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Introduction

Thinking about this early novel after alapse of years, | believe | can seewhat itswellsprings are. They
include the old pulp conventions of storytelling and adesire to change or, at any rate, spoof these:
Fagaff, Long John Silver, and other amiable literary rogues, aswell asafew red figuresfrom the
Renaissance: L. Sprague de Camp's unigque combination of humor and adventure: above dl, Hal
Clement'smarveloudy detailed and believablefictiona worlds. | do not say that The Man Who Counts
matches any of itsingpirers. Certainly | would writeit abit differently today. Y et it does represent my first
serious venture into planet-building and the first full-scale gppearance of Nicholasvan Rijn. Thus| remain
fond of it.

After being seridized in Astounding (today's Analog) it had a paperback edition. The latter was
badly copy-edited and saddled with the ludicroustitle War of the Wing-Men. | am happy that now, at
last, the proper text and name can be restored.

Planet-building is one of the joyous arts, if you have that sort of mind. The object isto construct a
grange world which is at the same time wholly congstent, not only with itsalf but with what science
knows of such matters. Any extra-scientific assumptions you make for story purposes—e.g.,
faster-than-light travel—should not be necessary to theworld itsdlf. So, taking astar of agiven mass, you
caculate how luminousit must be, how long the year isof aplanet in agiven orbit around it, how much
irradiation that planet gets, and severad morethings. (Of course. | smplify here, since you ought dso to
take account of the star's age, its chemical compostion, etc.) Theseresultswill be basicdly influentia on
surface fegtures of the planet, kind of lifeit bears, evolution of that life, and so on endlesdy. Thereisno
rigid determinism: at any given stage, many different possibilities open up. However, those which you
choose will intheir turn become significant parameters at the next stage ... until a last, perhaps, you get
down to the odor of aflower and what it meansto an dienindividuad.

Because science will never know everything, you are alowed reasonable guesses where calculation
breaks down. Nonethel ess—quite gpart from flaws which sharp-eyed readers may discover in your facts
or logic—you can be pretty surethat eventudly science will make discoveries which cast doubt, to say
the very least, on various of your assumptions. History will have moved on, too, in directions you had not
foreseen for your imaginary future. Y ou areinvited to play what Clement cdls "the game"’ with this
unrevised text of mine.

| was saved from making one grievous error, by my wife. Looking over my proposed life cycle of the
Diomedeans, she exclamed, "Hey, wait, you have the femal es flying thousands of miles each year while
they're the equivalent of seven months pregnant. It can't be done. | know." | deferred to the voice of
experience and redesigned. As| have remarked el sewhere, planet-building ought to be good therapy for
the kind of mental patient who believes he's God.

Despite the hazards, I've come back to it again and again, dways hoping that readers will share some
of the pleasure therein.

—Poul Anderson



Grand Admiral Syranaxhyr Urnan, hereditary Commander-in-Chief of the Fleet of Drak’ho, Fisher of
the Western Seas, Leader in Sacrifice, and Oracle of the Lodestar, spread his wings and brought them
together again in an astonished thunderclap. For amoment, it snowed papers from his desk.

"No!" hesad. "Impossible! There's some mistake.”

"Asmy Admira willsit," Chief Executive Officer Delp hyr Orikan bowed sarcadtically. " The scouts
saw nothing."

Anger crossed the face of Captain T'heonax hyr Urnan, son of the Grand Admira and therefore heir
gpparent. His upper lip rose until the canine tushes showed, awhite flash against the dark muzzle.

"We have no time to waste on your insolence, Executive Delp,” he said coldly. "1 would advise my
father to dispense with an officer who has no more respect.”

Under the embroidered cross-belts of office Delp's big frame tautened. Captain T'heonax glided one
step toward him. Tails curled back and wings spread, ingtinctive readiness for battle, until the room was
full of their bodies and their hate. With a cal culation which made it seem accidental, T'heonax dropped a
hand to the obsidian rake at hiswaist. Delp's yellow eyes blazed and hisfingers clamped on hisown
tomahawk.

Admird Syranax'stail struck thefloor. It waslike afire-bomb going off. The two young nobles
jerked, remembered where they were, and dowly, muscle by muscle laying itsdlf back to rest under the
deek brown fur, they relaxed.

"Enough!™ snapped Syranax. "Delp, your tongue will flgp you into trouble yet. T'heonax, 1've grown
bored with your spite. Y ou'll have your chance to ded with persona enemies, when | am fish food.
Meanwhile, spare me my few able officerd™

It was afirmer speech than anyone had heard from him for along time. His son and his subordinate
recdled that this grizzled, dim-eyed, rheumatic creature had once been the conqueror of the Maion
Navy—a thousand wings of enemy leaders had rattled gridy from the mastheads—and was till their
chief in thewar against the FHlock. They assumed the dl-fours crouch of respect and waited for himto
continue.

"Don't takeme so literdly, Delp,” said the admira in amilder tone. He reached to the rack above his
desk and got down along-stemmed pipe and began stuffing it with flakes of dried seadrissfrom the
pouch a hiswaist. Meanwhile, his fiff old body fitted itself more comfortable into the wood-and-leather
seet. "l was quite surprised, of course, but | assume that our scouts still know how to use atelescope.
Describe to me again exactly what happened.”

"A patrol was on routine reconnaissance about 30 obdisai north-north-west of here,” said Delp with
care. "That would bein the generd areaof theidand called ... | can't pronounce that heathenish local
name, Sr; it means Banners Hew."

"Yes, yes," nodded Syranax. "l have looked at amap now and then, you know."

T'heonax grinned. Delp was no courtier. That was Delp'strouble. His grandfather had been amere
Sail-maker, hisfather never advanced beyond the captaincy of asingleraft. That was after the family had
been ennobled for heroic service at the Battle of Xaritha, of course—but they had still been very minor
peers, atarry-handed lot barely one cut above their own crew-folk.

"Syranax, the Flegt's embodied response to these grim days of hunger and uprooting, had chosen
officers on abasis of demonsirated ability, and nothing else. Thusit wasthat smple Delp hyr Orikan had
been catapulted in afew yearsto the second highest post in Drak’ho. Which had not taken the rough
edges off his education, or taught him how to dedl with real nobles.



If Delp was popular with the common sailors, hewas al the more didiked by many aristocrats—a
parvenu, aboor, with the nerve to wed a sa Axollon! Once the old admira's protecting wings were
folded in desth—

T'heonax savored in advance what would happen to Delp hyr Orikan. 1t would be easy enough to
find some nomind charge.

The executive gulped. "Sorry, dir,” hemumbled. "I didn't mean ... weredtill so new to thiswhole
sea ... well. The scouts saw this drifting object. It waslike nothing ever heard of before. A pair of 'em
flew back to report and ask for advice. | went to look for mysdlf. Sir, it'strue!™

"A floating object—six times aslong as our longest canoe—likeice, and yet not likeice—" The
admira shook his gray-furred head. Sowly, he put dry tinder in the bottom of hisfiremaker. But it was
with needless violence that he drove the piston down into the little hardwood cylinder. Removing the rod
again, hetilted fire out into the bowl of his pipe, and drew deeply.

"The most highly polished rock crystal might look a bit like that stuff, Sir,” offered Delp. "But not so
bright. Not with such a shimmer."

"And there are animals scurrying about on it?"

"Three of them, sir. About our sSize, or alittle bigger, but winglessand talless. Y et not just animas
ether ... I think ... they seem to wear clothesand—I don't think the shining thing was ever intended asa
boat, though. It rides abominably, and appears to be sttling.”

"If it's not a boat, and not alog washed off some beach,” said T'heonax "then where, pray tell, isit
from? The Deegps?’

"Hardly, captain,” said Delpirritably. "If that were S0, the creatures on it would be fish or sea
mammals or—well, adapted for swimming, anyway. They're not. They look like typicd flightlessland
forms, except for having only four limbs."

"So they fdl from the sky, | presume?’ sneered T'heonax.

"l wouldn't be a adl surprised,” said Delp in avery low voice. "Thereisn't any other direction left.”
T'heonax sat up on his haunches, mouth falling open. But hisfather only nodded.

"Very good,"” murmured Syranax. "'I'm pleased to see alittle imagination around here.”

"But where did they fly from?" exploded T'heonax.

"Perhaps our enemies of Lannach would have some account of it" said the admird. "They cover a
great dedl more of the world every year than we do in many generations, they meet ahundred other
barbarian flocks down in the tropics, and exchange news."

"And femaes" said T'heonax. He spokein that mixture of primly disgpproving voice and lickerish
overtones with which the entire Fleet regarded the habits of the migrators.

"Never mind that," snapped Delp.
T'heonax bristled. ™Y ou deckswabber's whelp, do you dare—"
"Shut up!" roared Syranax.

After apause, hewent on: "I'll have inquiries made among our prisoners. Meanwhile we had better
send afast canoeto pick up these beings before that object they're on founders.”

"They may be dangerous,”" warned T'heonax.

"Exactly,” sad hisfather. "If S0, they're better in our handsthan if, say, the Lannach’honai should find
them and make an dliance. Delp, take the Nemnis, with ardiable crew, and crowd sail on her. And
bring dong that fellow we captured from Lannach, what's his name, the professiond linguist—"

"Tolk?" The executive sumbled over the unfamiliar pronunciation.



"Y es. Maybe he can talk to them. Send scouts back to report to me, but stand well off the main Fleet
until you're sure that the creatures are harmlessto us. Alsottill I've dlayed whatever supertitiousfears
about sea demonsthere are in the lower classes. Be politeif you can, get rough if you must. We can
always apologize later ... or toss the bodies overboard. Now, jump!”

Delp jumped.

Deolationwdled himin.

Even from thislow, on theralling, pitching hull of the murdered skycruiser, Eric Wace could seean
immengty of horizon. He thought that the sheer size of that ring, where frost-pae heaven met the gray
which was cloud and storm-scud and great marching waves, was enough to terrify aman. The likelihood
of death had been faced before, on Earth, by many of hisforebears; but Earth's horizon was not so
remote.

Never mind that he was a hundred-odd light-years from his own sun. Such distances were too big to
be understood: they became mere numbers, and did not frighten one who reckoned the pseudo-speed of
a secondary-drive spaceship in parsecs per week.

Even the ten thousand kilometers of open ocean to thisworld'slone human settlement, the trading
post, was only another number. Later, if helived, Wace would spend an agonized time wondering how
to get amessage across that emptiness, but at present he was too occupied with keeping alive.

But the breadth of the planet was something he could see. It had not struck him before, in his
eighteen-month stay; but then he had been insulated, psychologically aswell as physicaly, by an
unconquerable machine technology. Now he stood alone on asinking vessdl, and it wastwice asfar to
look across chill wavesto the world'srim asit had been on Earth.

The skycruiser rolled under a savage impact. Wace lost his footing and dipped across curved meta
plates. Frantic, he clawed for the light cable which lashed cases of food to the navigation turret. If he
went over the side, his boots and clotheswould pull him under like astone. He caught it in time and
strained to a halt.. The disappointed wave dapped hisface, awet sat hand.

Shaking with cold, Wace finished tucking the last box into place and crawled back toward the entry
hatch. It was amiserable little emergency door, but the glazed promenade deck, on which his passengers
had strolled while the cruiser's gravbeams bore her through the sky, was awash, its ornate bronze portal
submerged.

Water had filled the smashed engine compartment when they ditched. Since then it had been seeping
around twisted bulkheads and strained hull plates, until the whole thing was about ready for alast long
dive to the sea bottom.

Wind passed icy fingers through his drenched hair and tried to hold open the hatch when he wanted
to closeit after him. He had astruggle againgt the gale ... Gale?Hell, no! 1t had only the velocity of a
gtiffish breeze—but with six times the atmospheric pressure of Earth behind it, that breeze struck likea
Terregtriad storm. Damn PLC 298716511! Damn the PL itsalf, and damn Nicholas van Rijn, and most
particularly damn Eric Wace for being fool enough to work for the Company!

Briefly, while he fought the hatch, Wace looked out over the coaming asif to find rescue. He
glimpsed only areddish sun, and great cloud-banks dirty with storm in the north, and afew speckswhich
were probably natives.

Satan fry those natives on adow griddle, that they did not cometo help! Or at least go decently away
while the humans drowned, instead of hanging up there in the sky to gloat!

"Isdl inorder?’



Wace closed the hatch, dogged it fast, and came down the ladder. At itsfoot, he had to brace himsdlf
againg the heavy rolling. He could still hear waves begt on the hull, and the wind-yowl.

"Yes my lady,” hesad. "Asmuch asit'll ever be"

"Which isn't much, not?' Lady Sandra Tamarin played her flashlight over him. Behind it, she was only
another shadow in the darkness of the dead vessel. "But you look a saturated rat, my friend. Come, we
have a |least fresh clothesfor you."

Wace nodded and shrugged out of hiswet jacket and kicked off the squelching boots. He would
have frozen up there without them—it couldn't be over five degrees C—but they seemed to have blotted
up haf the ocean. Histeeth clapped in his head as he followed her down the corridor.

Hewas atdl young man of North American stock, ruddy-haired, blue-eyed, with bluntly squared-off
features above awe l-muscled body. He had begun as a warehouse apprentice at the age of twelve,
back on Earth, and now he was the Solar Spice & Liquors Company's factor for the entire planet known
as Diomedes. It wasn't exactly ameteoric risse—Van Rijn's policy was to promote according to results,
which meant that aquick mind, aquick gun, and an eyefirmly held to the main chance were favored. But
it had been agood solid career, with afuture of posts on lessisolated and unpleasant worlds, ultimately
an executive position back Home and—and what was the use, if dien waterswereto eat himin afew
hours more?

At the end of the hal, where the navigation turret poked up, there was again the angry copper
sunlight, low in the wan smoky-clouded sky, south of west as day declined. Lady Sandra snapped off her
torch and pointed to a coverdl laid out on the desk. Beside it were the outer garments, quilted, hooded,
and gloved, he would need before venturing out again into the pre-equinoctia springtime. "'Put on
everything," she said. "Once the boat starts going down, we will haveto leavein amost horrible hurry."

"Where's Freeman van Rijn?" asked Wace.

"Making some last-minute work on the raft. That one is ahandy man with the tools, not? But then, he
was once acommon spacehand.”

Wace shrugged and waited for her to leave.

"Change, | told you," she said.

"But—"

"Oh." A thin smile crossed her face. "1 thought not there was a nudity taboo on Earth.”

"Wl ... not exactly, | guess, my lady ... but after dl, you'reanoble born, and I'm only atrader—"

"From republican planets like Earth come the worst snobs of dl," she said. "Herewe aredl human
beings. Quickly, now, change. | shall turn my back if you desire.”

Wace scrambled into the outfit asfast as possible. Her mirth was an unexpected comfort to him. He
considered what luck always appeared to befal that potbellied old goat Van Rijn.

It wasnt right!

The colonigts of Hermes had been, mostly, abig fair stock, and their descendants had bred true:
especially the aristocrats, after Hermes set up as an autonomous grand duchy during the Breskup. Lady
Sandra Tamarin was nearly astal as he, and shapeesswinter clothing did not entirdly hide the lithe full
femaeness of her. She had aface too strong to be pretty—wide forehead, wide mouth, snub nose, high
cheekbones—but the large smoky-lashed green eyes, under heavy dark brows, were the most beautiful
Wace had ever seen. Her hair was long, Straight, ash-blond, pulled into aknot at the moment but he had
seen it floating free under a coronet by candldight—

"Areyou quite through, Freeman Wace?'

"Oh ... I'msorry, my lady. | got to thinking. Just amoment!" He pulled on the padded tunic, but left it
unzipped. There was ill some human warmth lingering in the hull. "Y es. | beg your pardon.”



"Itisnothing." Sheturned about. In the little Space avail able, their forms brushed together. Her gaze
went out to the sky. "Those natives, arethey up there yet?'

"l imagine so, my lady. Too high for meto be sure, but they can go up severa kilometerswith no
troubleat dl."

"l have wondered, Trader, but got no chance to ask. | thought not there could be aflying anima the
sze of aman, and yet these Diomedeans have asix-meter span of bat wings. How?'

"At atimelike this you ask?"

She smiled. "We only wait now for Freeman van Rijn. What else shal we do but talk of curious
"We... hdphim ... finish tha raft soon or well dl go under!”

"Hetold me he hasjust batteries enough for one cutting torch, so anyone eseisonly intheway.
Please continue talking. The high-born of Hermes have their customs and taboos, also for the correct
way to die. What eseisman, if not aset of customs and taboos?' Her husky voice was light, she smiled
alittle, but he wondered how much of it was an act.

He wanted to say: We're down in the ocean of aplanet whoselifeispoisonto us. Thereisanidand a
few score kilometers hence, but we only know its direction vaguely. We may or may not complete araft
intime, patched together out of old fuel drums, and we may or may not get our human-type rations
loaded onit intime, and it may or may not westher the storm brewing there in the north. Those were
natives who swooped low above us afew hours ago, but since then they haveignored us ... or watched
us... anything except offer help.

Someone hates you or old Van Rijn, he wanted to say. Not me, I'm not important enough to hate.
But Van Rijnisthe Solar Spice & Liquors Company, which isagreat power in the Polesotechnic
League, whichis the great power in the known galaxy. And you are the Lady Sandra Tamarin, heiressto
the throne of an entire planet, if you live; and you have turned down many offers of marriage fromiits
decaying, inbred aristocracy, publicly preferring to look el sewherefor afather for your children, that the
next Grand Duke of Hermes may be aman and not a giggling clothes horse; so no few courtiers must
dread your accession.

Oh, yes, hewanted to say, there are plenty of people who would gain if either Nicholas van Rijn or
Sandra Tamarin failed to come back. It was a caculated gdlantry for him to offer you alift in his private
ship, from Antares where you met, back to Earth, with stopovers at interesting points aong the way. At
the very least, he can look for trade concessionsin the Duchy. At best ... no, hardly aforma dliance;
thereéstoo much hdl in him; even you—most strong and fair and innocent—would never let him plant
himself on the High Sest of your fathers.

But | wander from the subject, my dear, he wanted to say; and the subject is, that someonein the
spaceship's crew was bribed. The scheme was well-hatched; the someone watched his chance. It came
when you landed on Diomedes, to seewhat aredly new raw planet islike, a planet where even the main
continental outlines have scarcely been mapped, in the merefive yearsthat aspoonful of men have been
here. The chance came when | wastold to ferry you and my evil old boss to those sheer mountains,
halfway around this world, which have been noted as spectacular scenery. A bomb inthe main
generator ... adain crew, engineers and stewards gone in the blast, my co-pilot's skull broken when we
ditched in the seg, theradio shattered ... and the last wreckage is going to sink long before they begin to
worry a Thursday Landing and come in search of us and assuming we survive, isthere the dightest
noticeable chance that afew skyboats, cruisng anearly unmapped world twice the sze of Earth, will
happen to see three human flyspecks on it?

Therefore, he wanted to say, sinceal our schemings and posturings have brought us merely to this, it
would bewell to forget them in what small time remains, and kiss meinstead.

But histhroat clogged up on him, and he said none of it.



"S0?" A note of impatience entered her voice. "Y ou are very silent, Freeman Wace."

"I'm sorry, my lady," he mumbled. "I'm afraid I'm no good at making conversation under ... uh, these
circumstances.”

"I regret | have not qudificationsto offer to you the consolations of rdigion,” she said with a hurtful
scorn.

A long gray-bearded comber went over the deck outside and climbed the turret. They felt stedl and
plastic tremble under the blow. For amoment, as water sheeted, they stood in ablind roaring dark.

Then, asit cleared, and Wace saw how much farther down the wreck had burrowed, and wondered
if they would even be ableto get Van Rijn'sraft out through the submerged cargo hatch, therewasa
whiteness that snatched at hiseye.

Firs hedidn't bdieveit, and then he wouldn't believe because he dared not, and then he could no
longer deny it.

"Lady Sandra." He spoke with immense care; he must not scream his news at her like any low-born
Terredrid.

"Yes?' Shedid not look away from her smoldering contemplation of the northern horizon, empty of
al but clouds and lightning.

"There, my lady. Roughly south-eadt, I'd guess sails, beating up-wind."
"What?" It wasashriek from her. Somehow, that made Wace laugh aoud.
"A boat of somekind," he pointed. "Coming thisway."

"l didn't know the nativeswere sailors,”" she said, very softly.

"They aren't, my lady—around Thursday Landing,”" hereplied. "But thisisabig planet. Roughly four
timesthe surface area of Earth, and we only know asmal part of one continent.”

"Then you know not what they arelike, these sailors?!
"My lady, | have noidea."

Nicholas van Rijn came puffing up the companion-way at their shout. " Death and damnation!™ he
roared. "A boat, do you say, ja? Better for youitisashark, if you are mistaken. By damn!" He ssumped
into the turret and glared out through st encrusted plastic. The light was dimming as the sun went lower
and the approaching storm clouds swept acrossits ruddy face. "So! Whereisit, this pestilentia boat?"

"There, 9r," said Wace. "That schooner—"

"Schooner! Schnork! Powder and balls, you cement head, that isayawl rig ... no, wait, by damn,
thereisafurled square sail on the mainmast too, and, yes, an outrigger—Ja, the way she handles, she
must have aregular rudder—Good saints help us! A bloody-be-damned-to-blazes dugout!™

"What else do you expect, on a planet without metals?' said Wace. His nerves were worn too thin for
him to remember the deference due amerchant prince.

"Hm-m-m ... coracles, maybe so, or rafts or catamarans—Quick, dry clothes! Too cold it isfor
brass monkeys!"

Wace grew aware that Van Rijn was standing in apuddle, and that bitter sea water streamed from his
waist and legs. The storeroom where he had been at work must have been awash fo—for hours!

"l know wherethey are, Nicholas." Sandraloped off down the corridor. It danted more ominousy
every minute, as the sea pushed in through aruined stern.



Wace helped his chief off with the sopping coveral. Naked, Van Rijn suggested ... what was that
extinct gpe? ... agorilla, two meterstal, hairy and huge-bellied, with shoulderslike abrick warehouse,
loudly bawling hisindignation at the cold and the damp and the downess of assistants. But rings flashed
on thethick fingers and bracelets on the wrigts, and alittle &t. Dismas medal swung from hisneck. Unlike
Wace, who found acrew cut and a clean shave more practica, Van Rijn let his oily black locks hang
curled and perfumed in the latest mode, flaunted a goatee on histriple chin and intimidating waxed
mustaches beneath the great hook nose.

He rummaged in the navigator's cabinet, wheezing, till he found abottle of rum. "Ahhh! | knew | had
the devil-begotten thing stowed somewhere." He put it to his frogmouth and tossed off severd shotsat a
gulp. "Good! Fine! Now maybe we can begin to be like sdf-respectful humans once more, nie?"

He turned about, mgjestic and globular as a planet, when Sandra came back. The only clothes she
could find to fit him were his own, a peacock outfit of lace-trimmed shirt, embroidered waistcoat,
shimmersilk culottes and stockings, gilt shoes, plumed hat, and holstered blaster.

"Thank you," he said curtly. "Now, Wace, while dress, in the lounge you will find abox of Perfectos
and one small bottle applgack. Please to fetch them, then we go outside and meet our hosts.”

"Holy . Peter!" cried Wace. "The lounge is under weter!"

"Ah?" Van Rijn sighed, woebegone. "Then you need only get the gpplgack. Quick, now!" He
snapped hisfingers.

Wace sad hagtily: "Notime, Sr. | fill haveto round up the last of our ammunition. Those natives
could be hodtile.”

"If they have heard of us, possible so," agreed Van Rijn. He began donning his natural-silk
underwear. "Brrr! Fivethousand candles| would giveto be back in my officein Jakartal”

"To what saint do you make the offer?" asked Lady Sandra.
"St. Nicholas, naturd—my namesake, patron of wanderers and—"
"S. Nicholas had best get it inwriting,” she said.

Van Rijn purpled; but one does not talk back to the heiress gpparent of a nation with important trade
concessionsto offer. He took it out by screaming abuse after the departing Wace.

It was some time before they were outside; Van Rijn got stuck in the emergency hatch and required
pushing, while his anguished basso obscenities drowned the nearing thunder. Diomedes period of
rotation was only twelve and ahdf hours, and thislatitude, thirty degrees north, was ill on the winter
sde of equinox; so the sun was toppling seaward with dreadful speed. They clung to the lashings and let
the wind claw them and the waves burst over them. There was nothing €l se they could do.

"Itisno placefor apoor old fat man,” snuffed Van Rijn. The ga e ripped the words from him and
flung them tattered over therising seas. His shoulder-length curls flapped like forlorn pennons. "Better |
should have stayed at homein Javawhereitiswarm, not lost my last few pitiful yearsout here.”

Wace drained his eyesinto the gloom. The dugout had come near. Even alandlubber like himself
could gppreciate the skill of its crew, and Van Rijn wasloud in his praises. "I nominate him for the Sunda
Y acht Club, by damn, yes, and enter him in the next regatta and make bets!"

It was abig craft, more than thirty meterslong, with an elaborate stempost, but dwarfed by the
reckless spread of its blue-dyed sails. Out-rigger or no, Wace expected it to capsize any moment. Of
course, aflying species had lessto worry about if that should happen than—

"The Diomedeans." Sandrastone was quiet in hisear, under shrill wind and booming waters. "Y ou
have dealt with them for ayear and ahdf, not? What can we await for from them?”

Wace shrugged. "What could we expect from any random tribe of humans, back in the Stone Age?
They might be poets, or cannibds, or both. All 1 know isthe Tyrlanian Fock, who are migratory hunters.



They aways stick by the letter of their lawv—not quite so scrupulous about its spirit, of course, but on the
whole a decent tribe."

"Y ou peek their language?’

"Aswel as my human paate and Techno-Terrestrial culture permit meto, my lady. | don't pretend to
understand al their concepts, but we get long—" The broken hull lurched. He heard some abused wall
rend, and the inward pouring of still more sea, and felt the duggishness grow benegath hisfeet. Sandra
stumbled against him. He saw that the spray was freezing in her brows.

"That does not mean I'll understand the local language” hefinished. "Were farther from Tyrlan than
Europe from China."

The canoe was aimost on them now. None too soon: the wreck was due to dive any minute. It came
about, the sailsrattled down, a sea anchor was thrown and brawny arms dug paddiesinto the water.
Swiftly, then, a Diomedean flapped over with arope. Two others hovered close, obvioudy as guards.
Thefirst one landed and stared at the humans.

Tyrlan being farther north, itsinhabitants had not yet returned from the tropics and thiswas the first
Diomedean Sandra had encountered. She was too wet, cold, and weary to enjoy the unhuman grace of
his movements, but shelooked very close. She might have to dwell with thisrace along time, if they did
not murder her.

He wasthe size of asmdlish man, plusathick meter-long tail ending in afleshy rudder and the
tremendous chiroptera wingsfolded along his back. His armswere set below the wings, near the middle
of adeek otterlike body, and |ooked startlingly human, down to the muscular five-fingered hands. The
legswere lessfamiliar, bending backward from four-taloned feet which might amost have belonged to
some bird of prey. The head, at the end of aneck that would have been twice too long on ahuman, was
round, with ahigh forehead, yellow eyeswith nictitating membranes under heavy brow ridgesa
blunt-muzzled black-nosed face with short cat-whiskers, abig mouth and the bear-like teeth of a
flesheater turned omnivore. There were no external ears, but acrest of muscle on the head helped control
flight. Short, soft brown fur covered him; he was plainly amae mammdl.

He wore two beltslooped around his"shoulders," athird about hiswaist, and apair of bulging leather
pouches. An obsidian knife, adender flint-headed ax, and a set of bolas were hung in plain view.
Through the thickening dusk, it was hard to make out what his whedling comrades bore for
weapons—something long and thin, but surely not arifle, on this planet without copper oriron ...

Wace leaned forward and forced his tongue around the grunting syllables of Tyrlanian: "We are
friends. Do you understand me?"

A dring of totally foreign words snapped at him. He shrugged, ruefully, and spread his hands. The
Diomedean moved across the hull—bipeda, body danted forward to balance wings and tail—and found
the stud to which the humans lashings were anchored. Quickly, he knotted his own rope to the same
place.

"A square knot," said Van Rijn, amogt quietly. "It makes me homesick.”

At the other end of the line, they began to haul the canoe closer. The Diomedean turned to Wace and
pointed at hisvessdl. Wace nodded, redlized that the gesture was probably meaningless here, and took a
precarious step in that direction. The Diomedean caught another rope flung to him. He pointed at it, and
at the humans, and made gestures.

"l understand,” said Van Rijn. "Nearer than this they dare not come. Too easy their boat gets
smashed against us. We get this cord tied around our bodies, and they haul us across. Good St.
Christopher, what athing to do to a poor creaky-boned old man!"

"Theré's our food, though,” said Wace.
The sky cruiser jerked and settled deeper. The Diomedean jittered nervoudly.



"No, no!" shouted Van Rijn. He seemed under theimpression that if he only bellowed loudly enough,
he could penetrate the linguistic barrier. Hisarmswindmilled. "No! Never! Do you not understand, you
oatmed brains? Better to guggle down in your pest-begotten ocean than try eating your food. We die!
Belyache! Suicide!" He pointed at his mouth, dapped his abdomen, and waved at the rations.

Wace reflected grimly that evolution wastoo flexible. Here you had a planet with oxygen, nitrogen,
hydrogen, carbon, sulfur ... aprotein biochemistry forming genes, chromosomes, cells,
tissues ... protoplasm by any reasonable definition ... and the human who tried to eat afruit or steak
from Diomedes would be dead ten minutes later of about fifty lethd dlergic reactions. These just weren't
the right proteins. In fact, only immunization shots prevented men from getting chronic hay fever, asthma,
and hives, merely from the air they breathed of the water they drank.

He had spent many cold hourstoday piling the cruiser's food supplies out here, for transference to the
raft. Thisluxury atmospheric vessel had been carried in Van Rijn's spaceship, ready-stocked for
extended picnic orgies when the mood struck him. There was enough rye bread, sweet butter, Edam
cheese, lox, smoked turkey, dill pickles, fruit preserves, chocolate, plum pudding, beer, wine, and God
knew what else, to keep three people going for afew months.

The Diomedean spread hiswings, flapping them to maintain hisfooting. In the wan stormy light, the
thumbs-turned-claws on their leading edge seemed to whicker past Van Rijn's beaky face like amowing
machine operated by some modernistic Desth. The merchant waited stolidly, now and then aiming a
finger at the stacked cases. Findly the Diomedean got the idea, or Smply gave in. There was scant time
left. He whistled acrossto the canoe. A swarm of hisfellows came over, undid the lashings and began
trangporting boxes. Wace helped Sandra fasten the rope about her. "I'm afraid it will be awet haul, my
lady," hetried to amile.

She sneezed. "So" thisis the brave pioneering between the stard! | will have aword or two for my
court poetswhen | get home. ... if | do."

When she was across, and the rope had been flown back, Van Rijn waved Wace ahead. He himsalf
was arguing with the Diomedean chief. How it was done without aword of real language between them,
Wace did not know, but they had reached the stage of screaming indignation at each other. Just as Wace
st histeeth and went overboard, Van Rijn sat mutinously down.

And when the younger man made his drowned-rat arriva on board the canoe, the merchant had
evidently won hispoint. A Diomedean could air-lift about fifty kilosfor short distances. Three of them
improvised arope ding and carried Van Rijn over, above the water.

He had not yet reached the canoe when the skycruiser sank.

A\

The dugout held some hundred natives, al armed, some wearing helmets and breastplates of hard
laminated leather. A catapult, just visible through the dark, was mounted at the bows, the sern held a
cabin, made from sapling trunks chinked with seaweed, that towered up dmost like the rear end of a
medieva caravel. Onitsroof, two hemsmen strained at thelong tiller.

"Plain to see, we have found anavy ship,” grunted Van Rijn. "Not so good, that. With atrader, | can
talk. With some pest-and-pox officer with gold braids on hisbrain, him | can only shout." Heraised
small, close-set gray eyesto anight heaven wherelightning ramped. "1 am apoor old sinner,” he shouted,
"but this| have not deserved! Do you hear me?'

After awhile the humans were prodded between lithe devil-bodies, toward the cabin. The dugout had
begun to run before the gale, on two reef pointsand ajib. Theroll and pitch, clamor of waves and wind
and thunder, had receded into the back of Wace's consciousness. He wanted only to find some place
that was dry, take off his clothes and crawl into bed and deep for ahundred years.



The cabin was smal. Three humans and two Diomedeans | eft barely room to sit down. But it was
warm, and a stone lamp hung from the celling threw adim light full of grotesquely moving shadows.

The native who had first met them was present. His vol canic-glass dagger lay unshesthed in one hand,
and he held awary lion-crouch; but half his attention seemed aimed at the other one, who was |eaner and
older, with flecks of gray in the fur, and who was tied to acorner post by arawhide leash.

Sandras eyes narrowed. The blaster which Van Rijn had lent her did quietly to her lap as she sat
down. The Diomedean with the knife flicked his gaze acrossit, and Van Rijn swore. "Youllittle
al-thumbs brain, do you let him see what is aweapon?”'

The firgt autochthone said something to the leashed one. The latter made areply withagrowl init;
then turned to the humans. When he spoke, it did not sound like the same language.

"So! Aninterpreter!" said Van Rijn. "Y ou speskee Angly, ha? Haw, haw, haw!" He dapped histhigh.

"No, wait. It'sworth trying." Wace dropped into Tyrlanian: "Do you understand me? Thisisthe only
gpeech we could possibly havein common.”

The captive raised his head-crest and sat up on hands and haunches. What he answered was almost
familiar. "Spesk dowly, if youwill," said Wace, and felt degpinessdrain out of him.

Meaning came through, thickly: ™Y ou do not use averson (?) of the Carnoi that | have heard before.”

"Carnoi—" Wait, yes, one of the Tyrlanians had mentioned a confederation of tribes far to the south,
bearing some such name. "1 am using the tongue of thefolk of Tyrlan."

"l know not that race (7). They do not winter in our grounds. Nor do any Carnoi asaregular (?)
thing, but now and then when al arein the tropics (?) one of them happens by, so—" It faded into
unintdligibility.

The Diomedean with the knife said something, impatiently, and got a curt answer. Theinterpreter sad
to Wace:

"l am Taolk, a mochra of the Lannachska—"
"A what of thewhat?' said Wace.

It isnot easy even for two humansto converse, when it must bein different patois of alanguage
foreign to both. The dense accents imposed by human voca cords and Diomedean ears—they heard
farther into the subsonic, but did not go quite so high in pitch, and the curve of maximum response was
different—made it adow and painful processindeed. Wace took an hour to get afew sentences worth
of information.

Tolk wasalinguistic specidist of the Great Flock of Lannach; it was hisfunction to learn every
language that came to histribe's attention, which were many. Histitle might, perhaps, be rendered
Herald, for hisdutiesincluded agood ded of ceremonia announcements and he presided over a corps of
messengers. The Hock was at war with the Drak’honai, and Tolk had been captured in arecent skirmish.
The other Diomedean present was named Delp, and was a high-ranking officer of the Drak’honal.

Wace postponed saying much about himsalf, less from awish to be secretive than from aredization
of how appdling atask it would be. He did ask Tolk to warn Delp that the food from the cruiser, while
essentid to Earthlings, would kill a Diomedean.

"And why should | tell him that?" asked Tolk, with agrin that was quite humanly unpleasant.
"If you don't, said Wace, "it may go hard with you when he learnsthat you did not.”
"True." Tolk spoke to Delp. The officer made a quick response.

"He says you will not be harmed unless you yourselves make it necessary,” explained Tolk. "He says
you areto learn hislanguage s0 he can talk with you himslf."

"What wasit now?" interrupted Van Rijn.



Wacetold him. Van Rijn exploded. "What? What does he say? Stay here till—Death and wet liver! |
tell that filthy toad—" He half rose to hisfeet. Delp's wings rattled together. His teeth showed. The door
was flung open and apair of guardslooked in. One of them carried atomahawk, another had awooden
rake st with chips of flint.

Van Rijn clapped ahand to hisgun. Delp's voice crackled out. Tolk trandated: "He saysto be cam.”

After more parley, and with considerable effort and guesswork on Wace's part: "He wishes you no
harm, but he must think of his own people. Y ou are something new. Perhaps you can help him, or
perhaps you are so harmful that he dare not et you go. He must havetimeto find out. Y ou will remove
al your garments and implements, and leave them in his charge. Y ou will be provided other clothing,
snceit gppearsyou have no fur."

When Wace had interpreted for Van Rijn, the merchant said, surprisingly at ease: "I think we have no
choice just now. We can burn down many of them, ja. Maybe we can take the whole boat. But we
cannot sall it al the way home by oursalves. If nothing e se, we would starve en route, nie? Werel
younger, yes, by good . George, | would fight on genera principles. Single-handed | would take him
gpart and play axylophone on hisribs, and try to bluster hiswhole nation into helping me. But now | am
too old and fat and tired. It is hard to be old, my boy—"

He wrinkled his doping forehead and nodded in awise fashion. "But, where there are enemiesto bid
againg each other, that iswhere an honest trader has a chance to make alittle bit profit!"

\Y

"Frgt," said Wace, "you must understand that the world is shaped like aball.”

"Our philosophers have known it for along time," said Delp complacently. "Even barbarians like the
Lannach’honal have anideaof the truth. After dl, they cover thousands of obdisai every year, migrating.
We're not so mobile, but we had to work out an astronomy before we could navigate very far.”

Wace doubted that the Drak’honal could locate themselves with great precision. It was astonishing
what their neolithic technology had achieved, not only in stone but in glass and ceramics, they even
molded afew synthetic resins. They had telescopes, a sort of astrolabe, and navigationd tables based on
sun, stars, and the two small moons. However, compass and chronometer require iron, which smply did
not exist in any noticeable quantity on Diomedes.

Automaticaly, he noted arich potentia market. The primitive Tyrlanianswere avid for smpletools
and weapons of metd, paying exorbitantly in the furs, gems, and pharmaceuticaly useful juiceswhich
made this planet worth the attention of the Polesotechnic League. The Drak’honai could use more
sophisticated amenities, from clocks and dide rulesto Diesd engines—and were able to meet
proportionately higher prices.

He recollected where he was:. the raft Gerunis, headquarters of the Chief Executive Officer of the
Fleet; and that the amiable creature who sat on the upper deck and talked with him was actually hisjailer.

How long had it been since the crash—fifteen Diomedean days? That would be more than aweek,
Terrestria reckoning. Severa per cent of the Earthside food was already eaten.

He had lashed himsdlf into learning the Drak'ho tongue from his fellow-prisoner Tolk. It was fortunate
that the League had, of necessity, long ago developed the principles by which instruction could be given
in minimd time. When properly focused, atrained mind need only be told something once. Tolk himself
used an dmost identica system; he might never have seen metd, but the Herald was semantically
sophisticated.

"Well, then," said Wace, till hatingly and with ggpsin hisvocabulary, but adequately for his
purposes, "'do you know that thisworld-ball goes around the sun?*



"Quite afew of the philosophers bdievethat,” said Dep. "I'm apractica (?) one mysdf, and never
cared much oneway or another.”

"The motion of your world isunusud. In fact, in many waysthisisafreak place. Y our suniscooler
and redder than ours, so your homeis colder. Thissun hasamass ... what doyou say? ... oh, cdl ita
weight not much less than that of our own; and it is about the same distance. Therefore Diomedes, aswe
cal your world, has ayear only somewhat longer than our Earth's. Seven hundred eighty-two Diomedesan
days, isn't it? Diomedes has more than twice the diameter of Earth, but lacks the heavy materidsfound in
most worlds. Thereforeits gravity—hel!'—therefore | only weigh about one-tenth more here than |
would a home."

"l don't understand,” said Delp.
"Oh, never mind," said Wace gloomily.

The planetographers were still puzzling about Diomedes. It didn't fal into either of the standard types,
the small hard ball like Earth or Mars, or the gas giant with a collapsed core like Jupiter or 61 Cygni C. It
was intermediate, with amass of 4.75 Earths; but its overd| density was only haf asmuch. Thiswas due
to the nearly tota absence of al dements beyond calcium.

There was one Sster freak, uninhabitable; the remaining planets were more or lessnormal giants, the
sun aG8 dwarf not very different from other stars of that size and temperature. It was theorized that
because of someimprobable turbulence, or possibly an odd magnetic effect—a chance-created cosmic
mass spectrograph—there had been no heavy dementsin thelocal section of the primordial gas
cloud ... But why hadn't there at |east been a density-increasing molecular collgpse at the center of
Diomedes? Sheer mass-pressure ought to have produced degeneracy. The most plausible answer to that
was, the minerasin the body of thisworld were not normal ones, being formed in the absence of such
elements as chromium, manganese, iron, and nickel. Their crystal structure was apparently more stable
than, say, olivine, the most important of the Earth materials condensed by pressure—

The devil withit!

"Never mind that weight Stuff,” said Delp. "What's so unusud about the motion of Ikt-hanis?" It was
his namefor this planet, and did not mean "earth”" but—in alanguage where nouns were
compared—could be trandated "Oceanest,” and was feminine.

Wace needed timeto reply; the technicdities outran hisvocabulary.

It was merdly that the axid tilt of Diomedeswas amost ninety degrees, so that the poleswere virtualy
inthe ecliptic plane. But that fact, coupled with the cool ultra-violet-poor sun, had set the pattern of life.

At ether pole, nearly hdf the year was spent in totd night. The endless daylight of the other haf did
not really compensate; there were polar species, but they were unimpressve hibernators. Even at
forty-five degrees|atitude, afourth of the year was darkness, in awinter grimmer than Earth had ever
seen. That was asfar north or south as any intelligent Diomedeans could live; the annua migration used
up too much of their time and energy, and they fell into a stlagnant struggle for existence on the paeolithic
leve.

Here, at thirty degrees north, the Absolute Winter lasted one-sixth of the year—a shade over two
Terrestrial months—and it was only (1) afew weeks flight to the equatorial breeding grounds and back
during that time. Therefore the Lannachskawere afairly cultivated people. The Drak’honai were
originaly from even farther south—

But you could only do so much without metas. Of course, Diomedes had abundant magnesium,
beryllium, and duminum, but what use was that unlessyou first devel oped dectrolytic technology, which
required copper or silver?

Dep cocked hishead. "Y ou mean it's dways equinox on your Eart'?"
"Widl, not quite. But by your standards, very nearly!"



"So that's why you haven't got wings. The Lodestar didn't give you any, because you don't need
them.”

"Uh ... perhaps. They'd have been no useto us, anyway. Earth'sair istoo thin for a creature the Sze
of you or meto fly under its own power."

"What do you mean, thin? Airis... isar."
"Oh, never mind. Takemy word for it."

How did you explain gravitationa potentiad to a nonhuman whose mathematics was about on Euclid's
level?Y ou could say: "L ook, if you go Sixty-three hundred kilometers upward from the surface of Earth,
the attraction has dropped off to one-fourth; but you must go thirteen thousand kilometers upward from
Diomedesto diminish its pull on you correspondingly. Therefore Diomedes can hold agreat ded more
ar. The weaker solar radiation helps, to be sure, especidly the rlatively less ultraviolet. But on the
whole, gravitationa potentia isthe secret.

"Infact, S0 denseisthisair that if it held proportionate amounts of oxygen, or even of nitrogen, it
would poison me. Luckily, the Diomedean atmosphereisafull saventy-nine per cent neon. Oxygen and
nitrogen are lesser condtituents:. their partia pressures do not amount to very much more than on Earth.
Likewise carbon dioxide and water vapor."”

But Wace said only: "Let'stalk about ourselves. Do you understand that the stars are other suns, like
yours, but immensely farther away; and that Earth isaworld of such agtar?’

"Y es. I've heard the philosophers wonder—I'll believe you.™

"Do you redlize what our powers are, to cross the space between the stars? Do you know how we
can reward you for your help in getting us home, and how our friends can punish you if you keep us
here?'

For just amoment, Delp spread hiswings, the fur bristled along his back and his eyes became flat
yellow chips. He belonged to a proud folk.

Then hedumped. Acrossal gulfs of race, the human could sense how troubled hewas:

"Y ou told me yoursdlf, Eart'ho, that you crossed The Ocean from the west, and in thousands of
obdisai you didn't see so much asanidand. It bears our own explorings out. We couldn't possibly fly that
far, carrying you or just amessage to your friends, without some place to stop and rest between times."

Wace nodded, dowly and carefully. "I see. And you couldn't take us back in afast canoe before our
food runsout.”

"I'm afraid not. Even with favoring winds al the way, abeat is so much dower than wings. 1t'd take us
half ayear or moreto sall the distance you spesk of "

"But there must be some way—"

"Perhaps. But werefighting a hard war, remember. We can't spare much effort or many workersfor
your sake.

"l don't think the Admiraty even intendsto try."

Vi

To the south was Lannach, an idand the size of Britain. From it Holmenach, an archipelago, curved
northward for some hundreds of kilometers, into regions ill wintry. Thusthe idands acted as boundary
and shield: defining the Sea of Achan, protecting it from the great cold currents of The Ocean.

Herethe Drak’honai lay.
Nicholas van Rijn stood on the main deck of the Gerunis, glaring eastward to the Fleet's main body.



The roughly woven, roughly fitted coat and trousers which a Sailmaker had thrown together for him
irritated a skin long used to more expensive fabrics. He wastired of sugar-cured ham and brandied
peaches—though when such fare gave out, he would begin starving to desth. The thought of being a
captured chattel whose wishes nobody need consult was pure anguish. The reflection on how much
money the company must be losing for lack of his personad supervision was dmost as bad.

"Bah!" herumbled. "If they would makeit agoa of their policy to get us home, it could be done.”

Sandragave him aweary look. "And what shal the Lannachs be doing while the Drak’honai bend all
their effortsto return us?' she answered. "It is till aclosething, thiswar of theirs. Draho could lose it
ye."

" Satan's hoof-and-mouth disease!" He waved a hairy fist inthe air. "While they squabble about their
supid little territories, the Solar Spice & Liquorsislosing amillion creditsaday!”

"The war happensto be a life-and-death matter for both sides,” she said.

"Alsofor us. Nie?" Hefumbled after a pipe, remembered that his meerschaums were on the sea
bottom, and groaned. "When | find who it was stuck that bomb in my cruise—" It did not occur to him
to offer excuses for getting her into this. But then, perhapsit was she who had indirectly caused the
trouble. "Well," he finished on acamer note, "it istrue we must settle matters here, | think. End the war
for them so they can do important business like getting me home.”

Sandra frowned across the bright sun-blink of waters. Do you mean help the Drak-honai? | do not
carefor that so much. They are the aggressors. But then, they saw the wives and little ones hungry—"
Shesigned. "It ishard to unravel. Let such be so, then.”

"Oh, no!" Van Rijn combed his goatee. "We help the other sde. The Lannachska.”
"What!" She stood back from the rail and dropped her jaw a him. "But ... but—"

"You see" explained Van Rijn, "I know alittle something about palitics. It is needful for an honest
businessman seeking to make him alittle hard-earned profit, € se some louse-bound palitician comes and
taxesit from him for someidiot school or old-age pension. The palitics hereis not so different from what
we do out in the galaxy. It isaculture of powerful aristocrats, this Fleet, but the balance of power lies
with the throne—the Admiraty. Now the admira isold, and his son the crown prince has more to say
thanisrightful. | waggle my ears at gossip—they forget how much better we hear than they, inthis
pea-soup-with-sausages aimosphere. | know. He is a hard-cooked one, him that T'heonax.

"So we help the Drak’honal win over the Flock. So what? They are dready winning. The Hock is
only making guerrillanow, in thewild parts of Lannach. They are still powerful, but the Fleet hasthe
upper hand, and need only maintain status quo to win. Anyhow, what can we, who the good God did
not offer wings, do at guerrillas? We show T'heonax how to use ablaster, well, how do we show him
how to find somebodiesto useit on?"

"Hm-m-m ... yes." She nodded, siffly. Y ou mean that we have nothing to offer the Drak’honai,
except trade and treaty later on, if they get us home."

"Just s0. And what hurry isthere for them to meet the League? They are naturd wary of unknowns
like usfrom Earth. They like better to consolidate themsalvesin their new conquest before taking on
powerful strangers, nie? | hear the scuttled buitt, | tell you; | know the trend of thought about us. Maybe
T'heonax lets us starve, or cuts our throats. Maybe he throws our stuff overboard and says|later he never
heard of us. Or maybe, when a L eague boat finds him at last, he says ja, we pulled some humansfrom
the sea, and we was good to them, but we could not get them homein time."

"But could they—actudly? | mean, Freeman van Rijn, how would you get us home, with any kind of
Diomedean hdp?’

"Bah! Detaildl | am not an engineer. Engineers| hire. My job isnot to do what isimpossible, itisto
make othersdo it for me. Only how can | organize thingswhen | am only amore-than-haf prisoner of a



king who is not interested in meeting my peoples? Hah?"'

"Whereas the Lannach tribeis hard pressed and will et you, what they say, write your own ticket.
Yes." Sandralaughed, with atouch of genuine humor. "Very good, my friend! Only one question now,
how do we get to the Lannachs?'

She waved ahand at their surroundings. It was not an encouraging view.

The Gerunis was atypicd raft: abig structure, of light tough basalike logs lashed together with
enough open space and flexibility to yield before the sea. A wall of uprights, pegged to the transverse
logs, defined a capacious hold and supported amain deck of painfully trimmed planks. Poop and
forecastle rose at either end, their flat roofs bearing artillery and, in the former case, the outsizetiller.
Between them were seaweed-thatched cabins for storage, workshops, and living quarters. The overdl
dimensions were about sixty meters by fifteen, tapering toward a fa se bow which provided a catapult
platform and some streamlining. A foremast and mainmast each carried three big square sails, a
lateen-rigged mizzen stood just forward of the poop. Given afavoring wind—remembering the force of
most winds on this planet—the seemingly awkward craft could make several knots, and evenin adead
cam it could be rowed.

It held about a hundred Diomedeans plus wives and children. Of those, ten couples were aristocrats,
with private gpartmentsin the poop; twenty were ranking sailors, with specid skills, entitled to one room
per family in the main-deck cabins; the rest were common deckhands, barracked into the forecastle.

Not far away floated therest of this squadron. There were rafts of various types, some primarily
dwdling unitslikethe Gerunis, some triple-decked for cargo, some bearing the long shedsin which fish
and seaweed were processed. Often severd at atime were linked together, to form alittle temporary
idand. Moored to them, or patrolling between, were the outrigger canoes. Wings beet in the sky, where
aeria detachments kept watch for an enemy: full-time professond warriors, the core of Drak’ho's military
Srength.

Beyond this outlying squadron, the other divisions of the Fleet darkened the water asfar asaman's
eyeswould reach. Mogt of them werefishing. It was brutally hard work, where long nets were trolled by
muscle power. Nearly dl aDrak'’ho's life seemed to go to back-bending labor. But out of thesefluid
fieldsthey were dragging aharvest which legped and flashed.

"Likefiendsthey must drive themsdves," observed Van Rijn. He dapped the stout rail. "Thisistough
wood, even when green, and they chew it smooth with stone and glasstools! Some of these fellows|
would liketo hire, if the union busybodies can be kept away from them.”

Sandra stamped her foot. She had not complained at danger of desth, cold and discomfort and the
drudgery of Talk'slanguage lessons filtered through Wace. But there are limits. "Either you talk sense,
Freeman, or | go somewhere else! | asked you how we get away from here."

"We get rescued by the Lannachska, of course," said Van Rijn. "Or, rather, they come stedl us. Yes,
so-fashion will be better. Then, if they falil, friend Delp cannot say it isour fault we are so desired by all

paties.
Her tal form grew rigid. "What do you mean? How are they to know we are even here?
"Maybe Tolk will tell them."
"But Tolk iseven more a prisoner than we, not?"

"So0. However—" Van Rijn rubbed his hands. "We have alittle plan made. Heisagood head, him.
Almost asgood asme.”

Sandraglared. "And will you deign to tell me how you plotted with Tolk, under enemy survelllance,
when you cannot even speak Drak'ho?!

"Oh, | spesk Drak’ho pretty good,” said Van Rijn blandly. "Did you not just hear me admit how |
eavesdrop on all the palaver aboard? Y ou think just because | make so much trouble, and il sit hours



every day taking specia ingtruction from Tolk, it isbecause | am adumb old bell who cannot learn so
easy? Horse maneuvers Half the time we mumble together, heis teaching me his own Lannach lingo.
Nobody on thisraft knowsit, so when they hear us say funny noisesthey think maybe Tolk trieswords
of Earth language out, ha? They think he despairs of teaching me through Wace and tries himsdlf to
pound some Drak'ho in me. Ho, ho, they are bamboozles, by damn! Why, yesterday | told Tolk adirty
joke in Lannachamael. He looked very disgusted. Thereis proof that poor old Van Rijnisnot fat
between the ears. We say nothing of the rest of his anatomy.”

Sandrastood quiet for abit, trying to understand what it meant to learn two nonhuman languages
smultaneoudy, one of them forbidden.

"l do not seewhy Tolk looks disgusted,” mused Van Rijn. "It was agood joke. Listen: therewasa
salesman who traveled on one of the colonid planets, and—"

"l can guesswhy," interrupted Sandra hastily. "l mean ... why Tolk did not think it wasafunny tae.
Er ... Freeman Wace was explaining it to me the other day. Here on Diomedes they have not the trait of,
um, constant sexuality. They breed once each year only, in thetropics. No familiesin our sense. They
would not think our"—she blushed—"our al-year-around interest in these questions was very norma or
very polite”

Van Rijn nodded. "All this| know. But Tolk has seen somewhat of the Fleet, and in the Fleet they do
have marriage, and get born a any time of year, just like humans.”

"| got that impression,” she answered dowly, "and it puzzles me. Freeman Wace said the breeding
cyclewasintheir, their heredity. Ingtinct, or glands, or what it now is caled. How could the Fleet live
differently from what their glands dictate?’

"Wdll, they do." Van Rijn shrugged massive shoulders. "Maybe we let some scientist worry about it
for athesslater on, hah?”'

Suddenly she gripped hisarm so he winced. Her eyeswere agreen blaze. "But you have not
said ... what isto happen?How is Tolk to get word about usto Lannach? What do we do?"

"l havenoidea," hetold her cheerily. "I play with the ear.”

He cocked a beady eye at the pale reddish overcast. Several kilometers away, enormoudy timbered,
bearing what was amost awooden castle, floated the flagship of al Drak’ho. A swirl of bat wingswas
lifting from it and streaming toward the Gerunis. Faintly down the sky was borne the screech of ablown
seagshdl.

"But | think maybe wefind out quick,” finished Van Rijn, "because his rheumatic magesty comes here
now to decide about us.”

VIl

The admird's household troops, a hundred full-time warriors, landed with beautiful exactness and
snapped their wegpons to position. Polished stone and oiled leather caught the dull light like sea-blink;
the wind of their wings roared across the deck. A purple banner trimmed with scarlet shook loose, and
the Gerunis crew, respectfully crowded into the rigging and on the forecastle roof, let out ahoarseritua
cheer.

Delp hyr Orikan advanced from the poop and crouched before hislord. Hiswife, the beautiful
Rodonis sa Axollon, and histwo young children came behind him, belliesto the deck and wings over
eyes. All wore the scarlet sashes and jeweed armbands which were formal dress.

The three humans stood beside Delp. Van Rijn had vetoed any suggestion that they crouch, too. "It is
not right for amember of the Polesotechnic League, he should get down on knees and elbows. Anyway |
am not built for it."



Tolk of Lannach sat haughty next to Van Rijn. Hiswings were tucked into a net and the leash on his
neck was held by ahusky sailor. His eyes were as bleak and steady on the admiral as a snake's.

And the armed young maes who formed arough honor guard for Delp their captain had something of
the same chill in their manner—not toward Syranax, but toward his son, the heir gpparent on whom the
admira leaned. Their spears, rakes, tomahawks, and wood-bayoneted blowguns were held in agesture
of total respect: nevertheless, the weapons were held.

Wace thought that Van Rijn's outsize nose must have an abnormal keennessfor discord. Only now
did he himsdlf sense the tension on which his boss had obvioudy been counting.

Syranax cleared histhroat, blinked, and pointed his muzzle a the humans. "Which one of you is
captain?' he asked. It was still adeep voice, but it no longer came from the bottom of the lungs, and
therewasamucousrétleinit.

Wace stepped forward. His answer was the one Van Rijn had, hagtily and without bothering to
explain, commanded that he give: "The other maleis our leader, Sir. But he does not speak your language
very well asyet. | mysdf gill have trouble with it, so we' must use this Lannach’ho prisoner to interpret.”

T'heonax scrowled. "How should he know what you want to say to us?*

"He has been teaching us your language,” said Wace. "Asyou know, sr, foreign tonguesare hismain
task inlife. Because of thisnaturd ability, aswell ashis specid experience with us, he will often be able
to guess what we may be trying to say when we search for aword."

"That sounds reasonable.” Syranax's gray head wove about. "Y es."
"l wonder!" T'heonax gave Delp an ugly look. It was returned in spades.

"So! By damn, now | talk." Van Rijnrolled forward. "My good friend ... um ... er ... pokker, what
isthe word?—my admira, we, ahem, we talk-um like good brothers—good brothers, isthat how |
say-um, Tolk?>—"

Wace winced. Despite what Sandra had whispered to him, as they were being hustled here to receive
the visitors, he found it hard to believe that so ludicrous an accent and grammar were faked.

Andwhy?
Syranax stirred impatiently. "It may be best if we talked through your companion,” he suggested.

"Bilge and barnacles!" shouted VVan Rijn. "Him? No, no, me talkum talky-talk sdf. Straight, like,
um, er, what-is-your-title. We talk-um like brothers, ha?"'

Syranax sighed. Buit it did not occur to him to overrule the human. An dien aristocrat was il an
aristocrat, in the eyes of this caste-ridden society, and as such might surely claim the right to speek for
himsdlf.

"I would have visited you before," said the admird, "but you could not have conversed with me, and
there was so much elseto do. Asthey grow more desperate, the Lannach’honai become more dangerous
in their raids and ambushes. Not a day goes by that we do not have at least aminor battle.”

"Hm-m-m?" Van Rijn counted off the declension-comparison on hisfingers. " Xammagapai ... let me
See, xammagan, xammagai ... oh, yes. A smdl fight! | make-um see no fights, old admira—I mean,
honored admira.”

T'heonax bristled. "Watch your tongue, Eartho!™ he clipped. He had been over frequently to stare at
the prisoners, and their sequestered possessons werein his keeping. Little awe remained—>but then,
Weace decided, T'heonax was not capable of admitting that abeing could possibly exist in any way
superior to T'heonax.

"And yours, son," murmured Syranax. To Van Rijn: "Oh, they would scarcdly venture thisfar out. |
mean our positions on the mainland are constantly harassed.”



"Yes," nodded the Terredtrid, rather blankly.

Syranax lay down on the deck in an easy lion-pose. T'heonax remained standing, taut in Delp's
presence. "l have, of course, been getting reports about you," went on the admiral. "They are, ah,
remarkable. Y es, remarkable. It's aleged you came from the stars.”

"Stars, yed" Van Rijn's head bobbed with imbecilic eagerness. "Wefrom stars. Far far away."
"Isit true dso that your people have established an outpost on the other shore of The Ocean?’

Van Rijn went into ahuddle with Tolk. The Lannacha put the question into childish words. After
severd explanations, Van Rijn beamed. "Y es, yes, we from across Ocean. Far far away."

"Will your friends not comein search of you?'

"They look-um, yes, they look-um plenty hard. By Joe! Look-um al over. Y ou treat-um us good or
our friendsfind out and—" Van Rijn broke off, looking dismayed, and conferred again with Tolk.

"I believe the Eart'ho wishes to gpologize for tactlessness,” explained the Herald dryly.

"It may be atruthful kind of tactlessness," observed Syranax. "If hisfriends can, indeed, locate him
while heisdill aive, much will depend on what kind of trestment he received from us. En? The problem
is, can they find him that soon? What say, Eart'ho?' He pushed the last question out like a spear.

Van Rijn retreated, lifting hishands asif to ward off ablow. "Help!" he whined. "Y ou help-urn us,
take ushome, old admird . . . honored admird . . . we go home and pay-um many many fish."

T'heonax murmured in hisfather's ear: "The truth comes out—not that | haven't supected as much
dready. Hisfriends have no measurable chance of finding him before he sarves. If they did, he wouldn't
be begging usfor help. HeEd be demanding whatever struck hisfancy.”

"l would have donethat in dl events," said the admird. "Our friend isn't very experienced in these
matters, en? Well, it's good to know how easily truth can be squeezed out of him."

"S0," said T'heonax contemptuoudly, not bothering to whisper, "the only problem is, to get somevaue
out of the beasts before they die”

Sandra's breath sucked sharply in. Wace grasped her arm, opened his mouth, and caught Van Rijn's
hurried Anglic murmur: "Shut up! Not aword, you bucket head!" Where upon the merchant resumed his
timid smile and attitude of straining puzzlemen.

"Itisn'tright!" exploded Delp. "By the Lodestar; Sir, these are guests—not enemies—we can't just
use them!"

"What else would you do?" shrugged T'heonax.

Hisfather blinked and mumbled, asif weighing the arguments for both sides. Something like a spark
jumped between Delp and T'heonax. It ran aong the ranked lines of Gerunis crew-folk and household
troopers as an imperceptible tautening, the barest ripple of muscle and forward dant of wegpons.

Van Rijn seemed to get the drift al at once. He recoiled operaticaly, covered his eyes, then went to
his knees before Delp. "No, no!" he screamed. ™Y ou take-um us home! Y ou help-um us, we help-um
you! Y ou remember say how you help-um usif we help-um you!"

"What'sthis?"

It was awild-animal snarl from T'heonax. He surged forward. "'Y ou've been bargaining with them,
haveyou?'

"What do you mean?' The executive's teeth clashed together, centimeters from T'heonax’'s nose. His
wing-spurs lifted like knives.

"What sort of help were these creatures going to give you?"'
"What do you think?' Delp flung the gage into the winds, and crouched waiting.



T'heonax did not quite pick it up. " Some might guess you had ideas of getting rid of certainrivals
within the Flegt," he purred.
In the sllence which fell acrossthe raft, Wace could hear how the dragon shapes up in the rigging

breathed more swiftly. He could hear the creak of timbers and cables, the dap of waves and the low
damp mumble of wind. Almost, he heard obsidian daggers being loosened in their sheaths.

If an unpopular prince finds an excuse to arrest a subordinate whom the commonerstrugt, there are
likely going to be men who will fight. It was not otherwise here on Diomedes.

Syranax broke the explosive quiet. " Theré's some kind of misunderstanding,” he said loudly. "Nobody
IS going to charge anyone with anything on the basis of thiswingless creature's gabble. What's the fuss
about? What could he possibly do for any of us, anyway?"

"That remainsto be seen,” answered T'heonax. "But arace which can fly across The Oceanin less
than an equinoctail day must know some handy arts.”

Hewhirled on aquivering Van Rijn. With the relish of the inquisitor whose suspect has broken, he
sad curtly: "Maybe we can get you home somehow if you help us. We are not sure how to get you
home. Maybe your stuff can help us get you home. Y ou show us how to use your stuff.”

"Oh, yed" said Van Rijn. He clasped his hands and waggled his head. "Oh, yes, good sir, | do you
want-um."

T'heonax clipped an order. A Drak'ho dithered across the deck with alarge box. "I've been in charge
of thesethings" explained the heir. "Haven't tried to fool with it, except for afew knives of that shimmery
substance—" Momentarily, his eyes glowed with honest enthusasm. ™Y ou've never seen such knives,
father! They don't hack or grind, they dice! They'll carve seasoned wood!"

He opened the box. The ranking officersforgot dignity and crowded around. T'heonax waved them
back. "Give this blubberpot room to demondtrate,”" he snapped. ""Bowmen, blowgunners, cover him from
all sides. Beready to shoot if necessary.”

Van Rijn took out ablaster.

"Y ou mean to fight your way clear?" hissed Wace. "Y ou can't!" Hetried to step between Sandraand
the menace of wegpons which suddenly ringed them in. "They'll fill uswith arrows before—"

"I know, | know," growled Van Rijn sotto voce. "Whenwill you young pridesterslearn, just because
heisold and londly, the boss does not yet have teredos in the brain? Y ou keep back, boy, and when
trouble breaks loose, hit the deck and dig ahole.”

"Wha? But—"

Van Rijn turned a broad back on him and said in broken Drak'ho, with servile eagerness. "Here
a... howyoucdl it?... thing. It makesfire. It burn-um holes, by Joe"

"A portable flame thrower—that smal?" For amoment, an edge of terror sharpened T'heonax’s
voice.

"l told you," said Delp, "we can gain more by dealing honorably with them. By the Lodestar, | think
we could get them home, too, if weredly tried!”

"You might wait till I'm dead, Delp, before taking the Admiraty,” said Syranax. If hemeant it asa
joke, it fdl like abomb. The nearer sailors, who heard it, gasped. The household warriors touched their
bows and blowguns. Rodonis sa Axollono spread her wings over her children and snarled. Deckhand
femaes, jammed into the forecastle, let out awhimper of half-comprehending fear.

Delp himsdf steadied matters. "Quiet!" he bawled. "Belay there! Cam down! By dl thedevilsinthe
Rainy Stars, have these crestures driven us crazy?"

"See," chattered Van Rijn, "take blaster ... wecdl-um blaster ... pull-um here—"



The ion beam stabbed out and crashed into the mainmast. Van Rijn yanked it away at once, but it had
aready made a gouge centimeters deep in that tough wood. Its blue-white flame licked across the deck,
whiffed a coiled cableinto smoke, and took a section out of therail, before he released the trigger.

The Drak'honai roared!

It was minutes before they had settled back into the shrouds or onto the decks; curiosity seekersfrom
nearby craft till speckled the sky. However, they were technologically sophisticated in their way. They
were excited rather than frightened.

"Let me seethat!” T'heonax snatched at the gun.

"Wait, Wait, good gr, wait." Van Rijn snapped open the chamber, in aset of movements screened by
histhick hands, and popped out the charge. "Make-um safefirst. There."

T'hoeonax turned it over and over. "What aweapon!" he bresthed. "What a weapon!"

Standing therein afrosty swest, waiting for Van Rijn to spoon up whatever variety of hell hewas
cooking, Wace gtill managed to reflect that the Drak’honal were overestimating. Natura enough, of
course. But agun of this sort would only have a serious effect on ground-fighting tactics—and the old
sharper was coally disarming dl the blasters anyway, no uninstructed Diomedean was going to get any
vaue from them—

"I make safe," Van Rijn burbled. "One, two, three, four, five | make safe ... Four? Five? Sx?' He
began turning over the piled-up clothes, blankets, heaters, campstove, and other equipment. "Where
other three blasters?'

"What other three?' T'heonax stared at him.

"Wehavesx." Van Rijn counted carefully on hisfingers. "Ja, ax. | give-um dl to good sir Delp
here

"WHAT?'
Delp legped at the human, cursing. "That'salie! There were only three, and you've got them there!™

"Help!" Van Rijn scuttled behind T'heonax. Delp's body clipped the admira's son. Both Drak’honai
went over inawhirl of wingsand talls.

"He's plotting mutiny!" screamed T'heonax.
Wace threw Sandrato the deck and himself above her. The air grew dense with missiles.

Van Rijn turned ponderoudly to grab the sailor in charge of Tolk. But that Drak’ho had already away
to Delp'sdefense. Van Rijn had only to ped off the imprisoning net.

"Now," he said in fluent Lannachamad, "go bring an army to fetch us out of here. Quick, before
someone notices™

The Herad nodded, threshed hiswings, and was gone into a sky where battle ran loose.

Van Rijn stooped over Wace and Sandra. "Thisway," he panted under the racket. A chance
tall-buffet, asasailor fought two troopers, brought ahowl from him. "Thunder and lightning! Pest and
poison ivy!" Hewrestled Sandrato her feet and hustled her toward the comparative shelter of the
forecadtle.

When they stood insideits door, among terrified females and cubs, looking out at thefight, he said:

"It isapity that Delp will go under. He has no chance. He is a decent sort; we could maybe have
done business.”

"All saintsin Heaven!" choked Wace. "Y ou touched off acivil war just to get your messenger awvay?'
"Y ou know perhaps a better method?" asked Van Rijn.



VIl

When Commander Kraknafdl in battle against the invaders, the Flock's Generd Council picked one
Trolwen to succeed him. They were the elders, and their choice comparatively youthful, but the
Lannachskathought it only natura to be led by young males. A commander needed the physica stamina
of two, to see them through ahard and dangerous migration every year; he seidom lived to grow feeble.
Any rash impulses of hisage were curbed by the Generd Council itsdf, the clan leaders who had grown
too old to fly at the head of their squadron-septs and not yet so old and weak asto be left behind on
somewinter journey.

Trolwen's mother belonged to the Trekkhan group, adistinguished bloodline with rich propertieson
Lannach; she hersalf had added to that wealth by shrewd trading. She guessed that hisfather was Tornak
of the Wendru—not that she cared especidly, but Trolwen looked noticeably like thet fierce warrior.
However, it was his own record as a clan-elected officer, in storm and battle and negotiation and
everyday routine, which caused the Council to pick him asleader of dl the clans. In the ten-days since,
he had been the chief of alosing cause; but possibly his folk were pressed back into the uplands more
dowly than would have happened without him.

Now heled amgor part of the Flock's fighting strength out againgt the Fleet itsdlf.

Verna equinox was barely past, but aready the days lengthened with giant strides; each morning the
sun rose farther north, and amilder air melted the snows until Lannach's dales were awatery brawling. It
took only one hundred thirty days from equinox to Last Sunrise—thereefter, during the endlesslight of
High Summer, there would be nothing but rain or mist to cover an attack.

And if the Drakskawere not whipped by autumn, reflected Trolwen grimly, there would be no point
in trying further; the Flock would be done.

Hiswingsthrust steedily at the sky, the easy strength-hoarding beat of awanderer born. Under him
there was a broken white mystery of cloud, with the seafar benegth it peering through in aglimmer like
polished glass; overhead lay aclear violet-blue roof, the night and the stars. Both moons were up, hasty
Flichtan driving from horizon to horizon in aday and ahalf, Nua so much dower that her phases moved
more rgpidly than hersdf. He drew the cold, flowing darknessinto his lungs, felt the thrust in musclesand
theripplein fur, but without the sensuous enjoyment of an ordinary flight.

He was thinking too hard about killing.

A commander should not show indecision, but he was young and gray Tolk the Herald would
understand. "How shall we know that these beings are on the same raft as when you left?" he asked. He
spoke in the measured, breath-conserving rhythm of aroute flight. The wind muttered beneath hiswords.

"We cannot be sure, of course, Flockchief,” replied Tolk. "But the fat one considered that possibility,
too. He said he would manage, somehow, to be out on deck in plain view every day just at sunrise.”

"Perhaps, though,” worried Trolwen, "the Draka authorities will have locked him away, suspecting his
help in your escape.”
"Wheat he did was probably not noticed in dl the turmoil," said Tolk.

"And perhaps he cannot help us after al.” Trolwen shivered. The Council had spoken strongly against
thisraid: too risky, too many certain casualties. The turbulent clans had roared their own disgpprova. He
had had difficulty persuading them all.

Andif it turned out he was throwing away lives on something as grotesque asthis, for no good
purpose—Trolwen was as patriotic as any young male whose folk have been crudly attacked; but he
was not unconcerned about his own future. 1t had happened in the past that commanders who failed
badly were read forever out of the Flock, like any common thief or murderer.



He flew onward.

A chill thin light had been stedling into the sky for atime. Now the higher clouds began to flush red,
and agleam went over the half-hidden sea. It was crucia to reach the Fleet at just about this moment,
enough light to see what to do and not enough to give the enemy ample warning.

A Whidtler, with the dim frame and outsi ze wings of adolescence, emerged from afog-bank. The
ghrill notesof hislips carried far and keenly. Tolk, who as Chief Herald headed the education of these
messenger-scouts, cocked his head and nodded. "We guessed it very well," he said calmly. "Theraftsare
only five buaska ahead.”

"So | hear." Tenson shook Trolwen'svoice. "Now—"

He broke off. More of the youths were beating upwind into view, faster than an adult could fly. Their
whistleswove into an exuberant battle music. Trolwen read the code like his own speech, clamped jaws
together, and waved ahand at his standard bearer. Then he dove.

As he burgt through the clouds, he saw the Fleet spread enormous, still far below him but covering the
waters, from those idands called The Pupsto the rich eastern driss banks. Decks and decks and decks
cradled on a purplish-gray cam, masts raked upward like teeth, the dawn-light smote the admird's
floating castle and burned off his banner. There was an explosion skyward from rafts and canoes, asthe
Drak’hona heard the ydlls of their own sentries and went to arms.

Trolwen folded hiswings and stooped. Behind him, in awedge of clan-squadrons, roared three
thousand Lannacha maes. Even asheféll, he glared in search—where was that double-cursed Eart'a
mongter—there! The distance-devouring vision of aflying anima picked out three ugly shapeson araft's
quarterdeck, waving and jumping abouit.

Trolwen spread hiswingsto brake. "Herel" he cried. The standard bearer glided to a stop, hovered,
and unfurled the red flag of Command. The squadrons changed from wedge to battle formation, pecled
off, and dove for theraft.

The Drakskawere forming their own ranks with terrifying speed and discipline. "All smoke-snuffing
godd" groaned Trolwen. "If we could just have used asingle squadron—araid, not afull-scae battle—"

"A single squadron could hardly have brought the Eart'skaback alive, Flockchief," said Tolk. "Not
from the very core of the enemy. We haveto make it seem ... not worth their while ... to keep up the
engagement, when we retreat.”

"They know ghostly well what we've comefor," said Trolwen. "Look how they swarm to that raft!”

The Flock troop had now punched through a shaken line of Draka patrols and reached water surface.
One detachment attacked the target vessdl, landed in aring around the humans and then struck out to
seizethe entire craft. The rest stayed air-borne to repd the enemy's counter-assaullt.

It wassmple, clumsy ground fighting on deck. Both sideswere similarly equipped: wegpon
technology seemsto diffuse faster than any other kind. Wooden swords set with chips of flint,
fire-hardened spears, clubs, daggers, tomahawks, struck small wicker shields and leather harness. Tails
smacked out, talons ripped, wings buffeted and cut with horny spurs, teeth closed in throats, fists
battered on flesh. Hard-pressed, amae would fly upward—there was little attempt to keep ranks, it was
afree-for-all. Trolwen had no specia interest in that phase of the battle; having landed superior numbers,
he knew he could take theraft, if only hisaerial squadrons could keep the remaining Drakska of f.

He thought—conventiondly, in the wake of athousand bards—how much like adance abattlein the
ar was. intricate, beautiful, and terrible. To coordinate the efforts of athousand or more warriors awing
reached the highest levels of art.

The backbone of such aforce wasthe archers. Each gripped abow aslong as himself in hisfoot
talons, drew the cord with both hands and et fly, plucked afresh arrow from the belly quiver with his
teeth and had it ready to nook before the string snapped taut. Such a corps, trained amaost from birth,



could lay down a curtain which none might cross dive. But after the whistling desth was spent, asit soon
was, they must stream back to the bearers for more arrows. That was the most vulnerable aspect of their
work, and the rest of the army existed to guard it.

Some cast bolas, some the heavy sharp-edged boomerang, some the weighted net inwhich a
wing-tangled foe could plunge to his death. Blowguns were a recent innovation, observed among foreign
tribesin the tropical meeting places. Here the Drakska were ahead: their guns had a bolt-operated
repeater mechanism and fire-hardened wooden bayonets. Also, the separate military unitsin the Fleet
were moretightly organized.

On the other hand, they still relied on an awkward set of horn callsto integrate their entire army.
Infinitely more flexible, the Whistler corps darted from leader to leader, weaving the Flock into one great
wild organism.

Up and down the battle ramped, while the sun rose and the clouds broke apart and the sea grew

red-stained. Trolwen clipped his orders: Hunlu to reinforce the upper right flank, Torchato feint at the
admira's raft while Srygen charged on the opposite wing—

But the Heet was here, thought Trolwen blegkly, with dl itsarsends. more missilesthan hisfliers, who
were outnumbered anyway, could ever have carried. If thisfight wasn't broken off soon—

The raft with the Eart'ska had now been seized. Draka canoes were approaching to win it back. One
of them opened up with fire weapons. the dreaded, irresistible burning oil of the Flegt, pumped from a
ceramic nozzle; catapults throwing vases of the stuff which exploded in gouts of flame on impact. Those
were the weapons which had annihilated the boats owned by the Flock, and taken its coastal towns.
Trolwen cursed with areflex anguish when he saw.

But the Eart'skawere off the raft, Sx strong porters carrying each onein aspeciadly woven net. By
changing bearers often, those burdens could be taken to the Flock's mountain stronghold. Thefood
boxes, hastily dragged up from the hold, were less difficult—one porter to each. A Whistler warbled
SUCCESS.

"Let'sgo!" Ordersrattled from Trolwen, his messengers swooped to the appropriate squadrons.”
Hunlu and Srygen, close ranks about the bearers, Dwarn fly above with haf his command, the other half
guard the left wing. Rearguards—"

The morning was perceptibly further along before he had disengaged. His nightmare had been that the
larger Heet forceswould pursue. A running battle al the way home could have snapped the spine of his
army. But as soon as hewas plainly in retreat, the enemy broke contact and retired to decks.

"Asyou predicted, Tolk," panted Trolwen.

"Well, Flockchief," said the Herdd with hisusud cam, "they themsaveswouldn't be anxiousfor such
amelee. It would over-extend them, leave their rafts virtualy defensdess—for dl they know, your whole
ideawasto lure them into such amove. So they have merely decided that the Eart'ska aren't worth the
trouble and risk: an opinion which the Eart'skathemsdaves must have been busily cultiveting in them.”

"Let'shopeit's not acorrect belief. But however the gods decree, Tolk ... you till foresaw this
outcome. Maybe you should be Commander.”

"Oh, no. Not I. It wasthe fat Eart'skawho predicted this—in detail."
Trolwen laughed. "' Perhaps, then, he should command.”
"Perhgps” sad Talk, very thoughtfully, "hewill."

IX
The northern coast of Lannach doped in broad valeysto the Sea of Achan; and here, in game-filled



forests and on grassy downs, had arisen those thorpsin which the Flock's clans customarily dwelt.
Where Sagha Bay made its deep cut into the land, many such hamlets had grown together into larger
units. Thusthe towns came to be Ulwen and flinty Mannenach and Y o of the Carpenters.

But their doors were broken down and their roofs burned open; Drak’ho canoes lay on Segnas
beaches, Dark'’ho war-bands laired in empty Ulwen and patrolled the Anch Forest and rounded up the
hornbeast herds emerging from winter deep on DunaBrae.

Its boats sunk, its houses taken, and its hunting and fishing grounds cut off, the Flock retired into the
uplands. On the quaking lavadopes of Mount Oborch or in the cold canyons of the Misty Mountains,
there were afew small settlements where the poorer clans had lived. The femaes, the very old and the
very young could be crowded into these; tents could be pitched and caves occupied. By scouring this
gaunt country from Hark Hesath to the Ness, and by going often hungry, the whole Flock could stay dive
for awhilelonger.

But the heart of Lannach was the north coast, which the Drak’honai now forbade. Without it, the
Flock was nothing, agtarveling tribe of savages ... until autumn, when Birthtime would leave them
atogether hdpless.

"Itisnot well," said Trolwen inadequately.

He strode up anarrow trail, toward the village—what was its name now? Salmenbrok—which
perched on the jagged crest above. Beyond that, dark volcanic rock still streaked with snowfields
climbed dizzily upward to acrater hidden in its own vapors. The ground shivered underfoot, just abit,
and van Rijn heard arumble in the guts of the planet.

Poor isodtatic balance ... to be expected under these low-density conditions ... ageologic history of
overly-rapid change, earthquake, eruption, flood, and new lands coughed up from the seabottom in a
mere thousand decades ... hence, in spite of all the water, a catastrophically uneven climate—He
wrapped the stinking fur blanket they had given him more closdly around his rough-coated frame, blew
on numbed hands, peered into the damp sky for aglimpse of sun, and swore.

Thiswas no place for aman hisage and girth. He should be a home, in his own deeply indented
armchair, with agood cigar, atdl drink and the gardens of Jakarta flaming around him. For amoment,
the remembrance of Earth was so sharp that he snuffled in self-pity. It was bitter to leave hisbonesin this
nightmare land, when he had thought to pull Earth's soft green turf about hisweary body ... Hard and
crue, yes, and every day the company must be getting deeper into the red ink without him thereto
oversee! That hauled him back to practicalities.

"Let meget thisdl clear inmy head," he requested. He found himsdlf rather more a homein
Lannachamael than he had been—even without faking—in the Drak’ho speech. Here, by chance, the
grammar and the guttural noises were not too far from his mother tongue. Already he approached
fluency.

"Y ou came back from your migration and found the enemy was here waiting for you?" he continued.

Trolwen jerked his head in aharsh and painful gesture. "Y es. Hitherto we had only known vaguely of
their existence; their home regions are well to the southeast of ours. We knew they had been forced to
leave because suddenly the trech—the fish which are the mainstay of their diet—had atered their own
habits, shifting from Drakawatersto Achan. But we had no ideathe Fleet was bound for our country.”

Van Rijn'slong hair swished, lank and greasy-black, the careful curlsal gone out of it, as he nodded.
"Itislike home history. In the Middle Ages on Earth, when the herring changed their waysfor some
begobbled herring reason, it would change the history of maritime countries. Kingswould fal, by damn,
and warswould be fought over the new fishing grounds.”

"It has never been of great importanceto us," said Trolwen. "A few clansin the Sagnaregion
have ... had small dugouts, and got much of their food with hook and line. None of this beast-labor the
Drakskago through, dragging those nets, even if they do pull in morefish! But for our folk generdly, it



was aminor thing. To be sure, we were pleased, severa years ago, when the trech appeared in great
numbersin the Seaof Achan. It islarge and tasty, its oil and bones have many uses. But it was not such
an occasion for rgoicing asif oh, asif the wild hornbeasts had doubled their herds overnight.”

Hisfingers closed convulsively on the handle of histomahawk. Hewas, after dl, quite young. "Now |
see the gods sent the trech to usin anger and mockery. For the Fleet followed the trech.”

Van Rijn paused on thetrail, wheezing till he drowned out the distant lavarumbles. "Whoof! Hold it
there, you! Not o like a God-forgotten horserace, if you please—ANh. If the fish are not so grest for
you, why not let the Fleet have the Achan waters?'

It was, he knew, not atrue question: only astimulus. Trolwen delivered himsdlf of severd explosve
obscenities before answering, "They attacked us the moment we came home this spring. They had
aready occupied our coastlands! And even had they not done so, would you let a powerful horde
of ... strangerswhose very habitsaredien and evil ... would you let them dwell a your windowsiI1?
How long could such an arrangement last?"

Van Rijn nodded again. Just suppose a nation with tyrant government and filthy personal liveswereto
ask for the Moon, on the grounds that they needed it and it was not of large vaue to Earth—

Personally, he could afford to be tolerant. In many ways, the Drak’honal were closer to the human
norm than the Lannachska. Their master-sarf culture was anatural consequence of economics: given only
neolithic toals, araft big enough to support severd families represented an enormous capitd investment.
It was Ssmply not possible for disgruntled individualsto strike out on their own; they were at the mercy of
the State. In such cases, power aways concentratesin the hands of aristocratic warriors and intellectual
priesthoods; among the Drak’honal, those two classes had merged into one.

The Lannachska, on the other hand—more typicaly Diomedean—were primarily hunters. They had
very few highly specidized craftsmen; theindividua could survive using tools made by himsdlf. Thelow
cadoriglareafactor of ahunting economy made them spread out thin over alarge region, each smal group
nearly independent of the rest. They exerted themsalvesin spasms, during the chase for instance; but they
did not haveto toil day after day until they nearly dropped, as the common netman or oarsman or
deckhand must in the Fleet—hence there was no economic justification on Lannach for a class of bosses
and oversears.

Thus, their natura politica unit wasthe little matrilineal clan. Such semiforma blood groups, amost
free of government, were rather loosaly organized into the Great Flock. And the Flock's raison d'etre
—apart from minor inter-sept business a home—was Smply to increase the safety of al when every
Diomedean on Lannach flew south for the winter.

Or came hometo war!

"Itisinteresting,” murmured Van Rijn, haf in Anglic. "Among our peoples, like on most planets, only
the agriculture folk got civilized. Herethey make no farmsat al: the big half-wild hornbesst herdsis
closest thing, nie? Y ou hunt, berrypick, regp wild grain, fish alittle—yet some of you know writing and
make books; | see you have machines and houses, and weave cloth. Could be, the every-year imulus
of mesting foreignersin thetropics givesyou idess?'

"What?"' asked Trolwen vaguely.

"Nothings. | just wondered, me, why—since life hereis easy enough so you have time for making
civilization—you do not grow so many you eat up al your game and chop down al your woods. That is
what we caled asuccessful civilization back on Earth.”

"Our numbers do not increase fadt," said Trolwen. " About three hundred years ago, a daughter Flock
was formed and moved el sawhere, but theincrease isvery dow. Welose so many on the migrations, you
see—storm, exhaugtion, Sickness, barbarian attack, wild animals, sometimes cold or famine—" He
hunched hiswings, the Diomedean equivaent of ashrug.



"Ah-hal Natura sdection. Whichisal wel and good, if natureis obliging to pick you for survival.
Otherwise gives awful noises about tragedy.” Van Rijn stroked his goatee. The chins beneath it were
getting bristly ashislast application of antibeard enzyme wore off. " So. It does give one notion of what
made your race get brains. Hibernate or migrate! And if you migrate, then be smart enough to meet all
kindstrouble, by damn.”

He resumed hisnoisy wak up thetrail. "But we got our troubles of now to think about, especialy
since they are too the troubles belonging with Nicholas van Rijn. Which is not to be stood. Hmpf! Well,
now, tell me more. | gather the Fleet scrubbed its decks with you and kicked you up here where the only
flat country isthe map. Y ou want home to the lowlands again. Y ou also want to get rid of the Fleet.”

"We gave them agood fight," said Trolwen gtiffly. "We gtill can—and will, by my grandmother's
ghost! There were reasons why we were defeated so badly. We came tired and hungry back from
ten-days of flight; oneisawayswesk a the end of the springtime journey home. Our strongholds had
aready been occupied. The Drakaflamethrowers set afire such other defenses as we contrived, and
madeit impossblefor usto fight them on the water, where their red strength lies”

His teeth snapped together in acarnivore reflex. "And we have to overcome them soon! If we don't
we arefinished. And they know it!"

"l am not clear over thisyet," admitted Van Rijn. "The hurry isthat al your young are born the same
time nie?"

"Yes." Trolwen topped the rise and waited beneath the walls of Salmenbrok for his puffing guest.

Like dl Lannachska settlements, it wasfortified against enemies, animal or intelligent. Therewasno
stockade—that would be pointless here where dl the higher life-forms had wings. An average building
was roughly in the shape of an ancient Terrestrid blockhouse. The ground floor was doorless and had
mere ditsfor windows; entrance was through an upper story or atrap in the thatched roof. A hamlet was
fortified not by outer walls but by being woven together with covered bridges and underground passages.

Up here, above timberline, the houses were of undressed stone mortared in place, rather than thelogs
more common among the valey clans. But this thorp was solidly made, furnished with a degree of
comfort that indicated how bountiful the lowlands must be.

Van Rijn took time to admire such features as wooden locks constructed like Chinese puzzles, a
wooden lathe set with a cutting edge of painstakingly fractured diamond, and awooden saw whose teeth
were of renewable volcanic glass. A communa windmill ground nuts and wild grain, aswell as powering
numerous smaller machines; it included apump which filled agreat gone basin in the overhanging cliff
with water, and the water could be let down again to keep the mill turning when there was no wind. He
even saw atiny sail-propelled railroad, with wooden-wheed ed basketwork carts running on iron-hard
wooden rails. It carried flint and obsidian from the loca quarries, timber from the forests, dried fish from
the coast, furs and herbs from the lowlands, handicraftsfrom al theidand. Van Rijn was delighted.

"So!" hesaid. "Commerce! Yearare fundamentally capitaists. Ha, by damn, | think soon we do some
Trolwen shrugged. "Thereis nearly dways astrong wind up here. Why should we not let it take our

burdens? Actudly, dl the apparatus you see took many lifetimesto complete—were not like those
Drakska, wearing themselves out with labor."

Sdmenbrok's temporary population crowded about the human, with mumbling and twittering and
wing-flapping, the cubs twisting around hislegs and their mothers shrieking at them to come back. "Ten
thousand purple devild" he choked. "They think maybe | am apoalitician to kisstheir brats, ha?'

"Comethisway," said Trolwen. "Toward the Maes Temple—femaes and young may not follow,
they havetheir own." Heled the way along another path, making an elaborate sdluteto asmadl idol ina
niche on thetrail. From its crudity, the thing had been carved centuries ago. The Flock seemed to have
only arather incoherent polytheism for religion, and not to take that very serioudy these days, but it was



asdtrict about ritua and tradition as some classic British regiment—which, in many ways, it resembled.

Van Rijn trudged after, casting a glance behind. The femaes herelooked little different from thosein
the Fleet: abit smaler and dimmer than the males, their wings larger but without afully developed spur.
Infact, racidly the two folk seemed identical.

And yet, if dl that the company's agents had learned about Diomedes was not pure gibberish, the
Drak’honal represented abiologica monstrousness. An impossibility!

Trolwen followed the man's curious gaze, and sighed. ™Y ou can notice nearly half our nubile females
are expecting their next cub.”

"Hm-m-m. Ja, thereisyour problem. Let me seeif | understand it right. Y our young are dl born at
thefdl equinox—"

"Y es. Within afew days of each other; the exceptions are negligible.”
"But it isnot SO many ten-days thereafter you must leave for the south. Surely anew baby cannot fly?"

"Oh, no. It clingsto the mother al theway; it isborn with arms able to grasp hard. Thereisno cub
from the preceding year; anursing female does not get pregnant. Her two-year-old is strong enough to fly
the distance, given rest periodsin which it rides on someone's back—though that's the age group where
we suffer the most loss. Three-year-olds and above need only be guided and guarded: their wings are
quite adequate.”

"But this makes much trouble for the mother, not so?"

"Sheisassgted by the half-grown clan members, or the old who are past childbearing but not yet too
old to survive the journey. And the males, of course, do al the hunting, scouting, fighting, and so forth.”

"S0. Y ou cometo the south. | hear told it makes easy to live there, nuts and fruits and fish to scoop
from the water. Why do you come back?'

"Thisisour home" said Trolwen Smply.

After amoment: "And, of course, the tropic idands could never support al the myriads which gather
there each midwinter—twice ayear, actudly. By the time the migrants are ready to leave, they have
egten that country bare.

"l see. Well, keep on. In the south, at solstice time, iswhen you rut.”
"Y es. The desire comes on us—but you know what | mean.”
"Of course," said Van Rijn blandly.

"And there are festivals, and trading with the other tribes ... frolic or fight—" The Lannacha sighed.
"Enough. Soon after solgtice, we return, arriving here sometime before equinox, when the large animas
on which we chiefly depend have awoken from their winter deep and put on alittle flesh. There you have
the pattern of our lives, Eartho.”

"It soundslike fun, if I wasnot too old and fat." Van Rijn blew his nose lugubrioudy. "Do not get old,
Trolwen. It isso lonesome. Y ou are lucky, dying on migration when you grow feeble, you do not live
wheezy and hel plesswith nothing but your dear memories, like me.”

"I'm not likely to get old as matters stand now," said Trolwen.

"When your young are born, al a onceinthefdl ja," mused Van Rijn, "l can see how thenistime
for nothing much but obstetrics. And if you have not food and shelter and such helps all ready, most of
theyoung die—"

"They are replacegble.” said Trolwen, with adegree of casualnessthat showed he was, after dl, not
just aman winged and tailed. Histone sharpened. "But the femaes who bear them are more vita to our
strength. A recent mother must be properly rested and fed, you understand, or she will never reach the
south—and consider what a part of our total numbers are going to become mothers. It's aquestion of the



Flock's surviva asanation! And thosefilthy Drakska, breeding al the year round like ... likefish ...
No!"

"Noindeed," said Van Rijn. "Best we think of somethings very fast, or | grow very hungry, too."

"| spent livesto rescue you," said Trolwen, "because we al hoped you would think of something
yoursdf."

"Well," said Van Rijn, "the problem isto get word to my own people at Thursday Landing. Then they
come here quick, by damn, and | will tell them to clean up on the Fleet."

Trolwen smiled. Even dlowing for the unhuman shape of hismouth, it was a smile without warmth or
humor. "No, no," he said. "Not that easily. | dare not, cannot spare thefolk, or thetime and effort, in
some crazy attempt to cross The Ocean ... not while Drak-'ho has us by the throat. Also—forgive
me—how do | know that you will be interested in helping us, once you are able to go home again?'

He looked away from his companion, toward the porticoed cave that was the Maes Temple. Steam
rolled from its mouth, there was the hiss of ageyser within.

"I mysdlf might have decided otherwise," he added abruptly, in avery low voice. "But | have only
limited powers—any plan of mine—the Council—do you see? The Council is suspicious of three
wingless mongters. It thinks ... we know so little about you ... our only sure hold on you isyour own
desperation ... the Council will alow no help to be brought for you until thewar isover."

Van Rijnlifted his shoulders and spread his hands. "Confidential, Trolwen, boy, in their place would
dothesame."

X

Now darkness waned. Soon there would be light nights, when the sun hovered just under the seaand
the sky was like white blossoms. Already both moons could be seen in full phase after sunset. As
Rodonis stepped from her cabin, swift Sk’huanax climbed the horizon and swung up among the many
sarstoward dow and patient Lykaris. Between them, She Who Waits and He Who Pursues cast a
shuddering double bridge over broad waters.

Rodoniswas born to the old nohility, and had been taught to smile at Moons worship. Good enough
for the common sailors, who would otherwise go back to their primitive bloody sacrificesto
Aeak'harin-the-Deeps, but really, an educated person knew there was only the
Lodestar ... Nevertheless, Rodonis went down on the deck, hooded herself with her wings, and
whispered her trouble to bright mother Lykaris.

"A song do | pledgeyou, asong al for yoursdlf, to be made by the Fleet's finest bards and sung in
your honor when next you hold wedding with He Who Pursues you. Y ou will not wed Him again for
more than ayear, the astrologuestell me; there will be time enough to fashion a song for you which shall
livewhilethe Fleet remainsafloat, O Lykaris: if but you will spare memy Ddp."

She did not address Sk'’huanax the Warrior, any more than a mae Drak’ho would have dreamed of
petitioning the Mother. But she said to Lykarisin her mind, that there could be no harmin cdling to his
attention the fact the Delp was a brave person who had never omitted the proper offerings.

The moons brightened. A bank of cloud in the west bulked like frosty mountains. Far off stood the
ragged loom of anidand, and she could hear pack ice cough in the north. It was abig strange seascape,
thiswas not the dear green Southwater whence starvation had driven theFl eet and she wondered if
Achan's godswould ever let the Drak’honai call it home.

The lap-lap of waves, creaking timbers, cablesthat sang as the dew tauntened them, wind-mumblein
shrouds, adatting sail, the remote plaintiveness of aflute and the nearer homely noises from thisraft's
own forecastle, snores and cub-whimpers and some couple's satisfied grunt ... were a strong steady



comfort in this cold emptiness named Achan Sea. She thought of her own young, two small furry shapes
inarichly tapestried bed, and it gave her the remaining strength needed. She spread her wings and
mounted the air.

From above, the Fleet a night was al clumps of shadow, with the rare twinkle of firepotswhere
some crew worked late. Most were long abed, worn out from aday of dragging nets, manning sweeps
and capgtans, cleaning and salting and pickling the catch, furling and unfurling the heavy sails of therafts,
harvesting driss and fruitweed, felling trees and shaping timber with one tools. A common crew
member, mae or femae, had littlein life except hard brutal |abor. Ther recreations were dmost as
coarse and violent: the dances, the athletic contests, the endlesslovemaking, the bawdy songs roared out
from full lungs over abarrel of sea-grain beer.

For amoment, as such thoughts crossed her mind, Rodonisfelt pridein her crewfolk. To the average
noble, acommoner was adomestic animd, ill-mannered, unlettered, not quite decent, to be keptin line
by whip and hook for his own good. But flying over the great deeping beast of a Fleet, Rodonis sensed
its sheer vigor, coiled like a snake beneath her—these were the lords of the sea, and Drak’ho's haughty
banners were raised on the backs of Drak'ho's lusty deckhands.

Perhapsit was smply that her own husband's ancestors had risen from the forecastle not many
generations back. She had seen him help his crew often enough, working side by side with them in storm
or fish run; she had learned it was no disgrace to swing a quernstone or set up a massive loom for hersdlf.

If labor was pleasing to the L odestar, as the holy books said, then why should Drak’ho nobles
consder it distasteful ? There was something bloodless about the old families, something not quite hedlthy.
They died out, to be replaced from below, century after century. It was well-known that deckhands had
the most offspring, skilled handicrafters and full-time warriorsrather less, hereditary officersfewest of al.
Why, Admird Syranax had in along life begotten only one son and two daughters. She, Rodonis, had
two cubs aready, after amere four years of marriage.

Did this not suggest that the high Lodestar favored the honest person working with honest hands?

But no ... those Lannach’hona dl had young every other year, like machinery, even though many of
the tykes died on migration. And the Lannach’hona did not work: not redly: they hunted, herded, fished
with their effeminate hooks, they were vigorous enough but they never stuck to ajob through hours and
dayslikeaDrak'ho sailor ... and, of course, their habits were just disgusting. Animal! A couple of
ten-daysayear, down in the twilight of equatoria solstice, indiscriminate lust, and that was dl. For the
rest of your life, the father of your cub was only another male to you—not that you knew who he was
anyway, you hussy!—and at home there was no modesty between the sexes, there wasn't even much
digtinction in everyday habits, because there was no more desire. Ugh!

Still, those filthy Lannach’honai had flourished, so maybe the Lodestar did not care ... No, it wastoo
cold athought, here in the night wind under ashen Sk’huanax. Surely the Lodestar had appointed the
Fleet an instrument, to destroy those Lannach beasts and take the country they had been defiling.

Rodonis wings beat alittle faster. The flagship was close now, itsturrets like mountain pesksin the
dark. There were many lamps burning, down on deck or in shuttered rooms. There were warriors
cruising endlessy above and around. The admiral's flag was till at the masthead, so he had not yet died;
but the desth watch thickened hour by hour.

Like carrion birds waiting, thought Rodoniswith ashudder.

One of the sentrieswhistled her to a hover and flapped close. Moonlight glistened on his polished
spearhead. "Hold! Who are you?"

She had come prepared for such ahdlt, but briefly, the tongue clove to her mouth. For shewasonly a
femade, and amongter laired beneath her.

A gust of wind rattled the dried things hung from ayardarm: the wings of some offending sailor who
now sat leashed to an oar or amillstone, if he ill lived. Rodonis thought of Delp's back bearing red



stumps, and her anger broke loose in a scream:
"Do you speak in that toneto asa Axollon?"

Thewarrior did not know her persondly, among the thousands of Fleet citizens, but he knew an
officer-class scarf; and it was plain to see that alifeéstoil had never been dlowed to twist this
dim-flanked body.

"Down on the deck, scum!" yelled Rodonis. "Cover your eyes when you address me!™

"l ... mylady," he tammered, "I did not—"

She dove directly a him. He had no choice but to get out of the way. Her voice cracked
whip-fashion, trailing her. " Assuming, of course, that your boatswain hasfirst obtained my permission for
you to speak to me."

"But ... but ... but—" Other fighting maes had come now, to whed as hdplesdy intheair. Such laws
did exist; no one had enforced them to the letter for centuries, but—

An officer on the main deck met the Situation when Rodonis landed. "My lady,” he said with due
deference, "it is not seemly for an unescorted female to be abroad at al, far lessto visit thisraft of
Sorrow.”

"It isnecessary," shetold him. "I have aword for Captain T"heonax which will not wait."
"The captainisat his honored father's bunkside, my lady. | dare not—"

"Let it be your teeth he has pulled, then, when he learns that Rodonis sa Axollon could have
forestaled another mutiny!™

She flounced across the deck and leaned on therail, asif brooding her anger above the sea. The
officer gasped. It was like atail-blow to the somach. "My lady! At once ... wait, wait here, only the
littlest of moments—Guard! Guard, there! Watch over my lady. Seethat she lacks not." He scuttled off.

Rodoniswaited. Now the redl test was coming.

There had been no problem so far. The Fleet was too shaken; no officer, worried ill, would have
refused her demand when she spoke of a second uprising.

The firgt had been bad enough. Such ahorror, an actua revolt against the Lodestar's own Oracle,
had been unknown for more than ahundred years ... and with awar to fight at the sametime! The
genera impulse had been to deny that anything serious had happened at dl. A regrettable
misunderstanding Delp'sfolk mided, fighting their galant, hopeessfight out of loydty to their
captain ... after dl, you couldn't expect ordinary sailorsto understand the more modern principle, that
the FHeet and itsadmira transcended any individua raft—

Harshly, her tears at the time only a dry memory, Rodonis rehearsed her interview with Syranax, days
ago.

"l am sorry, my lady," he had said. "Believe me | am sorry. Y our husband was provoked, and he had
more justice on his side than T'heonax. In fact, | know it was just afight which happened, not planned,
only achance spark touching off old grudges, and my own son mostly to blame.”

"Then let your son suffer for it!" she had cried.

The gaunt old skull wove back and forth, implacably ."No. He may not be the finest personin the
world, but heismy son. And the heir. | haven't long to live, and wartimeisno timeto risk a struggle over
the succession. For the Fleet's sake, T'heonax must succeed me without argument from anyone; and for
this, hemust have an officidly unstained record.”

"But why can't you let Delp go too?'

"By the Lodedtar, if | could! But it's not possible. | can give everyone else amnesty, yes, and | will.
But there must be one to bear the blame, one on whom to vent the pain of our hurts. Delp hasto be



accused of engineering amutiny, and be punished, so that everybody else can say, "Well, we fought each
other, but it was al hisfault, so now we can trust each other again.'"

Theadmiral sighed, atired breath out of shrunken lungs. "'l wish to the Lodestar | didn't haveto do
this. | wish ... I'm fond of you too, my lady. | wish we could befriendsagain.”

"Wecan," shewhispered, "if youwill set Delp free.”
The conqueror of Maion looked bleakly at her and said: "No. And now | have heard enough.”
She had |€eft his presence.

And the days passed, and there was the farcical nightmare of Delp'strid, and the nightmare of the
sentence passed on him, and the nightmare of waiting for its execution. The Lannach’ho raid had been
like amoment'swaking from feverdreams. for it was sharp and redl, and your shipmate was no longer
your furtive-eyed enemy but awarrior who met the barbarian in the clouds and whipped him home from
your cubd!

Three nights afterward, Admiral Syranax lay dying. Had he not falen sick, Delp would now bea
mutilated dave, but in this renewed tension and uncertainty, so controversid a sentence was naturaly
stayed.

Once T'heonax had the Admiralty, thought Rodonisin acold corner of her brain, there would be no
more delay. Unless—

"Will my lady comethisway?'

They were obsequious, the officerswho guided her across the deck and into the grest gloomy pile of
logs. Household servants, pattering up and down window-less corridors by lamplight, stared at her ina

kind of terror. Somehow, the most secret things were dways known to the forecastle, immediatdly, asif
andled.

It was dark in here, stuffy, and silent. So slent. The sealisnever sill. Only now did Rodonisredize
that she had not before, in dl her life, been shut away from the sound of waves and timber, and cordage.
Her wings tensed, she wanted to fly up with a scream.

Shewalked.

They opened adoor for her; she went through, and it closed behind her with sound-deadening
massiveness. She saw asmall, richly furred and carpeted room, where many lamps burned. The air was
S0 thick it made her dizzy. T'heonax lay on acouch watching her, playing with one of the Eart'ho knives.
Therewasno onedse.

"Stdown," hesad.

She squatted on her tall, eyes smoldering into his asif they were equas.
"What did you wish to say?' he asked tonelesdy.

"The admird your father lives?' she countered.

"Not for long, | fear," he said. "Aeak’hawill eat him before noon.” His eyes went toward the arras,
haunted. "How long the night idl™

Rodonis waited.

"We|?' hesaid. His head swung back, snakishly. Therewas arawnessin histone. ™Y ou mentioned
something about ... another mutiny?”

Rodonis sat straight up on her haunches. Her crest grew tiff. "Yes" shereplied in awinter voice.
"My husband's crew have not forgotten him."

"Perhaps not," snapped T'heonax. "But they've had sufficient loydty to the Admiraty drubbed into
them by now."



"Loydty to Admira Syranax, yes," shetold him. "But that was never lacking. Y ou know aswell asl,
what happened was no mutiny ... only ariot, by maleswho were againgt you. Syranax they have dways
admired, if not loved.

"Thereal mutiny will be againg hismurderer.”

T'heonax |eaped.
"What do you mean?' he shouted. "Who's amurderer?
"You are." Rodonis pushed it out between her teeth. "Y ou have poisoned your father."

She waited then, through atime which stretched close to breaking. She could not tell if the notorioudy
violent male she faced would kill her for uttering those words.

Almost, he did. He drew back from her when his knife touched her throat. His jaws clashed shut
again, he legped onto his couch and stood there on al fours with back arched, tail rigid and wingsrising.

"Goon," hehissed. "Say your lies. | know well enough how you hate my whole family, because of
that worthless husband of yours. All the Feet knows. Do you expect them to believe your naked word?"

"l never hated your father," said Rodonis, not quite steadily; desth had brushed very close. "He
condemned Delp, yes. | thought he did wrongly, but he did it for the Fleet, and | ... | am of officer
kindred mysdlf. Y ou recdll, on the day after theraid | asked him to dine with me, asatoken to al that the
Drak’honai must close ranks."

"Soyou did," sneered T'heonax. "A pretty gesture. | remember how hotly spiced al the guests said
the food was. And thelittle kegpsake you gave him, that shining disk from the Eart'ho possessions.
Touching! Asif it wereyoursto give. Everything of theirsbelongsto the Admiraty.”

"Well, thefat Eartho had given it to me himself," said Rodonis. She was ddliberately leading the
conversaion into irredevant channdss, seeking to cam them both. "He had recovered it from his baggage,
hesaid. Hecdleditacoin ... an article of trade among hispeople ... thought | might like it to remember
him by. That wasjust after the ... theriot ... and just before he and his companions were removed from
the Gerunis to that other raft."

"It wasamiser's gift," said T'heonax. "The disk was quite worn out of shape—Bah!" His muscles
bunched again. "Come. Accuse mefurther, if you dare.”

"l have not been altogether afool,” said Rodonis. "' have left | etters, to be opened by certain friendsif
| do not return. But consider the facts, T'heonax. Y ou are an ambitious male, and one of whom most
persons are willing to think the worst. Y our father's death will make you Admira, the virtua owner of the
Heet—how long you must have chafed, waiting for this! Y our father isdying, stricken by amaady unlike
any known to our chirurgeons. not even like any known poison, so wildly doesit destroy him. Now it is
known to many that the raiders did not manage to carry off every bit of the Eart'ho food: three small
packets were | eft behind. The Eart’honal frequently and publicly warned us againgt eating any of their
rations. And you have had charge of dl the Eart'ho things!”

T'heonax gasped.
"It'saliel" he chattered. "1 don't know ... | haven't ... | never—Will anyone believe |, anyone, could
dosuchathing ... poison ... to hisown father?'

"Of you they will believeit,” said Rodonis.
"| swear by the Lodestar—!"

"The Lodestar will not give luck to a FHeet commanded by a parricide. There will be mutiny on that
account done, T"heonax."

Heglared at her, wild and panting. "What do you want?' he croaked.
Rodonislooked at him with the coldest gaze he had ever met. "1 will burn those letters” she said, "and



will keep silence forever. | will even join my deniasto yours, should the same thoughts occur to someone
else. But Delp must have immediate, total amnesty.”

T'heonax bristled and snarled at her.

"1 could fight you," he growled. "I could have you arrested for treasonable talk, and kill anyone who
dared—"

"Perhaps," said Rodonis. "But isit worth it?'Y ou might split the Fleet open and leave us dl aprey to
the Lannach’honai. All | ask ismy husband back."

"For that you would threaten to ruin the Fleet?"
"Yes'" shesad.

And after amoment: "Y ou do not understand. Y ou males make the nations and wars and songs and
science, dl thelittlethings. Y ou imagine you are the strong, practicd sex. But afemade goesagain and yet
again under death's shadow, to bring forth another life. We are the hard ones. We haveto be."

T'heonax huddled back, shivering.

"Yes," hewhispered at lagt, "yes, curseyou, shrivel you, yes, you can have him. I'll give you an order
now, thisingtant. Get his rotten feet off my raft before dawn, d'you hear? But | did not poison my father."
Hiswings beat thunderous, until he lifted up under the ceiling and threshed there, trapped and screaming.
"l didn't!"

Rodoniswaited.

Presently she took the written order, and left him, and went to the brig, where they cut the ropes that
bound Delp hyr Orikan. He lay in her arms and sobbed. "I will keep my wings, | will kegp my wings—"

Rodonis sa Axollon stroked his crest, murmured to him, crooned to him, told him al would be well
now, they were going home again, and wept alittle because sheloved him.

Inwardly she held achill memory, how old VVan Rijn had given her the coin but warned her
agang ... what had hesaid? ... heavy metal poisoning. "To you, iron, copper, tin isunknown stuffs. | am
not achemist, me; chemists| hirewhen chemicking is needful; but | think better | eat a shovelful arsenic
than one of your cubstry teething on this piece money, by damn!"

And she remembered sitting up in the dark, with a stone in her hand, grinding and grinding the
coin, until there was seasoning for the unbendable admiral’ s dinner.

Afterward she recollected that the Eart'ho was not supposed to have such magtery of her language. It
occurred to her now, like a shudder, that he could very well have left that deadly food behind on
purpose, in hopes it might cause trouble. But how closely had he foreseen the event?

Xl

Guntraof the Enklann sept camein through the door. Eric Wace looked wearily up. Behind him,
hugely shadowed between rush lights, the mill wasamumble of toiling forms.

"Yes?' hedghed.

Guntraheld out abroad shidd, two meterslong, alight sturdy construction of wicker on awooden
frame. For many ten-days she had supervised hundreds of females and cubs as they gathered and split
and dried the reeds, formed the wood, wove the fabric, assembled the unit. She had not been so tired
sgnce homecoming. Nevertheless, asmdl victory dwelt in her voice: "Thisisthe four thousandth,
Councilor.” It was not histitle, but the Lannachamind could hardly imagine anyone without definite rank
ingde the FHock organization. Considering the authority granted the wingless creatures, it fell most
naturdly to call them Councilors.



"Good." He hefted the object in hands grown calloused. "A strong piece of work. Four thousand are
more than enough; your task isdone, Guntra."

"Thank you." She looked curioudy about the transformed mill. Hard to remember that not so long ago
it had existed chiefly to grind food.

Angrek of the Trekkans came up with ablock of wood in his grasp. "Councilor,” he began, "I—" He
stopped. His gaze had falen on Guntra, who was till in her early middle years and had dways been
considered handsome.

Her eyes met his. A common smokiness lit them. Hiswings spread and he took a stiff step toward
her.

With agasp, dmost asob, Guntraturned and fled. Angrek stared after her, then threw his block to
the floor and cursed.

"What the devil ?' said Wace.

Angrek beat afig into hispam. "Ghosts," he muttered. "It must be ghodts ... unrestful spirits of dl the
evildoerswho ever lived ... possessing the Drakska, and now come to plague us!”

Another pair of bodies darkened the door, which stood open to the short pale night of early summer.
Nicholas van Rijn and Tolk the Herald entered.

"How goesit, boy?' boomed Van Rijn. He was gnawing a nitro-packed onion; the gauntness which
had settled on Wace, even on Sandra, had not touched him. But then, thought Wace bitterly, the old
blubberbucket didn't work. All he did was stroll around and talk to the local bosses and complain that
things weren't proceeding fast enough.

"Sowly, sr." The younger man bit back words he would rather have said. You bloated leech, do you
expect to be carried home by my labor and my brains, and fob me off with another factor's post
on another hell-planet?

"It will have to be speeded, then," said Van Rijn. "We cannot wait so long, you and me."

Tolk glanced keenly at Angrek. The handicrafter was till trembling and whispering charms,. "What's
wrong?"' he asked.

"The... aninfluence." Angrek covered hiseyes. "Herdd," he sammered, "Guntra of the Enklann was
here just now, and for amoment we ... we desired each other."

Tolk looked grave, but spoke without reproof. "It has happened to many. Keep it under control.”
"But what isit, Herdd? A sickness? A judgment? What have | done?”

"These unnatura impulses aren't unknown,” said Tolk. "They crop up in most of us, every onceina
while. But of course, one doesn't talk about it; one suppressesit, and does his or her best to forget it ever
happened.” He scowled. "L ately there has been more of such hankering than usud. | don't know why.
Go back to your work and avoid females."”

Angrek drew a shaky breath, picked up his piece of wood, and nudged Wace. "1 wanted your
advice; the shape here doesn't seem to me the best for its purpose—"

Tolk looked around. He had just come back from a prolonged journey, cruising over hisentire
homeland to bear word to scattered clans. "There has been much work done here," he said.

"Ja" nodded Van Rijn complacently. "Heis atdented engineer, him my young friend. But then, the
factor on anew planet had pest-be-damned better be a good engineer.”

"l am not so well acquainted with the detals of his schemes.”

"My schemes," corrected Van Rijn, somewhat huffily. "I tell him to make usweapons. All he does
then ismakethem.”

"All?" asked Tolk dryly. Heinspected a skeletd framework. "What's this?*



"A repeating dart-thrower; amachine gun, | call it. See, thiswaking beam turnsthis spurred fly
whedl. Darts are fed to the wheel on a belt—s-s-so—and tossed off fast: two or three in an eye-wink, at
least. The whed is swivel-mounted to point in dl directions. Itisan old ides, redly, | think Miller or de
Camp or someonefirgt built it long ago. But it isone hard damn thing to face in battle.”

"Excdlent,” gpproved Tolk. "And that over there?"

"Wecdl itabdlista It islike the Drak'ho catapults, only more so. Thisthrows large stones, to break
down awall or sink aboat. And here—-ja." Van Rijn picked up the shield Guntra had brought. "Thisis
not so good advertising copy, maybe, but | think it means abit more for us than the other machineries. A
warrior on the ground wears one on his back."

"Mm-m-m ... yes, | seewhere aharnesswould fit it would stop missiles from above, eh? But our
warrior could not fly while heworeit.”

"Just so!" roared Van Rijn. "Just bloody-be-so! That is the troubles with you folk on Diomedes.
Gresat balls of cheese! How you expect to fight area war with nothing but all air forces, hal! Up herein
Sadmenbrok, | spend al days hammering into stupid officer heads, it isinfantry takes and holds aposition,
by damn! And then officers have to beet it into the ranks, and practice them—gout of Judas! It is not
time enough! I1n these few ten-days, | have to try make what needsyears!”

Tolk nodded, amost casudly. Even Trolwen had needed time and argument before he grasped the
idea of acombat force whose main body was ddliberately restricted to ground operations. It wastoo
alien aconcept. But the Herald said only: "Yes. | see your reasoning. It isthe strong points which decide
who holds Lannach, the fortified towns that dominate a countryside from which al the food comes. And
to take the towns back, we will need to dig our way in."

"You think smartly,” gpproved Van Rijn. "In Earth history, it took some peoplesalong timeto learn
thereisno victory in air power aone.”

"There are fill the Drakskafire weapons," said Tolk. "What do you plan to do about them? My
whole mission, these past ten-days, has been largdly to persuade the outlying septsto join us. | gave them
your word that the fire could be faced, that we'd even have flame-throwers and bombs of our own. I'd
better have been tdling the truth.”

He looked about. The mill, converted to a crude factory, wastoo full of winged laborersfor himto
seefar. Nearby, a primitive lathe, somewhat improved by Wace, was turning out spearshafts and
tomahawk handles. Another engine, awhirling grindstone, was new to him: it shaped ax heads and smilar
parts, not as good as the handmeade type but formed in wholesdelots. A drop hammer knocked off flint
and obsdian flakesfor cutting edges, acircular saw cut wooden members; arope-twisting machine spun
fagter than the eye could follow. All of it was belt-powered from the great millwheds—all of it ludicroudy
haywired and cranky—but it spat forth the stuff of war faster than Lannach could use, filled whole bins
with surplus armament.

"Itisremarkable” said Talk. "It frightensmealittle.”

"I makeanew way of lifehere" said Van Rijn expansvely. "It is not this machine or that one which
has already changed your history beyond changing back. It isthe basicideal have introduced: mass
production.”

"But thefire—"

"Wace has d'so begun to make us fire weapons. Sulfur they have gathered from Mount Oborch, and
there are ail poolsfrom which we are getting nice arsonish liquids. Didtillation, thet isanother art the
Drak’ho have had and you have not. Now we will have some Molotov cocktailsfor our own selves.”

The human scowled. "But there is one thing true, my friend. We have not time to train your warriors
like they should be to use this materid. Soon | starve; soon your females get heavy and food must be
stored.”" He heaved a pathetic sgh. "Though | am long dead before you folks have red sufferings.”



"Not 0," said Tolk grimly. "We have dmogt haf ayear |ft before Birthtime, true. But dready we are
wesakened by hunger, cold, and despair. Already we have failed to perform many ceremonies—"

"Blast your ceremonies!" snapped Van Rijn. "l say it is Ulwen town we should take first, whereit Sits
s0 nice overlooking Duna Braethat dl the hornbeasts live at. If we have Ulwen, you have eats enough,
also astrong point easy to defend. But no, Trolwen and the Council say we must strike straight for
Mannenach, leaving Ulwen enemy-held in our rear, and going down clear to Sanga Bay where their rafts
can get at us. For why? So you can hold some blue-befungused rite therel”

"Y ou cannot understand,” said Tolk gently. "We are too different. Even |, whose liféswork it has
been to dedl with alien peoples, cannot grasp your attitude. But our lifeisthe cycle of theyear. It isnot
that we take the old gods so serioudy any more—but their rituals, the Tightness and decency of it dll, the
belonging—" He looked upward, into the shadow-hidden roof, where the wind hooted and rushed
about the busy millwheds. "No, | don't believe that ancestral ghosts fly out there of nights. But | do
believe that when | welcome High Summer back at the greet rite in Mannenach, asdl my forebears have
donefor aslong asthere hasbeen aFlock ... then | am keeping the Flock itself alive.”

"Bah!" Van Rijn extended a dirt-encrusted hand to scratch the matted beard which was engulfing his
face. He couldn't shave or wash: even given anti-allergen shots, human skin wouldn't tolerate Diomedean
soap. "l tell you shy you havedl thisritud. First, you are adave to the seasons, more even than any
farmer on Earth back in our old days. Second, you must fly so much, and leave your homes empty al the
dark time up here, that ritua isyour most precious possession. It isthe only thing you have not weighing
too much to be carried with you everywhere."

"That'sasmay be" said Tolk. "Thefact remains. If thereis any chance of greeting the Full Day from
Mannenach Standing Stones, we shall take it. The extralives which arelost because this may not be the
soundest strategy, will be offered in gladness.™

"If it does not cost usthe whole befouled war.” Van Rijn snorted. "Devils and dandruff! My own
chaplain at home, that pickle face, is not so fussy about what is proper. Why, that poor young fellow
there was near making suicide now, just because he got alittle bit excited over awench out of wenching
season, hie?"

"Itisnt done" said Tolk stiffly. He waked from the shop. After amoment, Van Rijn followed.

Wace settled the point of discussion with Angrek, checked operations elsawhere, swore at a
well-meaning young porter who was storing volatile petroleum fractions beside the hearth, and left. His
feet were heavy at the end of hislegs. It was too much for one man to do, organizing, designing,
supervising, trouble-shooting—Van Rijn seemed to think it was routine to lift nealithic huntersinto the
machine agein afew weeks. He ought to try it himsdlf! It might sweat some of the lard off the old hog.

The nights were so short now, only a paeness between two red clouds on ajagged horizon, that
Weace no longer paid any heed to the time. He worked until he was ready to drop, dept awhile, and
went back to work.

Sometimes hewondered if he had ever fdt rested and clean, and well fed, and comforted in his
aone-ness.

Morning smoldered on northerly ridges, where aline of volcanoes smeared wrathful black acrossthe
sun. Both moons were sinking, each a cold coppery disk twice the apparent size of Earth's Luna. Mount
Oborch shivered dong giant flanks and spat afew boulders at the pallid sky. Thewind came gdling, stiff
asaniron bar pressed againgt Wace's suddenly chilled back. Salmenbrok village huddled flinty barren
under itsloud quick thrust.

He had reached the ladder made for him, so he could reach the tiny loft-room he used, when Sandra
Tamarin came from behind the adjoining tower. She paused, one hand stealing to her face. He could not
hear what she said, in the blustery air.

He went over to her. Gravel scrunched under the awkward |eather boots a Lannachatailor had made



him. "I beg your pardon, my lady?"
"Oh ... it was nothing, Freeman Wace." Her green gaze came up to meet his, steadily and proudly,
but he saw aredness stedl aong her cheeks. "'l only said good morning.”

"Likewise." He rubbed sandy-lidded eyes. "1 haven't seen you for sometime, my lady. How are
you?"

"Redtless," she said. "Unhappy. Will you tak to mefor alittle, perhgps?

They left the hamlet behind and followed adim trail upward, through low harsh bushes breaking into
purple bloom. High above them wheeled afew sentries, but those were only impersona specks againgt
heaven. Wace felt his heartbeat grow hasty.

"What have you been doing?' he asked.

"Nothing of vaue. What can | do?' She stared down at her hands. "l try, but | have not the sKills, not
like you the engineer or Freeman van Rijn."

"Him?' Wace shrugged. No doubt the old goat had found plenty of chance to brag himself up, ashe
lounged superfluous around Salmenbrok. "It—" He stopped, groping after words. "It's enough just to
have my lady present.”

"Why, Freeman!" She laughed, with genuine haf-amused pleasure and no coynessat al. "1 never
thought you so gdlant in thewords.”

"Never had much chanceto be, my lady," he murmured, too tired and strength-emptied to keep up
hisguard.

"Not?" She gave him asdewayslook. Thewind laid itsfingersin her tightly braided hair and unfurled
small argent banners of it. She was not yet starved, but the bonesin her face were standing out more
sharply; there was a smudge on one cheek and her garments were clumsy baggings hurled together by a
tailor who had never seen ahuman frame before. But somehow, stripped thus of queenliness, she seemed
to him more beautiful than erstwhile—perhaps because of being closer? Because her poverty said with
franknessthat she was only human flesh like himsel?

"No," he got out between iff lips.
"I do not understand,” she said.

"Y our pardon, my lady. | wasthinking out loud. Bad habit. But one does, on these outpost worlds.
Y ou see the same few men so often that they stop being company; you avoid them—and, of course,
we're away's undermanned, SO you have to go out by yourself on various jobs, maybe for weeks at a
time. Why am | saying al this? 1 don't know. Dear God, how tired | am!"

They paused on aridge. At their feet there was a cliff tumbling through hundreds of metersdownto a
foam-white river. Across the canyon were mountains and mountains, their snowstinged bloody by the
sun. Thewind came streaking up the dales and struck the humansin the face.

"l see. Yes, it clearsfor me." Sandraregarded him with grave eyes. ™Y ou have had to work hard dl
your life. There has not been time for the pleasures, the learned manners and culture. Not?"

"Notimeat dl, my lady," hesaid "l wasborn in the dums, one kilometer from the old Triton Docks.
Nobody but the very poor would live that close to a spaceport, the traffic and stinks and earthquake
noise ... though you got used to it, dtill it was apart of you, built into your bones. Haf my playmates are
now dead or injail, | imagine, and the other half are scrabbling for the occasiona haf-skilled
hard-and-dirty job no one else wants. Don't pity me, though. | was lucky. | got apprenticed to afur
wholesaler when | wastwelve. After two years, 1'd made enough contacts to get a hard-and-dirty job
myself—only thiswas on aspaceship, fur-trgpping expedition to Rhiannon. | taught mysdf alittle
something in odd moments, and bluffed about the rest | was supposed to know, and got adightly better
job. And so on and so on, till they put mein charge of thisoutpost ... avery minor enterprise, which may



in time become moderately profitable but will never beimportant. But it's a stepping stone. So here |l am,
on amountain top with al Diomedes below me, and what's next?"

He shook his head, violently, wondering why his reserve had broken down. Being so exhausted was
like adrunkenness. But moreto it than that ... no, he was not fishing for sympathy ... down underneeth,
did he want to find out if she would understand? If she could?

"Youwill get back," shesaid quietly. ™Y our kind of man survives."

IIMWtHII

"Itisheroic, what you have done dready.” Shelooked away from him, toward the driving clouds
around Oborch's peak. "'l am not certain anything can stop you. Except yoursdlf.”

"1?" He was beginning to be embarrassed now, and wanted to talk of other things. He plucked at his
bristly red beard.

"Yes. Who else can? Y ou have come so far, so fast. But why not stop? Soon, perhaps here on this
mountain, must you not ask yourself how much farther it isworth going?”

"l don't know. Asfar aspossble, | guess.”

"Why?Isit necessary to become great? Isit not enough to be free? With your talent and experience,
you can make good-enough monies on many settled planets where men are more at home than here.
Like Hermes, exemplia. In thisstriving to be rich and powerful, isit not merely that you want to feed and
shelter the little boy who once cried himsdlf hungry to deep back in Triton Docks? But that little boy you
can never comfort, my friend. Hedied long ago.”

"Well ... | dont know ... | suppose oneday I'll have afamily. I'd want to give my wife more than just
aliving; I'd want to leave my children and grandchildren enough resources to go on—to stand off the
wholeworldif they haveto—"

"Yes. So. | think maybe—" he saw, before she turned her head from him, how the blood flew up into
her face—"the old fighting Dukes of Hermeswere like so. It would be well if we had abreed of men like
them again—" Suddenly she began walking very fast down the path. "Enough. Best we return, not?"

Hefollowed her, little aware of the ground he trod.

Xl

When the Lannachska were ready to fight, they were caled to Sdmenbrok by Tolk's Whistlers until
the sky darkened with their wings. Then Trolwen made hisway through a seethe of warriorsto Van Rijn.

"Surely the gods are weary of us," he said bitterly. "Near dways, at thistime of year, there are strong
south winds." He gestured at a breathless heaven. "Do you know a spell for raising dead breezes?

The merchant looked up, somewhat annoyed. He was seated at a table outside the wattle-and-clay
hut they had built for him beyond the village—for he refused to climb ladders, or degpinadamp
cave—dicing with Corps Captain Srygen for the beryl-like gemstones which were alocd medium of
exchange. The number of speciesin the galaxy which have independently invented some form of African
golf isheyond estimation.

"Well," he sngpped, "and why must you have your tail fanned? ... Ah, seven! No, pox and pills, |
remember, here seven is not aso good number. Well, wetry again." The three cubes clicked in hishand
and acrossthetable. "HmM-m-m, seven again." He scooped up the stakes. "Double or nothings?”

"The ghost-eaterstakeit!" Srygen got up. "Y ou've been winning too motherless often for my taste.”
Van Rijn surged to his own feet like a broaching whale. "By damn, you take that back or—"
"l said nothing chdlengegble" Srygen told him coldly.



"Youimpliedit. | aninsulted, mysdf!”

"Hold on there," growled Trolwen. "What do you think thisis, abeer feast? Eart’ho, dl the fighting
forces of Lannach are now gathered on these hills. We cannot feed them here very long. And yet, with
the new wespons loaded on therailway cars, we cannot tir until there is a south wind. What to do?!

VanRijnglared a Srygen. "'l said | wasinsulted. | do not think so good when | am insulted.”

"| am sure the captain will apologize for any unintended offense,” said Trolwen, with ared-shot ook
at them both.

"Indeed,”" said Srygen. He spokeit like pulling teeth.

"S0." Van Rijn stroked his beard. "Then to prove you make no doubt about my honesties, we throw
once more, nie? Double or nothings.”

Srygen snatched the dice and hurled them. "Ah, asix you have," said Van Rijn. "It isnot so easy to
best. | am afraid | have already lost. It isnot so smpleto be apoor tired hungry old man, far away from
his home and from the Siamese catswho are al he hasto love him for himsdf, not just his
monies ... Tum-te-tum-te-tum ... Eight! A two, athree, athree! Well, wdl, well!"

"Transport,” said Trolwen, hanging on to histemper by ahair. "The new weapons are too heavy for
our porters. They haveto go by rail. Without awind, how do we get them down to Sagna Bay?"

"Simple,” said Van Rijn, counting histake. "Till you get agood wind, tie ropesto the carsand all
these so-husky young felows pull.”

Srygen blew up. "A freeclan mae, todrag acar likea... likea Draka?" Hemastered himsdf and
choked: "It isn't done."

"Sometimes,” said Van Rijn, "these things must be done." He scooped up the jewels, dropped them
into apurse, and went over to awell. "Surely you have some disciplinesin this Flock.”

"Oh ... yes... | suppose so—" Trolwen's unhappy gaze went down-dope to the brawling, shouting
winged tide which had engulfed the village. "But sustained labor like that hasdways ... long before the
Drakska came ... dways been consdered—perverted, in away—it is not exactly forbidden, but one
does not do it without the most compelling necessity. To labor in public—No!"

Van Rijn hauled on the windlass. "Why not? The Drak’honai, them, make dl kindstiresome
preachments about the dignity of labor. For them it is needful; in their way of life, one must work hard.
But for you? Why must one not work hard in Lannach?’

"Itisntright," said Srygen iffly. "It makes uslike some kind of animd.”

Van Rijn pulled the bucket to the well coping and took a bottle of Earthside beer fromiit. "Ahhh,
good and cold ... hm-m-m, possibly too cold, damn al places without thermostatted coolers—" He
opened the bottle on the stone curb and tasted. "It will do. Now, | have made travels, and | find that
everywhere the manners and morals of peoples have some good reason at bottom. Maybe the race has
forgotten why was arule made in thefirst place, but if the rule does not make some sense, it will not last
many centuries. Follows then that you do not like prolonged hard work, except to be sure migration,
becauseit is not good for you for some reason. And yet it does not hurt the Drak’honai too much.
Paradox!"

"Unlawfulness take your wonderings,” snarled Trolwen. "It was your ideathat we make dl this
new-fangled gpparatus, instead of fighting as our males have aways fought. Now, how do we get it
down to the lowlands without demordizing the army?"

"Oh, that!" Van Rijn shrugged. "Y ou have sports—contests—nie?"
"Of course.”

"Well, you explain these cars must be brought with us and, whileit is not necessary we leave at
once—"



"Butitid Well garveif wedon't!"

"My good young friend," said Van Rijn patiently, "I see plain you have much to learn about politics.
Y ou Lannachska do not understand lying, | suppose because you do not get married. You tell the
warriors, | say, that we can wait for asouth wind al right but you know they are eager to cometo grips
with the foe and therefore they will be invited to play asmdl game. Each clan will pull so and so many
cars down, and we time how fast it goes and make a prize for the best pullers.”

"Well, I'll be accursed,” said Srygen.
Trolwen nodded eagerly. "It'sjust the sort of thing that getsinto clan traditions—"

"You see" explained Van Rijn, "it iswhat we cal semantics on Earth. | am old and short with breath,
s0 | can look unpregjudiced at all these footballs and basebal s and potato races, and | know that agame
is hard work you are not required to do.”

He belched, opened another bottle, and took a half-eaten salami from his purse. The supplies weren't
going to last very much longer.

Xl

When the expedition was hafway down the Misty Mountains, their wind rose behind them. A
hundred warriors harnessed to each railway car relaxed and waited for the timers whose hourglasses
would determine the winning team.

"But they arenot al so diminthebrain, surely,” said Sandra.

"Oh, no," answered Wace. "But those who were smart enough to see through Old Nick's scheme
were aso smart enough to seeit was necessary, and keep quiet.”

He huddled in amordant blast that drove down apine dopes to the distant cloudy green of hillsand
valeys, and watched the engineers at work. A train consisted of about thirty light little cars roped
together, with a"locomotive" a the head and another in the middle. These were somewhat more sturdily
built, to support two high mastswith square sails. Given wood of dmost metallic hardness, plusan
oil-drip over thewhedsin lieu of bal bearings, plus the hurricane thrust of Diomedean winds, the system
became practical. Y ou didn't get up much speed, and you must often wait for afollowing wind, but this
was not a culture bound to hourly schedules.

"It'snot too late for you to go back, my lady," said Wace. "I can arrange an escort.”

"No." Shelaid ahand on the bow which had been made for her—no toy, a 25-kilo killing tool such
as she had often hunted with in her home forests. Her head lifted, the silverpale hair caught chill ruddy
sunlight and threw back aglow to thisdark immensity of cliffsand glaciers. "Herewe dl stand or weal
die. It would not beright for aruler born to stay home."

Van Rijn hawked. "Trouble with aristocrats," he muttered. "Bred for |looks and courage, not brains.
Now | would go back, if not needed here to show | have confidence in my own plans.”

"Do you?" asked Wace skepticaly.

"L et bewith foolishness," snorted Van Rijn. "Of course not." He trudged back to the staff car which
had been prepared for him: at least it had walls, aroof, and a bunk. The wind shrieked down ringing
stony canyons, he leaned against it with al hisweight. Overhead swooped and soared the squadrons of
Lannach.

Wace and Sandra each had a private car, but she asked him to ride down with her. "Forgive meif |
make dramatics, Eric, but we may bekilled and it islonely to die without a human hand to hold.” She
laughed, alittle breethlesdy. "Or at least we can talk.”

"I'm afrad—" He cleared atightened throat. "I'm afraid, my lady, | can't converse as readily



as... Freeman Van Rijn."
"Oh," she grinned, "that waswhat | meant. | said we can talk, not him only."
Nevertheess, when the trains got into motion, she grew as quiet as he.

Lacking their watches they could scarcely even guess how long the trip took. High summer had
amost cometo Lannach; oncein twelve and ahalf hours, the sun scraped the horizon north of west, but
there was no more red night. Wace watched the kilometers click away beneath him; he ate, dept, spoke
desultorily with Sandra or with young Angrek who served as her aide, and the greet |and flattened into
rolling valeys and forests of low fringe-leaved trees, and the sea came near.

Now and again a hotbox or a contrary wind delayed the caravan. There was restlessnessin the ranks:
they were used to streaking in aday from the mountains to the coast, not to whedling above this
inchworm or arailway. Drak’honai scouts spied them from afar, inevitably , and a detachment of rafts
lumbered into Sagna Bay with powerful reinforcements. Raids probed the flanks of the attackers. And
dill the trains must crawl.

In point of fact, there were eight Diomedean revol utions between the departure from Salmenbrok and
the Battle of Mannenach.

The harbor town lay on the Sagna shore, well in from the open sea and sheltered by surrounding
wooded hills. It was agaunt grim-looking complex of stone towers, tightly knitted together with the usua
tunnels and enclosed bridges, talking in the harsh tones of haf adozen big windmills. It overlooked a
smdl pier, which the Drak'hona had been enlarging. Beyond, dark on the choppy brown waters, rocked
two score enemy craft.

Ashistrain halted, Wace jumped from Sandras car. There was nothing to shoot &t yet: Mannenach
reveded only afew peaked roofs thrusting above the grassy ridge before him. Even against the wind, he
could hear the thunder of wings asthe Drak'honai lifted from the town, twisting upward in asingle black
meass like some tornado made flesh. But heaven was thick with Lannachska above him, and the enemy
made no immediate attack.

His heart thumped, runaway, and his mouth was too dry for him to spesk. Almost hazily, he saw
Sandrabeside him. A Diomedean bodyguard under Angrek closed around in athornbush of spears.

Thegirl amiled. "Thisisakind of relief," she said. "No more Stting and worrying, only to do what we
can, not?'

"Not indeed!" puffed Van Rijn, sumping toward them. Like the other humans, he had arranged for an
ill-fitting cuirass and helmet of laminated hard |egther above the baggy ma odorous nétive clothes. But he
wore two sets of armor, one on top of the other, carried ashield on hisleft arm, had deputed two young
warriorsto hold another shield over him like a canopy, and bore atomahawk and abeltful of stone
daggers. "Not if | can get out of it, by damn! Y ou go ahead and fight. | will be right behind you—asfar
behind asthe good saintslet.”

Wace found histongue and said mdicioudy: "I've often thought there might be fewer wars among
civilized races, if they reverted to this primitive custom that the generas are present at the battles.”

"Bah! Ridiculous! Just as many wars, only using generds who have guts more than brains. | think
cowards make the best strategists, stands to reason, by damn. Now | stay inmy car." Van Rijn stalked
off, muittering.

Trolwen's newly-formed field artillery corps were going frantic, unloading their clumsy weagponsfrom
the trains and assembling them while squads and patrols skirmished overhead. Wace cursed—here was
something he could do!—and hurried to the nearest confusion. "Hoy, there! Back away! What are you
trying to do? Here, you, you, you, get up in the car and unlash the main frame ... that piece there, you
clothead!" After awhile, he dmost lost consciousness of the fighting that developed around him.

The Mannenach garrison and its sea-borne reinforcements had begun with cautious probing, afew



squadrons at atime swooping to flurry briefly with some of the Lannachskaflying troops and then pull
away again toward the town. Drak'ho forces here were outnumbered by afair margin; Trolwen had
reasoned correctly that no admira would dare |eave the main Fleet without a sirong defense while
Lannach was gtill formidable. In addition, the sailors were puzzled, alittle afraid, at the unprecedented
attacking formations.

Fully haf the Lannachskawere ranked on the ground, covered by rooflike shields which would not
even permit them to fly! Never in history had such athing been known!

During an hour, the two hordes came more closely to grips. Much superior in the air, the Drak’honai
punched time after time through Trolwen'sfliers. But integrated by the Whistler corps, the aeriad troops
closed again, fluidly. And there waslittle profit in attacking the Lannachskainfantry—those awkward
wicker shields trapped edged missiles, sent stones rebounding, an assault from above was dmost
ignored.

Arrowswerefdling thickly when Wace had hislast fieldpiece assembled. He nodded at aWhidtler,
who whirled up immediately to bear the word to Trolwen. From the commander's position, where he

rode athermal updraft, came a burst of messengers—banners broke out on the ground, war whoops
tore through the wind, it was the word to advance!

Ringed by Angrek's guards, Wace remained all too well aware that he was at the forefront of an
army. Sandrawent beside him, her lips untense. On either hand stretched spear-jagged lines of walking
dragons. It seemed like along time before they had mounted theridge.

One by one, Drak’honai officersredlized ... and yelled their bafflement.

These stolid ground troops, unassailable from above, unopposed bel ow, were smply pouring over
the hill to Mannenach'swalls, trundling their Sege tools. When they arrived there, they got to work.

It became agale of wings and weapons. The Drak’honai plunged, hacked and stabbed at Trolwen's
infantry—and were in their turn attacked from above, as hisflierswhom they had briefly dispersed
resumed formation. Meanwhile, crunch, crunch, crunch, rams ate at Mannenach; detachments on foot
went around the town and down toward the harbor.

"Over there! Hit'em again!” Wace heard al at once that hewasyelling.

Something broke through the chaos overhead. An arrow-filled body crashed to earth. A live one
followed it, aDrak’no warrior with the air pistol-cracking under hiswings. He came low and fast; one of
Angrek's lads thrust asword at him, missed, and had his brains spattered by the sailor's tomahawk.

Without time to know what had happened, Wace saw the creature before him. He struck, wildly,
with hisown stone ax. A wing-buffet knocked him to the ground. He bounced up, spitting blood, asthe
Drak’ho came about and dove again. His hands were empty—Suddenly the Drak'ho screamed and
clawed at an arrow in histhroat, fluttered down and died.

Sandra nocked afresh shaft. "1 told you | would have some small usetoday,” she said.
"|—" Wace reded where he stood, looking at her.

"Goon," shesad. "Hep them break through. | will guard.”

Her face was even paer than before, but there was agreen in her eyes which burned.

He spun about and went back to directing his sappers. It was plain now that battering rams had been
amistake; they wouldn't get through mortared wallstill Matthewsmas. He took everyone off the engines
and put them to helping those who dug. With enough wooden shovels—or bare hands—they'd be sure
to strike atunnd soon.

From somewhere near, there lifted a clatter great enough to drown out the struggle around him. Wace
jumped up on aram'sframework and looked over the heads of hisengineers.

A body of Drak'hona had resorted to the ground themsalves. They were not drilled in such tactics,



but then, the Lannachska had had only the sketchiest training. By sheer sustained fury the Drak’honai
were pushing their opponents back. From Trolwen's airy viewpoint, thought Wace, there must be an ugly
dentintheline.

Where the devil were the machine guns?

Y es, here came one, bouncing along on alittle cart. Two Lannachska began pumping the flywhed, a
third aimed and operated the feed. Darts hosed across the Drak’honai. They broke up, took to the sky
again. Wace hugged Sandra and danced her acrossthefield.

Then hell boiled over on the roofs above him. Hisimmediate corps had findly gotten to an
underground passage and made it away of entry. Driving the enemy before them, up to the top floors
and out, they seized this one tower in arush.

"Angrek!" panted Wace. "Get me up there!™ Someone lowered arope. He swarmed up it, with
Sandra close behind. Standing on the ridgepole, he looked past stony parapets and turning millwhedls,
down to the bay. Trolwen's forces had taken the pier without much trouble. But they were getting no
farther: asteady hail of fire-streams, oil bombs, and catapult misslesfrom the anchored rafts saved them
off. Their own smilar armament was outranged.

Sandra squinted against the wind, shifted north to lash her eyesto weeping, and pointed "Eric—do
you recognize that flag, on the largest of the vessdsthere?!

"Hm-m-m ... letmesee... yes, | do. Isn't that our old chum Delp's persona banner?"

"So, itis. | am not sorry he has escaped punishment for the riot we made. But | would rather have
someone eseto fight, it would be safer.”

"Maybe," said Wace. "But theréswork to do. We have our toe hold in the city. Now well haveto
beat down doors and push out the enemy—room by room—and you're staying herel™

"l annot!”

Wace jerked histhumb at Angrek. "Detail a squad to take the lady back to thetrains,”" he snapped.
"No!" ydled Sandra.

"You'retoo late" grinned Wace. "l arranged for this before we ever left SAmenbrok.”

She swore a him—then suddenly, softly, she leaned over and murmured benegth the wind and the
war-shrieks. "Come back hae, my friend.”

Heled histroopersinto the tower.

Afterward he had no clear memory of the fight. It was ahard and bloody operation, ax and knife,
tooth and fist, wing and tail, in narrow tunndls and cavelike rooms. He took blows, and gave them; once,
for savera minutes, he lay unconscious, and once he led atriumphant breakthrough into awide assembly
hall. He was not fanged, winged, or caudate himsdf, but he was heavier than any Diomedean, hisblows
seldom had to be repested.

The Lannachskatook Mannenach because they had—not training enough to make them good ground
fighters—but enough to give them the concept of beattle with immobilized wings. It was asrevolting to
Diomedean indtincts as the idea of fighting with teeth lone, hands bound, would be to a human;
unprepared for it, the Drak’honai bolted and ran ratlike down the tunnelsin search of open sky.

Hours afterward, staggering with exhaugtion, Wace climbed to aflat roof at the other end of town.
Tolk sat therewaiting for him.

"l think ... wehave... ital now," gasped the human.

"And yet not enough,” said Tolk haggardly. "L ook at the bay."

Wace grabbed the parapet to steady himsdlf.

There was no more pier, no more sheds at the waterfront-—it al stood in one black smoke. But the



rafts and canoes of Drak’ho had edged into the shalows, forming a bridge to shore; and over thisthe
sallorswere dragging dismounted catapults and flamethrowers.

"They have too good acommander,” said Tolk. "He has gotten the ideatoo fast, that our new
methods have their own weaknesses."

"Whatis... Delp ... going to do?" whispered Wace.
"Stay and see," suggested the Herdd. "Thereisno way for usto help.”

The Drak’honai were still superior intheair. Looking up toward asky low and gloomy, rain clouds
driving across angry gunmetal waters. Wace saw them moving to envelope the Lannachaair cover.

"You see” sad Talk, "itistruethat their fliers cannot do much against our wakers—but the enemy
chief hasredized that the converseisaso true.”

Trolwen was too good atactician himsdf to be cut up in such afashion. Fighting every centimeter, his
fliersretreated. After awhile there was nothing in the sky but gray wrack.

Down on the ground, covered by arcing bombardment from the rafts, the sailors were setting up their
mobile artillery. They had more of it than the Lannachska, and were better shots. A few infantry charges
broke up in bloody ruin.

"Our machine guns they do not possess, of course,” said Tolk. "But then, we do not have enough to
make the difference.”

Wace whirled on Angrek, who had joined him. "Don't stand here!" he cried. "Let's get down—rdly
our folk—seize those—It can be done, | tell you!"

"Theoreticaly, yes." Tolk nodded hislean head. "I can see where a person on the ground, taking
advantage of every bit of cover, might squirm hisway up to those catapults and flamethrowers, and
tomahawk the operators. But in practice—well, we do not have such skill."

"Then what would you do?' groaned Wace.

"Let usfirst consder what will assuredly happen,” said Tolk. "We havelost our trains; if not captured,
they will befired presently. Thus our supplies are gone. Our forces have been split, the fliers driven off,
we groundlings | eft here. Trolwen cannot fight hisway back to us, being outhumbered. We at Mannenach
do outnumber our immediate opponents by quite abit. But we cannot face their artillery.

"Therefore, to continue the fight, we must throw away al our big shields and other new-gangled items,
and revert to conventiond air tactics. But thisinfantry isnot well equipped for norma combat: we have
few archers, for instance. Delp need only shelter on the rafts, behind hisfire wegpons, and for al our
greater numberswell be unable to touch him. Meanwhile he will have us pinned here, cut off from food
and materia. All the excess war goods your mill produced isvaueesslying up in Sdmenbrok. And there
will certainly be strong reinforcements from the Heet."

"To hell with that!" shouted Wace. "We have the town, don't we? We can hold it against them till they
rot!"

"What can we eat while they arerotting?' said Tolk. ™Y ou are agood craftsman, Eart'a, but no
student of war. The cold fact is, that Delp managed to split our forces, and therefore he has aready won.
| propose to cut our losses by retreating now, while we still can.”

And then suddenly his manner broke, and he stooped and covered his eyes with hiswings. Wace saw
that the Herald was growing old.

XV

There was dancing on the decks, and jubilant chants rang across Sagna Bay to the enfolding hills. Up
and down and around, in and out, the feet and the wings interwovetill timberstrembled. High inthe



rigging, apiper skirled their melody; down below, agreat overseer' s drum which set the pace of the oars
now thuttered their stamping rhythm. In aring of wing-folded bodies, sweat-gleaming fur and eyes
aglisten, asailor whirled hisfema e while a hundred deep voices roared the song:

" ... A-sailing, a sailing, a-sailing to the Sea of Beer, fair lady, spread your sun-bright wings
and sail with me!"

Delp waked out on the poop and looked down at hisfolk.

"Therell be many anew soul in the Fleet, Sixty ten-days hence," he laughed.
Rodonisheld hishand, tightly. "1 wish—" she began.

IIY@I

"Sometimes ... oh, it's nothing—" The dancing pair fluttered upward, and another couple sprang out
to beat the deck in their place; planks groaned under one more huge ae barre, rolled forth to celebrate
victory. "Sometimes | wish we could be like them.”

"And livein theforecastle?" said Delp dryly.
"Wdl, no ... of course not—"

"There's a price on the apartment, and the servants, and the bright clothes and leisure,” said Delp. His
eyesgrew pale. "I'm about to pay some more of it."

Histail stroked briefly over her back, then he beat wings and lifted into the air. A dozen armed males
followed him. So did the eyes of Rodonis.

Under Mannenach's battered walls the Drak’ho rafts lay crowded, the disorder of war not yet
cleaned up in the hagte to enjoy a hard-bought victory. Only the full-time warriors remained dert, though
no one el se would need much warning if there should be an attack. It was the boast of the forecastle that
aHeet salor, drunk and with afemale on hisknee, could outfight any three foreigners sober.

Dép, flapping across cadm waters under a high cloudless day-sky, found himsdf weighing the morale
vaue of such apride againgt the sharp practica fact that aLannach’ho fought like ten devils. The
Drak’honal had won this time.

A cluster of swift canoes floated a oof, the admira's standard drooping from one garlanded masthead.
T'heonax had come a Delp's urgent request, instead of making him go out to the main Flest—which
might mean that T'heonax was prepared to bury the old hatred. (Rodonis would tell her husband nothing
of what had passed between them, and he did not urge her; but it was perfectly obvious she had forced
the pardon from the heir in some way.) Far morelikdly, though, the new admira had cometo keep an
eye on this untrusted captain, who had so upset things by turning the holding operation on which he had
been contemptuoudy ordered, into amgor victory. It was not unknown for afield commander with such
prestige to hoist the rebel flag and try for the Admiralty.

Delp, who had no respect for T'heonax but positive reverence for the office, bitterly resented that
imputation.

He landed on the outrigger as prescribed and waited until the Horn of Welcome was blown on board.
It took longer than necessary. Swallowing anger, Delp flapped to the canoe and prostrated himself.

"Risg" said T"heonax in an indifferent tone. "' Congratul ations on your success. Now, you wished to
confer with me?' He patted down ayawn. "Please do.” '

Delp looked around at the faces of officers, warriors, and crewfolk. "In private, with the admira's
most trusted advisors, if it pleasehim,” he said.

"Oh? Do you consider what you haveto say isthat important?’ T'heonax nudged ayoung aristocrat
besde him and winked.

Dep spread hiswings, remembered where he was, and nodded. His neck was so stiff it hurt. "Yes,



ar, 1 do," hegot out.

"Very wel." T'heonax walked leisurdly toward his cabin.

It was large enough for four, but only the two of them entered, with the young court favorite, who lay
down and closed his eyesin boredom. "Does not the admiral wish advice?"' asked Delp.

T'heonax smiled. " So you don't intend to give me advice yoursdlf, captain?’

Delp counted mentaly to twenty, unclenched histeeth, and said:

"Asthe admiral wishes. I've been thinking about our basic strategy, and the battle here hasrather
darmed me—"

"l didn't know you were frightened.”

"Admird, | ... never mind! Look here gir, the enemy came within two fishhooks of beating us. They
had the town. Weve captured wegpons from them equa or superior to our own, including afew gadgets
I've never seen or heard of ... and inincredible quantities, consdering how little time they had to
manufacture the stuff. Then too, they had these abominable new tactics, ground fighting—not asan
incidentd, like when we board an enemy raft, but asthe main part of their effort!

"The only reason they lost was insufficient co-ordination between ground and air, and insufficient
flexibility. They should have been ready to tossaway their shidds and take to the air in fully equipped
sguadrons at an instant's notice.

"And | don't think they'll neglect to remedy that fault, if we give them the chance.

T'heonax buffed his nails on adeek-furred arm and regarded them critically. "I don't like defegtists,"
hesad.

"Admird, I' m just trying not to underestimate them. It's pretty clear they got al these new ideas from
the Eart'honai. What else do the Eart'honai know?"

"Hm-m-m. Yes." T'heonax raised his head. A moment's uneasinessflickered in hisgaze. "True. What
do you propose?”

"They're off balance now,” said Delp with rising eagerness. "'I'm sure the disappointment has
demordized them. And of course, they'velost dl that heavy equipment. If we hit them hard, we can end
the war. What we must do isinflict adecisve defeet on their entire army. Then they'll haveto give up,
yield thiscountry to usor die like insects when their birthing time comes.™

"Yes." Theonax smiled in apleased way. "Likeinsects. Like dirty, filthy insects. Wewont let them
emigrate, cgptan.”

"They deservetheir chance," protested Delp.

"That'saquestion of high policy, captain, for meto decide.”

"I'm ... sorry, ar." After amoment: "But will the admird, then, assign the bulk of our fighting forces
to ... to somereliable officer, with ordersto hunt out the Lannach’honai 7

"Y ou don't know just where they are?'

"They could be dmost anywhere in the uplands, Sr. That is, we have prisoners who can be made to
guide us and give someinformation; Intelligence saystheir headquartersis a place caled, Psalmenbrox.
But of course they can mdt into the lands." Delp shuddered. To him, whose world had been londly
idands and flat sea horizon, there was horror in the tilted mountains. "It hasinfinite cover to hide them.
Thiswill be no easy campaign.”

"How do you proposeto wageit al?' asked T'heonax queruloudy. He did not like to be reminded,
on top of avictory celebration and agood dinner, that there was still much death ahead of him.

"By forcing them to meet usin an al-out encounter, Sir. | want to take our main fighting strength, and
some native guides compelled to help us, and go from town to town up there, systematicaly razing



whatever we find, burning the woods and daughtering the game. Give them no chancefor thelarge
battues on which they must depend to feed their females and cubs. Sooner or later, and probably sooner,
they will haveto gather every male and meet us. That'swhen I'll bresk them.”

"l see" T'heonax nodded. Then, with agrin: "And if they bresk you?'
"They won't."
"It iswritten: The Lodestar shinesfor no single nation.'"

"The admird knows theré's dways somerisk in war. But I'm convinced there's less danger in my plan
than in hanging about down here, waiting for the Eart’honai to perfect some new devilment.”

T'heonax's forefinger stabbed at Delp. "Ah-hah! Have you forgotten' their food will soon be dl gone?
We can count them out."

"l wonder—"
"Bequiet!" dhrilled T"heonax.

After alittletime, hewent on: "Don't forget, this enormous expeditionary force of yourswould leave
the Fleet ill defended. And without the Fleet, the rafts, we oursalves are finished.”

"Oh, don't be afraid of attack, Sr—" began Delp in an eager voice.

"Afraid!" T'heonax puffed himsef out. "Captain, it istreason to hint that the admird isa... isnot fully
competent.”

"I didn't mean—"

"| shal not pressthe matter,” said T'heonax smoothly. "However, you may either make full
abasement, craving my pardon, or leave my presence.”

Dep stood up. Hislips peded back from the fangs, all the race memory of anima forebears who had
been hunters bade him tear out the other's throat. T'heonax crouched, ready to scream for help.

Very dowly, Delp mastered himsdlf. He half turned to go. He paused, fists jammed into ballsand the
membrane of hiswings swollen with blood.

"WdI?' amiled T'heonax.

Like anill-desgned machine, Delp went down on hisbelly. "I abase mysdf," he mumbled. "I eat your
offd. | declarethat my fatherswere the daves of your fathers. Like anetted fish, | gasp for pardon.”

T'heonax enjoyed himsdlf. Thefact that Delp had been so cleverly trapped between his pride and his
wish to serve the Fleet, madeit al the sweeter.

"Very good, cagptain,” said the admiral when the ceremony was done. "Be thankful | didn't make you
do thispublicly. Now let me hear your argument. | believe you were saying something about the
protection of our rafts.”

"Yes... yes gr. | wassaying ... therafts need not fear the enemy.”

"Indeed? True, they liewd| out at sea, but not too far to reach in afew hours. What's to prevent the
Flock army from assembling, unknown to you, in the mountains, then attacking the rafts before you can
cometo our help?'

"I would only hope they do so, Sir." Delp recovered alittle enthusasm. "But I'm afraid their leadership
isn't that stupid. Sincewhen ... | mean ... a notimein nava history, sr, hasaflying force, unsupported
from the water, been able to overcome afleet. At best, and at heavy cost, it can capture one or two
rafts ... temporarily, asin theraid when they stole the Eart'honai. Then the other vessels movein and
driveit off. You see, sr, flyers can't use the engines of war, catapults and flamethrowers and so on,
which aone can reduce anaval organization. Whereas the raft crews can stand under sheltersand fire
upward, picking thefliers off a leisure.”



"Of course.” T'heonax nodded. "All thisis so obvious asto be agross waste of my time. But your
ideais, | takeit, that asmall cadre of guards would suffice to hold off aLannach’ho attack of any size."

"And, if we'relucky, keep the enemy busy out &t seatill | could arrive with our main forces. But as|
sad, gr, they must have brains enough not to try it."

"You assume agreat ded, cgptain,” murmured T'heonax. "Y ou assume, not merdly that | will let you
go into themountainsat dl, but that | will put you in command.”

Delp bent his head and drooped hiswings. "Apology, Sr."

"l think ... yes, | think it would be best if you just stayed here a Mannenach with your immediate
flatlla”

"Asthe admirad wishes. Will he consder my plan, though?"

"Aeak’haeat you!" snarled T'heonax. "I've no love for you, Delp, aswell you know; but your scheme
isgood, and you're the best oneto carry it through. | shall gppoint you in charge.”

Delp stood asif struck with amaul.

"Get out," said T'heonax. "Wewill have an officid conference later.”
"l thank my lord admira—"

"Go, | sad!"

When Delp had gone, T'heonax turned to hisfavorite. "Don't look so worried,” he said. "'l know what
you're thinking. The fellow will win his campaign, and become still more popular, and somewhere along
the line he will get ideas about seizing the Admiradty.”

"I only wondered how my lord planned to prevent that,” said the courtier.

"Simple enough.” T'heonax grinned. "1 know histype. Aslong asthewar goes on, there's no danger
of rebellion from him. So, let him break the Lan-nach’honai as he wishes. HEll pursue their remnants, to
make sure of finishing the job. And in that pursuit—a stray arrow from somewhere—most
regrettable—these things are easy to arrange. Yes."

XV

This amosphere carried the dust particleswhich arethe nucle of water condensation to a higher,
hence colder dtitude. Thus Diomedes had more clouds and precipitation of al kindsthan Earth. Ona
clear night you saw fewer stars; on afoggy night you did not see at dl.

Migt rolled up through stony daes, until the young High Summer became adripping chill twilight. The
hordes lairing about Salmenbrok mumbled in their hunger and hopelessness: now the sun itself had
withdrawn from them.

No campfires glowed, the wood of thisregion had al been burned. And the hinterland had been
scoured clean of game, unripewild grains, the very worms and insects, esten by these many warriors.
Now, in an eerie dank dark, only the wind and the rushing glacial waterslived ... and Mount Oborch,
sullenly prophesying deep in the earth.

Trolwen and Tolk went from the despair of their chieftains, over narrow trails where fog smoked and
the high thin houses stood unred, to the mill where the Eart'skaworked.

Here aone, it seemed, there was existence—fires fill burned, stored water came down flumesto turn
the wind-abandoned whedl's, movement went under flickering tapers as lathes chattered and hammers
thumped. Somehow, in some impossible fashion, Nicholas van Rijn had roared down the embittered
protests of Angrek's gang, and their factory was at work.

Working for what? thought Trolwen, inamind asgray asthe mist.



Van Rijn himself met them at the door. He folded massive arms on hairy breast and said: "How do
you, my friends? Hereit goeswell, we have soon amany artillery piecesready.”

"And what usewill they be?' said Trolwen. "Oh, yes, we have enough to make Salmenbrok well-nigh
impregnable. Which means, we could hole up here and let the enemy ring usin till we garve.”

"Speak not to me of Sarving." Van Rijn fished in his pouch, extracted adry bit of cheese, and
regarded it mournfully. "To think, thiswas not so long ago arich ddicious Swiss. Now, not to rats would
| offer it." He stuffed it into his mouth and chewed noisily. "My problem of belly stoking isworse than
yours. Imprimis, the high boiling point of water here makesthisaworld of very bad cooks, with no idea
about controlled temperatures. Secundus, did your porters haul methrough theair, dl that long lumpy
way from Mannenach, to let me hunger into deeth?"

"l could wish weld left you down there!" flared Trolwen.
"No," sad Tolk. "He and his friends have gtriven, Hockchief.”

"Forgiveme," said Trolwen contritely. "It wasonly ... | got the news ... the Lannachska have just
destroyed Eisddrae.”

"An empty town, nie?"

"A holy town. And they set afire the woods around it." Trolwen arched hisback.’ Thiscan't go on!
Soon, even if we should somehow win, the land will be too desolated to support us."

"I think still you can spare afew forests” said Van Rijn. "Thisis not an overpopul ated country.”

"See here," said Trolwen in aharshening tone, "'I've borne with you so far. | admit you're essentialy
right: that to fare out with al our power, for adecisive battle with the massed enemy, isto risk fina
destruction. But to Sit here, doing nothing but make little guerrillaraids on their outposts, while they grind
away our nation—that isto make certain we are doomed.”

"We needed time,” said Van Rijn. "Time to modify the extrafield pieces, making up for what welost
a Mannenach."

"Why? They're not portable, without trains. And to make matters worse that motherless Delp hastorn
uptherald"

"Oh, yes, they are portable. My young friend Wace has done a little redesigning. Knocked down,
with females and cubsto help, everyone carrying asingle smal piece or two—we can tote aheavy
battery of weapons, by damn!”

"l know. You've explained al thisbefore. And | repeat: what will we usethem againgt? If we set them
up at some particular spot, the Lannachska need only avoid that spot. And we can't stay very long in any
one place, because our numbers edt it baren.” Trolwen drew abreath. "I did not come here to argue,
Eart'a. | came from the General Council of Lannach, to tell you that Salmenbrok'sfood is
exhausted—and o isthe army's patience. We must go out and fight!"

"Weghdl," said Van Rijn imperturbably. "Come, | will go tak at these puff-head councilors."

He stuck hishead in the door: "Wace, boy, best you start to pack what we have. Soon we transport
it

"l heard you," said the younger man.

"Good. Y ou makethework here, | make the politicking, so it goesaong fine, nie?" Van Rijn rubbed
shaggy figts, beamed, and shuffled off with Trolwen and Tolk.

Wace stared after him, into the blind fog-wall. "Yes," he said. "That's how it has been. We work, and
hetaks. Very equitable!™

"What do you mean?' Sandraraised her head from the table a which she sat marking gun parts with
agmall paintbrush. A score of femaes were working beside her.



"What | said. | wonder why | don't say it to hisface. I'm not afraid of that fat parasite, and | don't
want his mucking paycheck any more." Wace waved at the mill and its sooty confusion. "Do this, do that,
he says, and then strolls off again. When | think how he's eating food which would keep you dive—"

"Y ou do not understand?’ She stared at him for amoment. "No, | think maybe you have been too
busy, dl thetime here, to stop and think. And before then, you were a small-job man without the art of
government, not?"

"What do you mean?" he echoed her. He regarded her with eyes washed-out and bleared by fatigue.
"Maybe later. Now we must hurry. Soon we will leave thistown, and everything must be set to go.”

Thistime she had found a place for her hands, in the ten or fifteen Earth-days since Mannenach. Van
Rijn had demanded that everything—the excess war materiel, which there had luckily not been room
enough to take down to battle—be made portable by air. That involved a certain amount of modification,
so that the large wooden members could be cut up into smdler units, for reassembly where needed.
Wace had managed that. But it would all be one chaos a journey's end, unless there was a system for
identifying each item. Sandrahad devised the markings and was painting them on.

Neither she nor Wace had stopped for much deep. They had not even paused to wonder greetly
what use there would be for their [abor.

"Old Nick did say something about attacking the Fleet itsdlf," muttered Wace. "Has he gone uncon?
Arewe supposed to land on the water and assemble our catapults?’

"Perhaps,”" said Sandra. Her tone was serene. "'l do not worry so much any more. Soon it will bedl
decided because we have food for just four Earth-weeks or less.”

"We can last at least two monthswithout egting at dl,” he said.
"But wewill beweak." She dropped her gaze. "Eric—"

"Yes?' Heleft hismill-powered obsidian-toothed circular saw, and came over to stand above her.
Thedull rush light caught drops of fog in her hair, they gleamed liketiny jewels.

"Soon ... it will make no matter what | do ... therewill be hard work, needing strength and skill |
have not ... maybefighting, where am only one more bow, not avery strong bow even." Her fingernails
whitened where she gripped her brush. "So when it comesto that, | will eat no more. Y ou and Nicholas
take my share.”

"Don't beafoal," he said hoarsdly.

She sat up straight, turned around and glared at him. Her pale cheeks reddened. " Do you not be the
fool, Eric Wace," she snapped. "If | can give you and him just one extraweek whereyou are
strong—where your hunger does not keep you from even thinking clearly—then it will be mysdlf | save
too, perhaps. And if not, | have only lost one or two worthless weeks. Now get back to your machine!”

Hewatched her, for some small while, and his heart thuttered. Then he nodded and returned to his
own work.

And down thetrailsto an open place of harsh grass, where the Council sat on acliff sedge, Van Rijn
picked his steadily swearing way.

The ddersof Lannach lay like sphinxes againgt askyline gone formless gray, and waited for him.
Trol-wen went to the head of the doubleline, Tolk remained by the human.

"In the name of the All-Wise, we are met," said the commander ritudly. "L et sun and moonsillumine
our minds. L et the ghosts of our grandmotherslend ustheir guidance. May | not shame those who flew
before me, nor those who come after.” He relaxed atrifly. "Wel, my officers, it's decided we can't stay
here. I've brought the Eart'a to advise us. Will you explain the dternativesto him?'

A gaunt, angry-eyed old Lannacha hunched hiswings and spat: "First, Flockchief, why ishe here a
al?



"By the commander'sinvitation," said Tolk smoathly.

"l mean ... Herdd, let's not twist words. Y ou know what | mean. The Mannenach expedition was
undertaken at hisurging. It cost usthe worst defeat in our history. Since then, he hasinssted our main
body stay here, idle, while the enemy ravages an undefended land. | don't see why we should take his
advice"

Trolwen's eyes were troubled. "Are there further chalenges?' he asked, in avery low voice.

Anindignant mumblewent downthelines. "Yesyes ... yes ... let him answer, if he can.”

Van Rijn turned turkey red and began to swell like afrog.

"The Eart'a has been chalenged in Council,” said Trolwen. "Does hewish to reply?"

He sat back then, waiting like the others.

Van Rijn exploded.

"Pest and damnation! Four million worms cocoon-ing in hell! How long am | to be saddled with
stupid ungratefuls? How many politicians and brass hats have Y ou Up There plagued this universe with?'
Hewaved hisfigsin theair and screamed. " Satan and sulfur! It isnot to be stood! If you are al so hot to
make suicidesfor yourselves, why does poor old Van Rijn have to hold on to your coat tailsal the time?
Perbacco, you stop insulting me or | suff you down your own throats" He advanced like amoving
mountain, roaring at them. The nearest councilorsflinched away.

"Eart'a... dr ... officer ... please!" whispered Trolwen.

When he had them sufficiently browbeaten, Van Rijn said coldly: "All rights. | tdl you, by damn. | give
you good advices and you stupid them up and blame me—but | am a poor patient old man, not like
when | was young and strong no, | suffer it with Christian meekness and keep on giving you good
advices.

"1 warned you and | warned you, do not hit Mannenach first, | warned you. | told you the rafts could
come right up to itswalls, and the rafts are the strength of the Fleet. | got down on these two poor old
knees, begging and pleading with you first to take the key upland towns, but no, you would not listen to
me. And gtill we had Mannenach, but the victory was stupided away ... oh, if | had wingslike an angd,
s0 | could have led you in person! | would be cock-a-doodle-dooing on the admiral's masthead this
moment, by holy Nicola miter! That iswhy you take my advices, by damn—no, you take my orders! No
more backward talking from you, or | wash my hands with you and make my own way home. From now
on, if you want to keep living, when Van Rijn saysfrog, you jump. Understanding?’

He paused. He could hear his own asthmatic wheezes ... and the far unhappy mumble of the camp,
and the cold wet clinking of water down dien rocks nothing morein al theworld.

Findly Trolwen said in awesk voice: "If ... if the challengeis consdered answered ... we shdll
resume our business."

No one spoke.

"Will the Eart'atake the word?' asked Tolk at last. He done gppeared salf-possessed, in the critica
glow of onewho gppreciatesfine acting.

"Ja. | will say, | know we cannot remain here any more. Y ou ask why | kept the army on leash and
let Captain Delp have hisway." Van Rijn ticked it off on hisfingers. " Imprimis, to attack him directly is
what he wants: he can most likely best us, since hisforceis bigger and not so hungry or discouraged.
Secundus, hewill not advance to Sdmenbrok whilewe are dl here, since we could bushwhack him;
therefore, by staying put the army has gained me a chance to make ready our artillery pieces. Tertius, it
ismy hopethat by al thisdelay while |l had the mill going, we have won the means of victory.”

"What?" It barked from the throat of a councilor who forgot formalities.
"Ah." Van Rijn laid afinger to hisimposing nose and winked. "We shdl see. Maybe now you think



evenif | amapitiful old weak tired man who should be in bed with hot toddies and agood cigar, fill a
Polesotechnic merchant is not just to sneeze a. So? Well, then. | propose we dl |eave thisland and head
north.”

A hubbub broke loose. He waited patiently for it to subside.

"Order!" shouted Trolwen. "Order!" He dapped the hard earth with histail. "Quiet, there, officers
Eart'a, there has been sometalk of abandoning Lannach atogether—more and more of it, indeed, as our
folk lose heart. We could still reach Swampy Kilnuintimeto ... to save most of our females and cubs at
Birthtime. But it would beto give up our towns, our fields and forests—everything we have, everything
our forebears|abored for hundreds of yearsto creste—to sink back into savagery, in adark
fever-haunted jungle, to become nothing—I myself will diein battle before making such achoice.”

He drew abreath and hurled out: "But Kilnu is, at least, to the south. North of Achan, thereisdill
icel”
"Just 0," sad Van Rijn.

"Would you have us starve and freeze on the Dawrnach glaciers? We can't land any further south than

Dawrnach; the Fleet's scouts would be certain to spot us anywhere in Holmenach. Unless you want to
fight the last fight in the archipelago—?"

"No," said Van Rijn. "We should sneak up to this Dawrnach place. We can pack alunch—take
maybe aten-days worth of food and fuel with us, aswell asthe armament—nie?"

"Well ... yes... but even so—Are you suggesting we should attack the Fleet itsdlf, the rafts, from the
north? It would be an unexpected direction. But it would be just as hopeless.”

"Surprisswewill need for my plan,” said Van Rijn. " Ja. We cannot tell the army. One of them might
be captured in some skirmish and madeto tell the Drak’honai. Best maybe | not even tell you.”

"Enough!™ said Trolwen. "Let me hear your scheme.”
Much later: "It won't work. Oh, it might well betechnicdly feasible. But it'sapolitica impossibility.”
"Politicd” groaned Van Rijn. "What isit thistime?."

"Thewarriors... yes, and the femaestoo, even the cubs, snceit would be our whole nation which
goesto Dawrnach. They must be told why we do 0. Y et the whole scheme, as you admit, will be ruined
if one person falsinto enemy hands and tells what he knows under torture.”

"But he need not know," said Van Rijn. "All he need betold is, we spend alittle while gathering food
and wood to travel with. Then we are to pack up and go some other place, he has not been told where
or why."

"We are not Drakska," said Trolwen angrily. "We are afree folk. | have no right to make so
important a decision without submitting it to avote.”

"Hm-m-m maybe you could talk to them?' Van Rijn tugged his mustaches. "Orate at them. Persuade
them to waivetheir right to know and help decide. Talk them into following you with no questions.”

"No," said Talk. "I'm aspecidist in the arts of persuasion, Eart'a, and I've measured the limits of those
arts. We dedl lesswith aFock now than a mob—cold, hungry, without hope, without faith initsleaders,
ready to give up everything—or rush forth to blind battle—they haven't the morae to follow anyoneinto
an unknown venture."

"Morde can bepumped in,” said Van Rijn. "1 will try."
"You!"
"l am not so bad at oratings, mysdlf, when there is need. L et me address them.”

"They ... they—" Tolk stared a him. Then helaughed, ajarringly sarcastic note. "L et it be done,
Hockchief. Let's hear what words this Eart'a can find, so much better than our own."



And an hour later, he sat on abluff, with his people amass of shadow below him, and he heard Van
Rij j n bass come through the fog like thunder:

.. | say only, think what you have here, and what they would take away from you:

"Thisroyal throne of kings, this sceptr'd isle,
This earth of majesty, this seat of Mars,
This other Eden, demi-paradise,
Thisfortress built by Nature for herself
Against infection and the hand of war,

This happy breed ... "

"l don't comprehend all those words,” whispered Tolk.

"Bedill!" answered Trolwen. "Let me hear." There weretearsin hiseyes; he shivered.
" ... Thisblessed plot, this earth, thisrealm, this Lannach ... "

The army beat itswings and screamed.

Van Rijn continued through adaptations of Pericles funeral speech, "Scots Wha Hae," and the
Gettysburg Address. By the time he had finished discussing &. Crispin's Day, he could have been elected
commander if he chose.

XVI

Theidand caled Dawrnach lay well beyond the archipelago's end, severa hundred kilometers north
of Lannach. However swiftly the Flock flew, with pauses for rest on some bird-shrieking skerry, it wasa
matter of Earth-daysto get there, and aphysica nightmare for humans trussed in carrying nets.
Afterward Wace's recollections of thetrip weredim.

When he stood on the beach at their god, hislegs barely supporting him, it was smdl comfort.

High Summer had come here aso, and this was not too far north; till, the air remained wintry and
Tolk said no one had ever tried to live here. The Holmenach idands deflected a cold current out of The
Ocean, up into the |ceberg Sea, and those bitter waters flowed around Dawrnach.

Now the Flock, wings and wings and wings dropping down from the sky until they hid itsroiling
grayness, had reached journey's conclusion: black sands, washed by heavy dark tides and climbing sheer
up through permanent glaciersto the inflamed throat of avolcano. Thin straight trees were sprinkled over
the lower dopes, between quaking tussocks, there were afew sea birds, to dip above the broken
offshore ice-floes; otherwise the hidden sun threw its clotted-blood light on asterile country.

Sandra shuddered. Wace was shocked to see how thin she had aready grown. And now that they
were here, in the last phase of their striving—belike of their lives—she intended to est no more.

She wrapped her stinking coarse jacket more tightly about her. The wind caught snarled pale flocks
of her hair and fluttered them forlorn against black igneous cliffs. Around her crouched, walked, wriggled,
and flapped ten thousand angry dragons. whistles and gutturals of unhuman speech, the cannon-crack of
leathery wings, overrode the empty wind-whimper. As she rubbed her eyes, patheticdly likeachild,
Wace saw that her once beautiful hands were bleeding where they had clung to the net, and that she
shook with weariness.

Hefdt his heart twisted, and moved toward her. Nicholas van Rijn got therefirg, fat and greasy, with
aroar for comfort: "So, by jolly damn, now we are here and soon | get you home again to a hot bath.
Holy S. Dismas, right now | smdll you three kilometers upwind!"

Lady Sandra Tamarin, heiressto the Grand Duchy of Hermes, gave him aghostly smile. "If | could
rest for alittle—" she whispered.



"Ja, ja, wesee." Van Rijn stuck two fingersin his mouth and let out an eardrum-breaking blast. It
caught Trolwen's attention. ™Y ou there! Find her here a cave or something and tuck her in."

"1?' Trolwen bridled . "I have the Flock to seetol "

"Y ou heard me, pot head.” Van Rijn stumped off and buttonholed Wace. "Now, then. Y ou are ready
to begin work? Round up your crew, however many you need to start.”

"|—" Wace backed away. "L ook here, it's been | don't know how many hours since our last stop,
and—"

Van Rijn spat. "And how many weeks makesit sncel had asmoke or even so much alittle glass
Genever, ha? Y ou have no considerations for other people.” He pointed his beak heavenward and

screamed: "Do | haveto do everything? Why have Y ou Up Therefilled up the galaxy with no-good
loafers? It is not to be stood!”

"Well ... well—" Wace saw Trolwen leading Sandra off, to find a place where she could deep,
forgetting cold and pain and londliness for afew niggard hours . He struck afist into hispadm and said:
"All right! But what will you be doing?'

"1 must organize things, by damn. First | see Trolwen about a gang to cut trees and make masts and
yards and oars. Meanwhiles dl this canvas we have brought along has got to somehow be madein sails;
and there are theriggings, and aso we must fix up for eating and shelter—Bah! Theseisdl detalls. Itis
not right | should be bothered. Details, | hire oneslikeyou for."

"Islife anything but details?* snapped Wace.

Van Rijn'ssmdl gray eyes studied him for amoment. "So," rumbled the merchant, "it gives back talks
from you too, ha? Y ou think maybe just because | am old and weak, and do not stand so much the
hardshipslike when | wasyoung ... maybe | only leech off your work, nie? Now istoo smal timefor
beating senseinto your head. Maybe you learn for yourself." He snapped hisfingers. " Jump!”

Wace went off, damning himsdlf for not giving the old pig afist in the somach. He would, too, come
theday! Not now ... unfortunately, Van Rijn had somehow oozed into a position where it was him the
Lannachskalooked up to ... instead of Wace, who did the actua work—Was that a paranoid thought?
No.

Takethis matter of the ships, for instance. Van Rijn had pointed out that an idand like Dawrnach,
loaded with pack ice and calving glaciers, afforded plenty of building material. Stone chiselswould shape
avess ashig asany raft inthe Flegt, in afew hours work. The most primitive kind of blowtorch, an ail
lamp with abellows, would smooth it off. A crude mast and rudder could be planted in holes cut for the
purpose: water, refreezing, would be a strong cement. With most of the Flock, males, femaes, old,
young, made one enormous labor force for the project, aflotillacomparable in numbersto the whole
Fleet could be made in aweek.

If an engineer figured out al the practical procedure. How deep aholeto step your mast in? Is ballast
needed? Just how do you make anice clean cut in an irregular ice block hundreds of meterslong? How
about smoothing the bottom to reduce drag? The materia was rather friable; it could be strengthened
consderably by dashing bucketsful of mixed sawdust and seaweter over the finished hull, letting this
freeze asakind of armor—Dbut what proportions?

Therewas no timeto redly test these things. Somehow, by God and by guess, with every eement
againgt him, Eric Wace was expected to produce.

And Van Rijn? What did Van Rijn contribute? The basic idea, airily tossed off, apparently on the
assumption that Wace was Aladdin's jinni. Oh, it was quite aflash of imaginative inaght, no one could
deny that. But imagination is cheap.

Anyone can say: "What we need is a new weapon, and we can make it from such-and-such
unprecedented materids." But it will remain anidlefantasy until somebody shows up who can figure out



how to make the needed weapon.

So, having endaved hisengineer, Van Rijn grolled around, jollying some of the FHock and bullying
some of the others—and when he had them all working their idiotic heads off, he rolled up in ablanket
and went to deep!

XVII

Weace stood on the deck of the Rijstaffel and watched his enemy come over theworld'srim.

Slowly, he reached into the pouch at hisside. His hand closed on a chunk of stale bread and adab of
sausage. It wasthe last Terrestrid food remaining: for Earth-days, now, he had gone on atill thinner
ration than before, so that he could enter this battle with something in his ssomach.

Hefound that he didn't want it after all.

Surprisingly little cold breathed up from underfoot. Thewarm air over the Seaof Achan wafted the
ice-chill away. He was|ess astonished that there had been no appreciable mdting in the week he
estimated they had been cregping southward; he knew the therma properties of water.

Behind him, primitive square sails, lashed to yard-arms of green wood on overstrained one-piece
magts, bdlied in the north wind. These ice ships were tubby, but considerably less so than a Drak'ho raft;
and with some unbdievable talent for tyranny, Van Rijn had gotten reluctant Lannachskato work under
frigid seawater, cutting the bottomsinto a vaguely streamlined shape. Now, given the power of a
Diomedean breeze, Lannach'swar fleet waddled through Achan waves at a good five knots.

Though the hardest moment, Wace reflected, had not been while they worked their hearts out to
finish the craft. It had come afterward, when they were dmost ready to leave and the winds turned
contrary. For a period measured in Earth-days, thousands of Lannachska huddled soul-sick under
freezing rains, ranging after fish and bird rookeriesto feed cubs that cried with hunger. Councilors and
clan leaders had argued that thiswas awar on the Fates: there could be no choice but to give up and
seek out Swampy Kilnu. Somehow, blustering, shining, pleading, promisng—in afew cases, bribing,
with what he had won &t dice—Van Rijn had held them on Dawrnach.

Wel—it was over with.

The merchant came out of the little stone cabin, walked over the gravelstrewn deck past crouching
war-engines and heaped missiles, till he reached the bows where Wace stood.

"Best you edt," he said. "Soon gives no chance.”
"I'm not hungry,” said Wace.

"S0, no?' Van Rijn grabbed the sandwich out of hisfingers. "Then, by damn, | an!" He began
cramming it between histeeth.

Once again he wore adouble set of armor, but he had chosen one weapon only for this occasion, an
outsize stone ax with a meter-long handle. Wace carried asmaller tomahawk and a shield. Around the
human's, it bristled with armed Lannachska

"They're making ready to receive us, dl right,” said Wace. His eyes sought out the gaunt enemy
war-canoes, beating upwind.

"Y ou expected a carpet with acres and acres, like they say in America? | bet you they spotted us
from the air hours ago. Now they send messengers hurry-like back to their army in Lannach.” Van Rijn
held up the last fragment of mest, kissed it reverently, and ateit.

Wace's eyes traveled backward. This was the flagship—chosen as such when it turned out to be the
fastest—and had the forward position in along wedge. Severa score grayish-white, ragged-sailed,
helter-skelter little vesselswallowed after. They were outnumbered and outgunned by the Drak'ho rafts,



of course; they just had to hope the odds weren't too great. The much lower freeboard did not matter to
awinged race, but it would be important that their crews were not very skilled sallors—

But at least the Lannachska were fighters. Winged tigers by now, thought Wace. The southward
voyage had rested them, and trawling had provided the means to feed them, and the will to battle had
kindled again. Also, though they had asmdler navy, they probably had more warriors, even counting
Delp's absent army.

And they could afford to be reckless. Their femaes and young were still on Dawrnach—uwith Sandra,
grown so white and quiet—and they had no treasures aong to worry about. For cargo they bore just
their weapons and their hate.

From the clouds of air-borne, Tolk the Herald came down. He braked on extended wings, dithered
to alanding, and curved back his neck swan-fashion to regard the humans.

"Doesit dl gowell down here?' he asked.

"Aswell asmay be" said Van Rijn. "Arewe dill bearing on the pest-rotten Heet?'

"Yes. It's not many buaska away now. Barely over your sea-leve horizon, in fact; you'l raiseit soon.
They'reusng sail and oars dike, trying to get out of our path, but they'll not achieveit if we keepthis
wind and those canoes don't delay us.”

"No sgn of thearmy in Lannach?'

"Noneyet. | daresay what's-his-name ... the new admiral that we heard about from those
prisoners ... has messengers scouring the mountains. But that's a big land up there. It will taketimeto
locate him." Tolk snorted professional scorn. "Now | would have had constant liaison, a steady two-way
flow of Whigtlers”

"Still," said Van Rijn, "we must expect them soon, and then gives hdll's safety vave popping off."
"Areyou certain we can—"

"l am certain of nothings. Now get back to Trolwen and oversee.”

Tolk nodded and hit the air again.

Dark purplish water curled in white feathers, beneath a high heaven where clouds ran like playful
mountains, tinted rosy by the sun. Not many kilometers off, asmall idand rose sheer; through a
telescope, Wace could count the patches of yellow blossom nodding under tall bluish conifers. A pair of
young Whistlers dipped and soared over his head, dancing like the gay clan banners being unfurled in the
sky. It was hard to understand that the dim carved boats racing so near bore fire and sharpened stones.

"Well," said Van Rijn, "here begins our fun. Good . Dismas, stand by me now.”
"St. George would be alittle more appropriate, wouldn't he?' asked Wace.

"Y ou may think so. Me, | amtoo old and fat and cowardly to call on Michaegl or George or Olaf or
any likethose soldierly fellows. | fed more at home, me, with saints not so bloody energetic, Dismas or
my own good namesake who is so kind to travelers.”

"And is adso the patron of highway men,” remarked Wace. He wished histongue wouldn't get so thick
and dry on him. Hefelt remote, somehow ... not really afraid ... but hisknees were rubbery.

"Hal" boomed Van Rijn. "Good shootings, boy!"

Theforward ballistaon the Rijstaffel, with awhine and athump, had smacked a half-ton stoneinto
the nearest canoe. The boat cracked like atwig; its crew whirled up, asquad from Trolwen's aeria
command pounced, there was a moment's murderous confusion and then the Drak’honai had stopped
exiding.

Van Rijn grabbed the astonished ballista captain by the hands and danced him over the deck, bawling
out,



"Du bist mein Sonnenschein,
mein einzig Sonnenschein,
du machst mir freulich—"

Another canoe swung about, close-hauled. Wace saw its flamethrower crew bent over their engine
and hurled himsdlf flat under thelow wall surrounding theice deck.

The burning stream hit that wall, splashed back, and spread itself on the sea. It could not kindle frozen
water, nor melt enough of it to notice. Sheltered amidships, ahundred Lannacha archers sent an
arrow-deet up, to arc under heaven and come down on the canoe.

Wace peered over the wall. The flamethrower pumpman seemed dead, the hoseman was
preoccupied with atransfixed wing ... no steersman either, the canoe's boom datted about in a
meaningless arc whileits crew huddied—"Dead ahead!" he roared. "Ram them!"

The Lannacha ship trampled the dugout underfoot.

Drak'ho canoes circled like wolves around abuffalo herd, using their speed and maneuverability.
Severa darted between ice vessdls, to assail from the rear; others went past the ends of the wedge
formation. It was not quite aone-sided battle—arrows, catapult bolts, flung stones, dl hurt Lannachska;
oil jugs arced across the water, exploding on ice decks;, now and then afire stream ignited asail.

But winged creatures with afew buckets could douse burning canvas. During al that phase of the
engagement, only one Lannacha craft was wholly dismasted, and its crew smply abandoned it, parceling
themsealves out among other vessals. Nothing e se could catch fire, except live flesh, which has dways
been the chegpest articlein war.

Severd canoes, converging on asingle ship, tried to board. They were nonethel ess outnumbered, and

paid heavily for the attempt. Meanwhile Trolwen, with absolute air mastery, swooped and shot and
hammered.

Drak’ho canoes scarcely hindered the attack. The dugouts were rammed, broken, set afire, brushed
asde by their unsinkable enemy.
By virtue of being firgt, of having more or less punched through the line, the Rijstaffel met little

opposition. What there was, was beaten off by catapult, ballista, fire pot, and arrows: long-range
gunnery. The seaitsalf burned and smoked behind; ahead lay the grest rafts.

When those sails and banners came into view, Wace's dragon crewmen began to sing the victory
song of the Hock.

"A little premature, aren't they?" he cried above the racket.

"Ah," said Van Rijn quigtly, "let them make fun now. So many will soon be down, blind among the
fishes, nie?"

"| suppose—" Hadtily, asif afraid of what he had done merdly to save hisown life, Wace sad; "I like
that melody, don't you? It's rather like some old American folk songs. John Harty, say."

"Folk songsisal right if you should want to play you are Folk in great big capitals,” snorted Van Rijn.
"| gick with Mozart, by damn.”

He stared down into the water, and a curious wistfulness tinged hisvoice. "I dways hoped maybe
would understand Bach some day, before | die, old Johann Sebastian who talked with God in
mathematics. | have not the brains, though, in this dumb old head. So maybe | ask only one more chance
toligen a Eine Klelne Nachtmusik."

There was an uproar in the Fleet. Slowly and ponderoudy, churning the seawith spider-leg oars, the
rafts were giving up their attempt at evasion. They were pulling into war formation.

Van Rijn waved angrily at aWhigtler. "Quick! Y ou get upstairsfast, and tell that crockhead Trolwen
not to bother air-covering us againg the canoes. Have him attack the rafts. Keep them busy, by hell!



Don't let messengers flappity-flip between enemy captains so they can organize!™

Asthe young Lannacha streaked away, the merchant tugged his goatee—amost lost by now ina
dirt-stiffened beard—and snarled: " Great hairy honeypots! How long do | haveto do al the thinkings?
Good St. Nicholas, you bring me an officer staff with brains between the ears, instead of clabbered
oatmed, and | build you a cathedral on Mard Y ou hear me?"

"Trolwenisinthemidst of afight up there," protested Wace. "Y ou can't expect him to think of
everything."

"Maybe not,” conceded Van Rijn grudgingly. "Maybe | am the only onein al the galaxy who makes
no mistekes."

Horribly near, the massed rafts became a storm when Trolwen took his advice. Bat-winged devils
sought each other's lives through one red chaos. Wace thought his own ships advance must be nearly
unnoticed in that whirling, shrieking destruction.

"They're not getting integrated!” he said, beating hisfist on thewall. "Before God, they're not!"

A Whistler landed, coughing blood; there was amonstrous bruise on hisside. "Over there ... Tolk
the Herald says ... empty spot ... drive wedge in Fleet—" Thethin body arced and then did inertly to
the deck. Wace stooped, taking the unhuman youth in hisarms. He heard blood gurgle in lungs pierced
by the broken ends of ribs.

"Mother, mother," gasped the Whidtler. "He hit me with an ax. Make it sop hurting, mother.”
Presently he died.

Van Rijn cursed his awkward vessdl into a course change—not more than afew degrees, it wasn't
capable of more, but asthe nearer rafts began to loom above theice deck, it could be seen that there
was awide gap in their line. Trolwen's assault had so far prevented its being closed. Redstained water,
littered with dropped spears and bows, pointed like a hand toward the admira's floating castle.

"Inthere!" bawled Van Rijn. "Clobber them! Eat them for breskfast!"

A catapult bolt came whirring over the wall, ripped through his deeve and showered ice chipswhere
it struck. Then three streams of liquid fire converged on the Rijstaffel.

Flamefingers groped their way across the deck, one Lannachalay screaming and charring where they
had touched him, and found the sails. It was no use to pour water thistime: oil-drenched, mast and
rigging and canvas became one grest torch.

Van Rijn |left the hedmsman he had been swearing a and bounded across the deck, dipped where
some of it had melted, skated on his broad bottom till he fetched up againgt awall, and crawled back to
hisfeet calling down damnation on the cosmos. Up to the starboard shrouds he limped, and his stone ax
began gnawing the cordage. "Herel" he yelled. "Fast! Help me, you jely-bones! Quick, have you got fur
on the brain, quick before we drift past!"

Wace, directing the ballista crew, which was stoning a nearby raft, understood only vagudly. Others
were more ready than he. They swarmed to Van Rijn and hewed. He himself sought the racked ail
bombs and broke one at the foot of the burning mast.

Its socket melted, held up only by the shrouds, the enormous torch fell to port when the starboard
lineswere dashed. It struck theraft there; flames ran from it, beating back frantic Drak’ho crewmen who
would push it loose; rigging caught; timbers began to char. Asthe Rijstaffel drifted away, that enemy
vess turned into asingle bellowing pyre.

Now theice ship was nearly uncontrollable, driven by momentum and chance currents degper into the
confused Fleet. But through the gap which Van Rijn had so ardently widened, the rest of the Lannacha
craft pushed. War-flames raged between floating monsters—but wood will burn and ice will not.

Through a growing smoke-haze, among darts and arrows that rattled down from above, on adeck



strewn with dead and hurt but till filled by the revengeful hale, Wace trod to the nearest bomb crew.
They were preparing to ignite another raft as soon asthe ship's drift brought them into range.

"No," he said.

"What?' The captain turned a sooty face to him, crest adroop with weariness. "But Sir, they'll be
pumping fireat ud"

"We can stand that," said Wace. "We're pretty well sheltered by our walls. | don't want to burn that
raft. | want to captureit!”

The Diomedean whistled. Then hiswings spread and his eyesflared and he asked: "May | bethefirst
on board it?'

Van Rijn passed by, hefting hisax. He could not have heard what was said, but he rumbled: "Ja. |
was just about to order this. We can use us a transportation that maneuvers.”

Theword went over the ship. Its dippery deck darkened with armed shapes that waited. Closer and
closer, the wrought ice-floe bore down on the higher and more massive raft. Fire, stones, and quarrels
reached out for the Lannachska. They endured it, grimly. Wace sent aWhistler up to Trolwen to ask for
help; aflying detachment silenced the Drak'ho artillery with arrows.

Trolwen gill had overwheming numerical superiority. He could choke the sky with hiswarriors,
pinning the Drak’honai to their decks to await sea-borne assault. So far, thought Wace, Diomedes
miserly gods had been smiling on him. It couldn't last much longer.

Hefollowed the first Lannachawave, which had flown to clear a bridgehead on the raft. He sprang
from the ice-floe when it bumped to a hdt, grasped amassive timber, and scrambled up the side. When
he reached the top and unlimbered his tomahawk and shield, he found himsdf in aline of warriors.
Smoke from the burnings e sawhere stung his eyes, only indistinctly did he see the defending Drak’hona,
pulled into ranks ahead of him and up on the higher decks.

Had the yelling and tumbling about overhead suddenly redoubled?
A stumpy finger tapped him. He turned around to meet Van Rijn's porcine gaze.
"Whoof and whoo! What for aclimb that was! Better | should have stayed, nie? Well, boy, we are

on our own now. Tolk just sent me word, the whole Drak’ho Expeditionary Forceisin sight and lolloping
hereward fagt."

XVIII

Briefly, Wacefdt sck. Had it dl cometo this, achipped flint in his skull after Delp's army had beaten
off the Lannachska?

Then he remembered standing on the cold black beach of Dawrnach, shortly before they sailed, and
wondering aoud if he would ever again speak with Sandra. "I'll have the easy part if welose" he had
sad. "It'l be over quickly enough for me. But you—"

She gave him alook that brimmed with pride, and answered: "What makes you think you can lose?"
He hefted hisweapon. The lean winged bodies about him hissed, bristled, and glided ahead.

These were mostly troopers from the Mannenach attempt; every ice ship bore afair number who had
been taught the elements of ground fighting. And on the whole trip south to find the Heet, Van Rijn and
the Lannacha captains had exhorted them: "Do not join our aeria forces. Stay on the decks when we
board araft. Thiswhole plan hinges on how many rafts we can seize or destroy. Trolwen and hisair
squadrons will merely be up there to support you."

Theideatook root reluctantly in any Diomedean brain. Wacewasnot at al certain it wouldn't die
within the next hour, leaving him and Van Rijn marooned on hostile timbers while their comrades soared



up to apointless sky battle. But he had no choice, saveto trust them now.
He broke into arun. The screech that hisfollowers et out tore at his eardrums.

Wings threshed before him. Ingtinctively, the untrained Drak’ho lines were breaking up. Through
geological eras, the only sane thing for a Diomedean to do had been to get above an attacker. Wace
stormed on where they had stood.

Lifting from al the raft, enemy sailors stooped on these curious unflying adversaries. A Lannacha
forgot himself, flapped up, and was struck by three meteor bodies. He was hurled like a broken puppet
into the sea. The Drak’honal rushed downward.

And they met spears which snapped up like apicket fence. No few of Lannach's one-time ground
troopers had rescued their basketwork shields from the last retreat and were now again transformed into
artificia turtles. Therest fended off the agrial assault—and the archers made ready.

Wace heard the sinister whistle rise behind him, and saw fifty Drak’honai fall.

Then adragon roared in hisface, striking with a knife-toothed rake. Wace caught the blow on his
shield. It shuddered in hisleft arm, numbing the muscles. He lashed out a heavy-shod foot, caught the
hard belly and heard the wind leave the Drak'ho. His tomahawk rose and fell with adull chopping sound.
The Diomedean fluttered away, pawing at a broken wing.

Wace hurried on. The Drak’honai, ssunned by the boarding party's tactics, were now milling around
overhead out of bowshot. Females snarled in the forecastle doors, spreading wingsto defend their
screaming cubs. They were ignored: the object was to capture the raft's artillery.

Someone up there must have seen what was intended. His hawk-shriek and hawk-stoop were ended
by aLannachaarrow; but then an organized line peded off the Drak’honai mass, plummeted to the
forecastle deck, and took stance before the main battery of flamethrowers and ballistae.

"So!" rumbled Van Rijn. "They make happy fun games after dl. We see about thisl™

He broke into an eephantine trot, whirling the great malet over hishead. A dingstone bounced off his
|eather-decked abdomen, an arrow ripped aong one cheek, blowgun darts pincushioned his double
cuirass. He got aboost from two winged guards, up the sheer ladderless bulkhead of the forecastle. Then
he was in among the defenders.

"Jemaintien drai!" he bawled, and stovein the head of the nearest Drak'ho. "God sent the right!"
he shouted, stamping on the shaft of arakethat clawed after him. "From, from, Kristmenn,
Krossmenn, Kongsmenn!" he bellowed, drumming on theribs of three warriors who ramped close. "
Heinekeri's Bier!" he trumpeted, turning to wrestle with awinged shape that fastened onto his back, and
wringing its neck.

Wace and the Lannachskajoined him. Therewas an interva with hammer and thrust and the huge
bone-breaking buffets of wing and tail. The Drak’honal broke. Van Rijn sprang to the flamethrower and
pumped. "Aim the hose!" he panted. "FHush them out, you bat-infested headd" A gleeful Lannachaseized
the ceramic nozzle, pressed the hardwood ignition piston, and squirted burning oil upward.

Down on the lower decks, bl listae began to thump, catapults sang and other flamethrowerslicked. A
party from theice ship reassembled one of their wooden machine guns and poured darts at the last
Drak’ho counterassault.

A femde shape ran from the forecadtle. "'It's our husbands they kill!" she shrieked. "Destroy them!™

Van Rijn leaped off the upper deck, athree-meter fal. Planks thundered and groaned when he hit
them. Puffing, waving hisarms, he got ahead of the frantic creature. "Get back!" heydled in her own
language. "Back inside! Shoo! Scat! Want to leave your cubs unprotected? | eat young Drak’honai! With
horseradish!”

She wailed and scuttled back to shelter. Wace let out agasp. His skin was sodden with swest. It had



not been too serious adanger, perhaps ... in theory, afemale mob could have been massacred under the
eyesof itsyoung ... but who could bring himself to that? Not Eric Wace, certainly. Better give up and
take one's spear thrugt like a gentleman.

Heredlized, then, that the raft was his.

Smoke still thickened the air too much for him to see very well what was going on el sawhere. Now
and then, through abreach in it, appeared some vision: araft set unquenchably afire, abandoned; anice
vessd, cracked, dismasted, arrow-swept, till bleakly dugging it out; another Lannacha ship laying to
againg araft, another boarding party; the banner of aLannacha clan blowing in sudden triumph on a
foreign masthead. Wace had no idea how the sea fight as awhole was going—how many ice craft had
been raked clean, deserted by discouraged crews, seized by Drak’ho counterattack, |eft drifting uselesdy
remote from the enemy.

It had been perfectly clear, he thought—Van Rijn had said it bluntly enough to Trolwen and the
Council—thet the smdler, lesswell equipped, virtualy untrained Lannacha navy would have no chance
whatsoever of decisvely whipping the Fleet. The crucia phase of this battle was not going to involve
gonesor flames.

He looked up. Beyond the spars and lines, where the haze did not reach, heaven lay unbelievably
cool. The formations of war, weaving in and about, were o far above him that they looked like darting
swalows.

Only after minutesdid hisinexpert eye grasp the picture.

With most of hisforce down among the rafts, Trolwen wasridiculoudy outnumbered inthe air as
soon as Delp arrived. On the other hand, Delp's folk had been flying for hoursto get here; they were no
match individudly for well-rested Lannachska. Redlizing this, each commander used his peculiar
advantage: Delp ordered unbreakable mass charges, Trolwen used small squadrons which swooped in,
snapped wolfishly, and darted back again. The Lannachskaretreated al the time, except when Delp tried
to send alarge body of warriors down to relieve the rafts. Then the entire, superbly integrated air force at
Trolwen's digposal would smash into that body. It would disperse when Delp brought in reinforcements,
but it had accomplished its purpose—to bresk up the formation and checkrein the seaward movement.

So it went, for some timelesstime in the wind under the High Summer sun. Wacelost himsdif,
contemplating the terrible beauty of death winged and disciplined. Van Rijn's voice pulled him grudgingly
back to luckless unflying humanness.

"Wake up! Are you making dreams, maybe, like you stand there with your teeth hanging out and
flapping in the breeze? Lightnings and Lucifer! If we want to keep thisraft, we have to make some use
with it, by damn. Y ou boss the battery here and | go tell the helmsman what to do. So!" He huffed off,
like an ancient team locomotive in weight and noise and sootiness.

They had beaten off every attempt at recapture, until the expelled crew went wrathfully uptojoin
Dep'slegions. Now, awkwardly handling the big sails, or ordered protestingly below to the sweeps, Van
Rijn's gang got their new vessel into mation. It grunted itsway across aroiled, smoky waste of water,
until a Drak'ho craft loomed before it. Then the broadsides cut loose, the arrows went like deet, and
crew locked with crew in troubled air midway between the thuttering rafts.

Wace stood his ground on the foredeck, directing the fire of its banked engines. stones, quarrels,
bombs, oil-streams, hurled across afew meters to shower splinters and char wood asthey struck. Once
he organized a bucket brigade, to put out the fire set by an enemy hit. Once he saw one of hisnew
catapults, and its crew, smashed by atwo-ton rock, and forced the survivorsto lever that stoneinto the
seaand rgjoin the fight. He saw how sails grew tattered, yards sagged drunkenly, bodies hesped
themselves on both vessdls after each clumsy round. And he wondered, in adim part of hisbrain, why
life had no more sense, anywhere in the known universe, than to be forever tearing itself.

Van Rijn did not have the quality of crew to win by sheer bombardment, like aneolithic Nelson. Nor



did he especidly want to try boarding still another craft; it wasal hislittle tyro force could do to man and
fight thisone. But he pressed stubbornly in, holding the helmsmen to their collison course, going

bel owdecks himself to keep exhausted Lannachska at their heavy oars. And hisraft wallowed itsway
through afirestorm, astonestorm, astorm of living bodies, until it was amost on the enemy vessd.

Then horns hooted among the Drak’honai, their sweeps churned water and they broke from their
placein the FHeet'sformation to disengage.

Van Rijn let them go, vanishing into the hazed masts and cordage that reached for kilometers around
him. He stumped to the nearest hatch, went down through the poopdeck cabins and so out on the main
deck. He rubbed his hands and chortled. "Ahal We gave him alittle scare, eh, what say? Hell not come
near any of our boats soon again, him!™

"| don't understand, councilor,” said Angrek, with immense respect. "We had asmaller crew, with far
less skill. He ought to have stayed put, or even moved in on us. He could have wiped us out, if we didn't
abandon ship atogether.”

"Ah!" said Van Rijn. He wagged a sausagdlike finger. "But you see, my young and innocent one, heis
carrying femaes and cubs, aswell as many vauable tools and other goods. Hiswhole lifeison hisraft.
He dare not risk its destruction; we could so easy set it hopeless &fire, even if we can't make capture.

Hal 1t will be afrosty morning in hell when they outthink Nicholas van Rijn, by damn!”

"Femdes—" Angrek's eyes shifted to the forecastle. A lickerish light rosein them.
"After dl," he murmured, "it's not asif they were our femdes—"

A score or more Lannachskawere dready drifting in that same direction, elaborately casua—but
their wings were held tiff and their tails twitched. 1t was noteworthy that more of the recent oarsmen
were in that group than any other class.

Wace came running to the forecastl€'s edge. He leaned over it, cupped his hands and shouted:
"Freeman van Rijn! Look upstairg!”

"S0." The merchant raised pouched little eyes, blinked, sneezed, and blew his craggy nose. One by
one, the Lannachska resting on scarred bloody decks lifted their own gaze skyward. And a stilinessfell
on them.

Up there, the struggle was ending.

Delp had finaly assembled hisforcesinto asingleirresistible mass and taken them down asaunit to
sealeve. Therethey joined the embattled raft crews—oneraft a atime. A Lannachska boarding party,
s0 suddenly and grossy outnumbered, had no choice but to flee, abandon even its own ice ship, and go
up to Trolwen.

The Drak’honai made only one attempt to recapture araft which was fully in Lannacha possession. It
cost them gruesomely. The classic dictum still held, that purdly air-borne forces were relatively impotent
againgt awel-defended unit of the Fleet.

Having settled in this decisive manner exactly who held every single raft, Delp reorganized and led a
sizable portion of histroops doft again to engage Trolwen's augmented air squadrons. If he could clear
them away, then, given the craft remaining to Drak’ho plustota sky domination, Delp could regain the
lost vesHls.

But Trolwen did not clear away so easily. And, while naval fights such as Van Rijn had been waging
went on below, avicious combat travel ed through the clouds. Both were indecisive.

Such wasthe overdl view of events, as Tolk related it to the humans an hour or so later. All that
could be seen from the water was that the sky armies were separating. They hovered and wheeled,
dizzingly high overhead, two tangled masses of black dots against ruddy-tinged cloud banks. Doubtless
threats, curses, and boasts were tossed across the wind between them, but there were no more arrows.



"What isit?' gasped Angrek. "What's happening up there?"
"A truce, of course," said Van Rijn. He picked histeeth with afingernail, hawked, and patted his

abdomen complacently. "They was making nowheres, so findly Tolk got someone through to Delp and
said let'stak thisover, and Delp agreed.”

"But—we can't—you can't bargain with aDrakal He'snot ... he'salien!™
A growl of goose-pimpled loathing assent went along the weary groups of Lannachska.

"Y ou can't reason with afilthy wild animd likethat," said Angrek. "All you can doiskill it. Or it will
kill you!"

Van Rijn cocked a brow at Wace, who stood on the deck above him, and said in Anglic: "1 thought
maybe we could tell them now that thistruce isthe only objective of al our fighting so far—but maybe
not just yet, nie?"

"l wonder if well ever dare admit it," said the younger man.

"Wewill haveto admit it, this very day, and hope we do not get suffed aive with red peppersfor
what we say. After als, we did make Trolwen and the Council agree. But then, they are very
hard-boiled-egg heads, them.” Van Rijn shrugged. " Comes now the talking. So far we have had it soft.
Thisisthetimesthat fry men's souls. Hal Have you got the nerve to seeit through?”

XIX

Approximately one tenth of the rafts lumbered out of the general confusion and assembled afew
kilometers away. They were joined by such ice ships aswere till in service. The decks of al were
jammed with tensely waiting warriors. These were the vessals held by Lannach.

Another tenth or so still burned, or had been torn and beaten by stonefire until they were breaking up
under Achan's mild waves. These were the derdlicts, abandoned by both nations. Among them were
many dugouts, splintered, broken, kindled, or crewed only by dead Drak'honai.

Theremainder drew into amass around the admira's castle. Thiswas no group of fully manned, fully
equipped rafts and canoes; no crew had escaped losses, and agood many vessels were battered nearly
into usslessness. If the Heet could get haf their normd fighting strength back into action, they would be
very, very lucky.

Neverthdess, thiswould be amost three times as many units as the Lannachskanow held in toto.
The numbers of males on either side were roughly equal; but, with more cargo space, the Drak’honai had
more ammunition. Each of their vesselswas dso individualy superior: better constructed than anice ship,
better crewed than a captured raft.

In short, Drak'ho till held the balance of power.

Ashehdped Van Rijn down into aseized canoe, Tolk said wryly: "1'd have kept my armor oniif |
wereyou, Eart'a You'l only have to be laced back into it, when the truce ends.”

"Ah." The merchant stretched monstroudy, puffed out his ssomach, and plumped himsdf downona
Seqt. "L et us suppose, though, the armistice does not break. Then | will have been wearing that
bloody-be-smeared corset dl for nothings.”

"l notice," added Wace, "neither you nor Trolwen are cuirassed.”

The commander smoothed his mahogany fur with anervous hand. "That's for the dignity of the
Flock," he muttered. "Those muck-wakers aren't going to think I'm afraid of them.”

The canoe shoved off, its crew bent to the oars, it skipped swiftly over wrinkled dark waters. Above
it dipped and soared the rest of the agreed-on Lannacha guard, putting on their best demonstration of
parade flying for the edification of the enemy. There were about ahundred dl told. It was comfortlesdy



little to take into the angered Fledt.

"l don't expect to reach any agreement,” said Trolwen. "No one can—with amind asforeign as
theirs”

"The Fleet peoplesarejust like you," said Van Rijn. "What you need is more brotherhood, by damn.
Y ou should bash in their heads without this race prejudice.”

"Just like us?' Trolwen brigtled. Hiseyesgrew flat glass-ydlow. "See here, Eata—"

"Never mind," said Van Rijn. " So they do not have arutting season. So you think thisisabig thing.
All right. I got some thinkings to make of my own. Shut up.”

Thewind ruffled waves and strummed idly on rigging . The sun struck long copper-tinged rays
through scudding cloudbanks, to walk on the seawith fiery footprints. The air was cool, damp, smelling a
little of sdlty life. It would not be an easy timeto die, thought Wace. Hardest of dl, though, to forsake
Sandra, where shelay dwindling under theice cliffs of Dawrnach. Pray for my soul, beloved, while you
wait to follow me. Pray for my soul.

"Leaving persond fedingsadde," said Talk, "there's much in the commander'sremarks. That is, afolk
with livesasdien to ours asthe Drakskawill have minds equaly dien. | don't pretend to follow the
thoughts of you Eart'ska: | consider you my friends, but let's admit it, we have very littlein common. |
only trust you because your immediate motive—survival—has been made so clear to me. When | don't
quite follow your reasoning, | can safely assumethat it isat least well-intentioned.

"But the Drakska, now—how can they be trusted? Let's say that a peace agreement is made. How
can we know they'll keep it? They may have no concept of honor at dl, just asthey lack al concept of
sexual decency. Or, even if they do intend to abide by their oaths, are we sure the words of the treaty
will mean the same thing to them asto us? In my capacity of Herdd, I've seen many semantic
misunderstandings between tribes with different languages. So what of tribes with different instincts?

"Or | wonder ... can we even trust ourselves to keep such a pledge? We do not hate anyone merely
for having fought us. But we hate dishonor, perversion, uncleanliness. How can welive with oursalves, if
we make peace with creatures whom the gods must loathe?"

He sighed and |ooked moodily ahead to the nearing rafts.

Wace shrugged. "Has it occurred to you, they are thinking very much the same things about you?' he
retorted,

"Of coursethey are," said Tolk. "That's yet another hailstorm in the path of negotations.”

Personally, thought Wace, I'll be satisfied with a temporary settlement. Just let them patch up
their differenceslong enough for a message to reach Thursday Landing. (How?) Then they canrip
each other's throats out for all | care.

He glanced around him, at the dim winged forms, and thought of work and war, torment and
triumph—yes, and now and then some laughter or afragment of song—shared. He thought of
high-hearted Trolwen, philosophic Tolk, earnest young Angrek, he thought of brave kindly Delp and his
wife Rondonis, who was so much more alady than many ahuman femae he had known. And the small
furry cubswhich tumbled in the dust or climbed into hislap ... No, hetold himsdlf, I'mwrong. It means
a great deal to me, after all, that this war should be permanently ended.

The canoe dipped in between towering raft walls. Drak’ho faces looked stonily down onit. Now and
then someone spat into itswake. They were dl very quiet.

The unwiddy pile of the flagship loomed ahead. There were banners strung from the mastheads, and
aguard in bright regaiaformed aring enclosing the main deck. Just before the wooden castle, sprawled
on fursand cushions, Admira T'heonax and his advisory council waited. To one side stood Captain Delp
with afew personad guards, in war-harness till swesty and unkempt.



Tota dlencelay over them as the canoe came to ahat and made fast to abollard. Trolwen, Tolk,
and most of the Lannacha troopers flew straight up to the deck. It was minutes|later, after much pushing,
panting, and swearing, that the humans topped that mountainous hull.

Van Rijn glowered about him. "What for hospitaity!" he snorted in the Drak’ho language. "Not so
much asonelittle rope let down to me, who is pushing my poor old tired bonesto an early grave dl for
your sakes. Before Heaven, itishard! Itishard! Sometimes| think | give up, me, and retire. Then where
will the galaxy be? Then you will dl be sorry, when it istoo late.”

T'heonax gave him asardonic stare. "'Y ou were not the best-behaved guest the Fleet has had,
Eart'ho," he answered. "I've agreat dedl to repay you. Yes. | have not forgotten.”

Van Rijn wheezed across the planks to Delp, extending his hand. " So our intelligences wasright, and
it wasyou doing al theworks," he blared. "I might have been sure. Nobody elsein this Fleet has so
much near agram of brains. |, Nicholas van Rijn, compliment you with regards.

T'heonax stiffened and his councilors, rigid in braid and sash, looked duly shocked at thisignoring of
the admiral. Delp hung back for an ingtant. Then hetook Van Rijn's hand and squeezed it, quitein the
Terrestrid manner.

"Lodestar help me, it isgood to see your villanousfat face again,” he said. "Do you know how nearly
you cost memy ... everything? Wereit not for my lady—"

"Busness and friendship we do not mix," said Van Rijn arily. "Ah, yes, good Vrouw Rodonis. How is
sheand dl thelittle ones? Do they ill remember old Uncle Nicholas and the bedtime stories he was
telling them, like about the—"

"If you please,”" said T'heonax in an elaborate voice, "we will, with your permission, carry on. Who
shall interpret? Yes, | remember you now, Herald." An ugly look. ™Y our atention, then. Tell your leader
that this parley was arranged by my field commander, Delp hyr Orikan, without even sending a
messenger down here to consult me. | would have opposed it had | known. It was neither prudent nor
necessary. | shal have to have these decks scrubbed where barbarians have trod. However, since the
Fleet isbound by its honor—you do have aword for honor in your language, don't you?—I will hear
what your leader hasto say."

Tolk nodded curtly and put it into Lannachamadl . Trolwen sat up, eyes kindling. His guards growled,
their hands tightened on their weagpons. Delp shuffled hisfeet unhappily, and some of T'heonax's captains
looked away in an embarrassed fashion.

“Tdl him," said Trolwen after amoment, with bitter precision, "that we will |et the Fleet depart from
Achan at once. Of course, we shdl want hostages."

Tolk trandated. T'heonax pedled lips back from teeth and laughed. "They st here with their wretched
handful of rafts and say thisto us?' His courtierstittered an echo.

But his councilors, who captained hisflotillas, remained grave. It was Delp who stepped forward and
sad: "Theadmird knows| have taken my sharein thiswar. With these hands, wings, thistail, | have
killed enemy males; with these teeth, | have drawn enemy blood. Nevertheless| say now, we'd better at
least ligen to them.”

"What?' T'heonax made round eyes. "'l hope you arejoking."
Van Rijnrolled forth. "1 got no time for fumblydiddles" he boomed. "Y ou hear me, and | putitin
millicredit words so some two-year-old cub can explain it to you. Look out there!™ Hisarm waved

broadly at the sea. "We have rafts. Not so many, perhaps, but enough. Y ou make terms with us, or we
keep on fighting. Soon it isyou who do not have enough rafts. So! Put that in your pipe and stick it!"

Wace nodded. Good. Good, indeed. Why had that Drak’ho vessal run from his own lubber-manned
prize? It was willing enough to exchange long-range shots, or to grapple sailor againgt sailor inthe air. It
was not willing to risk being boarded, wrecked, or set ablaze by Lannach's desperate devils.



Because it was ahome, afortress, and alivelihood—the only way to make aliving that this culture
knew. If you destroyed enough rafts, there would not be enough fish-catching or fish-storing capacity to
keep thefolk dive. It was as smple asthat.

"WEélIl snk you!" screamed T'heonax. He stood up, beating hiswings, crest aquiver, tail held likean
iron bar. "Well drown every last whelp of you!"

"Possble s0," said Van Rijn. "Thisis supposed to scare us? If we give up now, we are done for
anyhow. So we take you dong to hell with us, to shine our shoes and fetch us cool drinks, nie?"

Delp said, with troublein hisgaze: "We did not come to Achan for love of destruction, but because
hunger drove us. It was you who denied usthe right to take fish which you yourselves never caught. Oh,
yes, we did take some of your land too, but the water we must have. We can not givethat up.”

Van Rijn shrugged. "There are other seas. Maybe we let you haul afew more nets of fish before you

go.

A captain of the Fleet said dowly: "My lord Delp has voiced the crux of the matter. It hintsat a
solution. After dl, the Seaof Achan haslittle or no valueto you Lannach’honai. We did, of course, wish
to garrison your coasts, and occupy certain idands which are sources of timber and flint and the like. And
naturdly, we wanted aport of our own in SagnaBay, for emergencies and repairs. These are questions
of defense and sdlf-suffiency, not of immediate survivd like the water. So perhaps—"

"No!" cried T'heonax.

It was dmost a scream. It shocked them into silence. The admira crouched panting for amoment,
then snarled a Tolk: "Tel your leader ... |, thefina authority ... | refuse. | say we can crush your joke of
anavy with small lossto ourselves. We have no reason to yield anything to you. We may alow you to
keep the uplands of Lannach. That isthe greatest concession you can hopefor.”

"Impossiblel" gpat the Herald. Then herattled the trandation off for Trolwen, who arched his back
and bit theair.

"The mountainswill not support us,” explained Tolk more camly. "We have dready egten them
bare—that's no secret. We must have the lowlands. And we are certainly not going to let you hold any
land whatsoever, to base an attack on usin alater year."

"If you think you can wipe us off the sea now, without alossthat will cripple you aso, you may try,"
added Wace.

"l say we can!" sormed T'heonax. "And will!"

"My lord—" Delp hestated. His eyes closed for asecond. Then he said quite dispassionately: "My
lord admird, afinish fight now would likely be the end of our nation. Such few rafts as survived would be
the prey of thefirst barbarian idanders that chanced dong.”

"And aretreat into The Ocean would certainly doom us," said T'heonax. His forefinger stabbed.
"Unless you can conjure the trech and the fruitweed out of Achan and into the broad waters.”

"That istrue, of course, my lord," said Delp.
He turned and sought Trolwen's eyes. They regarded each other steadily, with respect.

"Herdd," said Dep, "tdll your chief this. We are not going to leave the Sea of Achan. We cannot. If
you insg s that we do so, well fight you and hope you can be destroyed without too much lossto
oursalves. We have no choicein that matter.

"But | think maybe we can give up any thought of occupying either Lannach or Holmenach. Y ou can
keep dl the solid land. We can barter our fish, sdt, sea harvest, handicrafts, for your mesat, stone, wood,
cloth, and ail. It would in time become profitable for both of us.

"Andincidental," said Van Rijn, "you might think of thisbit too. If Drak’ho has no land, and Lannach
has no ships, it will be sort of alittle hard for one to make war on another, nie? After afew years, trading



and getting rich off each other, you get so mutual dependent war isjust impossible. So if you agreelike
now, soon your troubles are over, and then comes Nicholas van Rijn with Earth trade goodsfor all, like
Father Christmas my prices are so reasonable. What?"

"Bedill!" shrieked T'heonax.
He grabbed the chief of hisguards by awing and pointed at Delp. "Arrest thet traitor!”

"My lord—" Delp backed away. The guard hesitated. Delp'swarriors closed in about their captain,
menacingly. From thelistening lower decks there came agroan.

"The Lodestar hear me," stammered Delp, "I only suggested ... | know the admira hasthefind
w_ll
"And my say is, 'No."" declared T'heonax, tacitly dropping the matter of arrest. "Asadmira and

Oracle, | forbid it. Thereis no possible agreement between the Fleet and these ... thesevile. ... filthy,
dirty, anima—" He dribbled at the lips. His hands curved into claws, poised above his head.

A rustle and murmur went through the ranked Drak’honai. The captainslay like winged leopards, il
cloaked with dignity, but there wasterror in their eyes. The Lannachska, ignorant of words but sengitive
to tones, crowded together and gripped their wegpons more tightly.

Tolk trandated fast, in alow voice. When he had finished, Trolwen sighed.

"l hateto admit it," he said, "but if you turn that marswa's words around, they are true. Do you redly,
serioudy think two races as different as ours could live sde by sde? It would be too tempting to break
the pledges. They could ravage our land while we were gone on migration, take al our townsagain ... or
we could come north once more with barbarian alies, bought with the promise of Drak’ho
plunder—We'd be back at each other's throats, one way or another, in five years. Best to haveit out
now. Let the gods decide who's right and who's too depraved to live.”

Almost wearily, he bunched his muscles, to go down fighting if T'heonax ended the armigtice this
moment.

Van Rijnlifted hishands and hisvoice. It went like a bass drum, the length and breath and depth of
the castle raft. And nocked arrows were dowly put back into their quivers.

"Hold «ill! Wait just abloody minute, by damn. | am not through talking yet.”

He nodded curtly at Delp. "Y ou have some sense, you. Maybe we can find afew otherswith brains
not so much like aspoonful of moldy teasold by my competitors. | am going to say something now. | will
use Drak’ho language. Tolk, you make arunning trandation. This no one on the planet has heard before.
1 tdl you Drak’ho and Lannachaare not dien! They arethe sameidentical stupid race!™

Wace sucked in hisbreath. "What?' he whispered in Anglic. "But the breeding cycles—"
"Kill methat fat worm!" shouted T'heonax.

Van Rijn waved an impatient hand at him. "Be quiet, you. | make thetalkings. So! Sit down, both you
nations, and listen to Nicholas van Rijn!"

XX

The evolution of intdligent life on Diomedesis Hill largely conjecturd;; there has been no time to hunt
fossls. But on the basis of existing biology and generd principles, it is possible to reason out the course
of millennid events.

Once upon atime in the planet's tropics therewas asmall continent or large idand, thickly forested.
The equatorid regions never know the long days and nights of high latitudes: a equinox the sunisup for
gx hours, to cross the sky and set for another Sx; at solstice thereisatwilight, the sun just above or
bel ow the horizon. By Diomedean standards these are ideal conditions which will support abundant life.



Among the species at this past epoch there was asmall, bright-eyed arbored carnivore. Like Earth's
flying squirrd, it had devel oped a membrane on which to glide from branch to branch.

But alow-density planet has a queasy structure. Continents rise and sink with indecent speed, amere
few hundreds of thousands of years. Ocean and air currents are correspondingly deflected; and because
of the great axid tilt and the larger fluid massesinvolved, Diomedean currents bear considerably more
heat or cold than do Earth's. Thus, even at the equator, there wereradica climatic shifts.

A period of drought shriveled the ancient forestsinto scattered woods separated by great dry
pampas. The flying pseudo-squirrel developed true wings to go from copse to copse. But being an
adaptable beast, it began aso to prey on the new grass-eating animals which herded over the plains. To
cope with the big ungulates, it grew in size. But then, needing more food to fuel the larger body, it was
forced into avariety of environments, seashore, mountains, svamps—yet by virtue of mobility remained
interbred rather than splitting into new species. A singleindividua might thus face many types of country
in onelifetime, which put apremium onintelligence.

At this stage, for some unknown reason, the species—or a part of it, the part destined to become
important—was forced out of the homeland. Possibly diastrophism broke the origina continent into small
idands which would not support so large an animal population; or the drying-out may have progressed
dill further. Whatever the cause, families and flocks drifted dowly northward and southward through
hundreds of generations.

Therethey found new territories, excdlent hunting—but awinter which they could not survive. When
the long darkness came, they must perforce return to the tropics to wait for spring. It was not the inborn,
automatic reaction of Terrestrial migratory birds. Thisanimal was aready too clever to be an ingtinct
machine; its habitswere learned. Thebruta naturd selection of the annua flights stimulated this
intelligence yet more.

Now the price of intelligence isavery long childhood in proportion to the tota lifespan. Sincethereis
no action-pattern built into the thinker's genes, each generation must learn everything afresh, which takes
time. Therefore no species can becomeintelligent unlessit or its environment first produces some
mechanism for keeping the parents together, so that they may protect the young during the extended
period of helplessinfancy and ignorant childhood. Mother love is not enough; Mother will have enough to
do, tending the suiciddly inquisitive cubs, without having to do dl the food-hunting and guarding aswell.
Father must help out. But what will keep Father around, once his sexual urge has been satisfied?

Instinct can do it. Some birds, for example, employ both parentsto rear the young. But elaborate
ingtinctive compulsons are incompatible with intelligence. Father hasto have agood sdlfish reason to
day, if Father has brains enough to be sdfigh.

In the case of man, the mechanism issmple: permanent sexudity. The human is never satisfied a any
time of year. From thisfact we derive the family, and hence the possibility of prolonged immaturity, and
hence our cerebral cortex.

In the case of the Diomedean, there was migration. Each flock had along and dangerous way to
travel every year. It was best to go in company, under some form of organization. At journey'send in the
tropics, there was the abandon of the mating season—but soon the unavoidable trip back home, for the
equatoria idandswould not support many visitorsfor very long.

Out of this primitive annua grouping—sinceit was not blindly ingtinctive, but the fruit of experiencein
a gifted animal—there grew loose permanent associations. Defensive bands became co-operative bands.
Already the exigencies of travel had caused male and femae to specidize their body types, onefor
fighting, one for burden-bearing. It was, therefore, advantageous that the sexes maintain their partnership
thewhole year around.

Theanimd of permanent family—on Diomedes, asarule, arather large family, an entire matrilinesl
clan—with the long gestation, the long cubhood, the constant change and challenge of environment, the



competition for mates each midwinter with dien bands having dien ways. thisanima had every
evolutionary reason to gtart thinking. Out of such amatrix grew language, tools, fire, organized nations,
and those vague unattainable yearningswe call "culture.”

Now while the Diomedean had no irrevocabl e pattern of inborn behavior, he did tend everywhere to
follow certain modes of life. They were the eesiest. Analogoudy, humankind is not required by ingtinct to
formaize and regulate its matings as marriage, but human societies have amost invariably done so. Itis
more comfortable for al concerned. And so the Diomedean migrated south to breed.

But he did not haveto!

When breeding cyclesexig, they are controlled by some smple fool proof mechanism. Thus, for many
birdson Earth it istheincreasing length of the day in springtime which causes mating: the optical simulus
triggers hormonal processes which reactivate the dormant gonads. On Diomedes, thiswouldn't work; the
light cycle variestoo much with latitude. But once the proto-intelligent Diomedean had gotten into
migratory habits—and therefore must breed only at a certain time of the year, if the young wereto
survive—evolution took the obvious course of making that migration itsdf the governor.

Ordinarily ahunter, with occasional medls of nutsor fruit or wild grain, the Diomedean exercised in
spurts. Migration called for prolonged effort; it must have taken hundreds or thousands of generationsto
develop the flying muscles done, time enough to develop other adaptations aswell. So this effort
simulated certain glands, which operated through a complex hormona system to waken the gonads. (An
exception was the | actating femal e, whose mammaries secreted an inhibiting agent.) During the great
flight, the sex hormone concentration built up—there was no time or energy to spare for its disspation.
Oncein thetropics, rested and fed, the Diomedean made up for lost opportunities. He made up so
thoroughly that the return trip had no significant effect on his exhausted glands.

Now and then in the homeland, fleetingly, after some unusua exertion, one might fed girringstoward
the opposite sex. One suppressed that, asrigoroudy as the human suppresses impulses to incest, and for
an even more practical reason: acub born out of season meant desth on migration for itself aswfdl asits
mother. Not that the average Diomedean redlized this overtly; he just accepted the taboo, founded
religions and ethical systems and neuroses on it—However, doubtless the vague, lingering year-round
attractiveness of the other sex had been an unconscious reason for the initial development of septsand
flocks.

When the migratory Diomedean encountered a tribe which did not observe his most basic mora law,
he knew physica horror.

Drak'ho FHeet was one of severd which have now been discovered by traders. They may al have
originated as groups living near the equator and thus not burdened by the need to travd; but thisis till
guesswork. The clear fact isthat they began to live more off the seathan the land. Through many
centuries they elaborated the physical apparatus of ships and tackle, until it had become their entire
livelihood.

It gave more security than hunting. It gave ahome which could be dwelt in continuoudly. It gavethe
possibility of constructing and using €l aborate devices, accumulating large libraries, Stting and thinking or
debating a problem—in short, the freedom to encumber onesdf with atrue civilization, which no migrator
had except to the most limited degree. On the bad side, it meant grindingly hard labor and aristocratic
domination.

Thiswork kept the deckhand sexually stimulated; but warm shelters and stored seafood had made
his birthtime independent of the season. Thusthe sailor nations grew into avery humanlike pattern of
marriage and child-raisng: there was even a concept of romantic love.

The migrators, who thought him depraved, the sailor considered swinish. Indeed, neither culture could
imagine how the other might even be of the same species.

And how shdl onetrust the absolute dien?



XXI

"It istheseideologica pfuitiesthat make thered nasty wars" said Van Rijn. "But now | have taken
off the ideology and we can sensible and friendly settle down to swindling each other, nie?"

He had not, of course, explained his hypothessin such detail. Lannach's philosophers had some
vague idea of evolution, but were weak on astronomy; Drak’ho science was dmost thereverse. Van Rijn
had contented himsdlf with very smple, repetitious words, sketching what must be the only reasonable
explanation of the well-known reproductive differences.

He rubbed his hands and chortled into atautening silence. "So! | have not madeit al sweetness. Even
| cannot do that overnights. For long timesto come yet, you each think the others go about thisin
disgusting style. Y ou makefilthy jokes about each other ... | know some good ones you can adapt. But
you know, at least, that you are of the same race. Any of you could have been a solid member of the
other nation, nie? Maybe, come changing times, you start switching around your waysto live. Why not
experiment alittle, ha? No, no, | see you can not like that ideayet, | say no more."

Hefolded hisarms and waited, bulky, shaggy, ragged, and caked with the grime of weeks. On
creaking planks, under ared sun and alow seawind, the scores of winged warriors and captains
shuddered in the face of the unimagined.

Ddp sadat last, so dow and heavy it did not redly break that drumhead silence: "Y es. This makes
sense. | bdieveit.”

After another minute, bowing his head toward stone-rigid T'heonax: "My lord, this does change the
stuation. | think—it will not be as much as we hoped for, but better than | feared—We can make terms,
they to have all theland and we to have the Seaof Achan. Now that | know they are
not ... devils.... animas—Wadll, the normal guarantees, oaths and exchange of hostages and so
on—should make the treety firm enough.”

Tolk had been whispering in Trolwen's ear. Lannach’'s commander nodded. "That is much my own
thought,” he said.

"Can we persuade the Council and the clans, Flockchief?* muttered Tolk.

"Herdd, if we bring back an honorable peace, the Council will vote our ghosts godhood after we
die"

Tolk's gaze shifted back to T"heonax, lying without movement among his courtiers. And the grizzled
fur lifted dong the Herald's back.

"Let usfirg return to the Council aive, Flock-chief," he said.

T'heonax rose. Hiswings beet the air, cracking noiseslike an ax going through bone. Hismuzzle
wrinkled into alion mask, long teeth gleamed wetly forth, and he roared:

"No! I've heard enough! Thisfarceisat an end!”

Trolwen and the Lannacha escort did not need an interpreter. They clapped hands to wegpons and
fdl into adefensve circle. Their jaws clashed shut automaticdly, biting the wind.

"My lord!" Delp sprang fully erect.

"Bedill!" screeched T'heonax. "Y ou've said far too much." His head swung from sdeto side.
"Captains of the Fleet, you have heard how Delp hyr Orikan advocates making peace with crestures
lower than the beasts. Remember it!"

"But my lord—" An older officer stood up, hands doft in protest. "My lord admird, wevejust had it
shown to us, they aren't beasts ... it'sonly adifferent—"

"Assuming the Eart’ho spoke truth, which is by no means sure, what of it?" T'heonax fleered at Van



Rijn. "It only makes the matter worse. We know beasts can't help themsealves but these L annach’honai
aredirty by choice. And you would let them live? Y ouwould ... would trade with them ... enter their
towns ... let your young be seduced into their—No!"

The captains|ooked at each other. It was like an audible groan. Only Delp seemed to have the
courage to speak again.

"1 humbly beg the admira to recall, welve no red choice. If we fight them to afinish, it may be our
ownfinishtoo."

"Ridiculoud" snorted T'heonax. "Either you are afraid or they've bribed you.”

Tolk had been trandating sotto voce for Trolwen. Now, sickly, Wace heard the commander's grim
reply to hisHerad: "If hetakesthat attitude, atreaty isout of the question. Even if he madeit, hed
sacrifice his hostages to us—not to speak of oursto him—just to renew the war whenever he felt ready.
Let'sget back before | mysdf violate the truce!”

And there, thought Wace, isthe end of the world. | will die under flung stones, and Sandra will
diein Glacier Land. Well ... wetried.

He braced himsdlf. The admira might not |et this embassy depart.

Delp was looking around from face to face. " Captains of the Fleet," he cried, "I ask your opinion ... 1
implore you, persuade my lord admira that—"

"The next treasonable word uttered by anyone will cost him hiswings," shouted T'heonax. "Or do you
question my authority?"

It was abold move, thought Wace in adistant part of histhuttering brain—to stake al he had on that
one chalenge. But of course, T'heonax was going to get away with it; no onein this caste-ridden society
would deny his absolute power, not even Delp the bold. Reluctant they might be, but the captains would

obey.
The dlence grew shattering.
Nicholas van Rijn brokeit with along, juicy Bronx cheer.

The whole assembly started. T'heonax |eaped backward and for amoment he was like a bat-winged
tomcat.

"What wasthat?' he blazed.
"Areyou desf?" answered Van Rijn mildly. "1 ssid—" He repeated with tremolo.
"What do you mean?"

"Itisan Earthterm,” said Van Rijn. "Asnear as| can render it, let me see ... well, it meansyou are
a—" Therest was the most imaginative obscenity Wace had heard in hislife,

The captains gasped. Some drew their weapons. The Drak’ho guards on the upper decks gripped
bows and spears. "Kill him!" screamed T'heonax.

"No!" Van Rijn's bass exploded on their ears. The sheer volume of it paralyzed them. "l aman
embassy, by damn! Y ou hurt an embassy and the Lodestar will sink you in hdll'sboiling seed!”

It checked them. T'heonax did not repeat his order; the guardsjerked back toward stillness; the
officers remained poised, outraged past words.

"l have somethingsto say you," Van Rijn continued, only twice asloud as alarge foghorn. "'l spegk to
all the Fleet, and ask you ask yourselves, why thislittle pip squeaker does so stupid. He makes you carry
on awar where both sides|ose—he makes you risk your lives, your wives and cubs, maybe the Fleet's
own surviving—why? Because heis afraid. He knows, afew years cheek by jowl next to the
Lannach’honai, and even more so trading with my company a my fantastic low prices, things begin to
change. Y ou get moreinto thinking by your own selves. Y ou taste freedom. Bit by bit, his power dides



from him. And heistoo much acoward to live on hisown sdfs. Nie, he has got to have guards and
davesand dl of you to make bossing over, so he provesto himsdlf heisnot just alittlejellypot but ared
true Leader. Rather he will have the Fleet ruined, even die himsdlf, than lose this prop up, him!™

T'heonax said, shaking: "Get off my raft before | forget thereisan armigtice.”

"Oh, 1 go, | go," said Van Rijn. He advanced toward the admiral. His tread reverberated in the deck.
"I go back and makewar againif you indgst. But only one smal question | ask first." He stopped before
the roya presence and prodded the roya nose with ahairy forefinger. "Why you make so much fuss
about Lannachahome lifes? Could be maybe down underneath you hanker to try it yourself?"

He turned his back, then, and bowed.

Wace did not see just what happened. There were guards and captains between. He heard a
screech, abdlow from Van Rijn, and then there was a hurricane of wings before him.

Something—He threw himsdlf into the press of bodies. A tail crashed againg hisribs. He hardly felt it;
hisfigt jolted, merely to get awarrior out of the way and see—

Nicholas van Rijn stood with both handsin the air as a score of spears menaced him. "The admiral bit
me!" hewalled. "I am here like an embassy, and the pig bites me! What kind of relations between
countriesisthat, when heads of state bite foreign ambassadors, ha? Does an Earth president bite
diplomets? Thisisuncivilized!"

T'heonax backed off, spitting, scrubbing the blood from hisjaws. "Get out,” he said in astrangled
voice. "Go at once."

Van Rijn nodded. "Come, friends," he said. "Wefind us places with better manners.”
"Freeman ... Freeman, where did he—" Wace crowded close.
"Never mind where," said Van Rijn huffily.

Trolwen and Tolk joined them. The Lannacha escort fell into step behind. They walked a a measured
pace across the deck, away from the confusion of Drak’honai under the castle wall.

"Y ou might have known it," said Wace. Hefdt exhausted, drained of everything except aweak anger
a hischief'sunbdievablefolly. "Thisraceis carnivorous. Haven't you seen them sngp when they get
angry?It's... areflex—Y ou might have known!"

"Well," said Van Rijnin amogt virtuous tone, holding both handsto hisinjury, "he did not have to
bite. | am not respongiblefor hislack of control or any consequences of it, me. All good lawyer saints
witness| am not.”

"But the ruckus—we could dl have been killed!™
Van Rijn didn't bother to argue about that.

Delp met them at theralil. His crest drooped. "1 am sorry it must end thus," he said. "We could have
been friends”

"Perhapsit does not end just so soon,” said Van Rijn.
"What do you mean?' Tired eyesregarded him without hope.

"Maybe you see pretty quick. Delp"—Van Rijn laid apaterna hand on the Drak’ho's shoulder—"you
are agood young chap. | could use aone like you, as a part-time agent for some tradings in these parts.
On fat commissions, natural. But for now, remember you are the onethey al like and respect. If anything
happensto the admird, there will be panic and uncertainty ... they will turn to you for advice. If you act
fast a such amoment, you can be admird yoursdlf! Then maybe we do business, ha?!

Heleft Delp gaping and swung himself with apish speed down into the canoe. "Now, boys," he said,
"row like hel."

They were amost back to their own fleet when Wace saw clotted wings whirl up from the royd raft.



He gulped. "Hasthe attack ... hasit begun aready?' He cursed himsdf that hisvoice should be anidiotic
sueak.

"Well, | am glad we are not close to them." Van Rijn, standing up as he had done the whole trip,
nodded complacently. "But | think not thisisthewar. | think they arejust disturbed. Soon Delp will take
charge and camsthem down."

"But—Delp?"

Van Rijn shrugged. "If Diomedean proteinsis deadly to us," he said, "ours should not be so good for
them, ha? And our late friend T'heonax took a big mouthful of me. It al goesto show, these foul tempers
only lead to trouble. Best you follow my example. When | am attacked, | turn the other cheek.”

XXl

Thursday Landing had littlein the way of hospitd facilities: an autodiagnodtician, afew surgica and
thergpeutical robots, the standard drugs, and the post xenobiologist to double as medical officer. But a
sx weeks fast did not have serious consequences, if you were strong to begin with and had been waited
on hand, foot, wing, and tail by two anxious nations, on a planet none of whose diseases could affect
you. Treatment progressed rapidly with the help of biocacce erine, from intravenous glucose to thick rare
steeks. By the sixth Diomedean day, Wace had put on a noticeable amount of flesh and was weskly but
fumingly aprowl in hisroom.

"Smoke, Sir?" asked young Senegal . He had been out on trading circuit when the rescue party
arrived; only now was he getting the full account. He offered cigarettes with amost respectful air.

Wace halted, the bathrobe swirling about his knees. He reached, hesitated, then grinned and said: “In
all that time without tobacco, | seem to've lost the addiction. Question is, should | go to the trouble and
expenseof building it up again?'

"Wdl, no, sr—"

"Hey! Gimmethat!" Wace sat down on his bed and took a cautious puff. "I certainly am going to pick
up dl my viceswhere| |eft off, and doubtless add some new ones.”

"Y ou, uh, you were going to tel me, Sr ... how the station here was informed—"

"Oh, yes. That. It was childishly smple. | figured it out in ten minutes, once we got a bresthing spell.
Send afair-size Diomedean party with awritten message, plus of course one of Tolk's professiona
interpretersto help them inquire their way on this sde of The Ocean. Deviseabig liferaft, just a
framework of light poleswhich could be dovetailed together. Each Diomedean carried asingle piece;
they assembled it in the air and rested on it whenever necessary. Also fished from it: anumber of Feet
experts went aong to take charge of that angle. There was enough rain for them to catch in small buckets
to drink—I knew there would be, since the Drak’honai stay at seafor indefinite periods, and dso thisis
such arainy planet anyhow.

"Incidentaly, for reasons which are now obviousto you, the party had to include some Lannacha
femaes. Which means that the messengers of both nationdities have had to give up some hoary
prejudices. In the long run, that's going to change their history more than whatever impression we
Terrestrids might have made, by such stunts as flying them home across The Ocean in asingle day. From
now on, willy-nilly, the beings who went on that trip will be a subversive dement in both cultures; they'll
be the seedbed of Diomedean internationalism. But that's for the League to gloat about, not me.”

Wace shrugged. "Having seen them off," hefinished, "we could only crawl into bed and wait. After
thefirst few days, it wasn't so bad. Appetite disappears.”

He stubbed out the cigarette with agrimace. It was making him dizzy.
"When do | get to seethe others?' he demanded. "I'm strong enough now to feel bored. | want



company, dammit.”

"Asamatter of fact, Sir," said Senegd, "I believe Freeman van Rijn said something about"—a
thunderous " Skulls and smallpox!" bounced in the corridor outside—"visiting you today."

"Run adong then," said Wace sardonicdly. "Y ou're too young to hear this. We blood brothers, who
have defied death together, we sworn comrades, and so on and so forth, are about to have areunion.”

He got to hisfeet asthe boy dipped out the back door. Van Rijn rolled in the front entrance.

His Jovian girth was shrunken flat, he had only one chin, and he leaned on a gold-headed cane. But
his hair was curled into aily black ringlets, his mustaches and goatee waxed to needle points, his
lace-trimmed shirt and cloth-of-gold vest were aready smeared with snuff, hislegswere hairy tree trunks
benegath a batik sarong, he wore a diamond mine on each hand and a silver chain about his neck which
could have anchored a battleship. He waved aripe Trichinopoly cigar above afour-decker sandwich and
roared:

"So you are walking again. Good felow! The only way you get well isnot sip dishwater soup and
takeit easlly, like that upgebungled horse doctor hasthe nerveto tell meto do.” He purpled with
indignation. "Does one thought get through that sand in his synapses, what it is costing me every hour |
wait here? What akilling | can makeif | get home among those underhand competition jackals before the
news reaches them Nicholasvan Rijnisdive after dl?1 have just been out besting the station engineer
over histhick flat mushroom he uses for ahead, telling him if my spaceship is not ready to leave
tomorrow noon | will hitch him to it and say giddap. So you will come back to Earth with us your own
sfs nie?"

Wace had no immediate reply. Sandra had followed the merchant in.

She was driving awheelchair, and looked so white and thin that his heart cracked over. Her hair was
apaefrosty cloud on the pillow, it seemed asif it would be cold to touch. But her eyeslived, immense,
the infinite warm green of Earth's gentlest seas; and she smiled at him.

"My lady—" hewhispered.

"Oh, she comestoo,” said Van Rijn, sdlecting an apple from the fruit basket at Wace's bedside. "We
all continue our interrupted trip, maybe with not so much fun and games aboard—" He drooped onelittle
deet-gray eyeat her, lascivioudy. "Those we save for later on Earth when we are back to normal, ha?'

"If my lady hasthe strength to travel—" stumbled Wace. He sat down, his kneeswould bear him no
longer.

"Oh, yes," shemurmured. "It isonly ameatter of following the diet aswritten for me and getting much
res.”

"Worst thing you can do, by damn,” grumbled Van Rijn, finishing the gpple and picking up an orange.
"Itisn't suitable," protested Wace. "We lost so many servants when the skycruiser ditched. Shedd only
have—"

"A single maid to attend me?" Sandra'slaugh was ghostly, but it held genuine amusement. "After now
| am to forget what we did and endured, and be so correct and forma with you, Eric? That would be
most slly, when we have climbed the ridge over Samenbrok together, not?'

Wace's pulse clamored. Van Rijn, strewing orange pedl on thefloor, said: "Out of hard lucks, the
good Lord can pull much money if He chooses. | cannot know every man in the company, so promising
youngsterslike you do go sometimes to waste on little outposts like here. Now | will take you hometo
Earth and find a proper paying job for you."

If she could remember one chilled morning beneasth Mount Oborch, thought Wace, he, for the sake
of hismanhood, could remember less pleasant things, and name them in plain words. It wastime.

Hewas till too weak to rise—he shook alittle—but he caught Van Rijn's gaze and said in avoice



hard with anger:

"That's the easiest way to get back your self-esteem, of course. Buy it! Bribe me with asinecureto
forget how Sandra sat with a paintbrush in acoa sack of aroom, till she fainted from exhaugtion, and
how she gave us her last food ... how | myself worked my brain and my heart out to pull usal back
from that jailhouse country and win awar to boot—No, don't interrupt. | know you had some part iniit.

Y ou fought during that naval engagement: because you had no choice, no placeto hide. Y ou found anice
nasty way to dispose of an inconvenient obstacle to the peace negotiations. Y ou have ataent for that
sort of thing. And you made some suggestions.

"But what did it amount to? It amount to your saying to me: 'Do this! Build that!" And | had to do it,
with nonhuman helpers and stoneage tools. | had to design it, even! Any fool could once have said, Take
me to the Moon.' It took brainsto figure out how!

"Your role, your 'leadership,' amounted to strolling around, gambling and chattering, playing cheap
politics, eating like a hippopotamus while Sandralay starving on Dawrnach—and claiming dl the credit!
And now I'm supposed to go to Earth, sit down in agilded pigpen of an office, spend the rest of my life
thumb-twiddling ... and keep quiet when you brag. Isn't that right?'Y ou and your sinecure—"

Wace saw Sandra's eyes on him, grave, oddly compassionate, and jerked to a halt.
"l quit," he ended.

Van Rijn had swallowed the orange and returned to his sandwich during Wace's speech. Now he
burped, licked hisfingers, took afresh puff of hiscigar, and rumbled quite mildly:

"If you think | give away sinecures, you are being too optimist. | am offering you ajob with
importance for no reason except | think you can do it better than some knucklebone heads on Earth. |
will pay you what thejob isworth. And by damn, you will work your promontory off."

Wace gulped after air.
"Go ahead and insult me, public if youwish," said Van Rijn. "Just not on company time. Now | go

find mewho it was put the bomb in that cruiser and take care of him. Also maybe the cook will fix mea
little Italian hero sandwich. Death and dynamite, they want to starve me to bones here, them!™

He waved a shaggy paw and departed like an amiable earthquake.

Sandrawheeled over and laid on ahand on Wace's. It was acool touch, light asalesf falingina
northern October, but it burned him. Asif from far off, he heard her:

"| awaited thisto come, Eric. It isbest you understand now. I, who was born to govern ... my whole
life has been along governing, not? ... | know what | spesk of. There are the fake leaders, the balloons,
with talent only to get in peoplésway. Y es. But heisnot one of them. Without him, you and | would
deep dead beneath Achan.”

"But—"

"Y ou complain he made you do the hard things that used your tdent, not his? Of coursehedid. It is
not the leader'sjob to do everything himself. It ishisjob to order, persuade, wheedle, bully, bribe—just
that, to make people do what must be done, whether or not they think it is possible.

"Y ou say, he spent time loafing around talking, making jokes and afase front to impress the natives?
Of course! Somebody had to. We were mongters, strangers, beggars aswell. Could you or | have
started as a deformed beggar and ended as all but king?

"Y ou say he bribed—with goods from crooked dice—and blustered, lied, cheated, politicked, killed
both open and dy? Yes. | do not say it wasright. | do not say he did not enjoy himself, either. But can
you name another way to have gotten our lives back? Or even to make peace for those poor warring
devils?'

"Wadl ... well—"The man |ooked away, out the window to the stark landscape. It would be good to



dwell insde Earth's narrower horizon.

"Well, maybe," he said at last, grudging each word. "1 ... | suppose | wastoo hasty. Still—we played
our partstoo, you know. Without us, he—"

" think, without us, he would have found some other way to come home,” she interrupted. "But we
without him, no."

He jerked his head back. Her face was burning a deeper red than the ember sunlight outside could
tingeit.

He thought, with sudden weariness: After all, she is a woman, and women live more for the next
generation than men can. Most especially she does, for the life of a planet may rest on her child,
and sheisan aristocrat in the old pure meaning of the word. He who fathers the next Duke of
Hermes may be aging, fat, and uncouth; callous and conscienceless; unable to see her as anything
but a boisterous episode. It doesn't matter, if the woman and the aristocrat see him as a man.

Well-a-day, | have much to thank them both for.

"|—" Sandralooked confused, amost trapped. Her look held an inarticulate pleading. "I think | had
best go and let you rest.” After amoment of hissilence: "Heisnot yet so strong ashe clams. | may be
needed.”

"No," said Wace with an enormous tenderness. "The need isdl yours. Good-by, my lady."



