyond nucl ear weapons. Suppose, just suppose, they could tanper
with the weather, with the bal ance of the planet's crust? W don't know the
extent of their powers, how they would use them They had a colony here
once, or there would have been no guide tape. And that is all we are sure
of ."

"Suppose” -- Ross rolled over on his stomach, pillowed his head on his arns
-- "we could uncover sone of that know edge -- "

The twitch was back at Ashe's lips. "That's the risk we have to run now. "

"Ri sk?"

"Wl d you give a child one of those hand weapons we found in the derelict?"
"Certainly not!" Ross snapped, then saw the point. "You mean -- we aren't to
be trusted?"

The answer was plain to read in Ashe's expression.

"Then why this whole setup, this hunt for what m ght nean troubl e?"

"The ol d pinch, the bad one. Wat if the Russians di scover sonething first?
They drew sonme planets in the tape lottery, renenber. It's a seesaw between
us -- we advance here, they there. W have to keep up the race or lose it.
They nust be conbing their stellar colonies for a few answers just as
furiously as we are."

"So, we go into the past to hunt if we have to. Well, | think | could do
wi thout answers such as the Baldies would know. But | will admt that I
woul d I'ike to know what did happen here -- two, five, ten thousand vyears
ago. "

Ashe stood up and stretched. For the first time he smled. "Do you know, |
rather like the idea of fishing off Karara's beckoning finger. Maybe she's
ri ght about that changi ng our luck."

Ross kept his face carefully expressionless as he got up to prepare their
eveni ng neal

- Chapter 20

2: Lair of Mano- Nui

Just under the surface of the water the sea was warm weird life showed
colors Ross could nane, shades he could not. The corals, the animals
masquer adi ng as plants, the plants disguised as animals which inhabited the
oceans of Earth, had their counterparts here. And the settlers had given
themthe fam liar names, though the crabs, the fish, the anenbnes, and weeds
of the shallow lagoons and reefs were not identical wth terrestrial
creatures. There was just too nuch here, too nuch teeming life to attract
one's eyes and divert one's attention. It was hard to keep focused on the

job at hand -- the search for what was not natural, for what had no norma
pl ace here. As the | and seduced the senses and bew tched the of fworlder, so
did the sea have its enchantrment to pull one from duty. Ross resolutely

skimmed by a forest of swaying |ace which varied froma green which was
al nrost black to a pale tint he could not truly identify. Ambng those waving
fans lurked ghost-fish, finned swi mrers transparent enough so that one could
see, through their pallid sides, the evidences of recently ingested neals.

The humans had begun their sweep-search a half hour ago, slipping overboard
from a ferry canoe, heading in toward the checkpoint of the finger isle.
They formed an arc of expert divers, men and girls so at hone in the ocean
that they should be able to nmake the discovery Ashe needed -- if such did
exist. Mystery built upon nystery on Hawai ka, Ross thought as he used his
spear-gun to push aside a floating banner of weed in order to peer belowits
curtain. The native life of this world nust always have been largely
aquatic. The settlers had discovered only a fewsnall animals on the
i slands. The largest of these was the burrower, a creature not unlike a



mniature monkey in that it had hind legs on which it walked erect and
forepaws, well clawed for digging purposes, which it used with dexterity as
a man used hands. Its body was hairless and it was able to assune,
chanel eonli ke, the color of the soil and rocks where it denned. The head was
set directly on its bowed shoulders w thout vestige of neck; and it had

round bubbl es of eyes near the top of its skull, a nose which was a single
vertical slit, and a wi de mouth fanged for crushing the shelled creatures on
which it fed. All in all, to human eyes it was a vaguely repul sive creature,

but as far as the settlers had been able to discover it was the highest form
of land life. Smaller rodentlike things, the two species of w ngless diving
birds, and an odd assortnment of reptiles and anphi bi ans sharing the island
were all the burrowers' prey. A wrld of sea and islands, what type of
native intelligent life had it once supported? O had this been only a
gal actic colony, with no native popul ation before the comng of the stellar
expl orers? Ross hovered above a dark pocket where the bottom had suddenly
di pped into a saucer-shaped depression. The sea growh about the rimrippled
in the water raggedly, but there was sonething about its general outline.
Ross began a circuit of that hollow Allowing for the distortion of the
growm hs which had forned lunmpy excrescences or raised turrets toward the

surface -- yes, allowing for those -- this was decidedly something out of
the ordinary! The depression was too regular, too even, Ross was certain of
that. Wth a thrill of excitement he began a descent into the cup, striving

to trace signs which would prove his suspicion correct. How many years,
centuries, had the slow coverage of the sea |life gathered there, flourished,
died, wth other creatures to build anew on the remai ns? Now there was only
a hint that the depression had other than a natural origin. Anchoring with a
one-handed grip on a spike of Hawai kan coral -- smoother than the Terran
species -- Ross ainmed the butt of his spear-gun at the nearest wall of the
saucer, striving to reach into a crevice between two |lunps of growth and so
probe into what night |lie behind. The spear rebounded; there was no breaking
that crust with such a fragile tool. But perhaps he would have better |uck
| ower down. The depression was deeper than he had first judged. Now the
[ight which existed in the shallows vani shed. Red and yell ow as col ors went,
but Ross was aware of blues and greens in shades and tints which were not
visible above. He switched on his diving torch, and color returned within
its beam A swirl of weed, pink in the Iight, becanme darkly emerald beyond
as if it possessed the chaneleon ability of the burrowers. He was distracted
by that phenonmenon, and so he transgressed the diver's rule of never
becom ng so absorbed in surroundings as to forget caution. Just when did
Ross become aware of that shadow bel ow? Was it when a school of ghost-fish
burst unexpectedly between weed grow hs, and he turned to follow themw th
the torch? Then the outer edge of his beam caught the novement of a shape, a
flutter in the water of the gloomy depths. Ross swung around, his back to
the wall of the saucer, as he aimed the torch down at what was arising
there. The light caught and held for a I ong nonent of horror sonething which
m ght have cone out of the nightnares of his own world. Afterward Ross knew
that the nmonster was not as large as it seemed in that endl ess mnute of
fear, perhaps no bigger than the dolphins. He had had training in
shark-infested seas on Earth, been carefully briefed agai nst the danger from
such hunters of the deep. But this thing he faced had only existed before in
the fairy tales of his race -- it was a dragon straight out of legend. H's
i ght beam exposed a scal ed head whose eyes gleanmed with sullen hatred and
whose fanged nouth gaped in a horned nuzzle. Its long, undul ati ng neck rose
fromthe hal f-seen bul k of a nonstrous body. H's spear-gun, the knife at his
wai st belt, neither were protection against this! Yet to turn his back on
that rising head was nore than Ross could do. He pulled hinmself back agai nst
the wall of the saucer. The thing before himdid not rush to attack. Plainly
it had seen himand now it noved wth the leisure of a hunter confident of
the hunt's eventual outcome. But the Iight appeared to puzzle it and Ross
kept the beamshining straight into those evil eyes. The shock of the



encounter was wearing off; now Ross edged his flipper into a crevice to hold
hi m steady while his hand went to the sonic-comat his waist. He tapped out
a distress call which the dol phins could relay to the swinmers. The swayi ng
dragon head paused, held rigid on a stiff, scaled colum in the center of
the saucer. That sonic vibration either surprised or bothered the hunter
made it wary. Ross tapped again. The belief that if he tried to escape, he
was lost, that only while he faced it so had he any chance, grew stronger
The head was only inches below the level of his flippered feet as he held to
t he weeds. Again that weaving novement, the rise of head, a trenor along the
serpent neck, an agitation in the depths. The dragon was on the nove again.
Ross ained the light directly at the head. The scales, as far as he could
determ ne, were not horny plates but |apped, silvery ovals such as a fish
possessed. And the underparts of the nonster m ght even be vulnerable to his
spear. But knowing the way a terrestrial shark could absorb the darts of
t hat weapon and survive, Ross feared to attack except as a last resort.
Above and to his left there was a small holl ow where sone portion of the
growm hs had been ripped away. If he could fit hinself into that crevice,
perhaps he could keep the dragon at bay until help arrived. Ross noved with
all the skill he had. H's hand closed upon the edge of the niche and he
whirled hinself up, just making it into that refuge as the head | ashed at
hi m wi ckedly. Hi s suspicion that the dragon woul d attack anything on the run
was well founded, and he knew he had no hope of winning to the surface
above. Now he stood in the crevice, facing outward, watching the head
darting in the water. He had switched off the torch, and the |loss of |ight
appeared to bewilder the reptile for some precious seconds. Ross pulled as
far back into the niche as he could, until the point of one shoul der touched
a surface which was sleek, snooth, and cold. The shock of that contact
almbst sent him hurtling out again. Gipping the spear before himin his
right hand, Ross cautiously felt behind himwth the left. H s finger tips
glided over a seamnless surface where the growhs had been torn or peel ed
away. Though he could not, or dared not, turn his head to see, he was
certain that this was his proof that the walls of the saucer had been
fashi oned and placed there by some intelligent creature. The dragon had
risen, hovering now in the water directly before the entrance to Ross's
hole, its neck curled back against its bulk. It had wide flippers noving to
hold it poised. The body, sloping from a massive round of shoulders to a
tapering rear, was vaguely famliar. If one provided a terrestrial seal wth
a gorgon head and scales in place of fur, the effect would be sinilar. But
Ross was assuredly not facing a seal at this nmonment. Slight nmovenent of the
flippers kept it as stabilized as if it sprawled on a supporting surface.
Wth the neck flattened agai nst the body, the head curved downward until the
horn on its snout pointed the tip straight at Ross's middle. The man
steadi ed his spear-gun. The dragon's eyes were its nost vul nerable targets;
if the creature launched the attack, Ross would aimfor them Both nan and
dragon were so intent upon their duel that neither was conscious of the
sudden swirl overhead. A sleek dark shape struck down, skinm ng across the
hunped- back ridge of the dragon. Some of the settlers had enpathy with the
dol phins to a high degree, but Ross's own powers of contact were relatively
feeble. Only now he was given an assurance of aid, and a suggestion to
attack. The dragon head withed, twisted as the reptile attenpted to see
above and behind its own length. But the dolphin was only a streak fast
di sappeari ng. And that withing changed the balance the nonster had
mai nt ai ned, pushing it toward Ross. He fired too soon and w thout proper
aim so the dart snaked past the dragon's head. But the harpoon line half
hooked about the neck and seened to confuse the creature. Ross squirned as
far back as he could into his refuge and drew his knife. Against those fangs
t he weapon was an al nost useless toy, but it was all he had. Again the
dol phin dived in attack on the nonster, this time seizing the floating cord
of the harpoon in its nouth and jerking the dragon even nore off bal ance,
pulling it away from Ross's niche and out into the center of the saucer



There were two dolphins in action now, Ross saw, playing the dragon as
mat adors might play a bull, keeping the creature disturbed by their agile
maneuvers. \Whatever prey came naturally to the Hawai kan nonster was not of
this type, and the creature was not prepared to deal effectively with their
teasing, dodging tactics. Neither had touched the beast, but they kept it
constantly striving to get at them Though it swamin circles attenpting to
face its teasers, the dragon did not abandon the |evel before Ross's refuge,
and now and then it darted its head at him unwilling to give up its prey.
Only one of the dol phins frisked and dodged above now as the sonic on Ross's
belt vibrated against his lower ribs with its nmessage warning to be prepared
for further action. Somewhere above, his own kind gathered. Hurriedly he
tapped in code his warning in return. Two dol phins busy again, their |ast
dive over the dragon pushing the nonster down past Ross's niche toward the
saucer's depths. Then they flashed up and away. The dragon was rising in
turn, but conming to neet the Hawai kan creature was a ball giving off |ight,
bringing sharp vision and color with it. Ross's armswing up to shield his
eyes. There was a flash; such answering vibration carried through the waves
that even his nerves, far |less sensitive than those of the |ife about him
reacted. He blinked behind his mask. A fish floated by, spiraling up, its
bel |y exposed. And about him growths drooped, trailed lifelessly through the
water; while there was a now notionl ess bulk sinking to the obscurity of the
depression's floor. A weapon perfected on Earth to use against sharks and
barracuda had worked here to kill what could have been nore form dable prey.
The man wiggled out of the niche, rose to neet another sw nmer. As Ashe
descended, Ross relayed his news via the sonic. The dol phins were already
nosing into the depths in pursuit of their late eneny.

"Look here -- " Ross gestured, guiding Ashe to the crevice which had saved
himand ained the torch beaminto it. He had been right! There was a |ong
groove in the covering built wup by the growths; a vertical strip sone six
feet long, of a uniform gray, showed. Ashe touched the find and then gave
the alert via the sonic code.

"We' ve found sonething!"

But what did they have? Even after an hour's exploration by the ful
conpany, Ashe's expert search wth his know edge of artifacts and ancient
remains, they were still baffled. It would require |l abor and tools they did
not have, to clear the whole of the saucer. They could be sure only of its
size and shape, and the fact that its walls were of an unknown substance
whi ch the sea could cloak but not erode. The Iength of gray surface showed
not the slightest pitting or time wear. Down at its centernost point they
found the dragon's den, an arch coated with growmh. Before it spraw ed the
body of the creature. That was dragged aloft with the dol phins' aid, to be
taken ashore for study. But the arch itself . . . was that part of some old
installation? Torches to the fore, they entered its shadow, only to remain
baffled. Here and there were patches of the sane gray showing in its
interior. Ashe dug the butt of his spear-gun into the sand on the flooring
to uncover another oval depression. But what it all signified or what had
been its purpose, they could not guess.

"Set up the peep-probe here?" Ross asked. Ashe's head noved in a slow
negative. "Look farther . . . spread out," the sonic clicked. Wthin a
matter of mnutes the dolphins reported new remains -- two nore saucers,
each larger than the first, set in aline on the ocean floor, pointing
directly to Karara's Finger Island. Cautiously explored, these were
di scovered to be free of any but harmess life; they stirred up no nore
dragons. Wen the humans cane ashore on Finger Island to rest and eat their
m dday neal one of the nen paced along the beached dragon. Ashore it | ost
none of its frightening aspect. And seeing it, even beached and dead, Ross
wondered at his luck in surviving the encounter w thout a scratch.

"I think that this one would be al one," PaKeeKee comented. "Were there is
an eater of this size, there is usually only one."

"Mano-Nui!'"  The girl Taema shivered as she gave to this nonster the nane of



the shark denon of her people. "Such a one is truly king shark in these
waters! But why have we not sighted its like before? Tino-rau, Taua

t hey have not reported such -- "

"Probably because, as PaKeeKee says, these things are rare," Ashe returned.
"A carnivore of size would have to have a fairly w de hunting range, yet
there's evidence that this thing has laired in that den for some tinme. \Wich
means that it nust have a defined hunting territory allow ng no trespassing
fromothers of its species.”

Karara nodded. "Also it may hunt only at intervals, eat heavily, and Ilie
quiet wuntil that nmeal is digested. There are |arge snakes on Earth that
follow that pattern. Ross was in its front yard when it came after him-- "
"From now on" -- Ashe swallowed a quarter of fruit -- "we know what to watch
for, and the weapon which will finish it off. Don't forget that!"

The delicate nechanisns of their sonics had already registered the
vi brations which would warn of a dragon's presence, and the depth gl obes
woul d then do the rest.

"Big skull, oversize for the body." PaKeeKee squatted on his heels by the
head Iying on the sand at the end of the now fully extended neck. Ross had
heretof ore been nore aware of the armanent of that head, the fangs set in
the powerful jaws, the horn on the snout. But PaKeeKee's comment drew his
attention to the fact that the scal e-covered skull did donme up above the eye
pits in a way to suggest anple brain room Had the thing been intelligent?
Karara put that into words:

"Rule One?" She went over to survey the carcass. Ross resented her half
guestion, whether it was addressed to himor nere thinking aloud on her
part. Rule One: Conserve native life to the fullest extent. Humanoid form
may not be the only evidence of intelligence. There were the dolphins to
prove that point right on Earth. But did Rule One nmean that you had to let a
nmonster nibble at you because it mght just be a high type of alien
intelligence? Let Karara spout Rule One while backed into a crevice under
water with that horn stabbing at her md-section

"Rule One does not nean to forego self-defense,” Ashe comented mldly.
"This thing is a hunter, and you can't stop to apply recognition techni ques
when you are being regarded as legitimte prey. If you are the stronger, or

an equal, vyes -- stop and think before becomng aggressive. But in a
situation like this -- take no chances."

"Anyway, fromnow on," Karara pointed out, "it could be possible to shock
instead of kill."

"Gordon" -- PaKeeKee swung around -- "what have we found here -- besides
thi s thing?"

"I can't even guess. Except that those depressions were made for a purpose
and have been there for a long tine. Wiether they were originally in the
water, or the land sank, that we don't know either. But now we have a site
to set up the peep-probe.”

"W do that right away?" Ross wanted to know. Inpatience bit at him But
Ashe still had a trace of frown. He shook his head.

"Have to make sure of our site, very sure. | don't want to start any chain
reaction on the other side of the tinme wall."

And he was right, Ross was forced to adnit, renenbering what had happened
when the galactics had discovered the Russian tinme gates and traced them
forward to their twenty-first century source, ruthlessly destroying each
station. The original colonists of Hawai ka had been as giants to hunman
pygmies when it came to technical know edge. To use even a peep-probe
i ndiscreetly near one of their outposts might bring swift and terrible
retribution.

- Chapter 21
3: The Ancient: Mariners
Anot her map spread out and this tine pinned dowmm with small stones on beach
gravel .



"Here, here, and here -- " Ashe's finger indicated the points marked in a
pattern which flared out fromthree sides of Finger Island. Each marked a
set of three undersea depressions in perfect alliance with the land which
according to the galactic map, had once been a cape on a nuch larger |and
mass. Though the humans had found the ruins, if those saucers in the sea
could be so terned, the remains had no neaning for the explorers.

"Do we set wup here?" Ross asked. "If we could just get a report to send
back. . . ." That might nean finally awakening the co-operation of the
Project policy nakers so that a flood of supplies and personnel woul d begin
to head their way.

"W set up here," Ashe decided. He had selected a point between two of the
lines where a reef would provide themwth a secure base. And once that
deci si on was made, the humans went into action. Two days to go, to instal
the peep-probe and take sone shots before the ship had to clear with or
wi t hout their evidence. Together Ross and Ashe floated the installation out
to the reef, U and Karara helping to tow the equiprment and parts, the
dol phins |l ending pushing noses on occasion. The aquatic mamuals were as
interested as the human beings they aided. And in water their help was
i nval uabl e. Had dol phins devel oped hands, Ross wondered fleetingly, would
they have long ago wested control of their native world -- or at |east of
its seas -- fromthe human race? Al the humans worked with practiced ease,
even while masked and subnerged, to set the probe in place, ainmng it
| andward at the check point of the Finger's protruding nail of rock. After
Ashe made the final adjustments, tested each and every part of the assenbly,
he gestured them in. Karara's sw ft hand novenent asked a question, and
Ashe's sonic code-clicked in reply: "At twilight."

Yes, dusk was the proper tinme for using a peep-probe. To see without risk of
being sighted in return was their safeguard. Here Ashe had no historica
data to guide him Their search for the former inhabitants mght be a | ong
drawn- out process skipping across centuries as the nachine adjusted to the
different tine eras.

"When were they here?" Back on shore Karara shook out her hair, spread it
over her shoulders to dry. "How many hundred years back wll the probe
return?"

"More likely thousands," Ross commrented. "Were will you start, Gordon?"
Ashe Dbrushed sand fromthe page of the notebook he had steadi ed agai nst one
bent knee and gazed out at the reef where they had set the probe.

"Ten thousand years -- "

"Why?" Karara wanted to know. "Why that exact figure?”

"We know that galactic ships crashed on Earth then. So their comerce and

enpire -- if it was an enpire -- was far-flung at that tine. Perhaps they
were at the zenith of their civilization; perhaps they were already on the
down slope. | do not think they were near the beginning. So that date is as

good a starting place as any. If we don't hit what we're after, then we can
nove forward until we do."

"Do you think that there ever was a native popul ati on here?"

"M ght have been."

"But without any large land aninmals, no nodern traces of any," she
pr ot est ed.

"Of peopl e?" Ashe shrugged. "Good answers for both. Suppose there was a
wor |l d-wi de epidenmic of proportions to wipe out a species. O a war in which
they used forces beyond our conmprehension to alter the whole face of this
pl anet, which did happen -- the alteration, | mean. Several things could
have renoved intelligent life. Then such species as the burrowers could have
devel oped or evolved fromsnaller, nore primtive types."

"Those ape-things we found on the desert planet." Ross thought back to their
first voyage on the hom ng derelict. "Maybe they had once been nen and were
degenerating. And the wi nged people, they could have been | ess than nmen on
their way up -- "

"Ape-things . . . w nged people?" Karara interrupted. "Tell ne!"



There was sonething inperious in her denmand, but Ross found hinself
describing in detail their past adventures, first on the world of sand and
seal ed structures where the derelict had rested for a purpose its
i nvol untary passengers had never understood, and then of the humans' limted
expl oration of that other planet which nmight have been the capital world of
a far-flung stellar enpire. There they had nade a pact with a wi nged peopl e
living in the huge buildings of a jungle-choked city.

"But you see" -- the Polynesian girl turned to Ashe when Ross had finished
-- "you did find them -- these ape-things and the w nged people. But here
there are only the dragons and the burrowers. Are they the start or the
finish? I want to know -- "

"Why?" Ashe asked

"Not just because | amcurious, though | amthat also, but because we, too,
must have a begi nning and an end. Did we cone up fromthe seas, rise to know
and feel and think, just to return to such beginning at our end? If your

wi nged peopl e were clinbing and your ape-things descendi ng" -- she shook her
head -- "it would be frightening to hold a cord of life, both ends in your
hands. Is it good for us to see such things, Gordon?"

"Men have asked that question all their thinking Iives, Karara. There have
been those who have said no, who have turned aside and tried to halt the
growm h of know edge here or there, attenpted to make men stand still on one
tread of a stairway. Only there is that in us which wll not stop,
ill-fitted as we may be for the clinbing. Perhaps we shall be safe and

untroubled here on Hawaika if | do not go out to that reef tonight. By that
action | may bring real danger down on all of us. Yet |I can not hold back
for that. Could you?"

"No, | do not believe that | could," she agreed.

"W are here because we are of those who nust know -- volunteers. And being
of that tenperanent, it is in us always to take the next step.”

"Even if it leads to a fall," she added in a |ow tone. Ashe gazed at her

t hough her own eyes were on the sea where a |ace of waves narked the reef.
Her words were ordi nary enough, but Ross straightened to match Ashe's stare.
Why had he felt that odd instant of uneasiness as if his heart had fluttered
i nstead of beating true?

"I know of you Tinme Agents," Karara continued. "There were plenty of stories
about you told while we were in training."

"Tall tales, | can imgine, mbst of them" Ashe | aughed, but his anusenent
sounded forced to Ross.

"Perhaps. Though I do not believe that many could be any taller than the
truth. And so also | have heard of that strict rule you follow that you
must do nothing which night alter the course of history. But suppose,
suppose here that the course of history could be altered, that whatever
cat astrophe occurred mght be averted? If that was done, what would happen
to our settlenment in the here and now?"

"I don't know. That is an experiment which we have never dared to try, which
we won't try -- "

"Not even if it would nean a chance of life for a whole native race?" she
persi st ed.

"Alternate worlds then, maybe." Ross's imagination caught up that idea. "Two
worl ds froma change point in history," he elaborated, noting her |ook of
puzzl ement. "One stemmi ng from one decision, another fromthe alternate.”
"I"'ve heard of that! But, Gordon, if you could return to the tine of

deci sion here and you had it in your power to say, “Yes -- live!' or "No --
die!' to the alien natives, what would you do?"

"I don't know But neither do | think | shall ever be placed in that
position. Wiy do you ask?"

She was twi sting her still danp hair into a pony tail and tying it so with a
cord. "Because . . . because | feel . . . No, | can not really put it into

words, CGordon. It is that feeling one has on the eve of some inportant event
-- anticipation, fear, excitement. You'll let me go wth you tonight,



pl ease! | want to see it -- not the Hawaika that is, but that other world
wi t h anot her name, the one they saw and knew "

An instant protest was hot in Ross's throat, but he had no time to voice it.
For Ashe was al ready noddi ng.

"Al'l right. But we may have no luck at all. Fishing in time is a chancy
thing, so don't be disappointed if we don't turn you up that other world.
Now, I'm going to panper these old bones for an hour or twd. Anuse

yourselves, children." He lay back and closed his eyes. The past two days
had wi ped half the shadows fromhis |ean, tanned face. He had dropped two
years, three, Ross thought thankfully. Let them be lucky tonight, and Ashe's
cure could be nearly conplete

"What do you think happened here?" Karara had noved so that her back was now
to the wash of waves, her face nore in the shadow

"How do | know? Could be any of ten different things."

"And will | please shut up and | eave you al one?" she countered swiftly. "Do
you wi sh to savor the excitement then, explore a world upon world, or am |
saying it right? W have Hawai ka One which is a new world for us; now there
i s Hawai ka Two which is renoved in time, not distance. And to explore that

"W won't be exploring it really," Ross protested.

"Why? Did your agents not spend days, weeks, even nonths of time in the past
on Earth? What is to prevent your doing the same here?"

"Training. W have no way of learning the drill."

"What do you nean?"

"Well, it wasn't as easy as you seemto think it was back on Earth," he
began scornfully. "W didn't just stroll through one of those gates and set
up business, say, in Nero's Rome or Mntezuma's Mexico. An Agent was

physically and psychologically fitted to the era he was to explore. Then he
trai ned, and how he trained!" Ross remenbered the weary hours spent | earning
how to use a bronze sword, the technique of Beaker trading, the hypnotic
instruction in a | anguage which was already dead centuries before his own
country existed. "You learned the |anguage, the customs, everything you
could about your tine and your <cover. You were letter perfect before you
took even a trial run!"”

"And here you would have no guides," Karara said, nodding. "Yes, | can see
the difficulty. Then you will just use the peep-probe?"

"Probably. Oh, nmaybe later on we can scout through a gate. W have the
material to set one up. But it would be a strictly limted project, allow ng
no chance of being caught. Maybe the bi g brains back home can take peep-data
and work out sone basis of infiltration for us fromit."

"But that would take years!"

"I  suppose so. Only you begin to swm in the shallows, don't you -- not by
junping off a cliffl"

She | aughed. "True enough! However, even a |look into the past mght solve
part of the big nystery."

Ross grunted and stretched out to follow Ashe's example. But behind his
cl osed eyes his brain was busy, and he did not cultivate the patience he
needed. Peep-probes were all right, but Karara had a point. You wanted nore
than a small window into a nystery, you wanted a part in solving it. The
setting of the sun deepened rose to red, nade a dri ppi ng wi ne-hued banner of
nost of the sky, so that under it they noved in a crimnmson sea, |ooked back
at an island where shadows were enbers instead of ashes. Three humans, two
dol phins, and a machi ne mounted on a reef which m ght not even have existed
in the time they sought. Ashe made his final adjustnents, and then pressed a
button as they watched a nonitor screen no larger than the palns of two
hands. Nothing, a dull gray nothing! Sonething nust have gone wong with
their assenmbly work. Ross touched Ashe's shoulder. But now there were
shadows gathering on the plate, thickening, to sharpen into a distinct
picture. It was still the sunset hour they watched. But sonehow the colors
were paler, less red and sullen than the ones about them in the here and



now. And they were not seeing the isle toward which the probe had been
aimed; they were |looking at a rugged coastline where cliffs lifted well
above the beach-strand. Wile on those cliffs -- Ross had not realized
Karara had reached out to grasp his armuntil her nails bit into his flesh.
And even then he was hardly aware of the pain. Because there was a building
on the cliff! Massive walls of native rock reared in outward defenses,
culmnating in towers. And fromthe high point of one tower the pointed tai
of a banner cracked in the wind. There was a headl and of rock reaching out,
not toward them but to the north, and rounding that

"War canoe!" Karara exclaimed, but Ross had another identification
"Longboat ! "

In reality, the vessel was neither one nor the other, not the double canoe
of the Pacific which had transported warriors on raid fromone island to
another, or the shield-hung warship of the Vikings. But the humans were
right in its purpose: That rakish, sharp-prowed ship had been fashi oned for
swi ft passage of the seas, for maneuverability as a weapon. Behind the first
nosed another and a third. Their sails were dyed by the sun, but there were
devices painted on them and the lines of those designs glittered as if they
had been drawn with a nmetallic fluid.

"The castlel"™ Ashe's cry pulled their attention back to Iand. There was
nmoverrent al ong those walls. Then came a flash, a splash in the water close
enough to the lead ship to wet her deck with spray.

"They're fighting!" Karara shoul dered against Ross for a better |ook. The
ships were altering course, sw nging away fromland, out to sea.

"Moving too fast for sails alone, and | don't see any oars."” Ross was
puzzl ed. "How do you suppose . "

The bombardnment fromthe castle continued but did not score any hits.
Al ready the ships were out of range, the |ead vessel off the screen of the
peep as well. Then there was just the castle in the sunset. Ashe
st rai ght ened up

"Rocks!" he repeated wonderingly. "They were throw ng rocks!"

"But those ships, they nust have had engi nes. They weren't just dependi ng on
sails when they retreated.” Ross added his own cause for bew | dernent.
Karara | ooked fromone to the other. "There is sonething here you do not
understand. Wsat is w ong?"

"Catapul ts, yes," Ashe said wth a nod. "Those would fit periods
correspondi ng fromthe Roman Enpire into the Mddl e Ages. But you're right,
Ross, those ships had power of sone kind to take them offshore that
qui ckly."

"A technically advanced race comng up against a nore backward one?"
hazarded the younger man.

"Could be. Let's go forward sone." The incom ng tide was washing well up on
the reef. Ashe had to don his mask as he plunged head and shoul ders under
water to make the necessary adjustment. Once nore he pressed the button. And
Ross's gasp was echoed by one fromthe girl. The cliff again, but there was
no castle donminating it, only a ruin, hardly nore than rubble. Now, above

the sites of the saucer depressions great pylons of silvery netal, flashing
in the sunset, raked into the sky like gaunt, skeleton fingers. There were
no ships, no signs of any life. Even the vegetation which had showed on

shore had vani shed. There was an atnosphere of stark abandonment and death
whi ch struck the humans forcibly. Those pylons, Ross studied them Sonething
famliar in their construction teased his nenory. That refuel planet where
the derelict ship had set down tw ce, on the voyage out and on their return

That had been a world of netal structures, and he believed he could trace a
ki nship between his nenory of those and these pylons. Surely they had no
connection wth the earlier castle on the cliff. Once nore Ashe ducked to
reset the probe. And in the fast-fading |ight they watched a third and | ast
picture. But now they m ght have been | ooking at the island of the present,
save that it bore no vegetation and there was a rawness about it, a
sharpness of rock outline now vani shed. Those pylons, were they the key to



t he change whi ch had conme upon this world? What were they? Wio had set them

there? For the last Ross thought he had an answer. They were certainly the

product of the galactic enpire. And the castle . . . the ships . . . natives
settlers? Two widely different eras, and the mystery still |ay between

them Wbuld they ever be able to bring its key out of time? They swam for

the shore where U had a fire blazing and their supper prepared.

"How many years |ying between those probes?" Ross pulled broiled fish apart

with his fingers.

"That first was ten thousand year ago, the second," Ashe paused, "only two

hundred years later."

"But" -- Ross stared at his superior -- "that means --

"That there was a war or some drastic formof invasion, yes."

"You mean that the star people arrived and just took over this whole

pl anet ?" Karara asked. "But why? And those pylons, what were they for? How

much | ater was that |ast picture?”

"Five hundred years."

"The pylons were gone, too, then," Ross comented. "But why -- ?" he echoed
Karara's question. Ashe had taken up his notebook, but he did not open it.
"I think" -- there was a sharp, grim note in his voice -- "we had better

find out."

"Put up a gate?"

Ashe broke all the previous rules of their service with his answer:
"Yes, a gate."

- Chapter 22
4: Storm Menace
"W have to know. " Ashe | eaned back against the crate they had just enptied.
"Somet hing was done here -- in tw hundred years -- and then, an enpty
world."
"Pandora's box." Ross drew a hand across his forehead, snearing sweat and
fine sand into a brand. Ashe nodded. "Maybe we run that risk, |oosing al
the horrors of the aliens. But what if the Russians open the box first on
one of their settlenent worlds?"
There it was again, the old goad which prodded them into risks and
reckl essness. Danger ahead on both paths. Don't risk trying to learn
gal actic secrets, but don't risk your eneny's learning themeither. You held
a white-hot iron in both hands in this business. And Ashe was right, they
had stunbled on sonmething here which hinted that a whole world had been
altered to suit sone plan. Suppose the secret of that alteration was
di scovered by their enem es?
"Were the ship and castle people natives?" Ross wondered al oud.
"Just at a guess they were, or at |least settlers who had been established
here so I ong they had devel oped a | ocal formof civilization which was about
on the level of a feudal society."
"You nean because of the castle and the rock bonbardment. But what about the
shi ps?"
"Two separate phases of a society at war, perhaps a nore progressive agai nst
a less technically advanced. Anerican warships paying a visit to the
Shogun' s Japan, for exanple."
Ross grinned. "Those warships didn't seemto fancy their welcone. They
steered out to sea fast enough when the rocks began to fall."
"Yes, but the ships could exist inthe castle pattern; the pylons could
not!"

"Whi ch period are you ainmng for first -- the castle or the pylons?"
"Castle first, | think. Then if we can't pick up any hints, we'll take sone
junps forward until we do connect. Only we'll be under severe handicaps. If

we could only plant an anal yzer somewhere in the castle as a begi nning."

Ross did not show his surprise. If Ashe was tal king on those ternms, then he
was intending to do nore than just lurk around a little beyond the gate; he
was really planning to pick up alien speech patterns, eventually assune an



alien agent identity!

"CGordon!" Karara appeared between two of the |ace trees. She cane so hastily
that the contents of the two cups she carried slopped over. "You nust hear
what Hori has to say -- "

The tall Sanpan who trailed her spoke quickly. For the first time since Ross
had known himhe was very serious, a frown |ine between his eyes. "There is
a bad stormcoming. Qur instruments register it."

"How | ong away?" Ashe was on his feet.

"Aday . . . maybe two . "

Ross could see no change in the sky, islands, or sea. They had had idyllic
weat her for the six weeks since their planeting, no sign of any such trouble
i n the Hawai kan par adi se.

"It's com ng," Hori repeated.

"The gate is half up," Ashe thought aloud, "too much of it set to be
dismantl ed again in a hurry."

"If it's conpleted,"” Hori wanted to know, "would it ride out a storn®"

"It mght, behind that reef where we have it based. To finish it would be a
fast job."

Hori flexed his hands. "W're nore brawn than brain in these matters,
Cordon, but you've all our help, for what it's worth. \Wat about the ship,
does it lift on schedul e?"

"Check with Rinbault about that. This storm howwll it conpare to a
Paci fic typhoon?"

The Sanpan shook his head. "How do we know? W have not yet had to face the
| ocal variety."

"The islands are |low, " Karara conmented. "Wnds and water could --
"Yes! W'd better see R nbault about a shelter if needed.”

If the settlenment had drowsed, now its inhabitants were busy. It was deci ded
that they could shelter in the spaceship should the stormreach hurricane
proportions, but before its coming the gate nust be finished. The fina

fitting was left to Ashe and Ross, and the older agent fastened the | ast
bolt when the waters beyond the reef were already wind ruffled, the sky
dar keni ng fast. The dol phi ns swam back and forth in the |Iagoon and with them
Karara, though Ashe had tw ce waved her to the shore. There was no sunlight
left, and they worked with torches. Ashe began his inspection of the
relatively sinmple transfer -- the two wupright bars, the slab of opaque
material formng a doorstep between them This was only a skeleton of the
gates Ross had used in the past. But continual experimentation had produced
this nore weasily transported installation. Piled in a net were severa

supply containers ready for an exploring run -- extra gill-packs, the
anal yzer, emergency rations, a nedical kit, all the basics. Was Ashe going
to try now? He had activated the transfer, the rods were glowing faintly,

the slab they guarded having an eerie blue glimer. He probably only wanted
to be sure it worked. \What happened at that nonent Ross could never find any
adequate words to describe, nor was he sure he could remenber. The
disorientation of the pass-through he had experienced before; this tine he
was whirled into a vortex of feeling in which his body, his identity, were
ripped from himand he lost touch with all stability. Instinctively he
| ashed out, his reflexes nore than his conscious will Kkeeping him above
water in the wild rage of a storm whi pped sea. The |ight was gone; here was
only dark and beating water. Then a lightning flash ripped wi de the heavens
over Ross as his head broke the surface and he saw, with unbelieving eyes,

that he was being thrust shoreward -- not to the strand of Finger Island --
but against a cliff where water pounded an unyielding wall of rock. Ross
conpr ehended that sonehow he had been jerked through the gate, that he was
now fronting the land that had been somewhere beneath the heights supporting
the castle. Then he fought for his life to escape the hammer of the sea
determined to crack himagainst the anvil of the cliff. A rough surface
| oomed up before him and he threw hinmself in that direction, enbracing a
rock, striving to cling through the backwash of the wave which had brought



himthere. H's nails grated and broke on the stone, and then the fingers of
his right hand caught in a hole, and he held wth all the strength in his
gaspi ng, beaten body. He had had no preparation, no warning, and only the
tough survival will which had been trained and bred into himsaved his life.
As the water washed back, Ross strove to pull up farther on his anchorage,
to be above the strike of the next wave. Sonehow he gained a foot before it
cane. The nmask of the gill-pack saved him frombeing snothered in that
curling torrent as he clung stubbornly, resisting again the pull of the
retreating sea. Inch by inch between waves he fought for footing and stable
support. Then he was on the surface of the rock, out of all but the |lash of
spray. He crouched there, spent and gasping. The thunder roar of the surf,
and beyond it the deeper nutter of the rage in the heavens, was deafening,
dulling his sense as much as the ordeal through which he had passed. He was
content to cling where he was, hardly conscious of his surroundings. Sparks
of light along the shore to the north at |ast caught Ross's attention. They
noved, some clustering along the wave line, a few strung up the cliff. And
they were not part of the stormis fireworks. Men here -- why at this nmonent?
Anot her bolt of lightning showed himthe answer. On the reef fringe which
ran a tongue of Jland into the sea hung a ship -- tw ships -- pounded by
every hamrer wave. Shipwecks . . . and those |lights nmust mark castle
dwellers drawn to aid the survivors. Ross crawl ed across his rock on his
hands and knees, wavered along the cliff wall until he was again faced with
angry water. To drop into that would be a mistake. He hesitated -- and now
nmore than his own predi canent struck honme to him Ashe! Ashe had been ahead
of himat the time gate. If Ross had been jerked through to this past, then
sonewhere in the water, on the shore, CGordon was here too! But where to find
him. . . Setting his back to the cliff and holding to the rough stone, Ross
got to his feet, trying to see through the welter of foamand water. Not
only the sea poured here; now a torrential rain fell into the bargain,
streaming down about him battering his head and shoulders. A chill rain
whi ch made himshiver. He wore gill-pack, weighted belt with its sheathed
tool and knife, flippers, and the pair of swimmng trunks which had been
suitable for the Hawai ka he knew, but his was a different world altogether
Dare he use his torch to see the way out of here? Ross watched the lights to
the north, deciding they were not too unlike his own beam and took the
chance. Now he stood on a shelf of rock pitted with depressions, all pools.
To his left was a drop into a boiling, whirling caldron from which points of
stone fanged. Ross shuddered. At |east he had escaped being pulled into
that! To his right, northward, there was another space of sea, a narrow
strip, and then a second |edge. He nmeasured the distance between that and
t he one on which he perched. Staying where he was woul d not | ocate Ashe.
Ross stripped off his flippers, made them fast in his belt. Then he | eaped
and |anded painfully, as his feet slipped and he skidded face down on the
northern |l edge. As he sat up, rubbing a bruised and scraped knee, he saw
lights advancing in his direction. And between them a shadow crawling from
water to shore. Ross stunbled along the I|edge hastening to reach that
figure, who lay still now just out of the waves. Ashe? Ross's |inping pace
became a trot. But he was too late; the other lights, two of them had
reached the shadow. A man -- or at least a body which was humanoid --
sprawl ed face down. Other nmen, three of them gathered over the exhausted
swi mer. Those who held the torches were still partially in the dark, but
the third stooped to roll over their find. Ross caught the glint of light on
a netallic head covering, the glisten of wet arnor of some type on the
fellow s back and shoulders as he nmade quick examination of the sea's
victim Then . . . Ross halted, his eyes wide. A hand rose and fell with
expert precision. There had been a blade in that hand. Already the three
were turning away from the man so ruthlessly dispatched. Ashe? O sone
survivor of the wecked ships? Ross retreated to the end of the |edge. The
narrow streamof water dividing it from the rock where he had won ashore
washed into a cave inthe cliff. Dare he try to work his way into that?



Masked, with the gill-pack, he could go under surface if he were not snashed
by the waves agai nst sone wall. He gl anced back. The lights were very close
to the end of his ledge. To wthdraw to the second rock would nean being
caught in a dead end, for he dared not enter the whirlpool on its far side.
There was really no choice: stay and be killed, or try for the cave. Ross
fastened on his flippers and |lowered his body into the narrow stream The
fact that it was narrow and guarded on either side by the | edges tamed the
waves a little, and Ross found the tug against himnot so great as he feared
it would be. Keeping handholds on the rock, he worked along, head and
shoul ders often under the wash of rolling water, but winning steadily to the
break in the cliff wall. Then he was through, into a space rmuch | arger than
the opening, water-filled but not with a wild turbul ence of waves. Had he
been sighted? Ross kept a handhold to the left of that narrow entrance, his
body floating with the rise and fall of the water. He could make out the
gleamof light without. It might be that one of those hunters had | eaned out
over the runnel of the cave entrance, was flashing his torch dowmn into the

water there. Behind mask plate Ross's Ilips withed into the snarl of the
hunted. In here he would have the advantage. Let one of them or all three,
try to follow through that rock entrance and . . . But if he had been

sighted at the mouth of the lair, none of his trackers appeared to wish to
press the hunt. The 1ight disappeared, and Ross was left in the dark. He
counted a hundred slowy and then a second hundred before he dared use his
own torch. For all its slit entrance this was a good-sized hi deaway he had
chanced upon. And he di scovered, when he ventured to release his wall hold
and swmout into its mddle, the bottomarose in a slope toward its rear
Morrents | ater Ross pulled out of the water once nore, to crouch shivering on
a ledge only |lapped now and then by wavelets. He had found a tenporary
refuge, but his good fortune did not quiet his fears. Had that been Ashe on
t he shore? And why had the swi mer been so summarily executed by the men who
found hin? The ships caught on the reef, the castle on the cliff above his
head . . . enemies . . . ship's crews and castle nmen? But the callous act of
the shore patrol argued a state of war carried to fanatic proportions,
perhaps interracial conflict. He could not hope to explore until the storm
was over. To plunge back into the sea would not find Ashe. And to be hunted
along the shore by an unknown eneny was sinply asking to die wthout
achieving any good in return. No, he nust remain where he was for the
present. Ross unhooked the torch fromhis belt and wused it on this higher
portion of the cave. He was perched on a |ledge which protruded into the
water in the form of a wedge. At his back the wall of the cave was rough
with trails of weed festooned on its projections. The snell of fishy decay
was strong enough to register as Ross pulled off his mask. As far as he
could now see there was no exit except by sea. A novenent in the water
brought his light flashing down into the dark flood. Then a sl eek head arose
in the path of that ray. Not a man sw mming, but one of the dol phins! Ross's
excl amati on of surprise was half gasp, half cry. The second dol phin showed
for a noment and between the shadow of their bodies, just under the surface,
noved a third form

"Ashe!" Ross had no idea how the dol phins had cone through the tinme gate,
but that they had guided a human to safety he did not doubt at all. "Ashe!"
But it was not Ashe who canme wading to the | edge where Ross waited wi th hand
out stretched. He had been so sure of the other's identity that he blinked in
conplete bew ldernment as his eyes met Karara's and she half stunbled, half
reeled against him H's arms about her shoulders steadied her, and her
shivering body was close to his as she | eaned her full weight upon him Her
hands made a feeble nmovenent to her nask, and he pulled it off. Uncovered,
her face was pale and drawn, her eyes now closed, and her breath came in
ragged, tearing sobs which shook her even nore.

"How did you get here?" Ross demanded even as he pushed her down on the
| edge. Her head noved slowy, in a weak gesture of negation.

"I don't know. . . we were close to the gate. There was a flash of I|ight



then -- Her voice sealed up with a note of hysteria in it. "Then
| was here . . . and Taua with ne. Tino-rau came . . . Ross, Ross
there was a man swi mr ng. He got ashore; he was getting to his feet and --
and they killed him™"
Ross's hold tightened; he stared into her face with fierce demand.
"Was it Gordon?"
She blinked, brought her hand up to her nmouth, and w ped it back and forth
across her chin. There was a small red trickle growing between her fingers,
dri ppi ng down her arm
"CGordon?" She repeated it as if she had never heard the nane before.
"Yes, did they kill Gordon?"
In his grasp she was swayi ng back and forth. Then, realizing he was shaking
her, Ross got hinself under control. But a neasure of understanding had cone
into her eyes. "No, not Gordon. \Were is Gordon?"
"You haven't seen hin?" Ross persisted, knowing it was usel ess.

"Not since we were at the gate." Her words were less slurred. "Wren't you
wi th hi nP"

"No. | was al one."

"Ross, where are we?"

"Better say -- when are we," he replied. "W're through the gate and back in

time. And we have to find Gordon!" He did not want to think of what m ght
have happened out on the shore.

- Chapter 23
5: Time Wecked
"Can we go back?" Karara was herself again, her voice crisp
"I don't know." Ross gave her the truth. The force which had drawn them
through the gate was beyond his experience. As far as he knew, there had
never been such an involuntary passage by tinme gate, and what their trip
m ght nmean he did not know. The main concern was that Ashe must have cone
t hrough, too, and that he was m ssing. Just let the stormabate, and, wth
t he dol phins' aid, Ross's chance for finding the mssing agent was
i measurably better. He said so now, and Karara nodded.
"Do you suppose there is a war going on here?" She hugged her arns across
her breast, her shoulders heaving in the torch light with shudders she could
not control. The danmp chill was biting, and Ross realized that was also
danger ous.
"Could be." He got to his feet, switched the light fromthe girl to the
wal I s. That seaweed, could it nake them sonme form of protective covering?
"Hold this -- aimit there!" He thrust the torch into her hands and went for
one of the loops of kelp. Ross reeled in lines of the stuff. It was
rank-smelling but only slightly danp, and he piled it on the |l edge in a kind
of nest. At least in the hollow of that nmound they would be sheltered after
a fashion. Karara crawmed into the center of the mass, and Ross followed
her. The snell of the stuff filled his nose, was alnost |I|ike a visible
cloud, but he had been right, the girl stopped shivering, and he felt a
measure of warnth in his own shaking body. Ross snapped off the torch, and
they lay together in the dark, the half-rotten pile of weed hol ding them
He nust have slept, Ross guessed, when he stirred, raising his head. Hs
body was stiff, aching, as he braced hinself up on his hands and peered over
the edge of their kelp nest. There was light in the cave, a pale grayish
wash which grew stronger toward the slit opening. It must be day. And that
meant they could nove. Ross groped in the weed, his hand falling on a curve
of shoul der.
"Wake up!" H's hoarse voice snapped the order. There was a startled gasp in
answer, and the mound beside himheaved as the girl stirred.
"Day out -- " Ross pointed.
"And the storm-- " she stood up, "I think it is over."
It was true that the level of water within the cave had fallen, that
wavel ets no longer |apped with the sane vigor. Morning . . . the storm over



and somewhere Ashe! Ross was about to snap his mask into place when
Karara caught his arm
"Be careful! Renenber what | saw -- last night they were killing swi mers!"”
He shook her off inpatiently. "I"'mno fool! And with the packs on we do not
have to surface. Listen -- " he had anot her thought, one which would provide
an excellent excuse for keeping her safely out of his conmpany, reducing his
responsibility for her, "you take the dolphins and try to find the gate.
W' Il want out as soon as | |ocate Ashe."
"And if you do not find himsoon?"
Ross hesitated. She had not said the rest. Wiat if he could not find Cordon
at all? But he would -- he had tol
"I'"ll be back here" -- he checked his watch, no Ilonger an accurate
ti mekeeper, for Hawai ka's days held an hour nore than Earth's twenty-four
but the settlers kept the off-world nmeasurenent to check on work periods --
"in, say, two hours. You should know by then about the gate, and |I'Il have
some idea of the situation along the shore. But listen -- " Ross caught her
shoulder in a taut grip, pulled her around to face him his eyes hot and
al nrost angry as they held hers, "don't let yourself be seen -- " He repeated
t he cardinal rule of Agents in new territory. "W don't dare risk
di scovery."
Karara nodded and he could see that she wunderstood, was aware of the
i mportance of that warning. "Do you want Tino-rau or Taua?"

"No, I'mgoing to search along the shore first. Ashe would have tried for
that last night . . . was probably driven in the way we were. He'd go to
ground sonmewhere. And | have this -- " Ross touched the sonic on his belt.
"I"ll set it on his call; you do the sane with yours. Then if we get wthin
di stance, he'll pick us up. Back here in two hours -- "

"Yes." Karara kicked free of the weed, was al ready wadi ng down to where the

dol phins circled in the cave pool waiting for her. Ross followed, and the
four swamfor the open sea. It could not be nmuch after dawn, Ross thought,
as he clung by one hand to a rock and watched Karara and the dol phins on
their way. Then he paddl ed along the shore northward for his own survey of
the coast. There was a rose cast in the sky, warmng the silver along the
far reaches of the horizon. And about him bobbed stormflotsam so that he
had to pick a careful way through floating debris. On the reef one of the
wrecked ships had vani shed entirely. Perhaps it had been battered to death
by the waves, ground to splinters against the rocks. The other still held,
its prowwell out of the now receding waves, jagged holes in its sides
t hrough whi ch spurts of water cascaded now and then. The wack which had
been driven | andward was conposed of planks, boxes, and containers rolled by
t he waves' force. Miuch of this was already free of the sea, and on the beach
figures nmoved exanmining it. In spite of the danger of chance di scovery, Ross
edged al ong rocks, seeking a vantage point from which he could watch that
activity. He was flat against a sea-girt boulder, a swell of floating weed
draped about him when the nearest of the foraging parties noved into good
view Men . . . at least they had the outward appearance of men nuch |ike
hi nsel f, t hough their skin was dark and their Iinmbs appeared
di sproportionately long and thin. There were two groups of them four
wearing only a scanty loincloth, busy turning over and hunting through the
debris wunder the direction of the other two. The workers had thick grow hs
of hair which not only covered their heads, but down their spines and the
outer sides of their thin arms and legs to elbow and knee. The hair was a
pallid yellowwhite in vivid contrast to their dark skins, and their chins
protruded sharply, allowing the lower line of their faces to take on a
vaguely disturbing |ikeness to an animal's nuzzle. Their overseers were nore
fully clothed, wearing not only helnmets wth a protective visor on their
heads, but al so breast- and back-plates nolded to their bodies. Ross thought
that these could not be solid netal since they adapted to the novenents of
the wearers. Feet and | egs were covered with dull red casings that conbined
shoe and leggings. They were armed with swords of an odd pattern; their



points curved up so that the blade resenbled a fishhook. Unsheathed, the
bl ades were clipped to a waist belt by catches which glittered in the weak
morning light as if gemset. Ross could see little of their faces, for the
beak visors overhung their features. But their skins were as dusky as those
of the laborers, and their arms and |l egs of the sane unusual |ength
men of the same race, he deduced. Under the orders of the armed overseers
the | aborers were reducing the beach to order, sorting out the flotsam into
two piles. Once they gathered about a find, and the sound of excited speech
reached Ross as an agitated clicking. The arnored nen cane up, surveyed the
di scovery. One of them shrugged, and clicked an order. Ross caught only a
hal f glinpse of the thing two of the workers dragged away. A body! Ashe

the human was about to nove closer when he saw the green cl oak dragging
about the corpse. No, not Gordon, just another victimfromthe wecks. The
aliens were working their way toward Ross, and perhaps it was tine for him
to go. He was pushing aside his well-arranged curtain of weed when he was
startled by a shout. For a second he thought he m ght have been sighted,
until resulting action on shore told him otherwise. The furred workers
shrank back agai nst the nmound to which they had just dragged the body. Wile
the two guards took up a position before them curved swords, snapped from
their belt hooks, ready in their hands. Again that shout. Was it a warning
or athreat? Wth the |anguage barrier Ross could only wait to see. Another
party approached al ong the beach fromthe south. In the | ead was a cl oaked
and hooded figure, so muffled in its covering of silver-gray that Ross had
no idea of the form beneath. Silvery-gray -- no, now that hue was deepening
with blue tones, darkening rapidly. By the tinme the cloaked newconer had
passed the rock which sheltered the human the covering was a rich blue which
seened to glow. Behind the | eader were a dozen arned man. They wore the sane
beaked helmets, the supple encasing breast- and back-plates, but their
| eggi ngs were gray. They, too, carried curved swords, but the weapons were
still latched to their belts and they nmade no nove to draw themin spite of
the very patent hostility of the guards before them Blue cloak halted sone
three feet fromthe guards. The sea wind pulled at the cloak, wapping it
about the body beneath. But even so, the wearer remrained well hidden. From
under a flapping edge came a hand. The fingers, long and slender, were
curled about an ivory-colored wand which ended in a knob. Sparks flashed
from it in continuous flickering. Ross clapped his hand to his belt. To his
conpl ete amazenent the sonic disk he wore was reacting to those flashes,
prickling sharply in perfect beat to their blink-blink. He cupped his
scarred fingers over the disk as he waited to see what was going to happen
wondering if the holder of that wand might, in return, pick up the broadcast
of the code set on Ashe's call. The hand clasping the wand was not
dusky-ski nned but had nuch of the same ivory shade as the rod, so that to
Ross the meeting between flesh and wand was hardly distingui shable. Now by
one firmthrust the hand planted the rod into the sand, leaving it to stand
sentinel between the two parties. Retreating a step or two, the red-clad
guards gave ground. But they did not reclasp their swords. Their attitude,
Ross judged, was that of nmen in some awe of their opponent, but nmen urged to
defiance, either by a belief in the righteousness of their cause, or

strengt hened by an old hatred. Now the cl oaked one began to speak -- or was
that speech? Certainly the flow of sound had Ilittle in conmon with the
clicking tongue Ross had caught earlier. This trill of notes possessed the

rise and fall of a chant or song which could have been a formula or greeting
-- or awarning. And the lines of warriors escorting the chanter stood to
attention, their weapons still undrawn. Ross caught his lower |ip between
his teeth and bit down on it. That chanting -- it crawied into the nmind, set
up a pattern! He shook his head vigorously and then was shocked by that
reckl essness. Not that any of those on shore had glanced in his direction

The chant ended on a high, broken note. It was followed by a nonent of
silence through which sounded only the wind and the beat of wave. Then one
of the laborers flung up his head and clicked a word or twd. He and his



fellows fell face down on the beach, cupping their hands to pour sand over
t heir unkenpt heads. One of the guards turned with a sharp yell to boot the
nearest of the workers in the ribs. But his conpanion cried out. The wand
whi ch had stood so erect when it was first planted, nowinclined toward the
working party, its sparks shooting so swiftly and with such slight break
bet ween that they were fast making a single beam Ross jerked his hand from
contact with the sonic; a distinct throb of pain answered that stepping up
of the nysterious broadcast. The | aborers broke and ran, or rather craw ed
on their bellies until they were well away, before they got to their feet
and pelted back down the strand. However, the guards were of sterner stuff.
They were withdrawing all right, but slowy backing away, their swords held
up before themas nen mght retreat before insurnountable odds. Wen they
were well gone the robed one took up the wand. Holding it out beyond, the
cl oaked | eader of the second party approached the two piles of salvage the
wor kers had heaped into rough order. There was a detailed inspection of both
until the robed one cane upon the body. At a trilled order tw of the
warriors came up and laid out the corpse. When the robed one nodded they
stood well back. The rod noved, the tip rather than the knobbed head being
pointed at the body. Ross's head snapped back. That bolt of |ight, energy,
fire -- whatever it was -- issuing fromthe rod had dazzled him into
monentary blindness. And a vibration of force through the air was like a
bl ow. When he was able to see once nore there was nothing at all on the sand
where the corpse had 1lain, nothing except a glassy trough fromwhich sone
spirals of vapor arose. Ross clung to his rock support badly shaken. Men
with swords . . . and now this -- sone formof controlled energy which
argued of technical devel opnment and science. Just as the cliff castle had
bonbarded with rocks ships sailing with a speed which argued engi ne power of
an unknown type. A mxture of barbaric and advanced know edge. To assess
this, he needed nore experience, nmore know edge than he possessed. Now Ashe
could . . . Ashe!

Ross was jerked back to his own quest. The rod was quiet, no nore sparks
were flung fromits knob. And under Ross's touch his sonic was quiet also.
He snapped off the broadcast. If that device had picked up the flickering of
the rod, the reverse could well be true. The cl oaked one chose fromthe pile
of goods, and its escort gathered up the designated boxes, a small cask or
two. So |aden, the party returned south the way they had cone. Ross all owed

his breath to expel in a sigh of relief. He worked his way farther north
along the coast, watching other parties of the furred workers and their
guards. Lines of the former clinbed the cliff, hauling their spoil, their

destination the castle. But Ross saw no sign of Ashe, received no answer to
t he sonic code he had reset once the strangers were out of distance. And he
began to realize that his present search mght well be fruitless, though he
fought agai nst accepting it. Wen he turned back to the slit cave Ross's
fear was ready to be expressed in anger, the anger of frustration over his
own hel pl essness. Wth no chance of trying to penetrate the castle, he could
not | earn whether or not Ashe had been taken prisoner. And until the workers
left the beach he could not prow there hunting the grimer evidence his
mnd flinched fromconsidering. Karara waited for him on the inner |edge.
There was no sign of the dolphins and as Ross pulled out of the water,
pushing aside his mask, her face in the thin light of the cave was deeply
troubl ed.

"You did not find him" she nade that a statenent rather than a question
"No. "

"And | did not find it -- "

Ross used a length of weed fromthe nest as a towel. But now he stood very
still.

"The gate . . . no sign of it?"

"Just this -- " She reached behind her and brought up a seal ed contai ner
Ross recogni zed one of the supply cans they had had in the cache by the
gate. "There are others . . . scattered. Taua and Tino-rau seek them now. It



is as if all that was on the other side was sucked through with us."

"You are sure you found the right place?"

"I's -- is this not part of it?" Again the girl sought for something on the
| edge. What she held out to him was a length of netal rod, tw sted and
broken at one end as iif a giant hand had wenched it loose from the
installation. Ross nodded dully. "Yes," his voice was harsh as if the words
were pulled out of himagainst his will and against all hope -- "that's part
of a side bar. It -- it must have been totally wecked."

Yet, even though he held that broken length in his hands, Ross could not
really believe the gate was gone. He swam out once nore, heading for the
reef where the dol phins joined himas guides. There was a second piece of
broken tube, the scattered containers of supplies, that was all. They were
wrecked in tinme as surely as those ships had been wecked on the sea reef
the night before! Ross headed once again for the cave. Their imredi ate needs
were of mgjor inportance now. The containers nust be all gathered and taken
into their hiding place, because upon their contents three human lives could
depend. He paused just at the entrance to adjust the net of containers he
transported. And it was that slight chance which brought himknow edge of
the intruder. On the | edge Karara was heaping up the kelp of the nest. But
to one side and on a level with the girl's head . . . Ross dared not flash
his torch, thus betraying his presence. Leaving the net hitched to the rock
by its sling, he swamunder water along the side of the cave by a route
which should bring himout within striking distance of that hunched figure
per chi ng above to watch Karara's every nove.

- Chapter 24
6: Loketh the Usel ess
The wash of waves covered Ross's advance until he came up against the wall
not too far from the spy's perch. Whoever crouched there still |eaned
forward to watch Karara. And Ross's eyes, having adjusted to the gl oom of
the cavern, made out the outlines of head and shoul ders. The next two or
three mnutes were critical ones for the human. He rmust energe on the | edge
in the open before he could attack. Karara m ght al nbst have read his nind
and gi ven conscious hel p. For now she went out on the point of the ledge to
whi stl e the dol phins' summons. Tino-rau's sleek head bobbed above water as
he answered the girl wth a bubbling squeak. Karara knelt and the dol phin
cane to butt agai nst her outheld hand. Ross heard a gasp fromthe watcher, a
faint sound of movenent. Karara began to sing softly, her voice rippling in
one of the liquid chants of her own people, the dolphin interjecting a note
or two. Ross had heard themat that before, and it nade perfect cover for
his move. He sprang. His grasp tightened on flesh, fingers closed about thin
wrists. There was a yell of astonishment and fear fromthe stranger as the
man jerked himfromhis perch to the | edge. Ross had his opponent flattened
under himbefore he realized that the other had offered no struggle, but |ay
still.
"What is it?" Karara's torch beam caught them both. Ross | ooked down into a
thin brown face not too different fromhis own. The wi de-set eyes were
cl osed, and the mouth gaped open. Though he believed the Hawai kan
unconsci ous, Ross still kept hold on those wists as he noved from the
sprawl ed body. Wth the girl's aid he used a length of kelp to secure the
captive. The stranger wore a garment of glistening skintight material which
covered body, legs, and feet, but left his lanky arnms bare. A belt about his
wai st had loops for a nunmber of objects, among them a hook-pointed knife
whi ch Ross prudently renoved
"Why, he is only a boy," Karara said. "Where did he come fron®"
Ross pointed to the wall crevice. "He was up there, watching you.
Her eyes were wi de and round. "Wy?"
Ross dragged his prisoner back against the wall of the cave. After
wi tnessing the fate of those who had swum ashore fromthe weck, he did not
like to think what notive mght have brought the Hawai kan here. Again



Karara's thoughts nmust have matched his, for she added:

"But he did not even draw his knife. Wat are you going to do with hin®"
That probl em al ready occupi ed Ross. The w sest nove undoubtedly was to kil
the native out of hand. But such ruthlessness was nmnore than he could

stomach. And if he could learn anything from the stranger -- gain sone
know edge of this newworld and its ways -- he would be twice wi nner. Wy,
this encounter night even | ead to Ashe!

"Ross . . . his leg. See?" The girl pointed. The tight fit of the alien's

clothing made the defect clear; the right |leg of the stranger was shrunken
and twisted. He was a cripple.

"What of it?" Ross demanded sharply. This was no tine for an appeal to the
synmpat hi es. But Karara did not urge any nodification of the bonds as he half
feared she would. Instead, she sat back cross-legged, an odd, wthdrawn
expression naking her seemrenote though he could have put out his hand to
touch her.

"H s | aneness -- it could be a bridge," she observed, to Ross's
nmystification.

"A bridge -- what do you mean?"

The girl shook her head. "This is only a feeling, not a true thought. But
also it is inportant. Look, | think he is waking."

The Iids above those large eyes were fluttering. Then wth a shake of the
head, the Hawai kan blinked up at them Bl ank bew | dernent was all Ross could
read in the stranger's expression until the alien saw Karara. Then a flood
of clicking speech poured fromhis lips. He seened utterly astounded when
they made no answer. And the fluency of his first outburst took on a
pl eadi ng note, while the expectancy of his first greeting faded away. Karara

spoke to Ross. "He is becoming afraid, very nuch afraid. At first, | think,
he was pleased . . . happy."

"But why?"

The girl shook her head. "I do not know, | can only feel. Wait!" Her hand

rose in inperious conmand. She did not rise to her feet, but crawed on
hands and knees to the edge of the | edge. Both dol phins were there, raising
their heads well out of the water, their actions expressing unusua
excitenent.

"Ross!" Karara's voice rang loudly. "Ross, they can understand him Tino-rau
and Taua can understand him"

"You mean, they wunderstand this |anguage?" Ross found that fantastic,
awesonme as the abilities of the dol phins were.

"No, his mnd. It's his mnd, Ross. Sonmehow he thinks in patterns they can
pi ck up and read! They do that, you know, wth a few of us, but not in the
same way. This is nore direct, clearer! They're so excited!"

Ross glanced at the prisoner. The alien had wiggled about, striving to
rai se his head against the wall as a support. Hi s captor pulled the Hawai kan
into a sitting position, but the native accepted that aid alnmost as if he
were not even aware of Ross's hands on his body. He stared with a kind of
horrified disbelief at the bobbing dol phin heads.

"He is afraid," Karara reported. "He has never known such conmmuni cation
before. "

"Can they ask him questions?" demanded Ross. If this odd nental tie between
Terran dol phin and Hawai kan did exist, then there was a chance to learn
about this world.

"They can try. Now he only knows fear, and they must break through that."
What foll owed was the oddest four-sided conversation Ross could have ever
i magi ned. He put a question to Karara, who relayed it to the dolphins. In
turn, they asked it nentally of the Hawai kan and conveyed his answer back
via the sane route. It took sone tinme to allay the fears of the stranger
But at |ast the Hawai kan entered whol eheartedly into the exchange.

"He is the son of the lord ruling the castle above." Karara produced the
first rational and conplete answer. "But for some reason he is not accepted
by his own kind. Perhaps," she added on her own, "it is because he is



crippled. The sea is his hone, as he expresses it, and he believes ne to be
some nythical being out of it. He saw ne sw nming, masked, and with the
dol phins, and he is sure | change shape at will."

She hesitated. "Ross, | get sonething odd here. He does know, or thinks he
knows, creatures who can appear and disappear at will. And he is afraid of
their powers."

"Gods and goddesses -- perfectly natural."

Karara shook her head. "No, this is nmore concrete than a religious belief."
Ross had a sudden inspiration. Hurriedly he described the cl oaked figure who
had driven the castle people fromthe piles of salvage. "Ask himabout that
one."
She relayed the question. Ross saw the prisoner's head jerk around. The
Hawai kan | ooked from Karara to her conpanion, a shade of speculation in his
expr essi on.
"He wants to know why you ask about the Foanna? Surely you nust well know
what manner of beings they are.”
"Listen -- " Ross was sure now that he had nmade a real discovery, though its
i nportance he could not guess, "tell him we conme from where there are no
Foanna. That we have powers and must know of their powers."
If he could only carry on this interrogation straight and not have to depend
upon a double translation! And could he even be sure his questions reached
the alien undistorted? Wearily Ross sat back on his heels. Then he gl anced
at Karara with a twinge of concern. If he was tired by their roundabout
conmuni cati on, she nmust be doubly so. There was a droop to her shoul ders,
and her last reply had come in a voice hoarse with fatigue. Abruptly he
started up.
"That's enough -- for now "
Whi ch was true. He had to have time for evaluation, to adjust to what they
had | earned during the steady stream of questions passed back and forth. And
in that nonent he was conscious of his hunger, just as his voice was paper
dry fromlack of drink. The canister of supplies he had |eft by the cave
entrance . .
"We need food and drink." He funbled with his mask, but Karara notioned him
back fromthe water.
"Taua brings . . . Wit!"
The dolphin trailed the net of containers to them Ross unscrewed one,
pul l ed out a bulb of fresh water. A second box yielded the dry wafers of
energency rations. Then, after a noment's hesitation, Ross crossed to the
prisoner, cut his wist bonds, and pressed both a bulb and a wafer into his
hol d. The Hawai kan watched the humans eat before he bit into the wafer,
chewing it with wvigor, turning the bulb around in his fingers with alert
interest before he sucked at its contents. As Ross chewed and swal | owed,
mechani cally and certainly with no relish, he fitted one fact to another to
make a picture of this Hawai kan tine period in which they were now mar ooned.
O course, his picture was based on facts they had learned from their
captive. Perhaps he had purposely nisled themor fogged sone essentials. But
could he have done that in a nmental contact? Ross would sinply have to
accept everything wth a certain amount of cautious skepticism Anyway,
there were the Weckers of the castle -- petty lordlings setting up their
hol ds al ong the coasts, preying upon the shipping which was the |ifeblood of
this island-water world. The humans had seen themin action |ast night and
today. And if the captive's information was correct, it was not only the
storm s fury which brought the waves' harvest. The Weckers had sone nmethod
of attracting ships to crack up on their reefs. Some nmethod of attraction
And that force which had pulled themthrough the tinme gate; could there
be a connection? However, there remained the Weckers on the cliff. And
their prey, the seafarers of the ocean, with an understandably deep enmity
between them Those two parties Ross could understand and be prepared to
deal with, he thought. But there remained the Foanna. And, from their
prisoner's explanation, the Foanna were a very different matter. They



possessed a power which did not depend upon swords or ships or the natura
tools and weapons of nen. No, they had strengths which were unearthly, to

give them superiority in all but one way -- nunbers. Though the Foanna had
their warriors and servants, as Ross had seen on the beach, they,
t hensel ves, were of another race -- a very old and dying race of which few

remai ned. How many, their enenmies could not say, for the Foanna had no
separate identities known to the outer world. They appeared, gave their
orders, levied their denmands, opposed or aided as they wi shed -- always just
one or two at a tinme -- always so muffled in their cloaks that even their
physi cal appearances remained a nmnystery. But there was no nystery about
their powers. Ross gathered that no Wecker lord, no matter how nmuch a
| eader anong his own kind, how anbitious, had yet dared to opposed actively
one of the Foanna, though he m ght make a token protest against sone demand
fromthem And certainly the captive's description of those powers in action
suggested a supernatural origin of Foanna knowl edge, or at least its
application. But Ross thought that the answer might be that they possessed
the remmants of some al nost forgotten technical know how, the heritage of a
very old race. He had tried to learn something of the origin of the Foanna
t hensel ves, wondering if the robed ones could be fromthe galactic enpire.
But the answer had cone that the Foanna were ol der than recorded tine, that
they lived in the great citadel before the race of the humans' prisoner had
risen fromvery prinitive savagery.

"What do we do now?" Karara broke in upon Ross's thoughts as she refastened
t he contai ners.

"These sl aves that the Weckers take upon occasion . . . Maybe Ashe . . ."
Ross was catching at very fragile straws; he had to. And the stranger had
said that able-bodied nen who swam ashore relatively uninjured were taken
captive. Several had been the night before.

"Loket h."

Ross and Karara | ooked around. The prisoner put down the water bulb, and one
of his hands made a gesture they could not mstake; he pointed to hinself
and repeated that word, "Loketh."

The man touched his own chest. "Ross Mirdock."

Perhaps the other was as inmpatient as he with their roundabout nethod of
conmuni cati on and had decided to try and speed it up. The anal yzer! Ashe had
i ncluded the analyzer wth the equipment by the gate. If Ross could find
that . . . why, then the major problem could be behind them Swiftly he
explained to Karara, and with a vigorous nod of assent she called to Taua,
ordering the rest of the salvage material fromthe gate be brought to them
"Loketh." Ross pointed to the youth. "Ross." That was hinmself. "Karara." He
i ndicated the girl.

"Rosss." The alien nade a clicking hiss of the first nane. "Karara -- " He
did better with the second. Ross carefully unpacked the box Taua had
|ocated. He had only slight know edge of how the device worked. It was
intended to record a strange |anguage, break it down into symbols already
famliar to the Time Agents. But could it also be used as a translator with
atotally alien tongue? He could only hope that the rough handling of its
journey through the gate had not danaged it and that the experinment m ght
possi bly work. Putting the box between them he explained what he wanted,;
and Karara took up the miniature recorder, speaking slowy and distinctly
the sane liquid syllables she had used in the dol phin song. Ross clicked the
control box when she was finished, and watched the small screen. The synbols
whi ch flashed there had neaning for himright enough; he could translate
what she had just taped. The machine still worked to that extent. Now he
pushed the box into place before Loketh and nade the visibly reluctant
Hawai kan take the recorder from Karara. Then through the dol phin |ink Ross
passed on definite instructions. Wuld it wrk as well to translate a
stellar tongue as it had with | anguages past and present of his own planet?
Rel uctantly Loketh began to talk to the recorder, at first in a very rapid
munbl e and then, as there was no frightening response, with | ess speed and



nmore confidence. Synmbol lines formed on the screen, and sone of them nade
sense! Ross was el ated

"Ask him Can one enter the castle unseen to check on the slaves?"

"For what reason?"

Ross was sure he had read those synmbols correctly.

"Tell him-- that one of our kind nay be anong them"

Loketh did not reply so quickly this tine. H s eyes, grave and neasuring,
studi ed Ross, then Karara, then Ross again.

"There is a way . . . discovered by this useless one."

Ross did not pay attention to the odd adjective Loketh chose to describe
hinsel f. He pressed to the inportant matter

"Can and will he show nme that way?"

Again that long nonment of appraisal on the part of Loketh before he
answered. Ross found hinself reading the reply synbols al oud.

"I'f you dare, then | will lead."

- Chapter 25
7: Wtches' Meat
He might be recklessly endangering all of them Ross knew. But if Ashe was
i mmured sonewhere in that rock pile over their heads, then the risk of
trusting Loketh would be worth it. However, because Ross was chancing his
own neck did not nean that Karara need be drawn into i mediate peril too.
Wth the dol phins at her command and the supplies, scanty as those were, she
woul d have a good chance to hide here safely.
"Hol di ng out for what?" she asked quietly after Ross elaborated on this
subject, thus bringing himto silence. Because her question was just. Wth
the gate gone the humans were comrmitted to this time, just as they had
earlier been commtted to Hawai ka when on their honme world they had entered
t he spaceship for the take-off. There was no escape fromthe past, which had
beconme their present.
"The Foanna," she continued, "these Weckers, the sea people -- all at odds
with one another. Do we join any, then their quarrels nust also becone
ours."
Taua nosed the ledge behind the girl, squeaked a demand for attention
Karara | ooked around at Loketh; her look was as searching as the one the
native had earlier turned on her and Ross.
"He" -- the girl nodded at the Hawai kan -- "wi shes to know if you trust him
And he says to tell you this: Because the Shades chose to inflict upon hima
twisted leg he is not one with those of the castle, but to them a broken

usel ess thing. Ross, | gather he thinks we have powers like the Foanna, and
that we may be supernatural. But because we did not kill himout of hand and
have fed him he considers hinself bound to us."

"Ritual of bread and salt . . . could be." Though it mght be folly to match

alien custons to ones on Earth, Ross thought of that very ancient pact on
his owmn world. Eat a man's food, become his friend, or at |least declare a
truce between you. Stiff taboos and codes of behavior marked nations on
Earth, especially warrior societies, and the same might be true here.

"Ask him" Ross told Karara, "what is the rule for food and drink between
friends or enenmies!”™ The nore he could learn of such custons the better
protection he mght be able to weave for them Long noments for the relay of
that nessage, and then Loketh spoke into the recorder of the analyzer
slowy, with pauses, as if trying to make sure Ross understood every word.
"To give bread into the hands of one you have taken in battle, nmakes him

your man -- not as a slave to labor, but as one who draws sword at your
bi ddi ng. When | took your bread | accepted you as cup-lord. Between such
there is no betrayal, for how nay a man betray his lord? I, Loketh, am now a

sword in your hands, a man in your service. And to ne this is doubly good,
for as a useless one | have never had a lord, nor one to swear to. Al so,
with this Sea Maid and her followers to listen to thoughts, how could any
man speak with a double tongue were he one who consorted with the Shadow and



wore the C oak of Evil?"
"He's right," Karara added. "His mind is open; he couldn't hide his thoughts
from Taua and Tino-rau even if he wi shed."

"All right, 1'll accept that." Ross gl anced about the | edge. They had piled
the containers at the far end. For Karara to nove mght be safe. He said so.
"Move where?" she asked flatly. "Those nen fromthe castle are still hunting
drift out there. | don't think anyone knows of this cave."

Ross nodded to Loketh. "He did, didn't he? I wouldn't want you trapped here.
And | don't want to | ose those supplies. What is in those containers may be
what saves us all."

"We can sink those over by the wall, weight themdown in a net. Then, if we
have to nove, they will be ready. Do not worry -- that is ny departnent.”
She smiled at him with a slightly nmocking lift of 1ips. Ross subsided,

t hough he was irritated because she was right. The managenent of the dol phin
team and sea matters were her departnent. And while he resented her rem nder
of that point he could not deny the justice of her retort. In spite of his
crippled leg, Loketh displayed an agility which surprised Ross. Freed from
hi s ankl e bonds, he beckoned the man back to the very niche where he had
hidden to watch Karara. Up he swng into that and in a second had vani shed
fromsight. Ross followed, to discover it was not a niche after all but the
opening of a crevice, leading upward as a vent. And it had been used before
as a passage. There was no light, but the native guided Ross's hands to the
holl ow clinbing holds cut into the stone. Then Loketh pushed past and went
up the crude | adder into the dark. It was difficult to judge either time or
distance in this black tube. Ross counted the holds for sone check. H's
agent training nade one part of his mnd sharply aware of such things; the
need for menorizing a passage which led into the enemy's territory was
apparent. \Wat the purpose of this slit had originally been he did not know,
but strongholds on Earth had had their hidden ways in and out for use in
times of siege, and he was beginning to believe that these aliens had rmnuch
in comon with his own kind. He had reached twenty in his counting and his
senses, alerted by training and instinct, told himthere was an opening not
too far above. But the darkness remained so thick it fell in tangible folds
about his sweating body. Ross al mbst cried out as fingers clanped about his
wrist when he reached for a new hold. Then urged by that grasp, he was up
and out, sprawling into a vertical passage. Far ahead was a gray of faint
l[ight. Ross choked and then sneezed as dust puffed up frombetween his
scrabbling hands. The hold which had been on his wist shifted to his
shoul der, and with a surprising strength Loketh hauled the man to his feet.

The passage in which they stood was a slit extending in height well above
their heads, but narrow, not nuch wi der than Ross's shoulders. Wether it
was a natural fault or had been cut he could not tell. Loketh was ahead
again, his rocking linmp making the outline of his body a jerky up-and-down
shadow. Again his speed and agility amazed the man. Loketh m ght be | ane,
but he had | earned to adapt to his handicap very well. The light increased
and Ross marked slits in the walls to his right, no wider than the breadth
of his two fingers. He peered out of one and was looking into enpty air
whil e below he heard the murmur of the sea. This way must run in the cliff
face above the beach. A click of inpatient whisper drew him on to join
Loketh. Here was a flight of stairs, narrow of tread and very steep. Loketh
turned back and side against these to clinb, his outspread hand fl attened on
the stone as if it possessed adhesive qualities to steady him For the first

time his twisted | eg was a di sadvantage. Ross counted again -- ten, fifteen
of those steps, bringing themonce nore into darkness. Then they emerged
froma well-like opening into a circular room A sudden and dazzling flare
of light made Ross shade his eyes. Loketh set a pale but gl ow ng cone on a
wal I shelf, and the man di scovered that the burst of light was only relative
to the dark of the passage; indeed it was very weak illum nation. The
Hawai kan braced his body against the far wall. The strain of his effort,

whatever its purpose, was easy to read in the contorted line of his



shoul ders. Then the wall slid under Loketh's wurging, a slow nmove as if the
wei ght of the slab he strove to handl e was al nost too great for his slender
arms, or else the need for caution was intensified here. They now fronted a
narrow opening, and the |light of the cone shone only a few feet into the
space. Loketh beckoned to Ross and they went on. Here the left wall was cut
in many places enmtting patches of light in a way which bore no resenbl ance
to conventional w ndows. It was |like walking behind a pierced screen which
followed no logical pattern in cutaway portions. Ross gazed out and gasped.
He was standi ng above the center core of the castle, and the |life bel ow and
beyond drew his attention. He had seen drawings reproducing the life of a
feudal castle. This resenbled them and yet, as Ross studied the scene
closer, the differences between Earth's past and this becane nore distinct.
In the first place there were those animals -- or were they animals? --
being hooked up to a cart. They had six linbs, wal king on four, holding the
remai ning two folded under their necks. Their harness consisted of a network
fitted over their shoulders, anchored to the folded linbs. Their grotesque
heads, bobbing and weaving on lengthy necks, their bodies, were sleekly
scal ed. Ross was startled by a resenblance he traced to the sea dragon he
had met in the future of this world. But the creatures were subject to the
men harnessing them And the activity in other respects . . . Ross had to
fight a wayward and fascinated interest in all he could see, force hinself
to concentrate on | earning what mght be pertinent to his own m ssion. But
Loketh did not allow himto watch for long. Instead, his hand on the man's
arm urged the other down the gallery behind the screen and once nore into
the bulk of the fortress. Another narrow way ran through the thickness of
the walls. Then a patch of light, not that of outer day, but a reddish gl eam
froman opening wai st high. There Loketh went awkwardly to his good knee,
motioning Ross to follow his exanple. Wat lay below was a hall furnished
with a barbaric rawness of <color and glitter. There were long strips of
brightly hued woven stuff on the walls, touched here and there with the
sparkling glints of jewels. And set at intervals anbng the hangings were
oval objects perhaps Ross's height on which were designs and patterns picked
out in paint and netal. Maybe the stylized representation of native plants
and animals. The whole gave an inpression of clashing color, just as the
garments of those gathered there were garish in turn. There were three
Hawai kans on the two-step dais. Al wore robes fitting tightly to the upper
portion of their bodies, girded to their waists with elaborate belts, then
falling in long points to floor level, the points being finished off with
tassels. Their heads were covered wth tight caps formed from interlaced
decorated strips that glittered as they noved. And the mixture of colors in
their apparel was such as to offend human eyes with their harsh clash of
shade agai nst shade. Drawn up below the dais were tw rows of guards. But
the reason for the assenbly baffled Ross, since he could not understand the
clicking speech. There cane a holl ow echoi ng sound as froma gong. The three
on the dais straightened, turned their attention to the other end of the
hall. Ross did not need Loketh's gesture to know that sonething of
i mportance was about to begin. Down the hall was a sonber note in the splash
of clashing color. The man recognized the gray-blue robe of the Foanna.
There were three of the robed ones this time, one slightly in advance of the
other two. They cane at a gliding pace as if they swept along above that
paved flooring, not by planting feet upon it. As they halted below the dais
the men there rose. Ross could read their reluctance to nake that concession
in the slowness of their novements. They were plainly being conpelled to
render deference when they longed to refuse it. Then the middl e one of the
castle |l ords spoke first.

"Zahur -- " Loketh breathed in Ross's ear, his pointed finger indicating the
speaker. Ross longed vainly for the ability to ask questions, a chance to
know what was in progress. That the neeting of the two Hawai kan factions was
important he did not doubt. There was an interval of silence after the
castle lord finished speaking. To the man this spun on and on and he sensed



the nmounting tension. This must be a showdown, perhaps even a decl aration of
open hostilities between Weckers and the older race. O perhaps the pause
was a subtle weapon of the Foanna, used to throw a | ess-sophisticated eneny
of f bal ance, as a judo fighter m ght use an opponent's attack as part of his
own defense. When the Foanna did nake answer it came in the singsong of

chanted words. Ross felt Loketh shiver, felt the craw of chill along his
own spine. The words -- if those were words and not just sounds intended to
pl ay upon the mind and enptions of a listener -- cut into one. Ross wanted

to close his ears, thrust his fingers into themto drown out that sound, yet
he did not have the power to raise his hands. It seemed to himthat the nen
on the dais were swaying now as if the chant were a rope | eashed about them
pul ling them back and forth. There was a clatter; one of the guards had
fallen to the floor and lay there, rolling, his hands to his head. A shout
fromthe dais. The chanting reached a note so high that Ross felt the
torment in his ears. Below, the |lines of guards had broken. A party of them

were heading for the end of the hall, nmaking a w de detour around the
Foanna. Loketh gave a small choked cry; his fingers tightened on Ross's
forearmwith painful intensity as he whispered. What was about to happen

meant something inportant. To Loketh or to hin? Ashe! Was this concerned
with Ashe? Ross crowded against the opening, tried to see the direction in
whi ch the guards had di sappeared. The wait nade hi m doubly inpatient. One of
the men on the dais had dropped on the bench there, his head forward on his
hands, his shoulders quivering. But the one Loketh had identified as Zahur

still fronted the Foanna spokesman, and Ross gave tribute to the strength of
will which kept him there. They were returning, the guards, and herded
between their lines three nmen. Two were Hawai kans, their bare dark bodies
easily identifiable. But the third -- Ashe! Ross alnost shouted his nane

al oud. The human stunbl ed al ong and there was a bandage above his knee. He
had been stripped to his swinmng trunks, all his equi pnent taken from him
There was a dark bruise on his left tenple, the angry weal of a lash mark on
neck and shoulder. Ross's hands clenched. Never in his |ife had he so
desperately wanted a weapon as he did at that nonent. To spray the conpany
bel ow with a machi ne gun woul d have given himgreat satisfaction. But he had
not hing but the knife in his belt and he was as cut off from Ashe as if they
were in separate cells of some prison. The caution which had been one of his
i nborn gifts and which had been fostered by his training, clanped down on
his first wild desire for action. There was not the slightest chance of his
doi ng Ashe any good at the present. But he had this much -- he knew that
Gordon was alive and that he was in the aliens' hands. Faced by those facts
Ross coul d plan his own noves. The Foanna chant began again, and the three
prisoners nmoved; the two Hawai kans turned, set thenselves on either side of
Ashe, and gave him support. Their actions had a nechanical quality as if
they were directed by a will beyond their own. Ashe gazed about himat the
W eckers and the robed figures. Hi s awareness of them both suggested to Ross
that if the natives had come wunder the control of the Foanna, the human
resisted their influence. But Ashe did not try to escape the assistance of
his two fellow prisoners, and he linped wth their aid back down the hall
foll owi ng the Foanna. Ross deduced that the captives had been transferred
from the lord of the castle to the Foanna. Wich meant Ashe was on his way
to anot her destination. Ross and Loketh swiftly returned to the sea cave.
"You have found Gordon!" Karara read his news fromhis face.

"The Weckers had himprisoner. Now they've turned himover to the Foanna --
"What will they do with hinP" the girl demanded of Loketh. H s answer cane
roundabout as usual as the native squatted by the analyzer and clicked his
answer into it.

"They have clainmed the weck survivors for tribute. Your companion will be
witches' neat."

"Wtches' neat?" repeated Ross, unconprehending. Then Karara drew a ragged
breath whi ch was a gasp of horror



"Sacrifice! Ross, he nust mean they are going to use Gordon for a
sacrifice."”

Ross stiffened and then whirled to catch Loketh by the shoulders. The
inability to question the native directly was an added di saster now.

"Where are they taking hin? Where?" He began that fiercely, and then forced
control on himself. Karara's eyes were half closed, her head back; she was
mani festly aimng that inquiry at the dol phins, to be translated to Loketh.
Synbol s burned on the anal yzer screen

"The Foanna have their own fortress. It can be entered best by sea. There is

a boat . . . | can show you, for it is ny own secret.”
"Tell him-- yes, as soon as we can!" Ross broke out. The old feeling that
time was all-inportant worried at him Wtches' nmeat . . . witches' neat

the words were sharp as a | ash

- Chapter 26
8: The Free Rovers
Twi | i ght nade a gray world where one could not trace the true neeting of
land and water, sea and sky. Surely the haze about them was nore than just
the normal dusk of coming night. Ross balanced in the mddle of the skiff as
it bobbed along the swell of waves inside a barrier reef. To his mind the
craft carrying the three of themand their net of supplies was too frail
rode too high. But Karara paddling in the bow, Loketh at the stern seened to
be content, and Ross could not, for pride' s sake, question their conpetency.
He conforted hinself wth the know edge that no agent was able to absorb
every primtive skill, and Karara's people had explored the Pacific in
outrigger canoes hardly nore stable than their present vessel, navigating by
currents and stars. Snmothering his feeling of helplessness and the slow
anger that roused in him the man busied hinself with study of a sort. They
had had the | onger part of the day in the cave before Loketh would agree to
venture out of hiding and paddle south. Aided by Loketh, Ross used the
anal yzer to learn what he could of the native tongue. Now he possessed a
wor ki ng vocabul ary of clicked words, he was able to follow Loketh's speech
so that translation through the dolphins was not necessary except for
conplicated directions. Al so, he had a nore detailed briefing of the present
situation on Hawai ka. Enough to know that they m ght be enbarking on a nmad
venture. The citadel of the Foanna was distinctly forbidden ground, not only
for Loketh's people but also for the Foanna's Hawai kan followers who |[ived
and worked in an outer ring of fortification. Those natives were, Ross
gathered, a hereditary corps of servants and warriors, born to that status
and not recruited from the native population at |large. As such, they were
arnored by the "magic" of their nasters.
"If the Foanna are so powerful," Ross had demanded, "why do you go with us
against then?" To depend so heavily on the native nade himuneasy. The
Hawai kan | ooked to Karara. One of his hands raised; his fingers sketched a
sign toward the girl.
"Wth the Sea Maid and her magic | do not fear." He paused before adding,

"Always has it been said of ne -- and to nme -- that | ama useless one, fit
only to do wormen's tasks. No word weaver shall ever chant ny battle deeds in
the great hall of Zahur. | who am Zahur's true son can not carry ny sword in
any lord's train. But now you offer ne one of the great to-be-renenbered
quests. If | go, so may | prove that | ama man, even if |I go |I|inpingly.

There is nothing the Foanna can do to ne which is worse than what the Shadow
has al ready done. Choosing to follow you | may stand up to face Zahur in his
own hall, show himthat the blood of his House has not been drained from ny
vei ns because | wal k crookedl y!"

There was such bitter fire, not only in the sputtering rush of Loketh's
words, but in his eyes and the wy twist of his |ips, that Ross believed
him The human no | onger had any doubts that the castle outcast was wlling
to brave the unknown terrors of the Foanna keep, not only because he was
bound to aid Ross, but because he saw in this venture a chance to gain what



he had never had, a place in his warrior culture. Shut off fromthe norma

life of his people, he had early turned to the sea. H s twisted | eg had not
proved a handicap in the water, and he stated wth confidence that he was
the best swinmer in the castle. Not that the nmen of his father's follow ng
had taken greatly to the sea, which they |ooked upon nmerely as a way of
preying upon the true sea rovers. The reef on which the ships had been
wrecked was a snare of sorts -- first by the whimof nature when wind and
current piled wup the trading ships there. Then, Ross was startled when
Loketh el aborated on a | ater devel opnent of that trap

"So Zahur returned fromhis neeting and set up a great magic anong the
rocks, according to the spells he was taught. Now ships are drawn there so
the wecks have been many and Zahur beconmes an even greater lord with many
men coming to take sword oath under him"

"This magic," asked Ross, "of what manner is it and where did Zahur obtain
it?"

"It is fashioned so -- Loket h sketched two straight lines in the air, "not
curved as a sword. And the color of water under a storm sky, both rods being
as tall as a man. There was nuch care to set themin place, that was done by
a man of dicnas."

"A man of dicms?"

"dicmas is nowthe high lord of the Iccio. He is blood kin to Zahur, yet
Zahur must take sword oath to send to Gicmas a fourth of all his
sea- gl eanings for a year in paynent for this magic."

"And Gicmas, where did he get it? Fromthe Foanna?"

Loketh made an enphatic denial of that. "No, the Foanna have spoken out
against their use, nmaking even greater ill feeling between the A d Ones and
the coast people. It is said that Gicms saw a great wonder in the sky and
followed it to a high place of his own country. A mountain broke in twain
and a voice issued forth fromthe rent, calling that the lord of the country
cone and stand to hear it. Wien dicrmas did so he was told that the nagic
woul d be his. Then the mountain closed again and he found many strange
thi ngs upon the ground. As he uses themthey make himakin to the Foanna in
power. Some he gives to those who are his blood kin, and together they wll
be great until they close their fists not only upon the sea rovers, but upon
t he Foanna al so. This they have cone to believe."

"But you do not?" Karara asked then

"I do not know, Sea Maid. The tine is com ng when perhaps they shall have
their chance to prove how strong is their nagic. Already the Rovers gather
in fleets as they never did before. And it seens that they, too, have found
a new magic, for their ships fly through the water, depending no |onger on
wind-filling sails, or upon strong arns of nmen at |ong paddles. There is a
struggle before us. But that you must know, being who and what you are, Sea
Mai d. "

"And what do you think I an? Wat do you think Ross is?"

"I'f the Foanna dwell on land and hold old know edge and power beyond our
reckoning in their two hands,” he replied, "then it 1is possible that the
same could have roots in the sea. It is ny belief that you are of the

Shades, but not the Shadow. And this warrior is also of your kind -- but
perhaps in different degree, putting into action your desires and w shes.
Thus, if you go up against the Foanna, you shall be well nmatched, kind to
kind."

Nice to be so certain of that, Ross thought. He did not share Loketh's
confi dence on that subject.

"The Shades . . . the Shadow . . ." Karara persisted. "Wat are these
Loket h?"

An odd expression crossed the Hawai kan's face. "Are those not known to vyou,
Sea Mai d? Indeed, then you are of a breed different fromthe people of I|and.
The Shades are those of power who may cone to the aid of men should it be
their desire to influence the future. And the Shadow . . . the Shadowis
That Which Ends All -- man, hope, good. To Wiich there is no appeal, and



Which holds a vast and enduring hatred for that which has I|ife and ful
subst ance. "

"So Zahur has this newmgic. Is it the gift of Shades or Shadow?" Ross
brought them back to the subject which had sparked in hima small warning
si gnal

"Zahur prospers mightily." Loketh's answer was anbi guous.

"And so the Shadow coul d not provide such magi c?" the man pushed. But before
t he Hawai kan had a chance to answer, Karara added another question

"But you believe that it did?"

"I do not know. Only the magi c has made Zahur a part of Gicmas, and dicmas
is now perhaps a part of that which spoke fromthe nountain. It is not well
to accept gifts which tie one man to another unless there is fromthe first
a sayi ng of how deep that bond may run."

"I think you are wise in that, Loketh," Karara said. But the uneasiness had
grown in Ross. Alien powers, out of a mountain heart, passed fromone |ord
to another. And on the other hand the Rovers' sudden magic in turn, |ending
their ships wings. The two facts bal anced in an odd way. Back on Earth there
had been those sudden and unaccountable junps in technical know edge on the
part of the eneny, junps which had set in action the whole Tine Travel
service of which he had become a party. And these junps had not been the
result of normal research; they had cone from the looting of derelict
spaceshi ps wecked on his world in the far past. Could driblets of the sane
stell ar know edge have been here deliberately fed to warring conmunities? He
asked Loketh about the possibility of space-borne explorers. But to the
Hawai kan that was a totally foreign conception. The stars, for Loketh, were
t he doorways and w ndows of the Shades, and he treated the suggestion of
space travel as perhaps natural to those all-powerful specters, but
certainly not for beings Iike hinself. There was no hint that Hawai ka had
been openly visited by a galactic ship. Though that did not bar such
| andi ngs. The pl anet was, Ross thought, thinly popul ated. \Wol e sections of
the interiors of the larger islands were w lderness, and this world must be
in the same state of only partial occupation as his own earth had been in
the Bronze Age when tribes on the march had fanned out into virgin
wi | derness, great forests, and steppes unwal ked by nan before their coning
Now as he balanced in the canoe and tried to keep his nmnd off the
gqueasiness in his mddle and the insecurity of the one thickness of
sea-creature hide stretched over a bone framework which made up the craft
bet ween his person and the water, Ross still nulled over what m ght be true.
Had the ogalactic invaders for their own purposes begun to nmeddle here,
| eaki ng weapons or tools to wupset what nust be a very delicate bal ance of
power ? Why? To bring on a conflict which would occupy the native popul ation
to the point of exhaustion or depopulation? So they could win a world for
their own purposes without effort or risk on their part? Such col d-bl ooded
fishing in deliberately troubled waters fitted very well with the behavior
of the Baldies as he had known them on Earth. And he could not set aside
that nenory of this very coast as he had seen it through the peep, the
castle in ruins, tall pylons reaching from the land into the sea. Was this
t he begi nning of that change which would end in the Hawai ka of his own tine,
enpty of intelligent Iife, shattered into a | oose network of islands?

"This fog is strange." Karara's words startled Ross to return to the here
and now. The haze he had been only half conscious of when they had put out
fromthe tiny secret bay where Loketh kept his boat, was truly a fog, piling
up in soft billows and cutting down visibility with speed.

"The Foanna!" Loketh's answer was sharp, a recognition of danger. "Their
magi c -- they hide their place so! There is trouble, trouble on the nove!"
"Do we land then?" Ross did not ascribe the present blotting out of the
| andscape to any real manipul ation of nature on the part of the all-powerful
Foanna. Too many times the reputations of "nedicine nen® had been so
enhanced by coi nci dence. But he did doubt the wi sdomof trying to bore ahead
blindly in this murk



"Taua and Tino-rau can guide us," Karara rem nded him "Throw out the rope,
Ross. Wat is above water will not confuse them"™

He noved cautiously, striving to adapt his actions to the swi ng of the boat.
The Iine was ready coiled to hand and he tossed the | oose end overboard, to
feel the cord jerk taut as one of the dol phins caught it up. They were being
towed now, though both paddlers reinforced the forward tug wth their
efforts. The curtain gathering above the surface of the water did not hanper
the swimers beneath its surface, and Ross felt relief. He turned his head
to speak to Loketh.

"How near are we?"

The mi st had thickened to the point that, close as the native was, the |ines
of his body blurred. H's clicking answer seened distorted, too, alnobst as if
the fog had altered not only his formbut his personality.

"Maybe very soon now. W nmust see the sea gate before we are sure.”

"And if we aren't able to see that?" chall enged Ross.

"The sea gate is above and bel ow the water. Those who obey the Sea Mai d, who
are able to speak thought to thought, will find it if we can not."

But they were never to reach that goal. Karara gave warning: "There are
shi ps about."

Ross knew that the dol phins had told her. He demanded in turn: "What kind?"
"Larger, much larger than this."

Then Loketh broke in: "A Rover Raider -- three of them"

Ross frowned. He was the cripple here. The other two, with their ability to
conmuni cate with the dolphins, were the sighted, he the blind. And he
resented his handicap in a burst of bitterness which rmust have colored his
tone as he ordered, "Head inshore -- now "

Once on land, even in the fog, he felt that they had the advantage in any
hi de- and-seek which nmight ensue with this superior eneny force. But afl oat
he was hel pl ess and vul nerable, a state Ross did not accept easily.

"No," Loketh returned as sharply. "There is no place to land along the
cliff."”

"W are between two of the ships,’

Karara report ed.

"Your paddles -- " Ross schooled his voice to a whisper, "hold them-- don't
use them Let the dol phins take us on. 1In the fog, if we make no sound, we
may get by the ships.”

"Right!" Karara agreed, and he heard an assenting grunt from Loketh. They
were noving very slowy. Strong as the dol phins were, they dared not expend
all their strength on towing the skiff too fast. Ross thought furiously.

Per haps the sea could be their way of escape if the need arose. He had no
i dea why raiding ships were noving under the cover of fog into the vicinity
of the Foanna citadel. But his know edge of tactics led himto guess that
this impending visit was not anticipated by the Foanna, nor was it a
friendly one. And, as veteran seanen who should normally be wary of fog as
thick as this, the Rovers thenselves nust have a driving reason, or sone
saf equard which led them here now. But dared the three spill out of their
boat, trust to their swimm ng ability and that of the dol phins, and invade
t he Foanna sea gate so? Could they use the coming Rover attack as a cover
for their own invasion of the hold? Ross considered that the odds in their
favor were beginning to |look better. He whispered his idea and began to
prepare their gear. The boat was still headed for the shore the three could
not see. But they could hear sounds out of the white cotton wall which told
them how conpletely they were boxed in by the raiders; creaks, whispers,
noi ses Ross could not readily identify, carried across the waves. Before
| eavi ng the cave and begi nning this voyage they had introduced Loketh to the
use of the gill-pack, made himpractice in the depths of the cave pool wth
one of the extras drawn through the gate anong the supplies. Now all three
were equipped with the water aid, and they could be gone in the sea before
the trap cl osed.

"The supply net -- " Ross warned Karara. A nonent or two |later there was a
smal | bunmp against the skiff at his left hand. He cautiously raised the



collection of containers and eased the burden into the water, know ng that
one of the dol phins would take charge of it. However, he was not prepared
for what happened next. Under himthe boat lurched first one way and then

the other in sharp jerks as if the dolphins were trying to spill them into
the sea. Ross heard Karara call out, her voice thin and fri ghtened:
"Taua! Tino-rau! They have gone mad! They will not listen!"

The boat raced in a zigzag path. Loketh clutched at Ross, striving to steady
him to keep the boat on an even keel

"The Foanna -- !" Just as Loketh cried out, Karara plunged over the prow of
the boat, whether by design or chance Ross did not know. And then the craft
whirl ed about, snashed side against side with a dark bul k | oom ng out of the
fog. Above, Ross heard cries, knew that they had crashed agai nst one of the
raiders. He fought to retain his balance, but he had been knocked to the
bottom of the boat against Loketh and they struggled together, unable to
nove during a precious second or tw. Qut of the air over their heads
dropped a mass of waving strands whi ch envel oped both of them The stuff was
adhesive, slimy. Ross let out a choked cry as the lines tightened about his
arms  and body, pinioning him Those tightened, wove a net. Now he was being
drawn up out of the plunging skiff, a helpless captive. His flailing |Iegs,
still free of the sliny cords, struck against the side of the larger ship.
Then he swung in, over the well of the deck, thudded down on that surface
with bruising force, unable to understand anything except that he had been
taken prisoner by a very effective device. Loketh dropped beside him But
Karara was not brought in, and Ross held to that snmall bit of hope. Had she
made it to freedomby dropping into the water before the Rovers netted then?
He could see nen gathering about him masked and distorted in the fog. Then
he was rolled across the deck, boosted over the edge of a hatch and knew an

instant of terror as he fell into the depth below How long was he
unconsci ous? It could not have been very |long, Ross decided, as he opened
his eyes on dark, heard the small sounds of the ship. He lay very still,

trying to renenber, to gather his wits before he tried to flex his arns.
They were held tight to his sides by strands which no | onger seened sliny,
but were winkling as they dried. There was an odor fromthem which gagged
him But there was no | oosening of those | oops despite his struggles, which
grew more intense as his strength returned. And at last he lay panting,
knowi ng there was no easy way of escape from here.

- Chapter 27
9: Battle Test
Babbl e of speech, cries, sounded muffled to Ross, nade a nounting clanor on
the deck. Had the raiders' ship been boarded? Was it now under attack? He
strove to hear and think through the pain in his head, the bew | dernment.
"Loketh?" He was certain that the Hawai kan had been dunped into the sane
hol d. The only answer was a |l ow npan, a nutter fromthe dark. Ross began to
inch his way in that direction. He was no seaman, but during that worms
progress he realized that the ship itself had changed. The vibration which
had carried through the planks on which he lay was stilled. Some engi ne shut
of f; one portion of his mnd put that into famliar ternms. Now the vesse
rocked with the waves, did not bore through them Ross brought up against
anot her body.

"Loket h!"
"Ahhhhh . . . the fire . . . the fire -- I" The half-intelligible answer
held no neaning for the human. "It burns in ny head . . . the fire -- "

The rocking of the ship rolled Ross away fromhis fellow prisoner toward the
opposite side of the hold. There was a roar of voice, bull strong above the
noi se on deck, then the sound of feet back and forth there.

"The fire . . . ahhh -- " Loketh's voice rose to a scream Ross was now
wedged between two abutnents he could not see and fromwhich his best
efforts could not free him The pitching of the ship was nore pronounced.
Remenmbering the two vessels he had seen pounded to bits on the reef, Ross



wondered if the sane doom looned for this one. But that disaster had
occurred during a storm And, save for the fog, this had been a cal m night,
the sea untroubl ed. Unless -- maybe the shaking his body had received during
the past few nonments had sharpened his thinking -- unless the Foanna had
their own neans of protection at the sea gate and this was the result. The
dol phins . . . \Wat had nmade Tino-rau and Taua react as they did? And if the
Rover ship was out of control, it would be a good time to attenpt escape.
"Loketh!" Ross dared to call louder. "Loketh!" He struggled against the
drying strands which bound him from shoulder to md thigh. There was no give
in them Mre sounds fromthe upper deck. Now the ship was answering to
direction again. Ross heard sounds he could not identify, and the ship no
| onger rocked so violently. Loketh noaned. As far as Ross coul d judge, they
wer e heading out to sea.

"Loketh!" He wanted information; he nust have it! To be so ignorant of what
was going on was unbearable frustration. |If they were now prisoners in a
ship leaving the island behind . . . The threat of that was enough to set
Ross struggling with his bonds until he lay panting with exhaustion
"Rossss?" Only a Hawai kan coul d make that name a hiss.

"Here! Loketh?" But of course it was Loketh.

"I am here." The other's voice sounded oddly weak as if it issued froma man

drained by a long ill ness.
"\What happened to you?" Ross demanded.
"The fire . . . the fire inny head -- eating . . . eating . . ." Loketh's

reply came with |long pauses between the words. The human was puzzled. \Wat
fire? Loketh had certainly reacted to something beyond the uncerenonious
handl i ng they had received as captives. This whole ship had reacted. And the
dol phins . . . But what fire was Loketh tal king about?

"I did not feel anything," he stated to hinself as well as to the Hawai kan
"Not hi ng burning in your head? So you could not think -- "

"No. "

"I't nust have been the Foanna magic. Fire eating so that a man is nothing,
only that which fire feeds upon!”

Karara! Ross's thoughts flashed back to those few seconds when the dol phins
had seened to go crazy. Karara had then called out sonething about the
Foanna. So the dolphins nust have felt this, and Karara, and Loketh.
Whatever it was. But why not Ross Mirdock? Karara possessed an extra,
undefinable sense which gave her contact wth the dol phins. Loketh had a
m nd which those could read in turn. But such conmunication was closed to
Ross. At first that realization carried with it a feeling of shame and | oss.
That he did not have what these others possessed, a subtle power beyond the
body, a part of mnd, was hunbling. Just as he had felt shut out and
crippl ed when he had been forced to use the analyzer instead of the sense
the others had, so did he suffer now Then Ross |aughed shortly. Al right,
sometines insensitivity could be a defense as it had at the sea gate.
Suppose his lack could al so be a weapon? He had not been knocked out as the
others appeared to be. But for the bad luck of having been captured before
the raiders had succunbed, Ross could, perhaps, have been nmaster of this
ship by now He did not laugh now, he sniled sardonically at his own
grandi ose reaction. No use thinking about what m ght have been, just file
this fact for future reference. A creaking overhead heral ded the opening of
the hatch. Light lanced down into the cubby, and a figure swng over and
down a side |adder, conming to stand over Ross, feet apart for bal ancing,
accommodating to the swing of the vessel with the ease of |ong practice.
Thus Ross cane face to face with his first representative of the third party
in the Hawai kan tangle of power -- a Rover. The seaman was tall, with a
heavi er devel opnent of shoul der and upper armnms than the | andsmen. Like the
guards he wore supple arnor, but this had a pearly hue that shimered wth
opaline lines. H's head was bare except for a broad, scal ed band runni ng
fromthe nape of his neck to the mnid-point of his forehead, a band
supporting a sharply serrated crest not unlike the erect fin of sonme Terran



fish. Now as he stood, fists planted on hips, the Rover presented a
form dable figure, and Ross recognized in himthe air of conmand. This mnust
be one of the ship's officers. Dark eyes surveyed Ross with interest. The
light fromthe deck focused directly across the raider's shoulder to catch
the human in its full glare, and Ross fought the need for squinting. But he
tried to give back stare for stare, confidence for self-confidence. In
Earth's past nore than one adventurer's |I|ife had been saved sinply because
he had the will and nerve enough to face his captors w thout any display of
anxi ety. Such bravado night not hold here and now, but it was the only
weapon Ross had to hand and he used it.

"You -- " the Rover broke the silence first, "you are not of the Foanna -- "
He paused as if waiting an answer -- denial or protest. Ross provided
nei t her.

"No, not of the Foanna, nor of the scumof the coast either." Again a pause.
"So, what manner of fish has come to the net of Torgul ?" He called an order
aloft. "Arope here! W'll have this fish and its fellow out -- "

Loketh and Ross were jerked up to the outer deck, dumped into the midst of a
cromd of seamen. The Hawaikan was left to lie but, at a gesture fromthe
of ficer, Ross was set on his feet. He could see the nature of his bonds now,
a network of dull gray strands, shriveled and stinking, but not giving in
the | east when he made another try at nmoving his arns.

"Ho -- " The officer grinned. "The fish does not like the net! You have
teeth, fish. Use them slash yourself free."

A murmur of applause fromthe crew answered that nild taunt. Ross thought it
tinme for a counternove.

"I see you do not cone too close to those teeth." He used the nost defiant
words his linmted Hawai kan vocabulary offered. There was a nonent of
silence, and then the officer «clapped his hands together with a sharp
expl osi on of sound.

"You woul d use your teeth, fish?" he asked and his tone could be a warning.
This was going it blind with a vengeance, but Ross took the next leap in the
dark. He felt as he often did in tight quarters, that some inpenetrable core
far within was supplying himwith the right words, the fortunate guess.

"On which one of you?" He drew his lips tight, displaying those sane teeth,
wondering for one startled monment if he should take the Rover's query
literally.

"Vistur! Vistur!" Mre than one voice called. One of the crew took a step or
two forward. Like Torgul, he was tall and heavy, his over-long arns well
muscl ed. There were scars on his forearns, the seamof one up his jaw He
| ooked to be a very tough fighting man, one who was judged so by peers as
seasoned and dangerous.

"Do you choose to prove your words on Vistur, fish?" Again the officer had a
formal note in his question, as if this was all part of sone cerenony.

"If he neets with me as he stands -- no other weapons." Ross flashed back
Now he had anot her reaction from them There were some jeers, a sprinkling
of threats as to Vistur's intentions. But Ross also noted that two or three
of them had gone silent and were eyeing him in a new and nore searching
fashion. And Torgul was one of those. Vistur laughed. "Well said, fish. So
shall it be."

Torgul's hand came out, palmup, facing Ross. In its hollow was a small
object the human could not see clearly. A new weapon? Only the officer made
no move to touch it to Ross, the hand nerely noved in a series of waves in
m d-air. Then the Rover spoke.

"He carries no unlawful magic."

Vi stur nodded. "He's no Foanna. And what need have | to fear the spells of
any coast crawer? | am Vistur!"

Again the yells of his supporters arose in hearty answer. The statenent held
nore conpl ete and qui et confidence than any wordy boast.

"And | am Ross Mirdock!" He matched the Rover tone for tone. "But does a
fish swmwth its fins bound to its sides? O does Vistur fear a free fish



too greatly to face one?"
H's taunt brought the result Ross wanted. The ties were cut frombehind, to
flutter down as withered, wuseless strings. Ross flexed his arnms. Tight as
t hose thongs had been they had not constricted circul ati on, and he was ready
to neet Vistur. The human did not doubt that the Rover chanpion was a
form dable fighter, but he had not had Time Agent training courses. Every
trick of unarmed fighting known on his own world had been pounded into Ross
long ago. H s hands and feet could be as deadly weapons as any crook-bl aded
sword -- or gun -- provided he could get close enough to use them properly.
Vistur stripped off his weapon belt, put to one side his helnet, show ng
that wunder it his hair was plaited into a braid coiled around the crown of
his head to provide what nmust be extra padding for that strangely narrowed
hel m Then he peeled off his arnor, peeled it literally indeed, catching the
| ower edge of the scaled covering with his hands and pulling it up and over
hi s head and shoul ders as one might skin off a knitted garnent. Now he stood
facing Ross, wearing little nore than the human's sw mm ng trunks. Ross had
dropped his belt and gill-pack. He noved into the circle the crew had nade.
From above cane a strong light, centering froma point on the mai nnmast and
giving himgood sight of his opponent. Vistur was being urged to nmeke a
qui ck end of the reckless challenger, his supporters shouting directions and
encouragenent. But if the Rover had confidence, he al so possessed the nore
valuable trait of caution in the face of the unknown. He outweighed,
apparently outmatched Ross, but he did not rush in rashly as his backers
wi shed him to. They circled, Ross studying every nove of the Rover's
muscl es, every slight fraction of change in the other's bal ance. There woul d
be sonething to tel egraph an attack fromthe other. For he intended to fight
purely in defense. The charge cane at last as the crew grew inpatient and
yelled their inpatience to see the prisoner taught a |lesson. But Ross did
not believe it was that which sent Vistur at him The Hawaikan sinply
t hought he knew the best way to take the human. Ross ducked so that a hammer
blow merely grazed him But his stiffened hand swept sidewise in a judo
chop. Vistur gave a whooping cry and went to his knees and Ross swung agai n,
sending the Rover flat to the deck. It had been quick but not so vicious as
it mght have been. He had no desire to kill or even disable Vistur for nore
than a few nminutes. Hs victimwould carry a couple of aching bruises and
perhaps a hearty respect for a new node of fighting fromthis encounter. He
could have as easily been dead had either of those blows |anded other than
where Ross chose to plant them

“Ahhhh -- "

Ross swung around, setting his back to the foot of the mast. Had he guessed
wrong? Wth their chosen chanmpi on down, would the crew now rush hin? He had
ganbled on the element of fair play which existed in Earth's primtive
warrior societies after a nman-to-man challenge. But he could be wong. Ross
wai ted, tense. Just let one of thempull a weapon, and it could be his end.
Two of themwere aiding Vistur to his feet. The Rover's breath whistled in
and out of him with that same whooping, and both of his hands rose
unsteadily to his chest. The majority of his fellows stared fromhimto the
slighter human as if wunable to believe the evidence of their eyes. Torgul
gathered up from the deck the belt and gill-pack Ross had shed in
preparation for the fight. He turned the belt around over his forearmunti
the enpty knife sheath was uppermpst. One of the crew came forward and
slamed back into its proper place the long diver's knife which had been
t here when Ross was captured. Then the Rover offered belt and gill-pack to
Ross. The human rel axed. His ganble had paid off; by the present signs he
had won his freedom

"And my swordsman?" As he buckled on the belt Ross nodded to Loketh stil

| yi ng bound where they had pushed him at the begi nning of the fight.

"He is sworn to you?" Torgul asked.

"He is."

"Loose the coast rat then,

the Rover ordered. "Now -- tell ne, stranger



what manner of man are you? Do you conme fromthe Foanna, after all? You have
a magic which is not our magic, since the Stone of Phutka did not reveal it
on you. Are you fromthe Shades?"

H s fingers moved in the sane sign Loketh had once nmade before Karara. Ross
gave his chosen expl anati on

"I amfromthe sea, Captain. As for the Foanna, they are no friend to ne,
since they hold captive in their keep one who is ny brother-kin."

Torgul stared himup and down. "You say you are fromthe sea. | have been a
Rover since | was able to stunble on ny two feet across a deck, after the
manner and custom of my people, yet |I have never seen vyour like before.
Per haps your conming nmeans ill to me and nine, but by the Law of Battle, you
have won your freedomon this ship. | swear to you, however, stranger, that
if ill conmes fromyou, then the Lawwill not hold, and you shall match your
magi ¢ agai nst the Strength of Phutka. That you shall discover is another
thi ng al t oget her."

"I will swear any oath you desire of me, Captain, that | have no ill toward
you and yours. There is only one wish | hold: to bring himwhomI| seek out
fromthe Foanna hol d before they make himw tches' neat."

"That will be a task worthy of any magic you nmay be able to sunmon,
stranger. We have tasted this night of the power of the sea gate. Though we
went in under the WII of Phutka, we were as weeds whirled about on the
waves. Who enters that gate must have nore force than any we now know. "

"And you, too, then have a score to settle with the Foanna?"

"W have a score against the Foanna, or against their magic," Torgul
admtted. "Three ships -- one island fairing -- are gone as if they never
were!l And those who went with themare of our fleet-clan. There is the work
of the Shadow stretchi ng dark and heavy across the sea, new cone into these
waters. But there remmins nothing we can do this night. W have been |ucky
to win to sea again. Now, stranger, what shall we do with you? O wll you
take to the sea again since you nane it as hone?"

"Not here," Ross countered swiftly. He nust gain some idea of where they
mght be in relation to the island, how far fromits shore. Karara and the
dol phins -- what had happened to then?

"You took no other prisoners?" Ross had to ask

"There were nore of you?" Torgul countered.

"Yes." No need to say how nany, Ross deci ded.
"W saw no others. You . . . all of you -- " the Captain rounded on the
still-clustered crew, "get about your work! W nust raise Kyn Add by norning

and report to the council."

He wal ked away and Ross, deternmined to learn all he could, followed himinto
the stern cabin. Here again the man was faced with barbaric splendor in
carvings, hangings, a wealth of plate and furnishing not too different from
the display he had seen in the Weckers' castle. As Ross hesitated just
wi thin the doorway Torgul glanced back at him

"You have your life and that of your man, stranger. Do not ask nmore of ne,
unl ess you have that within your hands to enforce the asking."

"I want nothing, save to be returned to where you took ne, Captain."

Torgul smiled grimy. "You are of the sea, you yourself said that. The sea
is wide, but it is all one. Through it you nust have your own paths. Take
any you choose. But | do not risk nmnmy ship again into what lies in wait
bef ore the gates of the Foanna."

"\Where do you go then, Captain?"

"To Kyn Add. You have your own choice, stranger -- the sea or our fairing."
There woul d be no way of changing the Rover's decision, Ross thought. And
even with the gill-pack he could not sw mback to where he had been taken

There were no guideposts in the sea. But a |longer acquaintance with Torgul
m ght be hel pful.

"Kyn Add then, Captain.” He made the next nove to prove equality and
establish hinself with this Rover, seating hinmself at the table as one who
had the right to share the Captain's quarters.



- Chapter 28
10: Death at Kyn Add
The hour was close to dawn again and a need for sleep weighted Ross's

eyelids, was a craving as strong as hunger. Still restlessness had brought
him on deck, sent himto pacing, alert to this vessel and its crew. He had
seen the ships of the Earth's Bronze Age traders -- small craft conpared to

those of his own tinme, depending upon oarsmen when the wind failed their
sails, creeping along coasts rather than venturing too far into dangerous
seas, sonetinmes even tying up at the shore each night. There had been ot her
shi ps, |eaner, hardier. Those had plunged into the unknown, touching [|ands
beyond the sea nmists, sailed and oared by nmen plagued by the need to |l earn
what | ay beyond the horizon. And here was such a ship, taut, well kept,
larger than the Viking |ongboats Ross had watched on the tapes of the
Project's collection, yet nost like those far-faring craft. The prow curved
up in a mghty bowsprit where there was the carved |ikeness of the sea
dragon Ross had fought in the Hawaika of his own time. The eyes of that
monster flashed with a regular blink of [light which the human did not
understand. Was it a signal or nerely a device to threaten a possible eneny?
There were sails, now furled as this ship bored on, answering to the steady
throb of what could only be an engine. And his puzzlenent held. A Viking
| ongboat powered by notor? The mxture was incongruous. The crew were
uniform as to face. Al of them wore the flexible pearly arnor, the
skull -strip helmets. Though there were individual differences in ornanents
and the choice of weapons. The majority of the nmen did carry curve-pointed
swords, though those were broader and heavier than those he had seen ashore.
But several had axes wth sickle-shaped heads, whose points curved so far
back that they nearly nmet to form a circle. Spaced at regular intervals on
deck were boxlike objects fronting what resenbled gun ports. And smaller
ones of the same type were on the raised deck at the stern and nounted in
the prow, their muzzles, if the square fronts mght be deemed nuzzles,
flanking the blinking dragon head. Catapults of some type? Ross wonder ed.
"Rosss -- " H's nanme was given the hiss Loketh used, but it was not the
W ecker youth who joined himnow at the stern of the ship. "Ho . . . that
was strong nmagic, that fighting know edge of yours!"

Vi stur rubbed his chest rem niscently. "You have big magic, sea man. But
then you serve the Maid, do you not? Your swordsman has told us that even
the great fish understand and obey her."

"Some fish," qualified Ross.

"Such fish as that, perhaps?" Vistur pointed to the curling wake of foam
Startled, Ross stared in that direction. Torgul's command was the centernpst
in atrioof ships, and those cruised in aline, |l|eaving three trails of
troubl ed wave behind them Coming up now to port in the conmparative calm
bet ween two wakes was a dark object. In the limted |light Ross could be sure
of nothing save that it trailed the ships, appeared to rest on or only
lightly in the water, and that its speed was |less than that of the vessels
it doggedly pursued.

"Afish -- that?" Ross asked.

"Watch!" Vistur ordered. But the Hawai kan's sight nust have been keener than
the human's. Had there been a quick novenment back there? Ross could not be
sure.

"What happened?" He turned to Vistur for enlightennment.

"As a salkar it |leaps now and than above the surface. But that is no sal kar
Unl ess, Ross, you who say you are from the sea have servants unlike any
finned one we have drawn in by net or line before this day."

The dol phins! Could Tino-rau or Taua or both be in steady pursuit of the
ships? But Karara . . . Ross |eaned against the rail, stared until his eyes
began to water fromthe strain of trying to make out the nature of the black
blot. No use, the distance was too great. He brought his fist down against
the wood, trying to control his inpatience. Mdre than half of himwanted to



burst into Torgul's quarters, demand that the Captain bring the ship about
to pick up or contact that trailer or trailers.

"Yours?" again Vistur asked. Ross had tight rein on hinself now "I do not
know. It could well be."

It could well be also that the smart thing would be to encourage the Rovers
to believe that he had a force of sea dwellers nuch Ilarger than the four

Time castaways. The |eader of an arny -- or a navy -- had nore prestige in
any truce discussion than a nenber of a | ost scouting party. But the thought
that the dol phins could be trailing held both prom se and worry -- promi se

of allies, and worry over what had happened to Karara. Had she, too,
di sappeared after Ashe into the hold of the Foanna? The day did not continue
to lighten. Though there was no cottony m st as had encl osed themthe night
before, there was an odd muting of sea and sky, limting vision. Shortly
Ross was unable to sight the follower or followers. Even Vistur adnmitted he
had |ost visual contact. Had the blot been hopel essly outdi stanced, or was
it still dogging the wakes of the Rover ships? Ross shared the norning neal
with Captain Torgul, a round of |eathery substance with a salty, neaty
flavor, and a thick mxture of what night be native fruit reduced to a tart
paste. Once before he had tasted alien food when in the derelict spaceship
it had neant eat or starve. And this was a like circunstance, since their
energency ration supplies had been lost in the net. But though he was
apprehensive, no ill effects followed. Torgul had been wuncomrunicative
earlier; now he was | ooser of tongue, volunteering that they were alnpst to
their port -- the fairing of Kyn Add. The human had no i dea how far he m ght
guestion the Hawaikan, yet the fuller his information the better. He
di scovered that Torgul appeared willing to accept Ross's statenent that he
was froma distant part of the sea and that local custons differed from
those he knew. Living on and by the sea the Rovers were quick-wtted,

adapti ve, with a highly flexible though |1oose-knit organization of
fleet-clans. Each of these had control over certain islands which served
them as "fairings," ports for refitting and anchorage between voyages,

usual |y ruggedly wooded where the sea people could find the raw material for
their ships. Colonies of clans took to the sea, not in the slim swft
cruisers like the ship Ross was now on, but in larger, deeper vessels
providing living quarters and warehouses afloat. They lived by trade and
rai di ng, spending only a portion of the year ashore to grow fast-sprouting
crops on their fairing islands and indulge in sone manufacture of articles
the inhabitants of the Ilarger and nore heavily populated islands were not
abl e to duplicate. Their main article of comerce was, however, a
sea-dwel ling creature whose supple and well-tanned hide formed their
def ensi ve arnor and served mani fold other uses. This could only be hunted by
men trai ned and fearl ess enough to brave nore than one danger Torgul did not
explain in detail. And a cargo of such skins brought enough in trade to keep
a normal -sized fleet-clan for a year. There was warfare anong them Rival
clans tried to junp each other's hunting territories, raid fairings. But
until the imrediate past, Ross gathered, such encounters were relatively
bl oodl ess affairs, depending nore upon craft and skillful planning to reduce
the enemy to a position of disadvantage in which he was forced to
acknow edge defeat, rather than ruthless battle of no quarter. The
shore-si de Wecker |ords were always considered fair gane, and there was no
finesse in Rover raids upon them Those were conducted with a col d- bl ooded
determ nation to strike hard at an ancient foe. However, wthin the past
year there had been several raids on fairings wth the same bl ood-bath
result of a foray on a Wecker port. And, since all the fleet-clans denied
the sneak-and-strike, kill-and-destroy tactics which had finished those
Rover hol di ngs, the seafarers were divided in their opinion as to whether
the nmurderous raids were the work of Weckers suddenly acting out of
character and taking to the sea to bring war back to their enemes, or
whet her there was a rogue fleet mpving against their own kind for sone
pur pose no Rover could yet guess.



"And you believe?" Ross asked as Torgul finished his résungé of the new
dangers besetting his people. Torgul's hand, its long, slender fingers
spidery to human eyes, rubbed back and forth across his chin before he
answer ed:

"It is very hard for one who has fought themlong to believe that suddenly
those shore rats are entrusting thenselves to the waves, venturing out to
stir us with their swords. One does not descend into the depths to kick a
salkar in the runmp; not if one still has his wits safely encased under his
skull braid. As for a rogue fleet . . . what would turn brother against
brother to the extent of slaying children and wonen? Raiding for a wife,
yes, that is conmmon anong our youth. And there have been killings over such
matters. But not the killing of a woman -- never of a child! W are a people
who have never as nany wonen as there are men who wish to bring theminto
the hone cabin. And no clan has as many children as they hope the Shades
will send them"

"Then who?"

When Torgul did not answer at once Ross gl anced at the Captain, and what the
human t hought he saw showing for an instant in the other's eyes was a
revel ati on of danger. So much so that he blurted out:

"You think that | -- we -- "

"You have named yourself of the sea, stranger, and you have magic which is
not ours. Tell nme this in truth: Could you not have killed Vistur easily
with those two blows if you had w shed it?"

Ross took the bold course. "Yes, but | did not. M people kill no nore
wantonly than yours."

"The coast rats | know, and the Foanna, as well as any man may know their
kind and ways, and ny people -- But you | do not know, sea stranger. And
say to you as | have said before, nake nme regret that | suffered you to

claimbattle rights and | shall speedily correct that m stake!"

"Captain!"

That cry had come from the cabin door behind Ross. Torgul was on his feet
with the swift novements of a man called many tines in the past for an
instant response to emergency. The human was close on the Rover's heels as
they reached the deck. A cluster of crewnen gathered on the port side near
the narrow bow. That odd misty quality this day held provided a nmurk hard to
pi erce, but the men were gesturing at a lowriding object rolling with the
waves. That was near enough for even Ross to be able to distinguish a small
boat akin to the one in which he, Karara, and Loketh had dared the sea gate
of the Foanna. Torgul took up a great curved shell hanging by a thong on the
mai nmast. Setting its narrow end to his lips, he blew A weird boom ng note

like the coughing of a sea nmonster, carried over the waves. But there was no
answer fromthe drifting boat, no sign it carried any passenger

"Hou, hou, hou -- " Torgul's signal was re-echoed by shell calls from the
ot her two cruisers.

"Heave to!" the Captain ordered. "Wakti, Zi mmon, Yoana -- out and bring that
in"

Three of the crew leaped to the railing, poised there for a noment, and then
dived alnost as one into the water. A rope end was thrown, caught by one of
them And then they swamwith powerful strokes toward the drifting boat.
Once the rope was made fast the small craft was drawn toward Torgul's
conmand, the crewren swi mming beside it. Ross |longed to know the reason for
the tense expectancy of the nen around him It was apparent the skiff had
some om nous neaning for them Ross caught a glinpse of a body huddled
within the craft. Under Torgul's orders a sling was dropped, to rise,
wei ghted with a passenger. The human was shoul dered back fromthe rail as
the linmp body was hurried into the Captain's cabin. Several crewnen slid
down to make an exami nation of the boat itself. Their heads cane up, their
eyes searched along the rail and centered on Ross. The hostility was so open
the human braced hinmself to nmeet those cold stares as he would a rush froma
chal | enger. A slight sound behind sent Ross |leaping to the right, wanting to



get his back against solid protection. Loketh came up, his linp making him
awkward so that he clutched at the rail for support. In his other hand was
one of the hooked swords bared and ready.

"CGet the nurderers!" Someone in the back line of the massing crew vyipped
that. Ross drew his diver's knife. Shaken at this sudden change in the
crew s attitude, he was warily on the defensive. Loketh was beside him now
and the Hawai kan nodded to the sea.

"Better go there," he cried. "Over before they try to gut you!"

"Kill!'" The word shrilled into a roar fromthe Rovers. They started up the
deck toward Ross and Loketh. Then soneone | eaped between, and Vistur fronted
hi s own conrades.

"Stand away -- " One of the others ran forward, thrusting at the tall Rover
with a stiffened out-held armto fend himout of their path. Vistur rolled a
shoul der, sending the fellow shunting away. He went down while two nore,
unable to halt, thudded on him Vistur stanped on an outstretched hand and
sent a sword spinning.

"What goes here!" Torgul's demand was | oud enough to be heard. It stopped a
few of the crew and two nore went down as the Captain struck out with his
fists. Then he was facing Ross, and the chill in his eyes was the threat the
ot hers had voi ced.

"I told you, sea stranger, that if | found you were a danger to ne or mne
you woul d neet the Justice of Phutkal™"

"You did," Ross returned. "And in what way am| now a danger, Captain?"

"Kyn Add has been taken by those who are not Weckers, not Rovers, not those
who serve the Foanna -- but strangers out of the sea!"

Ross could only stare back, confused. And then the full force of his danger
struck home. Who these raiding sea strangers could be, he had no idea, but
that he was now condemmed out of his own nouth was true and he realized that
these nen were not going to listen to any argunent fromhimin their present
state of mind. The grow of the crew was that of a hungry animal. Ross saw
the w sdomin Loketh's choice. Far better chance the open sea than the nob
before them But his time for choice had passed. Qut of nowhere whirled a
| acy gray-white net, slapping himback against a bul khead to glue himthere.
Ross tried to twist |oose, got his head around in time to see Loketh
scranble to the top of the rail, turn as if to launch hinself at the nen
speedi ng for the now hel pl ess human. But the Hawai kan's crippled leg failed
hi m and he toppl ed back oversi de.

"No!" Again Torgul's shout halted the crew. "He shall take the Black Curse
wi th himwhen he goes to neet the Shadow -- and only one can speak that
curse. Bring him™"

Hel pl ess, reeling under their blows, dragged al ong, Ross was thrown into the
Captain's cabin, confronted by a figured braced up by coverings and cushi ons
in Torgul's own chair. A woman, her face a drawn death's head of skin pulled
tight upon bone, yet a fiery inner strength holding her mnd above the
suffering of her body, |ooked at the human wi th narrowed eyes. She nursed a
bandaged arm agai nst her, and now and then her nouth quivered as if she
could not altogether control sone enotion or physical pain.

"Yours is the cursing, Lady Jazia. Make it heavy to bear for himas his kind
has laid the burden of pain and renenbering on all of us."

She brought her good hand up to her mouth, wiping its back across her |ips
as if to tenper their quiver. And all the tine her eyes held upon Ross.

"Way do you bring nme this man?" Her voice was strained, high. "He is not of
t hose who brought the Shadow to Kyn Add."

"What -- ?" Torgul began and then schooled his voice to a nore normal tone.
"Those were fromthe sea?" He was gentle in his questioning. "They cane out
of the sea, using weapons agai nst which we had no defense?"

She nodded. "Yes, they nade very sure that only the dead remai ned. But | had
gone to the Shrine of Phutka, since it was ny day of duty, and Phutka's
power threw its shade over ne. So | did not die, but I saw-- yes, | saw"
"Not those like me?" Ross dared to speak to her directly.



"No, not those like you. There were few. . . only so nmany -- " She spread
out her five fingers. "And they were all of one Ilike as if born in one
birth. They had no hair on their heads, and their bodies were of this hue --
" She plucked at one of the coverings they had heaped around her; it was a
| avender-blue mixture. Ross sucked in his breath, and Torgul was fast to
pounce upon the understanding he read in the human's face.

"Not your kind -- but still you know them"

"I know them" Ross agreed. "They are the eneny!"

The Bal dies fromthe anci ent spaceships, that wholly alien race with whom he
had once fought a desperate encounter on the edge of an unnaned sea in the
far past of his own world. The gal actic voyagers were here -- and in active,
if secret, conflict with the natives!

- Chapter 29

11: Weapon from the Depths

Jazia told her story with an attention to tinme and detail which anazed Ross
and won his admiration for her breed. She had wtnessed the death and
destruction of all which was her life, and yet she had the wit to note and
record nentally for possible future use all that she had been able to see of
the raiders. They had cone out of the sea at dawn, walking with suprene
confidence and lack of any fear. Axes flung when they did not reply to the
sentries' chall enges had never touched them and a bonbardnent of heavier
m ssiles had been turned aside. They proved invul nerable to any weapon the
Rovers had. Men who made suicidal rushes to use sword or battle ax
hand-to-hand had fallen, before they were in striking distance, under
spraying tongues of fire from tubes the aliens carried. Rovers were not
fearful or easily cowed, but in the end they had fled from the five
i nvaders, gone to ground in their halls, tried to reach their beached shi ps,
only to die as they ran and hid. The slaughter had been renorsel ess and

entire, leaving Jazia in the hill shrine as the only survivor. She had
hidden for the rest of the day, seen the killing of a few fugitives, and
that night had stolen to the shore, launched one of the ship's boats which

was in a cove well away fromthe main harbor of the fairing, heading out to
sea in hope of neeting the homing cruisers with her warning.

"They stayed there on the island?" Ross asked. That point of her story
puzzled him If the object of that nurderous raid had been only to stir up
troubl e anbng the Hawai kan Rovers, perhaps turning one clan against the
other, as he had deduced when he had listened to Torgul's report of simlar
happeni ngs, then the star nen should have wi thdrawn as soon as their m ssion
was conplete, leaving the dead to call for vengeance in the wong direction
There would be no reason to court discovery of their true identity by

I i ngering.

"When the boat was asea there were still lights at the fairing hall, and
they were not our lights, nor did the dead carry them" she said slowy.
"What have those to fear? They can not be killed!"

"If they are still there, that we <can put to the test," Torgul replied
grimy, and a murmur fromhis officers bore out his determ nation

"And | ose all the rest of you?" Ross retorted coldly. "I have net these
before; they can will a man to obey them Look you -- " He slamed his |eft

hand flat on the table. The ridges of scar tissue were plain against his
tanned skin. He knew no better way of driving home the dangers of dealing

with the star men than providing this graphic exanple. "I held ny own hand
in fire sothat the hurt of it would work against their pull upon ny
t houghts, against their willing that I cone and be easy neat for their
but chering."

Jazia's fingers flicked out, snoothed across his old scars lightly as she
gazed into his eyes.

"This, too, is true," she said slowmy. "For it was also pain of body which
kept me from their last snare. They stood by the hall and | saw Prahad
kun, Mosaji, come out to them to be killed as if they were in a hold net



and were drawn. And there was that which called ne also so that | would go
to themthough | called upon the Power of Phutka to save. And the answer to
that plea came in a strange way, for | fell as | went fromthe shrine and
cut ny armon the rocks. The pain of that hurt was as a knife severing the
net. Then | crawl ed for the wod and that calling did not cone again -- "

"I'f you know so nmnuch about them tell us what weapons we may use to pul

them down!" That demand cane from Vistur. Ross shook his head. "I do not
know. "

"Yet," Jazia nmused, "all things which Iive nust also die sooner or |later

And it is inny mnd that these have also a fate they dread and fear.
Perhaps we may find and use it."

"They came fromthe sea -- by a ship, then?" Ross asked. She shook her head.
"No, there was no ship; they came wal king through the breaking waves as if
they had foll owed sone road across the sea bottom"

"A sub!"

"What is that?" Torgul demanded.

"A type of ship which goes under the waves, not through them carrying air
within its hull for the breathing of the crew"”

Torgul's eyes narrowed. One of the other captains who had been sumoned from
the two compani on crui sers gave a snort of disbelief.

"There are no such ships -- " he began, to be silenced by a gesture from
Tor gul .

"We know of no such ships," the other corrected. "But then we know of no
such devices as Jazia saw in operation either. How does one war upon these
under -t he- seas shi ps, Ross?"

The human hesitated. To describe to nen who knew nothing of explosives the
classic way of dealing with a sub via depth charges was cl ose to inpossible.
But he did his best.

"Anong my people one inprisons in a container a (great power. Then the
contai ner is dropped near the sub and -- "

"And how," broke in the skeptical captain, "do you know where such a ship
lies? Can you see it through the water?"

"In away -- not see, but hear. There is a machine which nakes for the
captain of the above-seas ship a picture of where the sub lies or noves so
that he may follow its course. Then when he is near enough he drops the
contai ner and the power breaks free -- to also break apart the sub."

"Yet the making of such containers and the inprisoning of the power wthin
them" Torgul said, "this is the result of a know edge which is greater than
any save the Foanna may possess. You do not have it?" Hi s conclusion was
hal f statenent, half question

"No. It took nmany years and the conmbined know edge of many men anong ny
peopl e to nake such containers, such a listening device. | do not have it."
"Why then think of what we do not have?" Torgul's return was decisive. "Wat
do we have?"

Ross's head cane up. He was listening, not to anything in that cabin, but to

a sound which had cone through the port just behind his head. There -- it
had come again! He was on his feet.
"What -- ?" Vistur's hand hovered over the ax at his belt. Ross saw their

gaze centered on him

"W may have reinforcements now" He was already on his way to the deck

He hurried to the rail and whistled, the thin, shrill sumons he had
practiced for weeks before he had ever begun this fantastic adventure. A
sl eek dark body broke water and the dolphin grin was exposed as Tino-rau
answered his call. Though Ross's communication powers wth the two finned
scouts was very far fromKarara's, he caught the nmessage in part and swing
around to face the Rovers who had crowded after him

"W have a way now of |earning nore about your enemes."

"A boat -- it comes without sail or oars!" One of the crew pointed. Ross
waved vigorously, but no hand replied from the skiff. Though it cane
steadily onward, the three cruisers its apparent goal



"Karara!" Ross called. Then side by side with Tino-rau were two wet heads,
two masked faces showing as the swimers trod water -- Karara and Loket h.
"Drop ropes!" Ross gave that order as if he rather than Torgul commanded.
And the Captain hinself was one of those who noved to obey. Loketh cane out
of the sea first and as he scranbled over the rail he had his sword ready,
| ooking from Ross to Torgul. The human held up enpty hands and snil ed.

"No trouble now "

Loketh snapped up his mask. "So the Sea Maid said the finned ones reported.
Yet before, these thirsted for your blood on their blades. Wat magic have
you wor ked?"

"None. Just the truth has been discovered.” Ross reached for Karara's hand
as she cane ninbly up the rope, swung her across the rail to the deck where
she stood unmasked, brushing back her hair and | ooking around with a lively
curiosity.

"Karara, this is Captain Torgul,

Ross introduced the Rover commander who

was staring round-eyed at the girl. "Karara is she who swins with the finned
ones, and they obey her." Ross gestured to Tino-rau. "It is Taua who bring
the skiff?" he asked the Pol ynesian. She nodded. "W followed fromthe gate.
Then Loketh cane and said that . . . that . . ." She paused and then added
"But you do not seemto be in danger. What has happened?"

"Much. Listen -- this is inportant. There is trouble at an island ahead. The

Bal di es were there; they nmurdered the kin of these men. The odds are they
reached there by sonme formof sub. Send one of the dolphins to see what is

happening and if they are still there . "

Karara asked no nore questions, but whistled to the dol phin. Wth a flip of
tail Tino-rau took off. Since they could make no concrete plan of action
the crui ser captains agreed to wait for Tino-rau's report and to cruise well
out of sight of the fairing harbor until it cane.

"This belief in magic," Ross remarked to Karara, "has one advantage. The
natives seemable to take in their stride the fact the dol phins will scout
for us."

"They have Ilived their Ilives on the sea; for it they nmust have a vast

respect. Perhaps they know, as did my people, that the ocean has nany
secrets, sone of which are never reveal ed except to the forns of |ife which
claimtheir homes there. But, even if you discover this Baldy sub, what wll
the Rovers be able to do about it?"

"I don't know -- vyet." Ross could not tell why he clung to the idea that
they could do anything to strike back at the superior alien force. He only
knew that he was not yet willing to relinquish the thought that in sonme way
t hey coul d.

"“And Ashe?"

Yes, Ashe

"l don't know." It hurt Ross to admit that.

"Back there, what really happened at the gate?" he asked Karara. "All at
once the dol phins seened to go crazy."

"I think for a noment or two they did. You felt nothing?"

"No. "

"It was like a fire slashing through the head. Sone protective device of the
Foanna, | think."

A mental defense to which he was not sensitive. Which neant that he m ght be
able to breach that gate if none of the others could. But he had to be there
first. Suppose, just suppose Torgul could be persuaded that this attack on
the gutted Kyn Add was usel ess. Wuld the Rover commander take them back to
the Foanna keep? O with the dolphins and the skiff could Ross hinself
return to make the try? That he could nmake it on his own, Ross doubted.
Excitenment and will power had buoyed hi mup throughout the past Hawai kan day
and night. Now fatigue closed in, past his conditioning and the built-in
stimulant of rations eaten earlier to enclose himin a groggy haze. He had
been warned against this reaction, but that was just another item he had
pushed out of his conscious mnd. The last thing he renenbered now was



seeing Karara nmove through a fuzzy cloud. Voices argued somewhere beyond,
the force of that argunent carried nore by tone than any words Ross could
understand. He was pulled sluggishly out of a slunber too deep for any dream
to trouble, and lifted heavy eyelids to see Karara once again. There was a
prick in his arm-- or was that part of the unreality about hinf

" -- four -- five -- six -- " she was counting, and Ross found hinself
joining in:
" -- seven -- eight -- nine -- ten!"

On reaching "ten" he was fully awake and knew that she had applied the
energency procedure they had been drilled in using, giving hima pep shot.

When Ross sat up on the narrow bunk there was a light in the cabin and no
sign of day outside the porthole. Torgul, Vistur, the two other cruiser
captains, all there . . . and Jazia. Ross swing his feet to the deck. A

pep- shot headache was al ready begi nning, but would wear off soon. There was,
however, a concentration of tension in the cabin, and sonething nust have
driven Karara to use the drug.

"What is it?"

Karara fitted the medical kit into the conpact carrying case

"Tino-rau has returned. There is a sub in the bay. It emts signals on a
shoreward beam "

"Then they are still there." Ross accepted the dolphin's report wthout
gquestion. Neither of the scouts would make a nistake in those matters.
Energy is being beaned shoreward -- power for some type of unit the Baldies
wer e usi ng? Suppose the Rovers could find a way of cutting off the power.
"The Sea Maid has told us that this ship sits on the bottom of the harbor

If we could board it -- " began Torgul
"Yes!" Vistur brought his fist down against the end of the bunk on which the
human still sat, jarring the dull, drug-borne pain in Ross's head. "Take it

-- then turn it against its crew"

There was an eagerness in all Rover faces. For that was a gane the Hawai kan
seafarers understood: Take an enemy ship and turn its armanent against its
conpanions in a fleet. But that plan would not work here. Ross had a heal t hy
respect for the technical know edge of the galactic invaders. O course he,
Karara, even Loketh might be able to reach the sub. Wether they could then
board her was an entirely different matter. Now the Polynesian girl shook

her head. "The broadcast there -- Tino-rau rates it as lethal. There are
dead fish floating in the bay. He had warning at the reef entrance. Wt hout
a shield, there will be no way of getting in."

"Mght as well wi sh for a depth bonb," Ross began and then stopped.

"You have thought of something?"

"A shield -- " Ross repeated her words. It was so wild this thought of his,
and one which m ght have no chance of working. He knew al nbst not hi ng about
the resources of the invaders. Could that broadcast which protected the sub
and perhaps activated the weapons of the invaders ashore be destroyed? A
wal |l of fish -- sea life herded in there as a shield . . . wild, yes, even
so wld it might work. Ross outlined the idea, speaking nore to Karara than
to the Rovers.

"I do not know," she said doubtfully. "That would need many fish, too many
to herd and drive -- "

"Not fish," Torgul cut in, "salkars!"

" Sal kar s?"
"You have seen the bow carving on this ship. That is a salkar. Such are
| arger than a hundred fish! Salkars drivenin . . . they mght even weck

this undersea ship with their wei ght and anger."
"And you can find these salkars near-by?" Ross began to take fire. That

dragon which had hunted him-- the bulk of the thing was well above any
other sea life he had seen here. And to its ferocity he could give
t esti nmony.

"At the spawning reefs. W do not hunt at this season which is the tine for
the taking of mates. Now, too, they are easily angered so they will even



attack a cruiser. To slay themat present is a loss, for their skins are not
good. But they would be ripe for battle were they to be disturbed.”

"And how woul d you get themfromthe spawning reefs to Kyn Add?"

"That is not too difficult; the reef lies here." Torgul drew lines with the
point of his sword on the table top. "And here is Kyn Add. Sal kars have a
great hunger at this time. Show thembait and they will follow, especially
will they follow swinmng bait."

There were a great many holes in the plan which had only a hal fway chance of
wor ki ng. But the Rovers seized wupon it with enthusiasm and so it was set
up. Perhaps some two hours | ater Ross swamtoward the | and mass of Kyn Add.
G eans of light pricked on the shore well to his left. Those nust mark the
Rover settlement. And again the human wondered why the invaders had renai ned
there. Unless they knew that there had been three cruisers out on a raid and
for sone reason they were deternmined to make a conpl ete nop-up. Karara noved
alittle to his right, Taua between them the dol phin's super senses their
gui de and warning. The swiftest of the cruisers had departed, Loketh on
board to comunicate with Tino-rau in the water. Since the male dol phin was
t he best equipped to provide a fox for sal kar hounds, he was the bait for
this weird fishing expedition.

"No farther!" Ross's sonic pricked a warning agai nst his body. Through that
he took a jolt which sent himback, away fromthe bay entrance.

"On the reef." Karara's tapped code drew himon a new course. Monents |ater
they were both out of the water, though the wash of waves over their
flippered feet was constant. The rocks among which they crouched were a
rough harborage from which they could see the shore as a dark blot. But they
were well away fromthe break in the reef through which, if their outlandish
pl an succeeded, the sal kars woul d cone.

"A one-in-a-mllion chance!" Ross comented as he put up his nask.
"Was not the whole Tinme Agent project founded on just such chances?" Karara
asked the right question. This was Ross's kind of venture. Yes,

one-in-a-mllion chances had been pulled off by the Time Agents. Wy, it had
been close to those odds against their ever finding what they had first
sought along the back trails of time -- the wecked spaceshi ps. Just suppose
this could be a rehearsal for another attack? If the salkars could be nade
to crack the guard of the Baldies, could they also be used against the
Foanna gate? Maybe . . . But take one fight at a tine.

"They come!" Karara's fingers gripped Ross's shoulder. Her hand was hard,
bar rigid. He could see nothing, hear nothing. That warning must have cone
fromthe dol phins. But so far their plan was working; the nonsters of the
Hawai kan sea were on their way.

- Chapter 30
12: Baldies
"Chhhh!" Karara clutched at Ross, her breath coming in little gasps, giving

vent to her fear and horror. They had not known what might come from this
plan; certainly neither had foreseen the present chaos in the |agoon

Per haps the br oadcast energy of t he enemny whi pped the already
vi cious-tenpered salkars into this insane fury. But now the nmoonlit water
was beaten into foamas the creatures fought there, attacking each other
with a ferocity neither human had w tnessed before. Lights gl eamed al ong the
shore where the alien invaders nmust have been drawn by the clanor of the
fighting marine reptiles. Somewhere in the heights above the beach of the
| agoon a picked band of Rovers should now be nmeking their way from the
opposite side of Kyn Add wunder strict orders not to go into attack unl ess
si gnal ed. Wiether the independent sea warriors would hold to that conmand
was a question which had worried Ross fromthe first. Tino-rau and Taua in
the waters to the seaward of the reef, the two humans on that  Dbarrier
itself, and between themand the shore the wild nelee of maddened sal kars.
Ross started. The sonic warni ng which had been pulsing steadily against his
skin cut off sharply. The broadcast in the bay had been silenced! This was



the tine to nove, but no swinmer could last in the |agoon itself.

"Along the reef," Karara said. That would be the long way round, Ross knew,
but the only one possible. He studied the cluster of lights ashore. Two or
three figures noved there. Seemingly the attention of the aliens was well
centered upon the battle still in progress in the | agoon

"Stay here!" he ordered the girl. Adjusting his mask, Ross dropped into the
water, cutting away fromthe reef and then turning to swmparallel with it.
Ti no-rau matched himas he went, guiding Ross to a second break in the reef,
toward the shore sonme distance fromwhere the conflict of the salkars stil
made a hideous din in the night. The human waded in the shallows, stripping
off his flippers and snapping themto his belt, letting his mask swing free
on his chest. He angled toward the beach where the aliens had been. At | east
he was better arned for this than he had been when he had fronted the Rovers
with only a diver's knife. Fromthe Tinme Agent supplies he had taken the
singl e hand weapon he had Iong ago found in the arnory of the derelict
spaceship. This could only be used sparingly, since they did not know how it
could be recharged, and the secret of its beamstill remained secret as far
as human technicians were concerned. Ross worked his way to a curtain of
under brush from which he had a free view of the beach and the aliens. Three
of them he counted, and they were Baldies, all right -- taller and thinner
than his own species, their bald heads gray-white, the upper donme of their
skull's overshadowi ng the features on their pointed chinned faces. They al
wore the skintight blue-purple-green suits of the space voyagers -- suits
whi ch Ross knew of old were insulated and protective for their wearers, as
wel |l as a medium for keeping in touch with one another. Just as he, wearing
one, had once been trailed over nmiles of wilderness. To him all three of
t he i nvaders | ooked enough alike to have been stanped out fromone pattern
And their novenments suggested that they worked or went into action with
drilled precision. They all faced seaward, holding tubes aimed at the
sal kar-infested |agoon. There was no sound of any explosion, but green
spears of light struck at the scal ed bodies plunging in the water. And where
those beams struck, flesh seared. Methodically the trio raked the basin.
But, Ross noted, those beans which had been steady at his first sighting,
were now interrupted by flickers. One of the Baldies upended his tube,
rapped its butt against a rock as if trying to correct a jamm ng. Wien the
alien went into action once again his weapon flashed and failed. Wthin a
matter of noments the other two were also finished. The lighted rods pushed
into the sand, giving a glowto the scene, darkened as a fire mght sink to
enbers. Power fading? An ungainly shape floundered out of the churned water,
| unbered over the shale of the beach, its supple neck outstretched, its
horned nose down for a gore-threatening charge. Ross had not realized that
the salkars could operate out of what he thought was their natural el enent,
but this wld-eyed dragon was plainly bent on reaching its tornmentors. For a
nonment or two the Baldies continued to front the creature, alnost, Ross
thought, as if they could not believe that their weapons had failed them
Then they broke and ran back to the fairing which they had taken with such
cont enpt uous ease. The sal kar plowed along in their wake, but its novenents
grew nore |labored the farther it advanced, until at last it lay with only

its head upraised, darting it back and forth, its fanged jaws well agape,
voicing a coughing how. Its plaint was answered fromthe water as a second
of its kind wall owed ashore. A terrible wound had torn skin and flesh just
behind its neck; vyet still it cane on, hissing and bubbling a battle

challenge. It did not attack its fellow, instead it dragged its bulk past
the first coner, on its way after the Baldies. The sal kars continued to cone
ashore, two nore, a third, a fourth, mangled and torn -- pulling thenselves
as far as they could up the beach. To lie, facing inland, their necks
weavi ng, their horned heads bobbing, their cries a frightful din. Wat had
drawn themout of their preoccupation of battle anmong thenmselves into this
att enpt to reach the aliens, Ross could not determne. Unless the
intelligence of the beasts was such that they had been able to connect the



searing beans which the Bal dies had turned on themso tellingly with the nen
on the beach, and had responded by striving to reach a conmon eneny. But no
desire could give them the necessary energy to pull far ashore. Al npst
hel pl essly beached, they continued to dig into the yielding sand with their
flippers in a vain effort to pursue the aliens. Ross skirted the clanoring
barrier of salkars and headed for the fairing. A neck snapped about; a head
was lowered in his direction. He snelled the rank stench of reptile conbi ned
with burned flesh. The nearest of the brutes nust have scented the human in
turn, as it was now trying vainly to edge around to cut across Ross's path.
But it was conpletely outclassed on | and, and the man dodged it easily.
Three Bal dies had fled this way. Yet Jazia had reported five had conme out of
the sea to take Kyn Add. Two were m ssing. Were? Had they remained in the
fairing? Wre they nowin the sub? And that sub -- what had happened to it?
The broadcast had been cut off; he had seen the failure of the weapons and
the shore lights. Mght the sub have suffered from sal kar attack? Though
Ross could hardly believe that the beasts could weck it. He was traveling
blindly, keeping well under cover of such brush as he could, know ng only
that he must head inland. Under his feet the ground was rising, and he
recalled the nature of this territory as Torgul and Jazia had pictured it
for him This had to be part of the ridge wall of the valley in which |ay
the buildings of the fairing. In these heights was the Shrine of Phutka
where Jazia had hidden out. To the west now |l ay the Rover village, so he had
to work his way left, downhill, in order to reach the hole where the Bal dies
had gone to ground. Ross nmde that progress with the stealth of a trained
scout. Hawai ka's moon, triple in size to Earth's conpani on, was up, and the
| andscape was sharply clear, with shadows well defined. The glow, weird to
human eyes, added to the effect of being abroad in a nightmare, and the
bell owi ng of the grounded salkars continued a devils' chorus. Wen the
Rovers had put up the buildings of their fairing, they had cleared a series
of small fields radiating outward from these structures. Al of these were
now covered with crops alnpst ready to harvest. The grain, if that Earth
termcould be applied to this Hawai kan product, was housed in |long pods
whi ch di pped from shoul der - hi gh bushes. And the pods were well equipped with
horny projections which tore. A single try at nmaking his way into one of
those fields convinced Ross of the folly of such an advance. He sat back to
nurse his scratched hands and survey the |andscape. To go down a very
tempting |ane would be naking hinmself a clear target for anyone in those
bui | di ngs ahead. He had seen the flamers of the Baldies fail on the beach
but that did not nean the aliens were now weaponl ess. Hi s best chance, Ross
decided, was to circle north, come back down along the bed of a stream And
he was at the edge of that watercourse when a faint sound brought himto a
frozen halt, weapon ready.

"Rosss -- "

"Loket h!"

"And Torgul and Vistur."

This was the party from the opposite side of the island, gone expertly to

earth. In the noonlight Ross could detect no sign of their presence, yet
their voi ces sounded al nost beside him

"They are in there, in the great hall." That was Torgul. "But no |longer are
there any lights."

"Now -- " An urgent exclamation drew their attention. Light bel ow But not

the glow of the rods Ross had seen on the beach. This was the warm
yellowred of honest fire, bursting up, the flanes growing higher as if
being fed with frantic haste. Three figures were noving down there. Ross
began to believe that there were only this trio ashore. He could sight no
weapons in their hands, which did not necessarily mean that they were
unarned. But the stream ran close behind the rear wall of one of the
bui | di ngs, and Ross thought its bed could provide cover for a man who knew
what he was doing. He pointed out as much to Torgul

"And if their nmagic works and you are drawn out to be killed?" The Rover



captain cane directly to the point.

"That is a chance to be taken. But remenber . . . the magic of the Foanna at
the sea gate did not work against nme. Perhaps this won't either. Once,
earlier, | won against it."

"Have you then another hand to give to the fire as your defense?" That was
Vistur. "But no man has the right to order another's battle challenge."
"Just so," returned Ross sharply. "And this is a thing | have |long been
trained to do."

He slid down into the stream bed. Approaching from this angle, the
structures of the fairing were between himand the fire. So screened he
reached a log wall, got to his feet, and edged along it. Then he w tnessed a
wild scene. The fire raged in great, sky-touching tongues. And already the
roof of one of the Rover buildings snoldered. Wy the aliens had built up
such a conflagration, Ross could not guess. A signal designed to reach sone
di stance? He did not doubt there was sone urgent purpose. For the three were
dragging in fuel with alnost frenzied haste, bringing out of the Rover
bui | di ngs bales of cloth to be ripped apart and whirled into the devouring
flames, furniture, everything novable which would burn. There was one
sati sfaction. The Baldies were so intent upon this destruction that they
kept no watch save that now and then one of them would run to the head of
the path leading to the lagoon and listen as if he expected a salkar to cone
poundi ng up the sl ope.

"They're . . . they're rattled!”™ Ross could hardly believe it. The Bal di es
who had always occupied his mnd and nmenory as practically invincible
supermen were acting like badly frightened primtives! And when the eneny
was so of f bal ance you pushed -- you pushed hard. Ross thunbed the button on
the grip of the strange weapon. He sighted with deliberation and fired. The
blue figure at the top of the path wilted, and for a | ong nonment neither of
his conpani ons noted his collapse. Then one of themwhirled and started for
the I'inp body, his colleague running after him Ross allowed themto reach
his first victimbefore he fired the second and third tinme. Al three |lay
qui et, but still Ross did not venture forth until he had counted off a dozen
seconds. Then he slipped forward keeping to cover until he came up to the
bodi es. The bl ue-clad shoul der had a flaccid feel under his hand as if the
nmuscles could not control the flesh about them Ross rolled the alien over,
| ooked down in the bright light of the fire into the Bal dy's w de-open eyes.

Amazenent -- the human thought he could read that in the dead stare which
answered his intent gaze -- and then anger, a cold and deadly anger which
chilled into ice.

Kl

Ross slewed around, still down on one knee, to face the charge of a Rover.

In the firelight the Hawai kan's eyes were blazing with fanatical hatred. He
had his hooked sword ready to deliver a finishing stroke. The human bl ocked
with a shoulder to neet the Rover's knees, threw himback. Then Ross | anded
on top of the fighting crewman, trying to pin the fellowto earth and avoid
t hat reckl essly sl ashing bl ade.

"Loketh! Vistur!" Ross shouted as he struggled. Mre of the Rovers appeared
from between the buildings, bearing down on the linp aliens and the two
fighting nen. Ross recognized the linping gait of Loketh using a branch to
aid himinto a running scuttle across the open

"Loketh -- here!"

The Hawai kan covered the |last few feet in a dive which carried himinto Ross
and the Rover. "Hold him" the human ordered and had just tine enough to
throw hinself between the Baldies and the rest of the crew There was a
snarling fromthe Rovers; and Ross, knowing their tenper, was afraid he
could not save the captives which they considered, fairly, their legitimte
prey. He nmust depend upon the hope that there were one or two cool er heads
anong them with enough authority to restrain the would-be avengers.
O herwi se he woul d have to beamtheminto hel pl essness.

"Torgul!" he shouted. There was a break in the line of runners speeding for



him The big man |unging straight across could only be Vistur; the other

yelling orders, was Torgul. It would depend upon how rmuch control the
Captain had over his men. Ross scranbled to his feet. He had clicked on the
beamer to its |owest frequency. It would not kill, but would render its

victim tenporarily paralyzed; and how |long that state would continue Ross
had no way of knowing. Tried on |aboratory animals on Earth, the tine had
varied fromdays to weeks. Vistur used the flat side of his war ax, clapping
it against the forenmpst runners, setting his own bulk to inmpose a barrier
And now Torgul's orders appeared to be getting through, nore and nore of the
men sl acked, leaving a trio of hotheads, two of whom Vistur sent reeling
with his fists. The Captain came up to Ross. "They are alive then?" He
| eaned over to inspect the Baldy the human had rolled on his back, assessing
the alien's frozen stare with thoughtful neasurenent.

"Yes, but they can not nove."

"Well enough." Torgul nodded. "They shall neet the Justice of Phutka after
the Law. | think they will wish that they had been left to the boarding axes
of angry men."

"They are worth nore alive than dead, Captain. Do you not wi sh to know why
they have carried war to your people, how many of themthere my yet be to
attack -- and other things? Also -- " Ross nodded at the fire now catching
t he second buil ding, "why have they built up that blaze? Is it a signal to
others of their Kkind?"

"Very well said. Yes, it would be well for us to learn such things. Nor wll
Phut ka be jealous of the tine we take to ask questions and get answers, many
answers." He prodded the Baldy with the toe of his sea boot. "How long w Il
they remain so? Your magic has a bite init."

Ross snmiled. "Not nmy magic, Captain. This weapon was taken fromone of their
own ships. As to howlong they will remain so -- that | do not know. "

"Very well, we can take precautions.” Under Torgul's orders the aliens were
draped with capture nets |like those Ross and Loketh had worn. The sea-grown
pl ant adhered instantly, wet strands knitting in perfect restrainers as |ong
as it was uncut. Having seen to that, Torgul ordered the evacuation of Kyn
Add.

"As you say," he remarked to Ross, "that fire may well be a signal to bring
down nore of their kind. |I think we have had the Favor of Phutka in this
matter, but the prudent man stretches no favor of that kind too far. Al so,"
he | ooked about him -- "we have given to Phutka and the Shades our dead,;
there is nothing for wus here now but hate and sorrow. In one day we have
been broken from a clan of pride and ships to a handful of standardl ess
men. "

"You will join some other clan?" Karara had cone with Jazia to stand on the
stone | edge chipped to form a base for a colum bearing a strange,
br oodi ng- eyed head | ooki ng seaward. The Rover wonman was superintending the
freeing of the head fromthe colum. At the human girl's question the
Captain gazed down into the dreadful chaos of the valley. They could yet
hear the roars of the dying salkars. The reptiles that had nmade their way to
| and had not withdrawn but still lay, sone dead now, some with weaving heads
reaching inland. And the whole of the fairing was ablaze with fire.

"We are now bl ood-sworn nen, Sea Maid. For such there is no clan. There is

only the hunting and the kill. Wth the magic of Phutka perhaps we shal
have a short hunt and a good kill."
"There . . . now. . . so . . ." Jazia stepped back. The head which had

faced the sea was lowered carefully to a wide strip of crinson-and-gold
stuff she had brought from Torgul's ship. Wth her one usable hand the Rover
worman drew the fabric about the carving, nuffling it except for the eyes.
Those were | arge ovals deeply carved, and in them Ross saw a glitter. Jewels
set there? Yet, he had a queer, shivery feeling that something nore than
gens occupi ed those sockets -- that he had actually been regarded for an
instant of tine, assessed and di smi ssed.

"W go now " Jazia waved and Torgul sent men forward. They Ilifted the



wrapped carving to a board carried between themand started downsl ope.
Karara cried out and Ross | ooked around. The pillar which had supported the
head was crunbling away, breaking into a rubble which cascaded across the
stone |edge. Ross blinked -- this rmust be an illusion, but he was too tired
to be nore than dully amazed as he becane one of the procession returning to
t he shi ps.

- Chapter 31

13: The Sea Gate of the Foanna

Ross raised a shell cup to his lips but hardly sipped the fiery brewit
contained. This was a gesture of cerenony, but he wanted a steady head and a
qui ck tongue for any coming argunent. Torgul, Afrukta, Ongal -- the three
conmanders of the Rover «cruisers; Jazia, who represented the nysterious
Power of Phutka; Vistur and some other subordinate officers; Karara;
hinsel f, with Loketh hovering behind: a council of war. But summoned agai nst
whon? The human had cone too far afield fromhis own purpose -- to reach
Ashe in the Foanna keep. And to further his own plans was a task he doubted
his ability to perform H's attack on the Bal di es had made hi mtoo inportant

to the Rovers for them to allowhimwllingly to |eave themon a quest of
hi s own.

"These star men" -- Ross set down the cup, tried to choose the nost telling
words in his limted Hawai kan vocabul ary -- "possess weapons and powers you

can not dream of, that you have no defense against. But at Kyn Add we were
lucky. The salkars attacked their sub and halted the broadcast powering
their flamers. Qtherwi se we could not have taken them even though we were
many agai nst their few Now you talk of hunting themin their own territory
-- on land and in the nmountains where they have their base. That woul d be
folly akin to swi nm ng barehanded to front a sal kar."

"So -- then we nust sit and wait for themto eat us up?" flared Ongal. "I
say it is better to die fighting with one's blade wet!"

"Do you not also wish to take at |east one of the enemy with you when you
fight to that finish?" Ross countered. "These could kill you before you cane
in blade range. "

"You had no trouble with that weapon of yours," Afrukta spoke up

"I  have told you -- this weapon was stolen fromthem | have only one and
do not know how long it will continue to serve me, or whether they have a
defense against it. Those we took were naked to any force, for their
broadcast had failed them But to snmash blindly against their main base
woul d be the act of madnen.”

"The sal kars opened a way for us -- That was Tor gul

"But we can not nove a pack of those inland to the nountains," Vistur
poi nted out reasonably. Ross studied the Captain. That Torgul was groping
for a plan and that it had to be a shrewd one, the human guessed. H s
respect for the Rover conmander had been growing steadily since their first
nmeeting. The cruiser-raiders had always been captained by the nost daring
men of the Rover clans. But Ross was also certain that a successful cruiser
conmander rmust possess |evel -headed intelligence and be a strategist of
parts. The Hawai kan force needed a key which would open the Baldy base as
the salkars had opened the lagoon. And all they had to aid themwas a
handful of facts gained fromtheir prisoners. The picklock to the captives
m nds had been produced by the dolphins. Just as Tino-rau and Taua had
formed a bridge of comunicati on between Karara and Loketh, so did they read
and translate the thoughts of the galactic invaders. For the Bal dies, anong
their own kind, were telepathic, vocalizing only to give orders to
inferiors. Their capture by these primtive "inferiors" had delivered the
first shock, and the m nd-probes of the dol phins had sent the "supernmen"
close to the edge of insanity. To accept an aninmal formas an equal had been
shattering. But the star nmen's thoughts and nenories had been wi nnowed at
last and the result spread before this inmpronptu council. Rovers and hunans
were briefed on the invaders' master plan for taking over a world. Wy they



desired to do so even the dol phins had not been able to discover; perhaps
t hey thensel ves had not been told by their superiors. It was a plan al nost
contenmptuous inits sinplicity, as if the galactic force had no reason to
fear effective opposition. Except in one direction -- one single direction
Ross's fingers tightened on the shell cup. Had Torgul reached that
conclusion yet, the belief that the Foanna could be their key? If so, they
nm ght be able to achieve their separate purposes in one action

"It would seemthat they are wary of the Foanna," he suggested, alert to any
telltale response from Torgul. But it was Jazia who answered the human's
hal f question

"The Foanna have a powerful magic; they can order wind and wave, nan and

creature -- if so be their will. Wll might these killers fear the Foanna!"
"Yet now they nove against them" Ross pointed out, still eyeing Torgul
The Captain's reply was a small, quiet snile

"Not directly, as you have heard. It is all a part of their plan to set one
of us against the other, letting us fight nmany small wars and so use up our
men while they take no risks. They wait the day when we shall be exhausted
and then they will reveal themselves to claimall they wish. So today they
stir up trouble between the Weckers and the Foanna, know ng that the Foanna
are few Also they strive in turn to anger us by raids, allowing us to
believe that either the Weckers or Foanna have attacked. Thus -- " he held
up his left thunb, made a pincers of right thunb and forefinger to close
upon it, "they hope to catch the Foanna, between Weckers and Rovers.
Because the Foanna are those they reckon the nost dangerous they nove
agai nst them now, using us and weakening our forces into the bargain. A plan
which is clever, but the plan of men who do not like to fight with their own
bl ades. "

"They are worse than the coast scum these cowards!" Ongal spat. Torgul
smled again. "That is what they believe we will say, kinsman, and so
underrate them By our customs, yes, they are cowards. But what care they
for our judgnents? Did we think of the sal kars when we used themto force
t he [ agoon? No, they were only beasts to be our tools. So nowit is the sane
with us, except that we know what they intend. And we shall not be such
obedient tools. If the Foanna are our answer, then -- " He paused, gazing
into his cup as if he could read sone shadowy future there.

"If the Foanna are the answer, then what?" Ross pushed.

"Instead of fighting the Foanna, we nmust warn, cherish, try to ally
ourselves with them And do all that while we still have tine!"

"Just how do we do these things?" denmanded Ongal. "The Foanna you woul d
warn, cherish, claimas allies, are already our enem es. Were we not on the
way to force their sea gate only days ago? There is no chance of seeking
peace now. And have the finned ones not |earned fromthe wonen-killers that
already there is an arny of Weckers canped about the citadel to which these
sons of the Shadow plan to lend certain weapons? Do we throw away three

cruisers -- all we have left -- in a hopeless fight? That is the counsel of
despair."
"There is a way -- ny way," Ross seized the opening. "In the Foanna citade

is my sword-lord, to whose service | amvowed. W were on our way to attenpt
his freedom when your ship picked us out of the waves. He is | earned beyond
me in the dealing with strange peoples, and if the Foanna are as clever as
you say, they will already have discovered that he is not just a slave they
claimed from Lord Zahur."

There it was in the open, his own somewhat tattered hope that Ashe had been
able to inpress his captors with his know edge and potential. Trained to act
as contact man with other races, there was a chance that CGordon had saved
hi nsel f from what ever fate had been planned for the prisoners the Foanna had
clainmed. |If that happened, Ashe could be their opening wedge in the Foanna
st ronghol d.

"This also | know That which guards the gate -- which turns your m nds
whirling and sent you back fromyour raid -- does not affect ne. | may be



able to win inside and find my clansman, and in that doing treat with the
Foanna. "

The Bal dy prisoners had not underestimated the attack on the Foanna citadel
As the Rover cruisers beat in under the cover of night the fires and torches
of both besi eged and besiegers made a wild gl ow across the sky. Only on the
sea side of the fortress there was no sign of involvenment. Whatever guarded
the gate must still be in force. Ross stood wth his feet well apart to
bal ance his body against the swing of the deck. His suggestion had been
argued over, protested, but at last carried with the support of Torgul and
Jazia, and now he was to nake his try. The sum of the Rovers' and Loketh's
know edge of the sea gate had been added for his benefit, but he knew that
this venture nust depend upon hinself alone. Karara, the dol phins, and the
Hawai kans, were all too sensitive to the barrier. Torgul noved in the faint
light. "W are close; our power is ebbing. If we advance, we shall be
drifting soon."

"It is time then." Ross crossed to the rope |adder, but another was there

before him Karara perched on the rail. He regarded her angrily.
"You can't go."
"I know. But we are still safe here. Just because you are free of one

defense of the gate, Ross, do not believe that makes it easy."

He was stung by her assunption that he could be so self-assured.

"I know ny business."

Ross pushed past her, swinging down the rope |adder, pausing only above
water level to snap on flippers, make sure of the set of his weighted belt,
and slide his gill-nmask over his face. There was a splash beside himas the
net containing spare belt, flippers, and mask hit the water and he caught at
it. These could provide Ashe's escape fromthe fortress. The lights on the
shore nade a wide arc of radiance across the sea. As Ross headed toward the
wave-washed coast he began to hear shouting and other sounds which nmade him
believe that the besiegers were in the mdst of an all-out assault. Yet
those distant fires and rocketlike blasts into the sky had a wavery bl ur
And Ross, effortlessly cleaving the water, surfaced now and then to spot
film curling up fromthe surface of the sea between the two standing rock
pillars which marked the sea gate. He was startled by a thunderous crack
rending the air above the small bay. Ross pulled to one of the pillars,
steadied hinself with one hand against it. Those twists of filmrising from
the surging surface were thickening. More tendrils grew out from parent
stens to creep along above the waves, raising up sprouts and branches in
turn. A wall of mnist was building between gate and shore. Again a
t hundercl ap overhead. Involuntarily the human ducked. Then he turned his
face up to the sky, striving to see any evidence of storm Wat hung there
sped the growth of the fog on the water. Yet where the fog was gray-white,
it was a darkness spouting fromthe highest point of the citadel. Ross could
not explain how he was able to see one shade of darkness agai nst equal dusk,
but he did -- or did he only sense it? He shook his head, willing hinself to
| ook away fromthe finger. Only it was a finger no longer; nowit was a fist
aimed at the stars it was fast blotting out. A fist rising to the heavens
before it curled back, descended to press the fortress and its surroundi ngs
into rock and earth. Fog curled about Ross, spilled outward through the sea
gates. He loosed his grip on the pillar and dived, sw nmng on through the
gap wth the fortress of the Foanna before him There was a jetty somewhere
ahead; that nuch he knew from Torgul's description. Those who served the
Foanna sonetines took sea roads and they had slim fast cutters for such
coastw se travel. Ross surfaced cautiously, to discover there was no
visibility to wave level. Here the nist was thick, a snothering cover so
bewi | dering he was confused as to direction. He ducked below again and
flippered on. Was his confusion born of the fog, or was it also in his head?
Did he, after all, have this much reaction to the gate defense? Ross ducked
that suspicion as he had ducked the noist blanket on the surface. He had
cone fromthe gate, which nmeant that the jetty nust lie -- therel A few



monents |ater Ross had proof that his sense of direction had not altogether
failed him when his shoulder grazed against a solid obstruction in the
water and his exploring touch told himthat he had found one of the jetty
piles. He surfaced again and this time he heard not a thunder roll but the
singsong chanting of the Foanna. It was loud, alnpbst directly above his
head, but since the cotton mst held he was not afraid of being sighted. The
chanter nust be on the jetty. And to Ross's right was a dark bul k which he
t hought was one of the cutters. WAs a sortie by the besieged being planned?
Then, out of the night, came a dazzling beam well above the |level of Ross's
head where he clung to the piling. It centered on the cutter, slicing into
the substance of the vessel with the ease of steel piercing clay. The
chanting stopped on md-note, broken by «cries of surprise and alarm Ross,
pressing against the pile, received a jolt fromhis belt sonic. There nust
be a Baldy sub in the basin inside the gate. Perhaps the flame beam now
destroying the cutter was to be turned on the walls of the keep in turn
Foanna chant again, |ow and clear. Splashes fromthe water as those on the
jetty <cast into the sea objects Ross could not define. H's body jerked, his
mask smothered a cry of pain. About his legs and middle, imrersed in the
waves, there was a cold so intense that it seared. Fear goaded himto pul
up on one of the under beans of the pier. He reached that refuge and rubbed
his icy legs with what vigor he could sunmon. Mnents |ater he crept along
toward the shore. The energy ray had found another target. Ross paused to
wat ch a second cutter sliced. If the counter stroke of the Foanna woul d rout
the invaders, it had not yet begun to work. The net holding the extra gear
brought along in hopes of Ashe's escape wei ghed the human down, but he woul d
not abandon it as he felt his way fromone foot- and hand-hold to the next.

The waves below gave off an icy exudation which nade him shiver
uncontrol l ably. And he knew that as long as that effect |asted he dared not
venture into the sea again. Light . . . along with the cold, there was a
phosphorescence on the water -- white patches floating, dipping, riding the

waves. Some of them gathered under the pier, clustering about the pilings.
And the fog thinned with their coming, as if those irregular blotches
absorbed and fed upon the mist. Ross could see now he had reached the |and
end of the jetty. He clipped his flippers to his belt, pulled on over his
feet the covers of sal kar-hide Torgul had provided. Save for his belt, his
trunks, and the gill-pack, Ross's body was bare and the cold caught at him
But, slinging the carry net over his shoul der, he dropped to the danmp sand
and stood listening. The clanor of the attack which had carried all the way
of fshore to the Rover cruisers had died away. And there were no nore cl aps
of thunder. Instead, there was now a thick wash of rain. No nore fire rays
as he faced seaward. And the fog was lifting, so Ross could distinguish the
settling cutters, their bows still noored to the jetty. There was no
nmoverent there. Had those on the pier fled? Dot . . . dash . . . dot
Ross did not drop the net. But he crouched back in the half protection of
the piling. For an agoni zi ng nonment he froze so, waiting. Dot . . . dash .
dot . . . Not the prickle induced by the eneny installations, it was a
real coded call picked up by his sonic, and one he knew. Don't rush, he told
hinself sharply -- play it safe. By rights only two people in this tinme and
pl ace woul d know that call. And one would have no reason to use it. But -- a
trap? This could be a trap. Awe of the Foanna powers had touched hima
little in spite of his off-world skepticism He could be lured now by

someone using Ashe's call. Ross stripped for action after a fashion
bundling the net and its contents into a hollow he scooped behind a pile
wel | above water level. The alien hand weapon he had left with Karara. But

he had his diver's knife and his two hands which, by training, could be, and
had been, deadly weapons. Wth the sonic against the bare skin of his middle
where it would register strongest and knife in hand, Ross noved into the
open. The floating patches did not supply much Iight, but he was certain the
call had conme fromthe jetty. There was novenent there -- a flash or two.
And the sonic? Ross had to be sure, very sure. The broadcast was certainly



stronger when he faced in that direction. Dared he cone into the open?
Perhaps in the dark he could cut Ashe away from his captors so they could
swimfor it together. Ross clicked a code reply. Dot . . . dot . . . dot

The answer was quick, inperative: "Were?"
Surely no one but Ashe could have sent that! Ross did not hesitate.
"Be ready -- escape.”
"No!" Even nore inperative. "Friends here
Had he guessed rightly? Had Ashe established friendly relations with the
Foanna? But Ross kept to the caution which had been his defense and arnor so
long. There was one question he thought only Ashe could answer, sonething
out of the past they had shared when they had made their first journey into
time disguised as Beaker traders of the Bronze Age. Deliberately he tapped
t hat questi on.
"What did we kill in Britain?"
Tensely he waited. But when the reply cane it did not pulse fromthe sonic
under his fingers; instead, a well-renenbered voice called out of the night.
"Awhite wolf." And the words were English
"Ashe!" Ross |eaped forward, clinbed toward the figure he could only dimy
see.

- Chapter 32
14: The Foanna
"Ross!" Ashe's hands gripped his shoulders as if never intending to free him
again. "Then you did cone through -- "
Ross understood. Gordon Ashe must have feared that he was the only one swept
through the time door by that freak chance.
"And Karara and the dol phins!"
"Here -- now?" In this black bow of the citadel bay Ashe was only a shadow
with voi ce and hands.
"No, out with the Rover cruisers. Ashe, do you know the Baldies are on
Hawai ka? They' ve organized this whole thing -- the attack here -- trouble
all over. R ght now they have one of their subs out there. That's what cut
those cutters to pieces. Five days ago five of themw ped out a whole Rover
fairing, just five of them™
"Gordoon." Unlike the hissing speech of the Hawai kans, this new voice nade a
singing, lilting call of Ashe's name. "This is your swordsman in truth?"
Anot her shadow drew near them and Ross saw the flutter of cloak edge.
"This is ny friend." There was a tone of correction in Ashe's reply. "Ross,
this is the Guardian of the sea gate."
"And you come," the Foanna continued, "with those who gather to feast at the
Shadow s table. But your Rovers will find little loot to their liking -- "
"No." Ross hesitated. How did one address the Foanna? He had clained
equality with Torgul. But that approach was not the proper one here;
instinct told himthat. He fell back on the conplete truth uttered sinply.
"We took three of the Baldy killers. Fromthem we | earned they nove to w pe
out the Foanna first. For you," he addressed hinself to the cl oaked shape,
"they believe to be a threat. W heard that they urged the Weckers to this
attack and so -- "
"And so the Rovers conme, but not to | oot? Then they are something new anong

their kind." The Foanna's reply was as chill as the sea bay's water
"Loot does not summon men who want a blood price for their dead kin!" Ross
retorted.

"No, and the Rovers are believers in the bal ance of hurt against hurt," the
Foanna conceded. "Do they also believe in the balance of aid against aid?
Now that is a thought upon which depends nuch. Gordoon, it would seemt hat
we may not take to our ships. So let us return to council."

Ashe's hand was on Ross's arm guiding himthrough the murk. Though the fog
whi ch had choked the bay had vanished, thick darkness remained and Ross
noted that even the fires and flares were dinmed and fewer. Then they were
in a passage where a very faint light clung to the walls. Robed Foanna,



three of them noved ahead with that particular gliding progress. Then Ashe
and Ross, and bringing up the rear, a dozen of the mailed guards. The
passageway becane a ranp. Ross glanced at Ashe. Like the Foanna, the Tine
Agent wore a cloak of gray, but his did not shift color fromtinme to tinme as
did those of the Hawai kan eni gnas. And now Gordon shoved back its folds,
reveal ing supple body arnmor. Questions gathered in Ross. He wanted to know
-- needed desperately to know -- Ashe's standing with the Foanna. Wat had
happened to raise Gordon fromthe status of captive in Zahur's hold to
fam | iar conpanionship with the nost dreaded race on this planet? The ranp's
head faced blank wall with a sharp-angled turn to the right of a narrower
passage. One of the Foanna made a slight sign to the guards, who turned with
drilled precision to march off along the passage. Now t he other Foanna held
out their wands. What a nonent earlier had been unbroken surface showed an
openi ng. The change had been so instantaneous that Ross had not seen any
nmoverrent at all. Beyond that door they passed from one world to another

Ross's senses, already acutely alert to his surroundings, could not supply
himwi th any reason by sight, sound, or snell for his firmconviction that
this hold was far nore alien than the Wecker castle or the Rover ships had
been. Surely the Foanna were not the sane race, perhaps not even the sane
species as the other native Hawai kans. Those robes which he had seen both
silver gray and dark blue, now faded, pearled, thinned, until each of the

three still gliding before himwere opalescent colums w thout definite
form Ashe's grasp fell on Ross's armonce nore, and his whi sper reached the
younger man thinly. "They are m stresses of illusion. Be prepared not to
believe all that you see."

M stresses -- Ross caught that first. Wnen, or at least female then
I1l1usion, yes, already he was convinced that here his eyes could play tricks
on him He could hardly determ ne what was robe, what was wall, or if nore
t han shades of shades swept before him Another blank wall, then an opening,

and flowing through it to touch himsuch a wave of alienness that Ross felt
he was buffeted by a stormw nd. Yet as he hesitated before it, reluctant in
spite of Ashe's hold to go ahead, he also knew that this did not carry wth
it the cold hostility he had knowmn while facing the Baldies. Alien -- yes.
Inimcal to his kind -- no.

"You are right, younger brother."

Spoken those words -- or forming in his nmind?

Ross was in a place which was sheer wonder. Under his feet dark blue -- the
blue of Earth's sky at dusk -- caught up in it tw nkling points of |ight as
if he strode, not equal with stars, but above them WAills -- were there any

wal I's here? O shifting, swaying blue curtains on which silvery lines ran to
formsynmbols and words which sone benused part of his brain al nost
understood, but not quite. Constant motion, no quiet, until he cane to a
pl ace where those swaying curtains were stilled, where he no | onger strode
above the sky but on soft surface, a mat of gray living sod where his steps
rel eased a spicy fragrance. And there he really saw the Foanna for the first
time. Were had their cloaks gone? Had they tossed them away during that
wal k or drift across this amazing room or had the substance which had
formed those coverings flowed away by itself? As Ross | ooked at the three in
wonder he knew that he was seeing themas not even their servants and guards
ever viewed them And yet was he seeing themas they really were or as they
wi shed himto see then?

"As we are, younger brother, as we are!" Again an answer which Ross was not
sure was thought or speech. In form they were humanoid, and they were
undoubt edly wormen. The muffling cl oaks gone, they wore sl eevel ess garnents
of silver which were girded at the waist with belts of blue gens. Only in
their hair and their eyes did they betray alien blood. For the hair which
flowed and wove about them cascadi ng down shoul ders, rippling about their
arms, was silver, too, and it swirled, noved as if it had a separate life of
its own. Waile their eyes . . . Ross |looked into those gol den eyes and was
| ost for seconds until panic awoke in him forcing himafter sharp struggle



to look away. Laughter? No, he had not heard laughter. But a sense of
anmusenment tinged with respect cane to him

"You are very right, Gordoon. This one is also of vyour kind. He is not
wi tches' rmeat." Ross caught the distaste, the kind of haunting unhappi ness
whi ch col ored those words, remmants of an old hurt.

"These are the Foanna," Ashe's voice broke nmore of the spell. "The Lady
Ynl an, the Lady Yngram the Lady Ynval da."

The Foanna -- these three only?

She whom Ashe had naned Ynl an, whose eyes had entrapped and al nost hel d what
was Ross Murdock, nade a small gesture with her ivory hand. And in that

gesture as well as in the words witches' meat the human read the unhappi ness
whi ch was as nmuch a part of this roomas the rest of its nystery.

"The Foanna are now but three. They have been only three for many weary
years, oh man from another world and tinme. And soon, if these eneni es have
their way, they will not be three -- but none!"

"But -- " Ross was still startled. He knew from Loketh that the Weckers had
deemed the Foanna few in nunber, an old and dying race. But that there were
only three womren left was hard to believe. The response to his unspoken
wonder came clear and determned. "W nmay be but three; however, our power
remai ns. And sonetinmes power distilled by time becones the stronger. Now it
woul d seemthat time is no | onger our servant but perhaps anong our enemies.
So tell us this tale of yours as to why the Rovers would nmake one with the
Foanna -- tell us all, younger brother!™

Ross reported what he had seen, what Tino-rau and Taua had | earned fromthe
prisoners taken at Kyn Add. And when he had finished, the three Foanna stood
very still, their hands clasped one to the other. Though they were only an
arm s distance fromhim Ross had the feeling they had withdrawn from this
time and world. So conplete was their wthdrawal that he dared to ask Ashe
one of the many questions which had been boiling inside him

"Who are they?" But Ross knew he really neant: \What are they? Gordon Ashe
shook his head. "I don't really know -- the last of a very old race which
possesses powers and knowl edge different fromany we have believed in for
centuries. W have heard of witches. |In the nodern day we discount the
| egends about them The Foanna bring those | egends alive. And | pronise you
this -- if they turn those powers |oose" -- he paused -- "it will be such a
war as this world, perhaps any world has never seen!™

"That is so." The Foanna had returned fromthe place to which they had
withdrawmn. "And this is also the truth or one face of the truth. The Rovers
are right in their belief that we have kept some neasure of bal ance between
one form of change and another on this world. If we were as many as we once
were, then against us these invaders could not nove at all. But we are three
only and also -- do we have the right to evoke disaster which will strike
not only the eneny but perhaps recoil upon the innocent? There has been
enough death here already. And those who are our servants shall no |onger be
asked to face battle to keep an enpty shell inviolate. W would see with our
own eyes these invaders, probe what they would do. There is ever change in
life. If a pattern grows too set, then the race caught in it nmay wither and
die. Maybe our pattern has been too long in its old design. W shall make no
decision until we see in whose hands the future may rest."

Agai nst such finality of argunent there was no appeal. These could not be
i nfl uenced by words.

"Gordoon, there is much to be done. Do you take wth you this younger
brother and see to his needs. Wen all is in readiness we shall cone."

One m nute Ross had been standing on the carpet of living noss. Then

he was in a nore normal roomwith four walls, a floor, a ceiling, and light
whi ch cane fromrods set in the corners. He gasped.

"Stunned ne, too, the first time they put me through it," he heard Ashe say.
"Here, get some of this inside you, it'll steady your head."

There was a cup in his hand, a beautifully carved, rose-red contai ner shaped
inthe formof a flower. Somehow Ross brought it to his lips with shaking



hands, gul ped down a good third of its contents. The liquid was a m xture of
tart and sweet, cooling his nouth and throat, but warming as it went down,
and that gl ow spread through him

"What -- how did they do that?" he demanded. Ashe shrugged. "How do they do
the hundred and one things | have seen happen here? W' ve been teleported.
How it's done | don't know any nore than | did the first time it happened.
Sinply a part of the Foanna "magic' as far as spectators are concerned." He
sat down on a stool, his long |l egs stretched out before him "Qher worlds,
other ways -- even if they are confounded strange ones. As far as | know,
there's no reason for their power to work, but it does. Now, have you seen
the tine gate? Is it in working order?"

Ross put down the now enpty cup and sat down opposite Ashe. As concisely as
he <could, he outlined the situation with a quick summary of all that had
happened to him Karara, and the dol phins since they had been sucked through
the gate. Ashe asked no questions, but his expression was that of the Agent
Ross had known, evaluating and listing all the younger man had to report.
When the other was through he said only two words:

"No return."

So nmuch had happened in so short a time that Ross's initial shock at the
destruction of the gate had faded, been well overlaid by all the denands

made upon his resources, skill, and strength. Even now, the fact Ashe voiced
seened of little consequence bal anced against the struggle in progress.
"Ashe -- " Ross rubbed his hands up and down his arms, brushing away grains

of sand, "remenber those pylons with the enpty seacoast behind then? Does
that mean the Bal dies are going to w n?"

"I don't know. No one has ever tried to change the course of history. Maybe
it is inpossible even if we dared to try." Ashe was on his feet again,
paci ng back and forth.

"Try what, Gordoon?"

Ross j erked around, Ashe halted. One of the Foanna stood there, her hair
pl ayi ng about her shoulders as if some breeze felt only by her stirred those
| ong strands.

"Dare to try and change the course of the future," Ashe explained, accepting
her materialization with the calmof one who had witnessed it before.

"Ah, vyes, your traveling in tine. And now you think that perhaps this poor

world of ours has a choice as to which overlords it will welcone? | do not
know ei t her, Gordoon, whether the future may be altered nor if it be wise to
try. But also . . . well, perhaps we should see our enemny before we are set

in any path. Now, it is time that we go. Younger brother, how did you plan
to |l eave this place when you acconplished your m ssion?"

"By the sea gate. | have extra sw nming equi pnent cached under the jetty."
"And the Rover ships await you at sea?"

"Yes."

"Then we shall take your way, since the cutters are sunk."

"There is only one extra gill-pack -- and that Baldy sub is out there, too!"
"So? Then we shall try another road, though it wll sap our power
temporarily." Her head inclined slightly to the left as if she |listened.
"Good! Qur people are now in the passage which will take themto safety.
What those outside will find here when they break in will be of little aid

to their plans. Secrets of the Foanna remain secrets past others' prying.
Though they shall try, oh, how they shall try to solve them There is
know edge that only certain types of mnds can hold and use, and to others
it remains for all tine unlearnable. Now -- "

Her hand reached out, flattened agai nst Ross's forehead.

"Think of your Rover ship, younger brother, see it in your mnd And see
well and clearly for nme."

Torgul's cruiser was there; he could picture with details he had not thought
he knew or remenbered. The deck in the dark of the night with only a shaded
light at the mast. The deck . . . Ross gave a choked cry. He did not see
this in his mnd;, he sawit wth his eyes! Hs hand swng out in an



i nvol untary gesture of repudiation and struck painfully against wood. He was
on the cruiser! A startled exclamation frombehind him-- then a shout.
Ashe, Ashe was here and beyond himthree cloaked figures, the Foanna. They
had their own road indeed and had taken it.

"You . . . Rosss -- " Vistur fronted them his face a mxture of
bewi | dernment and awe. "The Foanna -- " said in a half whisper, echoed by
crewnen gat hering around, but not too close.

"Gordon!" Karara el bowed her way between two of the Hawai kans and ran across
t he deck. She caught the Agent's both hands as if to assure herself that he
was alive and there before her. Then she turned to the three Foanna. There
was an odd expression on the Polynesian girl's face, first of neasurenent
with sone fear, and then of dawning wonder. From beneath the cloak of the
m ddl e Foanna cane the rod of office with its sparking knob. Karara dropped
Ashe's hands, took a tentative step forward and then another. The knob was
directly before her, breast high. She brought up both hands, cupping them
about the knob, but not touching it directly. The sparks it emtted could
have been fl ashing agai nst her flesh, but Karara displayed no awareness of
that. Instead, she lifted both hands farther, palmup and cupped, as if she
carried sone invisible bounty, then flattened them | oosing what she hel d.
There was a sigh fromthe crewren; Karara's gesture had been confident, as
i f she knew just what she was doi ng and why. And Ross heard Ashe draw a deep
breath al so as the human girl turned, allying herself with the Foanna.
"These Great Ones stand in peace,” she said. "It is their will that no harm
cones to this ship and those who sail in her.”

"What do the Great Ones want of us?" Torgul advanced but not too near

"To speak concerning those who are your prisoners.”

"So be it." The Captain bowed. "The Great Ones' will is our will; let it be
as they wi sh."

- Chapter 33
15: Return to the Battle
Ross lay listening to the even breathing from across the cabin. He had

awakened in that quick transference fromsleep to consciousness which was
al ways his when on duty, but he nmade no attenpt to nove. Ashe was stil

sl eeping. Ashe, whom he thought or had thought he knew as well as one man
could ever know another, who had taken the place of famly for Ross Mirdock

the loner. Years -- two . . . four of themnow since he had nade half of
that partnership. H's head turned, though he could not see that |ean body,
that quiet, controlled face. Ashe still |ooked the same, but . . . Ross's

sense of loss was hurt and anger mingled. Wat had they done to Gordon

those three? Bew tched? Tales humans had accepted as purest fantasy for
centuries came into his mind. Could it be that his own world once had its
Foanna? Ross scow ed. You couldn't refute their "magic," call it by what
scientific name you wi shed -- hypnotism. . . teleporting. They got results,
and the results were inpressive. Now he renenbered the warning the Foanna
thenmsel ves had delivered hours earlier to the Rovers. There were linmits to
their abilities; because they were forced to draw on nental and physica

energy, they could be exhausted. Thus, they had barriers, too. Again Ross
consi dered the subject of barriers. Karara had been able to neet the aliens,
if not mnd-to-mnd, then in a closer way even than Ashe. The talent which
tied her to the dolphins had in turn been a bond with the Foanna. Ashe and
Karara could enter that circle, but not Ross Murdock. Along with his new
separation from Ashe canme that feeling of inferiority to bite on, and the
taste was sour.

"This isn't going to be easy."

So Ashe was awake.

"What can they do?" Ross asked in return

"I don't know. | don't believe that they can teleport an arny into Baldy
headquarters the way Torgul expects. And it wouldn't do such an arny nuch
good to get there and then be outclassed by the weapons the Bal dies m ght



have," Ashe said. Ross had a nonment of warnth and confort; he knew that tone
of old. Ashe was studying the problem wlling to talk out difficulties as
he al ways had before.

"No, outright assault isn't the answer. W'Il have to know nore about the
enemy. One thing puzzles me: Why have the Bal di es suddenly stepped up their
timng?"

"What makes you think they have?"

"Well, according to the accounts |I've heard, it's been about three or four

pl anet years here since sonme off-world devices have been infiltrating the
native civilization -- "

"You mean such things as those attractors set wup on the reef at Zahur's
castl e?" Ross renmenbered Loketh's story.

"Those, and other things. The refinenents added to the engi ne power on these

ships . . . Torgul said they spread from Rover fleet to fleet; no one's sure
where they started. The Bal di es began slowy, but they are speeding up now
-- those fairing attacks have all been recent. And this assault on the

Foanna citadel blew up alnost overnight on a flinmsy excuse. Wiy the quick
push after the slow begi nni ng?"

"Maybe they decided the natives are easy pushovers and they no | onger have
to worry about any real opposition," Ross suggested.

"Coul d be. Self-confidence beconm ng arrogance when they didn't uncover any
opponent strong enough to matter. O else, they may be spurred by sonme need
with atimelinmt. If we knew the reason for those pylons, we m ght guess
their notives."

"Are you going to try to change the future?"

"That sounds arrogant, too. Can we if we w sh to? W never dared to try it
on Earth. And the risk nay be worse than all our fears. Al so, the choice is
not ours."

"There's one thing I don't understand," Ross said. "Wy did the Foanna wal k
out of the citadel and Ieave it undefended for their enenies? VWat about
their guards? Did they just |eave themtoo?" He was willing to make the nost
of any flaw in the aliens' character

"Most of their people had already escaped through underground ways. The rest
left when they knew the cutters had been sunk," Ashe returned. "As to why
they deserted the citadel, | don't know The decision was theirs."

There -- up with the barrier between them again. But Ross refused to accept
the cutoff this time, determined to pull Ashe back into the famliar world
of the here and now

"That keep could be a trap, about the best on this planet!" the idea was
nmore than just a ganbit to attract Ashe's attention, it was true! A perfect
trap to catch Bal dies.

"Don't you see," Ross sat up, slapped his feet down on the deck as he | eaned

forward eagerly. "Don't you see . . . if the Baldies know anything at al
about the Foanna, and I'm betting they do and want to learn all they can
they'Il visit the citadel. They won't want to depend on second- and
third-hand reports of the place, wespecially ones delivered by prinmtives
such as the Weckers. They had a sub there. I'll bet the crew are in picking
over the loot right now"

"If that's what they're hunting" -- there was anusenent in Ashe's tone --
"they won't find nmuch. The Foanna have better |ocks than their enem es have
keys. You heard Ynlan before we left -- any secrets left wll remain
secrets.”

"But there's bait -- bait for a trap!" argued Ross.

"You're right!" To the younger man's joy Ashe's enthusiasmwas plain. "And
if the Baldies could be Ied to believe that what they wanted was obtai nable
with just alittle nore effort, or the right tools -- "

"The trap could net bigger catch than just underlings!" Ross's thought
mat ched Ashe's. "Wy, it mght even pull in the VIP directing the whole
operation! How can we set it up, and do we have tine?"

"The trap would have to be of Foanna setting; our part would come after it



was sprung." Ashe was thoughtful again. "But it is the only nove which we

can meke at present with any hope of success. And it will only work if the
Foanna are willing."

"Have to be done quickly," Ross pointed out.

"Yes, I'lIl see." Ashe was a dark figure against the thin light of the
conpani onway as he slid back the cabin door. "If Ynvalda agrees . . ." As he

went out Ross was right behind him The Foanna had been given, by their own
choice, quarters on the bow deck of the cruiser where sailcloth had been
used to forma tent. Not that any of the awe-stricken Rovers would venture
too near them Ashe reached for the flap of the fabric and a lilting voice
cal | ed:

"You seek us, Cordoon?"

"This is inportant.”

"Yes, it is inportant, for the thought which brings you both has nmerit.
Enter then, brothers!”

The flap was |ooped aside and before themwas a swirling of mst?
light? . . . sheets of pale color? Ross could not have descri bed what he saw
-- save if the Foanna were there, he could not distinguish themfromthe
rippling of their hair, the nelting filmof their robes.

"So, younger brother, you think that which was our home and our treasure box
has now becone a trap for the confounding of those who believe we are a
threat to then®"

Sonehow Ross was not surprised that they knew about his idea before he had
said a word, before Ashe had given any expl anations. Their near-omni science
was only a small portion of their other talents.

"Yes."

"And why do you believe so? W swear to you that the coast folk can not be
driven into those parts of the castle which nmean the nost, any nore than our

sea gate can be breached unless we will it so."
"Yet | swam through the sea gate, and the sub was there also." Ross knew
again a flash of -- was it pleasure? -- at being able to state this fact.

There were chinks in the Foanna defenses.

"Again the truth. You have that within you, younger brother, which is both a
lack and a shield. True also that this underseas ship entered after you.
Perhaps it has a shield as part of it; perhaps those fromthe stars have
their own protection. But they can not reach the heart of what they w sh,
not unl ess we open the doors for them It is your belief, younger brother

that they still strive to force such doors?"
"Yes. Knowing there is sonething to be learned, they will try for it. They
will not dare not to." Ross was very certain on that point. His encounters

with the Baldies had not Ied to any real understanding. But the way they had
wi ped out the line of Russian tine stations made himsure that they dealt
thoroughly wth any situation they considered a threat. Fromthe prisoners
taken at Kyn Add they had | earned the invaders believed that the Foanna were
their enem es here, even though the O d Ones had not repul sed themor their
activities. Therefore, it followed that, having taken the stronghold, the
Bal di es woul d endeavor to rip open every one of its secrets.

"Atrap with good bait -- "

Ross wondered which one of the Foanna said that. To see nothing but the
swirls of mst-color, listen to di senbodi ed voices from it, was
di sconcerting. Part of the stage dressing, he decided, for building their
prestige with the other races with whomthey dealt. Three wonen al one would
have to buttress their authority with such trappings.

"Ah, younger brother, indeed you are beginning to understand us!" Laughter,
soft but unm stakable. Ross frowned. He did not feel the touch-go-touch of
mental conmmuni cati on which the dol phins used. But he did not doubt that the
Foanna read his thoughts, or at least a few of them

"Some of them" echoed from the mst. "Not all -- not as your older
brother's or the maiden whose mnd neets wth ours. Wth you, younger
brother, it is a thought here, a thought there, and only our intuition to



connect theminto a pattern. But now, there is serious planning to be done.
And, knowi ng this eneny, you believe they will cone to search for what they
can not find. So you would set a trap. But they have weapons beyond your
weapons, have they not, younger brother? Brave as are these Rover kind, they
can not use swords against flame, their hands against a killer who rmay stand
apart and slay. Wat renmains, CGordoon? Wat remains in our favor?"

"You have your weapons, too," Ashe answered.

"Yes, we have our weapons, but |ong have they been used only in one pattern

and they are attuned to another race. Did our defenses hold against you,
Cor doon, when you strove to prove that you were as you clainmed to be? And
did another repul se younger brother when he dared the sea gate? So can we
trust themin turn against these other strangers with different brains? Only
at the testing shall we know, and in such |earning perhaps we shall also be
forced to eat the sourness of defeat. To risk all may be to lose all."

"That may be true," Ashe assented.

"You mean the sight you have had into our future says that this happens?
Yes, to stake all and to lose -- not only for ourselves, but for all others
here -- that is a weighty decision to make, CGordoon. But the trap prom ses.
Let wus think on it for a space. Do you also consult with the Rovers if they
wi sh to take part in what nmay be desperate folly."

Torgul paced the afterdeck, well away from the tent which sheltered the
Foanna, but with his eyes turning to it as Ross explained what m ght be a
good attack.

"Those wonen-killers would have no fear of Foanna magic, rather would they
cone to seek it out? It would be a chance to catch leaders in a trap?"

"You have heard what the prisoners said or thought. Yes, they would seek out
such know edge and we woul d have this chance to capture them-- "

"Wth what?" Torgul demanded. "I amnot Ongal to argue that it is better to
die in pursuit of blood paynment than to take an eneny or enenmies with ne!
What chance have we agai nst their powers?"

"Ask that of them" Ross nodded toward the still silent tent. Even as he
spoke the three cl oaked Foanna emnerged, pacing down to md-ship where Torgul
and his lieutenants, Ross and Ashe cane to neet them

"We have thought on this." The lilting half chant which the Foanna used for
ordinary conmunication was a song in the dawn wind. "It was in our mnds to
retreat, to wait out this troubling of the land, since we are few and that
which we hold within us is worth the guarding. But now, what profit such
guar di anshi p when there may be none to whomwe nay pass it after us? And if
you have seen the truth, elder brother" -- the cowl ed heads swung to Ashe --
"then there may be no future for any of us. But still there are our
[imtations. Rover," now they spoke directly to Torgul, "we can not put your
men within the citadel by desiring -- not without <certain aids which lie
sealed there now No, we, ourselves, nmust wn inside bodily and then

t hen, perhaps, we can pull tight the Iines of our net!"

"To run a cruiser through the gate -- " Torgul began

"No, not a ship, Captain. A handful of warriors in the water can risk the
gate, but not a ship."

Ashe broke in, "How many gill-packs do we have?"
Ross counted hurriedly. "I left one cached ashore. But there's mne and
Karara's and Loketh's -- also two nore -- "

"To pass the gates,'
underwat er aids."
"You," Ross said to Ashe, "and | with Karara's pack --
"For Karara!"

Both the men | ooked around. The Polynesian girl stood close to the Foanna,
smling faintly.

"This venture is mne also," she spoke with conviction. "As it is Tino-rau's
and Taua's. |Is that not so, Daughters of the Alii of this world?"

"Yes, Sea Maid. There are weapons of many sorts, and not all of themfit
into a warrior's hand or can be swng with the force of a man's arm and

that was the Foanna, "we ourselves shall not need vyour



shoul der. Yes, this venture is yours, also, sister."

Ross's protests bubbled unspoken; he had to accept the finality of the
Foanna decree. It seenmed now that the make-up of their task force depended
upon the whins of the three rather than the experience of those trained to
such risks. And Ashe was apparently willing to accept their |eadership.

So it was an odd conpany that took to the water just as dawn colored the
sky. Loketh had clung fiercely to his pack, insisted that he be one of the
swi mers, and the Foanna accepted himas well. Ross and Ashe, Loketh, and
Bal eku, a young under officer of Ongal's, accorded the best sw nmer of the
fleet, Karara and the dol phins. And with themthose three others, shapes
sliding smoothly through the water, as difficult to define in this new
el ement as they had been in their tent. Before themfrisked the dol phins.
Tino-rau and Taua played about the Foanna in an ecstatic joy and when al
were in the sea they shot off shoreward. That sub within the sea gate, had
it unleashed the sane |ethal broadcast as the one at Kyn Add? But the
dol phins could give warning if that were so. Ross swam easily, Ashe next,
Loketh on his left, Baleku a little behind and Karara to the fore as if in
vain pursuit of the dol phins -- the Foanna well to the left. An odd invasion
party, even odder when one totaled up the risks which mght |ie ahead. There
was no mst or stormthis norning to hide the headl ands where the Foanna
citadel stood. And the pronontories of the sea gate were starkly clear in
the growing light. The sane drive which always was a part of Ross when he
was commtted to action sustained himnow, though he was visited by a small
prick of doubt when he though that the | eadership did not lie with Ashe but
with the Foanna. No warning of any trouble ahead as they passed between the
m ghty, sea-sunk bases of the gate pillars. Ross depended upon his sonic,
but there was no adverse report fromthe sensitive recorder. The terrible
chill of the water during the night attack had been dissipated, but here and
there dead sea things floated, being torn and devoured by hunters of the
waves. They were well past the pillars when Ross was aware that Loketh had
changed place in the line, spurting ahead. After himwent Baleku. They
caught up with Karara, flashed past her. Ross |ooked to Ashe, on to the
Foanna, but saw nothing to explain the action of the two Hawai kans. Then his
soni ¢ beat out a signal from Ashe.

"Danger . . . follow the Foanna . . . left."
Karara had al ready changed course to head in that direction. Ahead of her he
could see Loketh and Bal eku both still bound for the md-point of the shore

where the jetty and the sunken cutters were. Ashe passed before him and
Ross reluctantly foll owed orders. A shelf of rock reached out fromthe cliff
wal I, under it a dark opening. The Foanna sought this without hesitation

Ashe, Karara, and Ross followi ng. Monents |later they were out of the water
where footing sloped back and up. Below them Tino-rau and Taua nosed the
rise, their heads lifting out of the water as they "spoke." And Karara
hastened to reply.

"Loketh . . . Baleku . . ." [Ross began when he caught a nmental stroke of
anger so deadly that it was a chill lance into his brain. He faced the
Foanna, startled and a little frightened.

"They will not cone -- now." A knob-crowned wand stretched out in the air,

pointing to the upper reaches of the slope. "Nor can any of their blood --
unl ess we win."

"What is wong?" Ashe asked.

"You were right, very right, men out of tinme! These invaders are not to be
lightly dismssed. They have turned one of our own defenses against us.
Loketh, Bal eku, all of their kind, can be nmade into tools for a master. They
bel ong to the eneny now. "

"And we have failed so early?" Karara wanted to know. Again that piercing
thrust of anger so vivid that it was no nere enotion but seemed a tangible
force.

"Fail ed? No, not yet have we even begun to fight! You were very right; this
is such an evil as must be faced and fought, even if we lose all in battle!



Now we nust do that which none of our own race has done for generations --
we nust open three |ocks, throw wide the Geat Door, and seek out the Keeper
of the d osed Know edge!"

Light, a sharp ray sighting fromthe tip of the wand. And the Foanna
followi ng that beam the three humans coming after . . . into the unknown.

- Chapter 34
16: The Opening of the Great Door
It was not the general airlessness of the |ong-closed passage which wore on
Ross's nerves, nmade Karara suddenly reach out and clasp fingers about the
wists of the two men she wal ked between; it was a crushing sensation of
age, of atoll of years so long, so heavy, as to make time itself into a
thick flood which tugged at their bodies, nmired their feet as they trudged
after the Foanna. This sense of age, of a dead and heavy past, was so
stifling that all three hunmans breathed in gasps. Karara's breaths becane
sobs. Yet she matched her pace to Ashe and Ross, kept going. Ross hinself
had Ilittle idea of their surroundings, but one small portion of his brain
asked answerl ess questions. The forenost being: Wiy did the past crush in on
hi m here? He had traveled tine, but never before had he been beaten with the
feel of countless dead and dyi ng years.
"Going back -- " That hoarse whi sper cane from Ashe, and Ross thought he
under st ood.
"A time gate!" He was eager to accept such an explanation. Tine gates he
coul d understand, but that the Foanna used one
"Not our kind," Ashe replied. But his words had pulled Ross out of a spel
whi ch had been as quicksand about him And he began to fight back with a
determ nation not to be sucked into what filled this place. In spite of
Ross's efforts, his eyes could supply himwith no definite inpression of
where they were. The ranp had | ed themout of the sea, but where they wal ked
now, |inked hand to hand, Ross could not say. He could see the glinmrer of
the Foanna; turning his head he could see his conpanions as shadows, but al
beyond that was utter dark.
"Ahhhh -- " Karara's sobs gave way to a whisper which was half nmoan. "This
is a way of gods, old gods, gods who never dealt with men! It is not well to
wal k the road of the gods!"
Her fear lapped to Ross. He faced that empotion as he had faced so many

different kinds of fear all his life. Sure, he felt that pressure on him
not the pressure of past centuries now -- but a power beyond his ability to
descri be.

"Not our gods!" Ross put his stubborn defiance into words, nore as a shield
against his own wavering. "No power where there is no belief!" From what
hal f-forgotten bit of reading had he dredged that know edge? "No being
wi thout belief!" he repeated. To his vast amazenent he heard Ashe | augh,
t hough the sound bordered on hysteria.

"No belief, no power," the older man replied. "You' ve speared the right
fish, Ross! No gods of ours dwell here, Karara, and whatever power does has
no rights over us. Hold to that, girl, hold that!"

"Ah, ye forty thousand gods, Ye gods of sea, of sky, of woods,
O nountains, of valleys,
Ye assenblies of gods,
Ye el der brothers of the gods that are,
Ye gods that once were,
Ye that whisper. Ye that watch by night,
Ye that show your gl eam ng eyes,
Cone down, awake, stir,
Walk this road, walk this road!"
* * %
She was singing, first softly and then nore strongly, the liquid words of
her own tongue repeated in English as if what she strove to call she would



share with her conpanions. Now there was triunph in her singing and Ross
found hinself echoing her, "Walk this road!"™ as a demand. It was stil
there, all of it, the crushing weight of the past, and that which brooded
within that past, which had reached out for them to possess or to alter
Only they were free of that reaching now And they could see too! The fuzzy
darkness was lighter and there were normal walls about them Ross put out
his free hand and rubbed finger tips along rough stone. Once nore their
senses were assaulted by a stealthy attack from beyond the bounds of space
and time as the walls fell away and they cane out into a w de space whose
boundaries they could not see. Here that which brooded was strong, a mghty
wei ght poi sed al oft to strike them down.

"Come down, awake, stir. " Karara's pleading sank again to a whisper
her voice sounded hoarse as if her mouth were dry, her words fornmed by a
shrunken tongue, issued froma parched throat. Light spreading in channels
along the floor, neking a fiery pattern -- patterns wthin patterns,
intricate designs wthin designs. Ross jerked his eyes away from those
patterns. To study them was danger, he knew wi thout being warned. Karara's
nails bit into his flesh and he welconed that pain; it kept him alert,
consci ous of what was Ross Miurdock, holding himsafely apart from sonething
greater than he, but entirely alien. The designs and patterns were lines on
a paverent. And now the three Foanna, swaying as if yielding to unseen
wi nds, began to follow those patterns with small dancing steps. But the
humans renmai ned where they were, holding to one another for the sustaining
strength their contact offered. Back, forth, the Foanna danced -- and once
nore their cloaks vani shed or were discarded, so their silver-bright figures
advanced, retreated, weaving a way from one arabesque to another. First
about the outer rimand then in, by spirals and circles. No |ight except the
crimson glowing rivulets on the floor, the silver bodies of the Foanna
nmovi ng back and forth, in and out. Then, suddenly, the three dancers halted,
huddl ed together in an open space between the designs. And Ross was startled
by the inpression of confusion, doubt, alnost despair wafted fromthemto
t he humans. Back across the patterned floor they cane, their hands clasped
even as the humans stood together, and now they fronted the three out of
tine.

"Too few. . . we are too few .
said. "We can not open the Geat Door."

"How many do you need?" Karara's voice was no |onger parched, frightened.
She m ght have traveled through fear to a new serenity. Wy did he think
that, Ross wondered fleetingly. Was it because he, too, had had the sane
rel ease? The Polynesian girl |oosed her grip on her conpanions' hands,
taking a step closer to the Foanna.

"Three can be four -- "

"Or five." Ashe nmoved up beside her. "If we suit your purpose.”

Was CGordon Ashe crazy? O had he fallen victimto whatever filled this
pl ace? Yet it was Ashe's voice, sane, serene, as Ross had always heard it.
The younger Agent wet his Ilips; it was his turn to have a dry nouth. This
was not his gane; it could not be. Yet he sunmoned voice enough to add in
turn:

"Six -- "

When it came the Foanna answer was a warni ng:

"To aid us you nust cast aside your shields, allow your identities to becone
one with our forces. Having done so, it may be that you shall never be as
you are now but changed. "

"Changed . . ."

The word echoed, perhaps not in the place where they stood, but in Ross's
head. This was a risk such as he had never taken before. H s chances in the
past had been matters of action where his own strength and wits were natched
agai nst the problem Here, he would open a door to forces he and his kind
should not neet -- expose hinself to danger such as did not exist on the
pl ane where weapons and strength of arm coul d decide victory or defeat.

she who was the md one of the trio



And this was not really his fight at all. Wat did it matter to humans ten
thousand years or so in the future what happened to Hawai kans in this past?
He was a fool; they were all fools to becone enbroiled in this. The Baldies

and their stellar enpire -- if that ever had existed as the humans surnised
-- was long gone before his breed entered space.
"I'f you acconplish this with our aid," said Ashe, "will you be able to

def eat the invaders?"

Agai n a | engtheni ng monent of silence before the Foanna replied:

"W can not tell. W only knowthat there is a force laid up here, set
behind certain gates in the far past, upon which we may call for sone
supreme effort. But this much we also know The Evil of the Shadow reaches
out fromhere now, and where that darkness falls nen will no |longer be nen
but things in the guise of nmen who obey and follow as mndl ess creatures. As
yet this shadow of the Shadowis a small one. But it will spread, for that
is the nature of those who have spawned it. They have chanced upon and
corrupted a thing we know. Such power feeds upon the will to power. Having
turned it to their bidding, they will not be able to resist using it, for it
is so easy to do and the results exult the nature of those who enploy it.
"You have said that you and those 1like you who travel the tine trails fear
to change the past. Here the first steps have been taken to alter the
future, but unless we conplete the defense it will be ill for all of us."
"And this is your only weapon?" Ashe asked once nore.

"The only one strong enough to stand agai nst that which is now unl eashed."
In the pavenent the fiery lines were bright and gl owi ng. Even when Ross shut
his eyes, parts of those designs were still visible against his eyelids.

"W don't know how." He made a | ast feeble protest on the side of prudence.
"W couldn't nove as you did."

"Apart, no -- together, yes."

The silvery figures were once nore swaying, the mst which was their hair
flowing about them Karara's hands went out, and the slender fingers of one
of the Foanna lifted, closed about firm brown human flesh. Ashe was doing
t he sane! Ross thought he cried out, but he could not be sure, as he watched
Karara's head begin to sway in concert with her Foanna partner, her black
hair springing out fromher shoulders to rival the rippling strands of the
alien's. Ashe was consciously matching steps with the conpanion who also
drew himalong a flowing line of fire. In this last instant Ross realized
the tine for retreat was past -- there was no place left to go. H s hands
went out, though he had to force that invitation because in himthere was a
shrinking horror of this surrender. But he could not let the others go
wi thout him The Foanna's touch was cool, and yet it seemed that flesh net
his flesh, fingers as normal as his met fingers in that grasp. And when that
hold was conplete he gave a small gasp. For his horror was w ped away; he
knew in its place a burst of energy which could be disciplined to use as a
weapon or a tool in concentrated and conplicated action. H's feet so

and then so . . . Did those directions flow wi thout words fromthe Foanna's
fingers to his and then along his nerves to his brain? He only knew which
was the proper next step, and the next, and the next, as they wove their way

along the pattern lines, with their going adding a necessary thread to a
design. Forward four steps, backward one -- in and out. Did Ross actually
hear that sweet thrunming, akin to the lilting speech of the Foanna, or was
it athrobbing in his blood? In and out . . . Wat had becone of the others

he did not know, he was aware only of his own path, of the hand in his, of
the silvery shape at his side to whomhe was now tied as if one of the Rover
capture nets enclosed themboth. The fiery lines under his feet were
snoking, tendrils rising and twisting as the hair of the Foanna rippled and
twisted. And the snoke clung, weathed his body. They noved in a cocoon of
snoke, thicker and thicker, until Ross could not even see the Foanna who
acconpanied him was only assured of her presence by the hand which grasped
his. And a small part of himclung desperately to the awareness of that
clasp as an anchorage agai nst what mght come, a tie between the world of



reality and the place into which he was passing. How did one find words to
describe this? Ross wondered with that part of himwhich remai ned stubbornly
Ross Murdock, Tine Agent. He thought that he did not see with his eyes, hear
with his ears but used other senses his own kind did not recognize nor
acknow edge. Space . . . not aroom. . . a cave -- anything made by normal
nature. Space which held sonething. Pure energy? His nmind strove to give
nane to that which was naneless. Perhaps it was that spark of nmenory and
consci ousness which gave himthat instant of "Seeing." Was it a throne? And
on it a shimering figure? He was regarded intently, neasured, and -- set
aside. There were questions or a question he could not hear, and perhaps an
answer he woul d never be able to understand. O had any of this happened at
all? Ross crouched on a cold floor, his head hangi ng, drained of energy, of
all that feeling of power and well-being he had had when they had begun
their dance across the synmbols. About himthose designs still glowed dully.
When he |ooked at themtoo intently his head ached. He could al nost
understand, but the struggle was so exhausting he winced at the effort.
"Cordon -- ?"

There was no clasp on his hand; he was alone, alone between two gl ow ng
arabesques. That |oneliness struck at himw th the sharpness of a blow His
head cane up; frantically he stared about himin search of his conpanions.
"Gordon!" His plea and demand i n one was answer ed:

"Ross?"

On his hands and knees, Ross used the rags of his strength to craw in that
direction, stopping now and then to shade his eyes with his hands, to peer
t hrough the cracks between his fingers for some sight of Ashe. There he was,
sitting quietly, his head up as if he were listening, or striving to listen
Hi s cheeks were sunken; he had the drained, worn | ook of a man strained to

the limt of physical energy. Yet there was a quiet peace in his face. Ross
craw ed on, put out a hand to Ashe's armas if only by touching the other
could he be sure he was not an illusion. And Ashe's fingers came up to cover

the younger man's in a grasp as tight as the Foanna's hold had been

"We did it; together we did it," Ashe said. "But where -- why -- ?"

Those questions were not ained at him Ross knew. And at that nonment the
younger man did not care where they had been, what they had done. It was
enough that his terrible Ioneliness was gone, that Ashe was here. Stil
keeping his hold on Ross, Ashe turned his head and called into the
wi | derness of the symnbol - gl ow ng space about them "Karara?"

She came to them not crawling, not wung alnost dry of spirit and strength,
but on her two feet. About her shoul ders her dark hair waved and spun -- or
was it dark now? Along those strands there seemed to be threaded notes of
light, giving a silvery sheen which was a faint echo of the Foanna's
tresses. And was it only his benmused and bewi | dered si ght, Ross wondered, or
had her eyes turned golden? Karara smiled down at themand held out her
hands, offering one to each. Wen they took them Ross knew again that surge
of energy he had felt when he had foll owed the Foanna into the maze dance.
"Cone! There is nuch to do."

He could not be mstaken; her voice held the singing lilt of the Foanna.
Sonehow she had crossed sone barrier to becone a paler, perhaps a |esser
but still a copy of the three aliens. Was this what they had neant when they

warned of a change which mght cone to those who followed theminto the
ritual of this place? Ross |looked fromthe girl to Ashe with searching
intensity. No, he could see no outward change in Gordon. And he felt none
within hinself.

"Cone!" Some of Karara's old inpetuousness returned as she tugged at them
urging themto their feet and drawing themwi th her. She appeared to know
where they must go, and both nen foll owed her guidance. Once nore they cane
out of the weird and alien into the normal, for here were the rock walls of
a passage running up at an angle which becanme so steep they were forced to
pul I al ong by handhol ds hol |l owed in the walls.

"Where are we goi ng?" Ashe asked.



"To cleanse.” Karara's answer was anbiguous, and she sped along hardly
touchi ng the handhol ds. "But hurry!"

They finished their <clinb and were in another corridor where patches of
sunl i ght canme through a pierced wall to dazzle their eyes. This was sinilar
to the way which had run beside the courtyard in Zahur's castle. Ross | ooked
out of the first opening down into a courtyard. But where Zahur's had held
the busy life of a castle, this was silent. Silent, but not deserted. There
were nen below, arned, helned. He recognized the uniform of the Wecker
warriors, saw one or tw who wore the gray of the Foanna servants. They
stood in lines, wunnoving, wthout speech anong thenselves, nen who mnight
have been frozen into immobility and arranged so for some ganme in which they
were the voiceless, wlling pieces. And their imopbility was a thing to
arouse fear. Were they dead and still standing?

"Cone!" Karara's voice had sunk to a whisper and her hand pulled at the men.
"What -- ?" began Ross. Ashe shook his head. Those rows bel ow drawn up as if
in order to march, unliving rows. They could not be alive as the hunans knew
lifel! Ross left his vantage point, ready to follow Karara. But he could not
blot from his mnd the picture of those lines, nor forget the terrible
bl ankness whi ch made their faces nore i nhuman, nore frighteningly alien than
those of the Foanna.

- Chapter 35

17: Shades Agai nst Shadow

The corridor ended in a narrow slit of room and the wall before them was
not the worked stone of the citadel but a single slab of what appeared to be
glass curdled into creanmy ridges and depressions. Here were the Foanna,
their robes once nore cloaking them Each held, point out, one of the rods.
They noved slowy but with the precise gestures of those about a demandi ng
and very inportant task as they traced each depression in the wall before

themw th the wand points. Down, up, around . . . as their feet had noved to
cover each line.

" Nowl "

The wands pointed to the floor. The Foanna noved equidistant from one
another. Then, as one, the rods were |lifted vertically, brought down

together wth a single loud tap. On the wall the blue lines they had traced
wi th such care darkened, nelted. The glassy slab shivered, shattered, fel

outward in a lace of fragnents. So the narrow room became a bal cony above a
| arge chanber. Below a platformran the full length of that hall, and on it
were nmounted a line of oval disks. These had been turned to different angles
and each reflected light, a ray beam directed at them froma machi ne whose
metallic casing, projecting antennae, was oddly out of place here. Once nore
the three staffs of the Foanna raised as one in the air. This tine, fromthe
knobs held out over the hall blazed, not the wusual whirl of small sparks,

but strong beanms of light -- blue light darkening as it pierced downward
until it became thrusting lines of alnobst tangible substance. \Wen those
bl ue beans struck the nearest ovals they webbed with |I|ines which cracked

wi de open. Shattered bits tinkled down to the platform There was a stir at
the end of the hall where the machine stood. Figures ran into plain sight.
Bal dies! Ross cried out a warning as he saw those star mnen raise weapon
tubes aimed at the perch on which the Foanna stood. Fire crackling with the
speed and sound of lightning | ashed up at the bal cony. The |lances of I|ight
met the spears of dark, and there was a flash which blinded Ross, a sound
whi ch split open the whole world. The hunman's eyes opened, not upon darkness
but on dazzling light, flashes of it which tore over himin great sweeping
arcs. Dazed, sick, he tried to press his prone body into the unyielding
surface on which he lay. But there was no way of burrowing out of this wld
storm of light and clashing sound. Now under himthe very fabric of the
floor rocked and quivered as if it were being shaken apart into rubble.

Al the will and ability to nove was gone. Ross could only lie there and
endure. \What had happened, he did not know save that what raged about him



now was a warring of inimcal forces, perhaps both feeding on each other
even as they strove for mastery. The play of rays resenbled sword bl ades
crossing, fencing. Ross threw his arm over his eyes to shut out the
intolerable brilliance of that thrust and counter. His body tingled and
wi nced as the whirlwind of energy clashed and reclashed. He was beaten

stupid, as a man pinned down too |ong under a heavy shelling. How did it
end? In one terrific thunderclap of sound and bl asting power? And when did
it end -- hours . . . days later? Time was a thing set apart fromthis. Ross
lay in the quiet which his body wel coned thirstily. Then he was consci ous of
the touch of wind on his face, wind carrying the hint of sea salt. He opened
his eyes and saw above him a patch of clouded sky. Shakily he |evered
hi nsel f up on his el bows. There were no conplete walls any nore, just jagged
poi nts of masonry, broken teeth set in a skull's jawbone. Open sky, dark
cl ouds spattering rain.

"Gordon? Karara?" Ross's voice was a thin whisper. He licked his |lips and
tried again:

" Cordon!"

Had there been an answering whi nper? Ross crawed into a holl ow between two
fallen blocks. A pool of water? No, it was the cloak of one of the Foanna
spread out across the flooring in this fragnent of room Then Ross saw t hat
Ashe was there, the cloaked figured braced against his shoul der as he half
supported, half enbraced the Foanna.

"Ynval da!" Ashe called that with an urgency which was demanding. Now the
Foanna noved, raising an armin the cloak's flow ng sl eeve. Ross sat back on
hi s heel s.

"Ross -- Ashe?" He turned his head. Karara stood here, then cane forward,
planting her feet with care, her hands outstretched, her eyes w de and
unseeing. Ross pulled hinself up and went to her, finding that the once
solid floor seemed to dip and sway under him until he, too, mnust bal ance
and creep. H s hands closed on her shoulders and he pulled her to him in
mut ual support.

" CGor don?"
"COver there. You all right."
"I think so." Her voice was weak. "The Foanna . . . Ynlan . . . Ynvalda -- "

St eadyi ng herself against him she tried to | ook around. The place whi ch had
once been a narrow room then a balcony, was now a perch above
stomach-turning space. The hall of the oval mrrors was gone, having
di sappeared into a hollow the depths of which were veiled by a vapor which
boil ed and bubbled as if, far bel ow, sonme huge cal dron hung above a bl azing
fire. Karara cried out and Ross drew her back from that drop. He was
cl earer-headed now and | ooked about for sone way down fromthis doubtful
perch. O the other two Foanna there was no sign. Had they been sucked up
and out in the inferno they had created wth their unleashing of energy
agai nst the Bal dies' installation?

"Ross -- look!" Karara's cry, her upflung armdirected his attention al oft.

Under the sullen gathering of the storm a sphere arose as a bubble m ght
seek the surface of a pool before breaking. A ship -- a Baldy ship taking
off fromthe ruined citadel! So sone of the eneny had survived that trial of
st rengt h! The globe was small, a scout wused for wthin-atnosphere

expl oration, Ross judged. It arose first, and then noved inland, fleeing the
gathering storm to be out of sight in nmonments. Inland, where the nountain
base of the invaders was reputed to be. Retreating? O bound to gather
rei nf orcenents?

"Bal di es?" Karara asked.

"Yes."

She wi ped her hand across her face, snearing dust and grine on her cheeks.
As raindrops pattered about them Ross drewthe girl with himinto the
al cove where Ashe sheltered wth the Foanna. The cowed alien was sitting
up, her hand still gripping one of the wands, now a half-nelted ruin. Ashe
gl anced at themas if for the first time he remenbered they m ght be there.



"Bal dy ship just took off inland,” Ross told him "W didn't see either of
t he ot her Foanna."

"They have gone to do what is to be done," Ashe's companion replied. "So
some of the enenmy fled. Well, perhaps they have | earned one | esson, not to
meddle with others' devices. Ahh, so much gone which will never cone again!
Never again -- "

She held up the half-nelted wand, turning it back and forth before her
before she cast it away. It flew out, up, then dropped into the cal dron of
the hall which had been. A gust of rain, cold, «chilling the lightly clad
humans, swept across them The Foanna was hel ped to her feet by Ashe. For a
monent she turned slowy, giving a lingering look to the ruins. Then she
spoke: "Broken stone holds no value. Take hands, my brothers, my sister, it
is tine we go hence."

Karara's hand in Ross's right, Ashe's in his left, and both linked to
Ynvalda in turn. Then -- they were indeed elsewhere, in a courtyard where
bodies lay flaccid wunder the drenching downpour of the rain. And noving
anong those bodies were the two other Foanna, bending to exam ne one man
after another. Perhaps over one in three they so inspected they held
consultation before a wand was used in tracing certain portions of the body
between them \When they were finished, that man stirred, noaned, showed
signs of life once nore.

"Rosss =-- !" Frombehind a tunbled wall crept a Hawai kan who did not wear
the guard arnor of the others. GIIl-pack, flippers, diver's belt, had been
stripped fromhim There was a bl eeding gash down the side of his face, and
he held his left arm against his body, supported by his right hand.

"Bal eku! "

The Rover pulled hinmself up to his feet and stood swayi ng. Ross reached him
quickly to catch himas he slunped forward.

"Loket h?" he asked.

"The women-killers took him" Sonehow the Rover got that out as Ross half

supported, half led him to where the Foanna were gathering those they had

been able to revive. "They wanted to | earn" -- Bal eku was obviously making a

great effort to tell his story -- "about . . . about where we canme from.
where we got the packs."

"So now they will know of us, or will if they get the story out of Loketh."

Ashe worked with Ross to splint the Rover's broken arm "How many of them
were here, Bal eku?"

The Rover's head noved slowy fromside to side. "I do not know in truth. It
is -- was -- like a dream | was in the water swi nmm ng through the sea gate.
Then suddenly | was in another place where those fromthe stars waited about
me. They had our packs and belts and these they showed us, demanding to know
whereof these were. Loketh was |like one deep in sleep and they left himso
when they questioned ne. Then there cane a great noise and the floor under
us shook, lightning flashed through the air. Two of the wonen-killers ran
fromthe roomand all of themwere greatly excited. They took up Loketh and
carried himaway, with himthe packs and other things. And | was |eft alone,
though | could not nove -- as if they had left nme in a net | could not see.
"More and nore were the flashes. Then one of those slayers of women stood in
t he doorway. He raised his hand, and ny feet were free, but |I could not nove
otherwise than to follow after him W cane along a hall and into this court
where nmen stood unstirring, although stones fell fromthe walls upon some of
t hem and the ground shook -- "

Bal eku' s voice grew shriller, his words ran together. "The one who pulled ne

after himby his will -- he cried out and put his hands to his head. Back
and forth he ran, bunping into the standing nen, and once running into a
wall as if he were blinded. And then he was gone and | was al one. There was
nmore falling stone and one struck ny shoulder so | was thrown to the ground.
There | lay until you cane."

"So few-- out of many so few -- " One of the Foanna stood beside them her

cloak streaming with the falling rain. "And for these" -- she faced the



lines of those they had not revived -- "there was no chance. They died as
hel plessly as if they went into a neeting of swords with their arnms bound to
their sides! Evil have we wought here.”

Ashe shook his head. "Evil has been wought here, Ynlan, but not by your
seeki ng. And those who died here helplessly may be only a snmall portion of
those yet to be sacrificed. Have you forgotten the slaughter at Kyn Add and
t hose other fairings where women and children were al so struck down to serve
some purpose we do not even yet know?"

"Lady, Geat One -- " Baleku struggled to sit up and Ross slipped an arm
behind himin aid. "She for whom| made a bride-cup was neat for them at Kyn
Add, along with many others. If these slayers are not put to the sword's

edge, there will be other fairings so used. And these Shadow ones possess a
magic to draw nen to themhelplessly to be killed. Geat One, you have
powers; all men know that wi nd and wave obey your call. Do you now use your

magic! It is better to fall with a power we know, than answer such spells as
those killers have netted about the nen here!"”

"This is one weapon which they shall not use again." Ynvalda rose from a
stone block where she had been sitting. "And perhaps in its way it was one
of the nbst dangerous. But in defeating it we have by so nmuch weakened
ourselves also. And the strong place of these star men lies not on the

coast, but inland. They will be warned by those who fled this place. Wnd
and wave, yes, those have served our purpose in the past. But now perhaps we
have found that which our power wll not best! Only -- for this" -- her
gesture was for the ruins of the citadel and the dead -- "there shall be a
paynment exacted -- to the height of our desirel™

Whet her the Foanna did have any control over the storm w nds or not, the
pr esent del uge appeared not to accommodate them The dazed, injured
survivors of the courtyard were brought to shelter in sone of the
under ground passages. There appeared to be no other rem nders of the Wecker
force which had earlier besieged the keep than those survivors. But wthin
hours some of those who had served the Foanna for generations returned. And
t he Foanna thenselves opened the sea gates so that the Rover cruisers
anchored in the small bay below their ruined walls. A small force, and one
ill-equipped to go up against the Baldies. Sonme five star nmen's bodies had
been found in the citadel, but the ship had gone off to warn their base. To
Ross's thinking the advantage still lay with the invaders. But the Hawai kans
refused to accept the idea that the odds were against them As soon as the
stormblew out its force Ongal's cruiser headed northwest to other clan
fairings where the Rovers could claim Kkinship. And Afrukta sailed on the
same errand south. Wile sone of the Weckers were released to carry the
warning to their lords. Just how great a force could be gathered through
such means and how effective it would be, was a question to nake the humans
uneasy. Karara disappeared with the Foanna into the surviving inner
cliff-burrows below the citadel. But Ashe and Ross remmined with Torgul and
his officers, striving to bring organization out of the chaos about them
"We rmust know just where their lair lies," Torgul stated the obvious. "The
nmount ai ns you believe, and they can fly in sky ships to and fromthat point.
Well" -- he spread out a chart -- "here are the nmountains on this island,
running so. An arny marching hither could be sighted fromsky ships. Also,
there are many mountains. Wiich is the one or ones we nmust seek? It may take
many tens of days to find that place, while they will always know where we
are, watch us from above, prepare for our coming -- "

Again Ross nentally paid tribute to the Captain's quick grasp of essentials.
"You have a solution, Captain?" Ashe asked.

"There is the river -- here -- " Torgul said reflectively. "Perhaps | think
in ternms of water because | ama sailor. But here it does run, and for this
far along it our cruisers may ascend." He pointed with his finger tip. "This
lies, however, in Aicma's |land, and he is now the mghtiest of the Wecker
lords, his sword always drawn against us. | do not believe that we could
talk himinto -- "



"dicmas!" Ross interrupted. They both |ooked at him inquiringly, and he
repeated Loketh's story of the Wecker lord who had had dealings with a
"voice fromthe nmountain" and so gai ned the w ecking devices to make himthe
dominant lord of the district.

"So!" Torgul exclained. "That is the evil of this Shadow in the nountai ns!
No, under those circunstances | do not think we shall talk Aicmas into
furthering any raid against those who have nade himgreat over his fell ows.
Rather will he turn against us in their cause.”

"And if we do not use the cruisers up the river" -- Ashe conned the map --
"then perhaps a small party or parties working overland could strike the
stream here, nearer to the uplands."

Torgul frowned at the map. "I do not think so. Even small parties noving in
that direction would be sighted by dicmas's people. The nore so if they
headed inland. He will not wi sh to share his secrets with others."

"But, say -- a party of Foanna."

The Captain glanced up swiftly to favor Ashe with a keen regard. "Then he
woul d not dare. No, | amsure he would not dare to interfere. Not yet has he

ri sen high enough to turn the hook of his sword against them But would the
Foanna do so?"

"I'f not the Foanna, then others wearing |like robes,"” Ashe said slowy.
"OQthers wearing like robes?" repeated Torgul. Now his frown was heavy. "No
man woul d take on the guise of the Foanna; he would be blasted by their
power for so doing. |If the Foanna wll lead us in their persons, then we
shall follow gladly, knowing that their magic will be with us."

"There is also this," Ross broke in. "The Bal dies have the gill-packs they
took from Bal eku and Loketh, and they have Loketh. They will want to |earn
nore about us. W hoped that the citadel would provide bait to draw them and
it did. That our plan for a trap there was spoiled was ill fortune. But | am
sure that if the Baldies believe we are coming to them they will hold off
an all-out attack against our march, hoping to gather us in intact. They'd
risk that."

Ashe nodded. "I agree. We are the unknown they nust solve now. And this nmuch
I am sure of -- the future of this world and her peopl e bal ances on a very
narrow line of choice. It is ny hope that such a choiceis still to be
made. "

Torgul smiled thinly. "We live in perilous tinmes when the Shades require our
swords to go up agai nst the Shadow "

- Chapter 36
18: World in Doubt?
The day was dully overcast as all days had been since they had begun this
skul k-and-march penetration into the nmountain territory. Ross could not
accept the idea that the Foanna m ght actually command wi nd and wave, storm
and sun, as the Hawaikans firmy believed, but the gloonmy weather had
favored them so far. And now they had reached the |ast breathing point
before they took the plunge into the heart of the eneny country. About the
way in which they were to nake that plunge, Ross had his own plan. One he
did not intend to share with either Ashe or Karara. Though he had had to
outline it to the one now waiting here with him
"This is still your mnd, younger brother?"
He did not turn his head to look at the cloaked figure. "It is still ny
m nd!" Ross could be firmon that point. The human backed out of the vantage
pl ace fromwhich he had been studying the canyonlike valley cupping the
Bal dy spaceship. Now he got to his feet and faced Ynlan, his own gray cl oak
billowing out in the wind to reveal the Rover scal e arnmor underneat h.
"You can do it for ne?" he asked in turn. During the past days the Foanna
had admitted that the weird battle wthin the citadel had weakened and
[imted their "magic." Last night they had detected a force barrier ahead
and to transport the whole party through that by tel eporting was inpossible.
"Yes, you alone. Then ny wand woul d be drained for a space. But what can you



do within their hold, save be neat for their taking?"

"There can not be too nmany of themleft there. That's a small ship. They
lost five at the citadel, and the Rovers have three prisoners. No sign of
the scout ship we know they have -- so nore of them nmust be gone init. |
won't be facing an armnmy. And what they have in the way of weapons nay be
powered by installations in the ship. A lot of damage done there. O even if
the ship lifted -- " He was not sure of what he could do; this was a venture
depending largely on inprovisation at the |ast nmoment.

"You propose to send off the ship?"

"I don't know whether that is possible. No, perhaps | can only attract their
attention, break through the force shield so the rest may attack."

Ross knew that he nmust attenpt this independent action, that in order to
remain the Ross Murdock he had always been, he nust be an actor not a

spectator. The Foanna did not argue wth him now "Were -- ?" Her |ong
sleeve rippled as she gestured to the canyon. Dull as the skies were
overhead, there was 1light here -- too nuch of it for his purpose as the

ground about the ship was open. To appear there nmight be fatal. Ross was
grasped by another and rmuch nmore prom sing i dea. The Foanna had transported
themall to the deck of Torgul's cruiser after asking himto picture it for
her nentally. And to all outward appearances the Baldy ship before them now
was twin to the one which had taken himonce on a fantastic voyage across a
| ong- vani shed stellar enpire. Such a ship he knew

"Can you put ne in the ship?"

"I'f you have a good nenory of it, yes. But how know you these ships?"

"I was in one once for nmany days. If these are alike, then | knowit well!"
"And if this is unlike, to try such may mean your death."

He had to accept her warning. Yet outwardly this ship was a duplicate. And
before he had voyaged on the derelict he had also explored a wecked
freighter on his owmn world thousands of years before his owmn race had
evol ved. There was one portion of both ships which had been identical --
save for size -- and that part was the best for his purpose.

"Send nme -- herel"

Wth cl osed eyes, Ross produced a mental picture of the control cabin. Those
seats which were not really seats but webbi ng support sw ngi ng before banks
of buttons and levers; all the other installations he had watched, studied,
until they were as known to himas the plate bul kheads of the cabin belowin
which he had slept. Very vivid, that nmenory. He felt the touch of the
Foanna's cool fingers on his forehead -- then it was gone. He opened his
eyes. No nore wind and gloom he stood directly behind the pilot's
web-sling, facing a viewscreen and rows of controls, just as he had stood so
many tinmes in the derelict. He had nade it! This was the control cabin of
the spacer. And it was alive -- the faint thrumrng in the air, the play of
l[ights on the boards. Ross pulled the cow of his Foanna cl oak up over his
head. He had had days to accustom hinself to the bul k of the robe, but stil
its swathings were sonetinmes a hindrance rather than a help. Slowy he
turned. There were no Bal dies here, but the well door to the |Iower |evel was
open, and fromit cane small sounds echoing up the comruni cati on | adder. The
ship was occupied. Not for the first time since he had started on this
venture Ross w shed for nore conplete information. Doubtless several of
those buttons or |evers before him controlled devices which could be the
greatest aid to him now But which and how he did not know. Once in just
such a cabin he had neddled and, in activating a long-silent installation
had called the attention of the Baldies to their wecked ship, to the hunans
looting it. Only by the nerest chance had the vengeance of the stellar
spacenen fallen then on the Russian investigators and not on his own people.
He knew better than to touch anything before the pilot's station, but the
banks of controls to one side were concerned with the inner well-being of
the ship -- and they tenpted him To go it blind was, however, nore of a
risk than he dared take. There was one future precaution for him From a
very famliar case beside the pilot's seat Ross gathered up a collection of



di sks, sorted through them hastily for one which bore a certain synbol on
its covering. There was only one of those. Slapping the rest back into their
cont ai ner, Ross pressed a button on the control board. Again his guess paid
of f!  Anot her disk was exposed as a small panel slid back. Ross clawed that
out of the holder, put in its place the one he had found. Now, if his choice
had been correct, the crew who took off in this ship, unless they checked
their route tape first, would find thenselves heading to another primtive
pl anet and not returning to base. Perhaps exhaustion of fuel night ground
t hem past hope of ever regaining their hone port again. Next to damagi ng the
ship, which he could not do, this was the best thing to assure that any
eneny | eavi ng Hawai ka woul d not speedily return with a second expeditionary
force. Ross dropped the route disk he had taken out into a pocket on his
belt, to be destroyed when he had the chance. Now he catfooted across the
deck to look into the well and listen. The walls glowed wth a diffused
l[ight. Fromhere he could count at |east four |evels under him w th perhaps
another. The bottomtwo ought to be supplies and general storage. Then the
engi ne room tech |labs above, and next to the control <cabin the 1living
quarters. Through the fabric of the ship, shivering up his body fromthe
soles of his feet, he could feel the vibration of engines at work. One such
must control the force field which ringed this canyon, perhaps even powered
t he weapons the invaders could turn against any assault. Ross whirled about,
his Foanna cloak in a wide swing. There was one control which he knew. Yes,
again the board was the sane as the one he was famliar wth. Hs hand
pl unged out and down, raking the |ever fromone neasure point to the very
end of the slit in which it noved. Then he planted hinmself with his back to
the wall. Whoever canme up the well hunting the cause for the failure would
be facing the other way. Ross crouched a little, pushing the cape well back
on his shoulders to free his arns. There was a feline suppleness in his
stance just as a jungle cat might wait the coming of its prey. Wat he heard
was a shout below, the click of footgear on the rungs of the |evel |adder

Ross's lips drew back in a snarl which was also feline. He thought that
would do it! Spacemen were ultra-sensitive to any failure in air flow
Whi t e- ski nned head, bare of any hair, thin shoulders a little hunched under

t he bl ue-green-lavender stuff of the Baldies' uniform. . . Head turning now
so that the eyes could see the necessary switch. An exclamation from the
alien and -- But the Baldy never had a chance to conplete that turn or | ook

behi nd him Ross sprang and struck with the side of his hand. The hairless
head snapped forward. Hi s hands already hooked in the other's arnpits, the
human heaved the alien up and over onto the deck of the control cabin. It
was only when he was about to bind his captive that Ross discovered the
Bal dy was dead. A blow calculated to stun the alien had been too severe.
Breathing a little faster, the human rolled the body back and hoisted it
into the navigator's sw ng-seat, fastening it with the take-off belts. One
down -- how many left? He had little time to wonder, for before he could
reach the well once again there was a call from below -- sharp and
demandi ng. Ross searched his victim but the Baldy was unarnmed. Again a
shout. Then silence -- too conplete a silence. How could they have guessed
trouble so quickly? Unless, unless the Baldies' nental communication had
been at work . . . they nmight even now know their fell ow was dead. But not
how he died. Ross was prepared to grant the Bal dies superhuman abilities,
but he did not see how they could know what had happened here. They could
only suspect danger, not know the formit had taken. And sooner or |ater one
of them must cone to adjust the switch. This could be a duel of patience.

Ross squatted at the edge of the well, trying to nake his ears supply him
with hints of what night be happening bel ow. Had there been an alteration in
the volume of vibration? He set his palmflat to the deck, tried to deduce
the truth. But he could not be sure. That there had been sone slight change
he was certain. They could not wait rmuch |onger w thout naking an attenpt to
reopen the air-supply regulator, or could they? Again Ross was hanpered by
| ack of information. Perhaps the Baldies did not need the same anount of



oxygen his own kind depended upon. And if that were true, Ross could be the
first to suffer in playing a waiting gane. Wll, air was not the only thing
he <could cut off fromhere, though it had been the first and nost i nportant
to his mind. Ross hesitated. Two-edged weapons cut in both directions. But
he had to force a countermove fromthem He pulled another switch. The
control cabin, the whole of the ship, was plunged into darkness. No sound
from belowthis time. Ross pictured the interior |ayout of the ships he had
known. Two levels down to reach the engine room Could he descend
undet ected? There was only one way to test that -- try it. He pulled the
Foanna cl oak about him was several rungs down on the |adder when the gl ow
in the walls canme on. An energency switch? Wth a forward scranble, Ross
swung into one of the radiating side corridors. The sliding-door panels
along it were all «closed; he could detect no sounds behind them But the
vibration in the ship's walls had returned to its steady beat. Now Ross
realized the folly of his nove. He was nore securely trapped here than he
had been in the control cabin. There was only one way out, up or down the
| adder, and the enemy could have that under observation from below. Al they
woul d need to do was to use a flamer or a paralyzing ray such as the one he
had turned over to Ashe several days ago. Ross inched along to the
stairwell. A faint pad of noverment, a shadow of sound fromthe |adder
Soneone on the way up. Could they nentally detect him know himfor an alien
i ntruder by the broadcast of his thoughts? The Bal dies had a certain respect
for the Foanna and nmight desire to take one alive. He drew the robe about
him used it to nuffle his figure conpletely as the true wearers did. But
the figure pulling painfully wup fromrung to rung was no Baldy. The |ean
Hawai kan arns, the thin Hawai kan face, drawn of feature, painfully blank of
expression -- Loketh -- under the same dread spell as had held the warriors
in the citadel courtyard. Could the aliens be using this Hawai kan captive as
a defense shield, noving up behind hin? Loketh's head turned, those bl ank
eyes regarded Ross. And their depths were troubled, recognition of a sort
returning. The Hawai kan threw up one hand in a beseeching gesture and then
went to his knees in the corridor.

"Great One! Geat One!" The words cane fromhis lips in a breathy hiss as he
grovel ed. Then his body went flaccid, and he sprawl ed face down, his twi sted
leg drawn up as if he would run but could not.

"Foanna!" The one word canme out of the walls thenselves, or so it seened.
"Foanna -- the wise learn what |ies before themwhen they walk alone in the
dark." The Hawai kan speech was stilted, accented, but understandabl e. Ross
stood notionless. Had they sonehow seen himthrough Loketh's eyes? O had
they been alerted nmerely by the Hawai kan's call? They believed he was one of
the Foanna. Well, he would play that role.

"Foanna!" Sharper this tine, demanding. "You lie in our hand. Let us clasp
the fingers tightly and you shall be naught.”

Qut of somewhere the words Karara had chanted in the Foanna tenple cane to
Ross -- not in her Polynesian tongue but in the English she had repeated.
And softening his voice to his best approxi mation of the Foanna singsong
Ross sang:

"Ye forty thousand gods, Ye gods of sea, of sky -- of stars," he
i mprovi sed.
"Ye el ders of the gods that are, Ye gods that once were,
Ye that whisper, ye that watch by night,
Ye that show your gl eam ng eyes."

* * %

"Foanna!" The sumons was on the ragged edge of patience. "Your tricks wll
not nove our nountains!”

"Ye gods of nountains," Ross returned, "of valleys, of Shades and not the
Shadow, " he wove in the beliefs of this world, too. "Walk now this world,
between the stars!"™ His confidence was growing. And there was no use in

remaining pent in this corridor. He would have to chance that they were not



prepared to kill summarily one of the Foanna. Ross went to the well, went
down the | adder slowy, keeping his robe about him Here at the next |evel
there was a w der space about the opening, and three door panels. Behind one
must be those he sought. He was buoyed up by a curious belief in hinmself,
alnost as if wearing this robe did give himin part the power attributed to
the Foanna. He laid his hand on the door to his right and sent it snapping
back into its frame, stepped inside as if he entered here by right. There
were three Baldies. To his eyes they were all superficially alike, but the
one seated on a control stool had a colder arrogance in his expression, a
pitiless half snile which made Ross face himsquarely. He | onged for one of
the Foanna staffs and the ability to use it. To spray that energy about this
cabin mght reduce the Baldy defenses to nothing. But nowtwo of the
paral yzi ng tubes were trained on him

"You have come to us, Foanna, what have vyou to offer?" demanded the
commander, if that was his rank

"OFfer?" For the first tinme Ross spoke. "There is no reason for the Foanna
to make any offer, slayer of wonen and children. You have conme from the
stars to take, but that does not nean we choose to give."

He felt it now, that inner pulling, twisting in his mnd, the willing which
was their nore subtle weapon. Once they had alnost bent him wth that
willing because then he had worn their livery, a spacesuit taken fromthe
wrecked freighter. Now he did not have that chink in his defense. And al
that stubborn determination to be hinself alone resisted the influence with
a fierce inner fire.

"W offer life to you, Foanna, freedom of the stars. These other dirt
creepers are nothing to you, why take you weapons in their cause? You are
not of the sane race."

"Nor are you!" Ross's hands noved under the envel ope of the robe, unl oosing
the two hidden clasps which held it. That bank of controls before which the
conmander sat -- to silence that would cause trouble. And he depended upon
Ynl an. The Rovers should now be massed at either end of the canyon waiting
for the force field to fail and let themin. Ross steadied hinmself, poised

for action. "W have sonething for you, star men -- " he tried to hold their
attention with words, "have you not heard of the power of the Foanna -- that
they can command wi nd and wave? That they can be where they were not in a
singl e movenent of the eyelid? And this is so -- behold!"

It was the oldest trick in the world, perhaps on any planet. But because it
was so old maybe it had been forgotten by the aliens. For, as Ross pointed,
those heads did turn for an instant. He was in the air, the robe gathered in
his arnms wi de spread as bat wings. And then they crashed in a tangle which
bore them all back against the controls. Ross strove to ennmesh themin the

robe, wusing the pressure of his body to slamthemall on the buttons and
| evers of the board. Wether that battering would accomplish his purpose, he
could not tell. But that he had only these few seconds torn out of tine to

try, he knew, and determined to use them as best he could. One of the
Baldies had slithered down to the floor and another was aimng strangely
i neffectual blows at him But the third had wiggled free to bring up a
paral yzer. Ross slewed around, dragging the alien he held across his body
just as the other fired. But though the fighter went linp and heavy in
Ross's hold, the human's own right armfell to his side, his upper chest was
nunb, and his head felt as if one of the Rover's boardi ng axes had clipped
it. Ross reeled back and fell, his left hand raking down the controls as he
went. Then he lay on the cabin floor and saw the convul sed face of the
conmander above him a paralyzer aimng at his nmddle. To breathe was an
effort Ross found torture to endure. The red haze in his head filled all the

world. Pain -- he strove to flee the pain but was held captive init. And
al ways the pressure on himkept that agony steady.

"Let . . . be. . ." H wanted to scream that. Perhaps he had, but the
pressure continued. Then he forced his eyes open. Ashe -- Ashe and one of

t he Foanna bendi ng over him Ashe's hands on his chest, pressing, relaxing,



pressi ng agai n.

"It is good -- He knew Ynvalda's voice. Her hand rested lightly on his
forehead and from that touch Ross drew again the quickening of body and
spirit he had felt on the dancing fl oor

"How -- ?" He began and then changed to -- "\Were -- ?" For this was not the
engi ne room of the spacer. He lay in the open, wth sweet, rain-wet wnd
filling his starved |ungs now without Ashe's force aid.

"It is over," Ashe told him "all over -- for now"

But not wuntil the sun reached the canyon hours later and they sat in
council, did Ross learn all the tale. Just as he had made his own plan for

reaching the spacer, so had Ashe, Karara, and the dol phins worked on a
simlar attenpt. The river running deep in those nountain gorges had
provided a road for the dolphins and they found beneath its surface an
entrance past the force barrier

"The Bal di es were so sure of their superiority on this prinmtive world they
set no guards save that field," Ashe explained. "W slipped through five
swimers to reach the ship. And then the field went down, thanks to you."
"So | did help -- that nuch." Ross grinned wyly. Wat had he proven by his
sortie? Nothing much. But he was not sorry he had made it. For the very fact
he had done it on his own had eased in part that small ache which was in him
now when he | ooked at Ashe and renmenbered how it had once been. Ashe mi ght
be -- always would be -- his friend, but the old tight-locking conradeship
of the Project was behind them vanished like the tinme gate.

"And what will you do with then?" Ross nodded toward the captives, the three
fromthe ship, two nore taken fromthe small scouting gl obe which had honed
to find their enem es ready for them

"W wait," Ynvalda said, "for those on the Rover ship to be brought hither
By our |aws they deserve death."

The Rovers at that council nodded vigorously, all save Torgul and Jazia. The
Rover woman spoke first.

"They bear the Curse of Phutka heavy on them To live under such a curse is
worse than a clean, quick dying. Listen, it has come upon me that better
this curse not only eat themup but be carried by themto rot those who sent
them-- "

Toget her the Foanna nodded. "There has been enough of killing," said Ynlan
"No, warriors, we do not say this because we shrink fromrightful deaths.
But Jazia speaks the truth in this matter. Let these depart. Perhaps they
will bear that with themwhich will convince their |eaders that this is not
a world they may squeeze in their hands as one crushes a ripe quaya to eat
its seeds. You believe in your cursing, Rovers, then let the fruit of it be
made pl ai n beyond the stars!™

Was this the time to speak of the switched tapes, Ross wondered. No, he did
not really believe that the Rover curse or their treatnent of the captives
woul d, either one, influence the star |eaders. But, if the invaders did not
return to their base, their vanishing mght also work to keep another
expedi tion frominvadi ng Hawai kan skies. Leave it to chance, a curse, and
tinme . . . So it was decided.

"Have we won?" Ross asked Ashe |ater.

"Do you nean, have we changed the future? Who can answer that? They may
return in force, this may have been a step which was taken before. Those
pylons may still stand in the future above a deserted sea and island. W
shal | probably never know "

That was also their own truth. For themalso there had been a substitution
of journey tapes by Fate, and this was now their Hawai ka. Ross Mirdock

Cordon Ashe, Karara Trehern, Tino-rau, Taua -- five humans forever lost in
time -- in the past with a dubious future. Wuld this be the barren, |otus
worl d, or another now? Yes, no -- either. They had found their key to the

mystery out of time, but they could not turn it, and there was no key to the
gate which had ceased to exist. Gasp tight the present. Ross | ooked about
him Yes, the present, which m ght be very satisfying after al
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