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science fiction adventures, based in accurate science but with a strong Sense
of Wonder kick, for years to cone.

to establish a single planetary society in which all three spacefaring
races take equal part: to find and devel op conmon standards of civilized
behavi or, which may serve as a nodel for galactic civilizations to cone.

— Conpact and Charter of the Planet Trimus, Preanble

The human ship, alnost four Charter units long with a huge square cloth sail,
was new to Lieutenant Drinnil'ib. What, he wondered, were primtivists doing
this far north? He hailed the ship, but instead of a verbal response, his
voi ce brought a scurrying of the small two-1|egged beings around its deck
Before he could repeat the hail, a sharp, explosive, report split the air and
something with a singing |ine attached went "thwunk” into the sea beside him

What in the nane of the Compact? he thought. The |line brushed over his nose
and he stuck his tongue out to grab and exanmine it. The |ine cane under
tension, and he let it slide through his manipulators until the end cane

al ong.

Pol [ ution! The thing was sharp. It nicked the nuscul ar fingers on one fork of
hi s tongue before he clanped down on the line with the other, forcing the
humans to try to reel himin with it. That should slow things down a bit, he
t hought. He raised a front claw and wrapped the line around it to ease the



strain on his tongue. Then he held the object in front of his eyes. It was
solid netal of sone sort, and barbed: something that could have killed himif
it had hit himin the wong spot.

The t hought and his reaction were al nost sinultaneous; he snapped his tail and
bent his body downward. Not an eighth of a heartbeat later a tinny pop reached
hi m t hrough the water and anot her of the things zapped by. They were trying to
kill him

He et go, pulled a knife fromhis pouch, and slashed the |line between the
barbed m ssile and his foot. Then he swamfirst toward and then away fromthe
ship, holding the line with his foot, and felt a satisfying give in the line
after it jerked taut. He had sone nonentary m sgivings—hunmans were fragile
and he mi ght have hurt one. But perhaps not: the tension on the line resuned
qui ckly. Another slash of the knife took care of that. Drinnil'ib shook the
remai ns of the rope fromhis claw, dove beneath the ship, and kept pace just
below its hull.

Reachi ng back to his pouch, he replaced the knife with his gun and

contenpl ated the plank belly of the offending vessel. Two, he thought, could
play perforation. It took ten explosive rounds to put a fair-sized hole in the
hull; the layers of polluting tinbers were a twelfth of a Charter unit thick
But when he was finished, the ship was |eaking so badly it would have to head
for port too quickly to bother any other Do'utian

Satisfied, he breached the surface i medi ately behind the ship, fired a shot
in the air and roared a challenge: "I am planetary nonitor Lieutenant
Drinnil'ib and you have just assaulted nme. Wat in the name of eterna
repudi ati on do you think you are doi ng?"

Shout s sounded and sails rose. He grabbed the rudder of the ship with his
front foot and wiggled it vigorously. Finally a face surrounded by reddish
hai r appeared over the railing on the rear of the boat.

"What in hell are you doing here, Mnitor?" it shouted at him "This is
primtive territory—you damm techs are supposed to | eave us alone.”

"Not when people start getting killed,"” Drinnil'ib replied in a nore
conversational tone. "You can play your ganes but you have to observe the
[imts."

"Don't screw around in what you techs can't understand,” it yelled. "Just
| eave us al one!™

Drinnil'ib rocked the ship again. "You're going to sink right here if you
don't acknow edge that you can't sail around shooting peopl e wherever you are.
It's agai nst the Conpact."

"Al'l right, all right, I hear you. Shooting at you was a big nistake. But next
time, stay out of human whaling waters, Fish-man."

The polluting idiot didn't seemto show a trace of renorse, however Drinnil'ib
t hought he might be nmisinterpreting their body | anguage. Just to be sure they
didn't misinterpret his, Drinnil'ib gave the harpooni sts something very easy

to understand: he enptied his lungs of moisture-filled air right at them
soaki ng the speaker and sails. Then he kicked the ship away in di sgust and
sounded. Ten Charter units deep Drin put the barb in an evidence wap,
exchanged his gun for his communicator, and filed his report. He'd just gotten
an object | esson on how sone of the killings m ght have happened, but he would
need human help to get to the bottomof it. A good excuse to |ook up an old



col |l eague. Wth measured beats of his rmuscular tail, he headed for the
northern reaches of the western continent.

As the tide-locked satellite of a superjovian infrared primary, Trinus has
three symetry axes: north-south, east-west, and inner-outer. This gives it
three sets of geographic poles and three distinct climatic regions that all ow
for all three species to live in confort. The arctic and antarctic match
simlar regions on Do'utia. The cool region surrounding the far pol e natches
the climate of the nost popul ated areas of Kleth. The Earth-1ike near

hem sphere is warmed both by Aurum and Enber, and ranges fromtenperate near
the east and west poles to tropical directly beneath Enber. Trinus's close
orbit about Ember gives it an effective day which is about tw ce the day of
the Kleth homeworld, one and a half times that of Earth, and three tines that
of Do'utia. For the |last, however, what counts is the 407-day pol ar season
cycl e produced by the half-radian inclination of Trinus's orbit to the |oca
ecliptic, and this is alnmost the same as on Do' uti a.

—Pl anet Monitor's Handbook, |ntroduction

The norning sun was a tiny red ball in the msts next to the great ruddy
crescent of Ember, as Drinnil'ib propelled hinmself upstreamtoward the human
city with powerful tail strokes. The nurders, he thought, struck at the
purpose of Trimunian civilization by pitting one species agai nst anot her

Trimus was supposed to be the galactic | aboratory for peaceful interspecies
cooperation. But Enber had circled Aurum eight-cubed tines since its
settlenent, and only the collective nenory of the Kleth and the mechanica
nmenories of the Humans went back that far. Sone, he knew, felt this purpose
had faded al ong with the need for experinent; preenpted by distances of tine
and space so great that the residents of Trinus no | onger represented the
cultures that sent them If they ever had, he thought wyly. Beings who woul d
| eave their home worlds forever to take part in an idealistic interstellar
experiment may have had nore in conmon with each other than with their various
cont enporari es.

But as far as Drin was concerned, the mllennial-old civilization of Trinus
had becone its own reason for existence. Forget the rest of the gal axy and
their occasional starships: to survive in peace with each other and their
planet, its residents had to put the discipline of reason ahead of the natura
inclination to group things by shape. To be a nonitor was a calling, and he
had no greater loyalty than to his world and its ideals, except, perhaps, to
reason itself.

Headquarters said that Mary Pierce would be waiting for himat the nmarina

| andi ng past the watchtower at the base of the main channel bar, wherever that
was ... there! He caught the echo and eased hinself to the right and into the
deep cool channel. The harbor bottom was a backwater fairyland of human
bubbl es and Earth-life reefs, and the channel led through that like a w de

bl ack road. At its end, the cigar shapes of human subnarines lay in a neat
row, safe on the bottomfromthe winter ice. He put his | egs down, released a
bubble to settle hinmself firmy on the concrete, and with even neasured
strides hoisted his body into the warmair of the eastern continent.

Atiny tailless being, much smaller than the arrogant, hairy-faced barbarian
that had cursed himearlier, waited for himat the end of the ranp, covered

with a formhugging cloth that Drinnil'ib knew was an even better insul ator

t han his doci-thick bl ubber



"Afternoon, Drin?" it called, the high pitch indicating it was a human femal e.
"Greetings," he runbled and reached forward with one of the branches of his
tongue to shake her hand. The familiar taste of the air around her put him at
ease. "Mary? I'msorry but it rmust be eight years since we last nmet. It's
really good to see you again."

Now t hat he knew it was her, it was easy to pick out the subtle individua
characteristics of her alnost naked sim an face and match themto his nmenory;
the slight bend in the cartil agi nous growh that housed her nostrils, the
upturned angle of the hair on the upper ridge of her eye sockets, and its
yellowwhite color fram ng her face. It was a clean face, unmarred by any
unnatural growth or scar, and he knew ot her humans consi dered her beauti ful

He woul d agree, judging fromthe esthetics of functionality, and also fromthe
esthetics of the curve.

"You | ook pretty magnificent yourself, chum" she responded, but then shook
her head. "I only wi sh the occasion was a happi er one."

He bobbed his massive head in the planetary convention of assent. "Five nore
dead, four Do'utian and one human."

" But cher ed?"

"Neatly, intelligently, as last tine, except the human. The sea left too
little of himto tell. But this,” he held up the barbed projectile, "may be at
the bottomof it."

"Primtivist hunters?"

Drinnil'ib hooted. "Not prinmtive enough, it seens. This was propelled by
chem cal expl osives."

There were always sone from every species, fromevery generation, romantics
who wanted to live in the reserved areas by their instincts wthout having to
| earn the science and culture that got their ancestors to Trinus. A disease of
t he character, he thought, which could not be elimnated without elimnating
character itself.

"I amsorry, Drin," Mary said, "for what our children have done. They form
conmunities, the comunities evolve, get recruits, and no one seens to care.
Sone of those places haven't been visited in a century."

Drin gave a sigh of toleration. "It is in your nature to hunt and in ours to
endure the hazards of the sea. But without a trained intellect to guide, any
race ..."

She shook her tiny head in negation. "Some things are wong, and al ways have
been. Everywhere for everyone. Killing is one. They know the Conpact, that's a
m nimum for letting themgo out there. So it's up to us to find which 'they'
are responsi bl e and take corrective action." She shrugged her shoul ders and
spread her arnms. "A policeman's lot is not a happy one."

A quote he didn't recognize, but one that fit. Lieutenant Drin bobbed his head
agai n.

"Ch, the duty can be interesting."

"Ha! Well, ny sub's ready to go; we can |leave any tinme," she said. "But |



t hought you might like to try Cragun's sushi before we head out." She bared
the exquisite mniature ivory chisels of her teeth to himin a human gesture
of good feeling. Was there, he wondered, sonme art in this rem nder that both
of them were occasi onal carnivores? He would have to ask her on the journey.
Meanwhi | e, the sushi sounded nost pleasant. He hoped they could find a cubic
doci of their rice wine to go with it. About one of their traditiona

"gallons,” if he recalled: "And a, um gallon or two of, um sake? To go with
it?"

She | aughed. "Just what | was thinking, Drin. Let's go."

The "Charter unit" is identical to the Kleth "glide," precisely eight to the
eighth tinmes the wavel ength of the strongest line of neutral sodium (also
approxi mately the peak wavel ength of Aurum s spectrum. This is about a
traditional Do'utian "tail," once related to the length of the average

Do' utian, or alnost ten human "neters," once defined as 1/23,420 (1/10, 000,
base 10) the distance fromthe equator of Earth to its north pole. The common
"doci" (fromduo-octi) is 1/100 of this, about the size of the adult hand of
any of the three races.

—Pl anet Monitor's Handbook, Appendix C

G ensville, on the northing G aham Ri ver, was easily cool enough in winter to
be a congeni al tropical vacation spot. He just had to renenber to nove slowy
to avoid building up too nuch body heat. G eat banks of melting snow lined the
road, and ice covered the dozen park | akes scattered anmpong the stone and wood
human hi ves. Cheerful humans sliding on long flat boards attached to their
feet waved to himas he anbled down the main road with Mary.

Cragun's was one of the few above-water taverns on the eastern continent that
was set up to serve Do'utians. There were two there when he arrived with Mary:
the poet Shari'inadel and a large Do'utian man with fresh white scars on his
flukes and a deep, raw crescent behind his bl owhol e. Those were unusual wounds
for this area—the sort of wound that one got in a beak fight w th another

Do' utian. So, Drin thought, this Do'utian nmust be a primtivist of sorts—the
kind that got his jollies on the southern beaches and cane back every now and
then to partake of the benefits of civilization

The other turned its head, saw him and hissed. Mst inpolite, and for what
reason? Drin's lack of scars? His civilized bearing? H s human conpani on? But
this was a human t own!

"I do not know you,"
and | ask respect."

Drin stated formally. "I am Monitor Lieutenant Drinnil'ib

"CGota'l annshk. The sea has been generous with you, pretty nonitor. But don't
press your |uck, beachneat." The voice was a slurring, |owpitched runble.

Drunk. Spoiling for a fight. Drin gave the other a sharp warning hiss, then
turned away to ignore the reaction and cool his own rising irritation. He
heard no response.

"You don't like him do you?" Mary whi spered.
"I"ve never net the man," Drin replied, beak shut, letting the words escape

softly through the fleshy corner of his nmouth. "But what he is does not swim
well in ny thoughts. His conpanion is a poet, nanmed Shari. | know the fam|ly—



she's their first egg in two centuries, and quite indul ged. She could be just
the sort of dissatisfied romantic that runs off for glandul ar adventures in
the south, and then lives to regret it. | think she is being 'offered a place
in that ogre's harem"

"Her choice, isn't it?" Mary asked

"Choice inplies an intell ectual process, but he's playing on her instincts.
Look at that one, and do not judge human rustics so harshly. He appears to
have engaged in nortal conbat for the fun of it."

Mary coughed. "Drin, Cragen's has some giant squid fresh fromthe farm 1'1]
split it with you, 999 parts to you, 1 to ne."

"Can you eat that much?" Drin rumnmbled. After his journey, a neal ashore would
be wel cone.

"Try ne!"
"You're on." Drin made the order. "Sonmeday |I'd like to try this squid inits
nati ve ocean, though." A fantasy of his; when would he ever find tine in his
life for a round trip of ninety years?

"That's where you'd have to eat it. You're too fat to wal k around on Earth."
She had a point. Twice the gravity of Trinus would have di sadvant ages, and he
had been gaining a bit lately. Wll, he'd swmthat off on this trip.

"Maybe you underestimate ne," he runbled. Cragen's did not, however. The squid
arrived—nore than enough for even his appetite.

They tal ked strategy. The nearest concentration of humans who m ght know
something lived on the islands near the warminner pole. \Wether or not these
fol k pinpointed the nurderers, Drin nade clear that he would need to talk to
the Do'utian exiles near the south pole; to placate, to gather evidence, or
both. Then woul d conme the ol der human conmunities on the southern edge of the
undevel oped West Conti nent.

"Cities of stone, ships of wood. Reports of warfare and slavery." Mary shook
her head. "At the very least, they need to be ren nded of the Conpact."

"That was certainly nmy experience,” Drin agreed.

A common civilization requires a conmon | anguage, common neasurenents, and
pl aces where all three species can nmeet confortably. Human English shall be
t he conmmon | anguage because it is the only |anguage all three races can
pronounce acceptably. Nunbers and neasurenents shall be in the Kleth octa
system which is easiest to learn, is conpatible with cybernetic binary
systens, and is nore w despread than human base ten or Do' utian base twel ve.
Common architecture will follow Do' utian proportions, so that Do'utians wl|l
not be excluded fromthe social interaction needed for a comon civilization

—The Conpact and Charter of Planet Trimus, Article 6

The journey to the inner pole archipelago left Drin fit and trim and he
enjoyed the taste of the exotic tropical fish. But to reach the island, they
left the cold south-flowi ng bottomcurrent and he felt like he was gliding

t hrough a hot bath. He | ooked forward to the south polar waters, and sent an



al nost joyful greeting to Mary when he caught the wake-sound of her subnarine
returning fromher inquiries.

Nom nal Iy, the archipel ago woul d have been reserved for Kleth primtivists,

but they were very few and needed little land, so warm| oving human refugees
fromtechnol ogical civilization had gradually spread anong the islands. Here,
near the inner pole, the infrared radiation from Enber came in alnost directly
over head, al nost doubling the distant orange sun's nodest daily contribution
The nore or | ess permanent high-pressure system kept skies clear unless the
night fog rolled in. But it was clear tonight, and the gi bbous, pink-belted

al nost -star domi nated the zenith.

"Were there any w tnesses?" Drin asked as Mary cane al ongsi de. She was

| oungi ng on the deck behind the submarine's pilot house, and the |ast rays of
setting Aurum painted her a rich gold. She had no need for her insulating
garnment, and he wat ched mnuscl es play under her thin epidernis as she got up to
greet him A strange shape, yet one that fit its owner as well as any in
nat ur e.

"No witnesses—not really that nany people around. | found one nan who heard
about some whalers and got himto tell ne he's seen themeven in tropica
waters. Says they're operating out of a city on a half-flooded vol canic island
of f the southern edge of the West Continent reserve. | checked the recon and
there is sone sort of prinmtive city there. Hasn't been visited by nonitors
for years."

"Were the people forthconi ng?"

She shook her head. "There aren't nmany people here, and those who are here act
frightened. | had to offer, well, an incentive to the only person who admitted
knowi ng anyt hi ng. "

"I"'msurprised the area isn't nore heavily popul ated. This must be close to
the original human climte, you don't seemto need artificial insulation
here.”

"No, we don't. And it does feel good!" She shook herself and her flesh rippled
in away that renminded himof a jellyfish, but rmuch faster. "But it's
enervating. Mst people's ninds need nore stimulation fromtheir environment.
The people who live here don't even ask to replace the occasional death—
children are too much work. They just live for pleasure."

Ages ago, Drin remenbered, humans had arranged their genes to be infertile

wi t hout deliberate nedical intervention as a popul ati on-control neasure to go
along with anti-aging nmeasures. The idea of being constantly driven to act out
t he reproduction process horrified him but humans apparently enjoyed it. O
course it wasn't as nmessy with them

Mary shook hersel f again. "Cooling off now, though. Tine to kiss lotus |and
good- bye. "

She waved and vani shed down the submarine's hatch. They sounded together and
slanted west toward the cold current and their joint adventure.

Half a day later his dorsal ganglia were running things while he was deep in
t hought about just how primitive things could get. He understood nuch of the
attraction of the undevel oped areas. All space-faring people were descendants
of those for whomthe unbuilt beach and the untrod pl anet exerted an
irresistible call. But his last trip had been eye-opening in other ways.



He had little basis for conparing what he'd seen to the depth of cultura
degeneration Mary said she had experienced on her hothouse island, but all the
sane, he shuddered to think of what she would find on the shores of the south
pol ar continent. At |east humans w t hout machines could still construct
bui | di ngs. Ancient Do'utian wormen had mated and cal ved on the open beach

W thout shelter, their retrogressing descendents woul d have no choice but to
do the sane. Despite hinself, a shudder of prurient interest ran fromhis
chest through his tail at the thought of beaches of nubile young nothers,
blatantly receptive in the free air.

"Li eutenant Drin?" Daydreani ng! How | ong had Mary been calling hin®

Wth the flick of the tail, he glided over to the submari ne and brought his
right eye up to the center of the dianond hull. Its electric drive fields made
himtingle as they pushed seawater toward its tail.

"Lost in thought, I'mafraid. What do you have?"

Mary was back in her artificial skin and all business. "Here's the recon on
that primtive city." Arelief map appeared on the hol oscreen next to her. The
fl ooded cal dera surrounded a | agoon on three sides, and the forth appeared to
be filled in by a sinple stone dike. Large and small nasonry buildings |ined

t he shore of the |agoon.

"Mary, | think the cold current must flow by there, see the trench to the
sout h?"

"Yes. CGood eating?"

"It should be, and if so, we should find some Do'utian primtives nearby. |
suggest we stay with the plan, head south first and gain what intelligence we
can fromthe victimpopul ati on before confronting this set of potential
perpetrators.... Mary?"

"Yes, Drin?"

"In our early days, there were tests for reproductive rights. Death swi ns and
beach fights. Bl oodl ust beyond reason. These occasi onal hunting deaths seem
in a way, like some of those old tests. | fear | will not be proud of how sone
of the Do'utian back-to-nature crowd might be living."

"Do you fear nore than enbarrassnent ?"

Yes, he needed to say. Yes | fear ny own primtive instincts. So why did he
hesitate to tell her? Mary was a friend and col |l eague, and any infirmty on
his part could affect the m ssion

"Mary ... we have never needed to revise our mating instincts. In our cities,
with the privacy of our roons, there is no need. In fact, we nust make an
effort to replace those of our colony who are | ost by acci dent—an
enbarrassing and very private effort for both beings concerned. But with
everything out in the open ... I'mnot sure how !l wll-—=

Peal s of musical laughter twinkled |like bells fromthe hull of her ship, for
so long that Drin becane concerned for her health. Finally, she pressed
herself to the transparent hull.

"Drin, ny friend ... look, don't tell what 1'mgoing to tell you to any other
human, especially the other nmonitors, OK?"



"My word on it," Drin said, curiousity clawing at him

"Well," she laughed, "in order to be accepted and get information | kind of
went native. | allowed—hell, Drin, | enticed—my source to performour mating
act with ne. | nean | was all there, and he was all there, and it just felt

like the natural thing to do. In the line of duty, | told nyself."

Drin swamin silence for a while thinking that to say the wong thing would be
harnful to his friend. But he soon realized that to say nothing at all could
seem even worse. He reviewed what he knew of human mating. "Was this person
physical ly suitabl e?"

Thi s occasi oned nore |laughter. "He was. Ch, yes. Exceedingly so."

"And you left this pleasure to return to your duty with me? I find this very
adm rabl e and hope, to the extent that we can conpare our tenptations, that |
shall be able to exhibit simlar noral strength.”

"Moral strength? Drin, you are a forked-tongued devil."

After a noment, he realized this was a conplinment. He gently pressed a

shoul der to the window so that only the eighth of a doci or so of dianond hul
separated their bodies. He easily felt the warnth of her flesh through this
transparent, uninsulated section. This conmunication of friendship had no
intell ectual hazards.

But his mnd returned to duty. "Perhaps,"” he runbled after a while, "we should
ask the Kleth Monitors for backup in case we find we need eyes overheard when
we visit this city. | know a certain Oficer Do Tor who has a sense of hunor
and does not dunp everything into their racial menory."

"Perhaps,"” Mary |l aughed again. "I think I net himwhen the |last starship
visited, six years ago. Gold wings, silver crest? Flighty little yellow thing
under his cl aw?"

"The very one."

"Way not? The nore the merrier."

Fol | owi ng pl anetary engi neering, only the north, east, and outer poles will be
i ntensively settled. The remainder of the planet will be reserved for

bi ol ogi cal study and kept free of |large settlements or significant
technol ogi cal effluents. The primary objective will be to observe how the

t hree nerged ecosystens evolve fromtheir original design point. Lowintensity
visitation, consistent with these objectives, nmay be tol erated by those who
wi sh to experience life in the wld.

—The Conpact and Charter of Planet Trimus, Article 12

"I have never seen such a cold, desolate wasteland of rocks in ny life," Mry
remarked as they approached an outrageously vol uptuous antarctic beach. A fish
for every taste, Drin thought.

She had parked the submarine and rode on his neck toward the shoreline, her
war m t hi ghs snooth agai nst his sandy outer skin. The idea that she often had
eggs, of a sort, waiting in a part of her body so near to himgave him

ridi cul ous and perverted thoughts—thoughts that unwontedly stinulated certain



secretory organs below the tips of his fingers. Some, he had heard, had
experimented with interspecies stinulation and considered it a formof art.
Thank provi dence, he thought, that such thoughts on his part could remin
private. But if Mary ever said that she wanted ... No, no. Consign that idea
to the abyss. Too much chance of giving of fense.

It didn't help at all, as they neared the beach, that he could see at | east
four unabashedly pregnant young Do'utian wormen lolling thick-necked on the
snoot h pebbles in the sun. The beachmaster was nowhere to be seen, a
circunmstance that ran his biological thernonmeter well past its set point. He
wondered if Mary understood how hard this would be for hinP

"That beach is an indolent paradise for us, I"'mafraid. 1'd nuch rather talk
to the head man than that naked harem but he's left themunprotected. This
isn't good. Uh, Mary, if they becone aggressive with ne, it might be best if I
just let nature ..."

She patted the top of his head, firmy enough for himto notice.
"I"ll never say a thing. Prom se." She put her arms around his neck, as far as
they woul d go, and pressed the soft parts of her body against the back of his
head, |aughing. It was not at all unpleasant. Then, suddenly, she stopped.

"Drin," she spoke quickly, "to your left. Wat is that in the—DRIN"

Instantly, he rolled his eyes around and slipped his tongue into his pouch
triggering his sonar with one manipul ator and grabbing his weapon with the
other. Then he saw, and knew instantly that it was too late to do anyt hing.

A tall pole, perhaps half a Charter unit high, supported a white pennant at
its end, snapping in the offshore breeze. The other end was firmy buried in
the side of the corpse of a Do'utian man, bloated, floating in the swell. He
shuddered as the wind shifted and brought the scent of death to him

"Are you OK?" asked Mary.
"Yes. But | would prefer to approach this upw nd. How are you?"

She was a trained nonitor, and, he hoped, not as affected due to the
difference in species. Fortunately for him the wind shifted again.

"I'"'mfine. Look, why don't | check out the victimand the nurder weapon while
you i nterview?"

It nade sense, but he was hoping for her presence to bolster his resolve not
to be swept away by instinct on the beach. He belched in self-disgust; was he
not master of hinself?

"Very well, Mary. 1'll take you over to it, | need to get closer anyway. |
suspect the victimwas the beachmaster here, and if so, these wonmen have been
wi dowed. | should be able to tell fromhis scent—he will have nmarked them

W dowi ng can be a very painful death sentence in primtive circunstances; an
unbi rthed egg turns poisonous in a nonth or so."

"So ny human primtives kill five Do' utians with one harpoon?"

"Mary, they are not your primtives," he runbled. "Don't take so rmuch on

yourself. It's not very professional." He extended his tongue behind himand
pl aced mani pul ators on both her shoul ders. "Besides, there are no reports of
harenms dyi ng because of the other nurders.” The thought struck him why not?



"We don't know the whole story,"” he finished. No, indeed.

He felt her five thin bony fingers cover his three thick nuscul ar ones. She
grasped tightly, and he could feel sonme warnth, though not taste her skin,

t hrough her water suit. He could not fathomwhat feelings ran through that
alien mnd nor what awful images fromher past this fresh corpse m ght
conjure. But he could recognize sadness in her, and try to give synpathy.

H s own feelings were proving harder to nanage. There was a prinmal urge in his
species to avoid their dead, and thus, the evol utionists believed, avoid

what ever circunstances mght have led to death. Then there was what waited for
hi m on the beach. He shuddered.

"I can tell you'd rather not go any closer, Drin." A splash surprised him and
Mary swamin front of his left eye. Humans, in general, were clunsy in the
water. But they were fearless and sonme |like Mary were conpetent, if slow

"I"lIl take it fromhere. Looks |ike about as far to the corpse as to the
beach. No problem 1'lIl just swmin when |I'mdone, or I'Il buzz for you if |
need backup. OK?"

He runbl ed an assent, she bared her teeth to him flipped and started pulling
hersel f through the water toward the victim clinbing through the waves with
steady pulls of her front |inbs. The wonder, he reflected, was not that his
siman friends were slowin the water, but that they could swmat all, and
even appear graceful, in their own way, while doing so.

"I"ll be expecting you. Take care,"” he called after her. Then, with m xed
feelings, he sent hinself toward the beach

The approach was not the sinple |landing of a human boat ranp. Jagged rocks
were all over. The beachmaster had chosen well: an adult Do'utian needed care
to reach the shore. Drin exhaled and settled firmy on the bottomto ignore
the random swel I s. Legs extended, he picked his way carefully along, a Charter
unit bel ow the surface, while holding his sonar transceiver high over his
head, hearing the image it received through his earphones. There! A sandy path
opened through the rocks. He followed it. It zigzagged to an open gravelly
area under the breakers that seemed safe enough, but he chose to pick his way
t hrough the snooth stones along its side just in case. Carefully, he emerged
onto the beach.

The wonen crowded together as soon as they saw him Very well, he'd take it
slow y.

First though, he traced his route with a sharp tongue tip on his conset's
screen and sent the resulting image to Mary. Wiile she could float over |arger
out | ayi ng rocks that woul d di senbowel him there seened to be only one place
where the breakers m ght not dash her to pieces. He also sent a brief report
to Monitor Central and inquired about the status of his request for Kl eth
support. Schedul ed, they told him

Chores done, he returned his attention to the wi dowed harem W dowed because
they had been very clearly scented by the dead beachnaster, and the deceased's
neobar bari sm seened to have extended to marking them physically as well as
with his scent—sonme of the scars were still unheal ed.

A medi cal team woul d be needed. Wile, contrary to his initial assessnent,
only two of themwere gravid; with the beachmaster gone they would both be
needi ng egg relief soon. Also, all four were clearly undernourished.

He filed a quick report for Do Tor on his communit, then wal ked forward to



themslowy, nouth politely open, tongue and mani pul ators spread to signa
peaceful intent. Still, they cowered. They were young, very young, despite
scars and abrasions on their hides that nost of his people wouldn't acquire in
eight times eight tines eight years, and would probably renove if they did.

"I"'mLieutenant Drinnil'ib fromthe Mnitors. | don't mean any harm" he said
"I"d just like you to answer sone questions."

It nust be the snell of the beachmaster's death that frightened theminto
silence. He had come cl ose enough to carry sonme of it, and they probably
t hought he was responsi bl e.

They keened and backed away as he approached. But a cliff surrounded the
beach, and soon they could back up no farther

If they could snell the death, then there was no reason to try to keep it a
secret. He was hoping to avoid the | egendary consequences. Nonsense, he told
hi nsel f. These nmust be at | east sem -educated people, living in prinmtive
condi ti ons by choi ce.

"I"'msorry to have to bring you this news. |'ve cone fromthe North Pole
colony investigating the reported deaths of several people in this

back-to-nature area. I'mafraid | have one nore to investigate. By what |
snell, the latest victimwas your husband. |I'msorry. | assure you | had

nothing to do with his death before the fact." Lieutenant Drinnil'ib reached
into his pouch and produced his badge, a holoprint two docis on edge—big
enough for themto see easily. It gave off his scent as well.

The smallest of the harem with deep black scars on her forelinbs, finally
wal ked forward, then lowered herself to her belly in supplication

"No," he protested. "I don't want you to do that. Stand up! Speak to ne,
pl ease. "

She keened again, then opened her nouth wide. It took hima few heartbeats to
regi ster what he saw, and then a few nore for the horror of it to sink in.
Where the two branches of her tongue should have been, where the nanipul ators
that signified their species' rise fromthe beach should have curled, was
not hi ng but a bl ackened stunp, so short it would be useless for feeding or
speaki ng.

He quickly pulled in his own tongue and |l owered his belly to the gravel, to be
on her level. Then he gently touched his beak to hers in synpathy. She shut

her eyes and | owered her beak in sadness, and he did the sane. \Wen he | ooked
up again, the other three had joined them The gravid ones were |ooking at him
expectantly. Ch-oh.

"Look," he explained, "I'mnot part of your culture. I'ma Mnitor. This is
strictly a professional visit." Their eyes showed no conprehension, and their
bodi es began to sway back and forth on their |egs. They cane cl oser, swaying
and keening. The first female kept nuzzling him He tried to back away, but
froze.

From then on, he noted his body's response with what was al nost detachnent.
Body tenperature up. A tightness at the base of his tail. He wanted to keep
his mouth shut to avoid tasting whatever chemicals they were putting out, but
a groan worked its way out fromdeep inside him his beak yawned open
involuntarily as reason left his brain. The wonmen were beside him keening,
hol di ng hi m between their bodies, their beaks | ocked wi de open, pressing his
nost private areas. The need to give overwhelned him He let his tongue caress



their tails, alnbst as if it were soneone el se's.

He never saw the eggs energe fromtheir throats, but rather felt the snooth
bunps agai nst his underside, an enptying feeling in the base of his tail, and
a slight coolness in that area as his consci ousness slowy faded back in.

Afterward, of course, he renenbered everything with the humliating clarity of
a terapixel hologram Especially when he | ooked back at two white eggs covered
with sticky yellow goo. And especially when he | ooked up and saw little Mary
Pi erce standi ng about eight Charter units away, nouth open in what nust have
been a | ook of horror.

Setting aside his enbarrassnment and di sgust, he tried to renmenber what needed
to be done. Back hone, in a hospital, the eggs woul d be sprayed cl ean and
anointed with all sorts of healthy fluids, wapped in germcidal barriers, and
pl aced in an incubator. The nearest thing to an incubator they had here was a
Do' uti an pouch. His was full of other things, but the wonmen had pouches, too.

It was then that he realized that since none of the wonen had tongues, he
woul d have to place the eggs in their pouches hinself. He shut his eyes,
nmoaned, and buried his beak in the sand again. He couldn't do this.

"It's K, " he heard Mary say. "I'mafraid | don't renenber what the handbook
says about Do'utian midw fery, but if there's anything |I can do, just tel

ne."

He Iifted his head up. "The handbook doesn't say anything. It's supposed to be

too private. But ... but the eggs need to be cleaned off and placed in the
worren' s pouches. They can't do it thensel ves because their forner husband
disabled them I'm... I'mafraid I"'mnot up to it."

"No problem buddy. |I think they accept me. Miust be your scent all over ne. Is
it OKif |I wash the eggs in the sea?"

"Yes, | think so."

She did this quickly and efficiently, taking each egg in turn, cradling and
talking to it as if it was a fresh-born human. Drin refrained fromtelling her
that there would be nothing inside the eggs to hear her for eight-squared
days. Done with the washing, Mary took the snaller egg and approached one of
the formerly gravid wonen, who | ooked accusingly at Drin and backed away. Then
a strange thing happened. The snaller Do'utian woman qui ckly nmoved in front of
Mary and of fered her own pouch.

When that menber of the harem had accepted both eggs, she cane over to Drin
and slowy scratched the sand with her beak. It soon becane clear that she was
writing. When she backed away, Drin could read, fairly clearly. "I GRI'IL."

"You can understand ne?" Drin asked, wonderingly. Obviously, she could not
speak.

She nodded.

"Your nane is Gi'il?"
She nodded agai n.

"Do you want to | eave?"

Gi'il did nothing, then nodded slowy, followd by a vigorous head shake.



Sonet hi ng wr ong.
"WIl you follow me back to the North Pole? To civilization?"

She was still a very long tine. Then she began painfully scratching the gravel
agai n. VWat she wote was "DANGR HUNTRS.'

Mary saw this, went up to Gi'il, wapped herself around the Do' utian wonan's
forel eg, and began her own type of keening. Soon, they had all joined in.

"I"'mgoing to get sone fish for everyone,”" Drin said to no one in particular
and trotted back to the shore. The nutilated Do ' utian's were ill nourished and
couldn't feed thensel ves. Besides, he needed sonething to do al one. Away from
al | woren of whatever species.

I ndi vidual s who wish to visit or reside in the wild regions, alone or in small
groups, may do so without interference so long as they respect the rights of
others and do not significantly disturb the environment. |ntroduction of
chemical industry is specifically prohibited. Alternative societies are
permtted so long as the individuals who join such societies are free to | eave
such when they wish. Do not interfere with suicide, or risk-taking that
amounts to such. However, nurder will be treated no differently than in the
civilized areas.

—Pl anet Monitor's Handbook

Law I n Reserved Areas

"Gi, Chghli, Donota, Notri, do | have it right?" Mary asked. Human nenories,
Drin thought, were amazingly poor considering their technol ogical prowess—on
t he ot her hand, perhaps necessity had made them superl ative inventors.

Drin rocked her submarine by putting a little extra into his next propul sive
tail-stroke. "Your menory is either nuch worse than I think or you find a
certain hunmor in ny situation. | think | would rather not have ny thoughts in
that current so often.”

"My apol ogies." The conset relayed the drop of pitch in her voice that Drin
associ ated with increasing concern. "But they're your wives now, aren't they?"

"No! | have nade no comitnent. There is no registration. Except for Gi'il,
none of them seens to have any intellectual understanding of their lives, or
that of the broader race. None of themis a suitable mate.”

"I"d guess it will be hard for themto understand that,"
right than she could know.

Mary suggested, nore

"Very hard. | approached them under circunstances that nake bi ol ogi cal bondi ng
al nrost inevitable in nature. And Gi'il took the eggs...."

"She seenms the responsible type, and educated sonehow. "

"She will have a tale to tell. | suspect she is a truant who dove into the
back-to-nature business just a little deeper than her inherent depth. The
others, | think, nust have been born here. They seemvirtually feral."

"What will happen to then?"



"I think Gi'"il will return to civilization, sadder but w ser. The feral wonen

| don't know. The experts will have to deci de—they may be happier as they
are."
"Mutil ated?"
"No, we'll fix that. But, they nay be unable to adapt to civilization now. I

cannot know their minds, or even if they have devel oped what you and | would
recogni ze as a nmnd."

"That's heartless," Mary accused. "They | ove you."
"You don't understand the biology. | think our conversation should find
different currents now "

But it didn't. Mary's attenpt at matchmaking left himin no nood for
conversation at all. There was silence instead, a silence that shoul d have
been filled with plans as they approached the primtivist human settlement.

It was shockingly big, even by his standards. Primtivismin humans, Drin
realized at the sight, didn't really nean living without technology. It neant
living with a technology so primtive that it could be sustained w thout any
meani ngf ul education at the expense of ceasel ess, boring |abor; a technol ogy
of hand-hewn pl anks, poles, and rough-cut stones in huge piles, piles nmade al
the I arger by beings who evolved with twice the | ocal gravity.

The entrance to their harbor had been choked down to a canal by massive stone
wal | s and guarded by massive wooden gates. The streamthat issued fromthis
was putrid. Drin turned away.

"Pollution! Mary, | think | would prefer to walk in."

"Under stood. There rnust be two thousand people in this place, and that's the
only outlet. The air isn't a whole lot better—lots of smoke. It's a couple of
degrees over freezing; cool enough for you?"

"A nice bal ny day."

"Why don't you try riding on top of the sub? You'll have to keep your tail off
the rear el ectrodes.”

Drin rel eased a bubble of humor; the idea of himriding on a human subnari ne
was i ndeed bizarre. But the water stunk like rotting carrion. "If you can
steer without your forward fins, | could hang onto those with ny forel egs.
Then ny tail wouldn't reach the el ectrodes.™

"The sub says that's no problem dinb aboard."

He swaminto position, curled his front toes around the rounded edge of the
fl exi di amond fins and rel eased sone buoyancy gas to hold hinmsel f down. The
submarine rose under himand broke the surface. The air stank as adverti sed,
but only when he opened his nouth.

Soon Mary clinbed out of the nose hatch to join him She'd put her nonitor

uni form junpsuit on over her insulated tights and | ooked academny sharp
Remenbering that humans relied al nbst exclusively on visual identification, he
pul | ed his monitor badges out of his pouch and stuck themon his front

shoul ders.



In front of them across the harbor entrance lay the top of the harbor wall,
with an opening just a little wider than the submarine, the massive wooden
gate was solid above water and dwarfed even Drin. It was guarded by heavyset
humans in thick-belted robes around whi ch were buckl ed | ong, heavy, cutting
tools; called swords, if he remenbered correctly.

"Open the gate," Mary yelled. The nen did nothing. Drin tapped her on the
shoul der with his tongue to warn her, and she covered her ears. He took a
| arge breath.

"PLANET MONI TORS. OPEN THE GATE!" Drin yelled, two octaves | ower than Mary,
pouring air fromhis bladder as well as his lungs. The human guar dhouse
resonated nicely with his undertones and a satisfying crash energed fromits
open door. Various stones and pieces of rotten nortar came clattering down the
sides of the wall. One of the nen extended his hands, palns out as if to plead
for patience, while the other dipped into the now steady guardhouse and
energed with a pair of colored flags. He faced the harbor and started wavi ng
themin various inconprehensible patterns.

Soon, they heard a screeching and groaning of hidden wheels and | evers as the
| eft gate swung ponderously open. From aerial holos, Drin knew the breakwater
was ei ght squared Charter units thick, but even so, the narrow canyon reveal ed
by the opening gate made hi m shudder a bit. He slipped a branch of his tongue
out the corner of his nmouth into his pouch, and wapped its fingers around his
weapon. Wen the noi ses stopped, the submarine nosed through the hal f-opened
gate. It had only a few doci's of clearance on either side, but it rmaintained
this clearance with mathematical precision as it noved smartly into the
channel

About hal fway through, a red-robed human man junped onto the hull froma

| adder just inside the gate, |anding wi thout stunbling despite the vessel's
speed. He | ooked at Drin, then at Mary, apparently unsure of whomwas in
charge; the male Do'utian or the femal e human.

"Who are you?" Drin runbled. The man shook and | ooked around, as if for
somewhere to junp, and finding nowhere, finally faced Drin.

"Yohin Bretz a Landend. I'm... |I'myour harbor pilot. W' ve got to go to city
gate. Lord Thet will talk to you there."

"Yohin Bretz a Landend," Mary said, "I'mMary Pierce fromthe nonitor bureau
This is Lieutenant Drinnil'ib, nmy colleague. This is my boat; Lieutenant Drin

doesn't need one. W are here to investigate the deaths of several Do'utian
primtivists in this region."

"Huh? Whal ers playing games with the fish-people, |1'd guess.” Bretz | ooked

down at the submarine. "Wat do you draw?"

"Draw?" Mary clearly didn't recognize the term Drin did, fromhis readings in
human nautical literature, but kept silent so as not to enbarrass his partner

"Yeah, draw. How far down is the bottom of this thing?"
"About a third of a Charter unit,"” she answered.

"What's that in meters?" A human chauvinist, Drin thought.
"It's alittle over three of the old neters."

"Uh- huh. So the keel's about tw ce your height below the waterline?"



"Yes."

The pilot shook his head. "You'd displace thirty ton less wthout the fish-man

on board, 1'd guess, and ride a meter higher. Well, no problem the channel's
deep enough, but you'll have to stay in it. You ve got to go hard aport as
soon as you're out of the dike canal and steer for the big stone mll you'l

see on the shore. Bear a bit to the port of it to lead the current, if | were
you. "

Drin runbled a bit, and Mary sniled, recognizing his |augh. The subnarine
could follow the channel on sonar or with blue |ight w thout any help fromthe
pilot.

"We'll do just fine," Mary said, "thank you. Now you can call nme Mary, what
can | call you?"

"Yohin, or M. Bretz to be polite."

They energed into the harbor, a roughly circular body of fetid water. The air
was thick with the snmell of fish and dark with wood snoke. Now and then a
flake of white ash would fall on them Rough wooden human buil dings lined the
shore except for the far end. There, across the middling streamthat struggled
to flush the place, was a |l arge stone wall, nore vertical and snoothly

fini shed than the di ke across the harbor entrance.

Agai nst this dock were tied wooden ships including several small round vessels
not much longer than Drin hinmself, set with triangular sails, and a massive
squar e-sail ed shi p—perhaps ten Charter units long. The last also had a
strange, forward-projecting bow and two rows of oars with which it could
presunmabl y nmaneuver w thout w nd.

"Hey, we're in the harbor!" Yohin shouted. "Don't you have to do sonmething to
turn this boat? Howthe ... ?" H's eyes went wide as the subnmarine turned to
t he channel wi thout Mary doing anything. Drin runbled again.

"Tell me, M. Bretz," Mary |laughed, "are you happy here?"

"It puts bread on the table. Feeds me and ny wife, gets me some respect. Even
got a couple of slaves. |'ve been doing it 150 years. Yeah, |'m happy. Don't
need any fancy stuff."

"Slaves?" Mary asked. "You have sl aves?"

"Sure," Yohin said. "Soneone's got to do the work while I'"mout piloting. Be a
shanme if ny wife had to, and |'mtoo tired after a day of this.”

"Are the slaves happy?"

"I feed "emwell. They don't know anything el se, so why shouldn't they be?"
Drin hissed. This manifestation of disgust, he realized, was wasted on this
human pilot. "Do your slaves want to be slaves?" he asked. Yohin turned to him

in surprise.

"They were captured fair and square. They know the gane. What business is it
of yours, Mster, excuse me, Lieutenant fish-nman?"

"The primtive lifestyle is supposed to be voluntary. No one should be
conpelled to live like this."



"Look, | didn't set this up. But if you cone after my slaves, you got an
argunent with me. Maybe fromthem too. Wiat woul d you do with then? Send t hem
to some machi ne school so they can contenplate their navels for the rest of
eternity? They're better off working for ne."

"Now, l|ady," the pilot waved his hand at the other side of the harbor, "you've
got to turn this tub sharp starboard and make dead on for the flagpole on the
end of the fort ... however you do it."

The submarine turned as if to the pilot's command, and he nodded j udi ci ously.

"Never knew a woman could run a boat. But you do OK."

"I"ve got a lot of help,” Mary said. "Yohin, | can inmagine you doing this in
one of those sailing ships with the wi nd blow ng, using only your judgnment and
what you can see fromthe surface. | respect the skill you need to do that."

The pilot nodded his head and bared his teeth again. Mary, Drin realized, was
gai ni ng trust.

Thi s human, Drin thought, had found whatever Gi'il had been seeki ng when she
left civilization for the beach. The question was whether the failures should
be allowed with the successes, particularly if the failures were involuntary.

"You sai d sonething about the whalers playing games with the Do' utians. Wat
ki nd of games?"

"I heard there's a deal where the fishmen try to outfox the whal ers. Them t hat
| ose are nmeat, but word is that's how they want it."

Drin runbled his skepticism
"Who sets up these ganes?" Mary asked

"How the hell should I know? Maybe Lord Thet does. You can ask him we're
al nost there."

The submarine's hull was well below the |level of the dock, due in part to
Drin's massive presence. Fromsea level, he couldn't see the rest of the top
of the dock. The angle got worse as they fetched up next to the stones.

Carefully, using the wall as an additional point of balance, he swing his tai
over the side and reared up on his hind | egs, hooked the rippled pads of his
front toes over the edge of the stone wall, bringing his head above dock

I evel .

The man waiting for themon the dock by the city gate was probably Lord Thet.
He was a head taller than Mary, gray-robed, and had thick black hair all over
his face so that only the eyes and the nostril wattle showed when his nmouth
was shut. His robe covered either arnmor or what would, for a human, be an
exceptionally large body. Qthers of his kind, holding netal -tipped spears,
stood beside him Perhaps fifty humans carrying sonme sort of prinmtive wod
and cord weapons stood well back of the primtivist |eader

Mary was able to scranble up his back and junp fromhis shoulder to the stone
platform Undignified, but it got the job done. There was a fair anount of

wi nd and harbor noise, but Mary |left her conset on her belt, where it could
see and record everything. Drin listened through his earphone.



"Hello, I'm Mary Pierce, Planetary Mnitor."

"You are not wanted here," Lord Thet stated—w th aggressive inpoliteness,
Drin thought.

"Your name?" Mary asked.

The man remai ned silent, but the conmset camera got a good | ook at himand the
Monitor net quietly relayed the information through their earphones. He'd |eft
civilization early in life and, despite his comuandi ng presence, was |l argely

i gnorant of things beyond what he controll ed.

"You are Jacob Lebbretzky, otherw se known as 'Lord Thet' according to your
voi ce and features. |I'Il be gone fairly quickly if you answer ny questions,"”
she told him

"Don't overestimate your authority, Mnitor. Your superiors are not that
interested in us and your charter is open to interpretation.”

W shful thinking on his part, Drin felt—while the Mnitors would bend over
backward not to be overbearing, there was no question about the final outcone.

But only he and Mary were here right now, things were nowhere near final, and
if this egomani ac idiot had tal ked hinself into believing he could get away
with mnor violence ... or if soneone else had talked himinto believing ..

Drin spoke quickly with his beak shut so that only Mary coul d hear hi mon her
ear phone. "Mary, this fool could be dangerous. He's gotten so big he's
forgotten what's backing us up."

She raised a hand to acknowl edge him but continued to face Lord Thet.
"Sonmeone's killed at | east four Do'utian primtivists,"” she told him

"Have the fish-nen accused us?"
"W found the bodies."
"Deat h happens. Only the untested |live forever."

An ancient Do'utian philosophy, Drin thought. Wiy was he hearing it from an

i gnorant human primtivist? Do'utians did not die of old age, but reproduced
slowy enough that in the natural state, mating battles, disease, and
accidents of the hostile sea were enough to maintain a popul ati on bal ance. But
humans had elimnated aging and limted fertility with genetic engineering in
hi storic times.

"You hunt them don't you?" Mary pressed. "Your people hunt themin ships, as
if they were animals."

Lebbret zsky was silent for a heartbeat or so, then said, "The contest is nore
even than that. There is no opportunity for heroismon either side wthout the
opportunity for death. And the deaths let us raise new children uncontam nated
by your nachine culture.”

This made Drin hiss as he thought of the stinking harbor, the human sl aves,
and the feral Do'utian wormen in his "harem" The sound got the nonmentary
attention of the human, who probably had no idea of what it signified.

"M . Lebbretzsky," Mary responded, "I take your statenent to nean that you
know what |'mtal king about. It has to stop, and the persons responsibl e mnust



be reeducated. If you attenpt to conceal them then you will be a candi date
for reeducation yourself."

Drin saw the man raise his armas if to strike Mary, then put it down.

Lebbret zsky, Drin realized, mght be so ignorant and so deeply into these
nmurders that he felt he had nothing to lose in an attack on a Monitor. Drin
slipped a mani pulator into his pouch holster for the second tine. The novenent
of his tongue seened to go unnoticed, or at |east unconprehended.

"Wiman. Tell your superiors that your presence is an insult. Tell themthat
their interference with our culture is an interference of our rights to live
and die the way we want. Tell themthat we have not nurdered anyone, and that
the next tinme they want questions answered, not to send wonen and fish to ask
them™

"Pollution!" Drin sent. "The victins were stabbed and butchered! But be
careful, Mary."

The man continued: "There are no nurders, wonman Monitor. Now get out of here,
or we will do what we can to eject you. You may have better weapons, but we
are not afraid to die."

"Drin, better call that Kl eth backup,” Mary said aloud. Drin al nbst rejoined
that he had done that hours ago—then realized that Mary was saying that for
Lebbret zsky's benefit.

"Lebbretzsky," she continued, "I don't care what you think it is; attacking
and killing Do'utians with harpoons is nurder just as rmuch as if you did it to
me. The cultural group can deal with the whys later, but my job is to stop it,
now. Who has been doing it? Wiere are they?"

Drin tensed. Mary, in her fearless eagerness to erase what she saw as a bl ot
on her race, was pushing a bull on its own beach. Wong species, but in this
case, Drin feared sone convergent evolution. As if to confirmhis thoughts,
the big human drew a | ong knife. Mary backed quickly away from hi mand got her
gun out. Drin put a manipulator in his pouch and keyed his conset by feel. He
dunped everything they had so far into the Monitor net—just in case he and
Mary didn't survive her abuse of Lord Thet's hospitality.

"Al'l right," Mary yelled. "Lebbretzsky, drop the weapon and |ie down. You are
in custody. You can arrange representation after you' ve been secured.”

"Mary ..." Drin sent. Too late. Lebbretzsky's hand seenmed to flick and the
knife flew at Mary. Her gun got it on doppler, flashed, and a smart bullet

| ocked on the thing and knocked it out of the air. The two hunmans stared at
each other in silence for a few seconds as if in a nonmentary stal emate. But
here and now Lebbret zsky had overwhel mi ng nunbers. He made sone kind of a
signal and a hundred darts flew at Mary, sonme at Drin. He and Mary both fired
as fast as their weapons could, but Mary was hit.

"Got nmy leg," she said with professional cal mess. "Drin, let's get out of
here.”

Drin roared and with the occasional supreme effort his race could sunmmon,
pul | ed hinsel f over the edge of the dock and scranbled toward Mary. The human
archers paused in surprise and he flung his tongue out to his injured partner
He was just able to grab her leg with one mani pul ator and was pulling her to
hi mwhen the prinmtivists started shooting again. He reeled Mary in with one
mani pul ator while the other sent smart bullets at the | egs of the crossbow

ar chers.



Mary, a small noving target, wasn't hit again. But despite both their guns
knocki ng dozens of darts off their trajectories, he was hit hinmself. The darts
irritated like the spines of the giant dagger snail, but none seenmed to reach
bel ow his layer of fat, and none had hit his eyes.

Sonme of the nen with swords charged at him He waited until they were too

cl ose, then quickly turned and swept the polluting snail brains over the side
of the dock with his tail. Then, with Mary firmy in his beak, he leapt into
the harbor after them

"Hol d your breath," he said on the way down. He |anded so as to spray as much
wat er around as possi bl e.

Mormentarily sheltered by confusion and the high wall, he had time to help Mary
into the submarine hatch. Then, thinking of the [ arge harpoon he'd seen in the
erstwhil e beachmaster, Drin headed, fast and direct, for the harbor entrance
He sprinted through the harbor with a surface-racing tail-stroke, and used his
legs to help himover the shallow spots. This tine, he didn't even notice the
dirty water.

A l ook back told himthe human primtivists were busy with their colored flags
agai n, and when he ducked under water he could hear the sound of the harbor
gat e creaking shut. Another | ook above water showed himthat the large ship

wi th oars was underway and pursuing them

He reached the canal through the harbor wall well before the submarine, and
sped to its end. But the nassive gate was al ready cl osed and | ocked. He put
his beak against it and pressed as hard as he could, and the thrusts of his
tail sent waves of brackish brown water back down the channel. The gates
hardly noti ced.

He surfaced and scouted the channel walls. They were not quite vertical

per haps wi dening half a Charter unit over two Charter units of rise, and the
cobbl ed surface provided plenty of claw holds. It would not be out of the
guestion to attenpt to clinb it.

But first he tried bellowing at the watchnmen to open the gate. Not to his
surprise, they refused. He did, however, have the satisfaction of seeing their
little guardhouse coll apse fromresonance. Looki ng back, he saw the submarine
enter the channel with the oar ship in hot pursuit.

"Mary, what's your status?" he sent.

"I got the dart out, patched the wound and patched the suit. Hurts like hell
I won't be running around for a while. I'ma little worried about that ram"

" Ranp"
"That rowboat with the solid nose that's chasing ne. It's got to weigh a cube
it's noving fast, it's built to bash things, and it doesn't have any brakes.
How are you doing on that gate?"

Wei gh a cube? That was about eight-times-four as nuch as his body. Pollution
"No luck at all,"” he sent. "Any chance your subnmarine can ramit open?"

“I'"ll try the underwater grate. That has to be the weak point."

Drin noved to the side of the canal and watched the hunped deck of the



submarine flow by him Its wake grew, then disappeared. There was sil ence for
a heartbeat, than a muffled boom The gate held.

"Mary?" he asked.

"I"m OK, considering. Mght have done some damage. Going to back off for
anot her try."

She did, but that was no nore successful than the first.
"Drin, if you can clinb out of this, you'd better get going."

The primtivist ramhad entered the canal at full speed. Cearly, they were
going to try to crush both Drin and the submari ne between the ram and the
gate, regardl ess of what damage that did to the latter two. The slaves row ng
the ram he realized, probably didn't know their ship was charging at a | ocked
gate. And its officers nust believe, wongly, that destroying Drin and Mary
gave them a chance to avoid reeducation

But there was no chance to discuss it with themnow Drin threw hinself at the
canal wall and his legs found claw holds on the rocks under water. Carefully,
he heaved hinmsel f up the near vertical enbanknent. But as soon as he tried to
put any weight at all on his forelegs, claws slipped on the danp nossy
covering of the stones near the waterline, and he tunbled back into the canal
He tried it once nore, then saw the submarine break the surface and start

accel erati ng backward at the ram

"Mary!" he bellowed, forgetting the comset.

"I got us into this, | baited them I'd rather go down fighting." Despite the
brave words, her voice trenbled. "Good luck, friend."

He clung half in and out of the water |ike a paralyzed |ungfish and watched
the two human vessels collide. There was a trenmendous thundering boom as they
hit, followed by cracking and splintering sounds. In seenmi ng slow notion, the
ramrode up over the submarine and the rock walls transmtted an eerie holl ow
grating sound to himas the subnmarine's keel scraped along the canal's stone
bottom The conbi ned wreck grated down the channel with scarcely dim ni shed
speed |like a piston toward the nmassive gate.

There was too little roomfor himto remain where he was. He rel eased his
hol d, slipped back into the water, and swam for the gate. Maybe everything
would grind to a halt before it got there

Underwater, Drin heard a sudden, ear-piercing crack. Pollution! he thought,
the hull of the submarine nust have broken. He surfaced and | ooked back. Both
ends of the submarine stuck out of the water. The primitivist ship rode
farther up on one of the pieces and then fell off to the side, gouging its ram
into the side of the canal. Its stern hit the other side and, with a great
screeching and rendi ng, the keel of the ram snapped, |eaving the broken human
ship stopped sideways in the channel. Men, sone of them skewered by splintered
oars, tumbled fromthe broken vessel like fish froma torn net. The ness
ground to a halt just a Charter unit fromthe gate.

"Mary?" he sent. There was no answer. Flanmes, fromspilled heating fires
aboard the ram or discharging power | eads on the submari ne, began spreadi ng
in the above-water w eckage.

Drin threw hinself into the devastation, prying bl ood-stained pieces of the
ram away fromthe broken submarine hull. There was novenent all around him



and he saw that the human survivors were having no better luck than he in
clinmbing the slippery canal sides. Hoping that the tine it took would not
prove critical, Drin seized the still upright mast in his beak, snapped it
with a vicious twist of his body, and let it fall so that its top rested on
t he di ke above.

"CLIMB!" he roared to anyone who would listen

Sone of the astoni shed humans caught on and began scranmbling up the mast to
safety above. One was a | arge red-bearded man—t he same one, he realized, that
had nmocked himfromthe decks of another ship only weeks ago. They stared at
each other in a frozen noment of recognition, but Drin had nore than an arrest
on his mnd

I gnoring mnor burns and | acerations, Drin clawed away the remains of a | ower
deck to expose the broken pressure hull of the submarine. It was filled with
water. Drin stuck his tongue in and | ocated the cockpit fromfeel and nenory.
Mary was not in the seat, but he could scent her blood. He felt around the
tiny compartnent, using both branches. He found her underwater gear, and,
presum ng success, grabbed it. A few nore precious seconds, and he found Mary
nmotionless in a small air pocket near the back of the cockpit.

Wth both branches w apped around her, he strained to pull her up like a
hatchling, into his mouth. Wth her |egs sticking painfully down his throat,
he was just able to close his beak over her head. Then he smashed his way out
of the wreck, inhaled an hour's worth of air, and dove back into the putrid
wat er. Over-buoyant, he swam down to the wooden grid and held on with his

| egs.

There was hardly roomfor both Mary and his tongue, so, with the skill of a
contortionist, he managed to slip a loop of the tongue out the fleshy corner
of his nouth, |eaving the ends of the mani pul ator branches inside. Drin

| owered his head and squeezed water from her lungs. They reinflated on their
own as he forced the water fromhis nouth with air fromhis bladder. He
squeezed agai n. She noved. Conscious? He hoped she woul d understand quickly
enough not to panic.

He felt her hand pat one of his fingers. It seemed a controll ed,
under st andi ng, gesture. He turned his attention to his external predicanment.

Wth gl oomand debris in the water, and Aurumlow in the antarctic sky, he
shoul d be invisible fromabove. He began exploring the bottom of the gate
where the submarine had smashed into it. Here and there, an outer buffer of
great tree trunks had been snmashed to kindling. But nothing behind had broken
enough to let himthrough

There was purposeful novenent inside his nouth. "Drin, |1've got ny gills on
You can let ne out now " Mary's voice in his ear was the best news he'd had
since he'd come into the prinmitivist cesspool. Using his tongue to keep her
from bobbing to the surface, he expelled the bubble of air from his nouth,
then let her float free.

"How do you feel ?" he asked.
"Lousy. No broken bones, | think. Tired. I've still got alittle fluid in ny
lungs." She drifted slowy over to the grate and surveyed the danaged gate. "I

guess | didn't put a hole in this thing."

"It appears not."



Trapped. They were both silent.

"Uh, Drin? Can you think of any way we could nmake themthink I did break
through? If they think we're already gone maybe they'll open the gate to cone
after us, or to clear the floating debris.”

The grate was too fine for even Mary to squeeze through—it was probably
designed with human sappers in mnd. H's tongue could just fit, but wasn't
| ong enough. But maybe ..

"I could try to blow a bubble with some debris through the grate and out the
ot her side."”

"Hey, go for it!"

He did it, placing his bl owhol e agai nst one of the spaces between the beans of
an undanaged section and blew. Sonme of it escaped on their side, but not much—
some rmust have gone through. They waited for a subjective eternity. He was on

t he point of suggesting another frontal assault when they heard a hideous,
hol | ow, creak.

They waited. Not hi ng.

Then anot her creak. Drin thought he could detect a slight shudder
"I think they're trying to open it," he said. "You might have jamred it a bit
when you ranmed it. That's a case of an enotional, spur of the nmonent action
that did exactly the opposite of =

"Drin, your folk's eyes are built for hindsight. Wy don't you stop
phi |l osophi zing and just try to help them open the gate?"

O course. Wth a firmclawhold on the bottom stones, and not having to fight
gravity, Drin could apply his full strength. He waited until a creak signified
anot her attenpt to open the gate, then pushed. Slowy it began to nove. There
was a crack and a grind as sonmething let go. Drin rel eased his hold

i medi ately, and the gate began to swi ng open on its own.

H di ng on the bottom beneath flotsamfromthe weck, they drifted with the
current out through the opening. Then, with Mary hanging onto a | eg, he swam
hard for clear water until he judged they were well over Lord Thet's horizon
He surfaced, turned on his back and sheltered Mary between his | egs as he
woul d a hatchling, and let horizon-grazing Enber and Aurum do what they could
to warm her, while he took great breaths through his mouth to rid hinself of
heat and to pay his oxygen debt.

Mary was quiet for a while, exhausted, Drin surmsed. So it startled himwhen
she suddenly sat up and yelled: "Look, Drin, contrails!"

Do Tor had finally arrived.

Among all races, when violence is obviously futile, reason is encouraged. For
this reason, where there is the likelihood of an irrational physica
confrontation, the inclusion of a large Do'utian Monitor is highly
recommended. Humans excel where strength is needed in confined places. And,
where overhead intelligence and logistic agility are required, the Kleth can
make a maj or contributi on—but care should be taken to avoi d endangering Kl eth
i ndi vidual ly.



—Pl anet Monitor's Handbook

Team Conposi tion

their mating bond is such that individuals becone physiologically
dependent on each other. A Kleth seldom survives the death of a mate, nor is
their any record of one wanting to do so. Efforts to sustain life in these
circunmst ances are always futile and should not be attenpted.

—Pl anet Monitor's Handbook

Medi cal Appendi x

The Kleth aircraft met them just over the horizon fromLord Thet's city, on

t he beach of an uninhabited island dom nated by a huge granite crag that gave
shelter fromthe circunpolar wind. After greetings, Team Leader Do Tor and his
mate started unl oadi ng suppli es.

Mary was exhausted, so Drin scraped a deep pit in the sand for her, gathered
wood, and lit a fire. Then, despite her exhaustion, and still |inping from her
wound, she insisted on washing her clothes and body in the frigid polar water,
and turned an anazi ng shade of blue before she got back to the fire.

"D-don't worry," she told himas she shook convul sively under a bl anket in
front of the fire, "It's-s h-how we get our b-body heat b-back up."

Do Tor and his mate stretched their wings to catch sonme fish for her, and
jibbered with anusenment as she threw away all the good parts and heated the
remai ni ng nuscle alnost to the point of deconposition on a flat stone she put
by the fire. Drin | ooked forward to having a good |ong feed |l ater that night,
in his own manner, on his way back to Gi'il"'s beach.

"Sorry late. Assuned you'd just |eave Thet and wait for us," the Klethan said
in a guttural, sing-song English that was actually | ower pitched than Mary's,
despite his being | ess than half her nass.

"We tried," Mary laughed. "Things got in the way. W surface dwellers have
certain problens about just flying away when things turn sour."

"Don't understand why primtivists had so nuch technol ogy."

"Lack of interest on our part. Ignorance of the Charter and evol utionary
pressure on theirs,"” Drin offered. "The best fighters end up in charge, and
the best fighters are, nore often than not, those with the best weapons. Al so,
if you can't nake it clever, nake it big." It would be a |ong while before he
woul d forget the huge ram bearing down on him "I doubt that Lord Thet or many
of his people even understand why the Charter prohibits devel opnent in these
areas; they've rebell ed agai nst anything resenbling a scientific education."

"For humans, there is an inherent contradiction between 'back to nature' and
'no technology,' " Mary contributed, "because human nature is to make and use
tools. So what happens is that the primtivists reinvent the wheel using
primtive technology that, per capita, pollutes unnercifully and requires gobs
of labor." Mary picked up a stone and threw it out of sight. "So then you get

| eader shi p dom nance ganmes that the nost ruthless win, with slave | abor of one



sort or another for the losers. That works well |ong enough for the gl andul ar

bullies to start assenbling miniature enpires, and then ..." She shook her
head. "Allowing this Lord Thet set-up was taking noninterference too far, in
my view. But that's up to the council. Anyway, we have our killers."

"Maybe," Drin demurred. "But | don't think this is a one-species issue." From
a phil osophi cal standpoint he certainly didn't want it to be human versus

Do' uti an, but sonething nore than that was bothering him "I'mnot sure we
have the whole story. In defending his hunting, the human Jacob Lebretzsky
seened to include the Do' utian primtivists in his defense."

"Do' utians hel p get selves butchered?" Do Tor clucked. "Strange thing, |
t hi nk."

"I'f you think in groups, yes. But that isn't the natural Do'utain way to
think."” Drin noved his head slightly fromside to side in mld negation. "I
want to ask Gi'il sonme questions and |earn nore about this mnurdered
beachmaster and his harem | nay have made sone unfair assunptions about the
last victim"

"Name was d odego' al ah, by the way," Do Tor added. "Left the north pole as a
di sillusioned student eight cubed great revol utions ago. Not happy as
primtivist, either, but responsible. Took care of harem Good being. W did
our homework." The Kleth held its hard translucent wings out in a gesture of
pride.
"Ch yes," his mate said, the first words she uttered, surprising Drin. Unti
now, Go Ton had been inert, fol ded up. One partner or the other m ght

dom nate, but they were al ways together. Divorce was unknown, as were w dows
or widowers. Go Ton's contribution was unusually forward, for a subordinate
Kl et han. But Mbnitor couples were known to be nore independent.

"Did you bring the Do'utian interface coronet?" Drin asked.

"Not so late, otherwise." Do Tor rummaged in the pile of unloaded supplies and
found a gl asscl oth package the size of a folded human tent. "Here."

Drin placed it in his pouch. Its woven-in antennae picked up and decoded notor
nerve inpul ses—even those sent to absent peripheries. Now, not only could he
ask questions of Gi'il; she would be able to answer.

There were also a tent and coll apsi bl e kayak for Mary. The tent fit nicely in
t he holl ow he had dug, and she opened it up with its door to the fire. As it
resumed its nmenorized shape, she turned to her fell ow nonitors.

"This," she said, "is canping. It's what nost of us have in m nd when we think
of going back to nature, or living in a primtive situation. But, as you see,
it's not primtive at all. And it's not social, we usually try to get away

from ot her people when we do this. What's happened back at Thet just hasn't

really registered with ny people. I —=

"Mary, why should it register with you any nore than with the rest of us?"
Drin interrupted. "You have no special responsibility for themjust because
t hey happen to be human. There is no need to apol ogi ze."

"Ch yes, Go Ton agrees," Do Tor's mate spoke up. "W are one civilization on
this world. Wole purpose of Planet Trimnus. Eight-cubed years of lives
nmeani ngl ess if not. Eyes of Trimus we are. W should have noticed viol ations
bef ore dead bodi es appear.™



"Any Do'utian can snell that place in currents an eighth of the way around the
pl anet. W ignored it," Drin said.

"Th-thanks," Mary said. "I just ..." She shook her head and made sounds of
human sadness, though Drin thought it was nore in relief. He flicked out his
tongue and w apped his fingers around her hand, and she rewarded the gesture
by squeezing himgently back, and baring her teeth in a big smle

"We all go to the beach tonorrow, and gain nore understanding," Do Tor said.
"Now rest."

"You rest," Drin answered, rem nding himthat Do'utians didn't sleep in the
eternal days of a polar sunmer. "I need to eat, feed the harem and keep ny
injuries in water until they heal nore. | will see you there at the beach

Take care, Mary."

She hugged his fingers to her, careless of her wap, and his npst sensitive
organs were pressed into the alien heat and snell of her. He was overwhel ned
for a noment, then she rel eased him "Yeah, you too," she said.

He backed away fromthe fire carefully, to avoid upsetting anything. Cear, he
turned. And as his body turned toward the water, his mnd foll owed, thinking
ahead to his duties. His cuts and brui ses were beginning to hurt, true. But
something in the back of his mnd was pushing him something perhaps as
powerful as the instinctual desire to join with the haremthat chose him as
their provider and their protector. It did not make sense to himthat humans—
even as degenerate as Lord Thet and his gang—woul d or could suddenly start

preying on Do'utians, even given the sort of general philosophical |icense
primtivismin both species seenmed to grant. Sonething | ess random and nore
evil was happening. Perhaps Gi'il could help him

The Planetary G vilization nust be permtted to evol ve, and experinments mnust
be encouraged, for only through change is know edge expanded.

—The Conpact and Charter of Planet Trimus, Article 5

Aurum st ood hi gh above Enber when Drin returned to the harem beach with his
mouth full of fish, and the star had noved a dociradi an west by the time he
finished the sinmple duty of placing the fish into throats. Once done, he
unpacked the neural interface cap and approached Gi'il.

Even now she hesitated, putting her nose to the beach. Despite everything that
had happened, her distaste for this artificiality was evident. But then
apparently recogni zing the necessity, she raised her head and came to him He
fitted the cap over her.

"It will take a while to calibrate itself. There will be a bit of a delay to
start with, but you'll get used to it. Now, just tell ne your name, as if you
were whol e again. Repeat it until the conputer in the cap gets it right."

It produced an intelligible "Gi'illaboda" after about six tries, and she got
used to it in a few nore. Finally, she could speak through the device nore or
| ess naturally.

"OK," Drin said. "I'mgoing to record this, so why don't we start by having
you say who you are?"



"I amGi'illaboda, co-mate of Drinnil'ib.

Great. Just great. "I amsorry, Gi'il. | ama planetary nmonitor, and not a
primtivist. | care for you, yes—but nore as a senior famly menber, not as a
mate."

"You replaced our beachnmaster, mated with ny co-nmates."
"It was not ny choice. | did not seek you or themto nate."

She was silent for a few heartbeats. He could hear the waves and the sea
bi rds.

"Drinnil'ib, I was the daughter of Slora'analta and Broti'ilita. Did you know
ei ther of those?"

"The historian."

"Who told the old tales of the free seas and nade a romantic out of his
daughter. | was bored with school. | nmet a free rover. He took ne here,
qui ckened ny ovaries ... then took my tongue."

"d odego' al ah?"

"Never. d odego' al ah was a tourist who saw what had happened, fought the free
rover for us, then took us here to be safe. But he paid for his charity in a
way that happens all too often here.”

"Then | amsorry for what | thought about 4 odego' al ah. W are seeking the
humans who killed him and four others who were killed. Did you know any of
then? Did they have families here?"

"d odego' al ah remar ked once that harenms change nasters easily because of such
human predation. Their ships come in the channels between the islands and the
i ce pack where beachmasters gather fish."

Drin nodded. "I came close to being a victimnyself on nmy way back from ny
initial investigation. It is easy enough for them—I suspected nothing unti
they shot at nme. | would think soneone down here would warn the humans not to
do this."

Gi'il huffed in derision. "The sea lords don't interfere. They say the hunans
take the weak and the race gets stronger, and that the inbred softness of
civilization is thus cleansed fromour blood. But d odego' al ah was not soft."

"No, |'msure he wasn't. Who are these 'sea |ords' ?"

"They are the free rovers, the ones who take from both pol es what they want.
They live |ike beachmasters at the south pole, then swimnorth and have al
the luxuries of civilization. They are ... the human word is hypocrites."

"And if they don't cone back?"

"A harem doesn't stay unmastered | ong here. A sea lord shows up soon enough to
claima mssing master's famly. They seemto know, sonmehow, when one isn't
com ng back."

Her passiveness disturbed him but perhaps it was sinply adjustnment. Early
Do' utian history wasn't any prettier than early human history. Less so, in
some respects. And the Kleth, of course, were cannibals well into their



spacefaring days. Drin shuddered, wondering at his fascination with such
things. But he had to ask; it mght be inportant.

"Gi'il, how was your tongue to be taken?" Did she just submit to such an
anput ati on?

"The sea lord who ran off ny first mate, said it was traditional. He denanded
this after the first mating, then he said he would not take ny egg unless |

submtted. Also ... | can't explain. | sonetinmes feel a need to surrender
nmyself, to let the tides of providence have their way with nmy flesh. At any
rate, | did not resist. In ny state at the tinme, he was God."

Submit to nmutilation, or die. Such was her natural paradise. Wat polluting
nonster would ...

"H s nane?"

"Gota'l annshk." The sanme ruffian he encountered at Cragen' s? Drin hissed in
di sgust .

"You know of hi n?"

"We net. Look, Gi'il, will you cone back to the North with me? For
treatnment."
"We are bound to you. | need to stay with you, to subnit to you. And | have

the eggs, renenber? O are you so civilized that that doesn't matter?"

The eggs probably shouldn't be hatched, Drin thought. Two fathers. No tests.
No family. No birth allocation.

"Gi'il, compul sions are subject to nedical intervention. My duty is to try to
right the wongs done so far, if | can, and prevent others from being done.
Can you get the others to cone?" And how many nore were there out in those

i sl ands. Should they save themall? By force if needed?

"If it is clear that we are |leaving, they will come, for whatever good it will
do them"

"We'| | regenerate their tongues, teach themto speak, send themto school."

"They were hatched out here. Their minds were untrained during the crucial
years."

Truly feral. He feared as nmuch. "Still, we have to try. W can find a deserted
northern island for your co-mates, and arrange for themto be watched. But
what about you? Now that this has happened, can't you see your way back to—

"To what? We live with the humans and the Kleth on this planet at the expense
of ceasing to live like Do'utians, at the expense of always pulling against
our own inner nature. And the stars are too far apart for it to matter. |
showed my tail to all of that. Say what you want. | lived. | swamin the wild
currents. | did it on the beach. You want ne to go back to that northern
enotional straitjacket and listen to all those proper titters and | told you
so's? I'd rather die!"

And her present state was not a humiliation? But her age-old argunent, Drin
t hought, was unanswerable. The civilization of Trims was for those who
t hought it mattered.



"W don't want to tell you howto live. |I'msure your privacy would be
respected, and protected.”

"Like in a zoo! Drinnil'ib, you rescued us, fed us. Don't you want us? Don't
you feel the need to own and protect us? O in the name of your Conpact have
you |l et the humans reengi neer your sex?"

Drin groaned. He wanted her enough, but he did not want to want her. At | east
not as she was now. The whine of fans reached himbefore he could find a
suitable way to explain that. Mary! Relief flowed through him The aircraft
settled on its fans, the hatch popped, and Drin wal ked over to greet his
partner, leaving Gi'il with her beak in the gravel

But Mary was nowhere in sight.
"Mary?" he called, worried.

Do Tor opened the canopy, jibbered to his machine, and the cargo door popped
open. O course, Drin realized. There was no roomin the Kl eth cockpit for a
human, and indeed, it took Mary a while to unfold herself fromthe cranped
space.

“"I'"'mhere, Drin."

"It's good to see you!" He explained about the sea lords. "So | think your
human hunters have Do' utian acconplices, at least in principle. But things
still don't swmwell inmy mnd."

"The strongest, fastest, or nobst clever survive. | can see that, | guess. You
think the Sea Lords were using Lord Thet to cull their herd, so to speak?"

"That seens to fit."

"Well, Lord Thet's gang of wannabe barbarians seens to be only too happy to
hel p. Your people are the nost chall enging hunt in the ocean, they probably
t hi nk."

"Brings up the question of whether we have right to interfere,” Do Tor
obser ved.

"To save lives?" Drin protested. "OF course we do."

Mary sighed and gestured to the sky. "Drin, there are now many bei ngs out
there who can trace their origins to our home worlds, but who have engi neered
so much into thensel ves that they | ook on us as primtivists. They could make
a problemlike Lord Thet vanish in an instant with no loss of |ife—but would
we want that?"

"Those who didn't get killed might appreciate it."

Mary shook her head. "The parts of our natures that lead to this nmess could
easily be changed, but then what would we be? Death, even random death, may
have a justifiable role in society that transcends individual needs. Perhaps,
to keep our identity, we need to learn to accept that."

"I think," Drin asserted, perhaps a little nore |oudly than necessary, "that
such issues should be debated by the planetary council and that our job is to
not let anyone else get killed until they do and decide ... whatever. Now, |
have four physically nutilated and three of themintellectually nutil ated—
Do' utian wonen to bring back to where they can be properly protected and cared



for. Let's do that and sort the rest out later."

"Agreed," Do Tor chuckled. Mary nodded quietly.

"Gi'il," Drin said, "is there any way the others can be told of how long a
journey this will be?"

"They will followyou if | do," she said, coldly, it seemed. "But the hunters
wi Il be watching."

"And the planet will be watching them " Drin proclained. "They won't dare do
anyt hi ng. "

"I wWill ride with you," Mary said. "In full uniform At l|east they'll know
what they're playing with."

Drin didn't renmind her of how persuasive her uniformand submarine were at
Thet har bor.

"We'll fly cover with loud voices and guns,"” Do Tor said, spreading his w ngs.
"Aircraft can fly itself, so that nakes three above."

"Ch yes," his mate chinmed. So it was decided. A convoy North.

Drin led the way into the water the next nmorning with Mary's warm | egs and
arnms confortably around his neck. They'd fashioned a |ight glasscloth collar
for himthat she could grasp and so hold her position in the current of his
passage. This was no irritation, but the bulge of an appliance she had
constructed to protect her wounded knee was a noticeable rem nder of their
vul nerability in these waters—many nore nonitors woul d be needed to handl e
Lord Thet and his allies without |oss of life.

Gi'il came quietly after him and as predicted, the harem fol | owed.

It was a fine gray day with favorable surface wi nds, and |ight, cooling
surface squalls. A brackish current flowed north here fromthe ice cap on the
| argest southern island, overlying warmer saline water flowi ng froman inner
pol e drai nage basin, and so the Do' utians had made good tine w thout becomn ng
overtired.

By the norning of the second day, Lord Thet's domain was well behind them and
they glided through the waves hal fway into reef-crowded tropical waters. A

vol canic island with wi de black beaches lay to their left, and a reef to their
right, but the channel was fairly deep. Drin was just beginning to relax and
enj oy the scenery when the hunman shi ps appear ed.

"Don't think they're hunters,"” Do Tor sent. "Big Do'utian nale right with
them no shooting."

"Can you describe hin?" Drin asked.

"One and three-eighths Charter unit long. Big white crescent-shaped scar
behi nd t he bl owhol e. Do you know hi n?"

"If it's who |l think it is, I've snelled himbefore. A haremcoveting sea lord
with his tail across two beaches. It's tinme to ask that rogue a few
guestions."



Gi'il and her co-mates keened as if they were being nortally wounded.
"It sounds like our refugees have snelled himbefore as well," he continued.
"I'"d better let those humans know what we're about. Ready, Mary?"

"Glls on." He felt her arns as well as her legs encircle his neck, and her
hands grasp the collar. She was secure. He dove and, slanmi ng the ocean back
and forth with his tail, headed toward the | ead human ship nmuch faster than he
coul d manage on the surface.

About ten Charter units fromthe hull, he broke water again. So did his harem—
he'd forgotten to tell Gi'il to stay back. It shouldn't be necessary, but he
was uneasy.

"Mary, |I'mnot sure how much confort we should take from Gota'l annshk being
present."

"Why woul d they shoot at us and not hin®"

"Whay is there a sea lord always ready to inherit the haremof a victin? Wy
did Gota'lannshk seemto know that 1'd had a close call with these hunters
when we net himat Cragen' s?"

"Lord Thet —

"Mary, | don't want to insult your species, but | don't think that idiot has
been running this atrocity."

"Huh? Way?"

"Later. | just hope these people have sense enough to keep out of this." Drin
i nhal ed and booned as authoritatively as he could, "Human ship, we are Pl anet
Monitors escorting citizens on an official mssion. W need to ask your
conpani on sone questions. Please do not interfere. | say again, do not
interfere.”

Mary waved at them and smil ed.

The report of the harpoon gun reached himfirst, then Mary's scream and the
sharp, deep pain in his neck

"Look out!" Do Tor yelled over the radio |ink

The taste of blood was in his throat. He dove and heard a sharp smack on the
water over him Instinct said to head for the very bottom but Mary, if she
were still alive—he could no | onger feel any pressure from her | egs—woul dn't
survive that. Despite the pain, he pushed water hard and got about

ei ght-squared Charter units away fromthe ship before he surfaced again.
"Mary?" he called. If those polluting, suicidal, feral idiots had killed her
There was no answer. blivious of his wound, he turned back toward the ship,

rage buil di ng.

"Do Tor, | can't see behind ny head. What's happened to Mary?" Did the Kleth
fol I ow hi n®?

"Drin. Long spear in your neck. Went through Mary first, through her |eg. Not



necessarily fatal wound, but suggest you make for nearest island. Go Ton wl|l
go with you. West, Drin, now. |'ve called aircraft down. That ship will not
fire again. Go!"

As if to contradict the Kleth, the harpoon gun fired again and the | ance

sl apped the water beside him He could hear warning blasts fromthe aircraft
and Go Ton squawking at the top of her lungs, telling the human ship to stop
shooting. In the nane of eternal repudiation, the murderers would pay for
this! He started swinmm ng toward the ship.

He felt, nmore than saw, a Do'utian charge under himdirectly at the human
vessel .

"GRI'IL, NO" he bell owed hopel essly, much too |ate.

The i npact booned out, sound reachi ng hi munderwater before through the air.
Then, beneath, he heard the creaking and cracki ng of wood and the screans of
hurmans underwat er .

"Drin!" Do Tor screamed. "Cet to that island, now | take care of this. | wll
mark them They will not escape, not nelt into primtivist population. | mark.
Go, now, save yourself. Save Mary."

"Drin," a soft voice called. "I'mawake. It hurts Iike hell, but if you have
to go back for her, | understand. | can take it."

Reason returned. "Mary. No. I'll have to trust Do Tor." There was no way
Gi'il could have survived that inmpact. No way that he would have. And the
eggs ... it was better that way. Perhaps Gi'il had known that. But his wound

had little to do with the effort it took to push hinmself toward the island.

A whistle and sone kind of explosion sounded behind him Then another. He
coul d hear |oudspeakers. Killing for killing—perhaps they woul d under st and
that. Then, sonewhere fromthe back of his mind, between the currents of pain
and grief, a thought formed in an eddy of cold fear. Gota'lannshk had

di sappeared when the shooting started. To where?

The island was a long swimon the surface and he gagged on his bl ood by the
time he got there. Go Ton was waiting at water's edge, alone, with a nmed kit
t hat nmust have wei ghed as nuch as she did.

"Come on, just a few steps farther, above the tide line," she urged.

He did that, then he was on his belly, his tail still in moist sand. Go Ton
fluttered to the top of his head, out of sight. He heard the buzz of a bone
saw, and the shaft of the harpoon soon tunbled to the ground. There was a
yel p, quickly stifled, from Mary. Then a nunbness started spreadi ng through
t he wound. Soon he felt as if he didn't know what had happened to him that
all that was wwong with himwas a stiff neck.

"Now, Mary," Go Ton said, "I know it |ooks awful, but | think it best to | eave
that piece in your leg alone until help arrives. Human aircraft will be here
in eight-fourth beats. Mght do nore harmthan good if | try to renove it
now. "

"I understand," she said, "this sounds ridiculous, but right now !l feel OK
except ny leg is dead to the world. I'Il be all right as long as | don't | ook
at it. Can you help me down?"

"Not al one. Lieutenant Drin, can you |lend a tongue?"



H s tongue still worked; the barb had not gone in that deeply, perhaps in part
because Mary's leg had slowed its entry. He reached back, and between the
three of them they were able to | ower Mary down to the sand.

"Where's Do Tor?" she asked.

Pol lution! She'd forgotten, Drin realized, and he couldn't warn her with his
tongue extended so far

"He's with the aircraft cleaning up the mess with the human ships,” Go Ton

responded, shakily. "He should have everything well in hand and be back with
us soon."
"You' ve been too busy hel ping us to check!" Mary said. "I'll contact him |et

hi m know we made it, and find out how things are."
"Pl ease do not do that," Go Ton pl eaded.

Just a little farther, Drin thought. There! Mary was safely down, and he could
speak agai n.

"But, | know how nuch he neans to you— Mary started, oblivious to the danger

"That's why, Mary," Drin interrupted, "for the sake of providence, think!" The
Kleth team had taken the ultimate risk for them and Go Ton's position was
precarious. She would live as |ong as she believed her mate was alive. But if
everything was not fine with Do Tor, that would effectively elinmnate Go Ton
as well. "W need Go Ton just now. "

"Ch!" Mary said. Everyone was quiet for a heartbeat. Then Mary continued, her
voice with a certain forced steadiness. "Go Ton. Unh, that human garbage
doesn't have any weapon that can hurt Do Tor. He'll be fine."

That human garbage shoul dn't, Drin thought, have had any weapon that coul d
have hurt himor Mary. But here they were.

"Drin, | amstiff-winged on Do'utian first aid," Go Ton said, firmy changing
the subject, "but | think the spear should conme out of you now. It is the sort
that works its way in deeper every tinme you nove, and wi thout Mry's body
holding it back ..."

"Do it." Before the anesthetic, Drin could sense how cl ose the barb had worked
itself toward his central nervous colum. He had arteries and bl ood to spare,
but didn't want to stop breathing just yet.

"I'f you could roll on your side ..." Go Ton asked. He complied, then |ay
silently, feeling little tugs and tears in his flesh and tried to inmagi ne one
of Go Ton's tiny thin horny arnms deep in his flesh with knives, cutting a
passage for the barbed spearhead.

Then the Kleth said: "Mary, need hel p. The strength of your arns.”

Using the discarded shaft of the spear as a crutch, Mary hobbl ed around behi nd
him patting himon the beak as she went by.

Alittle later, he heard her say "oof," felt a sharp pull, and saw Mary fall
backward into his field of view agai n—her arns bl oody up to the el bows, her
hands cl utching the cruel barbed spearhead. Go Ton renmi ned behind him little

tugs and pulls continued for another eight-cubed heartbeats.



"Now that's all closed as well as | can do it," Go Ton said.

"Thank you," Drin said, and rolled slowy back onto his belly. "Did the harem
foll ow us here?" The thought of themrenm nded himof Gi'il. He shut his eyes
and let the enpty feeling pass.

"Yes, they're huddl ed together in shallows behind you,"
seem very sad, beaks in sand, but are unhurt, | think."

Go Ton answered. "They

Drin was thinking that Do Tor shoul d have been back by now, and searching his
menory for any kind of convention for handling the worst-case situation. There
woul d cone a point when, if the news were bad, Go Ton would have to be told,
and nature would have to take its course. To do otherw se would be to not
respect the decision her people had made to not change this part of their
genetic make up. Perhaps the best thing would be to wait until she asked
herself. If

The chal l enge roar echoed off the lava cliffs and caught themall by surprise.

In an instant, before he even realized what it neant, Drin's heart doubled the
strength of its beats and he could feel the effects of various body chem cal s,
not greatly different fromthose that had hit himwhen he fertilized the fera
eggs. That prinordial insult deserved an equally primtive response. But he
made hinself stay still, and w thout noving his injured neck, he sw veled an
eye to the direction of the noise. Far down the beach, a big, scarred male.

"Same Do'utian we saw with the human hunting ships,"” Go Ton said from above.
"Gota'l annshk," Drin runbled, in no shape or nood to play prinitive
beachnmaster games. "His beak is dripping with this. Tell that idiot to stay
away fromus, before I kill him"

"Drin," Mary whispered, alnost inaudibly, "he's bigger than you, and with your
wound you'll Kkill yourself before you get to him Try to cal mdown. Think. If
he inherited d odego' al ah's harem and he was connected with the human

hunt ers—=

"Precisely, Mary. A lot easier to get Lord Thet's people to elinm nate his
rivals than fighting for a haremon the beach the ol d-fashi oned way. These
nmurders were no gane of survival of the fittest, or even of macabre chance.
Those polluting idiot sea rovers carefully selected the hunting victins and no
doubt led Lord Thet's ships right to them Lord Thet probably lost a few
selected nen as well, just to keep things even, gain birth allocations, and
reduce the nunber of his political rivals.” Drin's anger increased. He should
turn the nurderer into snail neat. His breath cane faster

"So," Mary said, "the whalers get their hunt, their flesh, and think they're
just playing by sone tough rules. But it's all fixed ahead of tine.
Preneditated. Drin, stay down, please. Drin? Drin! Gve ne your gun."

The Do' utian sea rover bellowed again and blind rage started working its way
through Drin. The nerve of that cow stealer! He heaved hinself to his feet,
oblivious of the wound.

"DRINI" Mary screaned. "G ve ne your gun! Drin. Your gun! Now "
In sonme small corner of his consciousness, Mary's words got through. Somehow,

as he began to rock back and forth on his legs, he sent his tongue into his
pouch and retrieved the weapon for Mary, dropping it al nost absentm ndedly on



the sand next to her. That popgun was never, he thought with a | ast w sp of
clarity, meant to stop a charging Do' utian

He got a whiff of the challenger, ripe with arrogance. He heard his cows keen
and snmelled their fright. Dimy, he renmenbered there were things one was
supposed to do in beak-to-beak conbat, things that used the opponent's charge
against him Ways to use the tail as well as the head to put the other on the
sand, but that all seened very fuzzy and far away just now. All he wanted was
to charge and bite the throat.

Hardly even aware that he was doing it, Drin lifted a clawed front leg, dug it
deep into sand, and bell owed. The sun was high; it was a good tine to taste
bl ood.

The ot her began its charge. He stomped forward to neet it. Somewhere behind
hi m he heard a series of sharp, high-frequency sounds begin at regul ar
intervals. He didn't care, his body was afl ame, produci ng heat many tines
faster than he could lose it. He didn't care. It felt good. He felt the w nd
of his passage build up, giving himsone relief. Sonmehow, both hind | egs nmoved
toget her while both front legs hit slightly apart. The beach shook beneath
him He fixed his eyes on the other's neck, |ooking for an opening, |ooking
for where the cycle of its charging stride exposed the throat to Drin's beak

But its neck kept getting lower to the beach. Its charge seemed to becone
unbal anced and slow. H s opponent screanmed now in protest and its scent
changed fromchall enge to fear and danger. It keened and shrieked and wavered
fromside to side

Wth the danger call, a bit of consciousness returned to Drin, and he swerved
at the | ast heartbeat, avoiding a collision that could have ripped open his
stitched-up insides and left himto bleed to death.

The sea lord collapsed into the sand in front of him plowi ng a furrow two
Charter units long with its gaping beak. He passed by the hulk in an instant
and into an eerie silence. The bell ows and the sharp sounds had ended; only
the surf and the thunder of his own mad rush sounded on the beach

Burning inside, Drin exhaled gales, bent his path into the sea and | et
monentum carry himinto the cold water, sliding forward until it covered him
A very gentle bend of his tail brought his head back to the shore.

The drama was not over. The fallen sea | ord groaned and snapped at sand. Its
right foreleg was covered with blood and bent at a wong angle. Its hind | egs
pushed sand usel essly, trying to propel it sonewhere. Then it used its tail to
turn itself over, trying to roll to the cooling waters of the sea. Once,

twice, it rolled. But, as Drin settled hinself into the life-giving cold
water, the sea rover stopped rolling. Its tail rose mpjestically and thudded
into the sand. Once, twice

At the last, it threwits tongue at Mary, falling far short. "Dirty human
cow," Cota'lannshk screamed at her. Then ... nothing.

Heat deat h.

Drin lay in the shallows panting. Fiery pain shot through him He could taste
his own bl ood again; sone of Go Ton's handi work had come | oose. He saw Mary
prone, the shaft of the harpoon still projecting bloodily fromher |eg, her
el bows in the sand, his gun in her hands, still ained at the sea rover. She
must have put a hundred bullets in his opponent's knee, but now she shook and
moaned. He knew that killing a Do'utian over this was the very last thing she



had want ed.

He wi shed to confort her, but he was tired. Very, very tired.

H s next awareness was of a hotness on his neck. He opened his right eye and
| ooked back. Mary was there, flattened against his neck, gently calling his
nane.

"Mary," he managed to say, as softly as he had ever said anything, "I'm awake.
['Il be OK "

She was apparently having trouble breathing, but turned to his eye and said,
"Ch, Drin. Oh, Drin. It's—it's so hard to get ny arms around you." Despite
her appearance, he sonehow knew she was happy.

Noi se and snell intruded. The sky over the island beach was filled with both
aircraft and Kleth. The death snell of d odego' al ah was there, among the snell
of many bei ngs, and the sound of many voices, Kleth, human, and Do'utian. He
recogni zed Do Tor's and Go Ton's anong them and took a ragged but deep breath
of satisfaction. Everyone had come through, and, like rational, civilized

bei ngs, they were all discussing what was to be done next.



