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The Song of Earth

“Step out of your shroud,
Alan-Blue-Cloud,
And sing us a Song of Earth.”

— Childrens ditty of the Termind Millennia
When everything e'se had run down, we will ill have the legends of Old Earth.

Thereisagiant computer which straddles the world. It hasits roots deep in the Fifty-second Millennium;
that so-distant past when Man discovered dectricity. It walked through history hand-in-hand with Man; it
saw the building of the first Domes, it survived the reversd of the Earth’ smagnetic field, it watched the
Age of Resurgence, it fought Man’ swarsfor him and even, in the Domes, lived hislifefor him. It became
so powerful that it was able to observe practicaly everything that happened on Earth and, from this,
project what was going to happen in the future— or the If dong, asit ismore correctly caled. Now, in
these Dying Y ears, the computer is dtill there, till observing, thinking and predicting, in countless
solar-powered centers al over Earth.

It is called the Rainbow.

| am called Alan-Blue-Cloud. In away | am the Rainbow’ sinterpreter. | am one of the few remaining
beingswho isable to operate atermina, and | use this ability to draw true stories out of the computer;
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goriesof True Humans and Specidigts, of diensand Bae Wolves and the sad neotenites known cruely
as Blubbers.

But true stories do not give the whole picture. During the later years of Earth people became dissatisfied
with bare facts, which are dways alittle dull when compared with fictions and legends. So, when it
seemed that Mankind was doomed forever to listen to the Truth, because that was al he could get out of
his terminals and cassettes, an old art-form was rediscovered.

And Romance returned to Earth.

It started with afew bards and minstrels— | will shortly tell you about one named Enriquesde Jai’a.
They ignored the Rainbow and they used their eyes and ears, listened to rumors and legends and dying
old men. And they used their imagination, and their essentia humanness. With theseingredients they
created awhole new history of Mankind; atapestry of events which was passed on by word of

mouth — and so could never become dull, inflexible, or accurate.

Itiscaled the Song of Earth.

HERE BEGINS THAT PART OF THE
SONG OF EARTH KNOWN TO MEN AS
“THE GIRL BORN TO GREATNESS

Whereayoung feina

meets awise woman,

hears of her future

and meets ayoung True Human whose name
will belinked with hersinthe Ifdong.

Two

TheWorld of Karina
“The fastest sailcar isthefirst to the rotted rail”
— Old sailway proverb.
Instantly, Karinaknew her leg was broken.

Her body swung downwards and she grabbed the log with her right arm, checking her fall. As she hung
there, the pain began. The dark night brightened with her pain, so that for amoment she could see
nothing except a blinding redness, flaring like afurnace from a core of agony just below her knee.

She made no sound. Felinasdon't cry.

So they weretears of pain in her eyes, not weakness. She blinked and her vision cleared, and she
wriggled carefully, working her way onto thelog until shelay adongit, her foot trapped in the supporting
crutch, her legs outstretched. She saw the moon reflected from the long, smooth timber rail of the sailway
and, far in the distance on top of ahill, the bright glow of asignd tower. As she watched, the signd
blinked with moonlight.



That meant there was asailcar coming.

For amoment she visudized the great car, white sails Spread to catch the night breeze, trundling down
thetrack while shelay helpless. Shetried to tug her foot free, but the movement sent a screaming current
of pain through her body and, for amoment, she blacked out.

She cameto with asense of great londliness. Her apaca tunic was wrapped around her wais, the ground
was three meters below, and the wind blew coldly over her as she lay exposed to the night’ s silence. She
was londly for her Ssters but they were some distance down the track, far out of earshot, preparing a
harmless ambush for the Pegman. A joke which would cost Karina her life. Lying therein pain, she did
something which only she could.

She concentrated al her thoughts on her leg and she said, “Please don’t hurt so much. Pain, please go
away. Little Friends, wherever you are, please make my leg not hurt so much....”

And her Little Friends hel ped her, whispering through the cells of her body, gathering about the wounded
nerve endings and the torn flesh and bone, and soothing. Not mending, because this was beyond their
power, but soothing so that the pain faded and Karina could think straight again....

The sailway track consisted of three pardle rows of trimmed logs forming asimple monorail system
linking the coastal towns. The middle rail wasthe thickest and supported the weight of the cars. The
other two railswere placed higher, one on either Sde, and the lateral guidewhedls of the sailcars pressed
againg these. The whole structure marched aong the coasta plains on X-shaped gantries; the running rall
resting in the crutch of the X and the guiderails pegged to the upper ams.

Karina sfoot wasjammed between the running rail and the crutch. She pulled at it and twisted it until
warning twingestold her that even the Little Friends could not perform miracles. She lay back in despair.
Even if she had been ableto free her foot, she could il die. She was afeling, and felino bones do not
hed reedily.

So Karinathe cat-girl lay on the saillway track and waited to die. She was eighteen years old and, by
human standards, very beautiful. She had the long supple limbs, the ova face and the danting amber eyes
of her people. Only her hair was different, a sartling rarity among felinos; red-gold, it fell about her
shoulderslikefire. Karina, concentrating on her Little Friendsto dull the pain, waited.

Then she felt measured footsteps pacing along the rail towards her.
“Karina? Y ou are Karina, daughter of El Tigre?’

Karinasat up, staring at the tal figure which seemed to float towards her dressed dl in black so that for
one fanciful moment she thought it was Degth come to get her. It was awoman' svoice, soft yet with a
strangely lifedless quality as though the speaker had seen dl the sadness of the Universe, and had been
unableto hdp.

“Yes, I'mKaina”

Asthe woman stepped forward, the moonlight fell upon her face— and Karina flinched with horror. The
pallid flesh was seared and puckered with the Mark of Agni, the Fire-God.

“Give meyour hand.”

But Karinajerked away, her somach churning at the awful, unnatura evil of that face. The woman was
Cursed. Agni only touched those who sinned, and he made sure they stayed touched. So ran the
Kikihuahua Examples.... “No.... Get away from me,” she said. The woman was a True Human. She



could tell. There was an imperiousness about her manner.

“You'retrapped on asailway track and you'll die unless you can get free— and you won't let me help
you.” The woman’ stone waswondering. “ Do | frighten you that much?’

“I'mnot afraid of anything!”

“Isit my face?It' sonly aburn, you know. Y ou see much stranger thingsin thejungle”
“Go away!”

“Soit’sbecause I’'m a True Human.”

“All right — soitidl I'm aSpeciaist and you' re a True Human. There' s nothing we can do for each
other. Nothing we can say.”

“That’ syour father spegking.”
“True Humanskilled my mother!”

Now the woman said an odd thing. “It is beyond our powers to change the facts of the present, and even
the possihilities of the Ifalong can seldom be affected. But Karina— on certain happentracks of the
Ifalong you will befamous, and the mingreswill Sng of you.”

The suggestion was ridiculous. “Y ou mean, like the Pegman and his songs?’ said Karinasarcagtically.

“Don’t laugh about the Pegman’ s songs. They’ re important too, and in the distant future they’ [l be apart
of the Song of Earth. All of human history will betold in songslike the Pegman’'s.”

“How do you know this? Can you see into the future?’

“No, of course not. No norma human can. But the Dedo — my mistress— can foretell the Ifdong. It's
no coincidence’m here. Y our accident was foreseen.”

A thread of fear ran down Karina s spine. “'Y ou mean you could have prevented it?’

“No doubt I could, and on certain happentracks | did.” Cold eyeslooked down at the cat-girl. “ Just as
on certain happentracks you will live, and on othersyou will die”

“H ... happentracks? Like sailway tracks?’
“Different possibilitiesal existing & the sametime.”

“Oh.” Therumbling was closer. Karinahad avison of her crushed body lying in the wake of a speeding
sallcar. Her armwould be swinging limply. “I ... | can hear asailcar coming. Can’'t youdo something?’

“That depends on you, Karina.”

“For God' s sake, what do you want?’

“Y our word.”

One leg would be lying on the ground below, severed. “Y ou haveit!” cried Karina

“Karina, welivein adifficult year. It isayear of unpredictable, whirling happentracks. The Dedo
foreseesthis asthe year when her great Purpose could come to nothing. Y ou aone can ensure that the



Purpose will befulfilled.”
“How?Just tell me, and I'll doit!”

“You must do severd things. At intervals before the end of the year you' Il be faced with difficult
decisons. It isessentid to the Purpose that you take the right step every time.”

“How will | know?’

“I'll be there to guide you. It won't be easy for you, though.”
“I'll doit!” shouted Karinafrantically.

“Give me your solemnword, Karina.”

Karina composed hersalf and uttered the most sacred words a Specialist can utter; more sacred even
than the Kikihuahua Examples.

“I, Karina, swear by the bones of Mordecai N. Whirst that | will obey the commands of this True
Human.... Until the end of the year,” she added quickly. “Now, get me out of thig”

And suddenly, just for amoment, the woman was transformed and the humanity shone through. “Y ou
poor child— I'm so sorry.” She placed ahand gently on Karina sleg. “Just keep ill, will you.” And she
reached inside her robe and took out asmooth, dark stone. It was shot with red flecks and totally
ordinary in appearance; and she held Karina sleg straight, so that the bones were .

Karina concentrated on the Little Friends, and felt nothing.
The woman drew the stone down Karina sleg like a cold caress, and said, “Y ou can moveit, now.”

“That'sit?” Karinaflexed her leg and was astonished to find the break appeared to be mended.
Cautioudy she withdrew the Little Friends and they retreated into the recesses of her body, their work
done. There was no pain. It was as though the wound had never been. Now, with her new strength and
the handmaiden’ s help, shewas able to twist her foot free of the crutch. The skin was broken and it bled
dightly. “Can you use the stone again?’ she asked.

“No. Y our foot must bleed for awhile to remind you not to do astupid thing like thisagain. You're
preciousto theworld, Karina.”

Karinaasked, “What' s the Purpose you talked about?’

“You can’'t know the details. If you did, you could destroy it. Y ou are that important, Karina. But asfor
the overdl Purposg, it is directed towards ending the imprisonment of the greatest person the Earth has
ever known: Starquin, the Almighty Five-in-One.”

“Oh, just another religion.” Karinawas disappointed.

They swung to the ground. Karinatook a deep bresth and |ooked around. Everything looked fresh and
new. For amoment something the woman had said touched her mind, and she wondered if she had
stepped into a brand-new happentrack, leaving her old self dying on the sailway ...

“I fed sogood ,” she said happily.

“How do you like your world, Karina?’



“I'likeit fine. I like the sun and the ocean, and the cars sails againgt the trees, and the mountains.... And
the felino camp, and,” her face glowed suddenly with anticipation, “the Tortuga Festival, and dl the fun.”

“Have you ever thought there was anything se? Haven't you ever wondered what might beoutside dl
that?’

“Well, thefishermen tell of queer folk who live on rafts of weed outinthesea.... And themountain
peopletalk about mongtersinthejungle....”

“No, | meanreally outsde. Outsde thislittle space and time. Imaginethis, Karina. Imagineamillion
worlds spinning in space, some with people just like us, some with people who don’t know what evil
means, some with people S0 evil that folk are scared even to give their planet aname— and all of those
people human. And imagine other creaturestoo, not human, with different customs....”

“Likethe kikihuahuas, you mean?’
“Y es, and more besides.”

“It' sdl inthe Examples.” Karinawas suddenly impatient. A whole world waswaiting for her. Maybe a
narrow world by this queer woman’s standards, but aworld full of fun and excitement all the same.

“All right, | won’t keep you. Just remember, Karina. Every so often, | want you to look up at the stars
and to think of the Greataway, which isdl the dimensions of Time and Space — which Mankind used to
travel through, thirty thousand years ago before he lost the will and the ability. The Greataway will be
rediscovered, and you may play your part. Always remember Starquin, and your promise.”

And the warmth faded from the woman’ s voice, and her expression faded too; her face became hard and
the Mark of Agni showed again in mottled, livid scars.

“What' syour name?’ asked Karina. “You didn’t tell me.”

The handmaiden didn’t reply.

“Whoisthe Dedo?”’

“Sheistheflesh of Starquin— apart of hisbody in human form.”
“Wait! You haven't —"

But the Dedo’ s handmai den was gone, gliding away into the night. For amoment Karina stood there,
shaken by the transformation; it was as though she’ d been talking to two different women. Her mood of
exatation faded and she shivered, and suddenly the night was cold and the stars hard and threatening,
bright terrible little eyes. The Greataway.. ..

So Karinasummoned the Little Friends without quite redizing it; and thistime they entered her mind and
soothed her. She began to walk north towards the distant black mound of Camelback, the wooded hill
where the ambush was to take place. Above her, the sailway track was silent. The approaching car had
stopped.

The man who wanted to change the past.

The Pegman — Enriques de Jaid a, cdled Enri — wasindulging in acurious private ritual. Balanced
precarioudy on the guiderail some sSix metersfrom the ground, he was flapping hissinglearm likeabird



and uttering screeches. There was no logical reason for him to do this. The ideahad occurred to him a
few moments ago, so he had stopped the sailcar, climbed onto therail, and surrendered himself to
irretiondlity.

“Har! Har! Har!” he shouted, and the cry was borne by the winds across the coastdl plain and into the
foothills and the forest where the howler monkeys, hearing afaint strange sound, paused and |ooked up.

But the world didn’t change.

Enri climbed down, kicked histoe againgt the Sde of the sailcar fourteen times, took off the brake,
picked up the ropes and pulled in the boom. TheEstrella del Oeste began to move, jerkily. Enri
grimaced, squeezing up his eyes and sucking histeeth, and began to think of the Tigre grupo — the name
which people gave the headstrong sisterhood consisting of Karina, Runa, Teressa and, what wasthe
name of the quiet one? Saba.

Charming, vicious, lovely young inhuman girlswho, he suspected, would ambush him tonight. Pity they
didn’t have amother to keep them in check, or abrother to lend alittle finesse to their outlandish
behavior.

But lifewould be dull without them....

“| am the captain of the sailcarEstrella del Oeste! ” Enri shouted suddenly to agroup of rheas feeding
harmlessy below thetrack. “I sail for distant cantons with acargo of ripetortugawhich | will sdll for
enough money to buy the moon. Or at least, the Sister of the Moon,” he conceded, his mind wandering
to astrange, gigantic dome-thing he’ d once seen down the coast; athing dmost as big asamountain, its
top lostinthe clouds. “Oneday | will berich!” he shouted. “I'll buy my own sailcar! I'll have afleet of
slcard”

But theEstrella del Oeste didn’t even belong to him. It was an ancient Canton car, its days of fast
passenger work long over, abroken-down hulk with patched sails and frayed ropes eking out itslast
years asatrack maintenance vehicle. Initstimeit had held twenty passengersinitscylindrica hull, but
now the seats were gone, and the drapes and the luxuries, leaving only abare cavern some ten meters
long filled with the tools of Enri’ strade: wooden pegs, mallets, rope, bone needles and thread, ashovd, a
flint spokeshave, and severd barrels of stinking tumpfat for greasing therails and bearings. Enri’ sliving
guarters were there too; atiny cabin with abed, atable and afew possessions.

Enri rode on deck, behind the car’ s Single mast, gripping the mainsheet — the rope which controlled the
angle of the sail to thewind — like any crewman on one of the prestigious Company craft, controlling the
sailcar’ s gpeed by the tension of the rope and by occasiona judicious application of the brake. The wind
was light tonight, and he didn’t have to use the brake much.

TheEstrella del Oeste lumbered on while the Pegman dreamed of changing the course of history, and a
smdll part of hismind — the professiona part — gauged the state of the track by the fed of the deck’s
motion through the seat of his pants. Soon the car dowed. He had reached the long climb past
Camelback.

The wind chose that moment to dacken.

“Huff! Huff!” He shouted the traditiona crewman’s cry and blew pointlessy into thelimp sail. Thewind
dropped atogether.

The car wasrolling to a hdlt.



He stood, atall, thin figure in the moonlight, and shook the boom, inviting the wind. Hismood of elation
had evaporated. Now he saw himself as a broken-down True Human in a broken-down car. “ God damn
everything to hell!'” heydled. It would be morning before he reached Rangua at thisrate.

The car stopped. He siwung one-handed to the running rail and jammed a chock under the rear whed to
prevent the car rolling back down the grade and losing him what little ground he’ d gained. Walking back
to acrutch, he swung hismallet to check the security of the fastenings.

The mallet struck the crutch with asolid thunk. In the distance, the moon reflected pale silver on the sea.

“Sabotage!” he suddenly shouted, driving hisfist at the sky. “1’m asaboteur and I'm going to remove a
couple of pegsfrom this crutch, so that it will collgpse when the dawn car from Torres hitsit. Ten
important people will die in the splintered wreckage. The southbound track will be damaged too, and the
next car from Ranguawill pileinto the mess. More peoplewill diel”

Obsessed by hisvision of destruction he sat down, hisimagination racing. The Canton Lord would be on
the Torres car. Enri would be waiting near and would pull the Lord free, the instant before Agni struck
the wreck into flames. The Lord would give him land and Specidists, whom he would st to building
cars. Monkey-Specidigts, with deft fingers and tiny minds.

And then.... And then hewould search the wholeworld for Corriente, hislove. And he would find her,
and shewould cling to him, and they would live happily ever —

Thewind was blowing.

He walked dowly back to theEstrella del Oeste. There was no hurry, and he was lingering over the
dream.

Therail trembled. A dry bearing squeaked like arat.
Corriente, so warm, o loving....
TheEstrella del Oeste wasmoving!

It wasimpossible— yet the dark bulk of the old car was receding from him, whedlsrumbling on the
running rail, rigging straining to the fresh breeze. He began to run, awkwardly, one-armed and
unbalanced on the narrow rail dippery with tumpfat.

“Yaah!” he shouted, like afdino trying to hat ashruglegger.

A burst of clear, feminine laughter answered him. Now he shouted at himsdlf, calling himself afool. The
Tigre grupo had outwitted him again. He could see them now — four girls, leaning on the after-rall,
waving. They had sheeted the sail in tight and now, for al he knew, were going to take theEstrella dl the
way to Rangua South Stage. “ Stop!” he yelled.

“Not for aman who dreams of sabotage!” camethe cry. “Y ou ought to be ashamed of yourself — and
you a pegman, too!”

Damned fdinas! Heran on, muttering. Teressawas at the bottom of this. She' d put them up to it, thelittle
bitch. Sabawas too timid and Runawould see the consequences, and Karina ... Karinawastoo nice.
But Teressa could sway them all. She would grow up to be abandida , thet girl.

Somebody must have touched the brake — Karina probably — because he heard a scraping sound and
the sailcar dowed. He reached the door and swung himself inside, blundered through the tools and stink



and climbed the short ladder to the deck.
“Hello, Pegman!”

The four girlslay about the deck in attitudes of innocence, and Teressawas even mending afrayed rope.
Helplesdy heregarded them: cat-girls, descendants of some ancient genetic experiment, come back to
haunt Man in the person of him, Enriques de Jai’ a, pegman for the Rangua Canton. “1 am human!” he
suddenly shouted. “1 am Mankind!”

“Of courseyou are, Enri,” said Karina. “So arewe.” There was adight reproach in her tone.

He' d meant no harm; he' d hardly been aware of his own outburs. “Y ou’ re goddamned jaguar girls,” he
muttered.

“But you love us,” said Teressa, not even looking up from her work.

“Aah, what the hdl!” To hisintense embarrassment he found tearsin his eyes and he turned away, facing
north. The wind was strengthening with every moment and he must pull himself together. There was some
difficult sailing between here and Rangua; the sailway turned inland for a short distance and cars had been
known to jib in the sudden shift of wind. Last year, theReine de la Plata had had her mast carried away
and acrewman killed. Felinos and shrugleggers had towed the disgraced craft into Rangua, laughing
derigvely.

No, the Camdback Funndl, asit was called, was a difficult stretch for aman with one arm.

“And you couldn’t do without us,” said Runa serioudy. “Not inthiswind.” She handled the sheets,
dackening them off while Saba eased the halliard and Karina, climbing to the lookout pogt, jerked the sall
downwards. Teressathreaded aline through the cringles and in no time the sail was negtly reefed — a
manoeuver hewastotaly unableto carry out himself. The car rode more steadily as the pressure on the
lee guiderail eased.

“They shouldn’'t expect youto do it al yourself,” said Karina
“It'sthisornojobat al.”
“Then don’'t work. Plenty of people in South Stage don’'t work. Other people look after them.”

“Ligten!” he was suddenly bellowing, placing his hands at the side of hishead like mules ears. “You're
talking about afelino camp! Y ou people are different! Y ou go around in grupos! True humansaren't like
that. We'remore.... solitary. The weak onesdie. It's good for the species.”

Karinasaid quietly, “Tonight a True Human helped me.”

“Huh?’

“I broke my leg. | waslying trapped on therail. She came and mended my leg, and set mefree.”
“If you broke your leg you wouldn't be able to stand on it now.”

“She hedled it right away, with astone.”

“Ah, what the hell.” Hewasn't going to argue.

But her ssters had aready descended on Karinaand the four girls had become a struggling, fighting mass
on the deck; half-play, half-serious. “Broken leg, en?’ Teressawas shouting, twisting vicioudy a



Karina s ankle. Meanwhile Runawas dragging Karina s alpacatunic over her head and Saba, safe now
Karinawas effectively trussed and blinded, was pounding away at her body with her fists. TheEstrella
del Oeste rolled on through the night. Enriques de Jai’ aturned away, checking the set of the sall. Felinas
had no sense of decency, and Karinawore no pants, and how much was aman supposed to take?

“Har! Har! Haaaar!” he roared into the wind, acutely embarrassed by his own emotions.

The struggling mass rolled across the deck and brought up with a crash againgt the efter rail. He stole a
glance and saw that Karina, freed from the tunic and naked, was fighting back. She'd thrown an arm
around Teressa s neck from behind and was throttling her, meanwhile getting a devastating kick into
Runa s somach. Saba, smdler than her ssters and wesker, |eft the battle and joined him on the
foredeck. She was panting and her colour was not good. Enri put an arm around her.

“Too rough for you, sweetheart?’
“I just get tired so quickly, that’sdl. | wish | waslike Teressa, | redly do.”

It had been amultiple birth, anorma occurence among felinos. More unusualy, the babies had al been
girls. Although mae felino children generdly leave the grupos at puberty, ether to squire an unrelated
grupo or to join the bachel ors at the other end of the camp, their presence in the childhood grupo
provides a steadying influence in the formative years. The death of the mother had not helped and, with
the formidable El Tigretoo involved with hisrevolutionary plotting to guide the four wild daughters of one
of hisfivewives, the girls had gone their own way.

Now Runawas vomiting over the Sde, Teressawas leaning againgt the mast, mauve-faced and gagging,
and Karinawas getting dressed.

“Teressadoesn't look very happy,” said the Pegman.
Sabalooked round, smiled and said, “I’ d change places with her even now. She' s strong.”

Karinajoined them. The wind had freshened and her hair streamed like flames. “ Aren't you glad we're
here, Pegman? What would you do without us? That last gust would have taken the mast right out of this
old tub, if we hadn’t reefed for you.” She made no mention of the fight. It was an everyday occurrencein

the grupo, a part of growing up.
But Enri asked, curious, “Why do you awayswin, Karina?’
“Because nothing hurts her,” said Saba.

“No, I'mjust better than them, that’sdll,” said Karina. She had never told anyone about the Little
Friends. That was her secret, and ingtinctively she knew she d better keep it. Felinoswith redl
peculiarities— as digtinct from Sabawho was smply not strong — had ahabit of being found dead.

The sailcar reached the downgrade and roared through Camelback Funnel with the speed of agdloping
horse, and the girls shouted and laughed with excitement as the craft bucked from side to side and the
guiderails screamed awarning. Teressa stood guard over the brake lever, daring Enri to approach,
knowing that this strange True Human friend of theirswould never get involved inaphysicd struggle with
them.

“Karina— just go and put that brake on, will you?” Enri pleaded, hanging onto a stanchion with hisone
hand.

But Karinawas ydling with the fun of it, sanding on the prow of theEstrella del Oeste like abeautiful



figurehead, braced againgt the handrails. “No way!” she shouted back against the bedlam screeching of
tortured wood. Enri sniffed, smelling hot bearings.

Then he thought:what the hell. Just for afew moments he' d forgotten his need to rearrange theworld's
history.

Too soon they reached Rangua South Stage, the shanty-town of vampiro tents at the foot of the hill on
which stood Rangua Town. Teressa surrendered the brake, laughing a him with danting eyesashe
hauled on the handle and managed to bring the runaway car to ahdt. The girls climbed down, calling to
the felinos and showing their legs. The felinos, mostly bachel ors but with afew fathers among them,
muttered disapprovingly at the association between the girls and a True Human.

“He |l kissyou while he stabs you in the back, Teressal” one of them shouted, repeating the traditiona
saying about True Humans, although in expurgated form out of deference to her age.

Then they hitched up the shrugleggersfor the two-kilometer climb to the town. The running rail
descended to ground level for this purpose; the gradient was too steep for any sailcar to climb unassisted
in anything but gale-force winds. Ten shrugleggers sufficed for the job, and with oaths and yellsfrom the
fdinostheEstrella del Oeste was soon moving again.

Enri dackened off the halliard and furled the sail. Now that the girls were gone and the exhilarating ride
over, hefdt let down. A surly felino sat on deck, another led the shrugleggers. The wheels creaked, the
car felt heavy and dead. The felino on deck had his back to him, sitting on the prow where the lovely
Karinahad stood, hislegs dangling and his head bowed, half adeep, his neck vulnerable to an ax
blow....

Nowthat would change history.

That would be just the kind of open clash between True Human and felino which was needed to spark
off the present tinder-box of relations.

Therewas an ax hanging from the shrouds for usein an emergency. Enri took it down and hefted it in his
hand. 1t was heavy but well-balanced, and the blade was the keenest flaked stone. Enri often did illogical,

crazy things....

But the feino would bleed, and maybehurt.

Enri put the ax back and stared at the eastern sky which was brightening with dawn.

“Haaaar!” hecried. “Har! Har! Har!” And he dapped his hand against the mast, again and again.
Thefelino looked round; aquick askance |ook.

Then Enri heard anoise below, aclatter and thump against the squesking and rumbling of Estrella.
Somebody was down there. An intruder, in his private domain. Somebody fooling with histhings,
robbing him, most likely — maybe even abandido .

Hetook up the ax again and, yelling, descended the ladder into the cabin.

“I'm going to kill you!” he shouted, staring around the dark interior. “1 can seeyou.” But he couldn’t. He
was shouting to cover hisown nervousness. A felini, however — with those catlike eyes— could see
him.

“Y ou wouldn’t kill me, would you, Pegman?’ said asoft voice.



He dropped the ax. “Where are you, Karina?’
“Sitting on your bed.”

“Why?" He forced his mind away from the mental image of warm limbs, adim body dressed in dpaca,
and said, “1 don't need to kill you. Y our father will do it for me, when he finds out where you' ve been.
Now — what do you want?’

The car moved out of the trees and a pale glimmer of early daylight came through the porthole. Karina
was adark slhouette. She said, “Tonight | met aqueer woman. She said she was the handmaiden of a
bruja called the Dedo. Y ou’ re awise man, Enri. Y ou know more about the world than | do — and
you' re a True Human too. Y ou know the legends, and you sing songs of the past. Why would that
woman have said | would become famous? And she did heal my leg; sheredly did.”

The Dedo....
Theword struck achord in Enri’s memory.

.... Therewas adense jungle and the harsh screaming of birds, and he' d left the other trackmen and
goneexploring....

And amonster had charged him, bursting out of athicket.

Hugeit was, and terrible, carrying an aura of unspeakable evil. Not jaguar, nor bear nor cai-man, yet
possessing the most fearful characteristics of dl three, and bigger than any of them, bigger even than the
mythica thylacosmilus, about which he' d sometimes sung songs. But he never sang songs of this monger,
in theyearswhich followed.

So he ran until he collgpsed sobbing with fear and exhaustion beside astream, and while he lay therea
girl cameto him— agirl beautiful beyond measure, more beautiful even than Corriente, hislove; but
cold.

In avoice without expression she had said, “Don’'t be larmed. Bantus will not harm you now. Y ou are
outsidethevalley, you see....” And they had talked for awhile, of Time and happentracks.

lam the Dedo, the beautiful girl had said. You will never forget me.
“What else did she say? Can you remember the exact words?’

Surprised at the tensenessin hisvoice, Karinasaid, “1 didn’t understand alot of it. She used strange
words. The Greataway — that was her word for the sky, | think. Ifalong.... Other words. That'sit —
shesaid, ‘In certain tracks of the Ifalong you will be famous.” Me, famous? What do you make of that,
E?

“If the Dedo’ s handmaiden said you will befamous,” said Enri carefully, “then | think you will. | met the
Dedo mysdlf once, and | believe her.” Hetried to amile. “ People will write songs about you. Maybe |
should write one, to befirst.”

“But what aretracks of the Ifaong?’

“The Dedo saysthat Time congsts of happentracks, al branching out from the present. So that at any
moment your future might go oneway or the other, depending on what you do. The Ifaong isthetota of
al these happentracksin the future, when there are abillion different ways things might have happened.
One thing the Dedo can do, istosee dl these happentracksin the Ifalong, and work out the course



people ought to take.”
Karinacaught a glimpse of immengty. “ Ought to take, why? What’ s the purpose? Why not just live?’
“I think she thinksthere’ smoreto life than that. But she didn’t tell mewhat.”

Karinawas thinking deeply. “1 wonder.... Do you think it might be possible tochange things, by jumping
onto another happentrack which had branched off some time before? Suddenly find yoursdlf in adifferent
world, where....” Her voicetrailed avay. She was going to say: where my mother istill dive.... “No,”
shesad. “You’ d have to do something so strange that it was completely out of placein your

happentrack, something which Smply didn’t fit in with the way things are, something —"

“Yes, youwould,” said the man who thought coolly of murder, and was given to meaningless bursts of
shouting, and who perched on rails flapping like abird.

On Urubu’s deck.

The southbound dawn sailcar was captained by the infamous Herrero so Karina hung about the station
for awhile, drawing curious glances from True Humans who wondered why she hadn’t returned to South
Stage with the other felinos.

She knew her father would be waiting for her and she couldn’t face hisrage, not yet. It was daylight now,
and in the distance the sun was coming up over the rim of the sea. Rangua sat on a shoulder of the

coastal mountains. Inland, the jungle crawled up the dopes and there were great cleared meadows where
dow-moving tumps could be seen: huge mounds of flesh eating their way acrossthe landscape in the care
of thetumpiers.

The town was smdll, bright and neat, and the signs of wedlth were everywhere. The storeswere full of
exotic goods and bright woven fabrics from the great southern plains, and the people, mostly True
Humans, were well-fed and clean, busily getting the town ready for the day. West, in the distant foothills,
stood the white Palace of the Canton Lord, with his private sailway winding through the tumpfields.

“Hey there, cat girl!” The greeting camefrom agrimy individud leaning againgt awal; evenin Rangua
Town there were derdlicts. Karinagrinned at him with some mdice, toyed with theidea of teasing, then
realized that the datting noise of the car’ s sails had ceased. The crew had hauled them tight and the car
was about to depart. She ran along the dusty street pursued by the ribald shouts of the bum, reached the
trackside and, timing her moment, seized the guide-arm of the sailcarUrubu asit rumbled past. In one
fluid movement she hauled hersdf up onto the arm, laughed into the amazed face of an ederly passenger
who stared out of anearby porthole, and swung herself to the deck above.

TheUrubu was atwo-master and the crew of four were busy. Thewind waslight and it needed dl their
skill to keep the car moving; they hauled on the sheets to the ingtructions barking out of avoicepipe on
the foredeck.

Then the car reached the downgrade and began to accelerate, and the men relaxed and turned their
attention to the young girl leaning on the after-rall.

“Captain Herrero will kill you,” one of them said. “'Y ou know what he thinks of feinos.”

“He |l never know,” answered Karina. The captain controlled the craft from atiny cabin in the nose of
the car, under the foredeck.

“Hewill if I tdl him.”



“But youwon't.” She stared at him in some contempt.

He grinned, embarrassed by the certainty in her tone, at her knowledge that he couldn’t bring himsdlf to
harm her. “Y ou're one of El Tigre' sgrupo, aren’'t you?’ Although deck crews were True Humans, they
had agood knowledge of felinos and their ways and were often used as mediatorsin disputes.

But Karinas' s attention had been caught by ashiny object, one of six setinarow of holesina
deck-coaming. “What ...?" She pulled one out and stared at it. “Wheat are these?’

“Knives, of course.”

“But....” That smooth, shiny surface, cold to thetouch.... “They’remetal! They.... Why do you have
metal knives?’” Suddenly the thing seemed to sear her hand and she dropped it to the deck. Touched by
Agni. The metal was cursed by the Wrath of Agni. All metal was.

Now alarger man spoke, dow and deep. “We have meta knivesto protect ourselves against bandit
gangs of felinas”

“Butit'sillegd. It'sheresy!”
“Let’sjust say that Captain Herrero' sreligion involves keeping his crew safe, and welikeit that way.”

“But ... there'sonly one religion — the Kikihuahua Examples. And the Examples say that metd is cursed
by Agni the Fire-God, and that people are happier without it.” She was staring at the knife. “ And that
thing provesthe Examples areright. The knifeisfor killing.”

Now thefirst man said, “ The knives were found in an old dwelling. They were not wrought by any
Ranguan man. They’re used in an emergency if asheet jamsin agdeand the car isin danger.”

And the big man added, “ And they’re used in defense.” He moved close to Karina. “How isyour father,
girl?1shedill plotting rebellion? Does he il think the felinos could run the sailways better themsdlves?
Tdl himthis.” He reached out and gathered up ahandful of her tunic and, hisfingers biting into her breadt,
he pulled her close. “Tdl him we reready. Tl him about the knives. Tell him we don't fight any fairer
than he does.” Hisface was a centimeter from hers and she could smell his bregth, and fedl the mist of
sdlivawhich accompanied his speech.

“Little Friends,” she said to herself, blanking out her reaction to the man’s presence, “don’t let me lose
my temper.”

“Let her go, Antrez,” said one of the crew unhappily.

“And | tell you another thing, cat-girl,” said the big man. “If there’ s any trouble from you people at the
Tortuga Festiva thisyear, why, me and my friends have arranged alittle surprise. | suppose you and your
kind think you' re the only oneswho hunt in packs? Well, now, the next time you take it into your heads
to attack a True Human, you' Il be making one hell of amistake. Thistime, cat-girl, you'll find us ready
andwaiting.”

“Me?" said Karina, while the Little Friends held her in check. “ Meattack a True Human?' Her eyes
daredinto his.

Her eyeslike hummingbirds, amber and dive....

“You people....” Now hewas unsure of himsdlf. “Y ou eat meat. That’ syour problem. Y ou usethe
Examples when they suit you, but you eat meat.” His expression changed as he watched her, and he



blinked. He realized he was holding her breast and he let go, ashamed. Suddenly shewasagirl — avery
lovely young girl, whom he was bullying. He wondered what had got into him; whether some of Captain
Herrero was rubbing off on him.

Heturned away and left her standing there. As he went, he mumbled something that sounded very much
likesorry.... TheUrubu rumbled on down the dope. Karina stood trembling with rage and disgust while
the morning sun began to warm the deck. Another crewman approached her and said, “Don’t mind
Antrez — he takes hisresponsibilities serioudy. He' sin charge up here. And let’ sfaceit, girl, your father
has no love for True Humans. And alot of sailcars have been raided recently.”

“The good ones are never attacked.” But the Little Friends were soothing her and this True Human
meant well. Shetried to smile.

“That’ sbetter.” He grinned at her. * Friends?’
Then the voice of Captain Herrero rasped from the pipe.

“Stand by for South Stage— and if any of those animalstry to steal aride kick them right off the deck.
Pay out the mizzen sheet and brake for the curve — now! Watch out for that brute to starboard — looks
like he hasarock in hishand. By Agni — it'SEl Tigre! Right — haul in al sheets now and away we go!”

Karinalegped from the deck, rolled in the dirt, and stood.
TheUrubu gathered speed, salling rapidly away acrossthe coastd plain in the bright morning sunlight.
“And just wherein hdl have you been, girl?’

El Tigre towered above Karina. In one hand he clutched arock. In the other he held amule whip, which
he dapped ominoudy againg histhigh.

Meeting of the revolutionaries.

It was abad morning for El Tigre and it had been abad night before. He' d called amesting for sundown
in the big community hut at the north end of the camp near the bachel or vampiros. 1t had not been well
attended. He' d suspected this would happen, because people had been avoiding his eyes during the day.

At sundown he stood donein the hut, waiting for the others. It was quiet outside, and the last wisps of
cooking smoke faded away; nobody can cook in the evening, when the sunisgone. It was amoment of
peace which the anticipation of the coming meseting could not destroy. As he stood there. El Tigre
thought:1 love this place. | love the people and the things, the bright sun and the ever-cooling
winds. | love thetall, Slow men and the noisy vicious bands of fighting girls. | love the sounds
andthe peace, the day and the night. | love the women.... Hismind dwet kindly for amoment on the
women he' d known; the grupos he' d fathered. There had been Belleza and Tanaril, Amoraand
Serena.... And others. His musings dlowed. Serena, the mother of Teressa, Karina, Runaand Saba.
Serena, who was gentle in an unusua way, and very loving, and strangely devoted. Serena, who was
dead....

And hiswhole being rose up in amoment of supreme, overpowering hatred for the True Humans, who
had killed Serena.

“El Tigre! Isanything the maiter?’

Hislieutenant. Torch, had arrived and was regarding him in concern. El Tigre' sface was corded with



veins and hisfistswere clenched in the air. He looked murderous, and somehow doomed.
“No, I'mfine.” The voice, after amoment’s pause, was deep and dow. “Whereis everybody?’

“| saw Ligero and Manoso on their way, and others. Maybe,” suggested Torch with deference, “ maybe
it'snot the best time for meetings. El Tigre. The Festival is near. People have other thingsto think of.”

In the end there were about a dozen men in the hut. Big broad men, bigger than most True Humans,
heavy of shoulder and haunch, with adow, graceful way of moving. They were uneasy in one another’s
company; felinos are solitary creatures. Only the powerful presence of El Tigre could bind them together;
and tonight, even hewasto have his difficulties. As Torch had said, it was not the best time. The sky
darkened outside and the fema e grupos moved silently about their business, some of them dipping avay
into the bush, others gathering around the cooling sun-ovensto tell stories.

The grupo which bore El Tigre's name because it had no mother passed by the door of the community
hut, and Teressacdled, “ Seeyou later, father!”

El Tigre growled, fedling embarrassed yet proud that his daughter had called to him, and began to
address the meeting.

“Friends! | spesk of revolution!”

“What, again?’ came the audible comment and El Tigre, with that excellent night vison of hisrace, saw
thelips of Dozo moving. Dozo, the elder sage, the fat bachelor who had never sired agrupo; the witty,
lazy cynic who dways seemed to be laughing at the ways of men.

Torch supported his leader, advancing on Dozo. “1f you don’t want to hear of revolution, then get back
to your quarters where the young bachdorsare. Y ou might find it more interesting!” Thiswas areference
to Dozo' s rumored sexua preferences — arumor which had never been proved. Or disproved, for that
matter, Snce Dozo had an infuriating way of suggesting that the affairs of men were of little Sgnificance
and that sex was possibly at the bottom of the list.

“I wouldn't missthe sight of El Tigre making afool of himself for dl thetortugasin Rangua,” said Dozo,
folding hisarms across his ample paunch and lying back against thewall.

“Wadll, just be quiet, will you,” said El Tigre. Then heraised hisvoice again. “1 have called you together to
hear some important news which was brought over the hill today by one of our people from North Stage.
He told me about developmentsin the deltawhich are athreeat to usal. It seems— and our informant
was sure of hisfacts— that a secret establishment has been set up. Now, thisplaceis as closely guarded
as the tortuga compounds themselves and the North Stage felinos have not been able to get through.
However —’

“They haveit on theword of certain howler monkeys,” interjected Dozo, mimicking El Tigre ssyle
perfectly.

“They had it from the tortuga guards — Specidistslike ourseves—"

“What!” Dozo scrambled to hisfeet, serioudy annoyed. “Y ou compare us with the tortuga guards? Do
you know whét they are, El Tigre? Have you ever actudly seen them, yoursaf?’

“Of course | have. They're Specidigts. All Specidists are brothers. We are dl human beings of the Third
Species, the Children of Mordecai.”

“They'recrocodiles , for God's sake,” snapped Dozo. “ They have crocodile genesin their make-up and



by God, it shows. They’ re untrustworthy, stupid and vicious. They lieingtinctively. If you're caling this
meeting on the word of a crocodile, then | suggest you save your breath. Me, I’ ve heard enough.”

Saying this, he lumbered out of the door and into the night. He left a silence behind him. His aorupt
departure had had far more effect than any of hisusua dy asides.

“Wasit redlly the crocodiles who told your informant, El Tigre?’ asked thetdl, stooping Diferir.

El Tigre spoke with bardly-suppressed rage. “ They arenot crocodiles. They are cai-men. It is contrary to
the Examplesto refer to human beings by anima names. Itisasbad,” he said dowly, “ascaling us
jaguars”

“But that' s exactly what they callyou ,” murmured Manoso, thetricky one. “El Tigre. Thejaguar.”

“That' sdifferent!” roared El Tigre, aware that he waslosing hisaudience. “Listen to me! Whilewe' re
arguing trividities the True Humans are massing to attack!”

“Attack?’

“Yes, attack! And what better time than the Tortuga Festival, when our women are drunk and copulating
and unableto fight!” Now he had their attention again. He continued in tones of quiet menace. “Inthe
ddtathe True Humans are congtructing sailcars. But thisis not the usua spate of building we see before
the Festival, when the Cantons and the Companies compete to supply their captains with the biggest and
swiftest cars. That's happening aswell, of course. The tortugaloading yard is buzzing with True Humans
and their apish carpenters. It s no secret.

“But deep in the mangroves of the deltathey’ re building a different type of car — lighter and carrying
more sail than anything we ve ever seen. Thefirgt of this new breed has dready been tested. My spy tells
meit flew down therailslike thewind itsdf. He said he’ d never seen such speed — and mark this, my
friends. He said the car was virtually soundless. It flitted past him like awhite ghost. It was amoonlit
night, and he got agood look at the captain and crew. The captain was Tonio. The name of the car is
Rayo — the Thunderbolt!”

Now Arrojo spoke excitedly. “Let’s send the gruposin! | can raise three— that’ s fourteen women —
for thiskind of fight. It satime for cooperation!”

“It'stoo late tonight,” said Diferir. “ The grupos are scattered all over the place. Anyway, athing likethis
needs careful planning. We must define our objectives: what, after dl, are wetrying to achieve?’

“I may be stupid,” said Torpe, alolling fdino, dow of speech, whose mouth tended to gape like a
yawning llamaand who was, in fact, stupid, “but surely El Tigre madeit plain that our objectiveisthe
destruction of thisRayo .”

“But I’'m not stupid.” The voice came from the doorway and El Tigre groaned. It was Dozo, who' d been
unable to follow through with his grand exit and who' d hovered about outside, listening. “And | need to
know abit more. What exactly isthethresat in thisRayo , El Tigre? Why do you say the humans are
massing to attack? Surely the Rayo — if it exits— isjust one more fast car. If it' sfaster than the others,
this means Captain Tonio will reach the southern markets before the other cars, and will get the best
pricesfor histortugas, and earn abonus. And since he’ s employed by Rangua Canton, the Lord will
profit too. It'san affair of True Humans. Why should we care?’

“BecauseRayo can travel fagter than aman on galloping horseback,” said El Tigre quietly.  Just think
about that for amoment, Dozo.”



And Dozo sad, “Oh.”

The others, standing and sitting around in the darkened hut, chewed this over. Nobody spoke. In a short
while, even Torpe had worked out the significance of the True Humans' technologica advance....

“So now,” sad El Tigre heavily, rubbing it in, “acar full of soldiers can be transported anywhere on the
coast before warning of its approach can be given. We would know nothing until the car appeared and
unloaded. All our work — the scouting system we' ve built up over the years— will be usdless”

“ButtheSgndmen...?’
“They’ ve never been on our Sde. Don't kid yourself.”
“But wearenot a war,” said Diferir mildly.

“We ve dways been a war. Ever sincethe great Mordecal created the first Specidist, we' ve been at
war with the True Humans.”

“Thisisquiteamoment in history,” said Dozo in cam tones. “ Do you redlize, it’ s probably thousands of
years since humans have been able to travel faster than agaloping horse? I’ d hate to think that war was
the only purpose of this step forward. Perhaps we should make sure of our facts before we do anything
foolish. If True Humans had wanted to attack us, they’ d have found ways of doing it before now.
Sometimes | think you' re blinded by your hatred, El Tigre”

“Make sure of our facts,” echoed Diferir the cautious.

“There are better ways of finding things out than talking to crocodiles,” said Manoso. “ This Captain
Tonio, for instance. He passes by most days. While I’m sure hewould tell us nothing, he often has his
sonwith himin the car. Now ayoung boy, gullible, engaged in conversation on the long pull up to the
Town, well.... Need | say more?’

“True Humans are frightened of felinos,” Ligero objected. “We retoo big for them.”

“Who said anything about men?’ Manoso chuckled. “1 had in mind ayoung girl from the camp —
beautiful, sexud.... True Humansare not scared of solitary women.”

“So long as there was no suggestion of agrupo.” Now Ligero laughed. “ Even | am scared of grupos.”

“A solitary girl, ininnocent conversation with Captain Tonio' sboy Raoul....” Manoso'sinsnuating tones
whigpered through the hut, firing their imaginations. “ A girl about hisown age, pretty, friendly....”

“Who are you suggesting, Manoso?’ asked El Tigrein ominous tones.
“I'msureyou’ll think of someone, El Tigre”

The meeting degenerated into idle chatter. El Tigre stood silent and sombre. Nothing had changed. He
doubted that the felinos would ever take concerted action againgt the True Humans. Feline males are
solitary and independent, and that factor aone meant that the True Humans would always stay on top.
And yet the felinos had what ought to be the deciding wegpon, in the grupos. Nobody fights so bravely,
so sKkilfully, so cohesively asagrupo of felinas. Y et if awegpon cannot be coordinated and properly
deployed, itsvaueislimited....

El Tigre'sdream.



The True Humans came like locusts, pouring out of an endless succession of fast sailcars and swarming
into the camp, consuming everything and leaving only the bones of vampiro tents behind like corn stubble.
The grupos fought to the death while the big maes roared orders from strategic points until, themselves
beset by enemies, they seized their ironwood swords and laid about them. But the True Humans came
on, irresistible, superior, well-organized. The grupos fought in little knots of snarling fury and went under,
one by one. The maes were beaten back to the bachelor quarters and in the end, acknowledging defest,
melted away into the bush....

El Tigredtirredin hisdeep.

.... Yes, there had been talk of araid, but it had been asmal thing; just afew drunken True Humans
sumbling down from Town, seventeen years ago. Chuckling, whispering, out for mischief, nothing more.
The felinadwelling they chose was avampiro tent right on the edge of camp. Inside was the newest
mother and her four infants, all adeep. In time they would have been amatriarcha grupo to be reckoned
with. Apart from one sickly baby they were unusualy big children and the mother had been unusua

too — with beauty, grace, swiftness and courage which had set her apart and destined her for mating
with thefinest manin camp....

El Tigre, rolling over, uttered asmall cry.

She' d taken three True Humans with her. Their bodieslay disembowelled, dmost dismembered, nearby.
Serena had paid for their lives. She was only marked on breast and thigh, but she had paid heavily,
because after the remaining True Humans had had their fun they’ d taken her sword — afine thing of
stone-chiselled iron-wood — and they’ d driven it up her, killing her that way.

El Tigre awakened to a nightmare vison and spent amoment staring around the interior of his dwelling,
reorienting himsdlf inthefirst glow of daylight, telling himsdf that the horror had been along time ago.

Now he arose and dressed, and walked out into the morning. People were tirring, turning the sun-ovens
to catch thefird rays. An aromaof broiled tumpmest lay on the breeze. El Tigre, his sscomach rebelling,
strode towards the sailway track. Here was a scene of activity and in the shouts of felinos and the rattling
of harness he hoped to lose the night’s memories.

Sereng, trandfixed.. ..

The southbound dawn car came into view, rumbling down the hill from Rangua Town. A carload of
humans.... Almost without thinking, he' d bent down and picked up alarge, jagged rock. The car drew
level and he saw the saturnine Captain Herrero — certainly theleast popular of the captains— eyeing
him from the forecabin. Somehow El Tigre restrained himself and the car was past, lumbering away
acrosstheplan.

And hisdaughter Karinawasrolling in the dirt, then standing and making a playful gestureto the receding
deck crew.

Dropping the rock he seized her arm, jerking her towards him. Their eyes met, and athrill of fear went
through Karina; she’ d never seen her father look so ...mad , in an animal way, like awounded jaguar
finaly taunted into attacking. And he, El Tigre— he saw in her face dl the betrayd of years; al thetimid
dedls made between felinos and True Humans, dl the salling-out, lies and mistrust; the broken treeties,
the skirmishes, the haggling over prices, the cheating and stealing. So long as people pretended to this
sham truce, it would dwaysbelikethis...

Karina s smilewas gone, but her fear had faded quickly too, because she understood this huge person
before her. He was notloco . Things had gone wrong for him again, that was dl — and if hewas going to



beat her because of it, she couldn’t stop him. Her muscles tensed, she regained her balance and stood
foursquare, prepared to do her best. Her hands were open, her fingers hooked.

El Tigre saw her expression change, and felt her weight shift into afighting stance. He waslooking into
her eyes as her fear faded, and he' d seen that fear replaced by an understanding which, for an instant,
caused rage to throb even more violently in hisbrain.

Thegirl ispitying me....

Others arrived, moving into the perimeter of hisrage. Idle spectators. And — not so idle— Teressa,
Runaand Saba. They stood near, waiting for him to make his move, waiting to move themsalves. They
would not alow amember of their grupo to be beaten, not even by their father. So it was going to bea
full-scale fight. Now he, too, moved into position. He would feint towards Karina and then take Teressa
as she camein. Karinawould be last, because she couldn’t be hurt, so she never knew when to stop
fighting.

Karina, her eyes....

And suddenly hefound his mind dwelling on something which had happened long ago, up inthe
mountains He was lying on the forest floor and didn’t know where he was, or how he'd got there .
A girl had come up to him and said, “1 am the Dedo. Don't be frightened. Y ou’ ve come along way, and
you' ve been sick. Y ou will never remember anything which happened before this moment. Now, come
with me and meet the woman who will be your mate, andremember her. ”

She d taken his hand and led him among a system of interconnecting lakes and there, lying on the bank of
the broadest |ake, they’ d found a girl with auburn hair. Although her eyes were open she seemed to be
adeep. He d looked along time into those eyes, seeing something living behind them — not just ahuman
mind, but something ese— something ... dien. “Go and make your lifein thefdino camp,” the Dedo
had said, “and adways remember this deeping woman, whose nameisSerena . Get out of thisvalley as
quickly asyou can, because your very presence unba ances the scales of nature here, and may result in
your degth.”

So he'd run, hearing agreat crashing in the bush behind him. He d lived in the felino camp, sired children
there and become leader of his people. And when, some years later, Serena arrived, he' d loved her....

Karina her eyes.... They watched him with alife of their own.
They were Serend s eyes, reborn in the daughter.

El Tigre'sown eyesfilled with tears and he turned away, saddened and awed. He began to walk back
towards the camp. Teressa, Runaand Saba moved away among the shrugleggers who shied and
watched them with ralling eyes.

Karinaran to catch her father, and took his hand.

The morning meat car had stopped nearby and the crewmen had watched the incident with interest. One
of them said,

“That’sagood-looking girl. And just look &t the Sze of that malel”

“El Tigreand hisdaughter,” said another, knowledgably. *“ For amoment | thought there’ d be afight.

She' squiteadgirl, but she hates our guts. Funny, though — felinos hardly ever fight among themselves.
They'reasviciousasal Agni, and yet they leave one another alone. They hardly ever challenge their own
pecking order.”



“Likeanimals” said thefirst spesker....

So the two humans of the Third Species walked away holding hands, and there had been no victory, no
defeat. They knew the strengths and weaknesses of each other, and they each had an inner knowledge of
the value of each other to their people — and, possibly, to some other great Purpose.....

“I met afunny woman last night,” said Karina. “ She told me some strange things. She was a True Human,
and | needed to talk to the Pegman about her. I'm sorry, father.”

Thelion of aman beside her, histemper soothed by her presence, growled, “I love you, Karina—
aways remember that. Thereisnot much red lovein the world. True Humans are murdering bastards,
and it shames mein front of our people when you' re friendly with them. | don’'t need to remind you what
happened to your mother.”

Karinasad quietly, “Don’'t ever worry about my feelingsfor True Humans.”

They passed vampiros where women cooked, laying strips of tumpmest on the blackened rocks of the
sun-ovens, then aligning the concave hemitrexes so that they caught the sun’ srays and focussed them on
theraw flesh. The felinaswere dow and lazy, and they taked deepily to one another asthey worked,
recounting stories of the night’ s prowling and hunting-games. Soon they would est, then drowse the rest
of the day away.

El Tigre sat on the ground outside Karina s vampiro while she cooked mest for him. Later the other
members of the grupo joined them and, after awhile, Torch. The young felino’ s eyes burned with
excitement.

“Last night, wetold them, El Tigre!”
“Dozotold us, | thought.”

“No— dl we need now isfor Karinahereto....” Hisvoicetrailed away as he remembered it was El
Tigre' sjob to brief Karina on the seduction of Raoul, and maybe El Tigre had not seen fit to broach the
guestion yet. He watched the girlswith his hot eyes. Teressa, Runa, Karinaand, well, Saba. 1t would be
fun to mate with them. They lay around lazy and replete, and Karina stunic barely covered her hips.
They were aprime grupo — suitable mates for the future leader of the camp....

“Manoso doesn't tell mewhat to do,” El Tigre growled.

“Eh?’ Torch dragged histhoughts away from warm flesh. “ Of course not, El Tigre!”
“Neither does Karina consort with True Humans.”

“What' sthis?’ asked Karina,

“Of coursenot, El Tigre! | just thought —”

“It' sadegrading thing to suggest of agirl such asKarina A woman'sjob is hunting and fighting, not
wheedling secrets out of True Humang!”

Karinawas fidgeting with impatience. “Hunting? The Examplesforbid red hunting with akill at the end of
it. We only play. And fighting? We play at that, too.” She was now thoroughly awake again. * Father —
let me wheedle secrets out of a True Human! It sounds like fun.”

“Ah, by the Sword of Agni,” grumbled El Tigre. “No!”



“But | want —"

“No!” Real anger flashed in El Tigre' seyes, and Teressa s and Runa s eyelids cracked open in curiosity.
Saba dept, snoring gently. “I will not have you associating with True Humans, neither with thet crazy
Pegman, nor with Captain Tonio or his son Raoul, nor with any other of that damned breed. Y ou may
think they’ re weak, and you may hate and despise them now, Karina— but they’ re crafty and you know
little of their ways. Any kind of association could be dangerous for you. So long as|’m chief of this
camp, you'll stay away from them until the day comeswhen | give the word to attack!”

Princess Swift Current.

Raoul held onto the forestay and watched the sun burn off the coastal mist. He was abig boy for hisage,
and he had agrace and economy of movement — unusud in True Humans — which caused some
peopleto regard him oddly, and to speculate behind his parents’ backs. And he was a dreamer, given to
long solitary ramblesin thefoothills.

TheCadalla rumbled acrossthe plain. She was aheavy car holding some forty passengers, heading north
for Rangua, sailsfull of the morning breeze. The crewmen adjusted the linesin accordance with the
cupped commands issuing from below, but there wasllittle real work to do in this steady wind. Inthe
distance Raoul could see acar approaching on the southbound track.

Heindulged in one of hisfrequent daydreams, picturing himself in charge of theCadalla in hisfather's
place, barking orders. He saw the leavesin agrove of trees brighten suddenly, asagust of wind took
them.

“Ease the sheets,” he whispered.

And the voice snapped from the pipe nearby, “ Ease the sheets!” as hisfather, the dert Captain Tonio,
anticipated the gust from his vantage-point in the car’ snose.

Raoul amiled to himsdlf. HE d given the right order and saved the car from harm. The gust hit the car.
Therewas adight lurch and the lee whedl's screamed against the guiderails, but the sails had been let out
afraction and the strain on the masts was eased. Nodding to the crew, Raoul descended the ladder to
the main cabin. The passengers sat in two rows down each sde of the tubular, planked hull. Some
dozed, some stared out of the ports, others glanced at him. They al rocked to the rhythm of the car.

“All iswell,” said Raoul to himsdlf. “ We hope to be in Rangua by noon, given a fair wind.” He
ducked under the beam which supported the mainmast and entered the forecabin.

Captain Tonio sat there, eyesflickering over the scene through the open nose port. Thewind blew in,
swallowed by theCadalla’s speed, ruffling hishair. A tall, austere man, he sat with knees bent to his
chest, crouching forward, eyes ditted with concentration. He sensed rather than saw Raoul. “Everything
in order on deck?’

“Fine, father.” Leaning againgt the bulkhead, swaying to the motion of the car, Raoul indulged in one of
hisfavourite fantases. The Rescue of Princess Swift Current.

The tories and legends of the sailways are many, dealing with every conceivable type of disaster. Smple
songs were often woven around such incidents which would later be incorporated into the Song of Earth:

that great History of Mankind which cameinto gradua being through the songs of the mingtrels during the
Dying Y ears. The story of Princess Swift Current would begin thus:



“TheCavaquinho flew away beyond her crew’ sreclaim.
Her sailswere stitched with cinders and her hull wasforged of flame.”

TheCavaquinho wasasmall craft, but fast. Built aquarter of acentury before Raoul was born, she was
an elite Company-owned car speciaizing in swift transport of wealthy and important people. She had an
unusud privilege: the sgnamen flashed aspecid signd to other traffic whenCavaquinho was on the
track, warning them to pull off into the next siding to alow the faster car to get by. Signdmen aso flashed
codesto each other, up and down the line, warning that Cavaquinho wasin thevicinity.

Asan added luxury the craft carried guards, huge decorated Specialists of uncertain genetic origin chosen
from aremote mountain tribe, who swaggered about the deck with ironwood swordsto deter any bandit

grupo.

Themingressng of Cavaquinho’s last voyage, when she sailed south to Cassino Canton carrying the
Lord of Green Forests, ruler of Portina Canton, and his daughter the Princess Swift Current, who wasto
be married to Lord Avaancha of Cassino.

Thelegend dso mentionsthat the Princess Swift Current was dready in love with ahumble mingirel from
Ja’ g, dthough this detail isomitted from the later Song of Earth.

The car approached the Rio Pele estuary, passing through a heavily-wooded region. Without being told,
the crew sheeted in the sails. Thiswas standard practice in order to maintain speed in the more sheltered
arsof the forest. Far above the car, the treetops danced in afierce gale.

A heavy bough, faling end over end from alofty tree, struck theCavaquinho on the foredeck.

Two guards were swept over the sde. One was hit by the guidewhed arm and died instantly, the other
fel five metersinto the mud of the estuary and, stunned, died more dowly asthe crocodiles moved in.
The branch then did aong the deck, tipped, and one end jammed between the guidewhed and therail.
The other end whipped around. One crewman was flung from the deck and crushed by the guidewhed
the other fdll into the river and was never seen again.

Thefull force of thewind hit theCavaquinho as she ran onto the bridge. Normally the crew would have
eased the sails out — but there was nobody on deck. Neither was the main brake manned. Unable to
spill wind, out of control, theCavaquinho gathered speed asthe gde came roaring up the estuary.

The bridge was about a kilometer long and rickety, because the water had attacked the pilings. Worse,
there was a sharp bend about three-quarters of the way across where the track turned to follow the
shore to Pele North Stage. The felines saw the sails of Cavaquinho racing acrossthe estuary.
Afterwards, they said she sped * swifter than astooping eagle’

Captain Cuivaapplied the brakes from his cabin, but without avail; indeed, the smal emergency forward
brake caught fire within seconds and flames spread into the forecabin.

TheCavaquinho hit the curve. The guiderail split and collapsed. The sailcar eft the track and legped out
acrossthe water. The jagged end of therail tore away the lath and fabric nose of the forecabin. Captain
Cuivawas pitched into the river, suffering a broken leg and a broken back. He was picked up by the
felinos but died within the week.

The main cabin of theCavaquinho together with the deck, mast and sails, by now a streaming comet of
flames, skipped some distance across the water before settling. The sail remained full and the craft, aided
by the incoming tide, drifted rapidly upstream until it disappeared into the mangroves, where apillar of



smoke marked its presence for some moments.

The search for survivors was delayed. The felinos refused to enter the mangroves dueto aloca
superdtition concerning abruja . That evening the wreckage drifted past the Stage on afdling tide and
was pulled ashore. Therewas no sign of bodies, but |ater the same evening The Lord of the Green
Forest’ sbody came ashore, mutilated by cai-mans. The remains of Princess Swift Current were never
found....

In Raoul’ simagination she had escaped, and lived on ashiswife, addicate creature with porcelain skin
who sat quietly in the beautiful house he'd built for her. Like alovely painting she was, never speaking of
her orded, in fact never speaking a al. Having saved her, Raoul’smissionin lifewasto look after her.

How did Raoul save the Princess Swift Current?

He swung from atree and snatched her out of a porthole, like an ape kidnapping a baby. He dropped to
the deck, beat off the guards, knocked out Captain Cuivaand led her to where he had two white horses
waiting. He d hidden himsdlf under the car, clinging to the running whed sruts, and at the right moment
he appeared in the cabin and.... He emerged dripping from theriver, fighting off crocodilesashe....

Such was the imagination of Raoul. The sailcar rumbled on, dow, prosaic, with acargo of uninteresting
True Humans on their way to meaningless destinations. Was the age of excitement dead?

“How fast will thiscar go?’ he asked hisfather. Swifter than a stooping eagle.
“It would take agood horse to outrun us,” replied Captain Tonio.
“You cdl thet fast?’

“I can't understand why you kids are so impressed by speed.” The journey was nearly over; Rangua
Stage wasin sight. The southbound car went by. Soon Tonio would be home; Astrud would be waiting,
and she’ d mentioned early tortugas for supper. Tortugas.... Content, Tonio felt he could indulge the boy.
“Maybe onenight I'll show you aredly fast car.”

“Asfadt astheCavaquinho? ”
“That wasforty years ago. I’ d like to think we' ve progressed since then.”

He began to bark commands into the voice pipe, and Raoul heard the crew running on deck. The car
lurched, and arasping squeal announced that the brakes had been applied for Rangua South Stage.

The brawl on Cadalla.

The shrugleggers were creatures of little consequence. In the year 83,426 Cyclic Mankind was il
lumbering about the Galaxy in histhree-dimensiona spaceships and dthough he’ d dready met the
kikihuahuas and absorbed some of their culture, their mode of travel wastoo dow for him, and the Outer
Think was over athousand yearsin the Ifalong. So he rode hismetal ships and he suffered the
unaccountabl e accidents to which such crude transport was prone.

The tender fromSpacehawk crash-landed on lloslI1.

llos 111 was known as the Mud Planet because much of its surface was covered with a suppurating
volcanic ooze much prized for its cosmetic properties. Itsonly inhabitant of any consequencewasa
human-sized armless biped with gigantic thighs which spent itstime foraging in the ooze and had been



ignored by exobiologists, until the crash.

The tender’ s commander, his ship gradually sinking in the mud, watched by open-mouthed shrugleggers,
was struck by anidea. Usng morsdls of recondtituted fish as bait he tempted the shrugleggers near, then
dipped ropes around them, harnessing them to the ship. Twenty shrugleggers were enough. They had
enormous strength in their legs, and soon the tender began to glide towards dry land.

The Captain of Spacehawk was interested in his commander’ s report. It represented a co-operation
between Man and beast very much in accordance with the spirit of the Kikihuahua Examples which were
becoming popular back on Earth. Those days, the spaceships with their prodigious energy consumption
were attracting adverse publicity. The Captain saw achance to show that space captains, too, were
working towards the eventua partnership of Man and Nature.

In the name of the Examples he shipped a hundred shrugleggers back to Earth for use as beasts of
burdenin rura areas. The experiment was afailure— Earth’s civilizations were not ready to embrace the
Examples quite so readily — and the shrugleggers were banished to aremote corner of Lake Titicaca
where they strode the shallowsin peace for dmost forty thousand years, until the coming of the sailways.

Then, at last, their value was redized.

The bargaining was over. Grumbling, Captain Tonio returned to his cabin. “ Damned bandits,” hewas
muttering.

Raoul watched from the foredeck as the shrugleggers were hitched on. The head fdino was alarge young
man who seemed to have agood opinion of himsdf; Raoul heard the others call him Torch. Hewas
competent, Raoul alowed that — conscious of atwinge of jedlousy that this Specidig, little older than
himsdlf, held a position of some authority among his own people.

Wheresas he, Raoul, was regarded asachild....

Torch ydled, the feinos cracked their whips, and the car began its dow ascent to Rangua Town. Raoul
sat on therall, dreaming, watching the plodding movement of the shrugleggers haunches, when an

agtonishing thing happened.

A felinaswung onto the car and sat on the foredeck.

He stared at her, resenting her intrusion into his domain. She was about the same age as he, with wide
danting eyesand, like dl fdinas, an air of bardy-suppressed violence.

“You'renot alowed up here,” he said.

“Then throw me off,” she answered, looking directly into his eyesin away which caused asudden
emptinessin his somach.

“Ligen,” he said after amoment during which nothing happened. “ Get off here, will you?’
“I' know your name,” shesaid. “You're Raoul. Y ou’ re Captain Tonic' s son.”

He thought he' d seen her before; but then, dll felinaslooked dike. He glanced behind him, but the crew
wereimmersed in agame of Rebellion on an improvised board scratched into the deck; they muttered
together, clicking counters. Hisfather and the passengerswere dl below. The girl was cleaner than most
of her kind, and quite beautiful in an anima way.

Cautioudy he asked, “What' s your name?’



“It sKarina El Tigreismy father.” Now she smiled, and something of the sun entered Raoul’ s bodly.
“El Tigre? He sabandido. ”

Karinatensed and her fingers curled inginctively, and the nailsitched for action. Just in time she recalled
the reason for her presence here on this goddamned sailcar with this goddamned True Human brat. She
was going to discover the secrets of the delta, and prove to her father that she was capable of looking
after hersalf among True Humans. She was going to kill two rheas with one rock.

Shewouldcaptivate thiskid. True Humans couldn’t resist felinas. And then, when hewas crazy for her,
he would tell her about the delta, theRayo , hisfather Tonio, his mother, what he ate for breskfast,

everything.

She glanced a him dyly, smiled, and wriggled where she sat so that her tunic rose up towards her hips.
Then she stretched catlike, arching her back and clasping her hands behind her neck. Shetilted her head
back, relishing the sun on her face and his eyes on her body.

“What in hdll are you doing here, Karina?’

It was Torch. Hisface dark with fury, he swung himsdlf onto the deck. He stood scowling down &t her,
not unnaturaly misunderstanding what he saw.

Karina swiftly assumed a demure attitude, hands folded in her lap, diding backwards so that her tunic
was stretched down to her ankles. Unfortunately this had the effect of exposing most of her breasts.
Raoul was il staring at her, hardly aware of Torch’sintruson.

“Just taking aride, Torch,” she said swestly.
“Wall, get off and get back to the camp! Thisisdirectly against El Tigre'sorders”
“I'm happy where | am, thanks.”

“I can seethat! You'll bein big trouble when your father hears about this, Karinal” His eyes were hot
with rage and lugt. “By the Sword of Agni, you need to be taught alesson!”

“You'renot my father, Torch.”

“Maybe not, but I'll be squiring your grupo beforelong!”

Karinagave ashort laugh of incredulity. * Yousquire our grupo?You? ”
“Y our fether isin agreement.”

“Y es, because you suck up to him, agreeing with everything he says. But what about me? Do | agree?
What about Runa and Saba? What about Teressa, Torch? She' d claw the face off you, and more
besides. Think about Teressa, Torch, before you start getting ideas about our grupo!”

“When the squireis ordained, al grupo members must concur,” said Torch loftily, his desire temporarily
forgotten in the niceties of cultura argument. “Y our grupo has no mother, therefore your squire will be
ordained by El Tigre. It isthe custom.”

“Pisson the custom,” said Karina.

“What did you say, Karina?’ Torch could hardly believe hisears. Karina s contempt for felino culture
had genuindy shocked him. “Did you say piss on the custom, Karina?’



Raoul gave ashout of laughter. Torch glanced at him, hardly seeing him.
“That' swhat | said,” said Karina. “ Those were my exact words.”
“Would you care to explain them further?” Torch took refugein hisdignity.

Karina opened her mouth, Raoul regarding her with respect and delight, and was about to expound her
viewson customsin general and Torch's sexua desiresin particular when there was an unwelcome
interruption.

“Jugt what in hell are these feinos doing on my deck, Raoul?” said Captain Tonio grimly, emerging from
below.

“Comeon out of here,” snapped Torch, dragging Karinato her feet.

Furious, she aimed a swift kick at his crotch. Torch saw it coming, sidestepped, grabbed her foot and
heaved. Karinaturned arapid midair somersault and landed lightly on al fours. Snarling with rage, she
hurled herself at Torch’' sthroat. He seized the ratlines above his head and met Karina slegp with the full
force of both feet.

“Animds...!” Tonio was shouting. “Wherein hdl are my crew?’

Karinarolled end over end and fetched up against the deck railing with a crash. Torch dropped into a
crouch and awaited her next attack.

Raoul kicked Torch violently in the buttocks.

Now Torch, caught completely by surprise, pitched forward onto the deck. Karina pounced on him,
threw an arm around his neck and began to drag his head back. He uttered one strangled grunt, then
began to fight grimly for hislife. Unable to shake Karina off, he rose unsteadily to hisfeet, lurched across
the deck popeyed and throttled, and began to climb the ratlines with Karina affixed to his back like some
infant primate. When he judged he had enough height helet go.

They hit the deck with a crash, Karina underneath.

The crew, appearing belatedly, saw their chance and moved in. The contestants were pried apart and
pinioned. Karinawas gulping for air, hardly able to stand. Reaction hit her and she urinated
uncontrollably, wetness streaming hotly down her legs.

“Get her off my deck!” shouted Captain Tonio, outraged. “ There are passengers below!”

Torch wasin little better shape, but he was able to shake himsdlf free from his captors. He took Karina
by the elbow. “Comeon,” he said. Leading her to therail, he bent down, seized her thigh, and pitched
her unceremonioudy over the edge. Then he turned to face the True Humans and, summoning the

tattered remains of hisdignity, said, “I must gpologize for her behavior, Captain Tonio. It will not happen
again, | can assure you. Y ou must understand, thereis no mother to teach discretion to her grupo. All this
will changewhen | am ordained astheir squire....”

He was dready bigger than any of the True Human crew despite his youth, and the figure he cut hovered
uncertainly between strength and pathos.

“That'sdl right,” said Tonio unhappily. “Forget it, forget it.”

“All the same,” said Torch dowly as though the words were forced out of him by the pressure of hisown



pride, “If I hear you refer to me asan anima again, Captain Tonio, | will kill you.”

With afinal venomous glance a Raoul he vaulted over therail and was gone.

Astrud.

“He ssuchabig boy,” said Agtrud. “It’ sdifficult to discipline him. Thisfdina— how friendly was she?
What was shelike?’

“Like any other feina,” said Tonio. “ Pretty and aggressive, and she fought like atiger. Red-haired,
though. That' sunusud. Her father’ sEl Tigre.”

“TheEl Tigre?” Agtrud regarded her husband in some darm. “He sthe revolutionary, isn't he?’

“He dliketo be arevolutionary, but there smply isn’t going to be arevolution.” Tonio felt the need to
explain. “Right now, True Humans and felinos are dependent on each other — we have this mutual
interest, the sailways. From Portina right down the coast to Rio de la Platawe and the felinos operate the
sallways together — that’ s nearly athousand kilometers of track covering eight Cantons. If it was't for
the sailways, we d be astring of warring coastd tribes, the way we were centuries ago. But the sailways
have joined us together so now we have trade instead of wars, and everyone' s better for it.

“And now, afew of the feinos are saying they want their share of the trade. They say they’ re not satisfied
with the feesthey earn from towing. They want their own sailcars. And we can't let that happen.”

“Why not?” Up herein Rangua hill country she was sheltered from politics— and Tonio rardly discussed
hiswork.

Tonio waked to the window. He could see the Atlantic bright in the sun, with the grassy downsralling to
the beach, and the guanacos grazing. The sailway ran across the downs and a car was passing, sail
brilliant with sunshine and bearing the emblem of its owner: thewhae of Rio Pdle. Squat, powerful
crewmen were hauling on ropes and Tonio cocked a practiced eye at the wind indicators relative to the
sails; and he decided the captain knew his business. To the south he could see the lower boundaries of
the tumpfields, and one of the gigantic tumpswasin view, like agreat gray dug with thetiny figure of the
tumpier perched onitsback. Thiswas hislife; thiswas his placein the hill country and he wouldn't want
anything to change.

Hesaid, “Thefdinos control the hills. There are over thirty hills on the coast which are too steep for the
carsto climb unassisted, so we have to use shrugleggers. Only felinos can make shrugleggers work.
Why? Because the shrugleggers are scared of thefelinos.” He checked off the points on hisfingers.
“Because the felinos have jaguar genesin their make-up and by Agni the shrugleggers can senseit!

“Now, just imagineif the felinos could operate their own cars. For astart, they wouldn’t have to pay
towing fees, which is one of the biggest itemsin any voyage, believe me. So they’ d be able to undercut
the Canton and Company rates, and get a big share of the trade. Not only that, but there are certain
prestige runs where they could block our craft.”

“Like the Tortuga Races?’

“Exactly. They’ d make akilling on the tortugas. Our craft would never get past Rangua North Stage.
They’ d hold them up while they let their own carsthrough, and they’ d get al the best prices while our
own cargoes went rotten and started exploding. No. The onething we can't let happen, isfor thefeinos
to get their own sallcars.” He sighed. “ The felinos think we don't like them — and God forgive mel



caled them animastoday. But it' s not that. I1t' s smply amatter of surviva. We can both surviveif we
stay apart and tick to our separate jobs. But if we let the felinosin on our job when we don’t have the
physical characteristicsto do theirs, then we cut our own throats.”

Astrud made her way dowly up the stairs towards the bedroom of Raoul, her son the stranger. Her mind
was in the past, remembering that bewildering, hurtful day when Tonio had mocked her barrenness by
bringing a baby into the house and assuming, without question or explanation, that shewould bring it up
asif it were her own.

She' d tried, as adevout follower of the Examples must try, and asthe years went by she'd learned to
love Raoul because, after dl, the Situation was no fault of his. But she could never understand Tonio's
attitude, or give any credence to hisridiculous story that some woman hadgiven him the child one day. It
was like alegend told by an old man at theinn, or one of those odd songs the Pegman sang. No — she
was mordly certain the baby was Tonio's, and she felt he ought to have the decency to tell him who the
mother was.

And yet Raoul bore no resemblance to Tonio and sometimes, when sometrick of the light threw his
cheekbonesinto relief and shaded in the hollows of hiseyes, hedidn’t look like a True Human at al.
Even hishair was a strange color, and she regularly anointed it with adark resinous ail to toneit down.

Thrusting the disturbing image aside, she knocked on Raoul’ sdoor.

He opened it and smiled at her. He looked the way he always did, and she reprimanded herself for her
fancies.

“How’sfather?’ he asked. “Has he come down from the trees yet?’

“Y our father is understandably upset by your behaviour, Raoul,” she heard hersdlf say woodenly. “And
there’ sno call to compare him to some monkeyish Specidist. Sit down. We haveto tak, youand 1.”

“Oh?" He put asde amodel he was carving with ashdll knife; afinereplicaof asallcar of the historic
Cavaquinho type. He was clever with his hands, she had to dlow him that. Likeamonkey.... He smiled
again, divining her hesitation. “What do you want to talk about, mother?’

“Oh ...!I"” She uttered asmall noise of exasperation and sat down on the bed. “Y ou know very well what,
Raoul. That Specidist girl. El Tigre' sdaughter. Y ou weretaking to her.”

“Nobody said there was anything wrong with talking to Speciaists. The Examples say we share the same
world. They say we'redl humans.”

She watched this boy, knowing that he was playing with her, wondering how she could best him at his
own game. In the end he could aways shock her, she knew; because she was adevout Believer. She
decided to get her shock infirdt.

“Karinawas showing her body to you, Raoul — inviting you to have sex when she knew perfectly well
you wouldn’t be able to do that on the deck of asailcar in broad daylight. So shewasn't being fair to
you.”

He looked away. She' d got through to him. She thought he even flushed at hearing those words come
from hissaintly mother. “It’'sjust her way,” he said. “ The Kikihuahua Examples say —”

“Raoul, don’t keep throwing the Examplesin my face just because I’ m a better Believer than you. The
Examples say that people shouldn't eat mest, but the felinos est meet. They’ ve built up awhole bartering
system with the tumpiers over the centuries, just to satisfy their craving.”



“Only becauseit’s been proved they get sick if they don’t have meet. They’ re naturdly carnivorous,
mother — like the jaguar.”

“Raoul! 1 will not have you cdling human beings naturadly carnivorous!” And now she was shocked, as
he' d known shewould be, and he was winning again.

He said quickly, not wanting to hurt, “ But it’s not the same thing as eating meet which has been hunted
and killed. The tumpsfed no pain. The meat’ s taken from the parts of their body which can spareit, by
skilled flensers. I've seenit. They'reredly big walking vegetables, mother. They were bred that way,
thousands of years ago.”

“They're unnatural creatures, Raoul. They can't breed.”
“But they don't get old and die.”

She was s detracked onto a subject which had given her much cause for thought during her lifetime; an
ethical problem to which she could see no answer. “But they get sick and die occasondly. And they
commit suicide. There are only fifty-four tumps|eft in Rangua, Raoul. The stories say there were
hundreds of them at onetime. In the future there will be none. What will the felinos do then, if they’re
truly carnivorous? What will they egt, Raoul”’

The First Kikihuahua Allegory.

Agtrudbelieved in the kikihuahuas and their Examples athough, by now, they were only alegend. They
dated back to an encounter in Space in the days of the three-dimensional spaceships— whichisto say
forty thousand years before Astrud was born, before the Age of Regression began and Mankind
retreated into himsdlf. The true sory of thefirst encounter isin the Rainbow.

Thereal story isknown asthe Firgt Kikihuahua Allegory, and it isalegend, and it runslikethis:

It seems there was once a space captain named Watt, and he was a True Human because thiswas nine
thousand years before the Specialists were created by Mordecai N. Whirst. So Watt had no tiger genes,
no extraordinary reactions like the legendary Captain Spring who drank from theriver of bor . He was
just an ordinary man who made an ordinary error of judgement, and he crashed on an uncharted planet.

He got clear from his ship just before it exploded into flames. The fire spread, and consumed alarge tract
of virginfore.

Agni, the God of Fire, saw this and was offended. He appeared asasmdl devil, red and immensdy
strong, and he strapped Weatt to arock and left him to diein the burning sun.

No matter how Wait struggled and twisted, he could not free himsalf because the bonds were tight, and
worse, there were no knots. Agni had fashioned the entire length from a continuous thong, so that they
could not be loosened athough Watt' s hands were free.

The days were hot and the nights cold, and soon Wait was wesk with hunger and thirst. He could not
struggle any more, but lay back and waited to die. His senses began to dip away.

Then he heard a. sound.

He opened hiseyes. A smdl cavy sat nearby, eating aleaf. Carefully, dowly, Watt did hishand across
the ground until it lay beside the animal. The cavy didn’t tir. It watched him with bright beady eyes, and
it never stopped munching.



Watt grabbed it.

Hekilled it, and he drank the blood and ate the flesh. The food nourished him, and for afew hours he felt
better. He fought his bonds again, but couldn’t loosen them. He shouted aloud, and prayed to Agni to
release him. But Agni cannot undo what he does— such isthe way of the demon of fire.

The next morning another cavy came by.
Wait killed it and eteit.
The next morning the same thing happened again.

And soit went on for twenty days. A cavy would appear and Watt would et it, and thereby gain just
sufficient strength to lament his predicament, struggle with his bonds and pray to Agni.

On the twenty-first day asmal furry aien cameby.

“Release mel” shouted Wett.

“I cannot,” said the kikihuahua. “ There are no knotsin your bondsfor meto untie.”

“Then cut them!”

The kikihuahua said, “We do not have knives, nor chisds, nor saws, nor any other thing which isbent .
“But I'll dieif you don't hdlp me!”

“I cannot help you. Help weakens the species. If you cannot help yoursdlf, you deserveto die. | will give
you advice, however. The next time a cavy approaches, remember that you both have the same

enemy — Death — and that you should perhaps respect hisfearsaswell asyour own.” And with this,
the kikihuahua went away.

Watt sat against the rock and thought. The day went by and no cavy came, and his hunger seemed to
consume his very soul, but he remembered what the kikihuahuahad said. And whenin themorning a
cavy came, Watt had gathered nearby leaves and set them in apile for the cavy to nibble.

So the cavy ate and Watt watched it and his mouth watered at the sight of the plump flesh, but he kept
his handsto himself. By the time the cavy had eaten, itsfear had gone and it stayed with him for much of
the day. The next day it came closer, and on the third morning it sat right beside him, eating leaves from
hishand, unafraid.

During the night Watt wrapped the last remaining leaves around his bonds.
And the cavy camein the morning, and nibbled with strong teeth.

The bonds parted, and Watt was free.

He stood, very weak with hunger, and looked down at the cavy.
Suddenly the cavy trembled, and was afraid.

“Don’t befrightened,” said Watt. “I'll go and find food elsewhere. Y ou don't want to die any morethan |
do, but there are other things around which don’t have the sense to fear death, so Il seek them out and
eat them instead.”



So he aefruit and yams and milk, and even the eggs of birdswhich had laid too many to raise. But he
never again ate flesh.

The kikihuahua, watching from afar, was pleased. It seemed that humans were beginning to understand.

Raoul had smiled a her when she finished the story, but it was a smile of love and tolerance; there was
no belief init.

“You tell the story better than apriest,” he said.
“Thekikihuahuas arereal . They were here on Earth once, and they’ll come again.”

Above Raoul’ s bed hung asmall hardwood board, and into the wood someone had laborioudy
scratched characters with a sharp stone. The writing wasin theimprecise, abbreviated hieroglyphics of
those times, and roughly trandated it said:

THE EXAMPLES OF THE KIKIHUAHUAS

“ The kikihuahuas do not command or even instruct, for that is not their way. Rather, they set an
example and leave others to follow or not follow as they think fit. The Kikihuahua Examples are
great and complex and involve many creatures throughout the Greataway. They are a way of life
and death, and it is the Will of God that human beings of all Species and Varieties work towards
achieving their state; in particular the Prime Examples:

| will not kill any mortal creature
| will not work any malleable substance
| will not kindle the Wrath of Agni.

In this way you will take a step towards living in accord with your world and the creaturesin it,
which will be a step nearer to the Example of the kikihuahuas, and the Will of God.”

In more simple terms, the Examples were trandated by the irreverent as ‘ don’t bash, bend or burn.’
Naturaly, it was the humans of thefirst variety of the Second Species— the True Humans— who had
gppointed themsalves keepers of the faith. Periodically they sent priestsinto the felino camps and onto
the tumpfields, and even into the mountains, to ensure that the Word was kept.

So Astrud stood, ruffled Raoul’ s hair — a thing he wished she wouldn’t do — and went downgtairs to
prepare the supper.

Tonight they were having early tortugas, baked.

The grupo without Karina.

The El Tigre grupo, minus Karing, had staked |olande s grupo into the foothills. The huge Sghing of the
tumps hid any sound they might make. Above, the tumpiers dozed on their mounts; tiny human figures
againg the night sky.

“They went south, | think,” said Runa.

“I redly think | heard them heading west,” ventured Saba breathlesdy. She was having trouble keeping
up, asusud.

“What can they be doing?’ asked Runa.



“Poaching tumpmest,” Teressastated positively. “ There' s been talk about this at the camp. Somebody’s
been cregping into thefidds at night and stedling dices from the tumps. The tumps can't fed it and the
tumpiers are adegp. Then in the morning they find fresh wounds.”

“I'm hungry,” said Runa. Thetalk of flesh was getting to her.

“Forget it, Sster. We re going to catch them in the act, so you' d better make up your mind whose side
you'reon.”

“Butraw ...?7" Sabawas disgusted.
“It’ s better that way,” said Runawith relish. “Haven't you ever tried it? Cold and juicy and full of flavor.”
“Runa”

“They frown on it at the camp, of course. They think if the True Humans ever saw us eating raw flesh, it
would redlly convince them we' re animals. But so what? If it tastes good, edt it, that’ swhat | say.”
Rund s eyes shonein the moonlight.

“I think I can smell blood,” said Teressa. She sniffed the air and smacked her lips. “ Thewind' sfrom the
east. That' swhere they are— they must have circled behind us.” She swallowed. Her mouth was
watering.

“Raw....” sad Sabathoughtfully.

“Holdit!” Teressadecided this had gone far enough. “ Tonight we' re on the side of law and order, for a
change. We suspect lolande’ s grupo is quilty of antisocia behavior, and we re going to confront them.”

“Confront them?’

“Sneak up onthem —" A vast Sgh like the exhalation of awhae sounded from dmost overhead,
interrupting her “— and confront them. Point out how they’ re chesting the whole camp — in fact how
they’ re cheating feinos everywhere, giving them abad reputation with True Humans.”

“Persondly | don’t give ashit what True Humansthink of us” said Runa

“Wadl, no. But it makes uslook good in front of our own people. | mean.... Torch will probably put ina
good word for us at the next meeting. We have afew thingsto live down, you know.”

“Torch?To hel with Torch!”

The scene was st for one of those frequent clashes between Runa and Teressa.
“You' d better not say that when he' s heading up our grupo!”

“He |l never head any grupo I'm amember of!” snapped Runa.

“Y ou won't have any choicein the matter, sster!”

“Who' s going to make me?Y ou? Are you sweset on that swaggering goon, Teressa?’
“By Agni, I’'mgoing to kill you, Runal”

Runa sprang. Teressa sidestepped and Runafound hersdf clawing usdlesdy at the tough hide of the
tump. As sheturned, Teressa skick caught her full in the somach and she dropped, the air whistling out



of her.

“You'll haveto be quicker than that!” Teressataunted her. “Torch isabig man. HE I kill you on thefirgt
night!”

“Stopit! Stopit! shouted Saba. “| wish Karinawas herel”

“What' s going on down there?’ came a sudden shout from above.

“Now you've doneit, you two,” Saba whispered. “ The tumpier’ swoken up.”
“Let’sget out of here”

They crept away, Teressa supporting the staggering Runawho was having difficulty breathing; and
headed east, downhill. Far below them the sea glittered coldly and the polished hardwood of the sallway
showed as asilver thread across the plain. Thewind was cold, and bore the strengthening scent of blood.

Suddenly, Runafell.
Instantly Teressawas knedling beside her. “ Areyou dl right?’
“I'm ... fine” Shetried to struggle up.

“No, lie there amoment. Sabal Go and scout out that smell. Don’'t let anyone see you. Just keep your
head down and find out what’ s going on.” When Saba was out of earshot, Teressasaid, “I wanted to say
I’'m very sorry | hurt you, and I’ ll try not to let it happen again.”

“I'... 1....” Runagulped, shuggling her head against Teressa s breadts.
“Tdlme”

“It'ssohard . The other grupos often have mothers or boys leading them and they know so much, and
they just seem to run ringsround us. | want usto mate well but Torch drives meinsane, ways cregping
round father.... But he swell thought of in the camp. | don’t know what to think.”

“Wdll, we rewell thought of too — you know that. We re pretty much the top grupo of our generation.”
“A lot of that isdueto Karina,” said Runa

“Sowhereisshenow?’ It had been annoying Teressafor hours. “A grupo should be together. That's
what grupos are al about. Suddenly she keeps going off on her own.”

“Wedl need one another, | think,” said Runa pacifically.

When Saba returned, she found Runa and Teressa curled up together like kittens, haf adeep. “I’'m glad
you' ve settled your differences,” Saba said with some asperity, “ because lolande' s grupo’ s down there
feasting on atump like they haven't eaten for months, and if we don’t hurry up they’ll strip it to the bone
and gart in onthe lumpier.”

Teressastood, “Right. Runa, you circle south around that knoll. Saba, north through the gully. I’ll take
them from the front — you' Il have to keep your head down; the moon will bein our faces. Don’'t movein
until you hear meydl.”

Sabasaid, “I wish Karinawas here”



The Purpose.

Many years before, the handmaiden, then ayoung girl, had asked the Dedo, “What is the Purpose?’

The Dedo walked across the bare floor of the cottage and laid her palm againgt the Rock. Since the
Rock gave accessto mogt aress of the Greataway, it followed that much of the knowledge of the
Rainbow could be tapped into. After amoment the Dedo nodded.

“Y ou will need to know,” she said. And shetold the handmaiden the story of Starquin, the
Five-in-One....

“Starquin passed near Earth along time ago and, sensing that interesting events were going to happen, he
decided to stay for awhile. Life had begun on this planet, and life is aways fascinating to an itinerant
scientist such as Starquin. The small creatures walked on Earth, and the great land-mass of Pangaeawas
beginning to split into the smaller continents we know today. Starquin watched.

“Then he sent down extensions of himsdf — fingers, orDedos — in the form which isnow known asthe
Firgt Variety of the Second Species of homo sapiens . The Dedos had two purposes. to keep Starquin
informed of happenings on Earth, and to attend to the Rocks, which are used for Greataway travel.

“So the Dedos watched Mankind develop. Civilizations came and went and finally a crude
three-dimensiond space travel was achieved, and humanity began to colonize the gars. Then, inthe
Cycdlic year 91,702, over 250 million years after Starquin’sarriva, acrucia event occurred.

“A certain Captain Spring became host to an adien parasite, which she brought back to Earth. The details
are unimportant, but as aresult of this and other factors Mankind discovered the Greataway. He could
trave in dl dimensions now, even unknowingly stealing rides on the broad-band routes established by the
Dedo’sRocks. They cdled thisthe Outer Think. By this means, humans spread throughout the
Greataway — and inevitably met their match. They cameinto conflict with the inhabitants of the Red
Panet.

“The Red Planet had a Weapon against which humanity was amost defenseless— you don't need to
concern yourself with the nature of that wegpon. Bt its existence forced Man back into his own corner
of the Galaxy, and to protect himself he created a frightening group of pseudo-humans who became
known as the Three Madmen of Munich. These cresatures seeded the Greataway with the so-called Hate
Bombs— an effective defense, because the Greataway is very fragile and travel depends upon emotions
asmuch asdimensons.

“Thiskept the Red Planet’ swarriors out. But it cut humans off from many of their colonies, too.
“And worse, it imprisoned Starquin in asmall areasome sixty light-years across....”

The cabin was silent. The Dedo gazed at the play of light on the Rock. Outside, acoughing roar signalled
the presence of a huge beast. It was getting cold. The Dedo walked over to the fireplace and did
something; flamestrickled over the surface of asmadl pile of kindling, smoke disappeared up the
blackened chimney.

“That was amogt thirty thousand years ago,” said the Dedo. “ Starquin is out there il

“Our Purposeisto work towards freeing him. To aid usin this Purpose, we have the resources of Earth.
That'sall. It'snot much. But our knowledge of the Ifalong tells usit can be done.”

A quarter of acentury later, the Dedo said to the handmaiden, “Y ou saw her, then. Sheis prepared?’



“Sheisawillful girl, likeal young felinas. But she has astrong sense of loyaty towards her race, and she
will suit the Purpose.”

The Dedo said, “1 hope s0. Sheisthe only chance Starquin has. I’ ve monitored all the Ifalong and on just
one happentrack | see adender thread running through Time, carrying the seeds of bor through a
thousand generations without a break, until ayoung man named Manud isborn. That isthe happentrack
we must bring about. That is the happentrack on which Starquinisfreed.”

“What must | do?’ asked the handmaiden.
“Y ou must prevent Karinabeing killed by the caimen,” said the Dedo, whose name was Letha
“For how long must | guide her?’

“Therewill be atime when the conception and birth of Johnisinevitable,” said the Dedo. “Our work will
befinished, then.”

HERE ENDS THAT PART OF THE
SONG OF EARTH KNOWN TO
MEN AS
“THE GIRL BORN TO
GREATNESS’

“INTIME,

OUR TALE WILL CONTINUE
WITH THE GROUP OF STORIES
AND LEGENDS KNOWN AS
“SUMMER’S END”

Where True Humans and others

join the happentrack

on which Karina sailstowards her destiny,
guided by the handmaiden.

Three

Tortugo

“To seek purpose in the millenia of human existence is as futile as asking God the reason for the
tortuga.”

—attr. to llos, 115,614C-115,701C



Karina crept through the jungle, following her quarry by scent as much as by sound.

It was strange to be done. All her life she’ d been used to the strength of the grupo; and now here she
was, unprotected, following two True Humans into the secret recesses of the delta.

Why?

Because of her stubbornness. Because she was loyal to her people. Because she wanted to prove to her
father that she was cgpable of looking after herself. Because she was sure there was something in the
ddtawhich the felinos ought to know aboui.

But basically because shewas afelina, born to hunt but condemned by her religion to play hunting
games— until now.

Tonio halted hishorse before a group of mouldering huts near atal fence of vegetation and spun silk.
“Wait here, Raoul,” he said, dismounting, “I won't belong.”

“Can't | come?’ It was an unpleasant corner of the delta, and Raoul thought he saw monstrousthingsin
those huts. Certainly eyes watched him from the shadows.

“| said wait. It's Canton business— no affair of yours.”

Tonio paddled through the boggy ground, not alowing Raoul to see his own uncertainty and dight fear,
and ducked into the largest hut. “Cocodrilo?’

A supinefigure opened an eye, opened a huge mouth in ayawning grimace and hoisted itsdf off alow
bed, standing in athrestening crouch. “Yes?”’

“I’ve cometo ingpect the crop.”
“It'snot convenient.”

“Ligten, I’'m not going through al that again.” 1t wasthe same every year. Of dl the humans of the coadt,
the delta people were the most surly, the most unobliging. But then, they had to be strange, to liveina
place likethis. “ Open up the gate and let me through!”

Grumbling, Cocodrilo shambled to the gate, brushed away a cluster of black widows with hishorny
hand, and tugged at the fastenings.

Suppressing a shudder, Tonio passed through. The black widows looked as big as puppies, and they
could kill. He hurried across the farm, seeing Siervo in the distance. His mood changed to pity as he
watched the man, emaciated dmost to the point of looking skeletd, digging away a an endless dykelike
aman possessad. He remembered his own childhood when they’ d tested him, breaking the skin and
touching the wound with asmear of brownish venom — and he' d been sick for days. It wasone of his
clearest memories— everyone said the same. A child never forgot his black widow test....

“I’ve cometo see the crop, Siervo.”

Siervo hadn't noticed his gpproach. He dropped his shovel with asmall scream of fear, and stared at
him, hollow eyes guilt-ridden. “What' sthat? What' s that? What do you want? \Who are you?’

“Sorry — | didn’t mean to gartle you. It'sme, Captain Tonio. Y ou remember me— I’'m contracted for
your crop.”



“Ah.... Yes” Pulling himself together, Servo climbed out of the ditch and led the way to his hut.
“What arethey likethisyear?”’

“Fine.... Very good-looking animals.”

“What did you say, Servo?’ Cocodrilo had sidled up, barking the question.

“An excdlent crop. Excdlent.”

Cocodrilo laid ascaly hand on Siervo’ s shoulder asthey walked among the shells of dead mae tortuges.
Tonio avoided the shells but it seemed that Cocodrilo took pleasure in stepping on them, crunching them
and sgueezing out stinking, decaying flesh. “ Always remember this, Siervo,” said Cocodrilo softly.
“Tortugas arenot animals. Not in any shape or form. They are vegetables which go through amobile
stage before maturing. Now, how many times have | told you that, Servo?’

“Many.... Many times” The hand was biting into Seervo’s shoulder like aclaw.
“So, say it to me, Siervo,” hissed Cocodrilo.

“That' senough!” Tonio found himsdlf shouting. “Leave him done!”

“He' saTrueHuman and I’'ma Specidi, isthat it?’

“Nothing of thekind.” They hated at the pens and Tonio took his chance to change the subject. “They’ll
beready intime, will they?’

“Of course”

Tonio bent down and examined the tortugas. They were becoming torpid now, gazing around with
lack-lustre eyes, scarcely moving. Meanwhile Cocodrilo had moved off, jaw jutting, Sdling towards
Servo's hut. The tortugas were prime specimens. Tonio picked one up, imagining himsdf in one of the
southern towns, haggling with a merchant over the price of his cargo. Then helooked a Servo, the
pathetic cresture whose life was devoted to the tortuga.....

Servo' seyeswerewide. “No!” Hewas staring at Cocodrilo.

“Y ou shouldn’t let them get into your hut, Servo,” called Cocodrilo from the entrance. And hetossed a
tortugaout; athong trailled fromitshind leg. It fell among the pregnant females.

“No!” Servo was scrabbling on hisknees, sorting among the animasin the pen.
“Wadll, if you can't tell onefrom another, it hardly matters.” Cocodrilo gave asharp laugh.

Tonio ressted the urge to hit him. It would do no good. Cocodrilo wasimmensaly powerful; short thick
arms, legs and neck; muscular torso. He sighed and turned away, saddened. He heard Siervo utter acry
of triumph and assumed he' d found his pet, but it didn’t make him fedl any better.

In the jungle clearing.

After the unwholesome atmosphere of the tortuga pens, the shops of the Canton engineer were a
wel come change. Tonio and Raoul stood in awide grassy clearing about two kilometers north of the
loading yards. Here the sun shone, gleaming from the leafy roofs of acluster of workshops, reflecting
from the length of the test track.



At the near end of the track stoodRayo ....

Shewastal, beautiful and two-masted. Probably around thirty meterslong, her hull was fabricated from
the lightest timbers of basa, covered with fabric.

“Will it be strong enough, Maquinista?’ asked Tonio. He could dig hisfingernail into the wood quite
eadly.

“Certainly it will.” The Canton engineer, atal, stcooping True Human, glanced at Tonio from under heavy
brows, then winked at Raoul. “1’ ve made afew modifications recently, too. Added a bit to the speed, I'd
say. She'snot abad car. Not bad at al.” His understatement barely concealed a deep pride in hiswork,
and he regardedRayo as a mother regards a new-born baby.

“Thedrain’sall taken by the masts, the kedl and the guidewhed arms. The hull’ sjust ashell for peopleto
gt in. We ve been building them too heavy for centuries”

Rayolooked clean and fadt, like akiller whale. Raoul took his eyes off her with some difficulty and
watched the odd little Specidists who swarmed about the yard, chattering interminably as they worked
on smilar carswith nimble fingers and greet agility. Rayo stood proudly alone on the test track, ready to

go.

They climbed aboard. “I'll stay on deck,” said Tonio. “I want to see the effect of your modifications.
Raoul — you go after and look after the brake. Maguinista, you ride with me on the foredeck. The rest
of you look after the sheets.”

The small Specididgts, well-drilled, took up their postions.

The brake was a heavy handle projecting from the deck; a system of levers below pressed a heavy block
againg the running rail. Raoul worked it to and fro, getting used to the play.

“Haul in the sheetsl” came Tonio's shout. “ Ease off the brake!”

Thewind waslight, but asthe crew drew the flogging canvastight it freshened, andRayo took off likea
startled tapir. Raoul had never known such acceleration. He hung onto a stanchion asthe ground flew
past. He heard the rumbling of the running wheedls on therall, the squed of the lee guiderails— but that
wasadl. The axle bearings— usually a source of much rasping and groaning— were Slent.

AndRayo gathered speed.

She sped across the clearing and Raoul found he was shouting with joy and excitement. Thiswas what
flying must be like. He leaned over therail and yelled to the people below. Work was forgotten; they
stood and watched with wide eyesin ther little monkey-faces. One or two shouted back.

“Takecare....”

A smdl group of ponies shied at their gpproach and began to gallop dongside, butRayo soon left them
behind and they veered off, snorting, eyesrolling. Now a pitching motion developed with the combination
of speed and rough track. Raoul clung on. The crew fought for balance asRayo began to porpoise.

“Ease off sheets!”

Therewasdarm in Tonio' s voice. The crewmen had been surprised by the rapid acceleration and the
ropes were cleated down. They staggered about the deck, unable to get back to their posts. Some
crawled, hanging onto projections and dragging themselves across the deck.



“Brakes?’

Raoul lurched towardsthe lever, grabbed it as he fdll, and pulled. There was a scream of wood on
wood. Sitting on the deck with hisfeet braced againgt the lever bracket, he put dl his strength into it.
Rayostreamed atrail of smoke as the brake block heated up. A Specialist rolled across the deck,
bringing up againgt Raoul.

“Thetrack ends—" His shout ended in agrunt as the deck bucked and flung him against a post.

“Let go those goddamned saild” Now Maguinistawas struggling aft, swinging on the shrouds, kicking
the crew out of hisway, lurching heavily againg the mainmast.

In hishand was an ax which glittered like no stone ax ever did.

Bracing himsdf with legs astride, crablike figure in asemi-crouch, he swung the ax. Rayo pitched, and
unbaanced him. The blade thudded uselesdy into the deck. He yelled an incoherent string of oaths and
swvung again. Thistime the mainsheet parted with asharp report. The end, whipping away, caught a
crewman around thewaist and, plucked him overboard. His scream was logt in the roar from the
overgtrained lee guiderails. The boom swung out, pilling wind, and the motion steadied.

Magquinista charged onto the afterdeck, swinging the ax as he came, and Raoul ducked asthe blade
swished past his face and thudded into the mizzen sheet. Again the rope parted and the boom swung
free.

Now the engineer hurled himsdlf at the brake, biceps knotted, dragging at the lever. Ahead, Raoul saw
the forest rushing towards them. He seized the brake and added his sirength to that of the engineer. They
stood side by side, hauling at the lever while smoke poured from beneath the car, and the crew began to
jump overboard.

In those last moments before the crash Raoul noticed smdll things. Maguinistal s shirt hung open and a
livid scar was dashed across his ssomach — or what was |eft of his somach. At sometimein the past the
man had suffered aterrible injury. Gulping, Raoul looked away and saw hisfather sanding beside the
mainmast, mouth open in afrozen yell. The main boom hit atree and came swinging back acrossthe
deck, carrying away the shrouds. The mast toppled, so dowly. The track ended, Raoul saw the butt end
of the guiderail whip past, andRayo |eaped into space.

Then Raoul jumped.

Afterwards, he couldn’t remember how it happened. He remembered seeing the trunk of ahuge tree
passing beside the deck — just a half-glimpsed impression. The deck was beginning to tilt forward and
he knew that whenRayo struck she would probably go end-over-end — unless she piled into atree....

Hefound himsdlf clinging to athick bough ten meters from the ground. Rayo was gone, buried in the
undergrowth. A tunnel of smashed brush showed where she had passed. He looked around, seeking a
way down. There were no branches; he lay on the lowest. He would have to wait until someone brought
aladder. He wondered how hisfather was.

Little Specidists began to arrive on ponies, galoping across the short grass, legping from their mounts,
plunging into the bush. Asthey ran, the uttered small cries of desolation. Were they mourning theinjured,
or theloss of Rayo? Raoul couldn't guess.

He wondered how he' d reached this branch. It was much higher thanRayo’ s deck had been, and quite a
way from the trackside too. He examined the trunk below him.



He saw a series of deep scratchesin the bark, where hisfingernails had stabbed into the wood. He'd
climbed amost five vertica meterswith fingers and toes done. He examined hisfingers. The nails had
aways been thick, but....

Not for thefirst time, he began to wonder about himself.
Karinawondered, too.

She watched from the trees; first in astonishment asRayo accelerated, then in anxiety asit rocketed
towards the end of the track. She saw Raoul hauling on the brake, and she saw the smoke.

She saw Raoul jump.

Heranto therail and legped sideways and upwards, arms outstretched and fingers hooked like claws,
and smacked into the trunk of the greet tree. As he hit, hewas dready climbing, and he amostran up the
trunk into the crook of abranch. The toppling mast, swinging, dashed past hisback, missng himby a
centimeter.

At least he has some sense of self-preservation, thought Karina. True Humans were notorious for
dying in theface of danger.Rayo raised afountain of broken branches and flying leaves as she ploughed
into the jungle. For amoment there was silence, then people began picking themselves up, crawling out
of the bush, yelling; and amab of wailing monkey-people legped onto their tiny mounts and galloped
towards the scene of the accident.

It occurred to Karinathat Raoul had probably died on many happentracks; his escape had been nothing
short of miraculous and she glanced around, half-expecting to catch sight of the handmaiden. But the
jungle was empty, and after awhile a procession began to move back to the huts; the injured limping,
some being carried on stretchers, one motionless form laid over the back of amule.

Karinasighed, then caught hersaf in some surprise. Why did she fed sad because the True Humans fast
car was wrecked? Her own father had said that Rayo could be used as aweapon againgt the felinos.

But the car had been abeautiful thing....

She began to work her way around towards the village. She would find out more about this secret place
inthe ddlta, carry the news back to El Tigre, and bask in the admiration of the felinos.

The beast in the valley of lakes.

“When will you be ableto let me know?’ asked Tonio.
“Let you know what?’

“I have arrangements to make. I’m going to need afast car for the Races— the Lord gave hisorders.”
His expression was stony. A bandage was wrapped around his head; blood aready showed through. He
sat inarough chair in the Engineer’ s hut. The walls were hung with antique mechanica devices— and
the nature of some of those devices did nothing to improve Tonio’ s temper.

Raoul had rarely seen hisfather so furious. Maquinista stood in the centre of the room, arms dangling
limply by hissides, eyesblank and dazed, his shirt hanging in rags around hiswaist so that the cavern of
hisstomach wasclearly vishle.

“Oh ... that. I'll seewhat | can do. Right now | have other mattersto attend to. Y ou’ d better go.”



“G0o?| want to hear your intentionsfirst.”

Maquinistawalked to the doorway, looked out, walked back. “ Giveit arest, will you? One of my men
waskilled. | have to make arrangements.”

“Oneof yourmen? ” Now Tonio was standing too, white with rage. “Y ou have theimpudenceto cal
those Specidistis men? Y ou’ ve been living in the deltatoo long, Maguinista. It wouldn’t surprise meto
find you werefriendly with thefdinos, too!”

“Thefdinos?

“We ve had word they’ re aware of developments here. They’ ve had spiesin the trees— probably your
own mechanics. They know aboutRayo , Maguinistal”

“There are no spies among my people.”

“God, man, you talk asthough you' re somekind of father to them! They're Specididts, just likethe
felinod Can't you seethat? Y ou can't trust them. They have different values!”

The engineer shook his head dowly. “Y ou can't class adl Specidiststogether. My mechanicswill do
anything for me. They’reloya and they’ re trustworthy. But maybe you wouldn’t understand thét, living
up in Rangua.”

“Have the fdinos gpproached you? Have you seen any of them sniffing around?’
“Probably. | don’t know. Does it matter?’ The engineer rubbed his eyes. He looked exhausted.
“It sureashdll mattersif they find you' re building carswhich can climb hillswithout felino help!”

Raoul gtared at hisfather. Carswhich didn’t need felinos?Rayo , certainly, had moved fast enough to
climb mogt hills. So the felinos would be obsolete. What would they do? Would they run wild, hunting
mest in order to survive? Would they sabotage the sailways? Would they march into Rangua?

“| obey the Lord' scommands,” said Maguinistaquietly. “Thefdinoswill find out eventualy.”

And now the redl reason for Tonio’ srage boiled up, boiled out. “The Lord didn't tell you to usemetal .
Rayohas metal axles and metal bearings. She' s an offence againgt the Examples! Y ou’ ve sought out metal
from old dwdllings, you' ve kindled the Wrath of Agni and you' ve worked the meta. Why didn’t you tell
me? Y ou tricked meinto piloting that abomination. How in hell do you think you could have got avay
withit? Did you fall, wasthat it? Did you find you couldn’t build a proper car fast enough, so you had to
resort tothis? " He strode across the room, snatched something from thewall and flung it to the floor.

It made asharp ringing noise, sartling to the ears.

It was metal. Therewas metd dl over the place.

Raoul huddled nervoudy back in his chair, saring fascinated at the thing on the floor.
“Y ou wanted afast ship.”

“Not at the expense of our beliefs!”

“Areyou quite sure of that?’

“What in hell areyou trying to say, Maquinista?’



“I'm saying we al bend the Exampleswhen it suitsus.”

“I'm damned surel don't.”

“And how about your colleague Herrera?’

“Herreraiswrong . | know that, and so do you, Maguinistal”

“But | don’t know that, Captain Tonio.” Suddenly the engineer’ svoice was quigt, intense. “| was taught
that, certainly. When | was a child, and lacked the experience to argue back. But 1 know differently. |
know the Examples are wrong, for me. What may make very good sense to a kikihuahua flying through
gpace in the pouch of amarsupid bat, may make nonsense when applied herein the jungle.

“Look &t this.” He picked up the curious article from the floor, hefted it in his hand, selected arod from a
shelf, pushed it into the cross-shaped object and pulled alever.

Then he pointed the thing at the wall.
Wang-whack!

The crossjerked, therod quivered in the wall. Raoul stared. He hadn’t seen the rod move. One moment
it had been sticking from the end of the cross, the next moment it was embedded in thewall. Tonio tried
to pull it out, but he couldn'’t.

“My God,” he muttered.

“No,” sad Maguiniga. “ MyGod. YoursisaGod of stupidity. My God ispractical. I'd liketotell you a
gory, Tonio. It won't take amoment. It might help explain afew thingsto you.”

And Raoul, stting in that dim hut in the delta clearing, was aware that there was metal al around him; on
the floor, on the walls, even hanging from the ceiling — and that this place was dlien and terrible. A short
corridor led from the room to another place, probably the engineer’ sworkshop; and as the daylight
began to fade it was replaced by an eerie glow from this other place.

In that place, someone had kindled the Wrath of Agni.

So he shivered alittle as he sat back and listened, and he thought of his mother, who told storieswith a
point; stories he could understand.

But the gaunt engineer with the ruined body told him astory which made no mord sensewhatever....

“Thejungle up beyond Palhoais dense and | wasafoal to leave the sailway track. But work was
finished for the day and | was young and adventurous, and something in the forest seemed to call me.
Therewas plenty of daylight left and talk during supper turned to witchcraft, and thebruja whom the
Pa hoa people had warned us about, who lived in those parts. | was young and | laughed. The mountain
people are dways nervous — they shy away from sudden noises like guanacos.

“An older man dared meto go and look for thebruja .

“*She' spretty,’” he said. ‘ About your age too, so they tell me. Livesdl alone. Go and find her,
Maquinista. AsK her to grant you awish.”” The engineer mimicked thisvoicein abitter falsetto.

“I climbed aridge where the trees thinned out, and it was much lighter here. Therewastimeto takea
walk into the valey below. | started off, and suddenly things were different....”



“Different?’ Tonio's question was a sudden, startling bark. He was staring at the engineer. “1 ... | know
those parts,” he said lamely.

It had been a long time ago.The young girl had come up to him saying, “ Here, take this child.l
have brought it for you.”

He' d held the baby.It was light and warm.Somehow it was not in his mind to question why; not at
that moment.“ What' sits name?” he asked .

“You will give hima name. The name is unimportant, although it iswritten in the If along as
Manuel, Joao, and Raoul. His son, however, will be called John in every happentrack in which he
lives.John will be the most important human of histime.”

Maquinistasaid, “It was very quiet. No birds sang — athough birds were there, | knew. They seemed to
be watching me. All different kinds, al together. Animalstoo — | knew they werethere, eventhough |
couldn’'t see them. It was as though | was beingescorted into the valey. They were on three Sdes of me,
so that it seemed | could only go forwards. | walked on until the nature of the forest changed and the
ground became spongy underfoot. | wanted to turn back, but | didn’t seem to be ableto. | walked
beside small lakes, and crossed streams. When | started to climb a path away from the water, atapir
stood before me, barring the way. It didn’t run. It just stood there, and | knew it wouldn't let me pass.
The other animaswere al around me, waiting— and | could smell jaguar.

“By Agni, | was scared!
“| stood there, and after awhile the birds and animas went. Then, at last, | heard a sound.
“It was awoman snging.

“She sang asong I d never heard before— a song of old times, like the Pegman sings. But as| listened,
the song became something different, and the words changed and became strange, and somehow | knew
the things she sang of were not old happenings any more. She sang of the future, of al of Time and the
Greataway, and the place of theworld in dl this vastness. It was a song about everything we ever knew
and ever will know. A song of Earth.

“Then she stopped singing, and spoke. She didn’t say much, but I’ [l never forget those words. Her voice
was queer and flat and dead, quite unlike the song. And dl she said was,

“*Hungry, Bantus?
“And something Sghed.

“It was a huge sound, like stormwater blasting from ablowhole. And | was alone on the path. | took out
my knife. It was agood knife with a keen blade chipped from the hardest stone. The handle was
mahogany, bound to the blade with horsehair twine. It was a strong knife, and yet when | heard —felt
— the creature moving down the path towards me, | knew it wasn't enough.

“I turned and ran. | ran so fast my legs couldn’t keep up with my body, and | fell. | fell into soft wet
ground and | lay there, too frightened to rise, screaming into the grass. The creature came for me. | felt
the earth shake to itsfootsteps, then | felt its breath on my neck. | couldn’t turn. | couldn’t look at it. It
touched my hip. Hard, sharp claws; | fdt them. My eyeswere shut. It rolled me over and began ahuge
sniffing, and at last | dared to look at it.

“I could only seeits muzzle, a handsbreadth from my face. Warm fluid dripped on me. I’ ve never seen
jawsthat size before or since— far bigger than the greatest crocodile. Then the muzzletilted and | saw



the eyes of the beast. They were quite small, and al the more frightening because they were not savage.
They were curious, inquisitive like abear looking a aholein atree. The face of this beast was hairy, but
it wasn't warm. Wherever it touched me, | felt coolness. It looked at me asthough | was aplate of food,
not aliving man. And | found the knifewas il in my hand.

“| droveit upwards into the brute s throat.
“And | felt the blade snap like a stick.

“Theanima didn’'t even blink. It sniffed itsway down my chest, straddling me, seeking out the softest
parts.

“Then it began to eat me.”

There was amoment’ s silencein the hut. The air was keen and cool, blowing through the open doorway,
and borewith it the sad ainging of the little Speciadists who were mourning the loss of their comrade.

Maquinistaregarded Tonio and Raoul, then turned away and disappeared into the dark recesses of the
hui.

When he returned, he broughtlight .

It flashed from his hand, brightening the hut and glittering from the metd thingson thewadlls. It dazzled
Raoul and filled him with fear. He heard hisfather groan, saw him cover his eyes so that a black shadow
fell over hisface. But Raoul couldn’t shut out the terrible sight. He had to look. Thelight held a dreadful
fascination asit swung and flickered from Maguinistal s hand. It was hot and fierce, likethe eye of a
cyclops. It stared a him, burning away hiswill toresist.

It wasthe Wrath of Agni.
“You'll kill usdl,” Tonio groaned.

And the engineer laughed. He set thelittle fire on ashelf, and it showed no sign of consuming the hut. It
blazed aone there like the evening star. Unbelievably, the engineer seemed to havecontrolled it.

“That' syour answer to thefdinos,” said Maguinista. “Fire. They're scared of it, even more than you are.
It sthe anima blood in them — arace memory of forest fires. If it wasn’t for the damned Examples, the
True Humanswould rule the world, instead of going in fear of every Speciesthey livewith.”

Raoul spoke. “But it' swrong to rule the world. We must live in accord with the world and the creatures
init”

“Tell that to the creatures.... No. Just forget about the Examples and take afresh look at things asthey
redly are. Explainit to me, Raoul. Explain to mewhy | was better off with a stone knife which broke,
when | could have had ametd knifelikethis! ”

And he snatched something from the wall and threw it. It struck the floor beside Raoul and stuck there,
quivering.

Raoul flinched, pressng himsdf againgt thewall and shivering.

Maguinistaturned, and the light fell across his scomach, and the scars were like rose petal's, and Raoul
thought he could see the outline of the spinein there.

Asif from along way off, he heard hisfather saying, “Maybe.... Maybeit isn't my businessto judge,



Maguinista Maybe my businessisto pilot sailcars the best way | can. Maybe the exact nature of those
sallcarsis none of my business. Wouldn't you say that’ sthe case?”’

“I can haveRayo repaired and ready for tridsin two weeks,” said the enginesr.

Raoul saw the Wrath of Agni kindling alight of greed in hisfather’ seyes, and felt some of his childhood
crumbling away from the core of hisbdlief, leaving him exposed and naked in this adult world, while
outside the hut the monkey-men sang adow lament.

And as he mourned, the sounds of the Specidists changed. There werelittle squeds and shufflings, and a
deadly barking. Suddenly things were different, Maquinistawas cocking his head, and the dream of glory
faded from hisfather’ s face to be replaced by a questioning look.

Then came the trampling of heavy footsteps.

A solid body of cai-men burgt into the hut. They were bunched about something, corradling it with their
scay bodies. They flung short-arm punches at it, barking and grunting in excitement. The air wasfetid
with their fishy stench and as they milled around one of them knocked over the lamp. A trickle of fireran
acrossthe floor. Maguinistathrew a sack down, snuffing the flames.

“Get the hell out of here, you bastards!” he shouted, “How many timesdo | haveto tell you to stay away
frommy camp!”

Cocodrilo detached himsdlf from the others and stared coldly at the engineer. “If you had the senseto
take proper security measures | wouldn’t have to waste my time on your part of the delta, Maguinigtal
Just take alook a what we found out there!”

He reached among his men, seized a pae arm and dragged out a struggling figure which he flung to the
floor.

“A felino py, Maguinista,” he said softly. “Now, what do you think of that?’
Karinalooked up a them, bleeding, her tunic hanging inrags.
“What were you doing out there, girl?” asked Maguinistaquietly.

“Spying, that' swhat!” snapped Cocodrilo. “Now you’ ve seen what can happen around here,
Maquinista, Il take her away for disposdl. I'll report thisto the Lord, of course. | don’t suppose he'll be
very pleased.”

“Youtdl me, girl,” sad Maguinista

Karinawas slent, saring at them with blazing eyes.

“Disposd?’ echoed Tonio uncertainly.

“Wall, she can’'t go back to the felino camp now, can she?’

Tonio regarded Karina. “Who is she, anyway? She looks familiar.”

Raoul said, “She’sKarina. Y ou remember, father — El Tigre's daughter. She came up on deck the other
day.” Therewasabitternessin him. He' d liked Karina, but now he suspected that her apparent
friendship on that occasion had been aruse to pump him for information. So here she was, caught. A
dirty spy. She deserved everything she got — except disposal. That was taking thingstoo far.



“El Tigre' sdaughter?’ Tonio'sexpression wasworried. This presented apolitica problem.

“There sno way we can let her talk to El Tigrenow,” said Cocodrilo, jerking Karinato her feet. She
lashed out at him but her fingernails had no effect on his horny skin. Helaughed coldly. “Y ou’ ve met your
metch, girl.”

“And there sno way you' re going to dispose of her, ether,” said Maguinista.

“Tak!” Cocodrilo suddenly shouted, wrenching at Karina s arm. She winced, blinked back tears of pain,
tossed her head so that her hair flew like spun copper, then dammed her elbow into Cocodrilo’'s
somachs The man-creature grinned toothily, tightening his grip so that Karinagave alittle mew of pain.

“Easy, Cocodrilo,” said Maguinista. “We |l keep her out of sight for awhile.”
“Won't her people comelooking?’ said Tonio.

“| doubt it. They’ll probably assume she’ sgone brute. They often do, around her age. Then after awhile
they snap out of it and go back to camp.”

“They’ll follow her trail,” objected Cocodrilo.

“I don't think so. There were guanaco clouds blowing in from the seatoday. Therain will wash away her
scent.” In fact they heard alight patter on the roof at that moment, and the wind gusted cooler.

Cocodrilo’sjaw was set stubbornly, tips of the teeth showing againgt hislips. “I gill say dispose of her.”

“Maybe.... Oh, | don’'t know.” Tonio looked from Cocodrilo to Maguinistahelplesdy. It was acomplex
gtuation. “Where can we keep her? How can we be sure she won't escape?’

“ She wouldn’'t escape from the tortuga pens,” said Maguinista.”
Cocodrilo’s mouth openedinadow grin. “I'll say shewouldn't.”

“Now,|’m going to report thisto the Lord,” said Maquinista, eyeing Cocodrilo closdy. “And if any harm
comesto her, he'll have your hide, Cocodrilo. He wants no part of murder.”

Tonio sad, “But what happens when we rdease her inthe end? She' ll till tell them everything.”

“Ah, butit’'ll betoo late,” said Maquinista. “ Can't you senseit, Tonio? Don't you fed the gathering unrest
inthe camps, in the jungle and the foothills and on the plains, everywhere? Can’t you fed that the climax
will comethis Tortuga Festival? After that, | think we' re going to see adifferent Stuation on the coast. A
different relationship, one way or the other....”

And Raoul shivered, only haf understanding the deliberations of his elders but knowing, somehow, that
the existence he' d aways known was threatened.

“Take her away, Cocodrilo,” said Maguinista.

The heavy bodies clustered around Karina again, pawing her, pinioning her. She was dragged struggling
from the hut. As she passed Raoul her eyes met hisand she said vicioudy, “Don’'t you have anything to
say, brat? Don’t you have any say in what goes on around you?’

Then shewas gone, out into the curtain of rain.

Nobody spoke for along time. Nobody looked at anyone. The rain grew heavier, and big drops began



to force their way through the roof and splatter to the earthen floor.

The maturing of Mariq

It was unseasonable, the rain. Usudly heavy rains came amonth later, after the Festiva, washing away
the debris and cleaning the coast ready for the winter. But that year, the Y ear of Nodal Conception,
freak depressionsin the South Atlantic brought early storms.

It was ayear of changesin many ways. Localy, the relationship between Specidists and True Humans
would never be the same again. Climaticaly, it marked the onset of anew Ice Age. Higtoricdly it was
marked by anew calendar: the Johnathan Y ears. In some remote partsthis calendar is till used; but
esawhereit isjust amemory in the Rainbow, along with various other ancient calendars.

So they dragged Karinainto the new Ice Age, through swamp and jungle which would be cool dry
pampas twenty thousand years later, when the Triad would come together and free Starquin. They
dragged her brutally, because they were little more than brutes, and they tripped her often because they
enjoyed seeing her fal; and they enjoyed seeing her get up again, with her mud-soaked tunic clinging to
her body. Therain fell ceasdlessy and the cold wind blew, and Karinafell again.

Cocodrilo bent to pick her up thistime, his sharp fingers probing at breast and groin.
“She' sweak asakitten, thiscat-girl,” he grunted, setting her on her feet. “ Soft and week, like afungus.”

His companions muttered agreement as they ploughed through mud and water, their bodies well adapted
to thiskind of travel.

Servo had watched thefirst clouds sweep low over the treetops but he' d anticipated rain long before
that, with the first cool breath of wind and rustle of leaves. Maybe even before that, during the steamy
summer, he' d known this year was going to be different — the year which, to him, wasthe Y ear of
Goldenback.

Last year had been the Y ear of Marig. He d named the creature Mariq after achild he' d once known, in
Rangua. Asthe years passed he' d found, to hisdismay, that he’ d stopped thinking about Marig. So
perhaps the tortuga had been an attempt to perpetuate her memory.

It hed failed.
The mating of tortugasis asinevitable as the branching of happentracks.

Although he' d taken every precaution to keep the males from Mariq he' d reckoned without thefemae's
own persistence. The mass mating had taken place and the males had wandered off to die, and he'd
untied Mariq so that she could forage in the mud. She had a particular fondnessfor the tiny water-snails
which abounded in the stagnant waters of the dike.

Shefound amae there, stuck, unable to climb out and take part in the mass coupling. So they mated
down there in the green water; dowly and, presumably, enjoyably.

“Y ou bastard! Son of Agni, you bastard! Wherein hell did you come from?”

Siervo scrambled down into the ditch and kicked the male tortuga away. The creature skittered across
the mud, spun on its back, and was still.

Siervo picked up Mariq gently, cradling her in hisarms. “Oh, my pet.... What did he do to you?’ She



regarded him with bright button eyes, passve, fertilized, replete. He didn’t release her. He kept her in his
hut, talking to her, telling her his plans for the trench he was digging. Autumn closed in and the leaves
blew about the farm and whirled into the gray sky.

And the carts came, drawn by llamas and led by dumb mountain people with their prancing walk and
timid eyes— the first humans Siervo had seen for ayear, apart from Cocodrilo. They loaded thefemde
tortugasinto the carts, never speaking to him, tossing their headsif he attempted to strike up a
conversation. They despised him — him, a True Human of the Second Species!

They left the breeding stock behind — like the marketable females, these were becoming plump and their
legs short. The cartstrundled away down to the yards where the tall-masted sailcars would carry the
cargo down the coast. They left Seervo with his mad plans and histame tortuga.

Mariq grew fatter until her shell was almost spherical and her head was barely able to emerge from the
narrowing orifice. One morning Siervo awoke to find her balanced on the curve of her undershell, legs
paddling at the air, unable to reach the floor. He untied the thong, satisfied that she could not leave him.
Hetaked to her alot, while she watched him gravely until her shell grew over the neck orifice and the

transformation was complete.

Inthelate fdl there was a brief Indian summer and the sky cleared.
And Servo heard thefirst of the explosons.

He carried Mariq out of the hut; by now the tortugawas dmost perfectly spherica and about the size of
ahuman head. Hetook her to a specid place, chosen because of the wind direction and the thickness of
the silken fence, and he set her on the ground. She was an amost featureless globe, dark golden in color,
with dight fissuresin her surface tracing the lines of the origina shell plates.

And the words of an ancient philosopher cameinto his mind. Without redizing it, he was speaking them
aoud. “To seek purposein the millenniaof human exisence is asfutile as asking God the reason for the
tortuga.”

Mariq exploded.
Siervo staggered back, temporarily deafened.

The air wasfilled with tiny gossamer-borne eggs. Caught by the wind, they drifted towards the fence and
hung there for awhile until the gossamer deliquesced. Then they fell to the wet ground, winking likelittle
eyesin the unseasonable sunlight. Siervo kicked water, washing them into deeper puddies.

The shell of Mariq lay shettered.
He picked up the pieces and dung them over the fence.

Hewalked quickly back to his hut, fetched the shovel and began to dig his trench with uncontrolled vigor.
When Cocodrilo next came he teased Siervo:

“Only afool would want to befriend a dumb thing which can’t decide whether it' sareptile or aplant, and
which dies just when aman would be arting to live. Fix your hut — it' sadisgrace! Livefor the day,
Servo. Thefutureisno better than the present, you can take my word for that. Look at that drainage
trench of yours. Y ou’' ve dmost finished it, So now you have nothing left to live for! Can't you seewhat’s
wrong with your philosophy?’” Cocodrilo had yawned hugely, showing rows of sharp teeth.



Death and freedom.

And so another year, another crop. Goldenback chosen from Mariq's offpring. Sometimes Siervo
wondered, in those moments when his thoughts made sense, what he wastrying to breed. Did he have
some crazy ideathat it was possible to produce ared, empathetic companion?

The rain hammered the mud around him and the trench began to fill, flowing out under the east fence. He
hurried back to his shack, avoiding the carcasses of the males, anxious to see Goldenback again. Hewas
shivering, and it wasn't Smply the cold and the wet. He was running adight fever. He was seized with a
gpasm of coughing as he entered the hut, so it was amoment before his mind registered what his eyes
told him.

Goldenback was not alone.
A maetortuga crawled away from her, hisdow movementstdling the sory....

When Siervo awakened he fdt refreshed, as though he had dept asicknessaway. Therain still dashed at
the roof but the sky was brightening outside; anew morning was beginning. In the first waking moments
he forgot what had happened to histortuga, and rolled over to spesk to her.

He gulped, asudden shock hit his stomach, and a shaft of pure madnesslit hisdim brain.
Goldenback had turned into agirl.

She lay on the floor with her knees drawn up under her and her head pillowed on her hands, adleep. Her
hair spread acrossthe dirt like atawny fan. Her clotheswere in rags, so that one breast rested across her
forearm, the nipple pink and bruised. Her legs were encrusted with gray mud streaked with blood.

Somebody had mistreated Goldenback.

The remnants of reason were ebbing away from him as herolled to the floor and knelt beside the girl,
groking her hair and mumbling, “Everything will bedl right, my pet. You'll see”

She opened her eyes.
Her eyes, so hurt....

“Everything will bedl right,” he said numbly. Shewas on her feet in one movement. She stood panting,
garing down a him. Her eyes were poolsin which hatred swam. Her belly contracted, muscles bunching
above the matted triangle of hair. Dry mud fell away from her toes and he saw the nails, tough and
pointed. Thetoes curled and flexed. There was a sudden anima stink, and when he looked up at her face
he saw murder there, and her lips drawn back over sharp teeth.

Sanity returned to himin aflash.
Herolled away.

Her foot lashed out, toenails grazing his shoulder with sharp pain. She recovered her balance instantly
and dropped into a crouch.

Herolled under the bunk, whimpering with terror, pressing himsdf into the angle of wal and floor. He
heard her cough with rage and fling herself on the bunk. He saw her fingers hook under the rough wood,
clawing for him. He shrank away. Thefingers grasped the wood, seeking to wrench the bunk from the



wall. The retaining pegs creaked, and one snapped.
“Get away!” hewas screaming. “Get away, you bastard!”

Beside him, therotting timber of thewall sagged. The bunk began to shift. A sudden cool breeze blew in
through the new gap. With afina rending the bunk came free, and a portion of thewall withit.

He dived through the hole and rolled in the mud. He heard a crash insde the hut. He stood, his breath
sobbing in histhroat. Theflat mud of the farm stretched in al directions, giving no cover, no refuge.
Scarcely pausing to think, he jumped, got agrip on the eave, and pulled himself onto the roof.

Helay on the wet mat of leaves, his heart pounding. Below him, al was quiet.
Later, Karinawalked out of the hut.

She gazed a the mud, and sniffed the air. It smelled of decay. Spherica thingslay around. They dmost
looked like tortugas, except that they had tiny legs which waved aimlesdly. In the distance atall fence
separated the muddy compound from the jungle. Ignoring the pain in her body, she ran towardsit.

Hideous spiders hissed at her. Through the thick, trand ucent screen she could make out guards, lying in
the mud like driftwood.

She walked back to the hut, and saw asdlow little man lying on the roof, watching her with scared eyes.
Shefdt hersdf flush with embarrassment. “I’'m sorry.”

Hedidn't reply. Hislips moved, but he seemed temporarily bereft of speech.

“I won't hurt you. Y ou can come down now.”

He uttered afaint moan, clinging to theridge,

“Ligten, if you don’t come down right away, by Agni I’ll come up and get you!”

Now he did to the edge, hung for amoment watching her imploringly, then dropped to the ground. His
legs dipped from under him and he felt on his back, flinching as though he expected her to pounce on
him.

“That’ s better,” she said. He was a True Human, but avery puny one. She couldn’t think why she'd
been scared of him before.

“Who areyou?’ he asked, getting up.

Shetold him the story. As shetalked, his eyes grew wide; and when she spoke of Cocodrilo and the
journey through the jungle he made little noises of sympathy, and bobbed his head. They sat together on
the step while the rain washed the mud from them.

“He hurt you, thisterrible man-thing? I’m not surprised — | know him well. What did he do?’
She pulled asde the remains of her tunic, showing him her scratched and bitten body.

Servo sad dowly, “Heisthe cruellest cresture I’ ve ever known. And yet....”

“What?" Karinawas suddenly discomfited. Servo’s eyes had filled with tears.

“I look forward to him coming,” he said in alow voice. “ There snobody ese, you see.”



“Wdll, why don’t you go into Rangua sometimes? Y ou don't have to stay here. Y ou're a True Human,
aren't you?’ There was someimpatiencein Karina stone. The man was more feeble than Raoul, even.

So Servotold her hishistory.

They talked dl day astherain fell and the watersrose. It was one of the days Karinawould remember
best from that year; the rain, more gentle now, and the gentle voice of this strange True Human who' d
known more unhappiness than she' d have thought a person could bear. It was the lack of freedom which
affected her most, of course. The thought of spending twenty years penned in the same place was
unthinkable to afree-ranging feina

And now she was caged, too.

The fences seemed to march towards her as evening came, imprisoning her with walls of claustrophobia.
“I’'ve got to get out of here!” she cried suddenly.

Servo watched her pacing to and fro. “We can leave in the morning, if you like,” he said diffidently.

“How?We can't get through the fence for the spiders, and you say Cocodrilo’s men are guarding the
outside anyway!”

“I’'ve had along timeto think,” said Siervo. “1 haveit dl planned. | hadn’t intended to leave until after the
Fedtivd, but since the rains have come early, well....” He shrugged rapidly and glanced around with a
sudden, dy grin which was so close to madness that Karina doubted him.

“Maybe we should talk about it in the morning,” she said.

They dept together on the narrow bunk but Siervo was restless, twisting and turning for along time
before he relaxed and his breathing became regular and even. Karinawas alight deeper like most of her
species, and she was awakened in the middle of the night by Siervo’s hand diding over her body and
cupping her injured breast. She pushed it away gently, but Siervo awakened with a start, redized what he
was doing, and crawled out of bed, mumbling with shame. He spent the rest of the night on thefloor,
muttering to himsalf, mortified by the involuntary actions of his own body. Karinawas sorry he’ d gone,
because the warm proximity reminded her of the grupo.

When morning came the rain had ceased and the sun wasfiltering through the roof. Siervo was up and
about, arranging arow of breeding tortugas outside the door, clucking over them. Karina awakened,
sretched, and sat up in bed watching him.

“Tell me about getting out of here” shesad.

Hedidn't meet her eyes. He' d been peeping at her waking up, and her wild beauty scared him. It was
many years since he' d seen apretty girl, and he' d never known how they could affect aman. He' d been
very young when they’ d brought him here. And Karinawas a Specidi<t, gpparently. He shouldn’t even
think of her as beautiful.

But shewas.

Suddenly he didn’t want to leave. He was scared of the world outside, and he was scared of losing
Karinaout there.

“Maybethetimeisn’'t right yet.”



“Oh.... I don't think | could face Cocodrilo again,” she said quietly. “He told me he would be coming,
today. To see how | was settling in. He'll probably bring other guards.”

After apause, Servo said, “We ll go. Firgt, we'll eat.” He cracked open atortuga by banging it against
the doorstep so the shell split, then handed it to her. It was not quite ripe, and there were clear indications
of flesh and blood insde.

Theripetortugaisfilled with ddectable tiny eggs, like caviar.

Kainaregarded it with digaste. “Thisisn't atortuga. Thisissomekind of anima.”
“Of courseitis. Tortugasareanimals.”

“But.... What about the Examples? True Humans don't eat meat.”

“Most people think tortugas are plants.”

“But what if they found out? If True Humans egt megt, why are felinos forbidden to hunt and fish? Why
do they say it'stheanimd in us, that makes us need tumpmeat?’

Servo sad, “Why do you think the tortuga farms are kept secret? Why am | a prisoner here?’
“Wdl.... Why?’

And the True Human, with no loyaty to hisrace— how could he have, after alifetime’'s
imprisonment?— said, “Only by regulating the food supply can True Humans keep Speciaists under
contral.”

“But why do True Humans grow tortugas? Why take the risk?’

“It' saprofitable crop. | don't suppose the True Humans down south know thetortugaisan animal. It
can only breed herein the delta. The eggswould never hatch in the drier lands— in fact the shell would
get too hard to explode. The Rangua Canton L ord, the saillway captains and the other True Humans have
gotten rich on tortugas. They’ll make sure nobody finds out what tortugasredly are.”

Karinalooked at him, her eyeswidening. “But I’ ve found out.”
“So they can never let you go.”

She gulped. “I don’t want any of thistortuga. | don’t like the look of it. Let’s hurry up and get out of
here”

“All right.”
Now thismild, timid True Human did a series of things which surprised Karina.

Hetook a strong hardwood staff and jammed it into a crack in the outside corner of the hut. Feet planted
firmly inthe mud, he threw himsdf against the end. The hut groaned, swayed and findly collgpsed; one
long wall falling outwards and the other walls piling on top of one another.

“Help mewith this,” said Siervo, and together they carried along wal acrossthe mud, laying it beside the
fast-flowing trench. Then they took the two short walls, leaving only the wall with the door iniit, and
Siervo placed these upright on the long wall, then leaned the two top edges together and formed a
triangular shelter. Pegs did smoothly into place.



“Asl sad, I've had along timeto think,” said Siervo drily, noticing Karina s astonishment.

Now they had araft with asmall chaet-shaped cabin. Siervo brought tortugas and other food which he
placed in the cabin. He ran back to the wreckage of the hut and collected the hardwood staff, jammed it
under theraft and levered.

“Push,” hesad.

“Wait amoment.” Karinawas bewildered by the swift events, the imminent plunge into unknown
dangers. “Where are you taking me?’

He paused, leaning againgt the staff. “I’veno idea. But | know that if we don't go now, we'll never get
out of thisplace. We Il die here.”

“Yes but...."
“HAH!"
Cocodrilo was running towards them, followed by anumber of his men.

“Push, Karinal” Siervo leaned on the pole. Karinagot her fingers under the raft and heaved. It did afew
centimeters, then stuck. “Push!” Servo jerked at the aff.

It snapped.

Cocodrilo had pulled ahead of his men, sKkittering across the wet ground in alow-dung run, using his
hands from time to time so that, horribly, it looked as though he was scuttling on dl fours. Ashe came he
uttered harsh cries.

Karinaand Siervo stood shoulder to shoulder, lifting and pushing, fegling the raft move, but too dowly.
Siervo was sobbing. After twenty years of subservience the enormity of his actions was amost too much
for him.

“Stop!” shouted Cocodrilo.
And Siervo stopped, his body sagging, theraft falling back into the mud.

Karinasad, “He sgoing to kill usif we don't get away.” She sezed Siervo’sarm, swinging him round to
face her so that he couldn’t see the monstrosity bounding towards them. “ Do you realy want meto die?’
she asked, trying to get him to meet her eyes.

Her eyeswere like mountain lakes. Siervo stared.
Her beauty was more important than lifeitsdf. It wasagift placed in hiscare. It was....
He hurled himsdlf at the raft.

It did forward into the trench. The current seized it. They jumped aboard. Cocodrilo, arriving seconds
too late, trotted dlongside, gauging hisleap. Theraft moved faster, the mud flats dipping by. Cocodrilo,
yelling to hismen, plunged into the channd and took hold of a corner of the raft. The vessd tilted and
swivdled, touching the bank and dowing. The cai-men were yeping like hounds, closing in.

Cocodrilo, hishead protruding from the water, snapped, “ Stop. Get off thisraft.”

Karina could see Siervo shaking as he dropped to his knees and, with trembling hands, tried to pry



Cocodrilo’ sfingersaway. Theraft tilted further, water swilling over the deck.

“Wedaren't stop.” Siervo’stonewas pleading. “Y our men are out of control. Coco. They’ll kill us.
Look at them!”

Therewere six of them. They scurried dong the bank, level with the raft, uttering fearsome coughing
sounds, their mouths snapping at air, their coarse lips dripping fluid. They were crazed with the ecstasy of
the hunt. They began to roar with anticipation, seeing a shalow place ahead where they could easily drag
theraft to ahdt. They scuttled on, arms pumping, overtaking the raft and getting ready to jump into the
trench.

“You ... askedforit,” gasped Cocodrilo, water washing over hisface.

Karinafound she was holding the shattered end of the staff. She stepped forward. The raft hedled and
Cocodrilo disappeared underwater.

“Go to the other end,” shetold Siervo.

He glanced at her, uttered alittle moan of despair, climbed to hisfeet and scrambled away. The fence
loomed | ess than fifty meters ahead — but Cocodrilo’s men were waiting for them in the shalows. As
Servo reached the other end, the raft balanced itsdlf.

Karinacrouched.
Cocodrilo emerged from the water, gulping air.

Karinarammed the jagged end of the staff down histhroat. As he screamed, blood sprayed over her
legs. Karinalaughed, aharsh ydl of pure ddight. Helet go and drifted away, twisting and turning in the
water like agaffed fish, seaming the surface with pink threeds.

Karinaran to the other end where Siervo was struggling with a cai-man who had got agrip on hisankle.
She kicked, and ripped the man’ sthroat open with her toenails. Blood welled out, bubbling as he fought
for breath, then he was gone somewhere under the raft.

Then someone grabbed her leg, scaly fingers digging deep. She kicked out, dipped and fell, diding
towards the edge of the raft. Another hand gripped her thigh just as she caught hold of the cabin front
and checked her dide. Thefingerswerelike stedl, inhumanly strong, and dthough she kicked with al her
strength she couldn’t shake them free. She caught sight of Siervo inasimilar predicament, being dragged
off the raft; then two of the men began to climb aboard, grinning, crawling towards her.

Theraft tipped.

Karinafloundered in deep, icy water. Something struck her a smashing blow across the head, then the
grip on her legs dackened and sherose. Surfacing, she found the raft beside her and pulled hersalf half
onto it, gasping for breath. Other heads bobbed up, Siervo’ s among them. They began to drop astern as
the raft sped over the shallows. Karinastood, preparing to diveto Siervo'said.

“No!” Thelittle True Human shouted. “Leave me, Karinal”

She couldn’t do that. But his cry made her pause, and in that instant the raft swept past atall figure
dressed in black, standing motionless beside the ditch. The ruined face turned to Karina, the scarred lips
formed just two words.

“Leave him....”



And Karina hesitated, just for asecond.
Then afetid blanket enveloped her and shefdll.

Siervo had designed his escape route well. The gathering momentum of the raft across the shalowswas
sufficient to carry it through the fence, and a hundred spiders hissed their fury as the raft smashed through
their handiwork and sped on past the guards, across a shalow tributary and into the deeper waters of the
ddta

Shelay 4till, wrapped in adense, tranducent web, using every last part of her sdf-control to summon her
Little Friends against the spiders attacking her body, while the floodwaters hastened her towards the sea.

Inlater years the Escape of Karinaformed an important part of the Song of Earth, being celebrated in the
Sanzabeginning:

“Karinafought the crocodiles with courage and with might,
Then called upon the power of bor to dull the spiders’ bite.”

But there was another Karina on another happentrack, who refused to heed the command of the Dedo’s
handmaiden, and who dived into the swift water to swim to the aid of her True Human friend. Nowthat
Karinafought the cai-men bravely, killing one and mortaly wounding another before her neck was
broken by two of the brutes.

The minstrels of Late Earth do not sing of that Karina. They do not know of her, because her story is
locked in some cold memory of some dying Rainbow on some remote happentrack. On that
happentrack the Purpose was not fulfilled, Starquin was not freed, and in his eventud disinterest he
alowed Mankind to rot in his Domes and villages. The Dedos were withdrawn into Starquin’s body and
Earth spun on itsway, of no more use to him than the dead canyons of the Moon, whilein the reaches of
the Greataway the Hate Bombs circumscribed his eternal tomb.

The Canton Lord.

Inthe year 91342 Cyclic, Earth was threatened by arace of diens known asthe Bo Adon Su. Thiswas
during the Age of Resurgence when it seemed that nothing could stop humanity from populating the entire
Gdaxy, giventime. Histhree-dimensiona spaceshipswere everywhere and their navigationd, drive and
defensive equipment were wonders of physical technology. Y ou will understand thet this technology was
to seem incredibly clumsy fifteen hundred yearslater, in the age of the Outer Think and the Invisble
Spaceships,; but a the time it was athing to be marvelled at. And marvel was what the less-advanced
racesdid.

All except the Bo Adon Su. Refusing to accept the supremacy of Man, they scythed through the Galaxy
inaseriesof clumsly-executed raids of little more than nuisance vaue, findly arriving at the Solar System
itsef — the very cradle of Mankind. They poised to attack Earth, trying to masstheir fleet into some
semblance of order for aconcerted ondaught.

Suddenly, humanity woke up to what was happening.

They fed the Bo Adon Su’ stacticsinto the Rainbow, to prepare their defenses.

The Rainbow found the Bo Adon Su’ stacticsincapable of andyss.

The attacks had been utterly undisciplined, characterized only by inventiveness and adaptability.



Frequently the attacks had not been pressed home despiteinitial gains. The Bo Adon Su had apparently
lost interest, or maybe proved their point, and taken off in search of fresh glory.

And now they were at the gateway to Earth. The Rainbow had metaphorically thrown up its hands, so
the defenses of Earth were as uncoordinated as the Bo Adon Su, who milled around somewhere outside
Pluto, filling Space with urgent but incoherent messages to one another.

The stuation for Earth was particularly darming since the Rainbow, by that time, had gained some
reputation for foretelling the Ifalong. But if the computer couldn’t even tell Earth how to defend itsdlf, its
Ifalong predictions must be meaningless. Some gloomy individuas even took thisto mean that the Earth
had no future. Then, suddenly, the Rainbow emitted the message:

“ Put the matter in the hands of the Whirst Institute.”

TheMordeca N. Whirst Ingtitute for Genetic Research had up to that time been involved in low-key
improvements to human stock, adapting humansto dien environments and, most controversid of al,
creating new varieties of humans for specific purposes by adding atiny proportion of appropriate animal
genesto their chromosome structure. These were the Specidists, who became the Felinos and the
tumpiers, and many otherswho lived and died outside the scope of our story.

The Whirgt Indtitute rose to the challenge.

Cdling upon itsmost distinguished geneticistsincluding severa who had to be summoned from outlying
colonies, the Ingtitute commenced Operation Counterthink, afive-year crash program which culminated
in the creation of the UsUrsa

The UsUrsawas atriumph. It was aliving, breathing creature which combined the intelligence of a
human with the socid ingtinct of an ant, the reactions of aleopard, the intuition of an ultrapigeon, the
planning ability of an architect-mouse of ChegalV and the strength and ferocity of agrizzly bear. In
addition, it had an extremely high salf-preservation quotient. It was asuperb creature, well suited to its
task of protecting Earth against the Bo Adon Su.

Unfortunately, by that timethe Bo Adon Su had lost interest in Earth and were seeking adventure
esawhere,

Now the Us Ursa singtinct for saf-preservation cameinto play. Redlizing that their existence was now
unnecessary they fled into the mountainswhere, for several thousands of years, they lived intiny villages,
hunting and growing crops and generdly maintaining alow profile. Intimetheir file a the Whirgt Inditute
deteriorated and could not be recalled, but they remained in hiding, knowing full well that if the rest of
Mankind learned what powerful crestures they were, they would be hunted down and destroyed.

Then the Inner Think came, and the Age of Regression, and Man drifted back into the Domes.
And the Us Ursa came down from the hills.
Captain Tonio received a summons to appear before the Canton Lord.

He trembled. He watched the back of the huge man who had delivered the message, and he ressted the
temptation to cry after him:

“Why?Why does he want to see me? What have | done?’

Hismind rifled through a casebook of imagined misdemeanors.



“It'squite an honor,” said Astrud, unsuspecting, brushing his best vicuna jacket.
Raoul watched him thoughtfully, and Tonio wondered what the kid was thinking.

Tonio rode the deck of the Lord’ s private sailcar, aware that he hadn’t been invited to use the cabin. The
crewmen were reticent, handling the sailswith quiet skill, saying little as they concentrated on adifficult,

jibing run uphill.
And then, at the Lord’ s palace, the guards.
They were giants like the one who had delivered the summons. They carried weapons of unknown

workings and like the crewmen, they hardly spoke, escorting Tonio through endless corridors, past
exquisite satuary, paintings and tapestry, to avast anteroom.

“Wait here,” said the guard. He was a head taler than Tonio, immensdly broad in the shoulder and thick
at waist and hip; bigger than afelino male even, and more powerful. Tonio watched him depart with a
heavy, shambling gait quite unlike the graceful walk of El Tigre.

Then Tonio waited. For at least an hour he stood in the anteroom, hesitating to Sit, examining the
tapestries until he knew every gitch. The books — thousands lined the walls— did not interest him. Like
most of his contemporaries, he was unable to read the complex prints of the ancient texts. Forty thousand
years|later much of the substance of thislibrary would be rediscovered and its contents keyed into the
Rainbow to flesh out the history dready recorded. By that time, some of the storieswould aready have
found their way into the repertoire of the early mingrels, ultimately to beincluded in the Song of Earth.

The door opened.
“Enter,” said the Lord.

Tonio knew that nobody had ever seen the Canton Lord — or maybe nobody had lived to tell thetale. It
didn’t surprise him when he entered the chamber to find nobody there. There was a chair, however, and
thevoice said, “Sit.” Tonio sat facing ablank but tranducent wall through which ashadowy form could
be discerned.

“Speak,” said the Lord.
This confused Tonio, Snce he was not yet awvare of the purpose of the summons.

Hesaid, “1 regret to report that the experimental sail-carRayo was severdly damaged in atria run. We
shall have to develop new techniques for handling such craft. Aswe gain experience, we will passon the
knowledge to other Canton crews.” Wasthe Lord going to tell him he was being replaced as captain of
Rayo?

“| heard about the crash,” said the Canton Lord.

“Maquinistaused arevolutionary design of axle bearing. This, together with the light weight and dtered
sal-plan of Rayo , resulted in remarkable acceleration.” Who would be given the job, then? Not Herrero!

“I know &l about thet, too.”
“Wadll, then....” Tonio’svoicetraled avay.
“Therewasaspy,” prompted the Lord gently.

“Hardly worth mentioning. A young felinanamed Karina. | had Cocodrilo lock her away until after the



races.”
“Wadll, not quite, Captain Tonio.”
“I beg your pardon, Lord Benefactor?’

“ She escaped, didn’t you know? She arrived back at the felino camp yesterday and had a conversation
with her father, the redoubtable El Tigre, no less. He held an emergency mesting. His objective, so it
seems, was to whip up dissension on the basis of his daughter’ s story and to lead the felinos into some
kind of action against the sailways. He failed, dueto that lack of cohesiveness so peculiar to thefelino
character. His daughter was not believed, and is being temporarily sent away from the camp.”

“That's... that’sgood , Lord Benefactor.” “ How much did Karina find out, Tonio?” “Nothing. She
couldn’t have. She probably thoughtRayo wasfagt, that’ sal. And the fdinos aready knew that. There
have been other spies”

“That'sdl?

Thenit hit Tonio like akick in the somach. The tortugas. Maquinistatold Cocodrilo to lock Karinaaway
in one of the pens. Maguinistawas an engineer. He had no thought for the niceties of rdligious belief —
he' d dready proved that. But now Karina probably knew the life cycle of the tortuga. Would sheredlize
the sgnificance— that True Humansweretrading inmeat? Probably not. Felinos ate medt. If Karinahad
thought the matter important enough to mention to her father, the Lord would have known, and said so.

Unlessthe Lord was trying to catch him out. People who defied the Lord came to abad end. The guards
were sent for them, and they were never seen again. Fear of the guards was the whole basis of the
Lord' srule. The guards were incredibly strong and efficient.

In the end, Tonio decided to play innocent.

“I’'msure shedidn’t hear our conversation after the accident,” he said evasively. “I criticized Maquinista
for using metd in the congtruction of Rayo .”

To hisdisgppointment, the Lord seemed unmoved by this sacrilege. “ Rayois the top Canton car. It is
very important that Rangua Canton wins the Tortuga Race— not merdly for financid reasons. The
Companies have been troublesome lately, and | want it to be seen that Canton cars are superior.”

The Companies were loose associations of True Humans who operated cars out of various coastal towns
in competition with the officia Canton cars.

“I have sent areprimand to El Tigre,” continued the Lord, “recommending his daughter be sent away for
awhile. Thiswill give matters achanceto cam down.”

“Lord Benefactor, the felinos aren't fools. They will have guessed the capabiilities of Rayo . Therewill be
ugly scenes when we demongtrate these capabilities. The felinoswill seeRayo asthefirst step towards
their becoming redundant.”

“Asindead itis. But | anticipated this. Guards will be posted at the Stages. All that remains now isfor
you to prove yourself worthy of thetrust I’ ve placed in you. Y ou will win that race, Tonio. You
understand?’

“Yes, Lord Benefactor.”

Theinterview was at an end. He was il dive. Hisvicunajacket was drenched in swest. Herose, and



left. Hisfinal impression was of the sheer size of the Lord, who rose on the other side of the screen likea
thunderhead.

Karinain the tumpfields.

Therideinto the foothills seemed endless. The shrugleggers plodded dowly uphill, following the sail-way
towards Rangua Town for awhile, then joining an ancient trail which wound among therolling downs.
The short grass became streaked with aricher green — the sign that tumps had been here. The
shrugleggers pulled on, dragging the crude mest-carts with their squesking bearings, heads twitching to
the bites of countlessinsects.

Karina seethed. Shewasin disgrace and her punishment was, to her mind, unjustified.

From timeto time the other felinos grinned in her direction as sherode, bolt upright, beside her father.
Sheignored them. She despised them — particularly that fat fool Dozo who had ruined El Tigre's
mesting, caling her testimony into doubt and holding her up to ridicule.

“So KarinasaysRayo isfaster than thewind.... Well, she must be more trustworthy than our previous
informant, the anonymous crocodile. Or wasn't it her grupo that 1olande caught stealing tumpmest the
other day? Dear me, | can't quite remember....”

The El Tigre grupo minus Karina, having been beaten by 1olande in battle, had been presented to the
camp asthe guilty ones. Might, in thefelino culture, isawaysright.

By the time the mest train reached the tump station, Karinawas a bursting point. She stood sulkily by as
her father bargained with Haleka, the head tumpier, and she refused to speak to the young felinos.

Haekawas afrail figure beside El Tigre, but he carried himsdlf with pride. He had never kowtowed to
the felinos and he was't going to start now, even though El Tigre himsdlf had come. He bargained dmost
absently, whilewith razor-sharp shell he cut strips of meat from the tump.

Haleka prided hersdf on being the best butcher in Rangua. He cut strips a meter long and five
centimeters deep, wedge-shaped o that the beast’ s skin was marked by a single cut which healed within
two days.

And thetump lay there, making no sound, feding nothing.

Halekawore asmple robe of guanaco hide. Hisface waslong and pae despite alifetimein the sun; his
eyes paedso, and deep-set. When El Tigrefinally arrived at an acceptable price, he merdly nodded
dightly, saying nothing. The felinos carried the strips to the cart. There were other felinos, other tumpiers;
but the best tump was Haleka’ s and the best meat went to the cart of El Tigre. The meat wasripered
and bleeding sweet blood.

Karinastood beside the tump. She touched one of the neat incisions. No blood flowed here, and only a
faint indentation in the skin showed where the wedge of meat had been cut.

“Andthegirl will hdpyou,” said El Tigre. “ Sheismy daughter, so you will treat her with the respect she
deserves”

“I will certainly do that,” replied Haleka drily, * but not because sheisyour daughter, El Tigre. Hereinthe
tumpfields, respect must be earned.”

“And each year there are less tumps. Perhaps there is something wrong with the tumpiers code.”



“When God wishesit, the tumps will breed. Maybe God wishes to cut down on the felino population.”
Hereferred to thefelinos dependence on tumpmest.

“Oneday thefdinoswill hunt thejungle again,” snarled El Tigre, “ But without tumps there will be no
tumpiers”

Haleka was preparing his next sally when his gaze fell upon Karina. She stood beside the tump,
swalowing heavily. As he watched, she brushed afinger along the wound and raised it to her lips.

“Get your dirty hands off my tump!” Haleka shouted. He stepped forward and dashed a Karinawith his
tumpgtick, then picked up abundle of herbs and began to rub them gently aong the length of the wound,
chanting in asing-song voice:

“ Spirit of the herb make the tump live long.
Soirit of the herb make the muscle strong.
Spirit of the herb make the man belong,

All onewith hills.”

And as he sang, he nicked his own forearm with the shell, and rubbed the herb into that wound, too.
“Damned fool,” said El Tigre.

Karinastood by, fingers hooked, restraining hersdf with difficulty. The tumpstick had missed her by
severd centimeters, but the indignity had struck home.

When the meat was dl |oaded the felinos returned to their carts. Seven tumpslay in agrest circle, their
keepers minigtering to their wounds, their chanting borne up the foothillsinto the trees, where the
monkeys heard it and yelled back with animal derision.

“Goodbye, father,” said Karina, feding suddenly aone.

El Tigrelooked at her for amoment, then turned away with agrowl. The felinos shouted. The
shrugleggers threw themselves against the harness. The carts squedled, and the long procession moved
off downhill, El Tigrein the lead, hopeful vultures circling overhead, Ranguaaclutter of little boxes under
the noon sun.

lolanderodein the last cart with her grupo trotting dongside. Karina sfind impression of the mest train
waslolande’' smaliciousgrin.

“You will learn to respect the tump,” Haleka stated from hislofty perch. “Y ou will dwayswak on the
uphill sde of him, becauseit isfrom the forest above that the danger comes, when the jaguarswalk at
night. Y ou will match your paceto his, because he didikes being hurried or held back. Hisvery life
depends on steady movement across the grass because he cannot move his head.”

Karina paced dowly aong in the late afternoon sun. The other tumps had diverged on their separate
paths, the tumpiers sitting on their backs, the apprentices walking alongside. The apprenticeswere the
lowest of the low.

Karina, for the time being, was one of them.

“The sun and the grass are al the tump needs,” Haleka droned on. “When God created the tump, he
created the perfect mesat producer.”

“If the tump is so goddamned grest, how comeit’s got no goddamned legs?” Karinashouted in sudden



temper.
“The tump has no need of legs, because it can move by flexing itsribs. There have been tumps on these
hillsfor many thousands of years, and they’ll be here for thousands more.”

But even ashe said this, asadnesstook Haleka. The tump numbers had dwindled darmingly in recent
years. The trouble was, they didn’t breed. At onetime thisdidn’t matter, because they didn’t die, either.
But increasing felino demands on them had resulted in some overflensing, and recently there had been the
occasional desth through disease.

More worrying, though, was the increasing incidence of suicide. Disturbed tumps — those who had been
attacked by jaguars, for instance — were subject to a mental disorder known asloco . The symptons
were atendency to travel downhill until the tump’s progress was halted by the sailway track. It would
then butt againgt this structure, endlessly, unable to feed, until it died. A few tumps had even been known
to smash their way through the track and to disappear into the sea, presumably to drown.

It was a serious problem. It was also degrading for the lumpier who was obliged to stay with his mount,
subject to the jeers of the True Human passengers on the sail-way.

Was that why they had sent Karina?

El Tigre sstory wasthat Karinawas in disgrace for some reason, but there was arumor rifein the
tump-fields that the Canton Lord had commanded her presence here. The Lord must be worried about
the faling tump population. He might ook on sailway-butting as evidence of tumpier incompetence — the
felinos aways said the tumpiers were too gentle with their charges. The tumpiers methods contrasted
sharply with those of the felinos, who smplyterrorized the shrugleggersinto obedience.

Perhapsthe Lord intended the felinos to take over the tumpfields, and had sent Karina as an experiment.

Haleka shot Karinaa glance of intense suspicion. The girl paced dongsde like some big cat, nogtrils
twitching at the scent from the still-fresh wounds. Granted, she was a beautiful creature— even old
Haleka could not help being stirred by her — but she was dangerous and the tump sensed it. Its path
across the hillsde— the wide wake of cropped and fertilized grass— showed a definite curve away
from the sde on which Karinawal ked.

It was beginning to head downhill.

It might be goingloco .

“Get on the other sde of the tump!” shouted Haleka.
“Butyousad....”

“I don't carewhat | said. Do what you'retold!”

The path of the tump Straightened out over the next few minutes, but soon showed a marked tendency to
theright. Haleka knew amoment of sudden fury, unusud for atumpier.

How could he drive atump when awild anima waked besideit?

Night in the foothills.

The foothills were exposed and, although Haleka hated the tump in ashallow declivity, the air was cool



and breezy.

The tump did not halt readily. It edged relentlesdy forward, itsjowls chomping, while Halekaleaned
againg its nose and shouted tumpier oaths. Karinawatched him with contempt. Hewasfralil, and
dant-eyed like dl tumpiers— more like a True Human than a Specidist — and she wondered what
creatures had lent itsineffectua genesto his make-up.

There were legends of a sea-going race of smilar appearance to Haeka, who populated the floating
idands of Polysitiaand hel ped provide the continents with life-giving oxygen. In the Dying Y earsthe
mingtrelswould sing of Belinda, the most famous Polysitian, who was pursued and imprisoned by the
black rider Or Kikiwa, blown ashorein agde and loved by Manud of the Triad before the Great Blue
took her back to her people.

Halekalooked like the Polysitians of legend....
Karina stepped forward and laid her hand on the tump’ s nose.
The tump’stiny eyes blinked, and it stopped moving.

Haleka glanced at her without expression. He reached into his robe and took out a handful of dried
herbs, which he crushed in his palm and held under the tump’ snose. It was amild narcotic—falla — to
deter the tump from moving off during the night. Then Haleka gathered grass and leaves from the fringes
of astream. He took two rocks from a hempen bag hanging from the tump; alargeflat rock and a
smaller spherica one. With these he pounded the vegetation into apaste. This he ate with gpparent relish,
sucking hislips afterwards. Then, without having suggested that Karina satisfy her own hunger — indeed,
without having uttered aword since she' d immobilized the tump — he unrolled his blanket on the ground,
lay onit and closed hiseyes.

| was only trying to help, thought Karina. Shelay down too, but the ground was hard and she was
cold. She had no blanket, and shefelt done and frightened. She longed for the companionship of the
grupo. Shedidn’'t fedwhole . Shewasn't even deepy. In her sorrow she began a soft whimpering.

She' d seen her ssters briefly after the meeting, when a mysterious messenger had arrived and spoken to
her father just before he propelled her through the camp to the mest train, hisface like thunder. The
grupo hadn’t spoken to her. They’ d avoided her eyes. They blamed her for their disgrace over the
lolande incident. They thought that if she’ d stayed with them, instead of fooling around in the jungle,
lolande would never have got the better of them.

Karinawhined.

“Will you stop that caterwauling!” Halekawas propped on one elbow, staring fiercely at her, the
moonlight glittering from his dant eyes so that he looked like an dien cregture.

After he' d settled back again, Karina crawled over to the tump and nestled up againgt the rough hide
which provided some smdl warmth and shdlter. Shelay awake for sometime, swallowing heavily and
continuoudy and wondering whether she was sickening for something — her whole throat seemed to be
choking up.

Then sheredized that the proximity to the tump was making her sdivate ...

It was anight of discomfort and strange dreams, and just before dawn she discovered, drowslly, that
she’ d been incontinent; and in her despair she thought:this will surely convince Haleka that I’ m some
kind of wild animal ....



But in the morning Haleka had other matters to worry about.

“There was another attack!” An gpprentice stood panting steam in the cold dawn.
“Where?’

“Further up the gully. They got a Axil’smount!”

“Did he seethem?”’

“No.... Wedept.” The apprentice avoided Haleka s eyes.

“You were scared,” said the tumpier. “Y ou heard, but you were too scared to do anything. By Agni, this
istoo much!” He stared around furioudy. “Wherein hdl isthat goddamned jaguar-girl? She’ s at the
bottom of this, | wouldn’t be surprised. It’ sinsane, letting her loose among the tumps. Asif thebig catsin
theforest aren’t enough for usto contend with, every grupo in the Canton will homein on the smell of
her! Thisattack — wasit felinas or jaguars?’

“Therewasalot of damage. Jaguars hunt done. | think it was afelinagrupo.”
“And | know which grupo it was!”

Haleka sniffed the morning breeze, stiffened, then strode down the gully, splashing through the stream.
Further on he cameto atiny waterfal spilling into apooal. Sitting beside the pool was Karina, naked and
shivering, squeezing the water out of her tunic.

“Washing the blood off, en?” He stood looking down at her, trembling with outrage.
“What?No, I.... What do you mean?’
“Explain what you'redoing!”

Karinastood with downcast eyes, the tunic hanging from her fingers, dripping. “I.... | thought, maybe it
would make the tump more easy for you to contral, if I....” She swallowed. “If | washed mysdlf and my
clothes, so that.... So that the tump wouldn’t be so sure I’ m afelina, and wouldn’t be so scared of me.”

“That would make abetter story if you and your grupo hadn't attacked Axil’ stump last night!”
“My ... grupo?’

“Yes, your grupo. Thefamous El Tigre grupo. Or are you saying you' ve disowned them suddenly?’
Karinasad quietly, “1 think perhapsthey’ ve disowned me.”

“What do you mean?’

So she explained. And as she stood there, shoulders drooping, defeated, something of her sorrow
transmitted itself to Haleka She' d scrubbed hersdf until her skin glowed in the thin morning sunlight, her
wet hair captured this sunlight like glowing copper and her figure was beautiful beyond belief. All this
touched something in Halekawhich took him right back to hisyouth, returning to him a strength and
compass on which had been leeched away by the londly years on tump-back.

“No doubt you brought it on yoursdlf,” he said eventually, gruffly. “ Get dressed and I ll find adice of
mest for you.” He turned away abruptly.



Sheamiled likethe sun itsdf. “ Thanks, Heka”

When they got back to the tump, Axil wasthere. “1 see you’ ve caught her,” he caled. “That’s good.
Now we can ded with her. Onething | know — shewon't pull atrick likethisagain.” Heheld a
tumpstick with which he took a practice swing, making thear whistle.

“Shedidn’t doit, Axil.”
“Tell that to the howler monkeys!”
“| ssid shedidn't doit.” He faced the man squarely. “ Shetold me so, and | believe her.”

Now Axil got hisfirst good look a Karina The cat-girl met his gaze and for along moment held it, and
during that moment two minds met: the mind of agirl whose race had been created thirty thousand years
ago in alaboratory, and the mind of aman whose race went back to the Paragonic Y ears, which had
lived for millennia on remote idands before undertaking a duty which took it around the world and
deprived it forever of apermanent home. The two minds met and recognized each other as human. And
athird mind was there too — an alien mind, a catalys.

“No, Karinadidn't do it,” said Axil.

Hewalked away dowly, asthough degp-walking.

Moving camp.
Sabasaid, “1 wish Karinawas here. She was good at this. The vampiro liked her.”

All over the hillsde the vampiros were rising into the afternoon sky like leavesin an autumn wind, trailing
thongs. There was excitement in the air and the felinos were singing asthey set off northwards, an old

fdino song:

“My houseis like a warm cocoon,
And shelters me from fear.

But when the Festival draws near,
My house is like the Moon.”

And the vampiros soared on membranous wings, filling the air with their shrill piping.
“You fed it too much,” Runaaccused Teressa.

“I never fed it

“Well then, you starved it. It' stoo wesk to fly.”

“What about you? What about you? Why blame me?’

All around them the vampiros were taking off, the felinas gripping the ends of the thongs and hurrying
away. Teressawastugging at the giant bat’ s claws which remained obgtinately fixed into the ground, like
theroots of avery old tree. The vampiro watched her with baeful eyes. It had folded its wings so that the
grupo’ s furniture was uncovered, but some unknown grudge caused it to remain sulkily earthbound.

“Get moving, girls!” called El Tigre, passng by.

“Mordecal!” swore Teressa. “ All the best Siteswill be taken!” She jumped up and seized the vampiro



around its scrawny neck. “Help me!” she shouted to her Ssters.
“What are you trying to do, Srangleit?’

“I’'m trying to knock it over, you fool!” The vampiro had straightened its back, lifting Teressal sfeet from
the ground. She hung there kicking. “If we can get the weight off itslegs, we stand a better chance of
unhooking its claws from the ground!”

The vampiro, a creature of great stoicism, ignored her. When crouched with spread wingsto form the
traditional shelter, vampiros are bell-shaped and not much taler than a man. In the stlanding position,
though, they are of impressive height, and Teressa s feet were agood meter from the ground. The
vampiro gazed tolidly at the distant ocean, as though reflecting on thetimelessness of it dl. Itsfacewas
small and mousdlike with a curious harelip but its neck was comparatively long, and bald. Thisgavethe
whole creature the gppearance of agiant and dignified condor.

Runaflung hersdf bodily at theanimd.
It absorbed her momentum like aleathery pillow.

“Oh, God!” shouted Sabain mortification, glancing franticaly at the grinning faces which were beginning
to turn their way, then taking ashort run and hurling her own dight frame againgt the resilient vampiro.

Dull Torpedrew near, blinking. “1 may be stupid,” hesaid, “But | can’t understand what you girlsare
trying to do.” His mouth dropped open again, hisface resuming its characteristic expression of doltish
urprise.

Teressadropped to the ground, turned, and in her frustration attacked Runa. “It’sal your fault! 1t'sal
your fault! | hate you!” They rolled to the ground in furious combat while Saba backed off hadtily.

Now the cynical Dozo appeared, smiling enigmaticaly as Teressaand Runahammered each other and
the gathering crowd hooted encouragement.

“Thiswould never have happened if Karina had been here,” said Saba by way of an excuse, as Dozo
cocked an eye &t her.

“Gruposawaysfight,” hereplied. “It’ sin the nature of things. It strengthens the bond, athough God
knows how. Karinawould make no difference ... or would she? She certainly has a presence, that girl.”

“We hardly ever fought when she was around. Oh!” cried Sabain sudden despair, as Teressa straddled
Runa, got a handful of her hair and began to pound her head into the dust, “1 wish she was back!”

“I'll haveto speak to El Tigre,” said Dozo. “For what it’ sworth. We can’t have our top grupo faling
gpart. Have you seen much of Torch lately?’ he asked unexpectedly.

“Not snce Karinaleft.... Anyway, it'sno usetalking to father. Teressa s the one who doesn’t want
Karinaaround. She dtill blames her for running out on us.”

“I do. With good reason.” Teressa stood before them, panting, the tunic ripped from her breasts and
hanging in rags around her waist. “A grupo isno grupo if one goes off aone. We' re supposed to share
adventures— and Mordeca knows, adventures are hard enough to come by.” Runalay in the dirt,
shaking her head dazedly. There were afew ddighted catcalls from the bachel ors concerning Teressa' s
state of dress, but the crowd was beginning to disperse, the fun over. “You'll never see that traitor back
inthisgrupo,” Teressasad.



Thevampiro sill stood there with folded wings, like ahuge and dignified patriarch watching the
squabblings of children.

“l wonder,” said Dozo.

“Ah, get out of here, you old faggot,” said Teressain disgust. She dragged Runato her feet. “ Go and get
arope, Runa. We |l lasso this stupid bat. Then we can pull him over with a couple of shrugleggers.”

“She wishes Karinawas back, readly,” said Sabato Dozo, but very quietly, so that Teressacouldn’t
hear.

It was dark by the timethe El Tigre grupo arrived at Rangua North camp. The other vampirosweredl in
position, replete with food, snoring softly while the grupos chattered under the domes of their wings.
After achange of campsite the vampiros were dways fed well — otherwise a grupo might awvaken to
find open sky above, and the giant bat winging acrossthe rain forest, never to return.

Karina, hiding nearby, heard the cresking of cart whedls and the familiar, loved voices. She waited
behind the curve of atent for her chance.

Then, “Saba,” she whispered.
“Who'sthat? Isthat you, Karina? Oh ...!”

Saba rushed into her arms and they hugged, pummelling each other in affection, stepping apart, then
wrestling with soft growlings.

At last Karina asked, “Where have you al been? All the other fdinas are here. | got worried.”
Saba explained the problem.
Karinalaughed, then clapped her hand over her mouith.

“Saba? Saba, isthat you, for God' s sake? For thelove of Mordecai, whereisthat girl?” Teressa'svoice
was tight with frustration. “ Come and help hold this bastard down, Saba, otherwise he'll take off for the
hillsthe moment we untie him!”

“Maybe we shouldn’'t untie him, Tess,” they heard Runa say. “ Maybe we should leave him there until
morning.”

“And let him meditate on the error of hisways, | suppose. God damn it, Runa, he' sjust adumb vampiro.
A good whipping iswhat he needs!”

“No, | meant it would be easier in daylight. We could —"
“If you think I’'m spending the night out in this cold, you' re dumber than this crazy vampiro.”

“Listen, Tess, | wish you'd stop calling me dumb. People can hear, you know. And anyway, I'm asight
cleverer than you. Everyone knowsthat. Y ou're just aquarrelsome brat. That’ swhat they al say!”

A scuffling broke out, and the sound of heavy blows. “I’m going to kill you, Runal” Teressa screamed.

It wastoo much for Saba. “Stop it!” she shouted, rushing up to the dim figures thrashing in the dirt.
“Karina s herel”

“Huh?" Thefighting stopped. The combatants stood, dusting themsalves off. “Oh, it' syou, isit,” sad



Teressaas Karina stepped forward.
“Want some help with the vampiro?’
“Wouldn't mind.”

Teressastood by sullenly as Karinaexamined the creature who lay, trussed as though ready for the
sun-oven, on the floor of the cart. Karina placed her palms on either side of the vampiro' s head. “Be
quiet,” she said to the others. The vampiro lay till.

The sounds of the evening seemed to fade away, leaving Karinaand the vampiro in a private world, small
and walled with slence. Karinawaited, concentrating.Little Friends .... shethought.

Shefelt the strange force flow down her arms.

And later, aminute or amicrosecond later, shefdt it return.

And sheknew .

“Wel?

“It's.... It'stimefor this vampiro to mate. He needsto be set free. WE'II..... You'll haveto get another.”
“Y es, and what about tonight? What about that, huh?”’

“He |l shter you tonight, if you' rekind to him.”

“Thank you so much, Karina,” said Saba. “Y ou're o clever. Isn't she, Teressa?’

“Huh. Just atrick. Sheisn't getting roundme . She deserted the grupo when we needed her mog,
remember?’

Suddenly, thisingratitude merged with her recent unhappiness, and Karinafelt aflash of temper. “Oh, so
I”’m not getting round you, Tess? Want to bet?’

“None of that stuff,” said Teressanervoudy, backing away.

But Karinapinned her arms. “Want to bet?’ She thrust her face close to the other, forcing her Sister to
meet her eyes. “Watch me, Tess. Watch me!”

“Letmego!”

“Look a my eyes.... That'sright. Now. You don't really hate me, do you? Of course you don't. Keep
looking at me, or Il break your goddamned spine.... | could, you know. You love me, Tess. You don't
believe | ran out on you. You love me. Y ou dways have. Y ou' d do anything for me. Wouldn't you?
Wouldn't you?”

“I’d do anything for you,” repested Teressawoodenly.

“Okay. Now, let’ sget thisvampiro untied and set up.” Karinalet Teressago and she blinked, then
gmiled.

“I"ve been afool,” shesaid.

“Wait amoment,” said Runa. “ Just wait agoddamned moment. Y ou don’t convinceme as easlly asthat.
Why the hdll did you run out on us, anyway?’



“I didn’t. It wasimportant to the felinosthat | found out what was happening at the delta. And if you
don’t believe me, then by Mordecai I'll convince you!”

“No, that’sdl right,” said Runahadtily, edging away.
“Convinceme ,” purred Saba, moving up against Karina and gazing at her round-eyed.
Thetension broke, they laughed and hugged, and the El Tigre grupo was united again.

“Now,” said Karinaafter awhile. “Let metell you how we can get back at that lousy lolande grupo....”

The hemitrex and the victory.

“Wearenothing,” said Haekainto the afternoon air. “We are less than the mountain, less than the sea.
We are ants, without understanding, without effect. We move through a brief instant of Time like a puff of
wind, and are gone, leaving nothing.”

“Aren't you glad I’ m back, Haleka?’

“Gladness does not enter into it. Y ou were sent here as a punishment, and since you have performed
adequately | saw fit to dlow you abrief respite. So now you' re back. When do you leave us
permanently?’

“Father says| can’t go back until after the Festival. | realy wanted to see the Festival, Haleka.”

“ Another example of your desirefor corruption. El Tigre has more sensethan I’ d have given afdino
credit for. The Festival isadisgusting bacchand; adrunken, brawling exhibition of gluttony, lust and other
pleasures of the flesh.”

“What others are there?’ asked Karinainnocently; then, seeing Haleka s frown deepening, she said
hagtily, “I’'m hungry. | haven't eaten al day. Can we stop, now?’

Helooked down at her and found himself saying, “All right. But hurry. The tump must receive hisfull
daily intake.” He reached into alarge sack and took out a portable sun-oven, banding it down to her.

“That'sdl right. | can egt it raw.”

“Certainly not! | shall not encourage you to est raw flesh except in an emergency. | took thetrouble to
have this oven made for you, and so long as you are in the tumpfields you will useit.”

Karina set the complex of hemitrexes on the ground and focussed the sunlight on astrip of tumpmest,
which soon began to crackle and emit a delicious aroma. Haeka did down the tump’ sflank and joined
her, squatting on his skinny haunches. He watched her eat while he chewed thoughtfully on herbs and
reflected on the unseemly coarseness of her nature. Fedling himsdlf in the mood for lecturing, and judging
Karinato be aworthy victim, he cast around in his mind for some parable fitting to the occasion.

“| angoing to tel you agtory, Karina.”
“But won't the tump lose out on its daily intake?’

“St down.” Hedirected askeletd forefinger at her, and she resumed her seat with every sign of
reluctance.

Halekathen told her the story known as The Dead People of Arbos— which, millennialater, passed



into the Song of Earth asthe Second Kikihuahua Allegory....

The ldeof Arbosliesthirty kilometers off the coast, and people say it floated out to seaon the waters of
the Rio Plata. It isquite barren, and uninhabited — dthough it was not dways that way.

Once it was peopled by atribe of Wild Humans some forty strong. They arrived by raft, having been
driven from the mainland by a hostile tribe. When they arrived, the Ide of Arboswas covered with fores,
much of which they cut down to build huts. The fishing was good, so athough the trees did not bear fruit
there was no shortage of food. In the mornings the men would depart in dugout canoes, and in the
evenings they would return with fish. They would kindle the Wrath of Agni, and the fires burned into the
night as the fish were cooked and eaten. The tribe grew fat.

But the trees became sparse. In ahundred years every tree had been cut, and since none were planted
the idand became a dusty waste. The idanders were reduced to egting their fish raw; and they became
likeanimasastheir art and culture declined.

A hundred and fifteen years after they arrived, the waters around Arbos turned red. A tiny organism,
carried by the waters of the Rio Plata, had found salt water to its liking and had multiplied prodigioudly.
Thefish ate the organism, and the shdllfish ate it too, and they thrived.

But any humanswho ate the fish, died.

They died dowly, over aperiod of months, but they died nonetheless— and in some agony at the end,
asthe organism ateinto their flesh.

One day akikihuahua came by.
He saw the people lying sick on the beach, and he guessed the cause.
“Our God has deserted us,” said the chief. “He hasleft us on thisbarren idand to die.”

“No,” said the kikihuahua. “ That is not God' sway. He is displeased with the kind of creatures you have
become, and he has sent hardship your way so that you may improve. It is God' s way of weeding out the
people who do not use the wits he gave them.”

“But thereis nothing we can do! We have no fire and no food!”

“Thetimefor burning and destroying is past,” said the kikihuahua. “Y ou must adapt — that iswhat God
istelling you.” He bent down, and from the beach he picked a smal dish-shaped object. “Y ou seethis
hemitrex? Millenniaago, the hemitrex was a different creature atogether. It was soft. It had no hard shiny
shdll. It wasjust afragile mass of jely floating in the ocean — in fact people cdled it thejdlyfish. It was
at themercy of tide and current, and since it floated near the surface, it was at the mercy of the sun, too.

“And one day, the sun becameterrible.

“Giant bals of fire exploded from its surface and sent evil rays shafting towards the Earth like poison
arrows. Men and animals and plants died in the heat and sickness of itslight. For ten thousand yearsthis
went on, until thefires died down and the sun was norma again. But the men and animas and plants
were no longer normal. Except for those humans protected by the Sisters of the Moon, they were
changed, because only by changing could they have survived the furious sun.

“The jelyfish adapted too. In order to protect itself against therays, it grew ahard thin shell of ashiny
substance which had the power of reflecting amost al the sunlight which struck it. The jellyfish adapted,
and it lived. Asdid many other creatures. Asyou must.”



The chief pointed out, “We don’t have ten thousand years. We' re dyingnow .”
“Then eat something other than fish.”
“Thereisnothing dse. Theland isbarren.”

The kikihuahua put its hand into arock pool and drew out a handful of seaweed. “Eat this. It isnot
affected by thered tide.”

“We' vetried. It' stoo coarse. We cannot digest it.”
“Then cook it.”
“We have no firewood, remember?”’

The kikihuahuasighed. “Y ou haven’t learned anything.” He placed the seaweed on the rock and held the
hemitrex over it, tilting it S0 that the sun’ srays were gathered in the shiny bowl and focussed on the
weed. After awhile, steam rose. In afew moments the seaweed was cooked, tender and edible.

The kikihuahua bowed, walked across the idand, climbed onto his vehicle-creature and disappeared.

At this point the Second Kikihuahua Allegory, astold in later years, ends. In Karina s day, however,
people were more ruthlessly litera, and Haleka continued the sory to its climax, asheknew it, likethis.

The chief approached the pile of cooked seaweed, sniffed it and made aface of disgust. “We can't est
thismuck. It may befood for akikihuahua but it's no food for humans. We re atribe offish-eaters, and
fish-esterswewill remain, and no aien with hairy buttocks will tell us otherwise.”

“And anyway,” said hiswoman, holding up the shdll, “Thisjelyfish may have adapted, but it' s dead dll
thesame.”

“Theré salessoninthat,” said the chief.

And from that day on they thought no more of the kikihuahua, but continued to eat raw fish, getting even
scker until they died, one by one.

Which iswhy thelde of Arbosis uninhabited — and there’ salesson in that, too.
“S0?" sad Karina

“Y ou will obey the dictates of the Examples and not et raw mesat.”

“Areyou sure that’ swhat the story means?’

“Youwill not question me, Karinal”

During the rest of the afternoon the tump browsed itsway through the foothills and Karinawalked beside
it; first on the seaward side, then on the side of the mountains— and the tump aways tended to shy
away from her.

I’m not cut out to be a tumpier, shethought in some satisfaction.

Evening came and Haleka did down, alowing Karinatime for asmall cooked medl before the sun
dropped below the mountains. Then the coolness of night enveloped the fields and Karina climbed onto
the tump’ s back to watch for jaguars. Looking around, she could see the dim shapes of other tumps,



each topped by its attendant. The moon did from behind abank of clouds and the scene was suddenly
washed with cold light. Karing, aert, stared about her, hearing faint sounds from anearby grove of trees.
A night-hunting owl swooped low overhead, snatching some squealing rodent from the grass and startling
her. From somewhere else came the metdlic roar of abig cat.

There was something wild and elementa about the night.

It's a time for killing. The words came unbidden into Karina' s mind, planted there countless
generations ago by aforgotten technician at the ingtitute of Mordecai N. Whirst.

A sudden scream cut through the night sounds.

Karinawhirled round. The tump to her left gave a convulsive heave, and the attendant was missing from
its back. Then there was aworrying sound; a grunting, and noises of astruggle.

Karinathrew her head back and uttered an unearthly screech.

“Huh? Huh?’ 1t seemed that dl of nature had been shocked into silence — with the exception of Haeka,
who was muttering his anger at being roused. “Isthat you, Karina? What in the name of Whirstis—"

“Bequiet.” Karinapulled him unceremonioudy to hisfeet. “Comewith me.”

Karinadragged Haekaat atrot towards the riderless tump. When they got there, they found the
gpprentice lying unconscious on the ground. Blood seeped darkly from awound at histemple. His
tumpier was crawling from under a blanket, grumbling.

“Whet ... 7’

“There sbeen an attack.” Karinalooked around. “Where have they gone?’
“They? Jaguars hunt done, Karina.”

“Felinasdon’t.”

Others arrived; tumpiers and their apprentices, aerted by Karina s screech. Then, diding from the backs
of nearby tumps, three girls.

Haleka stared at them in surprise and suspicion. “Who are these felinas?’

“My sgters. | thought we might need some help tonight, so | replaced three of the apprentices. It was
bad luck we picked the wrong tumps, or we might have had them. Did you see anything, Teressa?’

“Not athing.”

“I thought we' d catch them in the act. But it seemsthey’ ve gone. Maybe | frightened them off,” said
Karinaunhappily.

The apprentice on the ground groaned, returning to consciousness.

“Wesakling,” observed Teressadisgustedly. She pulled him to hisfeet, not very gently. “Who attacked
you, huh?’

His eyesfocussed and he saw her. Sudden fear showed. “ A grupo! What' s agrupo doing here?’
“Trying to help you, idiot. Who attacked you?’



“I was pulled off the tump from behind. I didn’t see”

“Jaguars often attack from behind,” said atumpier wisgly. “They run up the back of the tump and pick
the apprentice off, clean asamango.”

“They don't club him acrossthe head,” said Runa. “ Thisis human work.”
“A goddamned felinagrupo!” somebody shouted, staring in deep suspicion at Teressa.

“Shut up, all of you!” Runashouted, as ababble of accusations arose. “ Shut up! Thismay be adiversion!
Whilewe redl arguing here, they could be stripping atump to the bone somewhere dse!”

Karinaraised her head, sniffed the air, and cried, “1 smell blood! Over there! Towards the mountains!”
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“Bequiet, Saba” Karinaalowed the main body of the hunt to move off westwards, then took Haleka by
thearm and called to her ssters. * Come on — thisway. The noise from that crowd is enough to scare a
herd of crocodiles. We go east, and we have Haleka as our witness.”

Thefive of them walked quietly downhill, and before long they heard the sounds of feeding.

“They don't know you're here,” whispered Karinato her asters. “They won't be expecting afull-scae
attack. If it'slolande s grupo, there Il be four of them. That' s one each. Haleka— you help Saba.”

But the tumpier was accel erating down the dope, skinny legs pumping. “ That' s mytump! For the love of
Mordecai — it’ smy tump they’re egting!” His voice was shrill with outrage, and the soundsin front of
them ceased suddenly.

Therewasalow chuckle.
“Poor old tumpier. What ashame.”

Dark figures moved against the moonlit bulk of the tump. A jagged gash wept black blood. No knives
had been used; the felinas had smply dashed at the tump with their tough fingernails and chewed their
way in.

“Now,” said Karina

She' d dready picked out 1olande, the tallest of the grupo — the mother, skilled in battle. lolande stood a
little gpart from the others, frozen in the act of cramming a chunk of meet into her mouth, her fingers
dripping while she watched the oncoming grupo with narrowed eyes.

“So.... It sEl Tigre slittle girls. Go home, kids. Find someone your own ageto play with.”
“Takethe otherds” shouted Karina. “I’ll look after this old cow!”

“You'll regret your choice” said lolande calmly, and jammed the wad of flesh into Karind seyesas she
camein, blinding her for one vita moment.

Karinafet aknee crash into her groin and she doubled up, pawing at her eyes. Ingtinctively she swayed
asde asshefdl, and felt the wind of lolande’ s other knee as it swept past her head. Thiswasfor redl.
lolande was fighting, if not to kill, at least to maim. On the ground, Karina grabbed for the other woman's
knees. She caught one of them. The other foot dashed into her flank, cutting flesh. Shelet go and rolled
away. The wind had been knocked out of her.



Little Friends....

Her vison cleared and she looked up. lolande was standing nearby, breathing normally, unmarked, a
fant smile on her face. Behind Karing, alittle way off, the baffle rolled on.

“Had enough, pretty Karina?’

Karina hurled hersdlf forward, the Little Friends driven from her consciousness by the sheer violence of
her rage. lolande jumped as she camein, pulling herself up by the trappings and hanging from the tump’s
back, and dashed a Karinawith her feet — but she didn’t quite alow for the strength and speed of the
girl. Karinaturned in mid-legp, caught 1olande’ sfoot and, still turning, dragged the woman to the ground.

lolande yelled as the ligaments other knee tore, sending hot needles of pain through her leg.

Karinamaintained her grip, twisting the foot back until 1olande screamed again. Then lolande s other foot
caught her in the somach with devastating force, hurling her againgt the tump. Shefdl asidein the nick of
time, barely avoiding lolande srush.

For amoment they stood face to face, recovering their breath. They hardly noticed the shouts and thump
of flesh on flesh from nearby. They watched each other, and then they heard amale voice shout with

pain.
And lolande amiled.

There was a perfect confidence in her smile, aknowledge that her grupo was mother-taught in fighting, a
certainty that they would win.

Karinawatched her eyes. Karina s face was streaming swesat and her hair hung like wet kelp. The skirt
of her tunic was missing and blood seeped from adeep wound in her side. Her eyes were wide and
steady, and they watched, watched.

lolande thought, Mordecai, she' s beautiful ...

Her head spun.

And her smile became fixed; agrimace of twisted lips.
Karinasad, “ Scream, lolande.”

She reached out with hooked fingers and drew her nails deeply down that smiling face, gouging the flesh.
Shetook her hand away, gill watching the eyes, while pardld rivulets of blood trickled down lolande' s
face, two on ether side of the nose, flowing aside at the bow of the upper lip then entering the mouth at
the corner, dribbling into the smile and forming alittlelakein front of the teeth before flowing again, down
thechin.

“ Scream, lolande.”

Now Karina's hand fastened on the neck of Iolande’ s tunic and jerked downwards, exposing the
breasts. The sounds of battle had ceased but Karinadidn’t notice. 1olande had suckled eleven children
and her breastswere just dightly pendulous, in contrast to the trim muscularity of the rest of her body.
Karina sfingers, hooked into claws, reached towards those vul nerable breasts. Iolande smiled her
bloody smile, her mind emptied of thought.

“No, Karinal”



Saba had her by thewrit, tugging at her, pleading. “ That’'s enough! Leave her alone! They’ re besten —
besten, dl of them!”

Karinablinked.
The spell was broken. 1olande crumpled to the ground.
“We vegot them all.” Teressa gppeared, dragging another felina, and flung her down beside 1olande.

Thetump waswriggling now, moving away as though the pain of its wound and the savagery of the
fighting was too much. Runa pulled two more girlsforward. They were crying; little mews of
mortification. Karinasaid shakily, “1 didn’t think you could do it. | thought I’ d have to get lolande to
surrender.”

The tumpiers began to gather, coming from all directionsto view the prisoners.
“Bagtardd”

“Always knew it was a grupo. Jaguars don't do that kind of damage to the tump. Look at the poor
brute— the pain’s beginning to get through to him!”

“Wedl done, Karina.”
Karinasad, “How's Haleka?’

The ederly tumpier limped forward, assisted by Saba. “Painis of little consequence,” he said. “1t comes,
it goes. Moreimportant the effect upon the tump. | would like to express my gratitude to you and your
grupo, Karina, but....” Hisface waslike parchment in the moonlight and suddenly he coughed, clutching
his chest. “Would you ... mind controlling the tump for awhile? | am not quite capable at this moment.”

So saying, he sagged againgt Saba. Shelaid him carefully on the ground. “He went to help me,” she
explained, “and hetook ahdl of akick intheribs. Maybe something' s broken.”

Leaving him there, Karinawent after the tump. She wanted to get away from them for amoment, to sort
hersdf out. Events of the past few minutes had left her very frightened.For the first timein my life , she
thought,| completely lost control of myself ....

And thewords sounded in her head.Lost control of myself .

It was a horribly apt phrase. She had lost control, and something else had gained control, pushing her
adde.

Just for amoment, the Little Friends had stopped being mere assistants, and hadtaken over ...

A fit of shivering took hold of her, and for amoment she thought she was going to be sick. She gulped,
breathing deeply &t the cold night air, and the pain of her wounds swam back. To divert hersdlf, she
turned her attention to the errant tump.

“Bagtal” she shouted; thetraditional cry.
Thetump ignored her.

Suddenly concerned, she ran around to the front of the beast and laid her hand on its nose, leaning
agand it.



“ Basta! Bagta!”
The tump moved on, thrusting her aside. She peered into itseye asit moved past. “ Basta, you brute!”

Still the tump undulated forward, an irresistible mountain of meat, moving relentlesdy downhill, towards
the coastal plain. Karina punched it, shouted &t it, kicked it, climbed on its back and tried to guide it —
but it was no use.

Haleka stump had goneloco .

Bor.

“Itisdone” sad the handmaiden. “ Sheisin the tumpfidds”

Thewalls of the Dedo’ s cottage were hung with anima remains, furs and skulls and skeletons of
creatures which the handmaiden had never seen living. A giant pelt dmost covered onewall; russet with
the hairs running in an unusud direction. Behind it hung abig skull of acarnivore with two upper canines
lengthened like tusks and fitted into curious shesaths which extended downward from the lower jaw. Next
was a batlike creature with a considerable wingspan, aleathery skin, along jaw with sharp teeth and an
odd lump which extended back from the head and seemed to counterbalance the jaw. There were dll
manner of creatures, big and smdl, dl carefully preserved and displayed, occupying two of the four walls
and hanging from the rafters.

The Dedo said, “From there she will go to Torres. There are two possible deviations from our
happentrack. Make sure they don’t occur.” She went on to give exact details.

The handmaiden sad, “Whois she?’
“Y ou sense nothing remarkabl e about her?’
“Wall.... She seemsto have aresstanceto pain.”

“That is caused bybor , the alien parasite consumed by the legendary Captain Spring. It wasbor which
assisted Captain Spring to achieve many of her exploits, otherwise she was an ordinary tiger-womanin
charge of aclumsy three-dimensiona spaceship.”

“But how would aparadite help?’

“Bor has aremarkable sense of salf-preservation. It permeates the cells and achieves acomplete empathy
with the host. At firgt it was thought to be ahallucinogenic drug, because it made the host fed good —
and incidentaly made him livelonger. A technique known asthe Inner Think waslater developed to
harness this property of bor and extend Man'slifespan to severa hundred years. Even now, afew people
with traces of bor in their genes are able to practice the Inner Think.”

The handmaiden said thoughtfully, “ So Karinahasthisbor . How doesit help our Purpose?’

“I don’'t know,” said the Dedo. “All | know isthat Starquin will be freed by a descendant of Karina's
possessingbor — if heisfreed at dl.”

HERE ENDSTHAT PART OF THE
SONG OF EARTH KNOWN TO



MEN AS
“SUMMER’S END”

IN TIME,

OUR TALE WILL CONTINUE
WITH THE GROUP OF STORIES
AND LEGENDS KNOWN AS
“TORTUGA FESTIVAL”

Where El Tigre strikesabargain

which is not in accord with Starquin’ s Intent,
while Karina utters blagphemy

and the seeds of revolution germinate.

Four

The Frustration of Tonio

“Haul the sails and grease therails
As down the coast we fly!”

— Traditiond carrera .
One day beforethe Festivd....
You will win that race, Tonio.

He' d woken a nights swegting, dreaming of those words and the tone of infinite menacein which they
were spoken. During the daytime, as he piloted his car dong the sailways, the shadow of the Canton
Lord seemed to loom behind him, watching his methods, assessing his skill and finding it wanting, so that
he began to make mistakes and actualy caught himsdf glancing over his shoulder.

He' d kept it from Astrud. She thought it was smply the gathering tension asthe time of the Festival
approached.

“Why don’t you rest, today?’ she said. “Y ou don’t haveto work. Y ou don't have asailing until
tomorrow.”

But Tonio was pulling on histough hide jacket and saddling up hishorse. “I haveto get down to the
tortuga pens. They' reloading today. | want to see nothing goes wrong.”

Astrud sighed, watching with concerned eyes as he rode away. Raoul was till adeep, and Tonio hadn’t
even asked him if he wanted to go too.

A scene of confusion met Tonio at the pens. Long-necked mountain people moved dowly around the
farm, gathering up ripe tortugas in disinterested fashion while a cai-man harangued them with threatening



barks.

“What’'sgoing on?’ Tonio glanced wildly from the tortugas, scattered far and wide, to the cart. Loading
hadn’t even commenced. “We |l missthe sart of therace! God, it'll take dl day to get the cart loaded, at
thisrate. And where are the other carts?’

“Nobody thought to order the carts,” the cai-man told him. “Thisonewasdl | could find. We'll haveto
make severd trips— the other sailcars have reserved dl available carts.”

“But why weren't the tortugas ready for loading?’

“A tapir broke through the fence and ran amok.”

“But Servo...?7’
“Servoisdead.”
“Dead?’

“I killed him.” The cai-man stared a Tonio and behind his eyes was something primitive and savage
which caused the True Human to blink and change the subject.

“Whereis Cocodrilo?’
“Heisdead, too.”

“Cocodrilo dead?| can't believethat.” Siervo, yes. But there had been something indestructible about
Cocodrilo.

“Areyou cdling mealiar?’

“No, no. Of course not. I'm surprised, that’ s al. And by the way, what happened to that felinawe
captured?” Tonio' sfear turned into bluster. “I thought you people were going to look after her, and now
I’m told she escaped. The Canton Lord told methat,” said Tonio, making it clear he had friendsin high
places. “You' re going to have to answer to him.”

“It was| whotold him,” said the cai-man. “He seemed upset about it.”
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The Specidist gaveacold grin. “1 told him he was welcome to come to the deltaand reprimand those
responsible. | think he decided it wasn’t worth the trouble.” He glanced at the huddle of stinking huts
outsde the gate, where the children fought tooth and nail, and the elderslay on the wet grass watching
the proceedings with deepy menace.

Tonio shivered. “Wdll, just kegp those mountain people moving, will you? I’m going to check on the
yards.” Hiswords sounded high-pitched and scared to his ears. He turned quickly, annoyed with himsdif,
and mounted hishorse.

Things seemed to be going wrong rapidly, so he was mildly surprised when he reached the tortuga yards
sometime later to seeRayo ditting in her Sding, apparently ready for loading.

Eight carswere participating in the race. Eight sdingsran parallel aong the coastd plain before
converging into two southbound tracks. Thefirst two cars to reach these convergences would have a
cons derable advantage over the others. There was not much chance of overtaking, further down the



coast. The usua procedure, if one car found itsalf serioudy delayed by another, wasto change lanes at
the felino stages before the shrugleggers were attached for the climb.

But thefirst two carswould have aclear run, so speed off the mark was essentid.

Behind the racers were the dower cars who would not be competing, some twenty of them flying the
colors of amultitude of Cantons and Companies. These were the older craft, the big names of bygone
years whose owners had to be content with tower pricesin the tortuga market. Many of these cars
would take three days or more for the journey to Rio Plata, selling their cargo for what it would fetch
along theway. The racers generally completed the coursein two days.

AndRayo , not requiring assistance at the hills, could concelvably completeitinone....

The Tortuga races were stegped in history. Each year added to the lore of famous deeds, crippling
accidents, bravery and skulduggery. The Festival even featured aspecia type of song known asthe
carrera , which celebrated events of past races— and, like the Pegman’ s songs, were one of the roots
of the great Song of Earth.

Groups of felinos ambled about the yards, Snging these songs, chatting with the race crews and
concluding agreements for shruglegger help a thevita hill at Rangua North Stage.

Not wanting to arouse suspicion, Tonio cameto such aded with El Tigre.

Later thefirst cartloads of tortugas began to arrive. Tonio climbed into the cargo hold of Rayo — the
tubular space which would be fitted out as a passenger compartment after the race.

Thehold wasfull of nimble-fingered monkey-Specidists, pulling things apart.
“What in hell isgoing on here?’

Maquinistafollowed Tonio in. “ A dight setback, I'm afraid. One of the axle housings was weakened in
the accident, unknown to us. It fractured during thismorning’ stria run. We must replaceit.”

“But how can weload thetortugasif your men are tearing up the floor?’
“Weéll, clearly you can't load the tortugas, Tonio.”
“But the race starts tomorrow!”

“It' snot likelyRayo will be ready for therace,” said Maquinista absently, as though the point was of little
consequence to him — as, indeed, it was. He hated the yards; the panicky captains, the inadequate
facilities. Helooked forward only to tomorrow afternoon, when he could pack histoolsinto his cart,
gather his mechanics about him, and return to his workshopsin the delta. Engineering was a pure science
and the design and production of abeautiful craft likeRayo was an end initsdlf. The scrambling, frantic
atmosphere of the tortuga yards was a debasement of all he held dear.

“Not ready for therace! But—"
“Listen, Tonio. Would you rather awhed had come off at the kind of speedRayo can do?’
“The Canton Lord will befurious!”

“Refer himtome,” said Maguinista sarcadticaly, echoing the earlier attitude of the cai-man. “Meanwhile,
perhaps you should have the carters dump the tortugas beside the car, so we can load oncethe axle
housing isreplaced. And get out of theway of my men.”



“When will you befinished? For God's” sake, you must have someideal”
“Maybe by noon tomorrow.”
“Therace starts at dawn!”

“You'll be ableto sail with the dow cars, probably. You'll still get agood price, Tonio. Tortugesare a
vauable commodity.”

“It'snot just aquestion of price....” You will win that race, Tonio. Thedifficulties of the past days
suddenly overwhemed him, and he found his eyesfilling with tears. He swung around and dmost ran
from the hold. Outside, afelino caught hisarm.

“Y ou know me, Captain Tonio— my nameis Diferir. Now, | think we can do business—"
“Let go of my goddamned arm, you animd!”

“What did you call me?’

“Get away fromme!” Tonio tore himsalf free and set off up the yards, dmaost running.

The big felino paced dongside. “Just what did you call me?’

“I have nothing to say to you.” Tonio turned away and ducked under therails of asiding. Captain
Herrero stood there, tall and irascible, quibbling over prices with the crafty Dozo. “ Stop following me!”
cried Tonio.

“Maybe you should hear what the great Captain Tonio just called me, Dozo,” said Diferir.
“Cauding trouble again, Tonio?’ asked Herrero, seizing his chanceto put ariva down.

“Just get away from me!” Tonio wasamost out of control, close to weeping. “All of you — leave me
dong”

“Wadl, now, thisisn't what we expect from....” Herrero’ svoicetrailed away asthe general hubbub of the
yards wasinterrupted by an extraordinary commotion from the south. Beyond the convergence of tracks
acrowd could be seen waving their arms, yelling and running. Rumbling along the track beside thismob
came an ancient sailcar with patched sails. Swinging from the cross-trees was a bizarre one-armed figure
who shouted:

“Hoooooo! Hoooooo! Make way for the Rangua express!”
“It' sthat crazy Pegman,” said Diferir.
“If he doesn't climb down and use his brake he’ s going to cause an accident,” said Herrero.

But the Pegman came rocketing in with sailstight until someone, with great presence of mind, flung
himsdlf at the pivot arm of aswinging guiderail and diverted theEstrella del Oeste to avacant sding.

Stll the decrepit craft careered dong, outpacing the mob apart from a couple of excited children on mule
back. Then, about fifty meters before he ran out of track, Enriques de Jai’ a dropped to the deck and
threw himself bodily at the brake. Wood squealed on wood, smoke trailed and, as the car shuddered to
agtop, flames|licked around the brake shoe. The Pegman stood at the deck rail with tiff dignity, waiting
for acrowd to gather.



Tonio, glad of the diversion, joined the hurrying crowd. Within seconds, most of the peoplein the

yard — True Humans, Specidigts, and quite afew inquisitive mutes— had assembled beside the
Estrella. The mood was of amused impatience, but the Pegman seemed in no hurry to explain the reason
for his precipitous arrival. He stood with eyes raised to heaven as though awaiting asign. Children began
to throw decaying fruit.

“That buffoon is an embarrassment to the True Human race” said Herrero.

The Pegman held up hishand for silence. An overripe mango smacked into his palm and hefrowned in
sudden puzzlement, examined it, sniffed it and, amid derisive cheers, punted it acrossthe yard.

“Peoplel” he shouted. “I regret that the race will be delayed!”
Therewas achorus of disbelief.

“No— | tell thetruth. There' s been an incident south of Rangua and extensive track work will be
required. | shal need twenty men — and you, Maguinistal”

“Pegman!” shouted El Tigre. “When will thework be finished?

By now Enri had jumped down from the deck to avoid the mangoes. He legped astride amule and began
to gallop wildly around the crowd, shouting, “ Follow me, monkey-men! Follow meto the storehouse and
fetch pegs and hammers! We have work to do, monkey-men!” He was probably the only True Human
who could S0 describe the small, dextrous Specidists without causing ariot. Still yelling, he reined the
mulein, dragging it to ahat besde Maguinista. “Bring strong took,” he said. “Y ou know what | mean?’
And he contorted his face into an exaggerated wink. “And we re going to have to work right through the
night, owe ll need.... What'sit called again? Y ou know — something to see by.”

Maguinistalaughed adoud. “ The Wrath of Agni, most people cdl it, asyou know very well, Pegman.”

“Hush!” Wide-eyed, Enri glanced around, finger pressed to lipsin theatrical fashion. “Would you have
my audience faint with fear? But yes— that isthe Wrath we need.”

“I'll seetoit.”

El Tigre had been pushing hisway through the crowd while thiswas going on, followed by Tonio,
Herrero and Dozo. “I said, when will you be finished, Pegman?’

“When the sun isat its zenith, when the shadows shrivel like burning flesh.”

“Noon, you mean, for God' s sake. All right, Pegman, we' Il delay the start until noon. But then the cars
will roll, and if thetrack isn't ready it'll be on your own head!”

The Pegman swung his mount and galloped for his ramshackle storehouse, followed by arabble of smal
Specidids.

“You can't go,” said Tonio to Maquinista, “Y ou have to work onRayo! ” He clutched the Engineer’sarm
asthe other turned to follow the Specididts.

“My men canfinish thejob.” Irritably, Maguinista shook hisarm free. Then he looked a Tonio and his
mood seemed to change. “I probably won't be back in time for the start. Good luck, Captain Tonio.” He
gripped Tonio's shoulder for an instant, then walked away.

“Wdl ...” said Herrero. “ So the great Captain Tonio issaved. Hiscar isn't ready, but theraceis



delayed. Quite acoincidence. And El Tigre.... Y ou've come to an arrangement with the captain.”
El Tigrefrowned. “All thefdinos have their arrangements, Herrero. I’'m sure you and Dozo have aded.”

“We certainly have. But here isa coincidence which | find even more remarkable. I’ ve just heard that
your daughter isinvolved inthe ... incident which damaged the track.”

“Karina?’

“Who ese? Now, some people might cal that a coincidence. Others would perhaps cal it opportunism.
And then,” Herrero smiled coldly, “there are others who are using the word sabotage....”

El Tigretook aquick step forward. His fingers hooked into claws.
Dozo caught hisarm. “Not worth it, El Tigre.”

Herrero stopped smiling. “Meanwhile, El Tigre, I'll leave you with athought. If you' ve taken unusua
stepsto help Captain Tonio in his present difficulties, that’ s your business. He will still have to beat me, to
win the race. But are you sure you can trust him, this partner of yours? Will he return the favor?’

“I tell you,” snarled El Tigre, “1 do no favorsfor any True Human!”

But Dozo was watching Tonio, seeing the color drain out of the True Human' sface, seeing hishands
twigting together, thefingerswhite.

Dozo looked from Tonio to El Tigre, thoughtfully.

The second decision of Karina.

“When afedino’ s shruglegger dies,” said Haleka, “hereplacesit. If acaptain’s salcar should be
irreparably damaged, he builds another. If amountain-man’sllamafalsdown acliff, well, it will dways
leave the kids behind to take up the burden. But when atump dies, what does the tumpier do? It cannot
be replaced or repaired. And it certainly cannot have children. So the tumpier is usdesswithout his
tump.”

“Don't talk likethat,” said Karina. Evening approached, and she and her sisters sat beside the errant
tump. The anima had ceased its downhill crawl only because it had reached the sailway. Now it pushed
againg the southbound running rail, having dready demolished the lee guideral. Its body heaved with
effort and it snorted hugely from the nostrils near the top of its head. Messages had been sent and traffic
halted.

“I inherited this tump from my father, and he from hisfather,” said Haleka

“And so on, back until thefirst tump crawled from the Whirst Intitute, mounted by thefirst tumpier,”
suggested Teressawith ahint of laughter.

“Shut up, Tess”

Haeka continued, “1 have ason. He' s an gpprentice over Torres way, and he would have mounted this
tumo when | died. But now — | have nothing to leave him, and | have no reason for my own existence.”

“Thisquff’ sgood , said Runa, munching on the narcatic herbfalla .

“There sacar coming,” said Saba.



Infact two cars cameralling eastwards on the light evening air. Thefirst wasEstrella del Oeste of the
patched sails, the Pegman swinging from the shrouds and gibbering like an ape, then suddenly caling
upon Fate in avoice which carried acrossthe plain: “1 demand that you change happentracks! | request
animmediate transfer! Corriente, where areyou?’

The second car was newer, alight passenger craft bearing Maquinistaand a number of Specidigts. The
two cars drew up and the workers rushed for the damaged track, some gathering around the tump and
trying to lead it away from the wreckage.

“You'rewasting your time,” said Haleka.

Meanwhile, Maquinista and Karina confronted each other.

Karinasad, “You see, I'm ill dive. Y our crocodiles couldn’t kill me— not for want of trying.”
“Didthey ... hurt you?’

“Widl, what do you think?’

Heregarded her steadily. “But you didn’t tell El Tigre. Why not?’

“I fight my own battles. And Cocodrilo isdead, isn't he? Perhapsyou'll be next, True Human bastard.”

Maquinistalooked at her for amoment longer, just long enough for something behind her eyesto disturb
him profoundly, then he turned back to the tump. “Pegman, dismantle both tracks. We re going to have
to let the brute through, then repair the tracks behind it.”

“Wedon't havetimel Darkness approaches on lesthery wings!”
“I'll providethelight.”

“I hope you have your prayersready,” said the Pegman more serioudy, “ otherwise Agni may consume us
al”

“I find ajug of water much more useful than prayers, in these Stuations” said Maguinigtadrily, and
dispatched a Specidist to the beach. He then fetched a pot filled with atarry substance from the sailcar,
beat sparks from apair of stones, and kindled a bright yellow flame and quantities of thick black smoke.

The Pegman and the girls Sghed with superdtitious awe, but the little Specidists were used to such
marvels

“No good will come of such heresy,” said Haleka
“The Wrath of Agni isgood for cooking, too,” said Maguinista. “Cut me a piece of that tump, Haleka.”
“Never!” The tumpier was trembling with outrage.

Work went on through the night, and shortly before dawn Haleka was able to ride the tump through the
gap, while the Specidistslay in exhausted deep. Teressa, Runa and Saba dept too, curled up together;
but Karina stayed awake in case Haleka needed help, while M aquinista and the Pegman fashioned
makeshift jacksfor usein replacing the heavy ralsin therr gantries.

“I"'m coming with you, Haeka,” said Karina

“That' sentirely up to you.” Hisvoice wasflat, his shoulders dumped.



Saba awakened. “ Aren’t you coming to Torreswith us, Karina? It Il be fun there— much more fun than
Rangua. Not so many people know us. It’s going to be the best festival ever. The Pegman’ staking us.”

“I'll seeyou later,” said Karina. She looked around the temporary camp. The black humps of the
Specidids tentswere gppearing in thefirgt light of dawn. The Pegman dept, murmuring as heloved his
lost Corriente in his dreams. Maguinista dept too, one arm thrown over hisface, the tarpot smouldering
beside him, spitting yellow sparks.

Saba had gone back to deep, her arm around Runa.

Haleka dozed on the back of the tump which, asthough redlizing there was no longer any urgency, had
dowed to acrawl.

Carefully, quietly Karina picked up the tarpot by its wooden handle and crept through the camp in the
direction of Maguinistal s sailcar. She would st fire to the car and it would burn there, blocking the track
and delaying the race further. And Maquinistawould be blamed for kindling the wrath of Agni, and the
Canton Lord’ sguardswould come and get him. And it would serve him right, for giving her to the
ca-men.

Shetilted the pot.

“No, Karina.”

The voice was cold and familiar. Karind s heart gave a convulsive thump. She turned round.
The Dedo’ s handmaiden stood there.

Karinaput the pot down and began to edge away. This woman was bad enough in daylight. In the
haf-light of dawn, standing tall in her black robeswith the devastation of her face lurking unseenlikea
shadowed monster, shewasthe didtillation of al the childhood nightmares Karinahad ever screamed

through.
[1] aw."
“Wadl, | must get to Haleka. I’'m worried about him. | think he needs me.”

“I’'m sorry, Karina. Y ou can't go with him. Y ou must accompany your sstersto Torres. That'sthe
Dedo’'splan.”

“Why do | haveto hurt someone like?” Karinasaid. “Y ou made me run out on that poor little man
Servo, and he died. Now you want meto run out on Haleka. What will happen to him?’

“Hewill die”
“Andif | gay with him?’

“Hewill liveafew yearslonger. Just afew years, Karina. It's nothing compared to the sweep of the
Ifdong.”

“Butit'sahdl of alot to Halekal”
“Y ou gave your word, Karina,” said the handmaiden.

Karina gazed down towards the ocean, where the dumped silhouette of Haleka could be seen atop his
doomed tump, and her eyesfilled with tears.



Therace begins.

The tortugas had been stowed aboard the sailcars and the mountainmen relaxed, lazing about theyard in
the morning sun, waiting for the race to sart. Thelittle monkey-like Speciadists were finished too; therails
greased, the wooden bearings likewise. Each car carried its own supply of grease for use at Stages.
Regting quietly in that fringe of the yards where the low brush merged into the jungle were the cai-men.

Tonio saw dl thisthrough afrenzy of impatience as the Specidists worked onRayo.

Things had gone badly in Maguinistal s absence. When daylight faded the Specidists downed toals,
refusing to work by the light of the Wrath of Agni because, they said, thiswould provoke hostility among
the more devout peoplein the crowded yard. Astrud and Raoul had arrived and, finding themselves
targetsfor Tonio’ sfrustration, had spent the night in an empty cabin nearby while Tonio paced the silent
deck of Rayo and muttered curses at the stars.

In the morning cat-girls had hung garlands of flowers around the captains necks. Tonio had kept hison
for appearances sake, but the scent of the flowers was like amockery.

At last Maquinista s sail showed above the low coastal scrub. Tonio seized the engineer the moment he
stepped down.

“The car isn't ready. Y ou assured me your men would finish in time, but they haven’t. Now they tell me
they’ Il belucky if they finish by noon. And then we haveto load.”

Therewas no animation in hisvoice. He'd had al night to get used to theidea. Hisface was gray with
exhaudtion.

Maquinistawas exhausted too. As he turned away without replying his arm was caught in a strong grip.
It was El Tigre. “Engineer,” hesaid harshly, “Tell me about Karina.”

“She’sdl right. It was acase of aloco tump and old Haleka happened to be the unlucky one, that’ s all.
So Karinawas there. She did nothing wrong. After we' d fixed the track, she went with her sistersand
the Pegman to Torres.”

El Tigrerdaxed. Therewas even aglint of humor in histawny eyes. “My girls can't enjoy themsdves
when their father isaround. Ah, well. The Festival isatime when we shed our inhibitions. | wouldn't have
spoiled their fun here, but they couldn’t have known that.”

“I never had any children,” said Maguinista.

For amoment the two men, the Speciaist and the True Human, stood in the silence of mutual
understanding, then Tonio intruded.

“Y es, but what aboutRayo 7" The color wasin his cheeks and he looked fevered. He till had a chance.
He might not be among the leaders leaving the yards, but he could till catch them. Every second
counted. “ Come and speak to your men, Maquinistal Get them started!”

El Tigresaid, “I'll seeyou at North Stage, Captain Tonio.” He turned away and strode south, aong the
rutted path beside the track.

Tonio flushed and glanced a Maguinista.



The engineer said, “Therace only lastsafew days. What about the rest of your life, Tonio? El Tigreisa
powerful man.”

“Not so powerful asthe Canton Lord,” said Tonio. Hetried to laugh, but it came out as an asinine bray
of despair.

“Between Bantus and the Behemoth, eh, Tonio?”
“What' sthat? Bantus ...?" The unfamiliar name struck a strange and fearful chord in Tonio’smind.

“Jugt asaying,” Maguinistasaid, glancing at him. The engineer was becoming serioudy concerned. Tonio
showed every sign of cracking up. He hoped he was in good enough shape to handleRayo....

Now the sailswere hoisted and the flags snapped, multicolored, in the breeze. The guiderails groaned
and the sailcars shuddered with potentia energy, held in check by big wedges jammed under the running
whedls. Crewswaited tensay on the decks. Captains and their families|eaned nonchdantly on the
afterralls, chatting to their agents, fooling nobodly.

On the most westerly track, one car had not yet raised its sails. A frenzied crowd loaded tortugasinto the
hold, True Human working side by side with Specidist. A chain was formed, passing tortugas down the
line; and Tonio wasthere, and Astrud and Raoul, a dozen Specidists, and Maguinista. A couple of
cai-men watched, grinning widdly but making no attempt to help.

Herrero shouted across, “ See you later, Tonio. If ever!”

And aburst of laughter came from the other cars, relieving tension.

Then the Y ardsman mounted his rostrum, and seven cai-men took hold of seven ropes.
“Ready?

Each captain raised his hand.

The cai-men tensed. They were employed on thisimportant task because they, of al men, wereleast
likely to do any favors.

The Y ardsman gave thetraditiond cry:

“Volad!”

The cai-men jerked the chocks away. The sailcars did forward.
The annud Tortuga Race was on.

And now the most important people in the yards were two small Specidists known as Mountain
Switcher and Ocean Switcher. Mountain Switcher islessimportant, and you rarely hear hisname
mentioned in the Song of Earth. Heisthere, certainly, but merely as a counterpart to Ocean Switcher.

Ocean Switcher wasasmall, brown-faced man of about forty years, who lived with histiny wife and
seven children of varying agesin atree-house on the fringes of the delta. He was an independent
mechanic, which isto say that after fifteen years of working under a True Human engineer he had
branched out on his own.

Ocean Switcher, who was once called Da Para, prospered. It had become customary, whenever a
crippled car arrived a Rangua, for the captain to cry, “ Send for DaParal” And Da Parawould come,



posthaste, atiny figure bouncing on top of agaloping mule. He would fix the problem with nimble fingers
and surprising strength, he was less expensive than the True Human engineers such as Maquinista, and he
was never rumored to use the Wrath of Agni. In short, he was agood man.

Seven years before the time of our story he received the ultimate honor for amonkey-Specidist: hewas
put in charge of one of the complex switches at the tortuga yards. Although he exercised this duty only
once ayear, the position was considered so important that his name was officialy changed, and Da Para
became Ocean Switcher all year round.

So the sailcars rolled towards the place where eight tracks became two. Here stood Ocean Switcher and
Mountain Switcher, each with ateam of assstants, each team holding its heavy switching ral. The
switcherswatched the Mark — a gaunt windswept tree standing alone some fifty meters away.

Thefirgt sailcars past the Mark would receive precedence &t the switches, and dl other sailcarswould
have to reduce speed.

Ocean Switcher heard the cry, “ Volad!”

“Ready,” he said to hismen, glancing down the row of intent faces. They nodded and he turned his gaze
back to the distant sails. Beside him, therails began to rumble.

The two switcheswere the most cruciad pointsin the whole race, and rarely ayear went by without some
kind of incident. Perhaps the most spectacular event had occurred eight years previoudy, when two
captains on adjacent tracks had reached the Mark smultaneoudy — or so they later inssted. Whatever
the truth of the matter, the Ocean Switcher of that time made a decision and pegged the switching rail to
favor the easterly car.

Neither car dackened speed and, neck and neck, they rumbled irresistibly towards the switch. The
switching team scattered. The captainsyelled at each other.

The sailcars reached the switch at the same instant and jammed there while rails splintered and flew.
Ocean Switcher, who had stuck to his post until the last, was flung several meters away. The two
captains, their craft locked in areluctant embrace, continued to exchange their views while the crews,
being of more forthright materia, met on the fused deck to settle the issue with the barefigt.

Meanwhile Mountain Switcher’ s men were so intent on watching these happenings that they omitted to
peg their own guiderail. It collapsed asthefirst sailcar arrived. The car lurched off the running rail and fell
between the tracks, bottling up the only other route south.

The carerrasongstel| of the eventual winner of that race, one Mario, who had the presence of mind to
send arunner to Rangua North Stage. A team of shrugleggers arrived at the trot by which time Mario
had removed a guiderail from thetrack beside his car. The shrugleggers then dragged Mario’ s craft down
ajungletrall and re-raled it akilometer past the yards at a short sding normally used for loading taro
root. Mario went on to win by several hours and assure himself of aplacein sailcar lore. Ocean
Switcher, bruised and disgraced, resigned his post, and Da Paratook his place and his name.

Three years|ater the race began in strong winds and it was the turn of Salvatore to become legend. Off
to aflying sart, he rolled towards the switches ahead of the field with all sails set and straining.
Unfortunately the strain was too much for the lee guiderail which collapsed. Salvatore s car legped to the
ground, miraculoudy ill upright.

Normal procedure would have been to drop sails and brake hard, but the Tortuga Race was not a day
for convention. The hull did along the guiderails of the adjacent track, holding the car upright, and



Savatore, standing on the poop deck, had an inspiration.

If he couldn’t win therace, at least he could ensure that nobody else did. He shouted to his crew to haul
thesalsintighter ill.

The sailcar bounded through grass and scrub, scattering spectators and animas dike, and ploughed into
the switches, demolishing the trackwork. Nobody could pass. Runners were sent to Rangua North
Stage, shrugleggers came trotting and Salvatore, his car dready on the ground, wasthefirgt to thetaro
sding. His craft had suffered considerable damage but, with a superb example of saillsmanship, Salvatore
nursed it long and wasfindly credited with finishing third.

Such was the background to the start of the Tortuga Race in the year 122,640 Cyclic. A history of
disaster, opportunism and greed.

“Thisyear,” said Maguinistaas he turned from hiswork to watch the sailcars gliding towards the
switches, “I hope to God nothing goeswrong.”

“My only hopeisif nothing goesright,” said Tonio, stacking tortugasin the hold of Rayo .

Joao was leading inEsperanza. Thiswas unexpected, and Captain Herrero was watching in some
astonishment as the car in the adjacent track began to pull away from him.

“Antrez!” he shouted to his chief crewman. “ Sheet in the main and set the topsail. That bastard’ s getting
away fromud”

It was unthinkable! He' d looked on Tonio as hisonly threat so he’ d bribed the little Specidiststo refuse
to do night work, which put Tonio out of the way. He d secured the services of Dozo who, athough
perhaps not so competent as El Tigre, was one of the better Rangua felinos. And he’ d made a couple of
other arrangements down the line. But in order to take advantage of them, he had to get therefirst. Who
in hell was this Joao, anyway? Nobody knew him, and it had been a surprise when he’ d qudified to be
among the eight racers. He' d come from some obscure Canton down south; Rocha, perhaps. Damn the
man!

Soon theEsperanza was haf alength ahead. Herrero studied the set of her sails and gave further
ingtructionsto his crew. Sheetswere hauled in and other sheets paid out, but without appreciable effect,
Herrero |eft the poop deck and strode forward. Joao, ignoring theUrubu asthough it was of no
consequence, gazed steadily ahead from his casua stance at the stern rail. Herrero roared hisrage,
pushed a crewman aside and seized the mainsheet, sawing the boom to and fro in search of the optimum

position.

Joao’ s crewmen relaxed, belaying the lines and Sitting down.

The Mark approached.

Further down the track, Ocean Switcher, anticipating the result, gave the order to his men.

“Track three. All together, now!”

They lifted the guiderail into position and began to dog it down, setting the track to let theEsperanza
through firg.

“God damn you!” Herrero shouted. “He' s not there yet!” It wasthat last [oad of tortugas. He should
never have alowed it aboard. Urubu was too heavy, too ponderous for quick acceleration. Furiouswith
himsdf and his agent, he watchedEsperanza creeping ahead.



Esperanzapassed the Mark.

Urubureached the Mark a second later. Her bow, where Herrero stood, was level withEsperanza's
stern, where Joao lounged with a crewman — and where the mainsheet was fastened tautly to a deck
Clest.

S0 close that Herrero could almost have touched it.. ..
And now, at last, Joao looked at Herrero. There was afaint smile on the southerner’ sface.

Herrero, lipstightly compressed, snatched up a billhook — along pole capped by aknife used for
cutting vegetation free fromUrubu’ s whedls and spars. As Karina had noticed previoudy, alUrubu’'s
knives were fashioned from meta, wrought in the Wrath of Agni. The billhook was razor sharp.

Herrero raised it above his head and brought it down across the deck of Esperanza .
The mainsheet parted with a crack like awhip.
The boom swung out, carrying acrewman with it. The sail spilled wind, flogging usdesdy.

AsEsperanza dowed andUrubu began to pass her, Herrero uttered aroaring yell of triumph. So much
for the goddamned foreigner. ThenUrubu ran into the guiderail, smashing it aside and flinging Ocean
Switcher to the ground. Lurching and wobbling, Urubu stayed on the running rail by virtue of Herrero's
expert juggling of the salls, gained the undamaged track, and fled south. The race leader was on hisway.

At Rangua North Stage.

The sun-ovens had been going since dawn. They were huge, used only at thistime of year, great bowls
comprising countless hemitrexes and big enough to roast oxen. They were contained in heavy wooden
cradlesto which Ilamas were harnessed. Mostly the animals grazed, but every so oftenthe suninits
movement across the sky would light up asingle hemitrex above each oven, directing a hot beam of light
onto the rump of thellama, which would take a step forward, thus correcting the sun-oven's solar
dignment.

The kikihuahuas would have gpproved of this mechanism.

The sun-ovens were arranged aong the beach and the wind bore the aroma of roasting tumpmest inland,
adding spice and anticipation to the fedtivities. Twenty metersinland the parallel tracks of the sailway ran
above short grass and coastal scrub, turning inland at the Stage for the diagond climb to Rangua Town.
Rangua North Stage was smilar to the South Stage where Karinalived, comprising a couple of sdingsto
accommodate crippled sailcars, aclutter of shedsfor the shrugleggers and, on the hillsde, alarge
community hut surrounded by the vampiro tents of both Stages.

The main activity of the Festival was concentrated in the strip from the community hut down to the
shruglegger sheds, then east to the sun-ovens. Along thisthoroughfare the pitchers of dewere set up,
and the temporary huts erected for mating. The bards squatted here, snging of heroism and glory to the
complex Carerrarhythms so different from the classic smplicity of the Song of Earth. There were True
Humans from Rangua dressed in bright cottons, walking in male-femae pairs. There were Specidists of
al kinds, from the hawk-mothers and their chattering broods enjoying aday out while their menfolk
manned the Signd towers, to the grim-faced cai-men. Long-necked mountain people laughed nervoudly,
sharp-faced little pygmies from the upper jungle twitched their noses at the cooking smdlls, feinos strode
everywhere, big loose-limbed men and beautiful women dressed in tunic of the finest skins.



Thiswas the time of waiting, when people walked about the Stage chatting and joking, drinking little as
yet. The felinos saw to the shrugleggers, decorating them with ribbons and jockeying for advantageous
positions at the trackside. Frequently teams would become tangled and the shrugleggers would begin to
kick and plunge. Then thefdinoswould divein, cursang and jerking a harnesses, occasiondly coming to
blows.

Thetime of waiting was an electric time, and thisyear it had lasted since dawn because of the accident to
Haleka stump.

Dozo had established his position early and defended it againgt dl comers. His shrugleggers waited
patiently between the tracks — s0 that they could take a car whether it arrived on the east or west

track — alittle further up the hill than the others. He reasoned that any captain, and particularly Herrero,
would want to roll asfar uphill as possible before taking on assistance. It was a question of caculating
just where the sailcar would stop.

El Tigre had assembled his shrugleggers beside the inland track, level with Dozo.
“Too proud to fight for position with the others?” Dozo taunted him.

“Rayowas drawn on an inland track.”

“There are other cars besideRayo .”

“I made an agreement with Tonio.”

“Hal” Dozo uttered abark of derision. “ Since when have we trusted the word of a True Human? Mark
my words, El Tigre. If Rayohappened to come to rest beside Manoso down there, do you honestly
believe Tonio would wait for you to bring your team down? Of course not. He d tell Manoso to hook
up. I’'m surprised a you. Y ou' re the one who preaches revolution. Y ou, above dl, have reason to hate
True Humang”

“So far aswe' re concerned, Dozo, the Race is the climax of our year’ swork. | fed it would be sacrilege
to disrupt it. | might cheat a True Human — or be cheated by him — at any other time. But not during
the Race”

Thetrack trembled, and bright sails came gliding along the beach.
Uruburolled to a stop.

Dozo had overestimated, and his hindmost shruglegger stood twenty meters pastUrubu’ s nose. Herrero
stood there, Szing up ateam directly beneath him. It belonged to afelino from Rangua North Stage
named Peleante.

“My honor,” said Peleante.
Dozo hurried up while an assistant undertook the difficult task of backing his team downhill toUrubu.

“Pissoff,” said Dozo to Peleante. To Herrero he shouted, “ My shrugleggers are raised on the southern
dopes, Captain. They'refar stronger than these scraggy creatures.”

Herrero glanced over his shoulder. Another set of sails was gpproaching, passing swiftly through the
coadtal scrub. “Hook up, Peleante,” he snapped. “Thefat man’slost his chance.”

“I have three gruposto set on you,” said Dozo quietly to Peleante. “L ook to your left.”



Peleante did so, and saw arow of powerful women lounging againg the guiderail, watching him with
narrowed eyes.

“Look to your |eft, fat man,” he said.

Another bunch of femaes stared through the tracks like caged animals. Dozo, recognizing astdemate,
changed histactics. “Captain!” he caled. “My priceis reduced by the advance payment you made at the
yards!” It wasthe ultimate sacrifice, alowing Herrero to apply the bribe against the towing charge.

Herrero' s habitua expression of irascibility did not change as he rapidly checked out the economics.
Then, after another glance over his shoulder, he said, “ Couple up then, Dozo. Make it fast!”

Dozo' s assstant was dready fastening the harness to the towbar. Dozo named his price and Herrero
tossed a handful of tokens at him. Meanwhile the car behind had arrived on the same track as Herrero
and its captain, seeing a chance to overtake, was paying agang of felinos to manhandle him through the
crossover onto the other track. Peleante hurried across to haggle with this new arriva while his assistant
reversed the shrugleggers. They became entangled with ateam beonging to Diferir, and while they were
sorted out Manoso' s team was engaged for the haul to the summit.

Peleante shrugged and turned to watch for further arrivals. It was dl in the game; adl part of the bright
tapestry of the Tortuga Race. There was no point in getting excited over afew hardwood tokens.

A short distance away, El Tigre had company. A woman, beautiful with the voluptuousness of the mature
felinahad approached him. “All aone, El Tigre? What are your plansfor today? | have atent with many
cushions of the best skin over there.”

“I’'m sureyou do, lolande.” Assheraised her arm to point, her tunic had dipped alittle, displaying a
brown, erect nipple. El Tigre smiled, it had been artistically done; no wonder |olande was the most
sought-after of thefelinas. “1 expect you have plenty to eet in there, too.”

“Everything aman could desire.” She gill bore the marks of Karina s nails on her face, but this
imperfection had the perverse effect of heightening her desirability. “ Anything you want, El Tigre”

“Including stolen tumpmesat?’ He reached out and tweaked the nipple playfully. “Maybe later. Right now,
| haveajobto do.”

“I may not be around later,” said lolande.
“A womanisawoman,” he said casudly. “ There are plenty of opportunities on the day of the Festival.”

Now she smiled, too. “And aman isaman. Only True Humans make commitments, and look at them.”
A True Human couple were walking past at that moment, arm in possessive arm, whiletheir eyes
wandered among the attractive cat people.

“Go away, lolande,” said El Tigre gently.

“Later, then. And.... El Tigre, I'm sorry it had to be your grupo we tangled with the other day.” The theft
of the meat was nothing; feinos' principles were different from those of True Humans and lolande' s
punishment had been amere reprimand. The framing of El Tigre' s daughters was amatter of
circumstance; no felino could condemn opportunism. But it was a pity, and |olande recognized this.
“Whereareyour little girlstoday, El Tigre?' she asked mdicioudy.

Before he could reply, Torch walked up. The young man was frowning, scanning the hillside. “ Yes,
whereisthegrupo, El Tigre?’



“They'vegoneto Torres.”

“That'sapity.... I’d hoped that we....” Torch’svoicetrailed avay. He d hoped that tonight, asthe
drink flowed free and dissolved petty objections, he might have consummated his relationship with the El

Tigregrupo....

Whilethey’ d been talking, four more sailcars had passed, drawn by shrugleggers amid much shouting and
cracking of whips. Next came Dozo, riding downhill with his shrugleggerstrotting behind.

“Herrero’ saway. Salvatore close behind. Four on the hill — that leavestwo.” As he talked, Dozo
cocked aneyea El Tigre. “Ah, and that’s Belin coming in now. Arrgio has him. So that just leavesRayo

lolande said, “Y ou’ ve agreed with Tonio, El Tigre?’
1] Ya”

“And you're an honorable man. Y ou could have taken any of the others, but you didn’t.” She made a
parody of sghing. “Ah, well.... | must get back to thefun. Maybe ... 7

13 %hms’"
Sheleft them, walking dowly to disguise her limp — another legacy of her fight with Karina.

Dozo said, “Just a couple of weeks ago we were al getting heated about thisRayo , and how it was going
to give True Humans all kinds of advantages— and where' sRayo now? Stuck on somesiding, I'll be
bound, with a broken spar.”

“Rayowill be here,” said Torch. “Or Captain Tonio will have El Tigreto answer tol”

“Loydly put,” Dozo' stone was sarcadtic, as the seventh car rumbled up the hill, the impetuous Arrojo
flogging his shrugleggers and the captain yelling encouragement from the prow.

“Here sheid” Thetriumphant shout from Torch announced the flag which could be seen moving above
the trees some distance away. ThenRayo burst out of the deltaregion and the white sailsflitted aong the
flat lands behind the beach, taut and shining.

“Shemovesfad,” said Dozo thoughtfully. “Very fagt.”

El Tigretook the harness of the lead shrugleggers and began to drag the team uphill, anticipating that
Rayo’ s present speed would carry her much further up the bank than he' d thought. “Move, you
bastards!” he shouted, and the shrugleggers obeyed, eyesrolling in terror. Dozo and Torch ran beside
him.

“She'scoming. She scomingso fast ,” gasped Torch, trying to look over his shoulder and run at the
sametime,

The hubbub of the Festival quietened suddenly. The only sound was the pounding of feet from El Tigre's
team.

Then came adrawn-out, piercing shriek asRayo hit the curve at the foot of the bank and the guiderails
protested with the strain. Children scattered and fdinosydled in darm, dragging their shrugleggersaside
asRayo swept by.

El Tigreran on, hearing the running rail resonate beside him, knowing without looking that he till had a



long way to go. The shrugleggersran behind in an untidy file, beginning to balk, kept going at this
unnatural pace by their fear of the big cat-man who led them. And then El Tigre' sfoot caught ina
tussock and hefdl. The shrugleggers hdted, bunching and milling.

El Tigre stood. The shrugleggerswould go no further. If Tonio passed this point, he would have to roll
back to him.

The rumble from the rail was growing to aroar.
El Tigrelooked back.

Rayohad barely dackened speed! Sailsfull and straining, she raced up the gradient towards him, passing
shrugleggers and felines, passing the cairn marking Triunfo’ s record height of two years ago, passing
Dozo as hetoiled uphill, passing Torch who stood gazing in open-mouthed astonishment, passing El
Tigre sshrugleggers.. ..

Rayorocketed on and the wind of her passing pushed El Tigre asde. The shrugleggers were snorting and
pawing in terror and El Tigrefell, gill hanging onto arein. As helay there he caught a split-second image
of Tonio'sface, pde and staring fixedly ahead; thenRayo was climbing rapidly away from him and the
sound of her passage, dready unnaturaly quiet, was fading to amurmur.

Seconds later, Dozo arrived. “| told you, never trust —” Then he saw the expresson on El Tigre' sface,
fell slent, and began to think. A car had climbed the bank without assistance. The implications began to
hit him, one by one. “Mordecai....” he whispered.

El Tigresad, “Round up the men, Dozo. Saddle up the fastest mules.”
Then he began to run up the hill.

Reaching the signal tower at the south end of the town he began to climb the ladder. From the top he saw
Rayo , going like the wind, heading out acrossthe plain. In the far distance he could seethe hill a Torres
and, as he watched, awinking light caught his eye. News of the race was coming through.

He threw open the signalbox door.
“HaveRayo stopped at Torres!”

Two signamen worked in the box; smal men but with a proud, upright bearing and a reputation for
belligerence. As El Tigre entered, one had been watching the signal from Torres and transcribing it into
charcoa symbolson atablet. The other was working vigoroudy at the signal arms which projected
downwards into the middle of the cabin, acknowledging the message and adding comments of his own.
Ontheroof, abig battery of hemitrexes caught the sun and flashed the reply back down the coast.

The signalmen stopped work, staring at El Tigrein anger. Theirswas an exclusive guild, their codes were
secret and the boxes sacrosanct. Even the Palace Guards never climbed the ladder. And now, here was
this brutish man issuing orders.

“Get out! Thisis private property! Out! Out!” They shuffled towards him with mincing steps and
peremptory gestures.

El Tigre stood his ground. “ Send a message, now! Get that goddamned car stopped and have the felinos
hold Captain Tonio at Torres North Stage!”

“Out! Out! Messages must be presented in the proper manner through the agent! Out!” They stood



before him, smal men barely reaching his shoulder, headsjerking with the violence of their speech. They
pushed him in the chest; short-arm shoves of someforce.

With aroar of rage El Tigre seized them and dammed them together. They staggered, blinking rapidly,
then came back with whirling arms. One of them caught him a chopping blow across the neck and El
Tigretook hold of them again, pinioning them.

“Ligentome,” he growled. “ Something’ s happened which threatens the whole future of Specidistson
the coast — and that includes you. We haveto act quickly. If welet Tonio get away with this, it will
show the True Humans that Speciaists can't cooperate even when our livelihood is threatened. We might
aswell take along walk into the mountains! Do you understand me? Now send that message!”

“That can't be done,” snapped one of the men. “The Guild rules are designed to cover all circumstances
andno man, not even afdino, telsthe Guild what to do. We re not frightened of you. Y ou can’t harm the
Guild!”

Thelittle man stared fiercely up at him and El Tigre knew he spoke the truth. Everybody knew signamen
were different from other people. Their society was like ahive. Individualswould willingly sacrifice
themsalvesto preserve the integrity of the whole: the gestdt they called the Guild. And the Guild covered
the whole coast, extending further than the sailways. The communication network was essentid to thelife
of True Human and Specidist dike— and it wastoo big an organization for El Tigreto take on.

“Wecannot bend therules,” said thelittle man. “Y ou must see the agent.”
And the two of them became suddenly till, watching him.
Mordecai! thought El Tigre. They’ re waiting for me to kill them!

He turned and descended the ladder rapidly, jumping the last few metersto the ground, landing lightly on
al fours. Then he began to run back to North Stage, moving with that bounding felino gait which covers

the ground at deceptive speed.

There was no point in seeing the Guild agent. He was another fierce little man who went by the book and
would undoubtedly refuse to send the message on the grounds that felinos had no authority over saillway
captains and that such an instruction would make the Guild party to anillegal act.

So El Tigrefollowed the sailway back to North Stage, where alarge crowd of felinoswas being
whipped into afrenzy by the 9y words of Manoso, stage managed by Dozo. Therewere no True
Humansin sght. The other Speciadigts, feding it was not their problem, stood aloof. Fools , thought El
Tigre

“I'll speak to them now,” he said to Dozo.

“Better not. Manoso' sdoing fine. Thisisatimefor exaggeration and deceit, El Tigre. A timefor politics.
One of your talks on brotherhood and rights would bore the hell out of them. They want blood.”

Arrojo added, “We re going to catch that bastard Tonio and string him up!”
“How are we going to catch him?’

“Well get after him, right now!” Arrojo’s eyeswere dight with anticipation. “We Il follow him to the
ends of the Earth, if needs be!”

“Therearelarger issues” El Tigrevisudized dl the best feinos galloping to Patagonia, leaving the camp



unguarded. His fury had abated now, and he was able to consider the Situation more camly. Therewas
much planning to be done. Instead of chasing wildly after Tonio, they should call a Council meeting and
decide on they tactics. Thelong-promised revolution was a hand....

“And now we hear rumorsthat the evil Fire-god Agni himsdlf had ahand in the building of this machine!”
Manoso wastdling the crowd. “Wdll, friends, | think that Tonio has suggested his own retribution. We
will tie him to his own poopdeck and kindle the Wrath of Agni benesth his accursed sailcar, and he and
hismachinewill perish together!”

“But what about the next machine, and the next Tonio?’ El Tigre asked Dozo.

Arrojo brokein. “Isthe great warrior preaching caution? What' s happened to your talk of war, El
Tigre?

“I amtalking of war, you damned fool. I'm saying we shouldn’t waste time running after one man. I'm
saying we should get home and hold ameeting.”

“A meeting?” Arrojo regarded him increduloudy.

“El Tigrel” 1t was one of the signalmen. People regarded him in astonishment. Members of the Guild
wererarely seen in felino camps even though their families might make an exception on Festiva day.

“Yes?' El Tigre stepped forward irritably. The reminder of the frusiration in the signa cabin added to the
fires of hisannoyance. “If you have amessage for me, you' d better passit through your agent. Guild
rules, you know.”

“Ligento me, El Tigre. There' sbeen an accident a TorresinvolvingRayo , and —”
“Rayois stopped there?’ Arrojo uttered ayell of triumph.

“Yes, but—" Thelittle sgndman was till regarding El Tigre.

“We vegot him!” shouted Arrgjo. “By Agni, we ve got him! To the mules, men!”

“What isit, sgndman?’ asked El Tigre quietly. His heart was pounding. There was something in thelittle
man’ seyes. They had lost their fierceness, and watched him with anew expression.

“One of your daughters, El Tigre. One of your daughterswas ... involved.”
Now Arrojo was quiet, and so was the rest of the crowd. They edged closer, sensing tragedy.

“Involved? How? Which daughter?” El Tigre towered over the man, fingers hooked as though to tear the
details bodily from him.

“I don’'t know which — the sgnd only spoke of the grupo. But....” Thelittle signaman looked away,
regarding the mountains dmost wistfully, asthough he d rather have been there. “They say she died, El
Tigre”

The sound El Tigre made was, wordless. He turned away, snatching reinsfrom Arrojo, jumped into the
saddle and flogged his mount into a gallop. After amoment’ s shocked hesitation, others began to climb
onto mules and ride after him.

Dozo watched them go. “ So much for the reasoned tactics of our leeder,” he said quietly to himsdlf.



The death of Haleka.

The Song of Earth makeslittle mention of the tump. It is not aflamboyant animd. It does not capture the
imagination of the listener in the way that the kikihuahua space bats do, with their thousand-kilometer
wingspan; or the beacon hydras whose roots have been known to permeste an entire planet and throw it
into anew orbit. No, the tump isadull lump of meat. On the happentrack of our story it is doomed —
athough, asyou will hear, there are happentracks on which the tump thrived and multiplied.

One couplet only describes the tump:

“ Across the hills of Old Brasil the landwhales eat their way.

Their herds are ever-dwindling, their futurein decay.”

Not exactly asong of hope. The tumpier Halekawas not even mentioned — on this happentrack.

Haeka slife’ s purpose was ended. The tump had halted at the beach for a short rest before its death
plunge. Haleka sat adiride, prepared to die with his mount. The sun was sinking behind him, and the tump
cast ahuge shadow across the sand left wet by the outflowing tide. Halekalooked to the south, and saw
in the distance another vast form. 1t might have been abig rock, but it could have been another tumpina
gmilar predicament.

And on another happentrack, it was.

Haekadidn't investigate. He had no curiosity, no interest. In the last few minutesleft to him, hismind
dipped into the past. Theimage of a beautiful, tawny-eyed girl faded for amoment, and childhood
memories began to soothe him. He remembered hisearly lifein the Women's Village; hismother, and a
sster named Andra. The Women had taught him gentleness, patience and philosophy, preparing him for
his youth as an apprentice. Those had been quiet years, for the Women's Village was afortified kraal in
the jungle where adult males came only occasiondly, wheretall fencing kept out al animal's except
monkeys, where the jungle outside the fence was guarded fiercely by Bachel ors— men who had not
qudified as apprentices and so would never become tumpiers.

Even thefelinagrupos|eft the Women'sVillage done.

In later years, when Haleka succeded to hisfather’ s tump, he visited the Women' s Village anumber of
times. It looked the same as he remembered it, but now he had changed himself. He came driven by
emotions he hadn’'t known as a child, and as aresult the Women's Village held anew and urgent
sgnificance. The Madre — the elderly head of the Village— recognized this when Haleka appeared
narrow-eyed and panting outside the fence, having defeated the strongest bachel or in bloodless wrestling.
Shelethimin.

They weretimes of fierce delight, those visits to the Women' s Village, and the bright memory stayed with
Haleka always, sometimes coloring his dreams on tumpback. He visited anumber of times over aperiod
of two years until, one day, the Madre met him at the gate and said, “Enough.”

The bachelors carried him away, struggling.

Back on the tump, he knew this rejection meant one of two things: ether he had sired enough children to
sugtain the Village baance, or the Madre suspected that an emotiond relationship had developed
between him and one of the Women. This had been known to happen, even though the Madre always
ensured that the Men lay with adifferent WWoman on each occasion.



And Haleka did have a guilty memory of one Woman who had held him afterwards, and stroked himina
quite unnecessary way while he murmured thingsto her instead of leaving.

Y earslater, they had brought him the boy they caled his son, so hewas at |ast able to forget the Woman.
Seasons of peace followed while he taught the boy, and when Mauo, as he was named, was apprenticed
to atumpier over Torresway, it wasthe proudest day of Haleka slife.

Just onething disturbed him.

Mauo, before he departed, said hesitantly, “ There' sagirl — she’ d be aWoman, now. My haf-sigter.
Y our daughter, Haleka. | often think of her.”

Of course the Madre hadn't told Haleka about the daughter; why should she? It was no business of
his....

And as Hdekasat on histump waiting for the moments of dying, the phantom face of this unknown girl
took on substance, forming in hismind asaclear vison of beauty — agirl with eyesthat looked into his
soul, with hair like the Wrath of Agni.

“Oh, Karinal” he shouted to the sea. “Why did you leave me?’

Behind him, the swiftest sailcar ever built fled southwards, her sailslike trangparent membranes againgt
the late sun.

The tump began to move again.

Theglory of Haleka.

Aswe know, dl of Timeiscomposed of diverging happentracks. Starquin used this quality to direct
events towards the fulfilment of his Purpose. He concentrated on favorable happentracks, but even he
could not prevent unwanted happentracks from branching off into the Ifalong — because they were part
of an even greater scenario than his Purpose.

Through an odd quirk of the Ifalong, some of these happentracks found their way into the memory vaults
of the Rainbow onour happentrack, in the here and now, and on this hillside.

Ligten:

“Why do | haveto hurt someonel like?” Karinasaid. “Y ou made me run out on that poor little man
Servo, and he died. Now you want me to run out on Haleka. What will happen to him?’

“Hewill die”
“Andif | stay with him?’

“Hewill liveafew yearslonger. Just afew years, Karina. It' s nothing compared to the sweep of the
Ifdong.”

“Butit'sahdl of alot to Haekal”
“Y ou gave your word, Karing,” said the handmaiden.

Karina gazed down towards the ocean, where the dumped silhouette of Haleka could be seen atop his
doomed tump. “Well, I'm breaking it. I'm staying with Haleka. To hell with Starquin and his Purpose and



the Dedo and the whole rotten ot of you. Y ou're only interested in yourselves and you don't give adamn
for anyonedsel”

For once, the handmaiden lost her serenity. “Karina, my child. The Purpose of Starquin isthe most
important thing on Earth.”

“Not to meit isn't. Right now, the most important thing to me, isthat | go and look after Haleka, because
if I don't I think he'll drown himself.” Her eyes were blazing as she uttered the traditiond felino
disclamer. “So pisson Starquin!”

“Asyouwill.”
“What?Y ou mean you don't care?” The handmaiden’ s sudden indifference nonplussed Karina

“It's of no significance now, because on another happentrack you have obeyed my wishes.
Happentracks are infinite, Karina”

“Damnyou! And damn that other me!”
“The other Karinawill become famous. But you will not, and you will never ssemeagain.”
“Seeif | care” said Karing, turning her back on the tall woman and walking away.

“So Mauo told me he had a sister — my daughter. | never saw her, but | often think about her. | think
she might have been something likeyou, Karina....”

Haeka s voice droned softly on, telling of his childhood while Karina sat facing him on the broad back of
the tump. They were boring, these endless pointless yarns, but they were better than suicide, thought
Karina. Haleka had to talk things out.

“Look!” she said suddenly. “There sacar — that must beRayo! What’' swrong with her?’

The swiftest sailcar ever built limped southwards, her sallslike transparent membranes againgt the late
sun. The mainmast had broken and the car had been crudely jury-rigged, the two pieces of the mast
splinted together with a crimson liana, the sail hanging crooked like abroken wing.

“So shewasn't so fast after al,” said Karina. “ After al that trouble and secrecy, she' s dower than any of
the others”

“Speed isthe enemy of man,” said Hakela. “ Thisisone of thefirst lessons aboy learnsin the Women's
Village. | recdl one day the Madre—"

“What are your plans, Haleka?’
“My work is done. Asthe Madre once said —"

“I think we should build aboat, you and |. We should sail off east to the Magic Idands, where women
livein grass castles and men ride whales, so the legends go. Wouldn't that be fun? We could build a
castle and send for my sigters, and we could all live there, forever.”

“What would we eat?’ asked Halekatolerantly.
“We d catch fish, of course, like the Magic Idand people do.”

“Eat flesh? Me? Never!” said Haleka, whose ancestors came from the floating idands of Polysitia



themsdves, if hedid but know it.

The tump began to move again, heaving itself towards the water, and Karina s heart missed a best.
“Look!” she cried desperately. “ There' s another tump further down the beach. | think our tump looked
ait. Maybeit'sagirl tump!”

“Tumps have no sex, Karina. That’ sthe whole problem. That’ swhy they’ re dying out.”

“How do you know they have no sex? Have you ever looked?’ Karinawarmed to her theme. “ Canyou
honestly tell me anyone' s ever rolled atump over andlooked?”

“Don't beridiculous, Karina”

“Wdll, then!” The tump had reached the water’ s edge. Karinaand Haleka still faced each other. Haleka
watched the sea, Karinathe land.

Haekasad, “The very fact that atump can’t roll over ought to tell you it can’t mate.” The conversation
was becoming distasteful to him. Tumpier culture dictated that Men ceased thinking about sex once their
reproductive duties were done, and much of the childhood teaching was conditioned to thisend. “It
wouldn't beable.... It couldn’t.... Evenif it had....”

“It couldn’t bring its organsto bear,” said Karinawith relish. Then, with the subject seemingly at an end,
the sadnessrolled back like aseafog. “ Areyou redly going to kill yoursdlf, Haleka?”

“That istheway.”

“I’m not going to let you — you know that? I’ m going to fight you and drag you back, and the whole
thing will becomeridiculous. Y ou know I'm stronger than you.”

“Peaselet me diewith dignity, Karina”

“Noway.” Shetook hishandsin hers. The tump wasin the water now, and awave touched her feet.
She kicked at the water, hating it.

“Karinal Please don't teke this away from me!”

The tump was buoyant, rocking beneath them in thelight swell. Karina held Halekafirmly around the
wrigts. His eyes were shut. Tears of shame started from under the lids. Karina blinked, wondering if she
was doing the right thing. Haleka wanted to die, but shewouldn’t let him because.... Because she was
just as selfish asthe Dedo and the handmaiden and lousy Starquin.

“All right, Heka,” she said quietly. “Goodbye, now. | loveyou.” And she kissed him on the cheek.

She dipped from the tump’ s back and began to swim aongside, unwilling to head for the shore just yet.
Looking around, she saw the other tump was closer now, alow mound showing above the water with a
tumpier sitting on top, shoulders drooping. Haleka' s tump rocked, nearly unseating him. The bulky anima
was not nearly so stable in the water as on land, and Karinamoved away a couple of meters, fearing a

capsze.
A capsize....
“Haekal”

“What isit now?’ He wastrying to compose himself. He loved her, but couldn’t she leave him alone?



“Why do tumpstake to the water?’
“To drown, of course, when their time comes. Just as| shall do. Our time has come.”

“Haleka— suppose this stuff about times coming isal garbage! | know it’ straditiona, and so on. But |
can't redly bdieve the tump wantsto die. | can see hiseye from here, and he looks pretty lively to me!”

On an impulse she swam up to the tump and laid her hand on its head. The tump sensed her presence but
thistimeit didn’t shy away from her; rather, it moved her way, recognizing something in her. Something
flowed down her arm, flowed back. Karina smiled.

“Sothat’s it,” she murmured.
Y earslater, Karinathought to visit the tump pens.

By now she was amature felinawith three grupos behind her, and alot of good memories. El Tigre had
died severd years previoudy during abrawl on the outskirts of Ranguabut he' d taken three True
Humanswith him, and further assured himsdlf of aplacein fdino legend. Karinawas till beautiful, with
the fleshy, wild beauty of the older felina, and the gray streaksin her red-gold hair lent her adight
vulnerability which added to her appedl.

It was not surprising that the man in charge of the tump pens stared in admiration as she walked dowly
along the beach. Twenty meters from him she stopped and |ooked out to sea. There was a breskwater
out there; arocky wall which had taken severd yearsto build, enclosing half adozen rectangular pens.
The backs of the tumps could be seen breaking the surface, two to a pen.

In the pens nearest the beach were the young tumps. They were being conditioned by therise and fall of
thetideto thefed of dry land under them. Each year another two or three young tumps were ready for
thefidds. It was smply amatter of training. Left done, they would have spent their livesin the ocean, like
the whaes they were descended from, grazing the continental shelf. Trained to live on land they thrived
just as happily — until, after athousand years or so, they matured. Then, like an amphibian, they returned
to the water to mate.

But thisessentid part of tump lore had been lost until recent years.
Tentatively, the man approached the beautiful woman. “Can | help you?
“No.... | wasjust looking. Tumpsfascinate me.”

“They' reinteresting animas. I’ ve sudied them al my life. There was atime when we thought they were
dying out — that would have been abad thing for you fdinos, en?’

“Oh, | don't know....” The Examplesweren't so rigid, these days. Two nightsago she'd led her
youngest grupo into the jungle and they’ d feasted on capybara, and felt not the dightest guilt.

Helaughed suddenly. “Wetumpiersliketo fed indigpensible, you know. Don't mind me.”

Her eyesflashed, as though this show of humility had annoyed her, and she said sharply, “Thetumpisthe
most important animal on the coast. Many felinoswould have starved if the secret of the tump’slifecycle
hadn’t been discovered.”

Stll smiling, hesaid, “ Y ou said it for me. But tumpiers would have starved too, with nothing to tradein.
We both owe adebt to Haleka.” Now he glanced at her, glanced away. “He was my father, you know.”



“Oh.” She scrutinized hisface.
“Yes, redly.”

“Y ou must be very proud to have afather who isalegend.” He was a couple of years younger than
she— yes, he could be Mauo. “ The old Pegman sings of him often — Haleka, the tumpier who solved
theriddle of the ages, and saved the felinos. How doesit go ...7" And she sang, in alow, melodious
voice, the song which begins,

“ From the tumpfields to the ocean,
Sing Haleka, sing Haleka.

How he earned Mankind’ s devotion,
Sng Haleka....”

“Of course,” she added with amischievous grin, “he may have had alittle help.”

“Nonsense! He told me about it often — how his tump went loco, and he prepared to diewith it
according to custom, how the tump began to swim, and suddenly it al became clear to him. And later he
designed the tump pens and supervised the building of them — he was afamous man by then, dl down
the coast.”

“Hetold you dl that? Nothing more?’
“Is't that enough?’

She came very close and his head swam with her loveliness, her unbearable sexudity. She put her hands
on his shoulders and the fullness of her breasts touched his chest. By the time her strange eyes had
looked into hisfor amoment he wasin no condition to deny anything.

“Nothing more?’ she asked swestly.

“Wadll, therewas....” And suddenly his eyes widened, and the spell was broken. “Y ou're Karinal Y ou
must be! He was dways talking about you — even when hewas dying.”

“Itisl,” she said composedly.

And then her composure left her because, quite unexpectedly, he took over. He was aready standing
close, so dl hehad to do was dip hisarms around her, crush her body againg his, and kiss her with an
intengity that no other lover had even approached.

“That'sfrom Haleka,” he said by way of an excuse, grinning.

“Halekawouldnever have....”

“Wdl, maybe he wasn't so bright after dl.”

“I'm glad you admitted it.”

“| do, lovely Karina. But ask yoursdlf this— who does the old Pegman sing about?’

And hewasright, of course. On that happentrack, nobody sang of Karina. As so often happens, the
truth of the matter had been forgotten in avery short time but the legend grew fast and sStrong in the fertile
tumpfields and the Women' s Villages, and since it was atumpier legend it had atumpier hero. Nobody
wanted to hear about a mere felinawho happened to be around at the time. Haleka s protestations were
seen as the becoming modesty of agreat man and when, millennialater, the vast body of human lore had



been didtilled into the Song of Earth, thelittle legend of Haleka had its place on this happentrack which
Starquin rejected.

“ Some men shoot the antel ope while others use the knife.
“ Haleka loved the animals and gave his creatureslife.”
But there was no mention of Karina

And the Incarceration of Starquin lasted forever.

Thebend at Torres.

“| can't understand what’ sgot into you,” said Teressa. “Hewas only an old tumpier. Liven up, Karina.
Thisisthe Festival, and we' re at Torres. Nobody knows us!” And she struck an outrageoudy seductive
pose as ayoung True Human walked past, arm in arm with his girl. He colored and looked away, and
TeresA s laughter followed him up the hill. “Wouldn't he just liketo have,” she said.

The Festivd a Torreswas Smilar to that a Rangua; alarge gathering of vampiro tents and other
temporary structures on the north dope of ahill, attended by a colorful throng of humans of al species.
At the base of the hill wasthe bend in the sailway tracks, and the felinos with their teams of shrugleggers.
Then came the gtdls and the pitchers of de and the mating tents, the minstrels and their songs. The
Pegman wasthere, hisramshackle sailcar drawn onto asiding. He cavorted about the camp, swinging his
mallet and Snging peg-driving songs.

Thefira sailcar arrived in mid-afternoon.

The saillswere sighted and a great shout went up. Then followed a scene which would be repeated down
athousand kilometers of coast over the next few days— the felinos began to jockey for position.

Thiswas different from the careful, polite and dmost mathematica caculation of the felinos at Rangua.
Few of the Torres felinos had made prior arrangements with the captains; it was every man for himsdlf.
Added to which the carswould be arriving over aperiod of time, so the felinos who secured thefirst
tows could conceivably get back down the hill in time for another.

They jostled and pushed; and the shrugleggers, as though understanding the implications, shouldered one
another roughly aside. Grupos began to gather on the outskirts, awaiting asign from their men.

“What funl” said Teressa. “I wishwe did thiskind of thing at Rangual”

Infact, over the years the grupos had been only rarely involved because it was tacitly agreed that the
resultant free-for-al would delay the sailcars unduly. So it was usudly man againgt man. After awhile, the
big feinos began to am powerful blows at one another.

Captain Herrero came sailing in.

Two teams were in advantageous positions and their felinos traded punches while the shrugleggers
spread out to prevent interference. Herrero watched from the deck asUrubu rolled to astop. “You!” he
shouted, pointing to the tallest of the combatants. Unfortunately the shout coincided with adecisive kick
and his sdection fdl writhing to the ground.

“Mel” shouted the other, and fastened his team to the towbar. The shrugleggers leaned into the harness
andUrubu began to glide up the hill. Lower down, fighting broke out afresh as another sail was sighted.



The El Tigre grupo hung about the guiderails, watching with open-mouthed excitement.

All except Karina. “Don’'t you find dl thisabit degrading?’ she asked Runa. “ Fighting for tokensthrown
to usby True Humans?’

“She’ sin abad temper,” Teressaexplained, “ Just because she had to leave her precious lumpier friend.”
“Y es, she' s beginning to sound like father,” added Runa.

“Well, at least El Tigre wouldn't stoop to fighting with his own people for the chanceto serveaTrue
Human,” said Karinahatly.

“No, because nobody would fight with him, not if they valued their life.”
“Shut up, you three,” said Saba. “ There are more cars coming.”

For awhile the felinos were too busy to fight as the cars arrived one after another, some switching tracks
to dip ahead of opponents. Ripe tortugas began to make their gppearance as Torres only merchant
bought asmall quantity. They were quickly cracked open and handed round. Then the sailcars were

gone.

“Let’'sgo and see what' s happening up the hill,” said Karina, and ran towards the vampiros. As she
peeped insde the first, hoping to catch someone in the act of mating, shock hit her like aphysical blow.

The handmaiden sat in there.

“Go back to the trackside, Karina.”
“Why?

“It isnecessary for the Purpose.”

“Oh....” Thistime, it was no big thing. “All right,” she said. Sheran back and met her ssters on the way.
“There sill another car to come,” she cdled to them.

“ Rayo,” observed Teressa, adding mdicioudy, “and Karina s boyfriend.”
“How many timesdo | havetotdl you | can't stand the sight of Raoul ?’

“Why do you ride with him on Captain Tonio'sold sail car, then? And who wasfollowing himin the
jungle not so long ago, and got caught?”

Karinaflung hersef a Teressawho met her with ashort jab to theribs. The usud battle was developing
when Saba gave ashout.

“ Rayo’ scoming!”

Karinaand Teressa paused to watch, still locked together, neither one wanting to surrender her imagined
advantage.

“She'smoving fadt,” Karinasaid.
“Of course, you would thinkRayo isthe best car.”

“No, I mean redly fast. Just look at her.” Now the rails were roaring and Runa, sitting on the guiderail,
could fed the vibration through her buttocks.



She looked up from her scrutiny of ayoung bachel or to seeRayo coming towards them faster than she'd
ever seen anything travel before.

“Mordecai!” she shouted, jumping to the ground. “Let’ s get out of here!”
There was something different about this car, and thistrip.

Adtrud sat &t the forward end of the hold, just behind Tonio. The wind funnelled like a hurricane through
Rayo’ s nose and Astrud would have gone on deck except that it was bedlam up there, the crew fighting
with the sheets while the ground sped past at an insane speed. It was'tright for anything to travel so
fadt. It was againgt nature. And it was surely against the Examples, dthough Astrud couldn’t quite work
out why.

Anyway, she was quite certain they would be punished.

She' d even worked out how it would happen. The whole cargo of tortugas would suddenly explode,
scatteringRayo and its inhabitants across the pampas.

“Tonio.... Dowe haveto go so fast?’

But her words were whisked away by the wind, drowned in the terrible noise. Not that Tonio would
have paid any attention, even if he'd heard.... That was another thing. He' d been behaving so strangdly.
He seemed to lose control of himsdlf at the dightest setback. And just before they’ d findly got away from
the yards, he' d vomited.

She caught hold of the ladder and, with difficulty, climbed to the deck. It waslike climbing atreeina
gde. And just as she reached the top of the ladder,Rayo passed the hill they called Camelback, and a
gust of wind almogt lifted the mast out of itstabernacle. She actualy heard fibers parting. As she
staggered, Raoul caught her. His eyes were bright with excitement.

“Steady, mother!”

“And just what would we do if the mast broke?’” she asked shrilly, fear making her sngppish. “Where
would we be then? What' s the point of al this speed?’

“If the mast broke we d jury-rigit.” He pointed to alocker full of crimson lianas. “It’ s a chance we have
to take, if we want to catch the others.”

“And the way those felinos looked at us, a Rangua. Shouldn't we have stopped? The thingsthey
shouted after us! I’ ve never heard of acar not stopping before!”

“ Rayoisno ordinary car.”

Even on the swaying deck, with the noise beating at her mind, Astrud sensed something odd in Raoul’ s
tone. He might not be her real son, but she’d known him along time. “What are you saying?’

“Nothing, mother.”

“Raoul!” She clung to him. The car wasflying acrossthe plain like athing possessed. Thiswasthework
of Agni! It had to be! Therewasevil in this speed! “How isRayo different?’

Her stepson was silent.....

Inthefulness of intuition, she said, “ There' s something in this car which is againg the Examples”



Hedidn’t reply. He moved away, face averted, and began to help the crew replace afraying line.

Adtrud leaned againgt the deck rail, weeping with terror, while the hellish car bore her headlong into
perdition. Her head whirled with the terrible speed of the ground beneath, and when the voice of Tonio
snapped commands from the pipe nearby, shefdt it was not her husband but the Fire-god Agni himsalf
who sat in the nose, the wind forcing hislips back into afierce, hungry grin.

Shewas hardly aware of Raoul running past her sometime later, grabbing the voicepipe and ydling into
it.

TheFire-god ydled back, unintelligibly.

Raoul was dragging a some kind of lever, and after amoment shewas dimly aware of the rest of the
crew bunched there, adding their strength to his. It was of no consequence, because afew seconds later
Agni struck, as she' d known hewould.

Smoke rose from bdow, acrid and evil.
Something was screaming inhumanly, stabbing into her ears.

And findly the Wrath of Agni, crimson and yellow and painful to look at, blossomed around the nose of
Rayo.

Thiswaswhat burned into Astrud’ s brain. The Wrath was crawling towards her, reaching for her with
scarlet tentacles so fearful that she hardly noticed the screaming had stopped, hardly heard the great
crash of parting timbers, hardly knew thatRayo had |eft the track and was leaping blindly towards
destruction.

“Let’sget out of herel” shouted Runa.

Karinaand Teressa disentangled themselves and began to run. All around, people were scattering as
Rayo bore down on them, swift and terrible, her vast sailsfilling the sky like thunderclouds.

“Mordecai!” someone exclaimed. “ The Wrath of Agni isupon her!”
“She’ sgoing too fast! Shel's—"

Down by the bend Karinaran on, bounding over the coarse scrub, reaching the pebbles of the beach.
Shewas aware of Teressaat her shoulder, Runa panting behind her, others near, al running.

Sabal

She halted so suddenly that Runaran into her and she staggered, scanning the fleeing peoplefor asign of
Saba.

She heard an enormous, splintering crash.

Rayohit the curve and the outside guiderail snapped like adry stick. The car legped from the running rall,
trailing smoke and flames, and flew thirty metersthrough the air before landing with an impact that
toppled the mainmast.

Embedded in Karina's mind was the vision of asmall figure hurled through space and striking the ground
under the very whedl's of Rayo.

The great ship ploughed on, her decks atangle of sailcloth and ropes, the flames sweeping aft and flaring



over the waxed fabric. The mizzenmadt ill stood, catching the wind and tilting the ship. The nose,
aready a skeleton of smoking timbers, crashed through the first of the vampiro tents and the huge bats
reared up, screeching, teeth bared as they were swept aside.

Karinaran forward. “ Sabal”

The crowd further up the hill redlized, too |ate, that they were not safe. They began to run.Rayo did on,

dowing now and toppling so that the mizzenmast cut a swathe through stalls and huts, flinging aside pots
and fabrics, jugs of de, fruit and other merchandise. In her wake, shrugleggers and humans struggled to

their feet, but somelay till. Then the vampiros, crazed with fear and pain, staggered in among them and
began to drike vicioudy with tooth and claw, great wings flapping loosdly liketarpaulinsinagde.

Karinaran among them, ignoring their thrusts, searching for her sster. Theinjured lay around screaming,
arms held up to ward off vampiros. The shrugleggers were easy mest, tangled in their harness.

Rayoshed parts of her structure as she ploughed on. The mainmast jammed in the doorway of the
community hut and twisted the entire building around before snagpping off. Flames from the sail spread
into the thatch, and people tore their way out through awall, jumping clear and running. The mizzenmast
caught againgt atree, sending acloud of screeching macawsinto the sky astongues of flamelicked into
the branches. The deckrailslay scattered on the ground like broken ladders, smouldering. The blazing
brake shoes snapped off against arock outcropping, and lay in agrowing pool of fire,

Karina saw Saba.

The whole camp was in motion now, as the spreading fire sent everybody into afrenzy of superdtitious
terror.Rayo, now ablazing cylinder unrecognizable as asailcar, struck rocks and dewed around,
beginning to roll down the hillside towards the sea, gathering speed and crushing vampires as she went.
Oneanimd, brushed by fire, rose clumsly into the Sky on burning wings before tilting and sidedipping
into the seato flap for awhile on the surface, raising wisps of steam before disappearing. Findly Rayo
cameto rest on the beach, the fabric of her hull totally consumed. Shelay there smoking like the
blackened skeleton of some huge marine mammal. The tortugas began to explode with a popping,
growing to aroar.

Karinaheld Saba s hand. Therewas no lifethere. Thefdinalay twisted, her tunic torn and bloody and a
diver of hardwood projecting from the ribcage just below one dight breast.

Karinastood.

A vampiro gpproached, eyes glittering, totaly reverted to the wild state. It bent over the ill form of
Saba.

With an inhuman yell Karinalegped at the cregture sthroat, hooking her fingersinto thefolds of skin. As
it began a ponderous flapping, seeking to carry her off, her toes dashed into its abdomen and entrails
cascaded to the grass. It fell back with astrangled whimper and Karina, her feet planted on the ground,
pivoted with al her strength and threw the huge creature onto its back. She hardly felt the neck snap,
didn’t redlize as she stepped away from the body that she had decapitated it, and the head was il
hanging from her hooked fingers....

Standing over the body of Saba she gazed at the scene of devadtation. The stallswere on fire and the
community hut had collgpsed. Severd of the smdler huts were smoldering. Like gigantic scavenging birds
the vampiros stalked among the casudties, pecking here, clawing there, seeking easy mest first and
feagting off the dead, leaving the injured for later. Everyone ese had fled.



All except for asmdl group near the siding on which the Pegman’ s sailcar stcood. Two huge men were
there, restraining three people who seemed to be trying to get away.

Karina could not see them for tears.

“Isthiswhat you wanted, Starquin?’ she shouted at the darkening sky. “Are you satisfied, damn you?
Siervo and Haleka, and nowSabal Isthisyour great Purpose? Well, | tell you this, you bastard. I'm
through! To hell with my Word — | takeit back! From now on I’ m going to do everything in my power
to wreck things for you. Can you hear me?

“I"'m going to start by finding Captain Tonio and hiswife and his goddamned son, and if they're il dive
I’m going to kill them. Then I’m going to hunt down that burned creep the Dedo keegps sending, and I’'m
going to kindle the Wrath under her goddamned skirts and finish the job Agni started.

“Thenthe Dedo.... I'll redlly enjoy thet. I'll do it dowly. I'll take her gpart, piece by piece— your flesh,
your bones, and | hope I’ll hear you screaming up there....”

There was more but it was becoming digointed, merged into the sobbing, and in the end she dropped to
her knees and laid her cheek on Saba s breast.

Shedidn’t hear the quiet hoisting of sails, and she didn’t see the Pegman’ s car glide from its siding and
roll away up the coast.

“Oh, my God.... Oh, Karina” Raoul let his breath out in a shuddering sigh and rolled over, face to the
deck, trying to rid hismind of theimage of the demented cat-girl, drenched in blood with the head of a
vampiro hanging from her fingers, stlanding over the body of her Sster and screaming her murderous
intentions & the evening sky.

While nearby, Tonio and Astrud lay watching with scared eyes as the huge, silent Us Ursahandled the
ropes.

The importance of balance.

The handmaiden said, “ She' sresisting — | think I'velost her. Her sister died, you see. | think she blames
lﬁ”

“Quiterightly, of course”

The Dedo stood against the Rock which was unlike any other rock. It was tranducent blue-gray and it
seemed to cong st of amultitude of interconnecting facets, each oneflat and about the size of ahuman
hand, set somewhere just below the surface so that the handmaiden could never be sure they were there
at dl. And thefacets glowed with alight of such eerieviolet tint that it was almost beyond the spectrum.
They glowed and flickered, passing flashes of dull color from oneto the next in abewildering pattern
which seemed to exist in the handmaiden’ s mind rather than in the Rock itself.

The handmaiden, her emotions dulled by years of contact with the Dedo, ate asmall fish which had been
baked before the fire. The Dedo had caught the fish. In the valley, you had to be careful about that kind
of thing.

Thevadley wasin balance.

When the handmaiden first came, the Dedo had explained.



“The cai-man takes what he needs and no more. Certainly hekills more than he needs, but that is
unavoidable when the prey islarge. The surplus food goesto feed the scavengers, who aso have their
placeinthevaley. The ungulates graze. The rodents gnaw. Thejungle livesin baance. Y ou' re probably
wondering wherel fit in. Well — | grow my own vegetables and | sometimes play therole of a
scavenger. Occasionaly | am apredator and | kill adeer, or maybe do alittle fishing if the stocks are
high or if | can seeasurplusin the Ifalong.” Sheindicated arow of smoked fish hanging from abeam.

“I choose my role,” the Dedo said, “because I’ m by far the strongest creature in the valley, and that
includes Bantus. | arrange the whole of this place to suit my own needs. | balance predator against prey,
browsers againgt foliage, grazers againgt range. | do it in such away that every creature retainsits place,
at the same time alowing the weak to die and the strong to breed. Thisway, the valey will support me
until | die. Itisin baance.

“I’ve adjusted the ba ance to include yourself.”

Now the handmai den wondered how this was going to work out, because the Dedo had hinted that she
was expecting severd vistorsin the nearby Ifaong. The handmaiden mentioned this.

“The balance of the valley will work towards the fulfilment of the Purpose,” said the Dedo. “ Before very
long, your work towards that fulfilment will be complete, and John will be concelved.”

A moment of human frailty caused the handmaiden to shudder.

HERE ENDSTHAT PART OF THE
SONG OF EARTH KNOWN TO
MEN AS
“TORTUGA FESTIVAL”

IN TIME,

OUR TALE WILL CONTINUE
WITH THE GROUP OF STORIES
AND LEGENDS KNOWN AS
“INTHE VALLEY OF LAKES

Where El Tigrelosesand wins his baitle,
Karinaloves,
And John is born to the furtherance of

Starquin’ s mighty Purpose.
Five

Exile



“ Should you espy a monstrous beast who shoulders a tree to the ground in passing, tell yourself
the trunk was rotten, but get out of the valley of Bantus nevertheless —for sometimes safety is
mor e important than sanity.”

— Tdesof Old Brasil, anon.

Astrud’ s shoulder hurt so badly that she could hardly move her arm, her legs were bleeding from a
network of scratches, and blisters were erupting on the pams of both hands— the Punishment of Agni.

She wondered how she' d come out of it dive. She' d seen the ground rising to meet her, then she'd
known little more until she' d found hersdlf lying on the deck of thissqudid little sailcar, with two giant
men handling the ropes.

“Pdace Guards,” Tonio whispered to her. “They must have been sent here to make sure we had aclear
track. The Canton Lord looks after us, you see, Astrud.” There was a dreadful bruise on the side of his
face, and much of the skin was missing so that his cheek looked like raw tumpmest, wet but not quite
bleeding.

“Raoul ...7"
“He sfine”

Raoul turned and looked at her then, and his eyeswere full of pain. “ She said she was going to kill us.
She had thisterrible ... head in her hands, | don’'t know what it was ahead of, but it looked as though
she'd pulled it off some animd. Ugh. Shewill kill us, you know. I’'m sure of it. She looked crazy.”

“The Canton Lord will protect us.”

“What, from every felino in the Canton?’ Raoul voiced Tonio’s own private fear. “How in hell can he?
They could get usany time. They could attack theCadalla — they could even cometo the house. Y ou
ought to have seen her face, father.”

“I knew no good would come of thisyear’ srace,” said Astrud. “ Rayowastouched by Agni, andinthe
end he clamed her. That’ swhat happens when you forsake the Examples. Tonight, I’m going to pray for
forgiveness. And I'll make sure you do too, Tonio. And you, Raoul. Y ou wereinvolved in this, too.”

Raoul sad, “I'm not surewe' |l have much time for praying, mother.”
“What do you mean? What does he mean, Tonio?’

Tonio said carefully, “When news of the accident gets back to Rangua, we may find thefelinosina
troublesome mood. It might be better not to spend the night a home.”

“There were so many hurt....” Thevison of carnage was reborn in Astrud’ s mind; the flames, the
screaming, the crazed vampiros.. ..

Raoul said, “1 think one of the El Tigre grupo died. That' swhat Karinawas crying about.”

“Mordecai!” In his perturbation Tonio swore like a Specidist. He turned, staring through the open tail of
the oldEstrella del Oeste at the rosy glow in the southern sky. Torres still burned.

The Us Ursawere dackening sail asthe hill of Rangua South Stage loomed ahead. Therails gleamed
paldy against the darkness, and no sails were to be seen.

“What happened to the rest of the cars?” Raoul said. “I’ ve been expecting a head-on collison.”



“I think....” Tonio hesitated. “ Perhaps the felinos refused to tow them, after the news of the accident
reached them.”

Astrud said, “If you ask me, they’ d be more upset about the way we sailed straight past them up the hill
at Rangua.” Although her head il throbbed, the wind had helped and she was beginning to think clearly
again. “I amply can’t understand you, Tonio. How could you hope to get away with atrick like that?

Y ou know how touchy the felinos are. Now you’ ve probably tied up a dozen sailcars the wrong side of
Rangua. | don’t blame the felinos one bit. Y ou as good astold them they were redundant. It' sagaingt the
whole culture of the coast!”

Tonio looked away, discomfited by her accurate summing-up. “There are other pressures,” he muttered.
“Y ou wouldn’t understand.”

“Y our only hopeisto gpologizeto the feinos.”

At thistotaly ingppropriate suggestion Raoul, with Karinagtill vividly in hismind, uttered an dmost
hysterical shout of laughter. “| think it’ sgone alittle beyond that, mother.”

TheEstrella del Oeste glided to astop at the foot of the bank. The Us Ursa climbed to the ground and
the True Humans followed. The grass was wet with dew and South Stage still deserted.

For thefirst timein over an hour, one of the Us Ursa spoke.
“Y ou will report to the Palace in the morning.”
Then thetwo big Specidists meted away into the night.

Over the past few moments Astrud had been regppraising the situation. Her head was aching
abominably, the strangeness of her surroundings was oppressing her greetly, and someinkling of the
dreadful implications of recent events was coming hometo her. They were not safe. The Speciaists,
those odd animal-peopl e, could present a genuine menace. Rangua was going to be uncomfortablefor a
while

“I’'m glad the Canton Lord isgoing to discuss thiswith you, Tonio.” That great paace on the hill
represented arock of permanence, normality and security. “It would be quite unfair to expect you to
handlethisalone”

With something that sounded like agroan of terror, Tonio plunged off into the night to round up three
mules. They would have to ride home from here. He hoped they wouldn’t meet anyone on the way.

The Canton Lord didn’t spesk for some time, and Tonio sat watching the screen while the sweset
dribbled from his body and his scomach contorted itsdlf into knots.

“Say your piece, Captain Tonio,” said the Lord at last.
“I ... wereintrouble. Thefeinosare after us. Y ou'll have to hide us somewhere, just for awhile.”

“I'll haveto, will 1?7 There was amused sarcasm in the voice. “Y ou wreck my car and kill anumber of
people through your own incompetence, and you wantme to help you? | don't think so, Captain Tonio.”

“But they'll kill ud”

“Think of the sallways. The daily commerce, the interlocking cultures. A thousand miles of coastline.
What' s one captain more or less?’



“I did it for you, Lord Benefactor! It wasdl for you, at your request! Y ou promised me—"
“Oh,” purred the voice. “Just what did | promise?’

“Wadll, | assumed you'd make surel.... After dl, you did organize the whole thing; Rayo , Maguinidta....
If the felinos knew the Canton L ord was responsible for —”

“Areyou trying to blackmail me, Cgptain Tonio?’

“Absolutely not. But, Lord Benefactor.... Surely, we'rein thistogether....”
“Partners, you mean? You and 1?7’

“No! | wouldn't presume ...!” Tonio was weeping with despair.

“Of course not. What you must understand, Captain Tonio, isthat there are bigger issues here than your
persona well-being. | had hoped thatRayo would be an example to the whole coast of what could be
achieved — and coastd unity would have outweighed the felinos objections. But you failed to
demondtrate the craft’ s capabilities. Now | cannot expect any support from the other Cantonsif the
felinosbecome ... dissatisfied with their [ot. And | understand they are dissatisfied. They have refused to
assist the remainder of the tortuga fleet, which is now immobilized north of the town. The next sep— so
| should imagine— isthat El Tigrewill lead his peoplein some undisciplined raid on Rangua Town and,
possibly, thisvery Pdace.”

“No, | don't think s0,” said Tonio eagerly. “1 really don’t think we have to worry about that. No, no. El
Tigre? That fool ? Never!”

The Canton Lord Sghed, asthough the effort of unintelligent conversation had finaly exhausted him.
Sowly and digtinctly, he said, “Y ou will leave, now.”

And an Us Ursaentered, carrying black clothing. He dumped this on achair and approached Tonio.
There was no expression on hisbroad face, but hisfingerswere curled dightly.

“Allright,” said Tonio.

“Put on these cloaks,” said the figure behind the screen. “They will hide your faces— and peoplein
cloaksare generdly left done. My guardswill escort you to the Palhoa sailcar. After that, you are on
your own. My advice isto take to the mountains. It will be unwise for you ever to come back to
Rangua— particularly since | intend to cast you in the role of scapegoat for this disastrous enterprise. It
may go some smdl way towards maintaining law and order in the Canton, and then again it may not.”

“I will never come back,” said Tonio woodenly.
“You didn't tell methat felina had found out about the tortugas, Tonio.”
There was nothing he could say.

“Goodbye, Captain Tonio.”

Revolution.

That same morning aband of felinos on muleback rode north through the drizzling rain. Wet and tired,
they had been riding since dawn, and they had not exchanged one word during that time.



A cold, animd fury burned within them.

They’ d helped bury the dead, al except the four crewmen of Rayo . Two of those men died in the
accident, but the other two had taken to the hills undercover of gathering darkness.

The felinos had sent the grupos after them.

They were caught & midnight, hidden in the branches of atree on the edge of the tumpfields. A grupo
had winded them and had dragged them out of there, screaming. They had every reason to fear for their
future. Within an hour of their arrival back at Torres they had been sentenced to death by an ad hoc
court and, together with their two dead comrades, had been nailed to crosses on the beach, facing out to
seq, inthe glow of the till-smoulderingRayo . The grupos spent the rest of the night in fruitless search for
Tonio and hisfamily and at dawn the search had been called off. The general supposition wasthat the
fugitives had somehow managed to board one of the other cars which was on the hill at the time, and had
been whisked south.

It was no problem, the Torresfdino chief assured El Tigre. The sgnalmen would be busy by first light,
and descriptionswould be flashed al the way to Patagonia. There was no escape.

Meanwhile, the True Human inhabitants of Torres huddled indoors, with doors and shutters barred.. ..

Now El Tigre rode into Rangua South Stage. The camp had been re-erected overnight, and a number of
people from North Stage were there too, because it was generally felt that South Stage would be where
the action was.

They expected El Tigreto initiate that action — and thistime they would be listening.

“Pegman’shere,” Karinasaid to Runa. They rode behind the men, like errant children being brought
home. “There shissallcar. He must have come back right after the accident. Strange he didn’t stay.”

“Have you ever known the Pegman to do what we expect?’

Teressasad, “Probably he' sgoneinto hiding. After dl, heisaTrue Human. He got out of Torreswhile
the going was good. Did you see how those crewmen kicked, on those crosses? And the yelling — True
Humansdied noigly, that’ sfor sure.”

El Tigre and hisfollowersrode grimly up the hill in the direction of the community hut, where acrowd
was now gathering. The girlslingered besideEstrella del Oeste , pondering the whereabouts of the
Pegman. Suddenly their whole world had changed; their sister was dead, the Canton was in an uproar —
and the Pegman represented a link with the past; with the childhood they’ d left behind so suddenly.
Karinafingered the ancient woodwork, dippery with rain.

“Nothing's ever going to be the same,” she said.
And avoice suddenly spoke, hollow and ghostly.
“Who'sthat? Who'sthat?’

Karinasad, “It' sthe Pegman. He' sin there.”

“Have they gone? Huh? Isthat you, Karina?’ The Pegman’s eyes appeared a agap in thewarped
timbers.

“Have who gone?’



“The Palace Guards. They were here, didn’t you know? They commandeered theEstrella — doleit, if
the truth be told — and sailed it back from Torres. | was scared, | tell you. When | saw them coming |
hid inthe hold. I knew they wouldn't be poking about amongst the kegs of grease.” There was a scuffling
and he emerged from the cargo hatch, svung himself to the ground and glanced around nervoudly.

“What' s happening?’

“Father’ sholding ameeting,” said Runa.

“We re going to wipe every True Human off the face of the Earth,” added Teressa.
“I'maTrueHuman.”

“You'reout of luck, Pegman.”

The Pegman’ s eyes sought Karina, but he found little comfort there either. Her face was s, thelips
clamped together. Then, after amoment, she said,

“Wedidn't find those bastards, Enri. We ve been looking for them al night. They got clean away.”
“Y ou mean Captain Tonio and hiswife and son?’
“That’'swho | mean.”

Hewas dlent, remembering the unintelligible discussons on the deck. And those find words, couched in
tones of quiet menace, You will report to the Palace in the morning . Captain Tonio'sfamily, in
trouble. Enri didn’'t know the whole truth of the matter; but one thing he did know, it was easy to
migudge speed in asail-car.

Rayohad been so fad.... Unnaturally so. He' d seen acar break away from the shruglegger team once,
and run backwards down the bank at Jai’a. And, likeRayo , it had hit the curve at terrifying speed, and
the guiderail had collgpsed.... Onefelino had been killed. Enri had pitied the captain....

The El Tigre grupo stood before him, afighting team.... Enri decided to keep his mouth shut. Casudly,
and just to change the subject, he asked, “Where' s Saba?’

Andther eyestold him.
“Saba?’ he said, as something seemed to hit him in the ssomach. * Saba?’

“Her neck was broken,” said Karina. “And other things.” She was watching him strangdly and, after a
moment, she stepped close. “Tdl me, Enri. Tdl meright now!”

“They wereonEstrella ,” he muttered, unable to look into the furnaces of her eyes. “ They’ re probably a
the house right now. The guardstold them to report to the Paace in the morning. They may have left.”

“Comeon!” said Karina, beginning to run. “Let’ stdl father, quickly!”

The Pegman |ooked after them. “1 couldn’t helpit,” he said to himself. He walked to a nearby team of
shrugleggers. Cupping his hands trumpet-fashion he bawled at the leader. “Couldn’t help it, couldn’t help
it! Couldn't hdpit!”

The cresture regarded him in dumb puzzlement.

“But father, we ve got to get after them! [sn't that what thiswhole businessis about?’



El Tigre regarded Karina somberly. They stood in the community hut on a makeshift stage. The place
was jammed; the audience spilled out through the doors. The South Stage |leaders were grouped around
El Tigre: Diferir, Manoso, Dozo, dl theinfluentid felinos united in acommon cause.

El Tigresad, “There are more important things, Karina. Tonio issmall fry.”

“But Saba.... Your own daughter ...!” Karinawas shaking hisarm trying to get himto look at her; but El
Tigre had learned the folly of looking into Karina s eyes. “How can you fool around with some stupid
meeting when the murderers are getting further away al thetime! We haveto get after them,now , and
nail them up like we did the crew!”

El Tigresad, “Ligten, Karina. Theimportant thing is, the True Humans have started using meta to build
shipsfast enough to spell the end of us. Look at this crowd. It sthe biggest we' ve ever had — half of
North Stageis here, too. And thistime we re united. We re going to put our plansto these people, and
they’ re going to agree with them. It’ sthe revolution, Karina.” Y et there was no excitement in hisvoice.
The spark had died at Torres, with Saba.... “Now, what are they going to say if | send them dl running
after acouple of True Humans? They'll ask what kind of revolution thisis. They’ll say instead of dealing
with the big issues, El Tigreis pursuing apersona vendetta. Can you understand that, Karina?’

“No, | can't! | can't believeit, either! We rejust back from burying Saba, and we know who the
murderers are, and al you want to do istalk!”

“I’'msorry.” El Tigre' s atention was wandering. Torch was caling the meeting to order and he needed to
marsha histhoughts. “ That’ stheway it is”

“Wadll, if you're not going to do anything about it, | am! I'’m going to Ranguawith the grupo, right now,
and we' re going to hunt down those bastards, and you' re not going to stop us!”

The girls headed straight up the hill at arun.

Arriving a Tonio' s house, they found every sign of arecent hurried departure. Although the rain was il
fdling steadily they were ableto follow thetrall into the forest, where three mules had obvioudy been
tethered overnight.

“They headed west,” said Runa, examining the grass.

Thefeinasloped through the forest. “The Pdace” said Teressafindly, hating and motioning the others
to stop, too. Ahead of them lay the vast open area; the grounds, the private saillway running through, and
the huge ancient building. And the guards, too powerful for even the grupo to tackle....

“So what do we do now?’ asked Runa.

“There are the mules— see?’ Karina pointed. “ So they’re il in there somewhere. We just wait for
them to come out, | et them get clear of the guards, then we take them.” Her fingersitched.

But it didn’'t work out like that. Eventually Tonio, Astrud and Raoul emerged, accompanied by two
guards. For awhile the True Humans stood under the portico, sheltering from therain. They put on black
cloaks, drawing them tight around the neck and pulling the hoods over their heads. Presently asailcar
arrived, halting nearby. The five people climbed aboard, the crew let off the brakes and hauled in the
salls, and the car accelerated quickly away, heading north.

“Quick!” shouted Teressa. “ After them!”

“No!” Runagrabbed her arm as she was about to run across open ground. “ There are guards



everywhere. Let’ s go back the way we came. If we hurry, we can catch them at the Station in Rangual”

When they reached the station sometime later, however, the Lord’ s private car was dready at the
platform and there was no sign of the True Human family. The two guards werethere, furling the sallsin
leisurely fashion, but otherwise the station was deserted.

“They’'ve goneinto ahouse somewhere,” said Karinain despair. “How are we going to find them now?
It'sno good asking the guards.”

“Maybe when the revolution comes, it’ll flush them out,” suggested Teressa. “ According to father, we'll
sweep everything before us. We Il roust everyone out and line them up, and kill them.” Teressawarmed
to her theme. “ Then we'll take their places. We |l be top cats. We'll capture the Palace, kill the Lord,
and live therewith El Tigre asthe new Lord. The guardswill obey usand we' ll rule the Canton, and if
anyone hasthe gdl to step out of line, by Agni we'll set the guards on him!”

Runalaughed. “I loveyou, Teressa”
“Well try theinn,” said Karinadecisively.

That moment, when the El Tigre grupo entered the Ranguainn in search of Captain Tonio and hisfamily,
for some reason caught the imagination of the later bards. It was amoment of some drama, athough the
couplet in the Song of Earth exaggerates alittle. But then, few epics would be worth a damn without
postic licence....

“ She led the fearsome hunting girlsinto the house of sin,
And terror gripped the drunken soul of every man within.”

In point of fact there was little drunkenness, since it was only mid-morning. And annoyance, rather than
terror, was the emotion uppermost in the souls of the men. Speciaists were not welcomein the house of
sn that morning, with revolution in the air, and the Town Elders holding a meeting upstairs to discuss
defensve measures.

Karina stood in the center of the floor eyeing the drinkerswho sat around the walls. Teressaand Runa
stood in the doorway to discourage anyone from leaving.

“Wedon't want any trouble here, now,” said the innkeeper, pausing in the act of filling apitcher with de.
“Throw them out!” somebody called.

Karinaspat briefly in that direction, then said, “ Anyone seen Captain Tonio?”’

Therewasasullen silence.

“Maybe you didn’'t hear metoo well.” Karinatook the pitcher from the innkeeper and threw its contents
into the face of the nearest customer. “We relooking for Captain Tonio and hisfamily. They were last
seen wearing black cloaks, headed thisway.”

The customer, spluttering and dashing de from hiseyes, sad, “1don’t know. Why pick on me?’ Hewas
elderly, and shaking with impotent rage. “He hasn't beenin here, that’sdl | cantedll you.”

Suddenly avoice sad, “I think | know where he might be.”

“Pegman!” Now Karinasaw the figurein the corner.



The Pegman rose, draining hismug. “Let’sgo outsde,” he said. “ It wasn't doing me any good in there,
ayway.”

Hefollowed the grupo into the Street, blinking at the light. The sailway ran nearby and he sat on arunning
rall.

“We|?7" asked Teressaimpatiently.

But the Pegman was not to be hurried. He uttered a couple of strange crieswhile be collected his
thoughts. Finaly he said, “Y ou remember alittle while ago, Karina, we talked about ... the Dedo.”

“That bitch! I'm going to get her!”

“Shelivesin therain forest above Palhoa. Now, Captain Tonio once worked on that old sailcar track
that ran from Palhoa up to Buique. It’sal wrecked, now. It’saregion nobody ever goesto — eventhe
mountain people stay awvay — because of the Dedo, | think. Anyway, things are a bit strange around
there and Tonio knowsthat. | think that was the real reason why the sailway track was abandoned —
you could dmost smell the Strangeness. Tonic’'s mentioned it to me more than once. It' s a perfect place
to hide out — no people, plenty of food.... | think that’s where Tonic’s headed for.”

“Y ou don't think he' sin town here?’

“Not if he' sgot any sense. Thistown will be abattlefield before long. The signamen reported abig
gathering down at South Stage — but | expect you know about that. No. | think Tonio caught the
morning car to Palhoa”

“But thecarsaren’t running, Enri.”

“The Pahoa car isasquare-rigger, remember? It doesn’t need felino help. 1t'1l be back later on today.
All we haveto dois ask the crew if three passengersin black cloakstravelled to Palhoatoday. And if
they did, we take the car tomorrow.”

“You'recoming?’

“Of course,” said Enriques de Jai’ a, hoping that he would be able to prevent bloodshed, not expecting
success, and wondering why dl this seemed predestined as though the Ifalong had suddenly become
inevitable

“Wasit worth &l those years of disappointment, El Tigre?' Dozo asked his chief.

The meeting had been arousing success. The hillside till resounded with the roars of acclamation. The
felinos were pouring out of the community hut prepared to do battle now, this minute. Mules were being
brought, and the few precious horses. Even the shrugleggers had drawn near, mouths hanging openin dull
adonishmern.

“A moment’s cheering?’ El Tigre regarded the crowd, which was now being marshaled into three
amies. “No.”

“Stll not satisfied, El Tigre?” Manoso gave hisdy grin. “Maybewhen I'll capture the deltafor you, you'll
gmilethen”

“No.” The chief felino stood for amoment in thought. “When we control the whole Cantonand I'm
satisfied that people—all people — are better off than they were; and when the Canton is running so
well that we can start giving things back: the tumpfieldsto the tumpiers, the town to the True Humans, the



deltato the cai-men; and when | can see that everyone has hisfair share, and no oneraceis setting itself
up as chief; then maybe you' Il see me amile. But eventhen,” he added with afaint grin, “only if I'm

heppy.”

“I"m surprised to hear you considering giving the True Humans asharein anything,” said Diferir. “I mean,
you , El Tigre”

“My persond fedings have no placein the revolution.”
Dozo said, “It never occured to you that thisracial segregation isthe real cause of the problem?’

“No — that'snatural. It’ sthe very existence of races which causestrouble. Which takes me right back
to aquestion I’ ve asked myself many times. Was the great Mordecai — our crestor — asaint or a
devil?”

They followed the tail-end of the crowd outsde, wheretherain il fell steedily. Like the Pegman, El
Tigrefdt hewas caught up in an inevitable flow of events. The revolution was not hisdoing; it had been
brought about by a series of happenings culminating in the accident at Torres. Hewas atool, and so was
everyone ese. Just for amoment, he alowed himsalf to wonder who waswidlding thet toal....

They were watching him, waiting for asign.

“Moveout!” he shouted.

Therevolution had started.

Thefeinos were divided into three fighting units, commanded by Dozo, Manoso and El Tigre himself.

Dozo headed west. Histask wasto take hisarmy into the foothillsto ded with the tumpiersand any True
Humanswho might be around. It was the easest job of the three and little active opposition was
expected athough — and thiswaswhy El Tigre had chosen Dozo for the task — a considerable amount
of diplomacy had to be used. The tumpiers had to be won over rather than conquered, to ensure the
continuance of the food supply. They were proud people with their own culture and traditionsand El
Tigre did not want to antagonize them any more than necessary. In order to demonstrate good intentions,
Dozo' sarmy consisted of good-natured bachelors. He had been given dtrict ingtructions thet the

Women's Village was not to be entered.

Manoso headed north with amixed army of bachelors and felina grupos to conquer the deltaregion and
to seize the yards, workshops, and tortuga pens. The Canton’ s whole economy was based on this
region, and tiff opposition was expected. There were anumber of True Humansin the jungle,
Maquinista himself was known to have unusual and effective weapons, and the cai-men were an
unknown quantity. Logicaly, as Specididts, they should side with the revolutionary forces; but past
experience told Manoso that, once stirred up, the crocodile-men would probably fight both sides
indiscriminately, just for the hell of it. El Tigre had faith, however, that Manoso' s devious mind would be

equd to any challenge.

El Tigre headed northwest with a strong force of grupos plustheir closest males and other chosen felinos
such as Torch. Histarget was Rangua Town, and here the fiercest fighting was expected. Rumor had it
that the Town Elders had already declared martid law, that al Specidists were being interned and that
defenses were being organized.

These rumors were substantiated about a kilometer further on, when the advancing army met Karina,
Teressaand Runa hurrying downhill.



“They’ re putting barricades across the streets,” Karinatold them. “ And they’ ve sent word to the Palace
asking for a contingent of guards.”

“Guards?’ echoed Diferir nervoudy.

“They won't fight in Rangua,” said El Tigre confidently. “The Lord will keep them back at the Pdace.
He |l want to protect his own neck.”

“All the same, guards....”
“ThePaace...?” somebody ese sad. “ Arewe intending to attack the Palace?’

“Mordecai!” roared El Tigre. “My only hopeisthat True Humans have even less guts than you. Torch!
Round up the men for afronta diversion. lolande! take your grupo and fifteen others and circle west.
Attack acrossthe sailway, near the station. Tamaril! East, and keep below theridge. Twenty grupos.
Attack through the resdential areas. Now....” Heregarded them broodingly. “We don’'t know what to
expect. But one thing we do know — if wefail, wewon'’t get another chancein our lifetimes. Now,

we' re not used to killing — the Examples forbid it. But just for afew hourswe re going to have to forget
the Examples. Kill if you haveto, but only asalast resort. Make afew examples, scare them into
surrender, and take prisoners. Then stop. No looting, no vandaism. We have to live with these people
afterwards.”

“Andif wefind Tonio?’ said Torch.

“Bring him to me. | want him dive. | want to be sure he dies correctly, in the utmost pain.”
“What about the rest of us?’ asked Amora, the well-built mother of a strong grupo.

“Wait with me,” said El Tigre. “I want plenty of reserves. Now, Torch, lolande, Tamaril! Move!”

The attack on Rangua Town began.

| nto the mountains.

Astrud looked back on her old life, knowing she would never see it again, and the collection of shacks
which was Rangua shimmered into tears. Raoul seemed to accept things better; he looked forward, up
the track towards the jungle-clad hills, and there was a gleam of excitement in hiseyes.

Tonio sat beside her, somehow shrunken, the lines of sorrow and defeat radiating from his eyes so that
he smiled too readily, too watery when people glanced at him. He wore the cloak tucked closely around
his neck, the hood barely above his eyes; and he’ d shaved off his beard and mustache as a further
disguise. Not only had he logt his sailcar and his pride, but he’ d been forced to lose hisidentity too.

Now they bumped inland on an ancient square-rigged sallcar full of strangers escaping from the rumored
felino attack, with the timbers gaping so the wind whistled through — which was probably aswell,
becauseit dleviated the stink of the goats which were wandering up and down the aide. Astrud huddled
down into her cloak asamountain-girl caught her eye. Even on this branch-line to nowhere, they could
gtill be recognized; and by now al Ranguamust know the story of Rayo .

The mountain-girl smiled tentatively. “1 think Ranguais agood place to be leaving, just now. But what
takesyou to Pdhoa?’ She was pretty. There was something about her features— her graceful neck,
long eyelashes and full lips— which made a connection in Astrud’ smind.



The mountain-girl wasa Specidist. She had vicunagenes. In her sheltered existence Astrud had rardly
encountered her race.

Sheingtinctively pulled the hood tightly around her face as sheredized for thefirst time that she was
surrounded by llamoids— eyes heavy-lidded, heads carried high. She hoped Raoul would havethe
sense to keep his mouth shut. For herself, she was not used to being among a crowd of Specidistsand
shefound the Stuation oppressive aswell asfearful. Once you recognized them, Specidists|ooked more
like animals than human beings. Tonio probably didn’t notice; he stared straight ahead, lost in thought.
The mountain-girl waswaiting for areply.

Astrud panicked. “My husband is surveying the old sailway above Pahoa”
Then the girl’s companion spoke, and her attention was diverted.

Out of the corner of hismouth, Tonio asked, “Why in hdl did you have to say that? She may remember,
if anyone asks her.”

Her fear turned to annoyance. “Well, why are we going to Palhoa, anyway?’
“It was the Canton Lord’ sidea, and it hasits conveniences. | know the old track up there well.”
Raoul asked, “What kind of traction did they use?’

“Shrugleggers, mules.... Not likethisline. Here, the wind dways blows up the valley so the car carries
big square sailsfor theinland run, then rolls downhill back to the coast. Above Palhoa, it’ stoo steep for
sls”

“Do you think everything will bedl right, Tonio?" asked Astrud for the tenth time.
He gave her hiswatery smile. “Of courseit will.”

Inthevaley of lakes above Pahoa, there was amystery. There were tapirs and hoatzins, capybaras and
jaguars, marmosets and seriemas, common animals, rare animals, and fish too — and there was the
Dedo. All living in perfect balance, century after century, with nothing gained, nothing lost. Somelived
short lives, somelong. Some evolved, some held their own, some died ouit.

Oneanimd waslike no other, and it lived avery long time. Even the omniscient Rainbow had no record
of itsorigin, nor of its death — <o, for al we know, it may ill be there. The Song of Earth mentionsthis
anima obliqudly in an early couplet:

“ Above the silver ocean and below the mountain’s peak,
There dwells a sacred animal of which men rarely speak.”

The part thisanima played in the story of Karinais, however, well known. At thistime, the anima was
known as Bantus....

Bantus was hungry. Fedling the rumblingsin his somach he padded to the mouth of the cave and
regarded the Jungle. Therain fell, washing away the scents and sounds. He sniffed, snorted and lumbered
downhill, following the well-worn trail to the creek. A lone capybara, sensing the hunger of Bantus, took
fright and left thetrall, trotting piglike into adeeper thicket. Bright macaws watched from branches asthe
beast passed; they were for once slent, their plumage streaming with rain. Then atapir, perhaps blinded
by the downpour, blundered onto thetrail.



And Bantus ignored the beast, dmost brushing the tapir aside as he plodded aong. The tapir stood
stock-gtill on thetrail for along time afterwards, trembling with terror.

It couldn’t know that today was not Bantus' day for tapirs.

Today wasfish day. But Bantus did not know who had placed that unusua ingtinct in hismind. Ashe
descended the hill he passed an overgrown stone dwelling and didn’t give it aglance, even though aface
of human appearance watched him from the window.

Bantus reached the creek and the little fish were there, but he couldn’t see them. The surface of the water
was in dancing motion with the rain. Snorting with hunger and annoyance, he made a ponderous dash at
ahalf-seen flash of dlver, and his paw came up empty.

The nearby lake was about twenty meters across and quite degp; one of an interlinked system of five
gmall lakes. Above, the stream descended narrow and cold from the mountains. Below, awaterfdl fell a
hundred meters down an escarpment, sealing off the valley from that direction. How the fish got there,
Bantus didn't have theintdligence to ask himsdif.

Now, irritated, he prowled the banks of the linking streams and soon came across easy prey. A hugefish
hovered in the current, facing upstream and totally unaware of his presence. Bantus tensed. He would
legp into the center of the stream and straddl e the fish — that was the most certain way. The bases of his
clawsitched.

He sprang.
And something in the very fabric of hiscdlssaid: Today is not the day for Torpad .
Torpad?

No, hedidn’t want the big fish today. Someday maybe, quite soon. But today the fish wastoo big for
Bantus hunger. It would be wasteful to take him.

And Torpad, having no curiogity in hisdim senses, fled into the next lake and ingtantly forgot his narrow
escape. Soon he was feeding on small fish — never taking more than he needed — whilethe smell of
mammal washed out of the waters.

Bantus grunted in disgust and plodded away. It wastoo wet for fish, yet it was no day for medt.
Notinthevalley....

But he remembered that food was available outside the valley. He need not be hungry today; not if he
climbed the rocky hill towards the brightness. Outside the valley, food was unlimited. He quickened his
pace, and soon the wind was cool againgt his coat as he climbed into the barren ground, leaving the
jungle behind.

In Palhoathey bought food, utensilsand allama. They paid the villager well — money was no problem
for Tonio— and led the anima away. They soon found that [lamas do not necessarily agree with human
concepts of ownership, and this particular Ilamawas very much hisown animal. He consented to take a
small share of their baggage, but any attempt to load him further resulted in adisplay of sullen temper and
Spitting, until Astrud said nervoudy,

“WEell carry theredt. It' snot too far, isit?’

“About sx kilometers.” Tonio shared the remainder of the baggage between them while the llama



watched with ill-conceded triumph.

They took atrail into the bush and within minutes were in adifferent world asthe rain forest closed about
them. Tonio led, ploughing through the vegetation, Astrud followed, then came Raoul, leading the llama.

That was how the villagers remembered them: squat coastd True Humans walking into the jungle, loaded
down with provisons, the boy jerking areluctant llama behind. They looked completely out of place.
There was much speculation. Some said they were spies of the Canton Lord; others, having heard alittle
of the happeningsin Rangua, guessed they were refugees. Later, they learned the truth.

“It doesn’'t matter,” one of thevillage dders said. “We Il never seethem again.La Bruja will get them....”

In some places the abandoned sailway had completely disintegrated into the jungle floor, but the route
could still be followed and in places the rail supports ill tood. Somerailswere evenin place, a
webwork of vines holding the rotting logs together.

“Why did they abandon it?" asked Raoul asthey rested, sharing amaoss-covered running rail whilethe
llamaruminated nearby.

“They said something inthe village about abruja ,” said Astrud.
“Nonsensel” Tonio said loudly. “Typicd Specidist superdtition.”

Hisface was red with exertion and he looked unhedthy,but at least he' s lost some of that beaten look
, thought Astrud.

In fact he seemed to have gained in Sature since they’ d left civilization. He strode ahead again, balancing
on fdlenralsand eyeing the forest with new interest asthey climbed higher. From time to time he would
exclaim as he recognized things: marked rocks at the trackside, or the overgrown clearing which denoted
an abandoned stage. Astrud drew something from his new confidence, ceased to shy at every yell of the
howler monkeys, and even took in her stride the unearthly rattling roar of ajaguar.

“It'snature,” Tonio said. “We haveto get dlong with it, if we' re going to survive. In some ways, the
kikihuahuas were right. They say you could put a kikihuahua down anywhere and he' d fit in, and he'd
have the animas and plantsworking for himin no time.” Incongruously he dapped at amosquito,
examined thelittle smear of blood on hispam, and swore.

Fitting into his mood, she quoted:

“ They float about the Greataway, their ships are monster bats.

Live hemitrexes cook their food, their clothes are made by rats.”

It was a childish rhyme which her mother had told her, years ago; but somehow it had stuck in her mind.
Before the last words had died away into the wetness of the jungle, Tonio stopped. “What' sthat?’
“What?'

He stood tense and staring, watching a part of the forest where the trees thinned out and arocky ridge
could be seen. They had climbed out of the clouds and the ridge baked in the afternoon sun, brilliant
beyond the darkness of thejungle. “I saw something ... big.”

“They say jaguarsdon't attack in daylight.”



“Thiswasnot ajaguar.” He was whispering, watching the ridge, while he fumbled blindly with the
fagtenings of his pack.

“What wasit, then?’ She was whispering too, and the fear had returned. She watched as he stole quick
glances at his pack, drawing out alesther shesth while he continued to keep the jungle under observation.

“Itwasgray and ... enormous. | only caught aglimpse, you know? Its head — it seemed to be dl teeth!
Agni, what abrute!”

She watched in horrified redlization as he began to screw pieces together. The thing was metd. Touched
by Agni. He d carried it dl thisway.

“Tonio!”
“Shut up!”
“Maguinisagaveyoutha,” said Raoul quietly, flatly.

Tonio didn't reply to that. Hisingtrument was complete. He hefted it in his hand, fitted a bolt, then sighted
at the trees. He was trembling — and suddenly Astrud knew it was excitement, not fear. He was actudly
enjoying thismoment of danger. “ Thiswas bigger than any bear — more like a huge cai-man with long
thick legsand gray hair. It ran down theridge, fast, onitshind legs. I’ ve never seen an anima run so
fast.” Suddenly he brandished the crossbow. “Come on, you bastard! I'm ready for you!”

Raoul said unhappily, his eyes on the bow, “Y ou could have been mistaken. It could have been quite
smal, redly. Or two animals running together. Giant anteaters.”

He uttered a bark of derison. “In the mountains? | don't think so. Wdl, we can’t wait for him. We'll see
him again, I’'m sure of that. And whenwe do....” He waved the crossbow like a banner.

“Have ... have you noticed how quiet the forest is? Even the monkeys.” Raoul followed him, jerking at
the llama srope. The anima’ s reluctance had become more marked.

Astrud stood staring after them and, in amoment, followed.

Thetrack stegpened as they pushed on — then, before Astrud redlized it, they had reached their
destination. The ground levelled out. There was an old signal tower which had almost become part of the
jungle; just four more cregper-entwined trunks among many, and she had to follow Tonio' sfinger
carefully before she could make out the rectangular shape of the cabin among the branches.

“They’ll never find ushere,” said Tonio.
“Areyou sureit’ssafe?’” Raoul asked. “It looked very old.”

Tonio was dready climbing the ladder, testing each rung. “I’ [l have to replace afew, but they’ Il be all
right for the time being. Come on up, Raoul. Tiethellamato that post.” Hisface looked down through a
meass of foliage. Raoul ran nimbly up.

“Come on, mother!”

So she climbed, in fear of each rotting step, and stood in the cabin which was to be her home. The roof
had falen in and the floor was dippery with stinking, decayed fruit. It couldn’t have been more than four
meters across, and much of that space was taken up with the controls for the lamp: wooden leversand a
ladder leading upwards. She knew nothing of sgndling. The cabin wasincomprehensible, dank and



frightening.
“Not bad,” said Tonio, kicking away filth and unrolling his blanket on the floor.

They ate asupper of dried fruit and it seemed to Astrud that the shadows were full of moving things.
Afterwards, it took along timefor her to get to deep athough the other two were snoring lightly within a
short while of lying down. She lay awake listening to the menacing sounds of the jungle night and
watching the degpy movements of acolony of spider monkeys silhouetted againgt the stars. When
eventualy she dept, she was soon awakened by acommotion on the forest floor.

Tonio, opening an eye, said, “Only ajaguar hunting. We re safe up here.”

It didn’t reassure her at dl. She dreamed of jungle cats, and in her degping mind they gained anew
dimension of menace.

And Tonio ran with them, waving abrand from which flared the Wrath of Agni.

The battle for Rangua.

lolande’ s grupo scored the first successes.

The True Humans makeshift militiahad been strengthened by farmers and others from the foothills and
ddtaregions, and by thetimethefirst attacks came most of the perimeter was covered by |ookout
emplacements at strategic locations, backed by large reserves within the town itsdlf.

lolande s grupo overran one of these emplacements. They’ d approached upwind, smelled True Humans
from some distance away then, with the utmost caution, crept nearer until they could hear snatches of
conversation. The enemy were located in asmal thicket, lying down, scanning the foothills. The sun,
breaking out for amoment, glinted on something which lolande guessed to be ahemitrex for usein
signalling back. She motioned her grupoto lie ill. The otherswere further away to her left, grupos
cregping down the run-off gullieslike clawed fingers reaching for the town.

lolande glanced upwards. Although hidden from the True Humans, they werein full view of thesigna
tower. She could see thetiny head of a signadman, and wondered whose side he would be on. Then,
parting the grasses before her, she surveyed the thicket again.

There werefour of them in there; three men and awoman. They were farmers; their scent told her that.
They would be accustomed to defending their crops and livestock againgt marauding animals. They
would have weapons, and they would know how to use them. lolande had her ironwood sword, but this
wespon was more traditional than practical. When it cameto fighting, she would use fingers and toes.
She felt an enormous excitement, and agreet pridein her grupo — the best she' d ever mothered. She
glanced around at them asthey crouched behind her, eyes ditted, nogtrilsflared, urinating quietly asthey
wound themsdlves up for the charge. 1olande chuckled, asmal purr of delight. She' d taught them well.
Away to thel€ft, she heard a brief scuffle. Another grupo had attacked.

“Now,” shesad.

Screeching, she bounded forward like acharging tiger, hitting the first man squarely in the chest ashe
rose from the ground. He went over backwards and she went with him, her fingers hooked into his
shoulders, her knees bent and her toes dashing at hisbelly. She felt warmth as her toenail s bit into flesh
and the man groaned, falling back, hisbody dack, staring increduloudy at his own intestines spilled out
over the wet ground. His eyes met hers, and there was a cowlike bewilderment in them. He said quietly,



“Why ...?7" and then he died with asmdl sigh.

lolande turned in time to knock aside aquick thrust from a short dagger and, as the other woman fell
forward, she dashed at her throat and saw blood spurt. “Mordecai!” she swore. “ Can’'t you protect my
back?’ One of her grupo grinned sheepishly; she’d missed her spring and the True Human woman had
dipped away from her.

The other two men were already dead; one had his neck broken and the other lay face-down in alake of
blood.

“Wedidit!” sad lolande. Her eyeswere shining, her face pae with excitement. “Thistimeit wasfor red,
andwedid it!”

“But....” Thefdinawho'd mistimed her legp looked unhappy. “Didn’'t El Tigre say we shouldn’t kill
unlesswe had to?’

“Pisson El Tigre! Thisiswhat we were cregted for, don't you see? Generations of play-fighting, and
now this. Next, we go into town and take them apart!”

“lolande!” It was agasp of horror. lolande, without thinking, had daked her thirst with a cupped handful
of blood.

Shelooked at her handsin mild surprise, then said, “ True Humans created us, and now they have to take
the consequences. If you don't likeit, Lastima, you' re not the felinal took you for.”

“But this....” Lagtimaindicated the carnage.

“Hal” |olande picked up the dagger the True Humans woman had used. Sheturned it over in her band. It
was not obsidian, as she' d first supposed. “Look at this,” she said quietly. “ See? This blade has been
wrought by the Wrath of Agni. Well, now. Isn't that something? And see— the spear, thistip? And
another knife here.... Lastimal Y ou have no ssomach for thisfight — so here’ swhat you can do. Take
these wegponsto El Tigre, say where we found them — andthen listen to hisviewson killing. If I know
El Tigreaswdl as| think | do, he'sgoing to change hismind pretty damned quickly!”

So Lasgtimaleft. The remainder of the women advanced to the sailway track and began to move north to
link up with the other grupos.

The felinas made swift gains el sewhere, too. Tamaril, another of El Tigre's erswhile mates, had alarger
army than lolande. Although her discipline was not so effective and she lost contact with seven grupos
early on, she pressed home her raid into the eastern outskirts of Rangua, cleaning out anumber of houses
and advancing until stopped by solid barricades and massed defenders. A hundred felinas paused,
spitting fury, asthey faced over two hundred True Humans on the other sde of piled furniture and
vehicles, in anarrow street. Knives, swords and spears glittered in the hands of the defenders.

“Charge!” yelled afdinawho had no right to give orders, and she paid the pendty as she ran forward
alone. She reached the top of the barricade in one leap, then died as a spear was thrust into her belly
from below.

“Wait!” shouted Tamaril. With some difficulty she achieved awithdrawa and regrouped her forces
behind aprojecting wall. “Thisisn't our kind of fight,” she said. “ Right now, the True Humans have dl the
advantages. But if we hold on here, and wait until dark....”

Thefdinas grinned asthey visudized the night fighting.



“True Humansdon't seewdl in the dark,” somebody said, shivering with anticipation.

A single voice wasraised in opposition, like Lastimawho was at that moment making her way sadly
back towardsthe main force under El Tigre. Thefdinasad, “I.... I think | killed awoman in one of
those houses back there. | kind of lost control. El Tigrewouldn't likeit, if hefound out. The
Examples....”

“Shut up,” said Tamaril.
“But if we attack inthe dark.... Theré sno knowing what....”

Tamaril sad, “Most of us have killed back there, you fool. That’ swhat war isal about. My main
concernis, what's happened to the rest of our grupos? | lost contact when we reached the first houses.”
She glanced around the wall. The defenders sood grimly behind their barricades, waiting for the felinas
to come to them. Behind them, stilted above the low buildings, wasthe signalbox. “El Tigre should have
made plansfor that box,” she said.

Infact, El Tigre had. At that moment Teressawas climbing the ladder, followed by Karinaand Runa.
Around the base of the tower stood acircle of feinas facing outwards, while groups of True Humans
hovered in doorways of the houses opposite, muttering but unable to take any positive action. The thrust
had come too quickly, straight up the hill, hidden by the long grass on the far side of the sailway track.

Teressa kicked open the cabin door.

Thistime, however, there was no opposition from the little sgnamen. They sat on tiny seats which jutted
from thewalls, their hands folded and their heads bowed in attitudes of defeet.

“Send asgnd to Torresfor relaying right down the coast,” said Teressa. “ Tell them the felinos have risen
agang True Human rule. Tell them the days of davery are over, and that half of Ranguaisin felino hands.
Tdl them to rise up themselves. Tell them El Tigre has spoken.”

One little man looked up, the ghost of asmile on his hatchet face. “ Tdl the sun to come out.”
“WEell, by the Genes of Mordecai, you' re supposed to be the experts!”

“We borrow from the sun, but we can’t command it.” The signaman quoted an old Guild saying.
Outside, therain drizzled down. Above the box, little puddles of water had gathered in the blind,
upturned eyes of the hemitrexes.

“WEe rewasting our timewith thesefoals, Tess,” said Runa.
Karina, staring out over the town in the hope of catching sight of fiercefighting, said, “Look!”
The Pahoa car, sailsfurled, was rolling gently down the grade towards the station.

“Send the Sgnd just as soon as you have enough sun, sgnamen!” commanded Teressa. “We have other
thingsto do. But we' Il send some felinas up here to make sure you do asyou'retold.”

The El Tigre grupo hurried towards the station. They passed several grupos on the way; members of
lolande sarmy holding their positions having diminated the True Human outposts, but unwilling to cross
the street to attack the heavily-fortified houses.

They met lolande a the Sation. “We rewaiting until dark,” she said. “We Il wipe them out, then.”

“Where arethe prisoners?’ asked Karina. She' d dways mistrusted the tall woman and, for amoment,



doubted whether 10lande had encountered any opposition at al.

lolande merely smiled, however, not deigning to reply. Shelifted ahand and, with adiver of wood,
began ogtentatioudy to clean her fingernails of reddish-brown residue.

The sailcar rumbled into the platform and braked to ahalt. Karina swung hersdlf to the deck and
descended to the open nose.

“Y ou know Captain Tonio?’ she asked the captain.
“Of course”
“Did you take him up to Pahoathis morning?’

“Wél....” Theman hesitated, made nervous by the oppressive combination of sexudity and violence
which this cat-girl brought to his cabin. “ There were alot of people leaving Rangua— there were rumors
of trouble, you see. The car wasfull. | didn’t pay too much attention....”

“I think you'relying,” said Karinafrankly.

“No! | canassureyou....” There was driedblood on the girl — and what was happening outside? There
were felinas on the platform, and along the track!

“Yes” sad Karing, following his gaze. “Things have been moving around here sinceyou left. You'rein
occupied territory, captain. In fact you're my prisoner, and so are your crew. Y ou’re our only prisoners,
because | suspect the othersare al dead. Somehow, our grupos don’t seem to understand the concept
of prisoners. But then, what do you expect from ignorant animals?’

The captain said, surprisingly, “1 don’t think you' re an ignorant animd. | think you' re a beautiful woman.”
“Wadll, thanks.” Karinawas taken completdly off-guard. “All thesame, | —’

“My name s Guantelete,” said theman. “If | tell you what you want to know, will you guarantee the
safety of my crew?’

Somehow theinitiative seemed to be dipping away from Karina. She said, recovering, “I’ m not
guarantesing anything!”

“Then I’'m not teling anything.”
“Oh. Well, dl right, then. I’ll make sure nobody harmsyou.”

Guantelete regarded her sadly. Why did it have to be like this? The girl wasavision of lovelinessand he
was a sentimental middle-aged man who had been rel egated to the Palhoa backwater because of his
falling ability to cope with therigors of the coastd run. He would have liked to be friends but now,
apparently, there was war between them. And worse, he had to betray Tonio because it was the lesser
of two evils.

“Tonio was on the morning car,” he said.
“And hiswifeand son?’
1] Y$11

“All right. Y ou d better comewith me. I'll haveto find somewhere to lock you up.”



“There s something else. My wife, shelivesin thetown. | wonder, could you....”
“I'll make sureshe' sdl right.”

“Bring her to me. Y ou see, you' re going to need me and my crew to take you up to Palhoaon the
morning breeze. Then, | think we' |l stay there for awhile until things blow over down here.”

Karinabrigled. “Blow over? Nothing' s going to blow over. Thisistherevolution! Nothing will ever be
thesameagain!”

“Of courseit won't,” said Captain Guantelete pacifically, and gave her ingtructions where hiswife could
be found. “I’m sure you' Il have captured the whole town by morning,” he said.

“You'renot very loya to your people.”
“Just practicd.”

AsKarinaled Captain Guantelete and his crew aong the platform, she noticed an odd thing. The Canton
Lord' s private car was gill there, and the guards were shaking out the sails ready to depart. But nobody

was making any attempt to stop them. lolande was talking to her grupo, and athough her gaze rested on

the huge figures a couple of times, she made no move. It was as though the revolution flowed around the
guards, asthough their avesome power rendered them automatically neutrd.

Y et she knew — and her father had said many times— that the main objective of the revolution would
be to overthrow the Canton Lord.

How could they do that, if they were afraid to capture just two of his guards?

Shortly afterwards El Tigre brought the main force up the hill and they set up camp for the night in the
south-west corner of the town, around the base of the sgnd tower. They hung skinsfrom the sailway
guiderailsto form tentsfor the bachelors, the children and the mothers, and any otherswho did not care
tojoin in the fighting. Nobody was forced to fight. El Tigre had enough willing warriors with the grupos.

Asdarknessfdl, the reports started coming in.

Dozo had accomplished his mission. By mid-afternoon he' d held ameeting of tumpiersand put the
Stuation to them. Following this, he' s entered the Womens' Village in the company of the Madre and
addressed the Women. It seemed to him that both audiences were somewhat unenthusiastic— he'd
been used to felino meetings, with their roars of acclamation — and thiswas something of an anti-climax.

“They don't seemto care,” he said to his henchman.

Thiswas probably fair comment. The tumpiers were philosophica people and used to regarding lifein the
long-term. Rulers would come and rulers would go, but the span of tumpier existence was dependent on
the tumpsthemselves.

Tamaril sent word back that she was holding her position inside the eastern borders of the town, that
she' d joined up with the errant grupos, and that she would attack around midnight over the rooftops,
coming down behind the barricades. All waswell and the gruposin good spirits. There had been little
lossof feinalife....

lolande sfront had now joined the main body so that the felinos were in command of the entire western
sde of thetown, from the station to the sgnabox, including the saillway and afew buildings. Thetown
was thus cut off from the Palace further west.



Theiron weapons captured by 1olande were examined and discussed. Like the earlier newsthat the
tortugas were, in fact, animals, this was seen as merely another example of True Human perfidy. It did
not present any immediate danger. At closerange, an iron dagger was little more effective than ironwood
or obsidian. The weapons did not cause anything like the furor which occurred when the remains of Rayo
were found to contain metal bearings....

“When we rule the Canton,” El Tigre had roared, “ The Exampleswill belaw! Thekindling of the Wrath
of Agni will be punishable by death!”

So the discussions continued, and as night deepened the grupos crept among the houses, infiltrating the
barricades and scaling the walls. Every so often amuffled gurgle would be heard, as some True Human
guard fell and bled hislife away; and sometimes a screech sartled the night when afdina s enthusasm
overcame her caution; but El Tigrethought little of this.

He was more concerned about the situation in the ddta. He' d heard no news from Manoso since the
mormning.

Torpad.

Shocked, they regarded the carcass of the llama.

“That' sajaguar did that,” said Tonio. “I’'m going to kill the brute, you'll see” The excitement wasin him
again, and helooked dert and refreshed after the night' sdeep. “Today I'll go hunting.”

Adtrud said dully, “The Examples.” Her dream was till vividly in her mind; Tonio and the cats, hunting
together. “ Of course you can'thunt . Don’'t be stupid, Tonio.”

Heglanced at her. “Surviva,” he said. “Y ou’ re going to have to change your ideas, Astrud. We don't
have timeto plant crops up here. It s primitive, violent— don’'t you fed it?’

Raoul had been examining the remains of thellama. “ Thiswasn't ajaguar’ skill, father. Look at the way
the thigh bones have been bitten through. A jaguar couldn’t do that.”

The smdl of blood, the smdll of death, the smell of decaying vegetation, and the monkeys chattering in the
trees overhead. Astrud suddenly clapped her handsto her ears.

“I can't stand it! Take me home, Tonio! Anything is better than this!”

Ignoring her, Tonio bent to examine the carcass. It was an unusud kill. The llamahad been forcibly
dismembered and the bones chewed. Very little flesh remained; the few shreds were crawling with ants.

“Can | come with you, father?’
“No. You stay behind. Somebody hasto ook after your mother.”

After abreskfast of dried fruit, Tonio climbed to the Sgnd light and detached a hemitrex fromits
mounting. Then hefound a patch of forest floor where the sun danted through the trees and used the shell
to focus the rays onto alittle hegp of tinder. Soon afire was burning, the smoke curling up among the
branches.

By now, Astrud was past speaking, huddled against the ladder, eyes wide with shock.

“Seeit doesn't go out,” said Tonio to Raoul and, taking up his crossbow, headed off into the forest.



Ashewaked, he wondered at the sense of well-being which flowed through him. He felt asthough he
was one with the jungle; apredator just as much in his dement asthe jaguar. He moved quietly through
the trees and soon reached the barren ridge he' d seen the previous day. He climbed into the morning
heat and, arriving at the crest, sat down on arock.

Morejunglelay before him, aforested valley very smilar to the one he d I eft, sandwiched between
saw-edged ridges and ending on the seaward side in a sheer escarpment. He could hear awaterfal and,
through the trees, he caught aglimpse of asmall lake. Therewould befish.

Sometimelater he cameto aclearing in the valey floor and thetiny lake lay before him, sparkling in the
sun. He knelt and peered into the water. Sure enough, small fish swam there, each about aslong ashis
forearm — easy targetsfor his crossbow. He dipped in abolt, took aim and shot.

Thunk! Asthe ripples cleared, he could see afish transfixed, thrashing on a bolt which pinned it to the
mud. He reached in and drew it out, removed the bolt and laid the fish on the bank.

“What are you doing?’

Startled, he looked up. A girl stood there. She wore along black dress and her hair was drawn back
from her face and fastened above her neck. He found himsdlf staring. There was an unearthly beauty
about her, and something touched a memory from the past. There was no trace of expression on her
face, and this he remembered, too.

But it couldn’t be. Thisgirl was no more than twenty yearsold....

“I said, what are you doing?” she repeated without impatience, asthough she had al thetimein the
world.

“Wél, fishing. We re staying over the ridge— you know, the old saillway track? We' reliving in the sgnd
cabin— well, it’ snot very comfortable, but we'll soon haveit fixed up.... Haven't | seenyou
somewhere before?’

“Youcan'tfishinthisvaley.”

“But therearen't any poolsin our valley — just asmadl stream. Drinking water, that’sal we ve got. You
live here, do you? Surely you can spare some of your fish— there are plenty. | saw them.”

“I can spare them. But the animaswho live here can't spare them. Neither can the big fish, Torpad,
sparethem.”

“Ligten, | don't know what you' re talking about. Fish are fish. They’ re there to be caught.” He wound up
the crossbow, took aim and shot.

He missed.

The fish darted away asthe bolt hit the water. He shot again, and missed again. Swesting and becoming
annoyed, helooked up at the girl. “Go away, will you! Y ou’ re scaring the fish!”

Shedidn’t move.

He unleashed shot after shot into the pool, and now his bolts were disappearing into the mud so that he
could not retrieve them. The fish were dill there but they could not be caught. Findly, hot and enraged,
he was out of bolts.



“So now you' d better go back to thesignal cabin,” said the girl placidly.

“But I'll be back!” he blustered, a beaten True Human around thirty-five years physica, too ready to
submit, feeling an odd need to weep as he strode away .

Now, as he walked with empty bow, the game abounded. Deer wandered across the trail, fat birds
perched on nearby branches and watched him. Soon he came to a stream and a huge fish was there, just
idling in the current, begging to be shot. He regarded it for sometime, and as he stood therein the
suddenly-slent forest aname cameinto hishead.

Torpad.

Thefish was gigantic. It would provide food for days, and al he needed wasjust one bolt. Again hefelt a
compulsion to weep. Everything was againgt him. He jumped into the water after the fish, but it evaded
him easily. He walked on empty-handed and by the time he arrived back at the cabin it waslate
afternoon.

“Did you get anything?’ Raoul asked.

“No.”

Now Astrud spoke for thefirst timein hours. “Good.”
“Therewasagirl.”

“A girl?” Astrud showed dull surprise.

“Over inthe next valey, agirl living done. Shewas ... strange. She scared me, inaway.” The beaten
look was back; the crowsfeet, the sudden feeble grin.

“How old was she?’
“Oh.... Twenty, maybe. It wasn't easy to tell.”
“Was she pretty?’

“And there was this fish — it was huge. We could have fed off it for days, but I had no more bolts | ft.
She didn’t want meto catch fish, or anything else. She wanted the whole valey to hersdf. I’ll show her.
Tomorrow I’ m going right back there and I’'m going to get that fish.”

“1 don’t want you to go back there,” said Astrud.

It was at that time that Raoul began serioudy to consider the possibility that the stress of recent events
had driven hisfather insane,

That night Astrud relived the strangeness of her day; the hoursin and around the tower, the terror of the
Wrath of Agni in the glade, the queer threatening noises from the forest, the sudden scuttlings nearby.
She' d cleaned out the cabin and fixed part of the roof with branches and overlapping leaves. Raoul had
helped her, saying little. In the forest close by Raoul had found arelic of the past: an old sallcar,
overgrown but still intact, lying on rotting rails. HE d gone ingde, disturbing a sounder of peccarieswhich
scampered off into the jungle, scaring her — she must remember to tell Tonio about it in the morning,
take hismind off that girl — and she and Raoul had sat in the tiny forecabin, remembering the padt,
imagining phantom railsflying by, the tramping of the crew on the deck above, Tonio’s quick warm smile
when something pleased him....



Tonio was different, now. Astrud had noticed a big change, too.
Whimpering, she awakened and looked around with wide eyes.

By morning Tonio's determination had increased. “ Tonight we eet fresh fish,” he said, dipping crossbow
boltsinto hispack. “You'll see”

“I'd rather you didn’t go. Oh, Tonio — there are some peccaries near! Raoul came across awhole herd
of themin an old sailcar, in the bush over there!”

“I’ll shoot one tomorrow.” Shouldering the crossbow, he strode off into the forest.
“Oh!” Unwittingly, Astrud had sentenced a peccary to death.. ..

It was raining, but the ridge was dready warming up asthe sun tried to burn away the clouds. Tonio
descended the other side — and now, as he re-entered the rain forest, the place seemed to hold a
different atmosphere. The air was fresh instead of fetid. The cries of the parrots were musicd rather than
harsh. The rain dripped softly through the leafy canopy and the other sounds — the animals and reptiles
moving through the bush — were no longer menacing.

Hewaswedcome,

He reached the nexus of pools and began to search the interconnecting streams. The water was clear
despite the rain and Tonio became aware of an unusud sensation. It was afeding of totd certainty: he
was going to catch that big fish, Torpad. The feding was so definite that it was dmost as though the event
had already occurred.

And on many happentracksit had. A few Tonios had failed, afew had even drowned, and one had
received a dashing bite from the fish which would turn septic and ultimately cause his degth. But in
generd the fish had been caught.

Tonio saw Torpad. The great fish hovered in his accustomed position, facing the flow of water, keeping
gtation with minima fin movement. Tonio loaded his crossbow and knelt on the bank directly abovethe
fish, which gave no indication of fear.

Tonio shot.

Torpad thrashed on the bright pebbles of the stream bed, while amist of scarlet flowed away. Histail
came clear of the surface and water sprayed about. Tonio made ineffectual grabbing motions,nearly
overbaanced,nearly received abite; then, satisfied the fish was securdly pinned by the bolt, sat back to
wait for himtotire.

“Soyou killed Torpad.”

Theflat tones of the girl camejust as Tonio was wading into the stream to claim his prize.
“I sad | would, didn’'t 17’

“And you did.”

“Wadll.... Hedidn't even try to get away. “Tonio laid the fish on the bank; it waswell over ameter long.
“Hejust stayed there as though he wanted to be caught.”

She said serioudly, with no trace of anger or recrimination, “ Perhaps he did. Perhaps he knew histime
had come, and he wanted to get it over with. But those little fish you were after yesterday — perhaps



thar timehadn’'t come.”
“I knew I’d get him.”

“You didn’'t know yesterday. It was only this morning that you knew — when the number of possible
happentracks had diminished enough to make the Ifdong easy to foretdll.”

He stared at her. The words were strange, yet they made akind of sense. “Areyou saying its possible to
forecast the future?’

Her face waslike astone. “Nothing so precise. But it is possible to foretell the Ifalong.” Now she smiled,
but there was no humor init a al. “Comewith me. Y ou must be tired and hungry after your walk. My
cottageis near.”

“Y ou mean you could foretdlmy future?” he asked, trotting behind her like apet anima, the fish forgotten
beside the stream. She was young and very attractive, thisgirl, and she couldn’t possibly be the same one
who had given him theinfant Raoul, al those years ago. But the resemblance was uncanny.....

The pursuit.

The battle for Ranguawas virtualy over by daybreak. Under cover of darkness the grupos had infiltrated
the True Human lines and attacked from behind with terrifying ferocity. Although outnumbered by fiveto
onethe felinas had the advantage of superior night vision and, in the confusion, many True Human
casuaties had been inflicted by their own people hacking with swords at anything that moved.

Barricade after barricade surrendered and the prisoners were herded into the inn and other buildings on
the main street. Thefeinaswere not compassonate jailers. Their fighting ingtincts were till aroused and
they were quick to punish anything which remotely resembled an attempt to escape. In point of fact no
True Humanswanted to escape. The dark interior of theinn was a blessed sanctuary after the streets
with their murderous, half-seen predators.

Shortly before dawn, 1olande reported to El Tigre.

“The northern haf of the town is ours. Should we move south, or wait for Tamaril to work her way up to
us?’ She was panting with excitement and drenched with blood; an unnerving sight in the early haf-light.

It was probably at this moment that the first intimations of disaster cameto El Tigre....
“Wait,” hesad.

“We could fan out north, mop up the farms and link up with Manoso in the delta.” 1olande was unwilling
to stop fighting. Only her affection for El Tigre— and acertain fear of him — had prompted her to
report back at all. Now she wanted to return to the battle.

“No. Hold your positions. Have there been ...? How many died?’

“No morethan necessary,” she answered. She gave him aquick hug which left adark stain on him, then
ran swiftly back to her forces.

Asthe sun rose out of the ocean El Tigre was watching from the top of the signa tower. The town was
quiet; al fighting seemed to have ceased. Nearby, agreat crowd of slent True Humans spilled out of the
door of theinn and nearby houses, guarded by felinas. El Tigre wondered at their silence. It was though
they werein the grip of akind of mass shock. Even the children made little sound.



Therewasno joy in El Tigre as he descended the ladder, having seen lolande and Tamaril heading
towards the tower. They had obvioudy linked up, the battle was over, Ranguawastheirs. A single cry of
desolation rose from somewhere in the town like the crowing of alonely cockerd. What about Manoso?
Why was he sllent? And in the foothills, the Palace. How should he approach that problem?

By the time he reached the foot of the ladder Karina, Teressaand Runawerethere. Hisgirls.... He put
his huge arms around them, fedling better, for amoment.

Karinasad, “I think we' ve won, father.”
“That may be”
Now Torch, lolande and Tamaril arrived, looking aert and ferocious despite having been busy dl night.

“Y ou must come and address the prisoners, El Tigre,” said Torch. “We must make our position clear —
thisis no temporary occupation. We must get certain guarantees out of them before we alow them to go
home. We must assign responsibilities—"

“Yes, yes. First I'd like to inspect the town.”

“Of course.” Torch understood. It was natural that El Tigre should wish to gloat over the scene of
conquest.

“Father,” said Karina, “we' ve captured the captain and crew of the Palhoa car. Can we get them to take
usto Palhoanow?We must get after Tonio while the scent’ s still warm.”

El Tigrelooked a her, shaking his head dightly like a baffled bull. “No — comewith mefirst. There's
plenty of timefor Tonio.” And hethought:| need you with me for a while ,children....

So they paced down anearby street; El Tigre with his head thrust forward, his grupo glancing a him and
each other nervoudy; Torch, lolande and Tamaril with light step and an air of pride and excitement. The
barricade in this street consisted of arow of ox- and mule-carts, with pieces of furniture pushed into the
gaps. chairs, cupboards, ababy’ s crib with the blanket till init, tables, beds, anything which had come
readily to hand. There was something pathetic about the futility of this barricade. It might have stopped a
runaway tapir, but fdinas ...?

El Tigre sprang lightly to the top, standing on an oxcart.
A score of twisted bodieslay on the ground beyond.

They lay asthey had died, hunched around terrible lacerations, in puddles of blood now turned to jelly
and glistening in the new sun, surrounded by trampled entrails. They were both sexes and al ages. They
hadn’t stood a chance.

lolande jumped to the ground. “ See, El Tigre?” Sheheld up ametd knife, “Y ou see the kind of
two-faced bastards we' re dedling with?”

The othersjoined her, stepping carefully through the carnage.
El Tigre said nothing.

Karinagulped, and walked away. She looked at the sky, clean and bright and blue, the clouds of
yesterday gone.What' s the matter with me? she wondered.

“Let’'stakealook inthere,” said El Tigre suddenly, pointing to a house where the door |eaned open....



They found the bodiesin the bedroom; an elderly man and hiswife. It seemed the old couple had locked
themselvesin and pushed a heavy dresser againgt the door; it lay on its Side nearby. The man lay besideit
with histhroat dashed open; the door lay across hislegs, torn away fromitslintels. The woman had tried
to get out of the window; the shutter was giar. Shelay in ahuddle with her neck twisted back and her
eyesopen, saring a El Tigre asthough in surprised recognition.

Hesdid, “Why?’

“Wdll, hell, what do you expect?’ 1olande answered briskly. “Have you ever tried to control adozen
grupos with the smdl of blood in their nogtrils? Have you ever tried to control one? All right, so afdina
got alittle out of hand in here. It sasmdll priceto pay.”

They left the house and walked on, but now El Tigre ingsted they examine the whole town, house by
house. He wanted to see the results of the battle personally, before anything was removed.

He saw enough to sicken him of revolution forever.

The barricades were bad enough, with their hegps of corpses and pools of blood; but at least the people
there had died fighting. It was in the houses where the pathos lay; where the elderly and the children had
barred the doors only to have them broken down by the powerful felinas; and where, in al too many
cases, the felinas— aready crazed with blood lust — had gone berserk.

El Tigrewasreentless, and saw it all.

Sometimein the afternoon lolande said, “All right, dl right!” and she began to cry. She collgpsed ona
doorstep, her head in her hands.

Tamaril, who had been silent for along time, said, “ Perhaps we shouldn’t reproach ourselvesfor the way
we' re made. After dl, the great Mordeca Whirst was a True Human.”

El Tigresaid dowly, “No — the blame lieswith us. We didn’t understand one another well enough,
felinos and felinas. We didn’t understand what war meant, because we' ve never known one. The

bache orswouldn’'t have done dl this, if I’d sent them in instead. But then, the bachel ors may not have
won the war. Our men are clever and strong, but they are lazy and easy-going. | am such aman, athough
| drive myself to lead because somebody must. Our women hunt in packs and they’ re cruel and violent
when aroused — and T knew that — yet | sent them into Rangua. | must take the blame. | didn't redlize
what | was doing, because we' ve never fought area war before, and we didn’t know our own strength.
But | should have known. | should have seen what | was committing the Canton to, once the revolution
became more than just my talk.

“lolande — stop snivelling and get up. Last night you did what you were born to do— only daylight has
changed the picture. Now we must face our prisoners. This should be our moment of triumph. Thisismy
moment of vengeance for what they did to Serena” His bitter smile did nothing to hide his sorrow. “But
insead | only fed guilt.”

Karinasaid quietly to Teressa, “Y ou and Runa stay with father. I'll go after Tonio alone.”
El Tigre, overhearing, sad, “Morekilling?’

“Thisisagpecid case.” Confused and desperately unhappy, she hurried away. Time was getting on.
She' d belucky if shereached Palhoaby nightfall.

She went to the house where Captain Guantelete and hiswife and crew were being held, obtained their
release and assured the uncertain grupo guard that she could handle them.



Later, asthe great square sails were spread and the car crept into the foothills on thelast of thewind, she
sat on deck and watched Rangua recede. The True Humans had | ft their temporary jails now, and were
assembled before the signal tower, where her father was addressing them from haf-way up the ladder.
She hoped her ssterswould look after him; right now, he needed their support and affection.

She felt she needed support too; and she was relieved when an ungainly figure came bounding out of the
bush and swung itself aboard. It was the Pegman, who had Ieft town in timeto avoid the night’ skilling.

He sat beside her. “ So Rangua belongs to the felinos now.”

A bluff hid the town from view and the setting sun illuminated the wetness of the deltaregion. For a
moment she wondered how Manoso had fared. His silence had alarmed El Tigre, who had avision of
Manoso' s entire force being wiped out by the ferocious cai-men. Thinking unhappy thoughts, Karinawas
carried towards Palhoaand her historic meseting with the Dedo.

Y ears afterwards, they were still telling the story in Palhoa of how the cat-girl had awakened and stood,
head high and nostrils flaring as she sniffed the morning air. Her beauty was unearthly, they said, but no
man would have gone near her that day — except for the Pegman, aone-armed True Human freak from
somewhere down the coast. The cat-girl awakened from where she' d been lying and the vicuna people
edged away, tossing their heads. After sniffing she uttered awordless sound — some said sheroared —
and she plunged into the jungle, followed by the freek....

The Pegman had prevailed upon Karinato spend the night in Palhoa. “I’' m beet,” he said. “ And you must
betired, too. The jungle around Palhoais dangerous. | know. I’ ve been there. We re going to need our
wits about us.” So they’ d dept on the deck of the car.

In the morning they were climbing, following the overgrown sailway. The scent was cold, but the Pegman
assured K arinathis was the route Tonio would have taken.

“He may be headed for Buique or even further. He'll be expecting to be followed, for awhile a least.
He' samost two days ahead of us, but he doesn’'t know that. Maybe he' Il get cardless.... Thereare
other things besidesjaguars here, sothey say....”

Karina had been casting around. “ Somebody’ s been this way — look!”

“Do you redly want to go through with this, Karina?’ asked the Pegman later, asthey sat gnawing a a
fungus.

“Isthat why you' ve come? To try to talk me out of it?" Her voice was high. She was much affected by
the happeningsin Rangua.

“I wouldn't do that.” He sat regarding her somberly. He was behaving with unusua normality, and hadn’t
uttered asingleinsane yell since entering the jungle. He, like others, had a sense of converging events, of
an inevitability in recent hgppenings which even hismad clowning could not disturb. “Y ou have to make
up your own mind, Karina”

“I’'vemadeit up. | made it up when | found Saba dead.”
“So youwill kill Tonio. Will you kill hiswife and son, too?’
“Of course”

“What did they ever do to you?’



“If you want to stay with me,” Karinacried suddenly, “Y ou' d better keep your damned mouth shut,
Pegman!” Her eyes were bright with tears.

Picking up the scent.

After awhile Tonio found he wastaking about himself, telling this girl the story of the disaster. When
he'd finished, she said,

“If it’ sany consolation to you, Tonio, consder that on many happentracks the guiderail didn’'t give way,
and the people of Torreslived. Consider also, that on afew happentracks you rose to become a
Company man, even in acouple of instances rising to the position of second-in-command to Silva.
Consider again,” she added quietly, “that none of this matters, because the Fifty Thousand Y ears
Incarceration has run more than haf its course, and within twenty millenniathe Triad will free Starquin to
roam the Greataway once more.”

He glimpsed avastness. “Inthe Ifalong,” he said.

“We work towardsthat day.”

“And what about me?’ His chest wastight. “What happensto me?’
“Many things”

“Y es, but what' sthenorm? What might | expect?’

It was |ate afternoon aready; where had the day gone? The rain had stopped and a fresh breeze stirred
the trees outside the cottage. The birds were screeching in anticipation of night and the jaguars stretched
and unsheathed their claws, limbering up for the evening hunt. And another creature stirred too; ahuge
beedt, the only one of hiskind.

Lethasad, “Y ou will take your placein the scheme of things.”
“What do you mean?’

“Tonio, you' ve been a odds with your surroundings for sometime now. Y ou must have known it
yourself — you’ ve been fighting thingsinstead of going with the flow. Soon, thingswill be different.”

Asheleft, hesad, “You didn't mind me shooting the fish, then?

“Mind?No, | don'tmind . Today you shot the fish. It isafact, and it was going to be afact before it
happened. It makes no difference to the overal scheme — infact, it’s part of the scheme.”

Hewalked away, musing on the disturbing fatalism of those words. He was aimost back at the sgnd
cabin before heredlized he' d | eft the fish behind. Astrud greeted him, and immediately accused him.

“Y ou' ve been with thet girl!”

“| talked to her, yes.” He was abstracted, still back at the Strange cottage in spirit, ill seeing thegirl’s
cold face.

“It'snot like you' re thinking, Astrud. She' san odd person, but | think she could help usalot.” He leaned
out of the window, looking east. It was possible to see where the old sailway had run; the jungle was
thinner, the roof of thetreesjust alittle lower. From a certain position he could just see the ocean,
probably fifteen kilometersaway. “If they ever came after us,” he said, “I think she would hide us and



look after us.”

“Why? Because shelikesyou?’

“Becauseit might fit in with the nature of the Ifalong,” he said, and she stared at him.
Later Raoul tackled him. “We have to move on, father.”

“I think thiswill suit usfine, Raoul.”

“You didn't seethe way she looked! She'safter us, | know that — and she'll be bringing afew grupos
with her!”

“Areyou il talking about thet felina?’

“Yes| am, and | think she’ salot more important than thatbruja you' re dwayswith. It ssemsto me
she' sgot you twisted around her finger! Y ou will take your place in the scheme of things, mimicked
Raoul furioudy. “What about us, father? What about mother and me?’

By the Sword of Agni, hethought,the young bastard’ s been following me. Tonio glanced around, saw
Astrud was out of earshot, and said, “ Thejungle is adangerous place, Raoul. Particularly that valley
wherethegirl lives. Y ou could get yoursdf killed, going in there”” He said this quietly, and therewasno
doubt asto his meaning. Adifferent world , hethought. Survival of the individual is what counts .

Raoul had backed off as though Tonio had struck him, and now he was staring increduloudy a him. “Are
you threstening me, father?’

“Jugt pointing out the dangers.”
“Right,” said Raoul. “| undergtand....”

They hadn’t made such quick progress as Karina had hoped. After afew kilometers' climbing they’ d left
the sailway on the Pegman’ s advice, heading south.

“Tonio will have made for Buique,” said Enri, but helied. “Thisisthe quickest way. The sallway took a
roundabout route, because of the gradients.”

Hisown fury at the death of Saba had subsided and he was regretting telling the El Tigre grupo where
Tonio might be. There had been enough killing. He d heard some of the screaming from Ranguaduring
the previous night and he knew that, so far, Karina had had no part in it. He wanted it to stay that way.

They spent the night afew kilometers below Buique, having bypassed the areawhere the Pegman
supposed Tonio to be. Congratulating himsdlf, he settled down to degp. Tomorrow he would continue
the wild-goose chase until Karinacooled her intentions. He dept heavily and it seemed only amoment
later that it was dawn and Karinawas shaking him awake, oblivious of the fact that her breastsjiggled in
full view under the loose neck of her tunic.

“Enri! Wake up! Look!” She shook his shoulder violently and he dragged his gaze away from her to look
inthedirection sheindicated.

A wisp of smoke rose above the trees, several kilometers below them.
“We've cometoo far,” said Karina

“Wecan't besureit’ sthem.”



“Of courseit’sthem! Who e se but a True Human like Tonio would kindle the Wrath of Agni? And
now —" her eyes narrowed to fierce dits as she squinted against the wet brightness of the risng sun “—
we' ve got them! Now we closein. Come on, Enri!”

Resignedly, the Pegman alowed himsdlf to be led downhill, and soon they came across the upper
reaches of the old sallway.

“We should never havel€eft thetrack,” said Karina, with aglance a Enri.
“You've met Astrud?’ asked the Pegman later.
“No. I’ ve seen her, though.”

“She'sanicewoman. Smple, redly. Very rdigious— sheredly believesthe Examples. | wasin her
house once, and | saw texts all over thewalls.”

“I' know. I ... kind of spied on them awhile back, and | saw into the house.”
“And you want to kill her.”

“Rayohad metal bearings! How two-faced can she be!”

“Shedidn’'t know. I'll swesr to that, Karina.”

“Huh”

They scrambled down further, walking in the bed of alittle stream which followed the sailway. Then Enri
sad,

“You know.... Onetime, | thought you rather liked Raoul.”
Shedidn’t turn round. “Oh?’

“Wall.... | hear you rode with him up to Rangua one day — and got into quite some trouble about it, so
they say. And you followed himinto theddta....”

“And | got caught, and he didn’t do athing to help me! Mordecai, what a creep! He'sweak, weak!”

“You'reright. He doesn’'t have the gutsto stand up to hisfather. It' sthe way True Humans areraised, |
suppose.”

“Maybe,” said Karina

Later thetrack levelled out to a platform and there, barely visible among the dense trees, wasasigna
tower.

“Look at this, Enri!” Karinastood in aglade. At her feet, the remains of afire smouldered. “They’re
here.” Her gaze snapped thisway and that, finaly dwelling thoughtfully on the signd cabin & the top of
the tower. “Up there,” she said.

But the cabin was empty. There were signs of recent habitation however; somefood, skins, and blankets
laid on thefloor.

“Right,” said Karinagrimly asthey climbed down to thefoot of the ladder. “They’ re not far off, and the
trail’ s<till warm. We ve got them, Enri. Follow me, and don't think of making any loud noises.”



Raising her head, she sniffed the air delicately.

“Areyou sure you don’'t mind?” asked Tonio. “Four fish would probably be enough, but five would be
better. They're quite small. My wife, shemust learnto edt....”

“Thevalley will bein balance again beforelong,” Lethasaid. “When you arrived therewas acertain
imbalance, but that will right itself. Meanwhile you can keep thefish.”

Shelooked at him in away which he might have thought cal culating — but dead eyes cannot calcul ate.
His gaze Strayed to the water. Today the fishing had been good — and there was another big fish there.
He'd seenit. Not so big as Torpad, but big enough.

Y et the blood lust had |eft him. When he' d successfully shot hisfirst small fish and laid it on the grass
there had been no dation; just ardief that his hunger would be appeased.

Suddenly, the Dedo stood, glanced around, then walked off up the trail without aword. He watched her
go. It waswarm in the sun and he was drowsy. He' d lost all sense of time, but figured he ought to be
getting back. The signal cabin had begun to fed like home; athough Astrud’ s mood had become
unpredictable, and Raoul was showing signs of youthful rebelliousness....

Infact Astrud was close by at that moment, having tired of fixing up the cabin, and having begun to
wonder, not for thefirst time, just what Tonio spent his days doing.

She emerged from the treesin time to see the Dedo disappearing up the trail. Tonio sat by the stream as
though in atrance. He d taken off most of his clothes and he looked pa e and flabby. Rage began to
gnaw at her. She stormed down to the riverbank.

“Y ou’ ve been with that girl!”
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“Wadll, it'snot right! I’ ve been working back there while you spend your timeidling about with some
forest girl!”

“I was'tidling. | caught somefish.” Heindicated them.

“I won't have you playing around with that girl! Listen, Tonio, | haven't stuck by you dl thistimefor you
to run off into the woods with some Specidig.”

“Leithaisn't aSpecidigt.”

“And you know al about Specidigts, don't you? After dl, you killed plenty of them!”

“What' s happening here?’ Raoul pushed hisway out of the bush. “1 could hear you akilometer away.”
“Y our father’ s running out on us, that’ swhat!”

There was a strange expression on Tonio' sface, and he was blinking rapidly. “I thought | told you not to
comethisway,” he said. “It’s dangerous. Y ou could cause an imbaance.”

“A what?’

“It'sclaptrap,” said Astrud furioudly. “Claptrap he teamed from that girl. Since he met her he' sbeen
coming out with dl kinds of queer things!”



Tonio was blinking at the water. “Nothing to be done....”
“Ther€ s onething to be done. Y ou come with us back to the cabin, right now!”

“Two happentracks. | do, or | don’'t.” A tic wastwitching in Tonio's cheek. Soon Astrud might start
screaming. It wasin the nearby Ifaong.

“Comeon, Tonio,” she said, suddenly more gentle. “Y ou' re not yourself. It' sthe reaction. The humidity.
Come—"

She broke off, staring.

Tonio had picked up one of thefish. It had been dead for acouple of hours and it was tiff. He clutched
it in hisfist with the head uppermost.

Heregarded it thoughtfully.

Agrud was Hill. Raoul was till. Theforest was Slent.

Tonio put the head in hismouth and bit it off, with a crunch, just asthough he was eating astick of celery.
Astrud screamed.

Blood trickled down Tonio’ s chin as he chewed, watching her vacantly. He took another bite, stripping
flesh from the backbone. He chewed with his mouth open. His teeth shone crimson with blood while his
tongue rolled awad of flesh and bones.

Raoul uttered abellow of despair and ran, pushing hisway blindly through the undergrowth.
“Ligten.... What'sthat?’ said Karina
Away to the | eft they could hear a crashing as aheavy body plunged through the forest.

“A tapir,” said Enri. “There arelots of them around these parts. They get scared by anoise, and they just
run off into the bush.”

They heard awoman’ s voice; alow, breathless sobbing.
“Tapir, hun?’ said Karina. “ Come on. Thisway. She' s headed back to the signal cabin.”

“Just Agtrud?’ The Pegman stayed where he was. “ She' s not so important, is she? Tonio’ s still up ahead.
He sthe oneyou redly want.”

AsKarinagtood irresolute, staring thisway and that into the dense foliage, she caught sight of movement.
“Quiet....” shewhispered, and began to creep forward, one careful step at atime.

There wastheflick of ablack cloak, half-seen. Karina crept on, her heart pounding, her fingers hooked
into talons. It was Tonio — it had to be. It wastoo tall for Astrud. A twig snapped under her foot and
she swore under her breath; but, amoment later, she saw the quarry again, crossing aclearing where
water flowed.

On the ground beside theriver lay some dead fish, one of them half-eaten. “ See this?’ shesaid to the
Pegman as he hurried up. “They’ re eating meet, now. Hunting, kindling the Wrath of Agni — it showsthe
kind of things True Humanswill do, when they think nobody’ swatching.”



“I'maTrue Human,” Enri reminded her, not for thefirst time.

Now Karinabegan to run, plunging through brush which dashed at her legs, climbing rocks, clawing her
way up through the jungle and wondering at her quarry’ s speed. She climbed on, the Pegman puffing
behind her with no pretence at stedlth, and emerged into, sudden sunshine.

She was standing on aridge of short grass and rocky outcroppings which marked the northern boundary
of the valey. Fifty meters away the cloaked figure stood in the sun.

And between Karinaand thisfigure lay aravine with sheer wals, ahundred meters deep.

She gstared. “How ...7" It never occurred to her that there might have been two cloaked figures and the
Dedo, calculating happentracks, dipped away unseen.

The Pegman uttered awordless exclamation.

The figure was turning round, dowly, to look at them. The cloak fell away from the face, and the sunlight
shone on pae skin, jet black hair. It wasn't Tonio.

It was the handmaiden.

The sun lit the eroded fissures of her burned face and the wind caught her hair, lifting it. Karina seyes
narrowed as the light seemed to intensfy painfully — and suddenly the handmaiden was beautiful. Karina
couldn’t seethe Marks of Agni any more; only the eyes and the oval outlines of the face; thetal, dim
figure and thelifting hair.

And the Pegman was shouting aname, over and over.

“Corriente! Corriente!”

The imbalance resolved.

Astrud ran. She blundered through thickets, flung hersalf across streams, and burst out of the jungle onto
the dopes of the ridge. Her mind was afire with horror and disgust. Every rock, every treewas Tonio, his
face an anima’ s face as he munched raw flesh, snorting with gratification. She stumbled up the dope and
down the other side, faling severd times, picking hersalf up and plunging on, scratched and bruised, the
heat burning the strength out of her.

She had to get back among real people.

She would pick up afew things from the cabin, then follow the track down to Palhoa. She stumbled on,
reached the cabin at last, threw hersdlf at the ladder and began to climb.

Theninth rung Slit.

Shefdl, seeing Tonio’ sfacein the ground asit rushed up to hit her. Later she climbed again, dragging
hersdf up with arms shaking from the effort, one leg amost usdess. She crawled across the cabin floor,
caught hold of the control arms and pulled hersdlf to her feet. Holding onto her last glimmer of
consciousness she worked the arms, catching the sun’sraysin the battery of hemitrexes, directing the
beam downhill, noting the way the jungle shadows brightened and following the line until she was surethe
people in PAhoamust seethe distant blaze of light....

Shefdl to thefloor, and prayed that someone was looking her way. Some kindly mountain-woman,



long-necked with head held high, her eye caught by the sudden glare....
Much later she awakened. It was almost dark.

Somebody, something, wasin the cabin with her.

“Tonio...7

“Rest easy for amoment. I’ ve aimost done.”

It was awoman’ svoice.

“What ... what are you doing here? Where' s Tonio?’

“Y ou can stand now. Y our ankle was badly injured, but I've hedled it.” Leitha dipped asmooth stone
into her pocket and helped Astrud to her feet. “Y ou signdled the village. Y ou shouldn’t have done that. It
introduces new factors and creates new happentracks. Y ou're not very rationd, are you? | haveto get
you away from here. Thereisaneed for you in thelfaong.”

They waked. The forest waswaking up for the night. Astrud’ sleg felt good and she found time to
wonder at the healing powers of this strange girl; then her mind clouded over. Thiswas the woman who
had taken Tonio away from her.

“Why did you do it?" she asked.
“Don't tak. Itisn't safe to be out, tonight. There san imbaance.”

They descended the ridge into the secret valey and it was very dark among the trees, and the animas
seemed to be dl around them. Astrud started as atapir, head down, burst from the undergrowth and
pounded so close that it brushed her in passing. She waited, shivering, for its pursuer to appear. Leitha
drew her on, and soon they were fording a stream.

“What' sthat?’ There was a big shadow on the bed of the stream, and for aterrified instant Astrud
thought it was a cai-man, about to snap at her.

And Lethasad, “Torpad.... HE sjust abig fish.”

Later they reached the stone cottage. It was empty and weirdly illuminated, and again Astrud asked,
“Where sTonio?’

“He s been helping me restore the balance.”

“Bdance?’ Astrud was intimidated by this cold, self-possessed girl. It was quite obvious, now, that
Tonio had not been involved with her in any romantic sense. Thisgirl had never had aman, and never
would — athough she was quite beautiful in anicy way. Astrud had migudged Tonio. In amoment she
would find him, and gpologizeto him..... “Tonio’'scoming with me. We releaving.”

“Wall, that’ s possible, on certain remote happentracks. But very unlikely. The chances are, you will die”
The cold eyes watched her.

“I'’'m getting out of herel” Agtrud ran for the door, suddenly terrified in amindlessway, intheway of a
hunted animdl.

“You'll only hasten your own end,” the Dedo called &fter her.



So Agtrud ran into the night and stood there for amoment, heart pounding, looking thisway and that.
She didn’t know where Tonio was, but she knew she must find him quickly. They had to get out of this
valley, away from the threats of thisgirl. She called his name, listened for areply, but heard only the
sound of night hunting.

“Tonio!” shecdled again.

There was a bright moon above and she could see well enough to discern atrail leading downhill. She
thought it was the one she’ d come by, but she couldn’t be sure. Had she been in the cottage for long?
She brokeinto arun. Shedidn’t look back.

Leithawas watching her from the doorway; watching and ca culating, because that was her Duty. She
weighed predator against prey, scavenger againgt carrion. She considered the grass, and the deer. Her
mind dwelt briefly on the ants and the anteater, the tapir and the rainfal. She listened to the wind and the
birds, and the sound of Astrud's retreating footsteps.

She contemplated the Ifalong.
Adtrud ran.
A jaguar killed apacarana....

Bantus lumbered through the forest. He ignored the deer which swerved in front of him, and he paid no
heed to the tapir which he could hear browsing nearby.

Tonight wasfish night.

The certainty was within his being, like acommand which he couldn’t help but obey. He sdlivated,
anticipating the flavor of fresh blood. There was arightness about the night. He could sense arhythm and
apattern, and hisown placeinit.

Something in his mind was saying: Bantus — tonight is the night for Torpad .

Karinahad to physicdly restrain the Pegman from attempting to jump the ravine. Therewas a brief
gruggle until finally she pinned him to the ground, during which time the handmai den disappeared.

“She' sgone, she'sgone. Oh, Corriente!”

“Isthat the Corriente you’ ve been talking about all these years?’

“That'sher.”

“But she' scursed by Agni, Enri,” said Karinagently.

“Doesthat matter? | only have one arm, now.”

How can | kill that woman now?Karinawondered. “| think we'll find her easily enough tomorrow.”

The Pegman gave afaint smile. “ After dl theseyears....” he murmured. “And now, Karina, if you'll
kindly get your pretty body off my old one, we can decide what to do next.”

“Oh.... Of course.” She stood, watching him warily. “Maybe we should go back to the signal cabin.
Tonio may be there by now.” But the urgency was gone. It was late afternoon and warm here on the
ridge. She sat beside the Pegman. “Who isthis Corriente, anyway? Where did you meet her?’



“Long ago, before you were born, | met Corriente at the Tortuga Festival in Porting, to the south. | was
playing afew tunesfor thefdinos, singing asong or two; while they were laughing at theideaof a True
Human entertaining them. A few of them had been drinking and some things were said which were not
realy meant. | wasthinking of moving on. Then Corriente came and sat beside me, and everyone was
slent.

“Because she was beautiful, you see— more beautiful than any woman there, even the felinas. She sang
with me, and afterwards we enjoyed the Festival together, the feasting and the dancing and the fun. Later,
in the moonlight, we made love. In the morning she cried, and | thought it was because ... well, True
Human women sometimes do cry when it'sover. So | asked her to be my wife; and she said she
couldn’t, because she had to marry somebody else.

Karinasad, “ True Humans make things complicated.”

“Maybe, but there are sometimes compensations — athough not in my case. It turned out that Corriente
was the daughter of the Canton Lord, so | was wasting my time. She went away the next day. Therewas
just one moment when | might have had her. | sat on amule beside Portina station and watched her and
the Lord get aboard the sailcar and lalmost ... She waked past me so close and her eyes met mine,
and lalmost reached down and caught hold of her....

“And lalmost rode off with her into the hills, and we amost built alittle cabin up there, and raised crops
and afamily, and we dmost lived happily ever after.” He amiled. “1t was so close. All | needed to have
done, was to reach out and catch hold of her.

“I’ve been trying to undo that moment ever since. Y ou’ ve heard of happentracks? Well, I know on many
happentracks | rode off with Corriente. | could dmost feel them there, right next to my life. I’ ve been
trying to jump across to one of those happentracks ever since.

“Maybethistimel’vedoneit.”

The sun had gone down behind the trees. Karina said, “ So you became the Pegman. What happened to
Corriente?’

“She died — or so everyone thought. There was an accident to her car on the way to the wedding. They
say abranch fell off atree and jammed the sails. The car was struck by Agni and it |eft the track and fell
into theriver. They never found her body. It happened at Pele North Stage.”

And he looked at her, nodding dightly, asif to say, Yes, yes ...
She sared in growing amazement. “What was the name of the car?’
“Cavaquinho.”

“Oh...." Shewaslooking at him asthough she saw him for thefirst time. “And so ... Corriente must
be....”

“Princess Swift Current. Same words, but an old tongue.”

“You, Enri?You? That story — it'samost alegend. One of the great sailway songs. Y ou' re the humble
mingrd from Jai’al”

“That'sme,” He grinned in embarrassment.

“Mordecai!” Things began to fit together; old stories, odd remarks from Enri,carrera songs....



“And now.... Heresheis, inthisvalley. Thosetimes|’ ve heard you talk about the handmaiden, | never
thought....”

Uncertainly, Karina stood. Suddenly her vendetta was beginning to look small against the sweep of Time
and events. All the same, it was getting dark, and the familiar restlessness stirred in her veins; the blood of
carnivores from long ago.

“Wadll.... Let’sgo and get that bastard Tonio anyway,” she said.

Astrud saw Tonio in the moonlight, face-down in the stream, and she thought he was dead. With asmdl
scream of desolation she stepped into the water and knelt beside him. He lay very ill, the water flowing
past his hair and down his pale, naked body. His heels broke the surface, hisarmslay dong hissides.

Then she saw hisfingerswere fluttering.

Shethought it wasthe flow of the water. She saized hisleft hand and held it to her. The fingerstwitched
awiftly.

Then the body squirmed.

Shetook hold of him. Hewas cold. He struggled, squirming sideways, feet kicking. Shetried to drag him
onto the bank but he was too heavy. He didn't try to push her away, yet she sensed he was resisting her.

“Tonio!” she cried, dragging at him, sobbing. She thought he was trying to drown himself. The guilt had
been too much for him. All those felino people dead. And she hadn’t exactly hel ped.

His mouth opened and she thought he was going to speak, but it closed again. Water dripped from his
lips

His mouth opened again, and closed.

He gaped, and gaped, just like abig fish.

She couldn’t hold him up much longer.

She felt the ground move under her, and the moonlight was blotted out. She looked up.

She screamed.

She backed away, staring, screaming her lungs out, not standing, just crawling dowly backwards while
her gaze remained transfixed by the glowing eyes of the most terrible cresture she’ d ever seen.

The Pegman and Karinawatched from the undergrowth.

“Oh, my God....” Enri was mumbling. “Oh, my God....” Quietly, asthough the sound of hisown voice
was acomfort he couldn’t do without, even though it might reach the ears of the mongter.

Karinawas slent while the Little Friends raged through her body, urging her to run.

.... It wasthe way the creature hadscooped Tonio out of the water with one paw, asthough hewasa
medium-sized fish. And the next part had been quite smple, too. Tonio hadn’t screamed. He d made no
sound at all, just opening and shutting his mouth. He' d squirmed quietly until the creature had cuffed him
and broken his neck. Then he was gone,eaten . Therewas very little blood. The monster wheeled
around, and | eft.



Adtrud lay panting and trembling like aterrified deer. “ So sorry, Tonio,” she whispered. “ Sorry, sorry,
sorry....”

Karina s breath rattled in her throat, like asnarl. She' d dropped to a crouch and her eyes were wide and
luminous. The Little Friends were quieter now, but the human part of her was scared sick. At last the dull
footsteps of the monster died away and she crept forward and laid ahand on Astrud’ s shoulder. The
woman started, stared at her and whimpered. Her eyes were empty of al intelligence.

The Pegman wastalking. “ There are worse things on Earth than True Humans, Karina.”
She glanced at him, took a deep breath, and stood.

“Help mewith Astrud,” she said. “We re going to find that damned Dedo!”

Death of the Dedo.

A bar of light showed under the cottage door and Karina hesitated. They had found the place quite
eadly, but now.... Only fungus and dimy things— and of course the Wrath of Agni — glowed & night.
It was unnaturd, that light. She shivered, swallowed heavily, and threw open the door.

Two women were there,

The handmaiden — Corriente — stood on the far side of the room, the ravines of her face like dancing
shadows. The whole room glowed, not only because of the Wrath of Agni which was consuming apile of
gticksin arock acove.

Sitting before this alcove, showing no fear, was the Dedo. Shewas alot younger than Karina had
expected, and much more beautiful. Her eyes glowed with thefirdight and alittle more of Karina's
resolve ebbed away.

“Soyou'rethe Dedo,” she said, and the Little Friends hel ped keep her voice steady. “ Y ou’re not so
much. Y our neck’ skind of skinny and I’ll bet your belly’ s soft.”

“Yes, | aninhumanform,” said Letha

Karina strode across the room and stood above her, braving the hest and menace of thefire. “Is
everything going according to your plan?’ she asked. “Arewe al dancing dong your precious
happentrack like puppets? Can you tell uswho eseisgoing to die dong theway?’ Her fingerswere
hooked and ready.

“It' s becoming unimportant, now. The nearby Ifalong is decided. Certain humans have served their
purpose, and thereis still adight imbalancein the valey. Those are consderations.” The Dedo treated
the question on its merits.

“By Agni!” Karina stemper sngpped. “I’m going to kill you!”
“No,” said the Dedo. “ Raoul will kill me.”

The certainty in the beautiful woman’ s tone stopped Karina as her fingers were reaching for the dender
throat. “Y ou know that? Then why don’t you save yoursdf?’

“Because my lifeisof little importance when considered againgt the Purpose, the Duty, and the sweep of
thelfdong.”



Unexpectedly, Astrud spoke. “Y ou took Tonio away from me!” Her gaze darted around the cottage as
though seeking her husband in some dark niche. “He' s here somewhere, | know it!”

Karinashivered. The Pegman backed away. Astrud was completely mad; they could almost seethe
emptiness of her mind.

“Where areyou, Tonio?’ cooed Astrud in tones of terrifying sweetness. Then her gaze returned to the
Dedo. “Y ou' ve hidden him. He syour lover, isn't he?” Now she blinked, and for an ingtant there was a
glimmer of intdligence like acunning dog. “And Raoul’ syour child! Y ou' rethe girl he met in the fores,
all thoseyearsago! You' reawitch, abrujal ” Then, asthough the effort had been too grest, she turned
away with alittle whimper and began to stroke the fur of a strange anima which hung onthewall....

“Raoul isnot my son,” said the Dedo. “He hasafar greater Sgnificance.”

Thelight in the cottage had no source. The fire glowed at one end and the Rock at the other; but there
was something else, a suffused glow which seemed to bein the air.As though Agni himself isriding the
next happentrack , thought the Pegman.

“Where did the handmaiden come from?’ he asked with studied casua ness.
“That matters nothing to the flow of events,” said the Dedo. “Her work isfinished now, anyway.”
“It mattersto me.”

The Dedo’ s glance rested on him for amoment. “ The handmaiden? She came to me many years ago,
sick and badly burned, talking of asailcar accident. She was of no significance and | might have hedled
her and sent her on her way, or smply diminated her, but then my study of the Ifalong revealed she could
be useful in guiding events. So | used her. | didn’t heal her, of course. Her burns were useful in keeping
the superdtitious coastd humans from gpproaching her.”

Enri walked up to the handmaiden and took her hand. “ Do you remember me, Corriente?’
But the woman stood slent, her eyes vacant, her hand cold and unresponsive.

“What have you been doing around here?” Karina asked the Dedo. “Have you driven her mad, too? Do
you sacrificeeverything to this stupid Purpose? Doesn't it occur to you that ordinary humans have their
own Purposes which arejust asimportant to them? Let metdl you why Starquin’s Purpose seems more
important to you than ahuman’s Purpose. It’ s because Starquin is bigger and stronger, that’ swhy. That's
the only reason! That’ s the trouble with every god humans ever dreamed up! They’ re dways made out to
be important, but the real truth isthey’ re bigger and stronger, and they can ssomp on you! They’re rotten
big bullies”

“That isthe essence of acertain Cosmic Truth,” said the Dedo.
“Wadl,” shouted Karina, shaking her fists at the ceiling, “Piss on you, Starquin!”

“If you're hoping hewill strike you with athunderbalt, thereby proving his exisence and acertain
vulnerability, you are going to be disappointed,” said the Dedo. Reaching into aniche, shetook out a
curious instrument and pointed it at an earthenware pot. Thoughtfully, almost experimentaly asthough
shewas not used to doing this, she thumbed the button.

The pot jumped and shattered, the fragments glowed, then ran together in asmall puddle of intense hest.

“It istime to reduce the possibility of error,” Leithasaid.



Then she pointed the weapon at Astrud.

That scene, the frozen tableau of players, entered legend, was etched in the circuits of the Rainbow, and
findly emerged in the Song of Earth asthe famous couplet:

“ The one-armed man, the mother and the cat-gir| watched with dread,
As the devil-woman numbered them among the living dead.”

Probably the three humans, a that moment, could not quite believe what was going to happen. All three
had recently witnessed violent death; but that had been perpetrated by a mere animal. Now they were
watching a creature in human guise, a creature who they suspected wasliving on aplane abovethem, a
gresatly superior being one step short of agod.

And yet this goddess of beauty pressed the button on her little machine.
Adtrud glowed briefly, and fell.

“Shewasmad,” said the Dedo. “It’ s difficult to predict what mad people might do. However, normal
humans react very much according to a pattern.”

She watched the door.
It burst open and Raoul entered, wild-eyed and bresthless,

“What' sgoing on here?’ he shouted. “Where smy father?” Then he saw the body on the floor.
“Mother!” He knelt beside her, laid ahand on her cheek, snatched it away and looked up at them. “Who
did this?’

Karinasad, “ Thiswoman did it with that thing she' sholding. Shekilled your father, too.”

There was a gtricken look on Raoul’ s face which changed as they watched. He rose dowly to hisfedt,
gaze fixed on the Dedo.

“Well,” said the Dedo softly, “now | think you' ve served your purpose too, Karina” And she pointed
her weapon at the cat-girl.

“No! Not Karinal”
With ahowl of rage, Raoul flung himself at the Dedo.
As she had known he would....

Shefdl againgt thewall, brought up the weapon and pressed the button. Half ameter from Raoul’ s head
thewall glowed and dribbled lava. As hejerked away, she aimed at Karinaagain. Thistime Raoul threw
abottle which struck the Dedo on the shoulder, and Karinajumped aside as the floor began to glow. The
Dedo recovered, but Raoul had sprung forward again, grasping her wrist. The wegpon discharged a bolt
of light into the ceiling, and timbers cracked and fell, smoking. Raoul, snarling like an animd, jerked at her
arm and felt the bone snap as aribbon of light dashed acrossthe wall.

The Dedo screamed. The weapon dropped to the floor.

Raoul released his grip. The Dedo fdl and began to scrabble for the gun. Even though she knew the
outcome of this struggle, theingtinct of salf-preservation remained. Raoul stepped on the gun. Asthe
Dedo tried to pry it from under hisfoot, he placed histoe squarely on the button.



The Dedo bucked once and lay still, smoking.
For amoment Raoul stood watching her, then his eyes met Karina s and he looked away, embarrassed.

“You did that for me?’ said Karinawonderingly. “Y ou could have been killed yourself, Raoul. Y ou don't
understand just how powerful the Dedo was.”

The Pegman uttered a shaky laugh. “ So much for the Ifalong,” he said.
Karinawas dill watching Raoul increduloudy. “But I'm afdina, Raoul.”
“S0?7" he muttered. “Maybe | just lost my temper. Wouldn't you, if your mother had just been killed?’

He regarded the scene in the cottage; the two bodies on the floor, the Pegman standing white-faced,
Karinawatching him with alook he couldn’t understand, and the handmaiden till standing in the corner,
unmoved by events.

He mumbled something, swung around and | eft.

They’d run out of thingsto say about Time and happentracks and other strangenesses, and the dead
women lay on the other Sde of thewall. Theforest was very ill, and stars were fading with thefirst light
of anew day.

“What are you going to do, Enri?’ Karina asked.

“Oh.... | thought I'd stay in Palhoafor awhile. Corriente has to be looked after.... When she' sfedling
better, I'll take her down to Rangua.”

Karinalooked from him to the motionless handmaiden and her face was suddenly sad. “ Princess Swift
Current....” she murmured, and she remembered how she' d first met thistal, silent woman, out on the
sailway track beyond Rangua, when her leg was broken.It is important that you live , the handmaiden
had said, and she’ d healed her, and saved her life....

She' d done it with asmooth stone.
Karinasad, “Enri, | want to try something.”
She drew aside the handmaiden’ s robe and there, in an inside pocket, was the stone.

Karinatook it and, concentrating, thought: Little Friends, help meif you can. | don’t understand the
use of this stone.

Her fingertipstingled.

Gently, she rubbed the stone over Corriente' sface. A light cameinto Corriente’ s eyes. She twisted away
and mumbled, “ Shetold me never to do that to mysdlf.”

Karinasaid, “ She' sdead, Corriente.” She continued to stroke the burned face.
The Pegman sighed.

The marks of Agni were disappearing, smoothed by the healing action. The puckered scars melted away,
the twisted eydlids were mended, the eyes became amond-shaped and beautiful, the brows and the
hairline grew back.



Thelipssmiled.

Princess Swift Current was back — older, but the Pegman recognized her till, and marvelled. The Little
Friends withdrew, having unblocked certain pathwaysin her mind.

“What.... What' s been happening?’ she asked.

“Do you remember me, Corriente?’ the Pegman asked. Of course, she wouldn't. It was so long ago. So
many things had happened.

She said, “Enri. | wanted you to take me away with you.”
“I didn’'t know....”
“You knew | loved you.”

And now that he had her at last, Enri lost his nerve. She was too beautiful, and he was a one-armed
Pegman. He wasn't worthy. He shrugged, admitting his past foolishness, accepting that it was now too
late. He turned away.

Corriente took hold of him, swung him round and kissed him....

For along time Karina fidgeted nearby, examining the sone wall with embarrassed intensity. True
Humans were the strangest creatures — they behaved like people in legends. At last the couple stepped
gpart. Karinasighed with relief. She' d feared they were going to mate, there and then, and it wouldn’t
have seemed, right for her to watch. Anyone else, but not the Pegman. Needing to change the subject,
she said tentatively:

“The Dedo died very ... eadily, didn't you think, Enri? With al her powers....” Her imagination had
conjured up apicture of the Dedo Stting in the chair by thefire the way she' d first seen her, sitting there
rightnow , on the other sde of the wdll, smiling to hersdlf, having fooled them all.

“She knew Raoul was going to kill her. It wasin the Ifalong. So therewasno point in fighting it. | kind of
think it was all part of her Purposethat she died.”

“Look!” said Corriente. Smoke was puffing from under her door.

They backed off. The smoke thickened, then suddenly the cottage burst into flames. Fingers of fire
reached through the roof into the trees and the dates popped and crackled. The roof collapsed and a
great breath of smoke puffed out of the windows like the exhdation of adying dragon. The door fell
outwards, flaming, and within minutes the cottage was reduced to a smoking shell. So rapid had been the
conflagration that the ferns and mosses growing in and around the walls were barely scorched. Asthe
smoke died, the remains of the cottage seemed to blend back into the forest, giving the impression of an
old rock face scarred by acouple of caves.

In fact, thought Karinain amoment of superdtition,maybe that’swhat it is. ”

It had al happened so unnaturaly fast, as though Starquin had needed to erase something from Time, and
had done it by the most convenient means.

Karinawas about to discuss her new theory with Enri when she saw that he was again occupied with
Corriente, and looked as though he' d rather not be disturbed. She stood quietly for awhile, feding sad;
then at last said diffidently:



“What shdl | do now, Enri?’

The Pegman disentangled himsdlf. “ Are you gtill here, Karina? What are you waiting for? Go and |ook
after Raoul — thisforest isthirsty for blood. I'll see you in Ranguain afew days.”

Karinaflushed. “I don't go nursemaiding True Human brats!”
“But he saved the life of afdinabrat,” said Enri.
“Oh”

“Or did he save the life of agood feinagirl who would be happy to return the favor? He' slost and
unhappy, Karina. Doesit matter that he sa True Human?’

“Hesaved my life....” Karinawasrdiving that fearful moment. “ Do you think I’ ve migudged him, Enri?’
“Go on. Get after him.”

“Thank you, Enri. Thanks for everything.” She threw her arms around his neck, pressed her body against
hisand kissed him long and hard.

Afterwards, the Pegman chuckled ruefully. “ That was every bit asgood as | expected. Will you forgive
me, Corriente?’

Corriente was watching Karinarunning into the jungle. “ She' savery remarkable young woman....”
“Isthere something you' re not telling me?”

“Raoul isn't a True Human, Enri.”

“What!”

“He was brought here from adistant place. He sthefirst natura hybrid of True Human and Specidigt.
According to the Dedo, on certain happentracks he' s capable of fathering children. Thisisthe Dedo’s
Purpose — to create anew line of people. Karina's a descendant of Captain Spring, the tiger-woman
who broughtbor back to Earth. She’ snot afull jaguar-girl a al — hadn’t you noticed? And Raoul — his
children may be able to mate with True Humansor Specidigs”

The Pegman caught aglimpse of the Ifalong. “ That could solve alot of problems.”

“But it sincidenta to the Purpose. In one happentrack of the Ifalong — maybethis happentrack —
Karinaand Raoul will mate and have ason. Thisson will bethefirst of anew line of humanswithbor ,
neither full Specidists nor True Humans but having the best characteristics of both, and capable of
breeding with either.”

“Karinaand Raoul.... | awaysthought there was something specia about her; but him.... | don’t know.
Do you redly think it's going to happen, Corriente?’

Shesad, “I hope so. Leithadied for it. That's quite a sacrifice for someone who's nearly immorta.”

The importance of love.

Therewas no lovein Leitha. Why should there be, when shewas aFinger of Starquin? Heisalone
creature, a being without sex, without even aform.



Y et Leithaunder stood love, and what it meant to humans. And she usad it in bringing Karinaand Raoul
together. She' d learned about it long ago; learned of itsimportance, and the part it had played in
Mankind's progress. She' d known the days of Grestaway travel, when humans flitted among the stars
fagter than light, in insubstantial matricesthey called Invisible Spaceships.

Love played avery big patin Man's Greataway travel, because the ether is delicate and will not readily
accept hogtile vibrations. The Three Madmen of Munich, who planted the Hate Bombs, only succeeded
in entering the Greataway because of a one-in-a-million chance when a Dedo was unluckily absent from
her Rock.

But by the time our story takes place, romantic |ove has become rare. Most Specidists had no need for a
permanent bond between mae and female, and only the True Humans carried on the old traditions— a
little strained in most cases, like Astrud and Tonio. And only afew remote happentracks can tell what
realy happened to Corriente and Enri, when he scooped her into the saddle that distant day in Portina.
Did they, infact, live happily ever after?

There is one exception — a Specialist who was essentia to the Purpose — an animal-person who,
agang dl the odds, knew aromantic attachment. Heis centrd to dl the events of that momentous year,
heisthe reason why Serena, and later Raoul, were trangported to Rangua, yet heisonly briefly
mentioned in the Song of Earth.

HeisEl Tigre, thefierce and gentle man, the only suitable mate for the tiger-woman Serena.
Heisan underestimated lover.
There are othersin the Ifalong more famous.

Thefast and exciting lives of the Dream People in the Domes eft little time for the lingering downess of
love. Just one Dream Person is celébrated for her knowledge of real love — Elizabeth of the Triad, dso
known as the Girl-with-no-Name, from Dome Azul, dong way down the coast. In the same Dome a
Cuidador named Zozulalived; in the Song of Earth heisknown asthe Oldgter.

These two Dome people, they knew love. They discovered it over twenty thousand years after thetime
of our story.

Meanwhile the thread of Karina s descendants continued, and they experienced love too, becausebor
knowsit isessentid to the ultimate survival of asexua species.

The Triad is celebrated in one of the most famous verses of the Song of Earth, beginning:
“ Come, hear about the Trinity of legendary fame.
The Oldster and the Artist and the Girl-with-no-Name.”

Inthe year 143,624 Cyclic the Triad came together, loved, rediscovered the Greataway and went out
there and removed the Hate Bombs by the strength of their love done.

And Starquin wasfree.
The Artist was one Manue, ayoung Wild Human.
Hewas adirect descendant of John, who was born during the year after Leithadied.

Karina saw Raoul on arock at thetop of aridge. He sat dumped, silhouetted against the sky in thewarm



morning sun. Hewas clearly visible to any predator, but didn’t appear to care.
Karinaclimbed up to him.

He heard her coming, jerked around and saw her, and tensed as though about to run. He watched her
with as much nervous uncertainty as he would watch an oncoming jaguar.

“It sdl right,” Karinacalled.

He said nothing as she sat beside him. She’ d washed hersdlf in astream and she was confident that she
looked good. Her hair had dried and it drifted like a bronze cloud beside her head.

“I’'m not going to hurt you,” she said.

“I’'mnot afraid of you!” he said with aflash of spirit. Heforced himsdf to stare at her and suddenly found
that hewas not, in fact, afraid.

“I’'m sorry about your parents, Raoul.”
“Don’t givemethat! | heard you a Torres! You—"

“| wasn't mysdlf a Torres. | didn’t redlize how much the Dedo wasin charge. Sheruled usdl, you know
that? For awhile there, everything we did was dictated by her. Including what your father did.... She
influenced usin lots of little ways— and when that didn’t work, she compelled us.”

“But now she' sdead,” said Raoul.

Karinaremembered how he' d reacted when he' d thought her life wasin danger. She felt awarm glow
spread through her body, dmost darming inits suddenness. “ Y ou killed her, Raoul,” she said softly.
“Youkilled her for me”

“Wdl, | don't know about that....”

“So now she' sdead,” said Karinawith sudden forced gaiety, trying to suppress her growing emotions.
“And now we can do anything welike!” Shewriggled, finding her words had a double meaning— and
gaveinto hersdf, admitting to hersdf what it wasshe would like. Sheleft the rock and the disturbing
proximity of Raoul, and lay on the grass, looking at the sky. It shouldn’t be hurried.

“Tell me about the Dedo,” said Raoul. “I thought she wasjust some girl my father found.”

So Karinaexplained, from her first meeting with the handmaiden to the occasion in the cottage when his
mother had died, just afew hours ago. When she' d finished, Raoul said:

“If shewas so powerful, don’t you think she might have I eft her plans behind her? Set up the Ifalong to
auit hersdf, | mean?’

“I don't care,” said Karina, yawning. The sun was making her drowsy and for amoment she closed her
eyes. Here, on thisridge with Raoul, she had awonderful fegling of isolation and content. The rest of the
world seemed along way off. She stretched, catlike, feding her breasts pressing againgt the tunic and
hoping that Raoul was watching her. She cracked open an eye, and saw that he wasn't.

“I can't see why she had to kill so many people,” said Raoul. “Do you suppose she set up the whole
revolution?’

“| don’t want to talk about the rotten old Dedo.”



“Wall.... What do you want to talk about?’ He sensed an impatience in her tone and hoped she wasn’'t
going to leave.

“Mordecal! Herewe are dl donein the forest and you don’t know what to talk about?’
“My parentshave just died.”

“Wadll, I'm very sorry. But they weren't your redl parents, were they?’

“No. But | loved them, | guess.”

“I know what you mean. My father.... He sthe nicest man | know. And | love my sisters, too. But that's
not the same thing as, well, you know.... A man and awoman. Isit, Raoul?’ She' d propped hersdlf up
on one ebow, looking up into hisface, hoping he could see down the front of her tunic. “Remember a
while back, | rode with you in the sailcar, and you kicked Torch in the pants?’

He grinned suddenly. “I didn’t like him too much.”

“But you likedme .”

Trapped, he admitted, “ Y ou're very pretty.” He could seeright down to her navdl.
“Why did you kick him?Why did you kill the Dedo? It was because of me, wasn't it!”
“Yes” hesad quietly, staring at the distant ocean.

“Wdl, then!”

“Karinag, I...."

“Look at me when you speak to me, Raoul!”

And foolishly, he did. Hefell into the pools of her amber eyes and was caught by the nets of the Little
Friends who waited there. He leaned forward, unable to help himsdlf, and dipped his hand insde her
tunic, stroking the nipple gently, then squeezing the breest.

“Karina.... We redifferent species” he said helplesdy.

Hewas hers, now. She crawled close, put an arm around his neck and pulled him down beside her. She
kissed him long and passionately, as though she'd been doing it dl her life.

“Karina, you're not being fair,” he said, when he had the chance.

“It’ s not supposed to befair. It's supposed to be fun. Come on, Raoul. Show me what you’' re made of.
Show meit wasn't afluke, what you did in the cottage.”

“But killing has nothing to do with thisl” he protested in despair, his hand between her legs, hisfingers
drawing her clothing asde.

“No,” shesad in satisfaction. “It wasn't afluke.”
“But thisis because | want you.”
“That' s good enough for me.”

But not for me, he thought in desolation, as hisbody did just what she wanted it to. This only makes it



worse. Now I’'mtrapped, and I’ [l never, never be free.
“Oh, Raoul....”

Because | love you, Karina. | love you with all of my heart, and you don’t even know what that
means.

Then, for afew blessed moments, al thought stopped....

Later, Karinarolled away and stood. “ Oh, Raoul — that was so good. Every bit as good asthey say it
is”

“Youmean ... younever ...?

“Yes, that wasthefirgt timefor me,” she said happily. “I didn’'t tel you, because | didn’t want you to
think | was, well,amateurish , you know. But you liked it, didn’t you?” Shewasfull of life, full of vitdity
and youth, as though she' d just enjoyed arefreshing swim on ahot day.

Raoul sighed, logt, as he' d known he would be.

Return to Rangua.

Seven dayslater Karinaand Raoul came out of the Jungle and told Captain Guantel ete to take them
back to Rangua.

“I’'m not sure about that.” Palhoa basked in an Indian Summer and the turmoil of Rangua seemed along
way off. “ There' s been no news out of Ranguafor days,” Guantelete said. “God knowswhat’s
happening down there.

“Takeus,” said Karina.

Guantelete grinned suddenly. “If that isyour wish, Karina.” He had his curiosity. Every day he' d climbed
asgna tower and observed the Canton capita for awhile. HE' d seen no sails moving. Thelittle

sgna men were gone from Palhoa; disappeared into the foothills. It was rumored that their Guild had
cdled them off the job dueto violation of their property in Rangua. The hemitrexes stared blindly
downhill. Palhoawas cut off from the rest of the world.

Sometimelater the sailcar rolled to ahat in Rangua station.

Nobody paid any attention to Karinaand Raoul asthey aighted and walked down the main Street. A few
True Humans were about, and fdinasloitered at the cornersin grupos, chattering and idly stropping their
fingernailson the trees.

They found El Tigre ditting aone on atreestump beside the saillway track. “It's good to see you again,
Karina,” he said. “ The Pegman was here afew days ago, with hiswoman. Hetold usthe story. It was
difficult to believe”

“I hope you didn’'t harm him.”

“Nobody’ s been harmed for many days,” said El Tigre. His eyeswere haunted. “Raoul, I'm grateful to
you for saving my daughter’ slife”

“I think I’d do anything for her, El Tigre,” said Raoul.



Karinagave asmug grin, then surprised her father. “We mated, up therein thejungle. Lots of times. It
wasso good.”

El Tigre watched them slently; hiswayward daughter and her True Human lover, and he was sad. It was
apity that such abeautiful thing wouldn’t last. And it was al so pointless anyway, because they were
different species....

He found himself thinking of Serena.

“Who did win the Tortuga Race, anyway?’ Karina s question brought him back to the present.
“Captain Herrero.”

“Oh. What a pity.”

“They flashed the news through just before the sgnamen walked out. I’ d rather not have known. It
seemsthere’ snothing on Earth will sop aman like that from winning.”

Raoul regarded the houses of Rangua: quiet, defeated, in mourning. “If it'sany consolation, | expect
Captain Herrero thinks the same about you, El Tigre.”

Then Teressaand Runaarrived, and the mock-fight finished with the girls a tangled hesp on the ground
while Raoul and El Tigrelooked on tolerantly.

Asthefdinas were dusting themselves off, Raoul asked, “What' s been happening around here, anyway?
| expected to find you dl living in the Pdlace.” And for amoment the memories returned; the house with
itsview over the coastal downs, and hisfather and mother. He could never go back to that house....

“WE ve been betrayed,” said El Tigre. “How can | dedl with the Canton Lord when we can’t put our
own forcesin order?’

“Manoso’ s double-crossed us,” Teressaexplained. “Hetook hisarmy to the delta under ordersto
captureit, but instead he made a dedl with the people there. The bastard. He' s got the cai-men and
Maguinistaand al the Specidists on hisside, and he' s holding the ddlta, the tortuga pens, and al the cars
in there. Now he' sbargaining with usfor terms.”

“He wantsto operate the whole place himsdlf,” said Runa. “He' s set himself up asalittle Lord.”
“We should go right in there and daughter every last one of them!” said Teressa.

El Tigresad, “ There will be no morekilling.”

“You see?’ sad Teressa

“So what dowe do?’ asked Runa. “Just St around here, like we' ve been doing thislast few days? The
feinas are getting restless, | can tell you that, father. People are beginning to ask what the Revolution was
al about. The signalboxes are empty and the cars aren’t running, and the cargoes have al gone bad.
What wasit dl for?’

Karinawas watching her father. “Wasit bad, the fighting?”
“It'll take amiracleto bring felinos and True Humanstogether, after this”

Karinasad, “ There sonly one thing to do. We must capture the Palace and take over the guards. How
can people respect you, father, if you rule them from atreestump?’



“I don’t think we can raise abig enough army to take on the Lord,” said El Tigre. “Our people seem
frightened of the guards.”

“Why do you need an army?’ asked Karing, “when you' ve got us?’
They reached the Palace ground undetected and paused under cover of a dense thicket.
“Where arethe guards?” whispered Karina

“I think | saw somebody at the window,” said Raoul. He held hisfather’ s crossbow, a bolt already
loaded.

“Sowhat now?’ asked El Tigre. “As soon aswe leave the bush, they’ |l see us.” He'd madeit clear he
had little heart for the fight. For him, the Revolution had died during that first night in Rangua Town.

“Too bad,” said Karina. “Come on, Raoul.”

And she stepped into the open, and walked boldly across the grass towards the Palace doors. Raoul
walked beside her, the crossbow held loosdly but ready.

The guards met them inside the entrance. Karina pushed the door open and strode into the vast, dim
hall — then quickly dropped into afighting crouch. Raoul did likewise, svinging the crossbow in an arc.

El Tigre, following up, murmured, “Mordecai....”

There were over thirty guards standing around the walls. They carried no wegpons— they didn’t need
them. Thelr strength and sze was intimidating enough. They stood with their arms folded acrosstheir
chests, watching the small band silently.

“Comeon, you bastards....” said Karinasoftly. “Comeon....”

Teressa began to creep towards the nearest guard, her lips drawn back. “I’m going to kill you,” she said.
The guard made no move.

“Wait, Teressal” Raoul said suddenly.

“Huh?" Surprised, she glanced over her shoulder. “No True Human brat tells me what — oh!” The guard
had stepped forward, pinning her asamsto her sdes. He lifted her and she hung kicking, snarling with
frugtration.

Raoul said, “Take usto the Lord.”

“TheLordisgone”

“Gone? Where?”

“We don't know. He' sleft the Palace and won't be back.”

The guard released Teressa and she dropped to her feet. “ Scared, huh?’ she said triumphantly. “The
Lord got scared of us, and heran out. We ve won, father!”

El Tigreremained slent and thoughtful.
“Who'sin charge, then?” asked Raoul.

“Nobody. We await your orders.”



“Ourorders?’ Runa s gaze ran along the row of guardsin delighted surprise. *'Y ou mean you' reour
guards now?’

The guard permitted himsdf afaint smile. “We answer to Karinaand Raoul. They’ rethe new Lords.”

“Why them?’ asked Teressain aggrieved tones. “They’ re not in charge here. El Tigreis. Besides, Raoul
hereisa True Human!” She spat out the words with the utmost distaste.

“Ask yoursdf, cat-girl,” said the guard. “Will the Canton accept asingle Lord from asingle species?
Can't you see the wisdom in setting up this couple asjoint Lords— a True Human and a Specidist?’

El Tigresmiled for thefirst timein days. “That makesahdl of alot of senseto me. What do you think,
Karing?’

She nodded, wordless, feding Raoul squeeze her hand.

El Tigre continued. “We have other problems besides True Humans. Manoso, for instance. Do you have
any ideas about him, short of annihilation, of course? We re through with war.”

“Negotiate with him. Treat him the way he wantsto be treated — as an independent ruler. After all —
he' s aready done what you were trying to do, El Tigre. HE sunited True Humans and Specidistsina
single purpose. If the purpose is to make money, isthat bad? He seeks power through commerce, and
you seek power through conquest. Is either way more right than the other?”

El Tigre shook hishead slently.

“Go and organize Rangua, El Tigre. Share the work and the rewards equaly between Specidists and
True Humans. At the same time work towards restoring good rel ations between Rangua and the other
Cantons— they’ re going to be suspicious of the change, for awhile. It' s not going to be easy, but you
candoit.

“Meanwhile Karinaand Raoul will rule from the Pdace. Ogtensibly you'll be working under their orders,
but their main purpose will be to serve as figureheads — a united couple for the Canton to look up to.
Proof that different human species can live together, and more.”

Now El Tigrelaughed. “Karinaafigurehead? !’ |l believe that when it happens.”

L ooking much happier, he ran his hand through his daughter’ s hair, saw Serenain her eyes again, glanced
curioudy at Raoul asthough he was half-remembering something, gathered Teressaand Runaaround him
and st off back to Rangua Town, to begin the rebuilding.

Epilogue

There never had been aLord of Rangua, of course. The Lord had always been whichever Us Ursa
choseto St behind the opaescent screen. They took it in turns. In their grim, thoughtful way it amused
them to think that True Humanswere, after al, ruled by Specidids.

And the Us Ursawanted no trouble. Power, yes, that wastheir birthright. But trouble meant danger, and
danger was againgt their creed.

S0, inthe name of peace, they shared their power with Karinaand Raoul for awhile. Meanwhile El Tigre
worked hard in Rangua, a deal was concluded with Manoso, the impounded sailcars were released, and
trade was resumed with the southern Cantons with every sign of aboom in prospect.



The Johnathan Y ears, as the subsequent Age was called, marked the beginning of the end of thereligious
movement inspired by the Kikihuahua Examples. Under the crafty guidance of Manoso, metd artifacts
began to come out of the delta and were accepted into genera use. More sailcars of theRayo type were
built. Felino objectionsto these cars were overcome by allowing increased Specidist participation in
sailway operations, and in due course the example of Rangua Canton was followed al down the coast.

Another change was triggered by Manoso. He took charge of tortuga production, making no secret of
the fact that the crestures were animals, and that True Humans had therefore been esting mest for along
time. And s0 another Example collgpsed, the felinas began to hunt their food again, and the tumps could
safely become extinct — which they did, on that happentrack, athousand years later.

History, as recorded by the Rainbow, does not relate what happened to the Us Ursa. A little-known
stanza of the Song of Earth speaks of asmal but powerful tribe of huge Speciaistswho, in later years,
inhabited a certain valey of lakes once rumored to be the haunt of abruja . If thistribe was the Us Ursa,
they could be there ill. It isequally possible that they discovered the workings of the Rock, and, one
day after the Triad had removed the Hate Bombs, took off into the Greataway in search of new worlds.

Early in the following summer Karinawent to see her father. By that time the Canton had settled down
and he was chief of the Town Elders.

“I'm pregnant,” shetold him.

He had aged, thislast few months. He walked alittle more dowly, stood alittle lesstall. He spoke more
carefully, weighing each word, the memory of the Massacre of Rangua still burning in hismind. Torch
now handled alot of hiswork — in addition to squiring Teressaand Runa.

“I don’'t see how you can be,” said El Tigre, but his eyestold him she was.

She laughed shakily. “Neither doll....” She glanced down at hersdlf, gulped, then burst into tears.
“Father, I'm soscared! What kind of thingsam | carrying?What ’ sin there?”

Helaid ahuge arm around her. “1t’s not like my girl to be frightened.”

“I never used to be, before,” she sobbed. “Whenever | was frightened or hurt, | used to be ableto ...
kind of concentrate, and | could make it go away. | used to cdl the thingsthat helped me my Little
Friends. | never told anyone about them.”

El Tigre seyeswere far away, remembering. “ Serena ... your mother. Nothing could hurt her —
until....” Until afew months before she died.

“Fether, my Little Friends have gone, now. I'm scared the things inside me have killed them!”

“Don’'t beridiculous, Karina.” He spoke firmly, masking hislove. It wasthe only way. “ They'rejust
babies, your fird. It'snatura for you to be nervous.”

“I'm going away. | want to do thisby mysdlf.”
“That’' sthe usud way.”

“I ... 1 may not come back.”

“I'll be very sorry if you don't. And so will Raoul.”

“Reoul?’



“Wadl, youare.... | mean, | thought....”

“Only True Humans stick around one another afterwards, father.” Her voice was brittle. “Raoul and |
have stayed together for the good of the Canton, but now we do it the felino way. I’ d have thought you' d
understand that, of al people.”

And El Tigre made his confesson.
“I’ve never stopped loving your mother, Karina.”
Karinabore John by the shores of Lake Da Gueria

It was adifficult birth because he was s0 big. Karinalay on the pebbles at the water’ s edge, mewing with
pain. She was aone, gpart from a guanaco who watched her with supercilious eyes, chewing. John was
born, and Karinabit the cord, and the pain subsided to an ache. There were no others; John wasthe
only baby and Karinainspected him closdly for strangenesses, but he seemed norma enough.

Karinarested.

Later that day, feeling better, she bathed John in the warm waters of Lake Da Gueriaand wrapped him
in asoft blanket, and held him againgt her. The low sunlight danted past her, casting long shadows and
illuminating the distant sail of acar beating down the coast. Shelay back in some contentment, listening to
the ripples spending themsalves on the lake shore.

John made a sound.

Karinajerked; she' d been dozing. The guanaco had wandered away.

John looked at Karinadirectly, his eyesfocussed in away that babies eyes never do. He amiled.
And something inthoseeyes said,| "m hungry.

“Hdlo, Little Friends,” said Karinahappily, and held John to her breast. He was afine, strong boy.

Shefound hersdlf looking forward to showing him to Raoul.
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