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Book #4 "NOMADS OF GOR'
by John Nor man

"Run" cried the womman. "Flee for your life"
I saw her eyes wild with fear for a nonent above the
rep-cloth veil and she had sped past ne.
She was peasant, barefoot, her garment little nore than
coarse sacki ng. She had been carrying a w cker basket con-
tai ni ng vul os, domesticated pigeons raised for eggs and neat.
Her man, carrying a mattock, was not far behind. Over his
| eft shoul der hung a bul ging sack filled with what nmust have
been the paraphernalia of his hut.

He circled me, widely. "Beware," he said, "I carry a Hone
Stone. "

I stood back and nmade no nove to draw ny weapon.
Though | was of the caste of warriors and he of peasants,
and | armed and he carryi ng naught but a crude tool,
woul d not dispute his passage. One does not lightly dispute
the passage of one who carries his Hone Stone.

Seeing that | meant himno harm he paused and lifted an
arm like a stick in a torn sleeve, and poi nted backward.
"They're coming," he said. "Run, you fool Run for the gates
of Turia"

Turia the high-walled, the nine-gated, was the Gorean city
lying in the mdst of the huge prairies clainmed by the Wagon
Peopl es.

Never had it fallen

Awkwar dl y, carrying his sack, the peasant turned and
stunbl ed on, casting occasional terrified glances over his
shoul der

I watched himand his woman di sappear over the brown
Wi ntry grass.

In the distance, to one side and the other, | could see other
human bei ngs, running, carrying burdens, driving animals
with sticks, fleeing.

Even past ne there thundered a | unbering herd of star-
tled, short-bunked kailiauk, a stocky, awkward rum nant of
the plains, tawny, wld, heavy, their haunches marked in red
and brown bars, their wi de heads bristling with a trident of
horns; they had not stood and formed their circle, she's and
young within the circle of tridents; they, too, had fled; farther
to one side | saw a pair of prairie sleen, smaller than the
forest sleen but quite as unpredictable and vicious, each
about seven feet in length, furred, six-legged, nmammali an,
moving in their undulating gait with their viper's heads nov-
ing fromside to side, continually testing the w nd; beyond
them | saw one of the tumits, a large, flightless bird whose
hooked beak, as long as nmy forearm attested only too clearly

to its gustatory habits; | lifted ny shield and grasped the |ong
spear, but it did not turn in ny direction; it passed, unaware;
beyond the bird, to ny surprise, | saw even a black larl, a

huge catli ke predator nore comonly found i n mountai nous
regions; it was stal king away, retreating unhurried like a
ki ng; before what, | asked nyself, would even the black tart
flee; and | asked nyself how far it had been driven; perhaps
even fromthe nountains of Ta-Thassa, that |looned in this
hem sphere, Cor's southern, at the shore of Thassa, the sea,
said to be in the nyths without a farther shore.

The Wagon Peopl es cl ained the southern prairies of GOR
fromthe gl eami ng Thassa and the nountains of Ta-Thassa to
the southern foothills of the Voltai Range itself, that reared
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in the crust of GOR |ike the backbone of a planet. On the
north they clained | ands even to the rush-grown banks of

the Cartius, a broad, swift flowing tributary feeding into the
i nconmpar abl e Vosk. The | and between the Cartius and the

Vosk had once been within the borders of the clainmed enpire

of Ar, but not even Marlenus, Ubar of Ubars, when naster

of luxurious, glorious Ar, had flown his tarnsnen south of the
Carti us.

In the past nmonths | had made ny way, afoot, overl and,
across the equator, living by hunting and occasional service in
the caravans of merchants, fromthe northern to the southern
heni sphere of GOR | had left the vicinity of the Sardar
Range in the nmonth of Se'Var, which in the northern heni-
sphere is a winter nonth, and had journeyed south for
nmont hs; and had now conme to what sone call the Plains of
Turia, others the Land of the Wagon Peoples, in the autum
of this hemisphere; there is, due apparently to the bal ance of
| and and water nass on GOR, no particul ar noderation of
seasonal variations either in the northern or southern hem -
sphere; nothing much, so to speak, to choose between them
on the other hand, Gor's tenperatures, on the whole, tend to
be somewhat fiercer than those of Earth, perhaps |argely due
to the fact of the w nd-swept expanses of her gigantic |and
masses; indeed, though GOR is smaller than Barth, with con-
sequent gravitational reduction, her actual |and areas may
be, for all | know, nore extensive than those of ny native
pl anet; the areas of GOR which are mapped are | arge, but
only a small fraction of the surface of the planet; nuch of
GOR remains to her inhabitants sinply terra incognita.*

*For purposes of convenience | amrecounting directions in English
terns, thinking it would be considerably difficult for the reader to
follow references to the Gorean conpass. Briefly, for those it night
interest, all directions on the planet are calculated fromthe Sardar
Mount ai ns, which for the purposes of calculating direction play a

rol e anal ogous to our north pole; the two main directions, so to speak,
in the Gorean way of thinking are Ta-Sardar-Var and Ta- Sardar-Ki -

Var, or as one would nornally say, Var and Ki-Var; 'Var' neans a
turning and 'Ki' signifies negation; thus, rather literally, one m ght
speak of 'turning to the Sardar' and 'not turning to the Sardar', some-
thing like either facing north or not facing north; on the other hand,
more hel pfully, the Gorean conpass is divided into eight, as opposed
to our four, main quadrants, or better said, divisions, and each of
these itself is of course subdivided. There is also a systemof latitude
and longitude figured on the basis of the Gorean day, calculated in
Ahn, twenty of which constitute a Gorean day, and Ehn and | hn,

whi ch are subdivisions of the Ahn, or Gorean hour. Ta- Sardar- Var

is a direction which appears on all Gorean maps; Ta-Sardar-Ki - Var,

of course, never appears on a nap, since it would be any direction
which is not Ta-Sardar-Var. Accordingly, the nmain divisions of the

map are Ta-Sardar-Var, and the other seven; taking the Sardar as

our "north pole" the other directions, clockw se as Earth cl ocks nove
(Gorean cl ock hands nove in the opposite direction) would be, first,
Ta- Sardar-Var, then, in order, Ror, Rim Tun, Vask (sonetines spoken
of as Verus Var. or the true turning away), Cart, Klim and Kail,

and then again, of course, Ta-Sardar-Var. The Cartius R ver inciden-
tally, nmentioned earlier, was naned for the direction it lies fromthe
city of Ar. Fromthe Sardar | had gone largely Cart, sonetines Vask,
then Cart again until | had come to the Plains of Turia, or the Land
of the Wagon Peoples. | crossed the Cartius on a barge, one of

several hired by the nmerchant of the caravan with which I ww then
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seei ng. These barges, constructed of layered tinmbers of Ka-la-na wood,
are towed by teans of river tharlarion, donesticated, vast, herbivo-
rous, web-footed lizards raised and driven by the Cartius bargenen,
fathers and sons, interrelated clans, claimng the status of a cast
for thensel ves. Even with the harnessed m ght of several huge thar-
larion drawing toward the opposite shore the crossing took us severa
pasangs downriver. The caravan, of course, was bound for Turia. No
caravans, to ny know edge, nake their way to the Wagon Peopl es,
who are largely isolated and have their own way of life. | left the
caravan before it reached Turia My business was with the Wagon
Peopl es, not the Turians, said to be indolent and | uxury-Ioving; but
I wonder at this charge, for Turia has stood for generations on the
plains clainmed by the fierce Wagon Peopl es.
For some minutes | stood silently observing the aninals
and the nmen who pressed toward Turia, invisible over the
brown horizon. | found it hard to understand their terror
Even the autumm grass itself bent and shook in brown tides
toward Turia, shimrering in the sun like a tawny surf
beneath the fl eeing clouds above; it was as though the unseen
wind itself, frantic volunes and notions of sinple air, too
desired its sanctuary behind the high walls of the far city.
Overhead a wild Gorean kite, shrilling, beat its |onely way
fromthis place, seenmingly no different froma thousand ot her
pl aces on these broad grassl ands of the south.
I looked into the distance, fromwhich these fleeing nulti-
tudes, frightened nen and stanpedi ng ani mals, had cone.
There, sone pasangs distant, | saw colums of snoke rising
inthe cold air, where fields were burning. Yet the prairie
itself was not afire, only the fields of peasants, the fields of
men who had cultivated the soil; the prairie grass, such that
it mght graze the ponderous bask, had been spared.
Too in the distance | saw dust, rising like black, raging
dawn, raised by the hoofs of innunmerable aninmals, not those
that fled, but undoubtedly by the bask herds of the Wagon
Peopl es.
The Wagon Peopl es grow no food, nor do they have
manuf acturing as we know it. They are herders and it is said,
killers. They eat nothing that has touched the dirt. They live
on the nmeat and milk of the bosk. They are anobng the
proudest of the peoples of Gor, regarding the dwellers of the
cities of Gor as vermn in holes, cowards who nmust fly behind
wal | s, wetches who fear to |live beneath the broad sky, who
dare not dispute with themthe open, wi ndswept plains of
their world.
The bosk, wi thout which the Wagon Peopl es coul d not
live, is an oxlike creature. It is a huge, shanbling ani mal,
with a thick, hunped neck and | ong, shaggy hair. It has a
wi de head and tiny red eyes, a tenper to match that of a
sl een, and two | ong, w cked horns that reach out fromits
head and suddenly curve forward to termnate in fearfu
poi nts. Sonme of these horns, on the larger aninals, neasured
fromtip to tip, exceed the length of two spears.
Not only does the flesh of the bask and the mlk of its
cows furnish the Wagon Peoples with food and drink, but
its hides cover the donelike wagons in which they dwell; its
tanned and sewn skins cover their bodies; the leather of its
hunp is used for their shields; its sinews forms their thread;
its bones and horns are split and tooled into inplenents of a
hundred sorts, fromaws, punches and spoons to drinking
fl agons and weapon tips; its hoofs are used for glues; its oils
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are used to grease their bodi es against the cold. Even the
dung of the bask finds its uses on the treeless prairies, being
dried and used for fuel. The bask is said to be the Mther of
t he Wagon Peopl es, and they reverence it as such. The man
who kills one foolishly is strangled in thongs or suffocated in
the hide of the animal he slew, if, for any reason, the man
shoul d kill a bask cow with unborn young he is staked out,
alive, in the path of the herd, and the march of the Wagon
Peopl es takes its way over him

Now t here seemed to be fewer men and ani mals rushing
past, scattered over the prairie; only the wind renai ned; and
the fires in the distance, and the swelling, nearing roll of dust
that drifted into the stained sky. Then | began to feel,
through the soles of ny sandals, the trenbling of the earth.
The hair on the back of nmy neck seened to |leap up and
felt the hair on ny forearnms stiffen. The earth itself was
shaki ng fromthe hoofs of the bask herds of the Wagon
Peopl es.
They wer e approachi ng.
Their outriders would soon be in sight.

I hung ny helmet over ny left shoulder with the sheat hed
short sword; on ny left arm| bore my shield; in ny right
hand | carried the Gorean war spear

| began to wal k toward the dust in the distance, across the

trenbling ground.

#2
| Make the Acquai ntance of the Wagon Peopl e

As | wal ked | asked nyself why | did so-why |, Tarl
Cabot-once of Earth, later a warrior of the Gorean city of
Ko-ro-ba, the Towers of the Mrning, had conme here.

In the long years that had passed since first | had cone to

the Counter-liarth | had seen many things, and had know

| oves, and had found adventures and perils and wonders, but

| asked nyself if anything | had done was as unreasoni ng, as
foolish as this, as strange

Sone years before, perhaps between two and five years
before, as the culmnation of an intrigue enduring centuries,
two nmen, humans fromthe walled cities of Gor, had, for the
sake of Priest-Kings, undertaken a |ong, secret journey, car-
rying an object to the Wagon Peopl es, an obj ect bestowed
on themby Priest-Kings, to be given to that people that was,
to the Goreans' know edge, the nost free, anpbng the fiercest,
anong the nost isolated on the planet-an object that would
be given to them for saf ekeeping.

The two men who had carried this object, keeping well its
secret as demanded by Priest-Kings, had braved nmany perils
and had been as brothers. But |ater, shortly after the com
pletion of their journey, in a war between their cities, each
had in battle slain the other, and thus anobng nen, save
perhaps for some anong the Wagon Peopl es, the secret had
been lost. It was only in the Sardar Mountains that | had
| earned the nature of their mission, and what it was that they
had carried. Now | supposed that | alone, of hunans on
Gor, with the possible exception of sone anpong the Wagon
Peopl es, knew the nature of the mysterious object which once
these two brave nen had brought in secrecy to the plains of

Turia and, to be truthful, | did not know that even |
should | see it-would know it for what | sought.
Could I, Tarl Cabot, a human and nortal, find this object
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and, as Priest-Kings now w shed, return it to the SardarA

return it to the hidden courts of Priest-Kings that it m ght
there fulfill its unique and irreplaceable role in the destiny of
this barbaric world, Gor, our Counter-Earth?

I did not know.

What is this object?

One m ght speak of it as many things, the subject of
secret, violent intrigues; the source of vast strifes beneath the
Sardar, strifes unknown to the nen of CGor; the conceal ed,
preci ous, hidden hope of an incredible and ancient race; a
sinmple germ a bit of living tissue; the dormant potentiality of
a people's rebirth, the seed of godsAan eggAt he | ast and
only egg of Priest-Kings.

But why was it | who cane?

Way not Priest-Kings in their ships and power, with their
fierce weapons and fantastic devices?

Pri est-Kings cannot stand the sun.

They are not as men and nmen, seeing them would fear
them Men woul d not believe they were Priest-Kings. Men con-
ceive Priest-Kings as they conceive thensel ves.

The object the egg m ght be destroyed before it could
be delivered to them
It mght already have been destroyed.

Only that the egg was the egg of Priest-Kings gave ne
occasion to suspect, to hope, that sonmehow within that nys-
terious, presunmably ovoid sphere, if it still entw sted, quiescent
but latent, there might be life.

And if | should find the object, why should | not nyself
destroy it, and destroy thereby the race of Priest-Kings,
giving this world to ny own kind, to nen, to do with as they
pl eased, unrestricted by the |aws and decrees of Priest-Kings
that so linmted their devel opnent, their technol ogy? Once
had spoken to a Priest-King of these things. He had said to
me, "Man is alarl to man; if we pernitted him he would be
so to Priest-Kings as well."

"But man nmust be free," | had said.
"Freedom wi t hout reason is suicide," had said the Priest
Ki ng, adding, "Man is not yet rational."

But | would not destroy the egg, not only because it
contained life, but because it was inportant to ny friend,
whose nanme was M sk and is el sewhere spoken of; nuch of
the life of that brave creature was devoted to the dream of
a new life for Priest-Kings, a new stock, a new beginning; a
readi ness to relinquish his place in an old world to prepare a
mansi on for the new, to have and |love a child, so to speak,
for Msk, who is a Priest-King, neither nale nor female, yet
can | ove.

I recalled a windy night in the shadow of the Sardar when
we had spoken of strange things, and | had left himand

come down the hill, and had asked the | eader of those with
whom | had traveled the way to the Land of the Wagon
Peopl es.
I had found it.
The dust rolled nearer, the ground seened nore to nove
than ever.
| pressed on.
Perhaps if | were successful | mght save ny race, by

preserving the Priest-Kings that m ght shelter themfromthe
anni hilation that m ght otherw se be achieved if uncontrolled
technol ogi cal devel opnent were too soon pernmitted them
perhaps in time man woul d grow rati onal, and reason and
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| ove and tol erance would wax in himand he and Priest-Kings
m ght together turn their senses to the stars
But | knew that nore than anything | was doing this for
M sk, who was ny friend.
The consequences of ny act, if | were successful, were too
complex and fearful to calculate, the factors invol ved being
so nunerous and obscure.
If it turned out badly, what | did, | would have no defense
other than that | did what | did for ny friend for him
and for his brave kind, once hated enem es, whom | had
| earned to know and respect.
There is no loss of honor in failing to achieve such a task,
I told nyself. It is worthy of a warrior of the caste of
Warriors, a swordsman of the high city of Ko-ro-ba, the
Towers of the Mrning.

Tal, | mght say, in greeting, | am Tart Cabot of Ko-ro-
ba; | bring no credentials, no proofs; | cone fromthe
Priest-Kings; | would like to have the object which was

brought to you fromthem they would now like it back;
Thank you; farewel|.

I | aughed.

I would say little or nothing.

The object mi ght not even be with the Wagon Peopl es any

| onger.

And there were four Wagon Peopl es, the Paravaci, the
Kataii, the Kassars, and the dreaded Tuchuks.

Who knew wi th which people the object m ght have been
pl aced?
Perhaps it had been hidden away and forgotten?
Perhaps it was now a sacred object, little understood, but

revered and it would be sacrilege to think of it, blaspheny
to speak its Barge, a cruel and slow death even to cast one's
eyes upon it.

And if | should nanage to seize it, howcould | carry it
away? | had no tarn, one of CGor's fierce saddlebirds; | had not
even the nonstrous high tharlarion, used as the nounts of
shock cavalry by the warriors of sone cities.

I was afoot, on the treel ess southern plains of Gor, on the
Plains of Turia, in the Land of the Wagon Peopl es.
The Wagon Peoples, it is said, slay strangers.

The words for stranger and eneny in Gorean are the
sare.

I woul d advance openly.

If I were found on the plains near the canps or the bosk
herds | knew | woul d be scented out and slain by the do-
nmesti cated, nocturnal herd sleen, used as shepherds and
sentinels by the Wagon Peopl es, released fromtheir cages
with the falling of darkness.

These aninals, trained prairie sleen, nove rapidly and
silently, attacking upon no other provocation than trespass on
what they have decided is their territory. They respond only
to the voice of their master, and when he is killed pr dies, his
animal s are slain and eaten.

There woul d be no question of night spying on the Wagon
Peopl es.

I knew they spoke a dial ect of Gorean, and | hoped
woul d be able to understand them

If I could not | must die as befitted a swordsman of
Ko-r o- ba

I hoped that | would be granted death in battle, if death it
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must be. The Wagon Peoples, of all those on Gor that |

know, are the only ones that have a clan of torturers, trained
as carefully as scribes or physicians, in the arts of detaining
life.

Some of these men have achi eved fortune and fame in
various Corean cities, for their services to Initiates and
Ubars, and others with an interest in the arts of detection
and persuasi on. For sone reason they have all worn hoods. It
is said they renpve the hood only when the sentence is
death, so that it is only condemmed nmen who have seen
whatever it is that |lies beneath the hood.

I was surprised at the distance | had been fromthe herds,
for though | had seen the rolling dust clearly, and had felt
and did feel the shaking of the earth, betraying the passage
of those nonstrous herds, | had not yet conme to them
But now | could hear, carried on the wind bl owi ng toward
di stant Turia, the bellowi ng of the basks. The dust was now
heavy like nightfall in the air. The grass and the earth
seened to quake beneath ny tread.

| passed fields that were burning, and burning huts of
peasants, the snoking shells of Sa-Tarna granaries, the shat-
tered, slatted coops for vulos, the broken walls of keeps for
the small, |ong-haired donestic verr, |less belligerent and
sizeable than the wild verr of the Voltai Ranges.

Then for the first tinme, against the horizon, a jagged line,
hunped and rolling like thundering waters, seemed to rise
alive fromthe prairie, vast, extensive, a huge arc, churning
and poundi ng from one corner of the sky to the other, the
herds of the Wagon Peoples, encircling, raising dust into the
sky like fire, like hoofed glaciers of fur and horn noving in
shaggy floods across the grass, toward ne.

And then | saw the first of the outriders, noving toward

me, swiftly yet not seenming to hurry. | saw the slender line of
his light |ance against the sky, strapped across his back
I could see he carried a snall, round, |eather shield, glossy,

bl ack, | acquered; he wore a conical, fur-rimred iron hel net,

a net of colored chains depending fromthe hel net protecting
his face, leaving only holes for the eyes. He wore a quilted
jacket and under this a leather jerkin; the jacket was trimred
with fur and had a fur collar; his boots were nmade of hide
and also trinmrmed with fur; he had a wide, five-buckled belt. I
coul d not see his face because of the net of chain that hung
before it. | also noted, about his throat, now | owered, there
was a soft |eather wind scarf which might, when the hel net
veil was lifted be drawn over the nouth and nose, against

the wind and dust of his ride.

He was very erect in the saddle. His | ance remmined on his
back, but he carried in his right hand the small, powerful
horn bow of the Wagon Peopl es and attached to his saddle
was a | acquered, narrow, rectangular quiver containing as
many as forty arrows. On the saddl e there al so hung, on one
side, a coiled rope of braided boskbi de and, on the other, a
| ong, three-weighted bole of the sort used in hunting tunits
and nen; in the saddle itself on the right side, indicating the
rider rmust be right-handed, were the seven sheaths for the
al nost | egendary qui vas, the bal anced saddl ekni ves of the
prairie. It was said a youth of the Wagon Peopl es was taught
the bow, the quiva and the |ance before their parents would
consent to give hima nanme, for nanes are precious anong
t he Wagon Peopl es, as anpbng Coreans in general, and they
are not to be wasted on soneone who is likely to die, one
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who cannot well handl e the weapons of the hunt and war.
Until the youth has mastered the bow, the quiva and the
|l ance he is sinmply known as the first, or the second, and so
on, son of such and such a father
The Wagon Peopl es war anong thensel ves, but once in
every two hands of years, there is a tine of gathering of the
peoples, and this, | had | earned, was that tine. In the thinking
of the Wagon Peoples it is called the Oren Year, though the
Oren Year is actually a season, rather than a year, which
occupies a part of two of their regular years, for the Wagon
Peopl es cal cul ate the year fromthe Season of Snows to the
Season of Snows; Turians, incidentally, figure the year from
sunmer sol stice to sumer sol stice; Goreans generally, on
the other hand, figure the year fromvernal equinox to verna
equi nox, their new year beginning, like nature's, with the
spring; the Oren Year, or season, |lasts several nonths, and
consists of three phases, called the Passing of Turia, which
takes place in the fad; the Wntering, which takes place
north of Turia and commonly south of the Cartius, the
equator of course lying to the north in this hem sphere; and
the Return to Curia, in the spring, or, as the \Wagon Peopl es
say, in the Season of Little Grass. It is near Turia, in the
spring, that the Oren Year is conpleted, when the onens
are taken usually over several days by hundreds of harus-
pexes, nostly readers of bask bl ood and verr livers, to
determne if they are favorable for a choosing of a Ubar
San, a One Ubar, a Ubar who would be Hi gh Upbar, a Ubar
of an the Wagons, a Ubar of all the Peoples, one who could
| ead them as one people.*
The onens, | understood, had not been favorable in nore
than a hundred years. | suspected that this mght be due to
the hostilities and bickerings of the peoples anbng them
sel ves; where people did not wish to unite, where they rel -
i shed their autonony, where they nursed old grievances and
sang the glories of vengeance raids, where they considered al
others, even those of the other Peoples, as beneath them
selves, there would not be likely to exist the conditions for
serious confederation, a joining together of the wagons, as
*A consequence of the chronol ogi cal conventions of the Wagon
Peopl es, of course, is that their years tend to vary in length, but this
fact, which mght bother us, does not bother them any nore than
the fact that sone nen and sone animals |ive |onger than others;
the wonen of the Wagon Peoples, incidentally, keep a cal endar based
on the phases of Gor's largest noon, but this is a cal endar of fifteen
nmoons, naned for the fifteen varieties of bask, and functions inde-
pendently of the tallying of years by snows; for exanple, the Moon
of the Brown Bosk nmay at one tinme occur in the winter, at another
time, years later, in the summer; this calendar is kept by a set of
col ored pegs set in the sides of sone wagons, on one of which,
dependi ng on the noon, a round, wooden plate bearing the imge of
a bosk is fixed. The years, incidentally, are not nunbered by the
Wagon Peopl es, but given names, toward their end, based on sone-
thing or other which has occurred to distinguish the year. The year
nanes are kept in living nenory by the Year Keepers, sonme of whom
can recall the nanes of several thousand consecutive years. The Wagon
Peopl es do not trust inportant matters, such as year nanes, to paper
or parchment, subject to theft, insect and rodent danmge, deterioration,
etc. Most of those of the Wagon Peopl es have excel |l ent nenories,
trained frombirth. Few can read, though some can, perhaps having
acquired the skill far fromthe wagons, perhaps from nerchants or
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tradesnen. The WAgon Peopl es, as m ght be expected, have a | arge
and conplex oral literature. This is kept by and occasionally, in
parts, recited by the Canp Singers. They do not have castes, as
Goreans tend to think of them For exanple, every male of the Wagon
Peopl es is expected to be a warrior, to be able to ride, to be able
to hunt, to care for the bask, and so on. Wen | speak of Year
Keepers and Singers it 'mnmuss be understood that these are not, for
t he Wagon Peopl es, castes, but nore like roles, subsidiary to their
mai n functions, which are those of the war, herding and the hunt.

They do have, however, certain clans, not castes, which specialize in
certain matters, for exanple, the clan of healers, |eather workers, salt
hunters, and so on. | have already nentioned the clan of torturers.

The nenbers of these clans, however, |ike the Year Keepers and
Singers, are all expected, first and forenost, to be, as it is said, of the
wagons namely to follow, tend and protect the bask, to be superb
in the saddle, and to be skilled with the weapons of both the hunt

and war .
The saying is; under such conditions it was not surprising that
the 'omens tended to be unfavorable"; indeed, what nore

i nauspi ci ous onmens coul d there be? The haruspexes, the read-
ers of bosk blood and verr livers, surely would not be

unawar e of these, let us say, |arger, graver onens. It would
not, of course, be to the benefit of Turia, or the farther cities,
or indeed, any of the free cities of even northern Gor, if the
i solated fierce peoples of the south were to join behind a
single standard and turn their herds northward, away from
their dry plains to the lusher reaches of the valleys of the
eastern Cartius, Perhaps even beyond themto those of the
Vosk. Little would be safe if the Wagon Peopl es shoul d

mar ch.

A thousand years ago it was said they had carried devasta-
tion as far as the walls of Ar and Ko-ro- ba.

The rider had clearly seen me and was novi ng his nount
steadily toward ne.

I could now see as well, though separated by hundreds of
yards, three other riders approaching. One was circling to
approach fromthe rear.

The nount of the Wagon Peopl es, unknown in the
northern hem sphere of Gor, is the terrifying but beautiful
kaiila. It is a silken, carnivorous, lofty creature, graceful,
| ong- necked, snooth-gaited. It is viviparous and undoubtedly
mamal i an, though there is no suckling of the young. The
young are born vicious and by instinct, as soon as they can
struggle to their feet, they hunt. It is an instinct of the
other, sensing the birth, to deliver the young animal in the

vicinity of game. | supposed, with the donesticated kaiila, a
bound verr or a prisoner mght be cast to the newborn
animal. The kaiila, once it eats its fill, does not touch food

for several days

The kaiila is extrenely agile, and can easily out maneuver
he sl ower, nore ponderous high tharlarion. It requires |ess
food, of course, than the tarn. A kaiila, which normally
stands about twenty to twenty-two hands at the shoul der, can
over as much as six hundred pasangs in a single day's
riding.*

The head of the kaiila bears two | arge eyes, one on each
side, but these eyes are triply |idded, probably an adaptation
to the environnment which occasionally is wacked by severe
storns of wind and dust; the adaptation, actually a transpar-
ent third lid, permits the aninmal to nove as it w shes under
conditions that force other prairie aninmals to back into the
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wind or, like the sleen, to burrowinto the ground. The kaiila
i s nost dangerous under such conditions, and, as if it knew
this, often uses such times for its hunt.

Now the rider had reined in the kaiil a.

He held his ground, waiting for the others.

I could hear the soft thud of a kaiila's paws in the grass, to
my right.

The second rider had halted there. He was dressed nuch
as the first man, except that no chain depended fromhis
hel met, but his wind scarf was w apped about his face. His
shield was | acquered yellow, and his bow was yel |l ow. Over
hi s shoul der he, too, carried one of the slender |ances. He
was a black. Kataii, | said to nyself.

The third rider placed hinself, reining in suddenly, pulling
the mount to its hind legs, and it reared snarling agai nst the
bit, and then stood still, its neck straining toward ne. | could
see the long, triangular tongue in the aninmal's head, behind
the four rows of fangs. The rider, too, wore a wind scarf. His
shield was red. The Bl ood Peopl e, the Kassars.

I turned and was not surprised to see the fourth rider,
nmotionless on his aninmal, already in position. The kaiila
nmoves with great rapidity. The fourth rider was dressed in a
hood and cape of white fur. He wore a flopping cap of

white fur, which did not conceal the conical outlines of the
steel beneath it. The leather of his jerkin was bl ack. The
buckl es on his belt of gold. H's |ance had a rider hook under
the point, with which he might disnpbunt opponents.

The kaiila of these men were as tawny as the brown grass

of the prairie, save for that of the man who faced ne, whose
mount was a sil ken, sable black, as black as the | acquer of

t he shi el d.
About the neck of the fourth rider there was a broad belt
of jewels, as wide as ny hand. | gathered that this was

ostentation. Actually | was later to learn that the jewel ed belt
is worn to incite envy and accrue enenies; its purpose is to
encourage attack, that the owner may try the skill of his
weapons, that he need not tire hinself seeking for foes. |
knew, though, fromthe belt, though | first msread its
pur pose, that the owner was of the Paravaci, the Ri ch People -
"Tal!" | called, lifting nmy hand, palminward, in Gorean
greeting.

As one man the four riders unstrapped their |ances.
"I am Tart Cabot," | called. "I cone in peace"
| saw the kaiila tense, alnost like larls, their flanks
qui vering, their large eyes intent upon ne. | saw one of the
I ong, triangular tongues dart out and back. Their long ears
were |laid back against the fierce, silken heads.
"Do you speak Gorean?" | called
As one, the lances were |owered. The | ances of the Wagon
Peopl es are not pouched. They are carried in the right fist,
easily, and are flexible and light, used for thrusting, not the
battering-rameffect of the heavy | ances of Europe's High
M ddl e Ages. Needless to say, they can be al nbst as sw ft
and delicate in their address as a saber. The | ances are bl ack,
cut fromthe poles of young temtrees. They nmay be bent
al rost double, like finely tenpered steel, before they break
A |l oose | oop of boskhide, wound tw ce about the right fist,
hel ps to retain the weapon in hand-to-hand conbat. It is
sel dom t hr own.
"I conme in peace!" | shouted to them
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The nman behind nme called out, speaking Gorean with a

harsh accent. "I am Tol nus of the Paravaci." Then he shook

away his hood, letting his |ong hair stream behind himover

the white fur of the collar. | stood stock still, seeing the face.
Fromny left cane a cry. "I am Conrad, he of the

Kassars." He threw the chain nmask fromhis face, back over
the hel met and | aughed. Wre they of Earth stock, | asked
nmysel f. Were they nmen?

Fromny right there cane a great laugh. "I am Haki nba
of the Kataii," he roared. He pulled aside the wind scarf with
one hand, and his face, though black, bore the sanme marks as
t he ot hers.

Now the rider in front of ne lifted the colored chains
fromhis helnmet, that | night see his face. It was a white
face, but heavy, greased; the epicanthic fold of his eyes
bespoke a mi xed origin.

I was | ooking on the faces of four nmen, warriors of the Wagon Peopl es.

On the face of each there were, alnost |ike corded chev-

roes, brightly colored scars. The vivid coloring and intensity
of these scars, their promni nence, reninded ne of the hideous
mar ki ngs on the faces of mandrills; but these disfigurenents,
as | soon recogni zed, were cultural not genetic. They

bespoke not the natural innocence of the work of genes but

the glories and status, the arrogance and prides, of their
bearers. The scars had been worked into the faces, with
needl es and kni ves and pignments and the dung of basks over

a period of days and nights. Men had died in the fixing of
such scars. Mdst of the scars were set in pairs, noving

di agonal |y down fromthe side of the head toward the nose

and chin. The nman facing nme had seven such scars cerenp-
nially worked into the tissue of his countenance, the highest
being red, the next yellow, the next blue, the fourth black,
then two yellow, then black again. The faces of the nen |

saw were all scarred differently, but each was scarred. The
effect of the scars, ugly, startling, terrible, perhaps in part
calculated to terrify enenies, had even pronpted nme, for a
wild nonent, to conjecture that what | faced on the Plains

of Turia were not nen, but perhaps aliens of sone sort,
brought to Gor long ago fromrenote worlds to serve sone

now di scharged or forgotten purpose of Priest-Kings; but

now | knew better; now | could see them as nen; and now,

more significantly, | recalled what | had heard whi spered of
once before, in a tavern in Ar, the terrible Scar Codes of the
Wagon Peopl es, for each of the hideous marks on the face of
these nen had a neaning, a significance that could be read

by the Paravaci, the Kassars, the Kataii, the Tuchuks as
clearly as you or | nmight read a sign in a wi ndow or a
sentence in a book. At that tine | could read only the top
scar, the red, bright, fierce cordlike scar that was the Cour-
age Scar. It is always the highest scar on the face. |ndeed,
wi t hout that scar, no other scar can be granted. The Wagon
Peopl es val ue courage above all else. Each of the men facing
me wore that scar.

Now the man facing me lifted his small, |acquered shield
and his slender, black |ance.
"Hear ny nane," cried he, "I am Kanthak of the
Tuchuks!"

As suddenly as he had finished, as soon as the nmen had
naned thensel ves, as if a signal had been given, the four
kaiila bounded forward, squealing with rage, each rider bent
| ow on his nount, lance gripped in his right hand, straining to

file:/lIF|/rah/John%20Norman/Chronicles%200f%20Counter-Earth%204%20-%20Nomads%200f%20Gor.txt (11 of 238) [1/20/03 3:28:25 AM]



file:/I/F|/rah/Iohn%20Norman/Chroni cles%200f%20Counter-Earth%204%20-%20N omads%200f %20Gor .txt

be the first to reach ne.

3
The Spear Ganbling

One, the Tuchuk, | might have slain with a cast of the
heavy CGorean war spear; the others would have had free
play with their lances. | mght have thrown nyself to the
ground as the tart hunters from Ar, once their weapon is
cast, covering myself with the shield; but then I would have
been beneath the clawed paws of four squealing, snorting
kaiila, while the riders jabbed at me with | ances, off my feet,

hel pl ess.
So ganbling all on the respect of the Wagon Peopl es for
the courage of men, | made no nove to defend nyself but,

heart poundi ng, blood racing, yet no sign visible of agitation
on ny face, without a quiver of a nuscle or tendon betraying
me, | stood calnmy erect.

On ny face there was only disdain.

At the last instant, the lances of four riders but a hand's
breadth from my body, the enraged, thundering kaiila, hissing
and squealing, at a touch of the control straps, arrested their
fierce charge, stopping thenselves, tearing into the deep turf
wi th suddenly enmergent claws. Not a rider was thrown or
seenmed for an instant off bal ance. The children of the Wagon
Peopl es are taught the saddle of the kaiila before they can
wal k.

"Ai eee" cried the warrior of the Kataii

He and the others turned their nounts and backed away a
handf ul of yards, regardi ng ne.
| had not nopved
My nane is Tarl Cabot," | said. "I cone in peace.

The four riders exchanged gl ances and then, at a sign from
the heavy Tuchuk, rode a bit away from ne.

I could not make out what they were saying, but an
argunent of sone sort was in progress.

I | eaned on ny spear and yawned, | ooking away toward

t he bosk herds.

My bl ood was racing. | knew that had | noved, or shown
fear, or attenpted to flee, I would now be dead. | could have
fought. | mght perhaps then have been victorious but the

probabilities were extrenely slim Even had | slain two of
themthe others m ght have withdrawn and with their arrows
or boles brought ne to the ground. Mre inportantly, | did
not wi sh to introduce nyself to these people as an eneny. |
wi shed, as | had said, to conme in peace.

At | ast the Tuchuk detached hinmself fromthe other three
warriors and pranced his kaiila to within a dozen yards of

ne.
"You are a stranger," he said.

"l come in peace to the Wagon Peoples," | said.

"You wear no insignia on your shield,” he said. "You are
out | aw. "

I did not respond. | was entitled to wear the marks of the

city of Ko-ro-ba, the Towers of the Morning, but | had not
done so. Once, long, |long ago, Ko-ro-ba and Ar had turned
the invasion of the united Wagon Peoples fromthe north,

and the nmenories of these things, stinging still in the honest
songs of canp skalds, would rankle in the craws of such
fierce, proud peoples. | did not wish to present nyself to

them as an eneny.
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"What was your city?" he demanded
But to such a question, as a warrior of Ko-ro-ba, 1 could
not but respond.
"I am of Ko-ro-ba," | said. "You have heard of her."
The Tuchuk's face tightened. Then he grinned. "I have
heard sing of Ko-ro-ba," he said.
I did not reply to him
He turned to his fellows. "A Koroban!" he cried.
The nen noved on their nounts, restlessly, eagerly said
somet hing to one anot her.
"W turned you back," | said.
"What is your business with the Wagon Peopl es?" denand-
ed the Tuchuk.
Here | paused. What could | tell hinP Surely here, in this
matter, | nust bide ny tine.
"You see there is no insignia on ny shield or tunic," | said.
He nodded. "You are a fool," he said, "to flee to the
Wagon Peopl es. "
I had now led himto believe that | was indeed an outl aw,
a fugitive
He threw back his head and | aughed. He sl apped his thigh
A Koroban! And he flies to the Wagon Peoples!" Tears of
mrth ran fromthe sides of his eyes. "You are a fool" he
sai d.
"Let us fight," | suggested.

Angrily the Tuchuk pulled back on the reins of the kaiila,
causing it to rear, snarling, pawing at the sky. "And willingly
would | do so, Koroban sleep," he spit out. "Pray thou to
Priest-Kings that the lance does not fall to nme!"
| did not understand this.

He turned his kaiila and in a bound or two swung it about
in the mdst of his fell ows.

Then the Kassar approached ne.

"Koroban," said he, "did you not fear our |ances?"

"I did," | said.
"But you did not show your fear," said he.
I shrugged.

"Yet," said he, "you tell nme you feared." There was
wonder on his face.
I | ooked away.
"That," said the rider, "speaks to ne of courage."
W studi ed each other for a noment, sizing one another
up. Then he said, "Though you are a dweller of cities, a
vermin of the walls, | think you are not unworthy, and thus
| pray the lance will fall to me."
He turned his nount back to his fellows.
They conferred again for a monent and then the warrior
of the Katau approached, a lithe, strong proud man, one in
whose eyes | could read that he had never |ost his saddle, nor
turned froma foe.
Hi s hand was |ight on the yellow bow, strung taut. But no
arrow was set to the string
"Where are your nmen?" he asked.
"l am al one," | said.
The warrior stood in the stirrups, shading his eyes.
"Why have you cone to spy?" he asked
"I amnot a spy," | said.
"You are hired by the Turians,
"No," | responded.
"You are a stranger," he said.
"I come in peace," | said.

he sai d.
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"Have you heard," he asked, "that the Wagon Peopl es sl ay
strangers?"
"Yes," | said, "I have heard that."
"It is true," he said, and turned his nount back to his
fellows.

Last to approach nme was the warrior of the Paravaci, with
hi s hood and cape of white fur, and the glistening broad
neckl ace of precious stones encircling his throat.

He pointed to the necklace. "It is beautiful, is it not?" he
asked.
"Yes," | said.

"I't will buy ten bosks," said he, "twenty wagons covered
with golden cloth, a hundred she-slaves from Turia."
I | ooked away.
"Do you not covet the stones," he prodded, "these riches?"

"No," | said.
Anger crossed his face. "You may have them" he said.
"What nust | do?" | asked.

"Slay nme!" he | aughed.

I looked at himsteadily. "They are probably fal se stones,"

| said, "anber droplets, the pearls of the Vosk sorp, the

pol i shed shell of the Tanber clam glass colored and cut in

Ar for trade with ignorant southern peoples.”

The face of the Paravaci, rich with its terrible furrowed

scars, contorted with rage

He tore the necklace fromhis throat and flung it to ny

feet.

"Regard the worth of those stones!" he cried. | fished the necklace from
the dust with the point of nmy sword, it in the sun. It hung like a belt of light, sparkling

with a spectrum of riches hundred nerchants.

"Excellent,"” | adnmtted, handing it back to himon the tip

of the spear.
Angrily he wound it about the ponmel of the saddle.

"But | amof the Caste of Warriors," | said, "of a high city

and we do not stain our spears for the stones of nen not,

even such stones as these."

The Paravaci was speechl ess.

"You dare to tenpt ne," | said, feigning anger, "as if |

beyond the dreans of a nan, were of the Caste of Assassins or a combn thief with
his dagger in the night." | frowed at him "Beware," | war ned,

"lest | take your words as insult."

The Paravaci, in his cape and hood of white fur, with the

pricel ess neckl ace w apped about the pommel of his saddl e,
sat stiff, not noving, utterly enraged. Then, furiously, the
scars wild in his face, he sprang up in the stirrups and lifted
both hands to the sky. "Spirit of the Sky," he cried, "let the
lance fall to notto nel" Then abruptly, furious, he wheel ed
the kaiila and joined the others, whence he turned to regard
ne.

As | watched, the Tuchuk took his |ong, slender |ance and
thrust it into the ground, point upward. Then, slowy, the
four riders began to wal k their nobunts about the |ance,
watching it, right hands free to seize it should it begin to fall
The wind seened to rise

In their way | knew they were honoring ne, that they had
respected ny stand in the matter of the charging | ances, that
now they were ganbling to see who would fight ne, to whose
weapons ny bl ood nust flow, beneath the paws of whose
kaiila | nmust fall bloodied to the earth.
I watched the lance trenble in the shaking earth, and saw
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the intentness of the riders as they watched its Lightest

nmovenment. It would soon fall.

I could now see the herds quite clearly, making out indi-
vi dual ani mals, the shaggy hunps noving through the dust,
see the sun of the late afternoon glinting off thousands of
horns. Here and there | saw riders, darting about, al
mounted on the swift, graceful kaiila. The sun reflected from
the horns in the veil of dust that hung over the herds was
qui te beauti ful
The | ance had not yet fallen.

Soon the animals woul d be turned in on thenselves, to nmill
together in knots, until they were stopped by the shaggy walls
of their own kind, to stand and grew until the norning. The
wagons woul d, of course, follow the herds. The herd forns
bot h vanguard and ranpart for the advance of the wagons.

The wagons are said to be countless, the aninmals wthout
number. Both of these claims are, of course, mnistaken, and
I the Ubars of the Wagon Peopl es know wel| each wagon and
t he nunmber of branded beasts in the various herds; each herd
is, incidentally, composed of several smaller herds, each
wat ched over by its own riders. The bell owi ng seened now to
come fromthe sky itself, like thunder, or fromthe horizon
i ke the breaking of an ocean into surf on the rocks of the
shore. It was like a sea or a vast natural phenonmenon slowy
approachi ng. Such indeed, | suppose, it was. Now, also, for
the first time, | could clearly snell the herd, a rich, vast,
fresh, nmusky, pervasive odor, conpounded of tranpled grass
and torn earth, of the dung, urine and sweat of perhaps nore
than a minion beasts. The magnificent vitality of that smell,
so offensive to sone, astonished and thrilled ne; it spoke to
me of the insurgence and the swell of life itself, ebullient,
raw, overflow ng, unconquerable, primtive, shuffling, smell-
ing, basic, aninmal, stanping, snorting, noving, an aval anche
of tissue and bl ood and splendor, a glorious, insistent, invinci-
bl e cataract of breathing and wal ki ng and seeing and feeling
on the sweet, flow ng, w ndswept nothering earth. And it was
in that instant that | sensed what the bask m ght nmean to the
Wagon Peopl es.

"Ho!" | heard, and spun to see the black |lance fall and
scarcely had it nmoved but it was seized in the fist of the
scarred Tuchuk warri or.

The Tuchuk warrior lifted the lance in triunmph, in the
same instant slipping his fist into the retention knot and
ki cking the rowel ed heels of his boots into the silken flanks of
his mount, the aninmal springing towards me and the rider in
the same novenent, as if one with the beast, |eaning down
fromthe saddle, lance slightly |owered, charging.

The sl ender, flexible wand of the lance tore at the seven-
| ayered CGorean shield, striking a spark fromthe brass rim
binding it, as the man had | unged at ny head.

I had not cast the spear.

I had no wish to kill the Tuchuk

The charge of the Tuchuk, in spite of its rapidity and

momentum carried himno nore than four paces beyond

me. It seened scarcely had he passed than the kaiila had
wheel ed and charged again, this tinme given free rein, that it
mght tear at me with its fangs

I thrust with the spear, trying to force back the snapping
jaws of the screaming animal. The kaiila struck, and then

wi thdrew, and then struck again. Al the tinme the Tuchuk
thrust at me with his lance. Four times the point struck ne
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drawi ng bl ood, but he did not have the wei ght of the |eaping
ani mal behind his thrust; he thrust at arms |length, the point
scarcely reaching ne. Then the aninmal seized ny shield inits
teeth and reared lifting it and nyself, by the shield straps,
fromthe ground. | fell from sone dozen feet to the grass

and saw the animal snarling and biting on the shield, then it
shook it and hurled it far and away behind it.

I shook nysel f.
The hel met which | had slung over ny shoul der was gone.
I retained my sword. | grasped the Gorean spear

| stood at bay on the grass, breathing hard, bl oody.
The Tuchuk | aughed, throwi ng his head back
I readied the spear for its cast.

Warily now the animal began to circle, in an al nost
human fashion, watching the spear. It shifted delicately,
feinting, and then withdrawing, trying to draw the cast.

I was later to learn that kaiita are trained to avoid the
thrown spear. It is a training which begins with blunt staves
and progresses through headed weapons. Until the kaiila is
suitably proficient in this art it is not allowed to breed. Those
who cannot learn it die under the spear. Yet, at a close
range, | had no doubt that | could slay the beast. As swift as
may be the kaiila | had no doubt that | was swifter. Gorean
warriors hunt men and tarts with this weapon. But | did not
wish to slay the aninmal, nor its rider.

To the astoni shment of the Tuchuk and the others who

observed, | threw away the weapon.
The Tuchuk sat still on his nmount, as did the others. Then
he took his lance and snote it on the snmall, glossy shield,

acknow edgi ng ny act. Then so too did the others, even the
whi t e-caped nman of the Paravaci

Then the Tuchuk drove his own lance into the dirt and
hung on the lance his gl ossy shield.
I saw hi mdraw one of the quivas froma saddl e sheath,
| oosen the long, triple-weighted bole fromhis side.

Slowy, singing in a gutteral chant, a Tuchuk warrior song,
he began to swing the bole. It consists of three |ong straps of |
| eat her, each about five feet long, each termnating in a
| eat her sack which contains, sewn inside, a heavy, round,
metal weight. It was probably devel oped for hunting the
tumt, a huge, flightless carnivorous bird of the plains, but the
Wagon Peoples use it also, and well, as a weapon of war.

Thrown | ow the |l ong straps, with their approxi nate ten-foot
sweep, al nbst inpossible to evade, strike the victimand the
wei ghted balls, as soon as resistance is net, whip about the
victim tangling and tightening the straps. Sonetines |legs are
broken. It is often difficult to release the straps, so snarled do
they beconme. Thrown high the Gorean bole can lock a man's
arns to his sides; throwm to the throat it can strangle him
throwmn to the head, a difficult cast, the whi pping weights
can crush a skull. One entagles the victimwi th the bole, |eaps
fromone's nount and with the quiva cuts his throat.

I had never encountered such a weapon and | had little
notion as to howit mght be net.

The Tuchuk handled it well. The three 'weights at the end
of the straps were now al nost blurring in the air and he, his
song ended, the reins in his left hand, quiva blade now
cl enched between his teeth, bole in his swinging, uplifted
right arm suddenly cried out and kicked the kaiila into its
char ge.
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He wants a kill, | told nyself. He is under the eyes of
warriors of the other peoples. It would be safest to throw
low. It would be a finer cast, however, to try for the throat
or head. How vain is hey How skillful is he?

He woul d be both skillful and vain; he was Tuchuk

To the head cane the flashing bole noving in its hideous,
swift revolution alnmost invisible in the air and |, instead of
| owering ny head or throwing nyself to the ground, net

instead the flying weighted | eather with the bl ade of a Koro-
ban short sword, with the edge that woul d divide silk

dropped upon it and the taut straps, two of them flew from
the bl ade and the other strap and the three wei ghts | ooped

of f pinto the grass, and the Tuchuk at the same tine, scarcely
realizing what had occurred, |eaped fromthe kailla, quiva in
hand, to find hinself unexpectedly facing a braced warrior of
Ko-ro-ba, sword drawn.

The quiva reversed itself in his hand, an action so swift |
was only aware of it as his armflew back, his hand on the
bl ade, to hurl the weapon.

It sped toward me with incredible velocity over the hand-

ful of feet that separated us. It could not be evaded, but only
countered, and countered it was by the Koroban steel in ny
hand, a sudden ringing, sliding flash of steel and the knife
was defl ected fromny breast.

The Tuchuk stood struck with awe, in the grass, on the
trenbling plains in the dusty air.

| could hear the other three men of the Wagon Peopl es,

the Kataii, the Kassar, the Paravaci, striking their shields
with their lances. "Wl | done," said the Kassar.

The Tuchuk renoved his helnmet and threwit to the grass

He jerked open the jacket he wore and the | eather jerkin
beneat h, revealing his chest.

He | ooked about him at the distant bosk herds, lifted his
head to see the sky once nore.

H s kailla stood sone yards away, shifting a bit, puzzled,
reins |l oose on its neck

The Tuchuk now | ooked at nme swiftly. He grinned. He did

not expect nor would he receive aid fromhis fellows. |
studi ed his heavy face, the fierce scarring that somehow
ennobled it, the black eyes with the epicanthic fold. He
grinned at ne. "Yes," he said, "well done."

I went to himand set the point of the Gorean short sword

at his heart.

He did not flinch.

"I am Tarl Cabot," | said. "I cone in peace."

I thrust the blade back in the scabbard.

For a nmonent the Tuchuk seemed stunned. He stared at
me, disbelievingly, and then, suddenly, he threw back his
head and | aughed until tears streaned down his face. He
doubl ed over and pounded on his knees with his fist. Then he
strai ghtened up and wi ped his face with the back of his hand.
I shrugged.

Suddenly the Tuchuk bent to the soil and picked up a
handful of dirt and grass, the |land on which the bosk graze,
the land which is the land of the Tuchuks, and this dirt and
this grass he thrust in ny hands and | held it.

The warrior grinned and put his hands over nine so that
our hands together held the dirt and the grass, and were
together clasped on it.

"Yes," said the warrior, "come in peace to the Land of the
Wagon Peopl es. "
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I followed the warrior Kanthak into the encanpnent of

Tuchuks.

Nearly were we run down by six riders on thundering

kaiila who, riding for sport, raced past us wildly anong the
crowded, clustered wagons. | heard the lowing of mlk bask
from anong the wagons. Here and there children ran be-

tween the wheels, playing with a cork ball and quiva, the

obj ect of the ganme being to strike the thrown ball. Tuchuk
worren, unveiled, in their long | eather dresses, long hair
bound in braids, tended cooking pots hung on "em wood

tripods over dung fires. These wonen were unscarred, but

li ke the bask thensel ves, each wore a nose ring. That of the
animals is heavy and of gold, that of the wonmen also of gold
but tiny and fine, not unlike the wedding rings of ny old
worl d. | heard a haruspex singing between the wagons; for a
pi ece of neat he would read the wind and the grass; for a

cup of wine the stars and the flight of birds; for a fat-bellied
dinner the liver of a sleen or slave.

lithe Wagon Peoples are fascinated with the future and its
signs and though, to hear them speak, they put no store in
such matters, yet they do in practice give them great consider-
ation. | was told by Kanchak that once an arny of a

t housand wagons turned asi de because a swarm of rennels,

poi sonous, crablike desert insects, did not defend its broken
nest, crushed by the wheel of the | ead wagon. Another tineg,
over a hundred years ago, a wagon Ubar |ost the spur from
his right boot and turned for this reason back fromthe gates
of mghty Ar itself.

By one fire | could see a squat Tuchuk, hands on hi ps,
danci ng and stanpi ng about by hinself, drunk on fernented
m | k curds, dancing, according to Kanthak, to pl ease the
Sky.

The Tuchuks and the ot her Wagon Peopl es reverence
Priest-Kings, but unlike the Goreans of the cities, with their
castes of Initiates, they do not extend to themthe dignities of
wor ship. | suppose the Tuchuks worship nothing, in the
common sense of that word, but it is true they hold many
things holy, anbng themthe bask and the skills of arns, but
chief of the things before which the proud Tuchuk stands
ready to renove his helnet is the sky, the sinple, vast
beautiful sky, fromwhich fans the rain that, in his nyths,
formed the earth, and the basks, and the Tuchuks. It is to the
sky that the Tuchuks pray when they pray, demanding victory
and luck for thensel ves, defeat and misery for their enenies.

The Tuchuk, incidentally, like others of the Wagon Peopl es,
prays only when nounted, only when in the saddle and with
weapons at hand; he prays to the sky not as a slave to a
master, nor a servant- to a god, but as warrior to a Ubar;
the wonen of the Wagon Peoples, it mght be nmentioned,
are not permtted to pray; many of them however, do
patroni ze the haruspexes, who, besides foretelling the future
with a greater or |esser degree of accuracy for generally
reasonabl e fees, provide an incredible assenbl age of anul ets,
talismans, trinkets, philters, potions, spell papers, wonder-
wor ki ng sl een teeth, marvel ous powdered kailiauk horns, and
col ored, nmgic strings that, depending on the purpose, my
be knotted in various ways and worn about the neck

As we passed anobng the wagons | | eaped back as a tawny
prairie sleen hurled itself against the bars of a sleen cage,
reaching out for ne with its sic-clawed paw. There were four
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other prairie sleen in the cage, a small cage, and they were
curling and novi ng about one another, restlessly, like angry
snakes. They woul d be released with the fan of darkness to
rumthe periphery of the herds, acting, as | have nentioned,
as shepherds and sentinels. They are also used if a slave
escapes, for the sleen is an efficient, tirel ess, savage, al nost
infallible hunter, capable of pursuing a scent, days old, for
hundreds of pasangs until, perhaps a nmonth later, it finds its
victimand tears it to pieces.

I was startled by the sound of slave bells and saw a girl,
stripped save for bells and collar, carrying a burden anong

t he wagons.

Kanthak saw that | had noticed the girl and chuckl ed,
sensing that | might find it strange, seeing a slave so anong
t he wagons.

She wore bells locked on both wists, and on both ankl es,
thick cuffs and anklets, each with a double line of bells,
fastened by steel and key. She wore the Turian collar, rather
than the conmon sl ave collar. The Turian collar lies |oosely
on the girl, around ring; it fits so |loosely that, when grasped
inamn's fist, the girl can turn within it; the common
Gorean collar, on the other hand, is a flat, snugly fitting steel
band. Both collars lock in the back, behind the girl's neck
The Turian collar is nore difficult to engrave, but it, like the
flat collar, will bear sone | egend assuring that the girl, if
found, will be pronptly returned to her master. Bells had
al so been afflicted to her collar.

"She is Turian?" | asked.
"OfF course," said Kanthak.
"In the cities," | said, "only Pleasure Slaves are so bell ed,

and then custonmarily for the dance."
"Her master," said Kanthak, "does not trust her."

In his sinple statement | then understood the nmeani ng of
her condition. She would be allowed no garnents, that she
m ght not be able to conceal a weapon; the bells woul d mark
each of her novenents.

"At night," said Kanchak, "she is chained under the
wagon. "

The girl had now di sappear ed.

"Turian girls are proud," said Kanchak. "Thus, they nake
excel l ent sl aves."

What he said did not surprise nme. The CGorean naster
commonly, likes a spirited girl, one who fights the whip and
collar, resisting until at |ast, perhaps nmonths |ater, she is
overwhel med and nmust acknow edge herself his, utterly and
wi t hout reservation, then fearing only that he might tire of
her and sell her to another
"Intinme," said Kanthak, "'she will beg for the rag of a
sl ave. "

| supposed it was true. A girl could take only so much, and
then she woul d kneel to her master, her head to his boots,
and beg for a bit of clothing, even though it be only to be
clad Kajir.

Kajira is perhaps the nost comon expression for a fe-
mal e sl ave. Another frequently heard expression is Sa-Pora, a
conmpound word, neaning, rather literally, Chain Daughter,
or Daughter of the Chain. Anbng the Wagon Peoples, to be
clad Kajir neans, for a girl, to wear four articles, two red,
two black; a red cord, the Curia, is tied about the waist; the
Chatka, or long, narrow strip of black |eather, fits over this
cord in the front, passes under, and then again, fromthe
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i nside, passes over the cord in the back; the Chatka is drawn
tight; the Kalmak is then donned; it is a short, open, sleeve-
| ess vest of black leather; lastly the Koora, a strip of red
cloth, matching the Curia, is wound about the head, to hold
the hair back, for slave wonen, anong the Wagon Peopl es,
are not permtted to braid, or otherwi se dress their hair; it
must be, save for the Koora, worn | oose. For a nale slave,
or Kajirus, of the Wagon Peoples, and there are few, save
for the work chains, to be clad Kajir neans to wear the Kes,
a short, sleeveless work tunic of black |eather. As Kanthak
and | wal ked to his wagon, | saw several girls, here and
there, clad Kajir; they were magnificent; they wal ked with
the true brazen insolence of the slave girl, the wench who
knows that she is owned, whom nen have found beauti ful
enough, and exciting enough, to collar. The dour wonen of
the Wagon Peoples, | saw, |ooked on these girls with envy
and hatred, sonetines striking themwth sticks if they should
approach too closely the cooking pots and attenpt to stea
a piece of neat.
"I will tell your master!" screaned one.

The girl laughed at her and with a toss of her auburn hair,
bound in the Koora, ran off between the wagons.

Kanthak and | | aughed.

| gathered that the beauty had little to fear from her

mast er, saving perhaps that she m ght cease to please him

The wagons of the Wagon Peoples are, in their hundreds

and thousands, in their brilliant, variegated colors, a glorious
sight. Surprisingly the wagons are al nost square, each the
size of a large room Wich is drawn by a doubl e team of

bosk, four in a team with each teamlinked to its wagon
tongue, the tongues being joined by "temwood crossbars. The
two axles of the wagon are also of "tem wood, which perhaps,
because of its flexibility, joined with the general flatness of
the southern Gorean plains, permits the width of the wagon.

The wagon box, which stands al nbst six feet fromthe

ground, is fornmed of black, |acquered planks of "em wood.

I nsi de the wagon box, which is square, there is fixed a
rounded, tentlike frame, covered with the taut, painted, var-
ni shed hi des of basks. These hides are richly colored, and
often worked with fantastic designs, each wagon conpeting
with its neighbor to be the bol dest and nbst exciting. The
rounded franme is Fred sonmewhat within the square of the

wagon box, so that a wal kway, alnost |ike a ship's bridge,
surrounds the frane. The sides of the wagon box, incidental-
ly, are, here and there, perforated for arrow ports, for the
smal | horn bow of the Wagon Peopl es can be used to advant -
age not only fromthe back of a kaiila but, like the crossbow,
fromsuch cranped quarters. One of the nobst striking

features of these wagons is the wheels, which are huge, the
back wheel s having a dianeter of about ten feet; the front
wheel s are, like those of the Conestoga wagon, slightly small-
er, in this case, about eight feet in dianeter; the larger rear
wheel s are nore difficult to mre; the smaller front wheels,
nearer the pulling power of the bask, permt a sonewhat

easi er turning of the wagon. These wheels are carved wood

and, like the wagon hides, are richly painted. Thick strips of
boskhi de formthe wheel rins, which are replaced three to
four tinmes a year. The wagon is guided by a series of eight
straps, two each for the four lead animals. Normally, how
ever, the wagons are tied in tandem fashion, in nunerous |ong
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columms, and only the | ead wagons are gui ded, the others
simply follow ng, thongs running fromthe rear of one wagon
to the nose rings of the bask follow ng, sonetines as nmuch as
thirty yards behind, with the next wagon; also, too, a wagon
is often guided by a woman or boy who wal ks besi de the | ead
animals with a sharp stick.

The interiors of the wagons, |ashed shut, protected from
the dust of the nmarch, are often rich, marvel ously carpeted
and hung, filled with chests and sil ks, and booty from | ooted
caravans, lit by hanging tharlarion oil |anps, the golden I|ight
of which falls on the silken cushions, the ankle-deep, intricat-
Iy wought carpets. In the center of the wagon there is a
small, shallow fire bow, formed of copper, with a raised
brass grating. Sone cooking is done here, though the bow is
largely to furnish heat. The snoke escapes by a snoke hol e
at the donme of the tentlike frame, a hole which is shut when
t he wagons nove.

There was the sudden thud of a kailla's paws on the grass
bet ween the wagons and a wild snorting squeal
I junped back avoiding the paws of the enraged, rearing
ani mal .
"Stand aside, you fool!" cried a girl's voice, and to ny
astoni shnent, astride the saddle of the nonster | espied a
girl, young, astonishingly beautiful, vital, angry, pulling at the
control straps of the aninal.

She was not as the other wonen of the Wagon Peopl es
had seen, the dour, thin wonen with braided hair, bending
over the cooki ng pots.
She wore a brief leather skirt, slit on the right side to all ow
her the saddle of the kaiila; her |eather blouse was sleevel ess;
attached to her shoulders was a crimnmson cape; and her wild
bl ack hair was bound back by a band of scarlet cloth. Like
the ot her wonmen of the WAgons she wore no veil and, like
them fixed in her nose was the tiny, fine ring that proclained
her peopl e.
Her skin was a |light brown and her eyes a charged, spark-

I'ing bl ack.
"What fool is this?" she demanded of Kanthak.
"No fool," said Kancthak, "but Tarl Cabot, a warrior, one

who has held in his hands with me grass and earth.”

"He is a stranger," she said. "He should be slain!"

Kanthak grinned up at her. "He has held with me grass

and earth," he said.

The girl gave a snort of contenpt and ki cked her snall,
spurred heels into the Banks of the kaiila and bounded away.
Kancthak | aughed. "She is Hereena, a wench of the First
Wagon, " he sai d.

"Tell nme of her," | said.

"What is there to tell?" asked Kanthak.

"What does it nean to be of the First Wagon?" | asked.
Kanthak | aughed. "You know little of the Wagon Peo-

pl es," he said.

"That is true," | adnitted

"To be of the First Wagon," said Kanthak, "is to be of

t he househol d of Kutaituchik."

| repeated the name slowy, trying to sound it out. It i8
pronounced in four syllables, divided thus: Ku-tai-tu-chik.
"He then is the Ubar of the Tuchuks?" | said.

"Hi s wagon," smiled Kanthak, "is the First Wagon and
it is Kutaituchik who sits upon the gray robe."
"The gray robe?" | asked.
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"That robe," said Kanthak, 'which is the throne of the
Ubars of the Tuchuks."

It was thus | first |earned the name of the nan whom |
understood to be Ubar of this fierce people.

"You will sometinme be taken into the presence of Kutai-
tuchi k," said Kanthak. "I nyself," he said, 'nust often go to
the wagon of the Ubar."

I gathered fromthis remark that Kanthak was a nan of

no little inmportance anong the Tuchuks.

"There arc a hundred wagons in the personal househol d of
Kutai tuchi k," said Kanchak. 'No be of any of these wagons
is to be of the First \Wagon."

"I see," | said. "And the girl she on the kaiila is

per haps the daughter of Kutaituchik, Ubar of the Tuchuks?"
"No," said Kanthak. "She is unrelated to him as are nost
in the First Wagon."

"She seenmed nuch different than the other Tuchuk wom

en," | said.

Kanthak | aughed, the colored scars winkling on his

broad face. "O course," said Kanthak, "she has been raised
to be fit prize in the ganes of Love and War."

"I do not understand," | said.

Did you not see the Plains of a Thousand Stakes?" asked
Kanthak.

"No," | said. "'l did not."

I was about to press Kanthak on this matter when we

heard a sudden shout and the squealing of kaiila from anong

the wagons. | heard then the shouts of nen and the cues of

worren and children. Kancthak lifted his head intently, listen-

ng, Then we heard the pounding of a small drain and No

bl asts on the horn of a bask

Kanthak read the nmessage of the drum and horn

"A prisoner has been brought to the canp,"” he said.
Kanthak strode anobng t he wagons, toward the sound,
and | followed himclosely. Many others, too, rushed to the
sound, and we were jostled by arned warriors, scarred and
fierce; by boys with unscarred faces, carrying the pointed
sticks used often for goading the wagon bask; by |eather-clad
worren hurrying fromthe cooking pots; by wld, half-clothed
children; even by enslaved Kajir-clad beauties of Turia; even
the girl was there who wore but bells and collar, struggling
under her burden, long dried strips of bask neat, as wi de as
beans, she too hurrying to see what night be the neaning
of the drum and horn, of the shouting Tuchuks.
We suddenly energed into the center of what seened to
be a wide, grassy street anpng the wagons, a wi de |ane, open
and |l evel, an avenue in that city of Harigga, or Bask \agons.
The street was |lined by throngs of Tuchuks and sl aves.
Anmong them too, were soothsayers and haruspexes, and
singers and nusicians, and, here and there, small peddlers
and nerchants, of various cities, for such are occasionally
permtted by the Tuchuks, who crave their wares, to ap-
proach the wagons. Each of these, | was later to |earn, wore
on his forearma tiny brand, in the formof spreadi ng bask
horns, which guaranteed his passage, at certain seasons,
across the plains of the Wagon Peoples. The difficulty, of
course is in first obtaining the brand. If, in the case of a
singer, the song is rejected, or in the case of a nmerchant, his
mer chandi se is rejected, he is slain out of hand. This accept-
ance brand, of course, carries with it a certain stain of
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i gnomi ny, suggesting that those who approach the wagons do as sl aves.
Now | coul d see down the w de, grassy |lane, |oping

towards us, two kaiila and riders. A lance was fastened

between them fixed to the stirrups of their saddles. The |ance
cleared the ground, given the height of the kaiila, by about
five feet. Between the two animate, stunbling desperately, her
throat bound by | eather thongs to the | ance behind her neck,
ran a girl, her wists tied behind her back

I was astonished, for this girl was dressed not as a Corean,

not as a girl of any of the cities of the Counter-Earth, not as
a peasant of the Sa-Tarna Belds or the vineyards where the

Ta grapes are raised, not even as a girl of the fierce Wagon

Peopl es.

Kanthak stepped to the center of the grassy lane, lifting

his hand, and the two riders, with their prize, reined in their
nount s.

I was dunbf ounded

The girl stood gasping for breath, her body shaking and
qui vering, her knees slightly bent. She would have fallen
except for the lance that kept her in place. She pulled weakly
at the thongs that bound her wists. Her eyes seened gl azed.
She scarcely could | ook about her. Her clothing was stained
with dust and her hair hung | oose and tangl ed. Her body was
covered with a sparkling sheen of sweat. Her shoes had been
renoved and had been fastened about her neck. Her feet
were bl eeding. The shreds of yellow nylon stockings hung
about her angles. Her brief dress was torn by being dragged
t hrough brush.
Kanthak, too, seemed surprised at the sight of the girl,
for never had he seen one 80 peculiarly attired. He assuned,
of course, fromthe brevity of her skirt, that she was slave. He
was perhaps puzzled by the absence of a netal collar about
her throat. There was, however, literally sewn about her
neck, a thick, high | eather collar.
Kanchak went to her and took her head in his hands. She
lifted her head and seeing the wild, fearsone scarred face
that stared into hers, she suddenly screanmed hysterically, and
tried to jerk and tear herself away, but the lance held her in
pl ace. She kept shaking her head and whi npering. It was
cl ear she could not believe her eyes, that she understood
not hi ng, that she did not conprehend her surroundings, that
she t hought hersel f mad.
I noted that she had dark hair and dark eyes, brown.
The t hought crossed nmy mind that this night |ower her
price somewhat.
She wore a sinmple yellow shift, with narrow orange stripes,
of what rust once have been crisp oxford cloth. It had |ong
sl eeves, with cuffs, and a button down collar, not unlike a
man's shirt.
It was now, of course, torn and soiled
Yet she was not an unpl easing wench to | ook on, slim
wel | -ankl ed, lithe. On the Gorean bl ock she would bring a
good price
She gave a little cry as Kanthak jerked the shoes from
about her neck. I
He threw themto ne.
They were orange, of finely tooled | eather, with a buckle.
They had heels, a bit nore than an inch high. There was al so
lettering in the shoe, but the script and words woul d have
been unfam liar to Goreans. It was English.
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The girl was trying to speak. "My nane is Elizabeth
Cardwel | ," she said. "I'"man Anerican citizen. My home is in
New York City."
Kanthak | ooked in puzzlenent at the riders, and they at
him In Gorean, one of the riders said, "She is a barbarian
She cannot speak Gorean."
My role, as | conceived it, was to remain silent.
"You are all mad!" screaned the girl, pulling at the straps
that bound her, struggling in the bonds. "Md!"
The Tuchuks and the others | ooked at one another, puz-
zl ed.
I did not speak.
I was thunderstruck that a girl, apparently of Earth, who
spoke English, should be brought to the Tuchuks at this
time at the time that | was anbng them hoping to di scover
and return to Priest-Kings what | supposed to be a gol den
spheroid, the egg, the last hope of their race. Had the girl
been brought to this world by Priest-Kings? Was she the
recent victimof one of the Voyages of Acquisition? But I
understood themto have been curtailed in the recent subter-
ranean War of Priest-Kings. Had they been resuned? Surely
this girl had not been long on Gor, perhaps no nore than
hours. But if the Voyages of Acquisition had been resuned,
why had they been resumed? Or was it actually the case that
she had been brought to Gor by Priest-Kings? Wre there
per haps ot hers sonehow others? Was this woman sent to
the Tuchuks at this time perhaps rel eased to wander on the
plains inevitably to be picked up by outriders for a pur-
pose and if so, to what end for whose purpose or pur-
poses? O was there sonehow sone fantastic accident or
coi nci dence involved in the event of her arrival? Sonmehow I
knew the latter was not likely to be the case.
Suddenly the girl threw back her head and cried out

hysterically. "I"mmad! | have gone mad! | have gone nad!"
I could stand it no longer. She was too piteous. Against ny
better judgnment | spoke to her. "No," | said, "you are sane.

The girl's eyes | ooked at ne, she scarcely believing the

wor ds she had heard.

The Tuchuks and others, as one nman, faced ne.

I fumed to Kanthak. Speaking in Gorean, | said to him

"l can understand her."

One of the riders pointed to nme, crying out to the crowd,
excitedly. "He speaks her tongue"

A ripple of pleasure coursed through the throng.

It then occurred to nme that it m ght have been for just this
pur pose that she had been sent to the Tuchuks, to single out
the one man from anong all the thousands with the wagons
who coul d understand her and speak with her, thus identify-
ing and marki ng him

"Excel l ent," said Kanthak, grinning at ne.

"Pl ease," cried the girl to nme. "Help net"

Kanthak said to nme. "Tell her to be silent."

I did so, and the girl |ooked at nme, dunbfounded, but

remai ned silent.

| discovered that | was now an interpreter

Kanthak was now, curiously, fingering her yellow gar-

ment. Then, swiftly, he tore it from her.

She cried out.

"Be silent," | said to her

I knew what must now pass, and it was what woul d have
passed in any city or on any road or trail or path in Gor. She
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was a captive female, and nust, naturally, submt to her
assessnent as prize; she nust also be, incidentally, exam ned
for weapons; a dagger or poisoned needle is often conceal ed
in the clothing of free wonen.

There were interested nurmurs fromthe crowd when, to

the Gorean's thinking, the unusual garnents underlying her
yel | ow shift were reveal ed.

"Pl ease," she wept, turning to ne.

"Be silent," | cautioned her

Kanthak t hen renoved her renmining garnments, even the
shreds of nylon stockings that had hung about her ankl es.
There was a nmurmur of approval fromthe crowd; even

sonme of the enslaved Turian beauties, in spite of thenselves,
cried out in admration

Eli zabeth Cardwel |, | decided, would indeed bring a high
price.

She stood held in place by the I ance, her throat bound to it
with the wood behind her neck, her wists thonged behind
her back. O her than her bonds she now wore only the thick
| eat her collar which had been sewn about her neck

Kanthak picked up the clothing which | ay near her on the
grass. He also took the shoes. He wadded it all up together in
a soiled bundle. He threw it to a nearby wonan. "Burn it,"
sai d Kanthak.

The bound girl watched hel pl essly as the woman carri ed

her clothing, all that she had of her old world, to a cooking
fire sonme yards away, near the edge of the wagons.

the crowd had opened a passage for the worman and the

girl saw the clothing cast on the open fire.

"No, no!" she screamed. "No!"

Then she tried once nore to free herself.

"Tell her," said Kanthak, "that she nust |earn Gorean

qui ckly that she will be slain if she does not."

| translated this for the girl.

She shook her head wildly. "Tell themny nane is Eliza-
beth Cardwell," she said. "I don't know where | am or how

I got here | want to get back to Anerica, |'man Aneri-

can citizen, nmy hone is in New York City take ne back
there, I will pay you anything!"

"Tell her," repeated Kanthak, "that she nust |earn Gore-

an quickly and that if she does not she will be slain."

| translated this once nore for the girl.

"I will pay you anything," she pleaded. "Anything!"

"You have nothing," | infornmed her, and she bl ushed.
"Further," | said, "we do not have the neans of returning
you to your home."

"Way not ?" she denanded

"Have you not," | pressed, "noted the difference in the
gravitational field of this place have you not noted the
slight difference in the appearance of the sun?"

"I't'"s not true!" she screaned

"This is not Earth," | told her. "This is Gor another

earth perhaps but not yours."” | |ooked at her fixedly. She
must understand. "You are on another planet."

She cl osed her eyes and npaned.

"I know," she said. "I know | know but how?
how?"
"l do not know the answer to your question," | said. | did

not tell her that | was, incidentally, keenly interested for
my own reasons in |earning the answer to her question
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Kanthal ¢ seened i npatient.
"What does she say?" he asked.

"She is naturally disturbed,"” | said. "She wi shes to return
to her city."

"What is her city?" asked Kanthak.

"It is called New York," | said

"l have never heard of it," said Kanthak.

"It is far away," | said.

"How is it that you speak her |anguage?" he asked.
"I once lived in |ands where her |anguage is spoken," |

sai d.

"I's there grass for the bask in her |lands?" asked Kanthak.
"Yes," | said, "but they are far away."

"farther even than Thentis?" asked Kanthak.

"Yes," | said.

"farther even than the islands of Cos and-Tyros?" he
asked.

"Yes," | said.

Kanthak whistled. "That is far," he said.

| smled. "It is too far to take the bask," | said.

Kanthak grinned at ne.

One of the warriors on the kaiila spoke. "She was with no
one," he said. "W searched. She was with no one."
Kanthak nodded at nme, and then at the girl.

"Were you al one?" | asked.

The girl nodded weakly.

"She says she was alone," | told Kanthak.

"How came she here?" asked Kanthak.

I translated his question, and the girl |ooked at nme, and

then cl osed her eyes and shook her head. "I don't know," she
sai d.
"She says she does not know," | told Kanthak.

"It is strange," said Kanchak. "But we will question her
further later."

He signaled to a boy who carried a skin of Ka-la-na w ne
over his shoulder. He took the skin of wine fromthe boy and
bit out the horn plug; he then, with the wi neskin on his
shoul der, held back the head of Elizabeth Cardwell wth one

40
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hand and with the other shoved the bone nozzle of the skin
bet ween her teeth; he tipped the skin and the girl, half
choki ng, swall owed wi ne; sone of the red fluid ran from her
mout h and over her body.
When Kanthak thought she had drunk enough he pulled
the nozzl e from her nouth, pushed back the plug and re-
turned the skin to the boy.
Dazed, exhausted, covered with sweat, dust on her face
and | egs, wine on her body, Elizabeth Cardwell, her wists
t honged behind her and her throat bound to a | ance, stood
captive before Kanthak of the Tuchuks.
He must be merciful. He nust be kind.
"She nmust | earn CGorean," said Kanchak to ne. "Teach
her 'La Kajira'."

"You nmust learn Gorean," | told the girl
She tried to protest, but | would not permt it.
"Say 'La Kajira'," | told her
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She | ooked at ne, hel plessly. Then she repeated, "La
Kajira."

"Agai n," | comuanded.

"La Kajira," said the girl clearly, "La Kajira."

El i zabeth Cardwel | had | earned her first Gorean

"What does it nean?" she asked.

"I't means," | told her, "I ama slave girl."

"No!" she screamed. "No, no, not"

Kanthak nodded to the two riders nounted on kaiil a.

"Take her to the wagon of Kutaituchik."

The two riders turned their kaiila and in a nonent,
nmoving rapidly, the girl running between them had turned
fromthe grassy | ane and di sappeared between t he wagons.
Kanthak and | regarded one anot her.

"Did you note the collar she wore?" | asked.

He had not seened to show nuch interest in the high,
thick leather collar that the girl had had sewn about her

neck.
"Of course," he said.
"I nyself," | said, "have never seen such a collar."
"It is a message collar," said Kanthak. "Inside the |eather,
sewn within, will be a nessage."”
My | ook of amazenent nust have amused him for he
| aughed. "Cone," he said, "let us go to the wagon of Kutai -
tuchi k. "
The wagon of Kutaituchik, called Ubar of the Tuchuks,
was drawn up on a large, flat-topped grassy hill, the highest

land in the canp.

Besi de the wagon, on a great pole fixed in the earth, stood
the Tuchuk standard of the four bask horns.

The hundred, rather than eight, bask- that drew his wagon

had been unyoked; they were huge, red bask; their horns had
been polished and their coats glistened fromthe conb and
oils; their golden nose rings were set with jewels; necklaces of
preci ous stones hung fromthe polished horns.

The wagon itself was the largest in the canp, and the

| argest wagon | had conceived possible; actually it was a vast
platform set on nunerous wheel ed franmes; though at the

edges of the platform on each side, there were a dozen of

the | arge wheels such as are found on the nuch small er

wagons; these latter wheels turned as the wagon noved and
supported wei ght, but could not of thenselves have supported
the entire weight of that fantastic, wheeled pal ace of hide.
The hides that forned the dome were of a thousand

colors, and the snoke hole at the top nust have stood nore
than a hundred feet fromthe flooring of that vast platform |
could well conjecture the riches, the | oot and the furnishing
that woul d dazzle the interior of such a nagnificent dwelling.
But | did not enter the wagon, for Kutaituchik held his

court outside the wagon, in the open air, on the flat-topped

grassy hill. A large dais had been built, vast and spreadi ng,
but standing no nore than a foot fromthe earth. This dais
41
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was covered with dozens of thick rugs, sonetines four
and five deep.
There were many Tuchuks, and sone ot hers, crowded
about the dais, and, standing upon it, about Kutaituchik,
there were several nen who, fromtheir position on the dais
and their trappings, | judged to be of great inportance.
Among these men, sitting cross-|legged, was Kutaituchik,
call ed Ubar of the Tuchuks.
About Kutaituchik there were piled various goods, nostly
vessel s of precious nmetal and strings and piles of jewels; there
was sills there from Tyros; silver from Thentis and Tharna;
tapestries fromthe mlls of Ar; w nes from Cos; dates from
the city of Tor. There were al so, anong the other goods, two
girls, blonde and bl ue-eyed, uncl othed, chained; they had
per haps been a gift to Kutaituchik; or had been the' daugh-
ters of enenmies; they mght have been fromany city; both
were beautiful; one was sitting with her knees tucked under
her chin, her hands cl asping her ankles, absently staring at
the jewel s about her feet; the other lay indolently on her
side, incuriously regarding us, her weight on one el bow, there
was a yell ow stain about her nouth where she had been fed
some fruit; both girls wore the Sirilc, a light chain favored for
fermal e sl aves by many CGorean nasters; it consists of a
Turian-type collar, a |oose, rounded circle of steel, to which a
light, gleamng chain is attached; should the girl stand, the
chain, dangling fromher collar, falls to the floor; it is about
ten or twelve inches longer than is required to reach from
her collar to her ankles; to this chain, at the natural fall of
her wists, is attached a pair of slave bracelets; at the end of
the chain there is attached another device, a set of |inked
ankl e rings, which, when closed about her ankles, lifts a
portion of the slack chain fromthe floor; the Sirit is an
incredi bly graceful thing and designed to enhance the beauty
of its wearer; perhaps it should only be added that the slave
bracel ets and the ankle rings nmay be removed fromthe chain
and used separately; this also, of course, permts the Sirik to
function as a slave | eash.
At the edge of the dais Kanthak and | had stopped,
where our sandals were rempved and our feet washed by
Turian slaves, men in the Kes, who nmight once have been
officers of the city.
We nounted the dais and approached the seem ngly som
nol ent figure seated upon it.
Al t hough the dais was respl endent, and the rugs upon it

even nore resplendent, | saw that beneath Kutaituchik, over

these rugs, had been spread a sinple, worn, tattered robe o f

gray boskhide. It was upon this sinple robe that he sat. It

was undoubtedly that of which Kanthak had spoken, the

robe upon which sits the Ubar of the Tuchuks, that sinple

robe which is his throne.

Kutaituchik lifted his head and regarded us; his eyes

seened sl eepy; he was bald, save for a black knot of hair

that energed fromthe back of his shaven skull; he was a
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br oad- backed man, with small |egs; his eyes bore the epican-
thic fold; his skin was a tinged, yellow sh brown; though he
was stripped to the waist, there was about his shoul ders a
rich, ornanmented robe of the red bask, bordered with jewels;
about his neck, on a chain decorated with sleen teeth, there
hung a gol den nedal | i on, bearing the sign of the four bask
horns; he wore furred boots, w de |eather trousers, and a red
sash, in which was thrust a quiva. Beside him coiled, perhaps
as a synbol of power, lay a bask whip. Kutaituchik absently
reached into a small gol den box near his right knee and drew
out a string of rolled kanda | eaf.

The roots of the kanda plant, which grows largely in desert
regions on Gor, are extrenely toxic, but, surprisingly, the
rolled | eaves of this plant, which are relatively innocuous, are
fornmed into strings and, chewed or sucked, are nuch favored

by many Goreans, particularly in the southern hem sphere,
where the leaf is nmore abundant.

Kutai tuchi k, not taking his eyes off us, thrust one end of

the green kanda string in the left side of his nouth and, very
slowy, began to chewit. He said nothing, nor did Kanthak.

W sinply sat near him cross-legged. | was conscious that
only we three on that dais were sitting. | was pleased that
there were no prostrations or grovelings involved in ape
preachi ng the august presence of the exalted Kutaituchik.
gathered that once, in his earlier years, he m ght have been a
rider of the kaiila, that he might have been skilled with the
bow and | ance, and the quiva; such a man woul d not need
cerenony; | sensed that once this man ni ght have ridden six
hundred pasangs in a day, living on a nmouthful of water and

a handful of bask neat kept soft and warm between his

saddl e and the back of the kaiila; that there m ght have been
fewas swift with the quiva, as delicate with the |ance, as
he; that he had known the wars and the winters of the

prairie; that he had nmet aninals and nmen, as enemes, and
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had |ived; such a nman did not need cerenony; such a nman, |
sensed, was Kutaituchik, called Ubar of the Tuchuks.
And yet was | sad as | | ooked upon him for | sensed that
for this man there could no | onger be the saddl e of the
kaiila, the whirling of the rope and bole, the hunt and the
war. Now, fromthe right side of his nouth, thin, black and
wet, there emerged the chewed string of kanda, a quarter of
an inch at a time, slowy. The droopi ng eyes, glazed, regard-
ed us. For himthere could no | onger be the swift races
across the frozen prairie; the neetings in arns; even the
dancing to the sky about a fire of bask dung.
Kanthak and | waited until the string had been chewed.
When Kanthak had fini shed he held out his right hand
and a man, not a Tuchuk, who wore the green robes of the
Caste of Pysicians, thrust in his hand a goblet of bask horn;
it contained sone yellow fluid. Angrily, not concealing his
di staste, Kutaituchik drained the goblet and then hurled it
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fromhim

He then shook hinself and regarded Kanthak.

He grinned a Tuchuk grin. "How are the bosk?" he asked.

"As well as may be expected," said Kanthak.

"Are the quivas sharp?"

"One tries to keep themso," said Kanthak.

"1t is inportant to keep the axles of the wagons greased,"

observed Kutaituchik.

"Yes," said Kanthak, "I believe so."

Kut ai tuchi k suddenly reached out and he and Kanthak,

| aughi ng, cl asped hands.

Then Kut ai tuchi k sat back and cl apped hi s hands toget her

sharply twice. "Bring the she-slave," he said.

I turned to see a stout man-at-arns step to the dais,

carrying in his arns, folded in the furs of the scarlet larl, a

girl.

I heard the snmall sound of a chain.

The man-at-arnms placed Elizabeth Cardwel| before us, and

Kutai tuchi k, and drew away the pelt of the scarlet larl.

El i zabet h Cardwel | had been cl eaned and her hair conbed.

She was slim |ovely.

The nman-at-arns arranged her before us.

The thick leather collar, | noted, was still sewn about her

t hroat .

El i zabeth Cardwel |, though she did not knowit, knelt

before us in the position of the Pleasure Sl ave.

She | ooked wi |l dly about her and then dropped her head.

Aside fromthe collar on her throat she, |like the other girls
on the platform wore only the Sirik.

Kanthak gestured to ne.

"Speak," | said to her

She lifted her head and then said, alnost inaudibly, trem
bling in the restraint of the Sirik. "La Kajira" Then she
dropped her head.

Kut ai tuchi k seened satisfied
"It is the only Gorean she knows,
hi m

"For the time," said Kutaituchik, "it is enough." He then
| ooked at the man-at-arns. "Have you fed her?" he asked.
The man nodded.

"Good, " said Kutaituchik, "the she-slave will need her

Kanthak i nfor med

strength. "
The interrogation of Elizabeth Cardwell took hours. Need-
|l ess to say, | served as transl ator

The interrogation, to ny surprise, was conducted |largely

by Kanthak, rather than Kutaituchik, called Ubar of the
Tuchuks. Kanthak's questions were detail ed, nunerous,

conplex. He returned to certain questions at various tinmes, in
various ways, connecting subtly her responses to one with

t hose of another; he wove a sophisticated net of inquiry

about the girl, delicate and fine; | marveled at his skill; had
there been the | east inconsistency or even hesitation, as
though the girl were attenpting to recollect or reconcile the
details of a fabrication, it would have been instantly de"
tect ed.

During all this tinme, and torches had been brought, the

hours of the night being burned away, Elizabeth Cardwel |

was not pernitted to nove, but nust needs retain the posi-
tion of the Pleasure Slave, knees properly placed, back
straight, head high, the gleaming chain of the Sirik dangling
fromthe Turian collar, falling to the pelt of the red tart on
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whi ch she knelt.

The transl ation, as you m ght expect, was a difficult task,
but | attenpted to convey as nuch as | could of what the
girl, piteously, the words tunbling out, attenpted to tell ne.
Al t hough there were risks involved | tried to translate as
exactly as | could, letting Mss Cardwel| speak as she woul d,
t hough her words nust often have sounded fantastic to the
Tuchuks, for it was largely of a world alien to themthat she
spoke a world not of autononous cities but of huge na-

tions; not of castes and crafts but of global, interlocking
I,

46 NOVADS OF GOR |
i ndustrial conplexes; not of batter and tarn di sks but of |
fantastic systenms of exchange and credit; a world not of tarns
and the tharlarion but of aircraft and motor buses and
trucks; a world in which one's words need not be carried by
a lone rider on the swift kaiila but could be sped from one
corner of the earth to another by |eaping through an artifi-
ci al noon.
Kut ai tuchi k and Kanthak, to ny pleasure, tended to re-
strain judgnent on these matters; to ny gratification they did
not seemto regard the girl as nad; | had been afraid, from
time to time, that they mght, |osing patience with what nust
seemto themto be the nost utter nonsense, order her beaten
or inpal ed.
| did not know then, but Kutaituchik and Kanthak had
sonme reason for supposing that the girl mght be speaking the
truth.
What they were nost interested in, of course, and what |
was nost interested in, nanely, how and why the girl cane
to be wandering on the Plains of Turia in the Lands of the
Wagon Peoples they, and I, did not learn
W were all, at last, satisfied that even the girl herself did
not know.
At | ast Kancthak had finished, and Kutaituchik, too, and
they | eaned back, looking at the girl.
"Move no nuscle," | said to her
She did not. She was very beauti ful
Kanthak gestured with his head.
"You may | ower your head," | said to the girl
Piteously, with a rustle of chain, the girl's head and shoul -
ders fell forward, and though she still knelt, her head touched
the pelt of the larl, her shoul ders and back shaking, trem
bl i ng.
It seemed to me, fromwhat | had | earned, that there was
no particular reason why Elizabeth Cardwell, and not one of
Parth's countl ess others, had been selected to wear the nes-
sage collar. As yet the collar had not been renpved and
exam ned. It was perhaps only that she was conveni ent, and,
of course, that she was lovely, thus a fitting bearer of the
collar, herself a gift with the nessage to please the Tuchuks,
and perhaps better dispose themtoward its contents.
Mss Cardwell was little different fromthousands of |ovely
working girls in the great cities of Barth, perhaps nore
intelligent than many, perhaps prettier than nost, but essen-
tially the sane, girls living alone or together in apartnents,
in"'.'
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wor ki ng in offices and studi os and shops, struggling to earn a
hying in a glanorous city, whose goods and pl easures they
could ill afford to purchase. Wat had happened to her

m ght, | gathered, have happened to any of them

She renenbered arising and washi ng and dressing, eating a
hurried breakfast, taking the el evator downstairs from her
apartnent, the subway, arriving at work, the routines of the
morning as a junior secretary in one of the larger advertising
agenci es on Madi son Avenue, her excitenent at being invited

to interview for the position of assistant secretary to the head
of the art departnent, her |ast-mnute concern with her
I'ipstick, the hemof her yellow shift, then steno pad in hand,
entering his office..

Wth himhad been a tall, strange man, broad of shoul der

with | arge hands, a grayish face, eyes alnost |ike glass. He
had frightened her. He wore a dark suit of expensive cloth

and tailoring, and yet sonehow it seemed not that he wore

it as one accustoned to such garnents. He spoke to her,

rather than the man she knew, the head of the departnent,

whom she had seen often. He did not pernmt her to take the
seat by the desk.

Rat her he told her to stand and straighten herself. He

seenmed to scorn her posture. Angry, she nevertheless did so
until, enbarrassed, she stood insolently erect before him His
eyes regarded her ankles with care, and then her cal ves and
she was acutely aware, blushing, that standing as she did, so
straight before him the sinple yellow, oxford-cloth shift ill
conceal ed her thighs, the flatness of her belly, the |oveliness
of her figure. "Lift your head," he said, and she did, her chin
hi gh, the lovely, angry head set proudly on her aristocratic
del i cat e neck.

He then backed away from her

She turned to face him eyes flashing.

"Do not speak," he said.

Her fingers went white with anger, clutching the steno pad

and pencil.

He gestured to the far side of the room "Walk there," he
said, "and return."

"I will not," she said.

"Now, " said the man.

El i zabet h had | ooked, tears alnost in her eyes, at the
departnent head, but he seened suddenly to her soft, pudgy,

di stant, sweating, nothing. He nodded hastily, "Please, Mss
Cardwel |, do as he says."
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48 NOVADS OF GOR

Eli zabeth faced the tall, strange nan. She was breathing
rapidly now. She felt the pencil clutched in her sweating
hand. Then it broke.

"Now, " said the man.

Looki ng at him she suddenly had the feeling, a strange

one, that this man, in sone circunstances and for sone

pur pose or anot her, had assessed and judged nany wonen.

This infuriated her.

It seemed to her a challenge that she woul d accept. She
woul d show hima worman i ndeed all owi ng herself for the
instant to be insolently and fully femal e showing himin her
wal k her contenpt and scorn for him

She woul d then | eave and go directly to the personne

of fice, tendering her resignation

She threw back her head. "Very well," she said. And

El i zabet h Cardwel | wal ked proudly, angrily, to the far side of
the room wheeled there, faced the nan, and approached

him eyes taunting, a smle of contenpt playing about her
lips. She heard the department head quickly suck in his
breath She did not take her eyes fromthe tall, strange man.
"Are you satisfied," she asked, quietly, acidly.

"Yes," he had said.

She renmenbered then only turning and starting for the

door, and a sudden, peculiar odor, penetrating, that seened
to cl ose about her face and head.

She had regai ned consci ousness on the Plains of Gor. She
bad been dressed precisely as she had been the norning she
had gone to work save that about her throat she had found
sewn a Oth, thick leather collar. She had cried out, she had
wander ed. Then, after sone hours "tunbling confused, ter-
rified, hungry through the high, brown grass, she had seen
two riders, mounted on swift, strange beasts. They had seen
her. She called to them They approached her cautiously, in a
large circle, as though examning the grass for enemes, or
ot hers.

"I"'mElizabeth Cardwel | ," she had cried. "My honme is in

New York City. What place is this? Were am 1?" And then
she has seen the faces, and had screaned.

"Position," said Kanthak.

| spoke sharply to the girl. "Be as you were before."
Terrified the girl straightened herself and again, knees

pl aced, back straight and head Oth, knelt before us in the
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position of the Pleasure Sl ave.

‘"the collar," said Kanchak, "is Turian."
Kut ai t uchi k nodded.
This was news to ne, and | welconed it, for it nmeant that
probably, sonehow, the answer to at |east a part of the
mystery which confronted ne lay in the city of Turia.
But how was it that Elizabeth Cardwell, of Earth, wore a
Turian nmessage collar?
Kanthak drew the quiva fromhis belt and approached the
girl. She | ooked at himwildly, drawi ng back
"Do not nove," | told her
Kanthak set the blade of the quiva between the girl's
throat and the collar and noved it, the | eather collar seem ng
to fall fromthe bl ade.
The girl's neck, where the collar had been sewn, was red
and sweaty, broken out.
Kanthak returned to his place where he again sat down
cross-| egged, putting the cut collar on the rug in front of
hi m
I and Kutaituchik watched as he carefully spread open the
collar, pressing back two edges. Then, fromwthin the collar,
he drew forth a thin, fol ded piece of paper, rence paper

made fromthe fibers of the rence plant, a tall, |ong-stalked
| eafy plant which grows predomnantly in the delta of the
Vosk. | suppose, in itself, this nmeant nothing, but | naturally

t hought of Port Kar, malignant, squalid Port Kar, which

clains suzerainty over the delta, exacting cruel tributes from
the rence growers, great stocks of rence paper for trade, sons
for oarsnen in cargo galleys, daughters for Pleasure Slaves in
the taverns of the city. | would have expected the nessage to
have been witten either on stout, glossy-surfaced |linen pa-
per, of the sort mlled in Ar, or perhaps on vellum and
parchment, prepared in many cities and used commonly in
scrolls, the process involving anong other thing tile washing
and Iimng of skins, their scraping and stretching, dusting
themwith sifted chal k, rubbing them down with punice.

Kanthak handed the paper to Kutaituchik and he took it

but | ooked at it, | thought, blankly. Saying nothing he handed
it back to Kanthak, who seenmed to study it with great care,

and then, to ny amazenent, turned it sideways and then

upsi de down. At last he grunted and handed it to ne.- | was suddenly anused, for it occurred to ne
that neither

of the Tuchuks coul d read.

"' Read," said Kutaituchi k.

I smled and took the piece of rence paper. | glanced at it
and then | smled no longer. | could read it, of course. It was
of .

so
in Gorean script, noving fromleft to right, and then from
right to left on alternate lines. The witing was quite |egible.
It was witten in black ink, probably with a reed pen. This
agai n suggested the delta of the Vosk
"What does it say?" asked Kutaituchik.
The nessage was sinple, consisting of only three lines.
I read them al oud.

NOMADS COF FOR
Find the man to whomthis girl can speak
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He is Tart Cabot.

Slay him

"And who has signed this nessage?" asked Kutaituchik.

| hesitated to read the signature.

"Wl | s" asked Kutaituchi k.

"It is signed," | said, "Priest-Kings of Cor."

Kutaituchi k snmiled. "You read Gorean well," he said

- | understood then that both nen could read, though per-
haps many of the Tuchuks could not. It had been a test.
Kanthak grinned at Kutaituchik, the scarring on his face
wrinkling with pleasure. "He has held grass and earth with
me, " he said.

"Ah!" said Kutaituchik. "I did not know "

My mind was whirling. Now | understood, as | had only
suspect ed before, why an English-speaking girl was neces-
sary to bear the collar, that she might be the device whereby
I woul d be singled out fromthe hundreds and thousands
anong the wagons, and so be marked for death.

But | could not understand why Priest-Kings should w sh

me slain. Was | not engaged, in a sense, in their work? Had |
not conme to the Wagon Peoples on their behalf, to search for
the doubtl| ess gol den sphere that was the |ast egg of Priest-
Ki ngs, the final hope of their race?

I

Now t hey wi shed nme to die.

It did not seem possible.

| prepared to fight for my life, selling it as dearly as
possi bl e on the dais of Kutaituchik, called Ubar of the
Tuchuks, for what Gorean woul d dare reject the comand

of Priest-Kings? | stood up, unsheathing nmy sword.

One or two of the nmen-at-arnms imediately drew the

qui ver

A small smile touched the broad face of Kutiatuchi k.

"Put your sword away and sit down," said Kanthak.

Dunbf ounded, | did so.

LA "J~
51

"It is,
Ki ngs."
"Now do you know?" | asked.

The scarred face winkled again and Kanthak rocked

back and sl apped his knees. He | aughed, "Do you think
Priest-Kings, if they wi shed you dead, would ask others to do
this for then?" He pointed at the opened collar |ying before
himon the rug. "Do you think Priest-Kings would use a
Turian message collar?" He pointed his broad finger at Bliza-
beth Cardwell. "Do you think Priest-Kings would need a girl
to find you?" Kanthak threw back his head and | aughed

| oudly, and even Kutaituchik smled. "No," said Kanthak,

sl apping his knee, "Priest-Kings do not need Tuchuks to do
their killing!"

What Kanthak had said then seened to nake a great

deal of sense to ne. Yet it seened strange that anyone, no
matter whom would dare to use the nane of Priest-Kings

fal sely. Who, or what, could dare such a thing? Besides, how
did I know that the message was not from Priest-Kings?

knew, as Kanthak and Kutaituchik did not, of the recent

Nest War beneath the Sardar, and of the disruption in the

sai d Kanthak, "obviously not a nessage of Priest-
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technol ogi cal conpl exes of the Nest who knew to what
primtive devices Priest-Kings night now find thensel ves

reduced Yet, on the whole, | tended to agree with
Kanthak, that it was not likely the nessage cane from
Priest-Kings. It had been, after all, nonths since the Nest

War and surely, by now, to sone extent, Priest-Kings would
have managed to restore-significant portions of the equip-
ment, devices of surveillance and control, by neans of which
they had, for such long nillennia, nmanaged to nmaintain their
mastery of this barbarian sphere. Besides this, as far as
knew, M sk, who was ny friend and bet ween whom and

mysel f there was Nest Trust, was still the highest born of the
living Priest-Kings and the final authority in matters of im
portance in the Nest; | knew that Msk, if no other, would

not have w shed ny death. And finally, | rem nded nyself
again, was | not now engaged in their work? Was | not now
attenpting to be of service to then? Was | not now anong
the Wagon Peoples, in peril perhaps, on their behal f?
But, | asked nyself, if this message was not from Priest-
Ki ngs, fromwhomcould it be? Wiwo would dare this? And
who but Priest-Kings would know that | was anong the
Wagon Peopl es? But yet | told myself soneone, or some-
thing must know others, not Priest-Kings. There nmust be
others, who did not wish me to succeed in ny work,

Alto wished Priest-Kings, the race, to die, others who were !
capabl e even of bringing humans fromEarth for their pur-
poses technol ogically advanced ot hers who were, perhaps, |
cautiously, invisibly, at war with Priest-Ki ngs who perhaps
wi shed as prize this world, or perhaps this world and Earth
as well, our sun and its planets others, who perhaps stood
on the margi ns of our system waiting perhaps for the
demi se of the power of Priest-Kings, perhaps the shield
whi ch unknown to men, had protected them perhaps frown
the tine of the first grasping of stones, fromthe tine even
before an intelligent, prehensile aninmal could build fires in the
mouth of its lair.

But these specul ations were too fantastic, and | disnissed
t hem

There was renmi ni ng, however, a nystery, and | was deter-
mned to resolve it.

The answer possibly lay in Turia.

In the meantime | woul d, of course, continue my work. |
would try, for Msk, to find the egg, and return it to the

Sardar. | suspected, truly as it turned out, that the nystery
and ny mission were not utterly unconnect ed.
"what," | asked Kanthak, "would you do if you thought

the nmessage were truly from Priest-Kings?"

"Not hi ng, " said Kanthak, gravely.

"You would risk," | asked, "the herds the wagons the

peopl es?" Both Kanthak and | knew that Priest-Kings were
not lightly to be disobeyed. Their vengeance could extend to
the total and conplete annihilation of cities. Indeed their
power, as | knew, was sufficient to destroy planets.

"Yes," said Kanthak.

"Why?" | asked.

He | ooked at me and smiled. "Because," said he, "we have
together held grass and earth."

Kut ai tuchi k, Karnchak and | then regarded Elizabeth
Cardwel | .

I knew that, as far as the interrogati on was concerned, she
had served her purpose. There was nothing nore to be
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| earned from her. She, too, must have sensed this, for she
seened, though she did not nove, terribly frightened. Her
fear could be read in her eyes, in the slight, trenul ous
movenent of her lower lip. In the affairs of state she was
now wi t hout val ue. Then uncontroll ably, piteously, suddenly,

trenbling in the Sirik, she put her head down to the pelt of

the larl. "Please," she said, "do not kill nme."

| translated for Kanthak and Kutaituchik.

Kut ai tuchi k addressed the question to her

"Are you zeal ous to please the fancy of Tuchuks?"

| transl ated.

Wth horror Elizabeth Cardwell lifted her head fromthe

pelt and regarded her captors. She shook her head, wildly,

"No, please no!"

"Inmpal e her," said Kutaituchik.

Two warriors rushed forward and seized the girl under the

arns, lifting her fromthe pelt.
"What are they going to do?" she cried.
"They intend to inpale you," | told her

She began to scream "Please, please, please!"”

My hand was on the hilt of ny sword, but Kanthak's

hand rested on m ne.

Kanthak turned to Kutaituchi k. "She seenms zeal ous," he

sai d.

Once agai n Kutaituchi k addressed his question to her, and
| translated it.

"Are you zeal ous to please the fancy of Tuchuks?"

The nen who held the girl allowed her to fall to her knees
between them "Yes," she said, piteously, "yes!"

Kut ai tuchi k, Kanthak and | regarded her

"Yes," she wept, her head to the rug, "I am zeal ous to

pl ease the fancy of Tuchuks."

| translated for Kutaituchik and Kanthak.

"Ask," demanded Kutaituchik, "if she begs to be a sl ave
girl."

I translated the question

"Yes," wept Elizabeth Cardwell, "yes | beg to be a slave

Perhaps in that nonent Elizabeth Cardwell recalled the
strange man, so fearsone, gray of face with eyes |ike glass,
who had SO examni ned her on Earth, before whom she had

stood as though on a bl ock, unknow ngly being exanined for
her fitness to bear the nmessage collar of Turia. How she had
chal l enged him how she had wal ked, how i nsol ent she had

been Perhaps in that nonent she thought how anused the

man ni ght be could he see her now, that proud girl, nowin
the Sirik, her head to the pelt of a larl, kneeling to barbari -
ans, begging to be a slave girl; and if she thought of these
t hi ngs how she nust have then cried out in her heart, for she
woul d have then recogni zed that the man woul d have known

full well what lay in store for her; how he nmust have | aughed
within hinself at her petty show of female pride, her vanity,
knowing it was this for which the |lovely brown-haired girl

in the yellow shift was destined.

"I grant her wi sh," said Kutaituchik. Then to a warri or

near by, he said, "Bring neat."

The warrior leapt fromthe dais and, in a few nonents,
returned with a handful of roasted bosk mneat.

Kutai tuchi k gestured for the girl, trenbling, to be brought
forward, and the two warriors brought her to him placing

her directly before him
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He took the nmeat in his hand and gave it to Kanthak,

who bit intoit, a bit of juice running at the side of his
nmout h; Kanthak then held the neat to the girl.

"Nat," | told her.

El i zabeth Cardwel| took the neat in her two hands,

confined before her by slave bracelets and the chain of the
Sirik, and, bending her head, the hair falling forward, ate it.
She, a slave, had accepted neat fromthe hand of

Kanchak of the Tuchuks.

She bel onged to hi m now.

"La Kajira," she said, putting her head down, then cover-

ing her face with her manacl ed hands, weeping. "La Kajira.

La Kajiral"

If | had hoped for an easy answer to the riddl es which
concerned ne, or a swift end to ny search for the egg of
Priest-Kings, | was disappointed, for | |earned nothing of

ei ther for nonths.

I had hoped to go to Turia, there to seek the answer to the
mystery of the nessage collar, but it was not to be, at |east
until the spring.

"It is the Oren Year," had said Kanthak of the Tuchuks.

The herds would circle Turia, for this was the portion of

the Oren Year called the Passing of Turia, in which the
Wagon Peopl es gather and begin to nove toward their wi nter
pastures; the second portion of the Oren Year is the Wnter-
ing, which takes place far north of Turia, the equator being
approached in this hem sphere, of course, fromthe south; the
third and final portion of the Oren Year is the Return to
Turia, which takes place in the spring, or as the Wagon
Peopl es have it, in the Season of Little Gass. It is in the
spring that the onens are taken, regarding the possible el ec-
tion of the Ubar San, the One Ubar, he who woul d be Ubar

of all the Wagons, of all the Peoples.

I did manage, however, fromthe back of the kailla, which

I learned to ride, to catch a glinpse of distant, high-wall ed,
ni ne-gated Turi a.

It seened a lofty, fine city, white and shimering, rising
"Be patient, Tart Cabot," said Kanthak, beside ne on his

55

8

The Wntering
If I had hoped for an easy answer to the riddl es which
concerned me, or a swift end to ny search for the egg of
Priest-Kings, | was disappointed, for | |earned nothing of
ei ther for nonths.
I had hoped to go to Turia, there to seek the answer to the
mystery of the nessage collar, but it was not to be, at |east
until the spring.
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"It is the Oren Year," had said Kanthak of the Tuchuks.

The herds would circle Turia, for this was the portion of

the Onen Year called the Passing of Turia, in which the

Wagon Peopl es Bat her and begin to nove toward their w nter
pastures; the second portion of the Oren Year is the Wnter-

i ng, which takes place far north of Turia, the equator being
approached in this hem sphere, of course, fromthe south; the
third and final portion of the Oren Year is the Return to
Curia, which takes place in the spring, or as the Wagon
Peopl es have it, in the Season of Little Gass. It is in the
spring that the onens are taken, regarding the possible el ec-
tion of the Ubar San, the One Ubar, he who woul d be Ubar

of all the Wagons, of all the Peopl es.

I did manage, however, fromthe back of the kailla, which

| learned to ride, to catch a glinpse of distant, high-wall ed,
ni ne-gated Turi a.

It seenmed a lofty, fine city, white and shimering, rising
"Be patient, Tart Cabot," said Kanthak, beside me on his

55

56

kaiila. "In the spring there will be the ganes of Love \War
and | will go to Turia, and you may then, if you w sh,
acconpany ne."

"Cood," | said.

I would wait. It seenmed, upon reflection, the best thing to
do. The nystery of the message collar, intriguing as it night
be, was of secondary inmportance. For the time |I put it from
my mind. My main interests, ny primary objective, surely |ay
not in distant Turia, but with the wagons.

I wondered on what Kanthak had call ed the ganes of

Love War, said to take place on the Plains of a Thousand

St akes. | supposed, in tine, that | would |l earn of this.
"After the ganmes of Love War," said Kanthak, "the

omens wi n be taken."

I nodded, and we rode back to the herds.

There had not been, | knew, a Ubar San in nore than a

hundred years. It did not seemlikely, either, that one would
be elected in the spring. Even in the time | had been with the
wagons | had gathered that it was only the inplicit truce of
the Oren Year which kept these four fierce, warring peoples
fromlunging at one another's throats, or nore exactly put, at
one another's bask. Naturally, as a Koroban, and one with a
certain affection for the cities of Gor, particularly those of
the north, particularly Ko-ro-ba, Ar, Thentis and Thar na,

was not di sappointed at the likelihood that a Ubar San woul d
not be el ected. Indeed, | found few who wi shed a Ubar San

to be chosen. The Tuchuks, |ike the other Wagon Peopl es,

are intensely independent. Yet, each ten years, the onens are
taken. | originally regarded the Onen Year as a rather
pointless institution, but | came to see later that there is
much to be said for it: it brings the Wagon Peopl es toget her
fromtime to time, and in this time, aside fromthe sinple

val ues of being together, there is much bask tradi ng and

some exchange of wonen, free as well as slave; the bask
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tradi ng genetically freshens the herds and | expect nuch the
sane thing, fromthe point of view of biology, can be said of
the exchange of the wonmen; nore |Inportantly, perhaps, for
one can always steal wonen and bask, the Omen Year
provides an institutionalized possibility for the uniting of the
Wagon Peoples in a tine of crisis, should they be divided and
threatened. | think that those of the Wagons who instituted
the Oren Year, nore than a thousand years ago, were w se
nen.

How was it, | wondered, that Kancthak was going to Tigris

in the spring?

| sensed himto be a man of inportance with the wagons.

There were perhaps negotiations to be conducted, perhaps

having to do with what were called the games of Love Var,

or perhaps having to do with trade.

I had |l earned, to ny surprise, that trade did occasionally

take place with Turia. Indeed, when | had learned this, it had

fired ny hopes that | mght be able to approach the city in

the near future, hopes which, as it turned out, were disap-

poi nted, though perhaps well so.

The Wagon Peopl es, though enemies of Turia, needed and

want ed her goods, in particular naterials of netal and cloth,

whi ch are highly prized anbng the Wagons. |ndeed, even the

chains and collars of slave girls, worn often by captive Turian

girls thenselves, are of Turian origin. The Turians, on the

ot her hand, take factor or trade in trade for their goods obtained by nanu-

with other cities principally the horn and

hi de of the bask, which naturally the Wagon Peopl es, who

live on the bask, have in plenty. The Turians also, | note,

recei ve other goods fromthe Wagon Peoples, who tend to be

fond of the raid, goods |ooted from caravans perhaps a

t housand pasangs fromthe herds, indeed sone of them even

on the way to and from Turia itself. Fromthese raids the

Wagon Peopl es obtain a mscellany of goods which they are

willing to barter to the Turians, jewels, precious netals,

spi ces, colored table salts, harnesses and saddles for the

ponderous tharlarion, furs of snmall river aninmals, tools for

the field, scholarly scrolls, inks and papers, root vegetabl es,

dried fish, powdered nedi ci nes, ointments, perfune and wom

en, custonarily plainer ones they do not wish to keep for

t hensel ves; prettier wenches, to their dismay, are usually

kept with the wagons; some of the plainer women are sold

for as little as a brass cup; a really beautiful girl, particularly

if of free birth and high caste, mght bring as nuch as forty

pi eces of gold; such are, however, seldom sold; the Wagon

Peopl es enj oy being served by civilized slaves of great beauty

and high station; during the day, in the heat and dust, such

girls will care for the wagon bask and gather fuel for the

dung fires; at night they will please their nmasters. The Wagon

Peopl es sonetines are also willing to barter silks to the

Turians, but commonly they keep these for their own sl ave

girls, who wear themin the secrecy of the wagons; free

worren, incidentally, anmpong the WAgon Peopl es are not per
msted to wear silk; it is clained by those of the Wagons,
delightfully I think, that any woman who | oves the feel of
silk on her body is, in the secrecy of her heart and bl ood, a
slave girl, whether or not some master has yet forced her to
don the collar. It mght be added that there are two itens
whi ch the Wagon Peoples will not sell or trade to Turia, one
is aliving bask and the other is a girl fromthe city itself,
though the latter are sonetines, for the sport of the young
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men, allowed, as it is said, to run for the city. They are then
hunted fromthe back of the kaiila with bole and thongs.

The winter cane fiercely down on the herds sone days

before expected, with its fierce snows and the | ong w nds that
soneti mes have swept twenty-five hundred pasangs across the
prairies; snow covered the grass, brittle and brown already,
and the herds were split into a thousand fragnents, each

with its own riders, spreading out over the prairie, paw ng
through the snow, snuffing about? pulling up and chew ng at
the grass, nostly worthless and frozen. The animals began to
di e and the keening of wonen, crying as though the wagons
were burning and the Turians upon them carried over the
prairies. Thousands of the \Wagon Peoples, free and sl ave, dug
in the snowto find a handful of grass to feed their animals.
Wagons had to be abandoned on the prairie, as there was no
time to train new bask to the harness, and the herds nust
needs keep novi ng.

At | ast, seventeen days after the first snows, the edges of
the herds began to reach their winter pastures far north of
Turia, approaching the equator fromthe south. Here the

snow was little nore than a frost that nmelted in the after-
noon sun, and the grass was |live and nourishing. Still farther
north, another hundred pasangs, there was no snow and the
peopl es began to sing and once nore dance about their fires

of bask dung

"The bask are safe," Kanthak had said. | had seen strong

men | eap fromthe back of the kaiila and, on their knees,

tears in their eyes, kiss the green, living grass. "The bosk are
safe," they had cried, and the cry had been taken up by the
worren and carried fromwagon to wagon, "I T he bosk are

safer"

Thi s year, perhaps because it was the Oren Year, the
Wagon Peopl es did not advance farther north than was
necessary to ensure the welfare of the herds. They did not, in
fact, even cross the western Cartius, far fromcities, which
they often do, swimrmng the bask and kaiila, floating the
wagons, the nmen often crossing on the backs of the seam,
m ng bask. It was the Oren Year, and not a year, apparently,
in which to risk war with far peoples, particularly not those?
O cities like Ar, whose warriors had mastered the tarn and'
m ght, fromthe air, have wought great destruction on the
herds and wagons
The Wntering was not unpl easant, although, even so far
north, the days and nights were often quite chilly; the Wagon
Peopl es and their slaves as well, wore boskhide and furs
during this tine; both nmale and fermale, slave or free, wore
furred boots and trousers, coats and the flopping, ear-flapped
caps that tied under the chin; inthis tinme there was often no
way to mark the distinction between the free wonman and the
slave girl, save that the hair of the latter nust needs be
unbound; in sone cases, of course, the Turian collar was
visible, if worn on the outside of the coat, usually under the
furred collar; the nmen, too, free and slave, were dressed
simlarly, save that the Kajiri, or he-slaves, wore shackl es,
usually with a run of about a foot of chain.

On the back of the kaiila, the black |lance in hand, bending
down in the saddle, | raced past a wooden wand fixed in the
earth, on the top of which was placed a dried tospit, a small,
wrinkl ed, yellow sh-white peachlike fruit, about the size of a
pl um which grows on the tospit bush, patches of which are
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i ndi genous to the drier valleys of the western Cartius. They
are bitter but edible.

"Wel | done!" cried Kanthak as he saw the tospit, unsplit,
i npal ed hal fway down the shaft of the | ance, stopped only by
my fist and the retaining strap.
Such a thrust was worth two points for us.

| heard Elizabeth Cardwell's cry of joy as she | eaped into
the air, clunmsy in the furs, clapping her hands. She carried,
on a strap around her neck, a sack of tospits. | |ooked at her
and smiled. Her face was vital and flushed with excitenent.

"Tospit!" called Conrad of the Kassars, the Blood Peopl e,
and the girl hastened to set another fruit on the wand.
There was a thunder of kaiila paws on the worn turf and
Conrad, with his red lance, nipped the tospit neatly fromthe
tip of the wand, the | ance point barely passing into it, he
havi ng drawn back at the |l ast instant.

"Well done!" | called to him My own thrust had been ful
thrust, accurate enough but rather heavily done, in war, such
a thrust might have lost me the lance, leaving it in the
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body of an eneny. His thrust was clearly, | acknow edged,
worth three points.

Kanthak then rode, and he, |ike Conrad of the Kassars,

deftly took the fruit fromthe wand; indeed, his |ance enter-
ing the fruit perhaps a fraction of an inch | ess than had
Conrad's. It was, however, also a three-point thrust.

The warrior who then rode with Conrad thundered down

the lane in the turf.

There was a cry of disappointment, as the lance tip

sheared the fruit, not retaining it, knocking it fromthe wand.
It was only a one-point thrust.

El i zabeth cried out again, with pleasure, for she was of the
wagon of Kanthak and Tarl Cabot.

The rider who had made the unsatisfactory thrust suddenly
whirled the kaiila toward the girl, and she fell to her knees,
realizing she should not have reveal ed her pleasure at his
failure, putting her head to the grass. | tensed, but Kanthak

| aughed, and held nme back. The rider's kaiila was now

rearing over the girl, and he brought the beast to rest. Wth
the tip of his lance, stained with the tospit fruit, he cut the
strap that held the cap on her head, and then brushed the cap
off; then, delicately, with its tip, he lifted her chin that she
m ght | ook at him

"Forgive ne, Master," said Elizabeth Cardwell

Slave girls, on CGor, address all free nen as master,

t hough, of course, only one such would be her true master.

I was pleased with how well, in the past nonths, Elizabeth

had done with the | anguage. O course, Kanthak had rented
three Turian girls, slaves, to train her; they had done so,

bi nding her wists and | eadi ng her about the wagons, teaching
her the words for things, beating her with sw tches when she
made m st akes; Elizabeth had | earned quickly. She was an
intelligent girl

It had been hard for Elizabeth Cardwell, particularly the
first weeks. It is not an easy transition to nmake, that froma
bright, lovely young secretary in a pleasant, fluorescently lit,
air-conditioned office on Madi son Avenue in New

to a slave girl in the wagon of Tuchuk warri or.

When her interrogation had been conpleted, and she had
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col l apsed on the dais of Kutaituchik, crying out in mnisery
"La Kajira. La Kajira!" Kanthak had fol ded her, still weep-
ing, clad in the Sirik, in the richness of the pelt of the red
tart in which she had originally been placed before us.

As | had followed himfromthe dais | had seen Kutaituchik,
the intervi ew ended, absently reaching into the snmall

gol den box of kanda strings, his eyes slowy beginning to
cl ose.

Kanthak, that night, chained Elizabeth Cardwell in his
wagon, rather than beneath it to the wheel, running a short
I ength of chain froma slave ring set in the floor of the
wagon box to the collar of her Sirik. He had then carefully
wr apped her, shivering and weeping, in the pelt of the red

larl.
She lay there, trenbling and npaning, surely on the verge
of hysteria. | was afraid the next phase of her condition

woul d be one of nunbness, shock, perhaps of refusal to
bel i eve what had befallen her, nadness.

Kanthak had | ooked at nme. He was genuinely puzzled by

what he regarded as her unusual enotional reactions. He

was, of course, aware that no girl, Gorean or otherw se,
could be expected to take lightly a sudden reduction to an
abj ect and conpl ete slavery, particularly considering what
that woul d mean anong t he wagons.

He did, however, regard Mss Cardwel|l's responses as

rat her peculiar, and sonewhat reprehensible. Once he got up
and kicked her with his furred boot, telling her to be quiet.
She did not, of course, understand Gorean, but his intention
and his inpatience were sufficiently clear to preclude the
necessity of a translation. She stopped noani ng, but she
continued to shiver, and sonetinmes she sobbed. | saw him
take a slave whip fromthe wall and approach her, and then
turn back and replace it on the wall. | was surprised that he
had not used it, and wondered why. | was pleased that he

had not beaten her, for | night have interfered. | tried to
talk to Kanthak and hel p himto understand the shock that

the girl had undergone, the total alteration of her life and
ci rcunmst ances, unexpl ai ned finding herself alone on the
prairie, the Tuchuks, the capture, the return to the Wagons,
her exami nation in the grassy avenue, the Sirik, the interro-
gation, the threat of execution, then the fact, difficult for her
to grasp, of being literally an owned slave girl. | tried to
explain to Kancthak that her old world had not prepared her
for these things, for the slaveries of her old world are of a
different kind, nore subtle and invisible, thought by sone
not even to exist.

Kanthak said nothing, but then he got up and froma

chest in the wagon he took forth a goblet and filled it with an
amber fluid, into which he shook a dark, bluish powder. He
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then took Elizabeth Cardwell in his left armand with his
ri ght hand gave her the drink. Her eyes were frightened, but
she drank. In a few nmonents she was asl eep.
Once or twice that night, to Kanthak's annoyance and ny
own | oss of sleep, she screamed, jerking at the chain, but we
di scovered that she had not awakened.
| supposed that on the norrow Kanchak woul d call for
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the Tuchuk lIron Master, to brand what he called his little
barbari an; the brand of the Tuchuk slave, incidentally, is not
the sane as that generally used in the cities. which for girls,
is the first letter of the expression Kajira in cursive script. but
the sign of the four bask horns that of the Tuchuk standard;
the brand of the four bask horns, set in such a manner as to
sonewhat resenble the letter "H " is only about an inch

hi gh; the commpn CGorean brand, on the other hand, is

usually an inch and a half to two inches high; the brand of the
four bask horns, of course, is also used to mark the bask of
the Tuchuks, but there, of course, it is nuch larger, formng
roughly a six-inch square; follow ng the branding, | supposed
that Kanthak woul d have one of the tiny nose rings affixed;

all Tuchuk ferml es, slave or free, wear such rings; after these
things there would only remain, of course, an engraved

Turian collar and the clothing of Elizabeth Cardwell Kajir.
In the morning | awakened to find Elizabeth sitting, red-
eyed, at the side of the wagon, |eaning back agai nst one of
the poles that supported the wagon hides, wapped in the pelt
of the red larl.

She | ooked at me. "I'm hungry," she said.

My heart |eaped. The girl was stronger than | had

thought. | was very pleased. On the dais of Kutaituchik |I had
feared that she m ght not be able to survive, that she was too
weak for the world of Gor. | had been troubled that the

shock of her radical transposition between worlds, coupled
with her reduction to servitude, mght disarrange her mnd,
m ght shatter her and make her worthless to the Tuchuks,

who m ght then have sinmply cast her to the kaiila and herd

sl een. | saw now, however, that Elizabeth Cardwell was
strong, that she would not go nad, that she was determ ned
to live.

"Kanthak of the Tuchuks is your master,” | said. "He will
eat first. Afterward, if he chooses, you will be fed."

She | eaned back agai nst the wagon pole. " right," she

sai d.

When Kancthak rolled out of his furs Elizabeth, involun
tartly, shrank back, until the pole would permit her to with-
draw no further.

Kanchak | ooked at nme. "How is the little barbarian this
mor ni ng?" he asked.

"Hungry," | said.

"Excel l ent," he said.

He | ooked at her, her back tight against the wagon pol e,
clutching the pelt of the larl about her with her bracel eted
hands.

She was, of course, different from anything he had ever

owned. She was his first barbarian. He did not know exactly
what to nake of her. He was used to girls whose culture had
prepared themfor the very real possibility of slavery, though
per haps not a slavery as abject as that of being a wench of
Tuchuks. The Corean girl is, even if free, accustoned to

sl avery; she will perhaps own one or nore slaves herself; she
knows that she is weaker than nen and what this can nean;

she knows that cities fall and caravans are plundered; she
knows she night even, by a sufficiently bold warrior, be
captured in her own quarters and, bound and hooded, be
carried on tarnback over the walls of her own city. More-
over, even if she is never enslaved, she is famliar with the
duties of slaves and what is expected of them if she should
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be ensl aved she will know, on the whole, what is expected of

her, what is pernitted her and what is not; noreover, the

CGorean girl is literally educated, fortunately or not, to the

notion that it is of great inportance to know how to pl ease

men; accordingly, even girls who will be free conpanions,

and never slaves, learn the preparation and serving of exotic

di shes, the arts of wal king, and standing and bei ng beauti ful

the care of a man's equi pnment, the | ove dances of their city,

and so on. Elizabeth Cardwell, of course, knew nothing of

these things. | was forced to adnmit that she was, on al nost

all counts, pretty nuch what Kanthak thought a little

barbarian. But, to be sure, a very pretty little barbarian

Kanthak snapped his fingers and pointed to the rug,

El i zabeth then knelt to him clutching the pelt about her, and

put her head to his feet.

She was sl ave.

To ny surprise Kanthak, for no reason that he explai ned

to me, did not clothe Elizabeth Cardwell Kajir, much to the

irritation of other slave girls about the canp. Moreover, he

did not brand her, nor fix in her nose the tiny golden ring of

t he Tuchuk wonen, nor did he even, inconprehensibly, put
her in the Turian collar. He did not pernit her, of course, to
bind or dress her hair; it nust be worn | oose; that al one,
naturally, was sufficient to mark her slave anpng the wag-
ons.
For clothing he pernmitted her to cut and sew, as well as
she could, a sleeveless garment fromthe pelt of the red |arl
She did not sew well and it anused ne to hear her cursing at
the side of the wagon, bound now only by a collar and chain
to the slave ring. tine after time sticking the bone needle into
her fingers as it emerged through the hide, or fouling the
| eat her-threaded stitches, which would either be too tight,
wri nkling and bunching the fur, or too | oose, exposing what
m ght eventually lie beneath it. | gathered that girls such as
El i zabeth Cardwel |, used to buying machi ne- made, presewn
garments on Earth, were not as skilled as they might be in
certain of the honely crafts which used to be associated with
honereki ng, crafts which mght, upon occasion, it seened,
cone | n handy.
At | ast she had finished the garnent, and Kanthak
unchai ned her that she might rise and put it on
Not surprisingly, but to ny anusenment, | noted that it
hung serveral inches bel ow her knees, indeed, only about four
i nches or so above her ankl es. Kanthak took one | ook and,
with a quiva, shortened it considerably,-indeed, until it hung
even nore briefly than had the quite short, delightful yellow
shift in which she had been captured.
"But it was the length of the | eather dresses of the Tuchuk
woren, " Elizabeth had dared to protest.
| transl ated.
"But you are slave," had said Kanthak.
| translated his remark.
She dropped her head, defeat ed.
Mss Cardwell had slim lovely | egs. Kanthak, a man, had
desired to see them Besides being a man, of course,
Kancthak was her naster; he owned the wench; thus he
woul d have his desire. | will admit if need he that | was not
di spl eased with his action. | did not particularly nind the
sight of the lovely Mss Cardwell noving about the wagon
Kanthak nmade her wal k back and forth once or tw ce,
and spoke to her rather sharply about her posture, then, to
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the surprise of both Mss Cardwell and nyself, he did not
chain her, but told her she m ght wal k about the canp
unattended, warning her only to return before dusk and the
rel ease of the herd sl een. She dropped her head shyly, and

smled, and sped fromthe wagon. | was pleased to see her
that nuch free

"You |ike her?" | asked.

Kanthak grinned. "She is only a little barbarian," he said.
Then he | ooked at ne. "It is Aphris of Turia | want," he
sai d.

I wondered who she night be

On the whole, it seemed to ne that Kanthak treated his
little barbarian slave notably well, considering that he was
Tuchuk. This does not nean that she was not worked hard,

nor that she did not receive a good drubbing now and then,
but, on the whole, considering the corneas |ot of a Tuchuk

slave girl, | do not think she was ill used. Once, it mght be
noted, she returned fromsearching for fuel with the dung
sack, dragging behind her, only half full. "It is all | could

find," she told Kanthak. He then, without cerenony, thrust
her head first into the sack and tied it shut. He rel eased her
the next norning. Elizabeth Cardwel|l never again brought a
hal f-filled dung sack to the wagon of Kanthak of the
Tuchuks.
Now t he Kassar, nounted on his kaiila, his |lance under the
tip of the girl's chin. who knelt before him | ooking up at
hi m suddenly | aughed and renoved the | ance.
| breathed a Sign of relief.
He rode his kaiila to Kanchak. "Wat do you want for
your pretty little barbarian slave?" he asked.
"She is not for sale," said Kanthak.
"WIIl you wager for her?" pressed the rider. He was
Al brecht of the Kassars, and, with Conrad of the Kassars,
had been riding agai nst nyself and Kanthak.
My heart sank.
Kanthak's eyes gl eaned. He was Tuchuk. "What are your
terms?" he asked.
"On the outcone of the sport,” he said, and then pointed
to two girls, both his, standing to the left in their furs,
"agai nst those two." The other girls were both Turian They
were not barbarians. Both were lovely. Both were, doubtless,
well skilled in the art of pleasing the fancy of warriors of the
Wagon Peopl es.
Conrad, hearing the wager of Albrecht, snorted derisively.
"No," cried Al brecht, "I am serious!"
"Done!" cried Kanthak.
Watching us there were a few children, sone nen, sone

I

r
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slave girls. As soon as Kanthak had agreed to Al brecht's
proposal the children and several of the slave girls inmmedi-
ately began to rush toward the wagons, delightedly crying
"Wager! \Wager!"
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Soon, to ny dismay, a |arge nunber of Tuchuks, male and
fermal e, and their male or fenal e sl aves, began to gather near
the worn | ane on the turf. The terns of the wager were soon
well known. In the crowd, as well as Tuchuks and those of

t he Tuchuks, there were some Kassars, a Paravaci or two,

even one of the Kataii. The slave girls in the crowd seened
particularly excited. | could hear bets being taken. The
Tuchuks, not too unlike Goreans generally, are fond of
ganbling. Indeed, it is not unknown that a Tuchuk will bet
his entire stock of bask on the outcome of a single kaiila
race; as many as a dozen slave girls may change hands on
sonething as small as the direction that a bird will fly or the
number of seeds in a tospit.

The two girls of Albrecht were standing to one side, their
eyes shining, trying not to smle with pleasure. Sone of the
girls in the crowm | ooked enviously on them It is a great
honor to a girl to stand as a stake in Tuchuk ganbling. To
my amazenment Elizabeth Cardwel |, too, seened rather

pl eased with the whol e thing, though for what reason | could
scarcely understand. She came over to ne and | ooked up

She stood on tiptoes in her furred boots and held the stirrup
"You will win," she said.

I wished that | was as confident as she

I was second rider to Kanthak, as Al brecht was to Con-

rad, he of the Kassars, the Bl ood People.

There is a priority of honor involved in being first rider, but
points scored are the same by either rider, depending on his
performance. The first rider is, comonly, as one night
expect, the nore experienced, skilled rider

In the hour that followed | rejoiced that | had spent nuch

of the last several nonths, when not riding with Kanchak in
the care of his bask, in the pleasant and, to a warrior,
satisfying activity of |earning Tuchuk weaponry, both of the
hunt and war. Kanthak was a skilled instructor in these

matters-and, freely, hours at a tinme, until it grewtoo dark to

see, supervised ny practice with such fierce tools as the |ance,

the quiva and bole. | learned as well the rope and bow. The

bow, of course, small, for use fromthe saddle, |acks the

range and power of the Gorean | ongbow or crossbow, still, at

close range, with considerable force, firing rapidly, arrow
after arrow, it is a fearsone weapon. | was nost fond,

per haps, of the bal anced saddl e knife, the quiva; it is about a
foot in length, double edged; it tapers to a daggerlike point.
acquired, | think, skill inits use. At forty feet | could strike a
thrown tospit; at one hundred feet | could strike a- |ayered
boskhi de di sk, about four inches in width, fastened to a | ance
thrust in the turf.

Kanthak had been pl eased.

I, too, naturally had been pl eased.

But if | had indeed acquired skills with those fierce arti -

cles, such skills, in the current contests, were to be tested to
t he ut nost.

As the day grew | ate points were accunul ated, but, to the

zest and frenzy of the crowd, the lead in these contests of

arns shifted back and forth, first being held by Kanchak and
mysel f, then by Conrad and Al brecht.

In the cromd, on the back of a kaiila, | noted the girl

Her eena, of the First Wagon, whom | had seen ny first day

in the canp of the Tuchuks, she who had al nost ridden

down Kanthak and nysel f between the wagons. She was a

very exciting, vital, proud girl and the tiny gol den nose ring,
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agai nst her brownish skin, with her flashing black eyes, did
not detract from her considerable but rather insolent beauty.
She, and others |like her, had been encouraged and spoil ed
fromchildhood in all their whinms, unlike nost other Tuchuk
worren, that they mght be fit prizes, Kanthak had told ne, in
the ganes of Love War. Turian warriors, he told nme, enjoy
such wonmen, the wild girls of the Wagons. A young man,

bl ondi sh-haired with blue eyes, unscarred, bunped agai nst

the girl's stirrup in the press of the crowd. She struck him
twice with the leather quirt in her hand, sharply, viciously. I
could see blood on the side of his neck, where it joins the

shoul der.

"Slave! " she hissed.

He | ooked up angrily. "I amnot a slave," he said. "I am
Tuchuk. "

"Turian slaver" she | aughed scornfully. "Beneath your furs
you wear, | wager, the Kes!"

"I am Tuchuk," he responded, |ooking angrily away.

Kanthak had told nme of the young man. Anobng the

wagons he was not hing. He did what work he coul d, hel ping

with the bask, for a piece of neat froma cooking pot. He

was called Harold, which is not a Tuchuk name, nor a nane

used anong the Wagon Peopl es, though it is simlar to sone
of the Kassar nanes. It was an English name, but such are
not unknown on Gor, having been passed down, perhaps, for
nore than a thousand years, the nanme of an ancestor, per"
haps brought to Gor by Priest-Kings in what m ght have
been the early Mddl e Ages of Earth. | knew the Voyages of
Acqui sition were of even nuch greater antiquity. | had
determ ned, of course, to ny satisfaction, having spoken with
hi m once, that the boy, or young man, was indeed Gorean;
his people and their people before themand as far back as
anyone knew had been, as it is said, of the Wagons. The
probl em of the young man, and perhaps the reason that he
had not yet won even the Courage Scar of the Tuchuks, was
that he had fallen into the hands of Turian raiders in his
yout h and had spent several years in the city; in his adol es-
cence he had, at great risk to hinself, escaped fromthe city
and nade his way with great hardshi ps across the plains to
rejoin his people; they, of course, to his great disappoint-
ment, had not accepted him regarding himas nore Turian
than Tuchuk. Hi s parents and people had been slain in the
Turian raid in which he had been captured, so he had no kin.
There had been, fortunately for him a Year Keeper who had
recalled the famly. Thus he had not been slain but had been
allowed to remain with the Tuchuks. He did not have his
own wagon or his own bask. He did not even own a kaiil a.
He had arned hinself with castoff weapons, with which he
practiced in solitude. None of those, however, who |ed raids
on eneny caravans or sorties against the city and its outlying
fields, or retaliated upon their neighbors in the delicate mat-

ters of bask stealing, would accept himin their parties. He
had, to their satisfaction, denonstrated his prowess with
weapons, but they would | augh at him "You do not even

own a kaiila," they would say. "You do not even wear the
Courage Scar." | supposed that the young nan woul d never

be likely to wear the scar, wi thout which, among the stern,
cruel Tuchuks, he would be the continuous object of scorn,
ridicule and contenpt. Indeed, | knew that some anong

the wagons, the girl Hereena, for exanple, who seened to
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bear hima great dislike, had insisted that he, though free,
be forced to wear the Kes or the dress of a woman. Such
woul d have been a great joke anpbng the Tuchuks.
I dismssed the girl, Hereena, and the young nman, Harol d,
fromny mnd.
Al brecht was rearing on his kaiila, |oosening the bole at his
saddl e.
"Renmove your furs," he instructed his two girls.
I medi ately they did so and, in spite of the brisk, bright
chilly afternoon, they stood in the grass, clad Kajir,
They would run for us.
Kanthak raced his kaiila over to the edge of the crowd,
entering into swift negotiation with a warrior, one whose
wagon followed ours in the march of the Tuchuks. I|ndeed, it
had been fromthat warrior that Kanchak had rented the
girls who had dragged Elizabeth Cardwel | about the wagons,
teaching her Gorean with thong and switch. | saw a flash of
copper, perhaps a tarn disk fromone of the distant cities,
anal one of the warrior's girls, an attractive Turian wench,
Tuka, began to renove her fur.
She woul d run for one of the Kassars, doubtless Conrad.
Tuka, | knew, hated Elizabeth, and Elizabeth, | knew,
reci procated the enotion with vehenmence. Tuka, in the nat-
ter of teaching Elizabeth the | anguage, had been especially
cruel. Elizabeth, bound, could not resist and did she try,
Tuka' s conpani ons, the others of her wagon, would | eap
upon her with their switches flailing. Tuka, for her part,
under st andabl y had reason to envy and resent the young
Anerican slave. Elizabeth Cardwell, at |east until now, had
escaped, as Tuka had not, the brand, the nose ring and
collar. Elizabeth was clearly sone sort of favorite in her
wagon. | ndeed, she was the only girl in the wagon. That
al one, though of course it neant she would work very hard,
was regarded as a nobst enviable distinction. Lastly, but
perhaps not |east, Elizabeth Cardwell had been given for her
garnment the pelt of a larl, while she, Tuka, nust go about the
canmp like all the others, clad Kajir.

| feared that Tuka would not run well, thus |losing us the
mat ch, that she would deliberately allow herself to be easily
snar ed.

But then | realized that this was not true. |If Kanthak and
her master were not convinced that she had run as well as
she mght, it wool not go easily with her. She woul d have
contributor to the victory of a Kassar over a Tuchuk. That
ni ght, one of the hooded nenbers of the Can of Torturers
woul d have cone to her wagon and fetched her away, never
to be seen again. She would run well, hating Elizabeth or
not. She would be running for her life.

Kanthak wheel ed his kaiila and joined us. He pointed his

|l ance to Elizabeth Cardwel|l. "Renove your furs," he said.

70

NOVADS or GOR
El i zabeth did so and stood before us in the pelt of the larl,
with the other girls.
Al though it was late in the afternoon the sun was stil
bright. The air was chilly. There was a bit of w nd noving
the grass.
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A bl ack | ance was fixed in the prairie about four hundred
yards away. A rider beside it, on a kaiila, marked its place. It
was not expected, of course, that any of the girls would reach
the lance. If one did, of course, the rider woul d decree her
safe. In the run the inportant thing was tine, the dispatch
and the skill with which the thing was acconplished. Tuchuk
girls, Elizabeth and Tuka, would run for the Kassars; the two
Kassar girls would run for Kanchak and nyself; naturally
each sl ave does her best for her master, attenpting to evade
his competitor.
The tine in these matters is reckoned by the heartbeat of
a standing kaiila. Already one had been brought. Near the
animal, on the turf, a long bask whip was laid in a circle,
havi ng a di aneter of sonewhere between eight and ten feet.
The girl begins her run fromthe circle. The object of the
rider is to effect her capture, secure her and return her, in as
little time as possible, to the circle of the whip.
Al ready a grizzled Tuchuk had his hand, palmflat, on the
sil ken side of the standing kaiil a.
Kanthak gestured and Tuka, barefoot, frightened, stepped
into the circle.
Conrad freed his bole fromthe saddle strap. He held in his
teeth a boskhi de thong, about a yard in |ength. The saddl e of
the kaiila, like the tarn saddle, is nade in such a way as to
acconmpdat e, bound across it, a fenmale captive, rings being
fixed on both sides through which binding fiber or thong may
be passed. On the other hand, | knew, in this sport no tine
woul d be taken for such matters; in a few heartbeats of the
kaiila the girl's wists and ankl es woul d be | ashed toget her
and she woul d be, without cerenony, slung over the pommel
of the saddle, it the stake, her body the ring.
"Run," said Conrad quietly.
Tuka sped fromthe circle. The crowd began to cry out, to
cheer, urging her on. Conrad, the thong in his teeth, the bole
quiet at his side, watched her. She would receive a start of
fifteen beats of the great heart of the kaiila, after which she
woul d be about half way to the |ance.
The judge, aloud, was counting.
At the count of ten Conrad began to slowy spin the bole.

It would not reach its maximumrate of revolution until he

was in full gallop, alnost on the quarry.

At the count of fifteen, making no sound, not wanting to

warn the girl, Conrad spurred the kaiila in pursuit, bole

SWi ngi ng.

The crowd strained to see.

The judge had begun to count again, starting with one, the

second counting, which would determine the rider's tine.

The girl was fast and that nmeant time for us, if only

per haps a beat. She nust have been counting to herself

because only an instant or so after Conrad had spurred after

her she | ooked over her shoul der, seeing hi mapproaching.

She must then have counted about three beats to herself, and

then she began to break her running pattern, noving to one

side and the other, making it difficult to approach her

swiftly.

"She runs well," said Kancthak.

I ndeed she did, but in an instant | saw the |eather flash of

the bole, with its vicious, beautiful alnbst ten-foot sweep,

streak toward the girl's ankles, and | saw her fall

It was scarcely ten beats and Conrad had bound the

struggling, scratching Tuka, slung her about the pomrel,
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raced back, kaiila squealing, and threw the girl, wists tied to
her ankles, to the turf inside the circle of the boskhi de whip.
"Thirty," said the judge.

Conrad gri nned.

Tuka, as best she could, squirned in the bonds, fighting

them Could she free a hand or foot, or even |oosen the

thong, Conrad woul d be disqualified.

After a nonment or two, the judge said, "Stop," and Tuka
obediently lay quiet. The judge inspected the thongs. "The
wench i s secured," he announced.

In terror Tuka | ooked up at Kanthak, nounted on his

kaiil a.

"You ran well," he told her.

She cl osed her eyes, alnobst fainting with relief.

She woul d li ve.

A Tuchuk warrior slashed apart the thongs with his quiva

and Tuka, only too pleased to be free of the circle, |eaped up
and ran quickly to the side of her nmaster. In a few nonents,
panting, covered with sweat, she had pulled on her furs.

The next girl, a lithe Kassar girl, stepped into the circle
and Kanthak unstrapped his bole. It seened to nme she ran

excel lently but Kanthak, with his superb skill, snared her

72

easily. To ny dismay, as he returned racing toward the circle
of the boskhide whip the girl, a fine wench, managed to sink
her teeth into the neck of the kaiila causing it to rear
squeal ing and hissing, then striking at her. By the time
Kanthak had cuffed the girl fromthe animal's neck and

struck the kaiila's snapping jaws fromher twi ce-bitten | eg
and returned to the circle, he had used thirty-five beats.

He had | ost.

VWhen the girl was rel eased, her |eg bl eeding, she was

beam ng with pl easure

"Wl | done," said Al brecht, her master, adding with a grin,
"For a Turian slave."

The girl | ooked down, smling.

She was a brave girl. | admred her. It was easy to see that
she was bound to Al brecht the Kassar by nore than a length

of slave chain.

At a gesture from Kanchak Elizabeth Cardwell stepped

into the circle of the whip.

She was now frightened. She, and | as well, had supposed

t hat Kancthak woul d be victorious over Conrad. Had he been

so, even were | defeated by Al brecht, as | thought Iikely, the
poi nts woul d have been even. Now, if | lost as well, she
woul d be a Kassar wench.

Al brecht was grinning, swinging the bole lightly, not in a
circle but in a gentle pendul um notion, beside the stirrup of
the kaiil a.

He | ooked at her. "Run," he said.

El i zabeth Cardwel |, barefoot, in the larl's pelt, streaked for
the bl ack | ance in the distance.

She had per haps observed the running of Tuka and the

Kassar girl, trying to watch and | earn, but she was of course
utterly inexperienced in this cruel sport of the nen of the
wagons. She had not, for exanple, timed her counting, for

I ong hours, under the tutel age of a master, al against the
heartbeat of a kaiila, he keeping the beat but not informng
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her what it was, until she had called the beat. Sonme girls of
t he Wagon Peoples in fact, incredible though it seens, are
trained exhaustively in the art of evading the bole, and such
agirl is worth a great deal to a master, who uses her in
wageri ng. One of the best anobng the wagons | had heard
was a Kassar slave, a swift Turian wench whose nane was
Di na. She had run in actual conpetition nore than two
hundred tines; al nost al ways she managed to interfere with
and postpone her return to the circle; and forty tines, an
incredi ble feat, she had nanaged to reach the | ance itself.
At the count of fifteen, with incredi ble speed, Al brecht,
bol e now whirling, spurred silently after the fleeing Elizabeth
Cardwel | . She had ni sjudged the heartbeat or had not under-
stood the swiftness of the kaiila, never having before ob-
served it fromthe unenvi abl e point of view of a quarry,
because when she turned to see if her hunter had left the
vicinity of the circle, he was upon her and as she cried out
the bol e struck her in an instant binding her |egs and
throwing her to the turf. It was hardly nore than five or six
beats, it seened, before Elizabeth, her wists lashed cruelly to
her ankles, was thrown to the grass at the judge's feet.
"Twenty-five!" announced the judge.
There was a cheer fromthe crowd, which, though largely
conmposed of Tuchuks, relished a splendid performance.
Weepi ng Elizabeth jerked and pulled at the thongs re-
straining her, helpless.
The judge inspected the bonds. ' The wench is secured," he
sai d.
El i zabet h noaned.
"Rejoice, Little Barbarian," said Al brecht, "tonight in
Pl easure Silk you will dance the Chain Dance for Kassar
Warriors."
The girl turned her head to one side, shuddering in the
thongs. A cry of misery escaped her
"Be silent," said Kancthak.
Eli zabeth was silent and, fighting her tears; lay quietly
waiting to be freed.
I cut the thongs fromher wists and ankl es.
"I tried," she said, looking up at ne, tears in her eyes. "I
tried."
"Some girls," |I told her, "have run fromthe bole nore
than a hundred tines. Sone are trained to do so."
"Do you concede?" Conrad asked Kanthak.
"No," said Kanthak. "My second rider nust ride."
"He is not even of the Wagon Peopl es," said Conrad.
"Nonet hel ess, " said Kanthak, "he will ride."
"He will not beat twenty-five," said Conrad. ~
Kanthak shrugged. | knew nyself that twenty-five was a
remar kabl e tinme. Al brecht was a fine rider and skilled in this
sport and, of course, this tinme, his quary had been only an
untrai ned barbarian slave, indeed, a girl who had never
before run fromthe bole.
"To the circle," said Al brecht, to the other Kassar girl.
She was a beauty.
She stepped to the circle quickly, throwing her head back,
br eat hi ng deeply.
She was an intelligent |ooking girl
Bl ack- hai red
Her ankles, | noted, were a bit sturdier than are thought
desirable in a slave girl. They had wi thstood the shock of her
body wei ght many tinmes | gathered, in quick turnings, in
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| eaps.

1 wished that | had seen her run before, because nost girls
will have a running pattern, even in their dodgi ng which, if
you have seen it, several tines, you can sense. Nothing sinple,
but sonething that, sonehow, you can anticipate, if only to a
degree. It is probably the result of gathering, fromtheir
runni ng, how they think; then one tries to think with them
and thus neet themwi th the bole. She was now breathing
deeply, regularly. Prior to her entering the circle | had seen
her nmovi ng about in the background, running a bit, |oosening
her | egs, speeding the circulation of her bl ood.

It was ny guess that this was not the first time she had run
fromthe bole.

"If you win for us," Albrecht said to her, grinning down
fromthe saddle of the kaiila, "this night you will be given a
silver bracelet and five yards of scarlet silk."

"I will win for you, Master," she said.

I thought that a bit arrogant for a sl ave.

Al brecht | ooked at nme. "This wench," he said, "has never

been snared in less than thirty-two beats."

I noted a flicker pass through the eyes of Kanthak, but he
seened ot herw se i npassi ve.

"She is an excellent runner," | said.

The girl | aughed.

Then, to ny surprise, she | ooked at nme boldly, though

wearing the Turian collar; though she wore the nose ring;

t hough she were only a branded slave clad Kajir.

"I wager," she said, "that 1 will reach the lance."

This irritated me. Moreover, | was not insensitive to the
fact that though she were slave and | a free nman, she had not
addressed ne, as the customis, by the title of Master. | had

no objection to the omssion itself, but | did object to the
affront therein inplied. For sone reason this wench seened
to ne rather arrogant, rather contenptuous.

"l wager that you do not," | said.
"Your terns!" she chall enged.
"What are yours?" | asked.
She | aughed. "If | win," she said, "you give ne your bole,
which I will present to ny naster.”
"Agreed," | said. "And if | should wi n?"
"You will not," she said.
"But if so?"
"Then," said she, "I will give you a golden ring and a silver
cup. "
"How is it that a slave has such riches?" | asked.

She tossed her head in the air, not deigning to respond.
"1 have given her several such things," said Al brecht.

I now gathered that the girl facing ne was not a typica
sl ave, and that there nust be a very good reason why she
shoul d have such things.

"l do not want your golden ring and silver cup,” | said.
"What then could you want?" asked she.
"Should I win," | said, "I will claimas nmy prize the kiss of

an insol ent wench."

"Tuchuk sleep!" she cried, eyes flashing.

Conrad and Al brecht | aughed. Al brecht said to the girl, "It
is permtted."
"Very well, he-tharlarion," said the girl, "your bola

agai nst a kiss." Her shoulders were trenbling with rage. "I
will show you how a Kassar girl can run!')
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"You think well of yourself,” | remarked. "You are not a
Kassar girl you are only a Turian slave of Kassars."
Her fists cl enched.

In fury she | ooked at Al brecht and Conrad. "I will run as
have never run before," she cried.
My heart sank a bit. | recalled Al brecht had said that the

girl had never been snared in less than thirty-two beats. Then

she had doubtless run fromthe bole several tines before,

perhaps as many as ten or fifteen

"I gather," | said to Albrecht, casually, "that the girl has

run several tines."

"Yes," said Al brecht, "that is true." Then he added, "You

may have heard of her. She is Dina of Turia."

Conrad and Al brecht sl apped their saddl es and | aughed

uproariously. Kanthak | aughed, too, so hard tears ran down

the scarred furrows of his face. He pointed a finger at

Conrad. "WIly Kassar!" he | aughed. This was a joke. Even |

had to smle. The Tuchuks were comonly called the Wly

Ones. But, though the nonment m ght have been anusing to
those of the Wagon Peoples, even to Kanthak, | was not
prepared to | ook on the event with such good hunor. If
m ght have been a good trick, but I was in no state of mnd
torelish it. How cleverly Conrad had pretended to nock
Al brecht when he had bet two girls against one. Little did we
know t hat one of those girls was Dina of Turia, who, of
course, would run not for the skilled Kanchak, but for his
awkward friend, the clunsy Tarl Cabot, not even of the
Wagon Peoples, newto the kaiila and bole! Conrad and
Al brecht had perhaps even cone to the canp of the Tuchuks
with this in mnd. Undoubtedly! Wat could they | ose? Noth-
ing. The best that we mi ght have hoped for was a tie, had
Kanthak beaten Conrad. But he had not; the fine little
Turi an wench who had been able to bite the neck of the
kaiila, thereby risking her life incidentally, had seen to that.
Al brecht and Conrad had cone for a sinple purpose, to best
a Tuchuk and, in the process, pick up a girl or two; Eiza-
beth Cardwel |, of course, was the only one we had on hand.
Even the Turian girl, Dina, perhaps the best slave anobng
all the wagons in this sport, was |aughing, hanging on the
stirrup of Albrecht, looking up at him | noted that his kaiila
was within the whip circle, within which the girl stood. Her-
feet were off the ground and she had the side of her head
pressed against his furred boot.
"Run," | said.
She cried out angrily, as did Al brecht, and Kanthak
| aughed. "Run, you little fool," shouted Conrad. The girl had
rel eased the stirrup and her feet struck the ground. She was
of f bal ance but righted herself and with an angry cry she
sped fromthe circle. By surprising her | had gai ned perhaps
ten or fifteen yards.
I took the binding thong fromny belt and put it in ny
teeth.
| began to swing the bole.
To ny amazenent, as | swung the hole in ever faster
circles, never taking ny eyes off her, she broke the straight
running pattern only about fifty yards fromthe whip circle,
and began to dodge, noving al ways, however, toward the
| ance. This puzzled ne. Surely she had not m scounted, not
Dina of Turia. As the judge counted al oud | observed the
pattern, two left, then a long right to conpensate, noving
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toward the lance; two left, then right; two left, then right.
"Fifteen!" called the judge, and | streaked on kailla back
fromthe circle of the boskhi de whip.
I rode at full speed, for there was not a beat to | ose.
Even if by good fortune | nanaged to tie Al brecht, Elizabeth
woul d still belong to the Kassars, for Conrad had a clear win
over Kanthak. It is dangerous, of course, to approach any
but a naive, straight-running, perhaps terrified, girl at ful
speed, for shoul d she dodge or nove to one side, one wll
have to slowthe kaiila to turn it after her, |lest one be carried
past her too rapidly, even at the margins of bole range. But |
could judge Dina's run, two left, one right, so | set the kaiila

running at full speed for what would seemto be the unwilling
poi nt of rendezvous between Dina and the | eather of the
bole. | was surprised at the sinplicity of her pattern.-

wondered how it could be that such a girl had never been
taken in less than thirty-two beats, that she had reached the
| ance forty tines.
I woul d rel ease the bole in another beat as she took her
second sprint to the left.
Then | renenbered the intelligence of her eyes, her confi-
dence, that never had she been taken in less than thirty-two
beats, that she had reached the lance forty tines. Her skills
nmust be subtle, her timng narvel ous.
I released the bole, risking all, hurling it not to the expect-
ed rendezvous of the second left but to a first right, unex-
pected, the first break in the two-left, one-right pattern.
heard her startled cry as the weighted | eather straps flashed
about her thighs, calves and ankles, in an instant |ashing them
together as tightly as though by binding fiber. Hardly sl ack-
ening speed | swept past the girl, turned the kaiila to face
her, and again kicked it into a full gallop. | briefly saw a | ook
of utter astonishnment on her beautiful face. Her hands were
out, trying instinctively to naintain her balance; the bole
wei ghts were still snapping about her ankles in tiny, angry
circles; in an instant she would fall to the grass; racing past |
seized her by the hair and threw her over the saddle; scarcely
did she conprehend what was happeni ng before she found
herself ny prisoner, while yet the kaiila did still gallop,
bound about the pommel of the saddle. | had not taken even
the tine to disnmount. Only perhaps a beat or two before the
kaiila leapt into the circle had | finished the knots that
confined her. | threw her to the turf at the judge's feet.
The judge, and the crowd, seened speechl ess.
"Time!" call ed Kanthak.
The judge | ooked startled, as though he could not believe
what he had seen. He took his hand fromthe side of the

"Time!" call ed Kanthak.

The judge | ooked at him "Seventeen," he whi spered.

The crowd was silent, then, suddenly, as unexpectedly as a

clap of thunder, they began to roar and cheer

Kanthak was thunping a very despondent | ooking Conrad

and Al brecht on the shoul ders.

I 1 ooked down at Dina of Turia. Looking at nme in rage,

she began to pull and squirmin the thongs, twisting in the

gr ass.
The judge allowed her to do so for perhaps a fewlien, may-
be thirty seconds or so, "The wench is secured," he

sai d.

There was another great cry and cheer fromthe crowd.
They were nostly Tuchuks, and were highly pleased with
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what they had seen, but | saw, too, that even the Kassars and
the one or two Paravaci present and the Kataii were unstint-
ing in their acclaim The crowd had gone nad.

El i zabeth Cardwel | was | eapi ng up and down cl appi ng her

hands.
I | ooked down at Dina, who lay at ny feet, now no | onger
struggli ng.

I renoved the bole fromher |egs.
Wth ny quiva | slashed the thong on her ankles, permt-
ting her to struggle to her feet.

She stood facing ne, clad Kajir, her wists still thonged
behi nd her.

I refastened the bole at ny saddle. "I keep ny bole, it
seens, " | said.

She tried to free her wists, but could not, of course, do
so.

Hel pl ess she stood waiting for ne.

I then took Dina of Turia in ny arns and, at sone |ength,

and with a certain admtted satisfaction, collected nmy wn-

ni ngs. Because she had annoyed ne the kiss that was hers

was that of nmaster to a slave girl; yet was | patient because
the kiss itself was not enough; | was not satisfied until,
despite herself, | read in ny arns her body's sudden, invol un-
tary adm ssion that | had conquered. "Master," she said, her
eyes gl azed, too weak to struggle against the thongs that
encircled her wists. Wth a cheerful slap | sped her back to
Al brecht, who, angry, with the tip of his |ance, severed the
bonds that had confined her. Kanthak was | aughi ng, and

Conrad as well. And, too, many in the crowd. Elizabeth
Cardwel |, however, to ny surprise, seened furious. She had
pul l ed on her furs. Wen | | ooked at her, she | ooked away,
angrily.

| wondered what was the matter with her

Had | not saved her?

Were not the points between Kanthak and |, and Conrad
and Al brecht event

Was she not safe and the match at an end?

"The score is tied," said Kanchak, "and the wager is
concl uded. There is no w nner."

"/ Agreed," said Conrad.

"No," said Al brecht.

W | ooked at him

"Lance and tospit," he said.

"The match is at an end," | said.

"There is no winner," protested Al brecht.

"That is true," said Kanthak.

"There must be a winner," said Al brecht.

"l have ridden enough for today," said Kanthak.

"I, too," said Conrad. "Let us return to our wagons."

Al brecht pointed his lance at ne. "You are chall enged," he
said. "Lance and tospit."

"W have finished with that," | said.

"The living wand!" shouted Al brecht.

Kanthak sucked in his breath.

Several in the crowd shouted out, "The living wand!"

I looked at Kanthak. | saw in his eyes that the chall enge
must be accepted. In this matter | nust be Tuchuk

Save for arnmed conbat, lance and tospit with the living
wand is the nost dangerous of the sports of the Wagon
Peopl es.
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In this sport, as m ght be expected, one's own slave nust
stand for one. It is essentially the same sport as |ancing the
tospit fromthe wand, save that the fruit is held in the nouth
of agirl, who is slain should she nove or in any way

wi thdraw fromthe | ance.

Needl ess to say many a slave girl has been injured in this
cruel sport.

"l do not want to stand for him" cried out Elizabeth

Car dwel | .

"Stand for him Slave," snarled Kanthak.

El i zabeth Cardwel | took her position, standing sideways,

the tospit held delicately between her teeth.

For some reason she did not seemafraid but rather, to ny

8Q
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m nd, inconprehensibly infuriated. She should have been
shuddering with terror. Instead she seemed indi gnant.
But she stood like a rock and when | thundered past her
the tip of ny I ance had been thrust through the tospit.
The girl who had bitten the neck of the kaiila, and whose
|l eg had been torn by its teeth, stood for Al brecht.
Wth al nost scornful ease he raced past her lifting the
tospit fromher nouth with the tip of his |ance.
"Three points for each," announced the judge.

"W are finished,”" | said to Albrecht. "It is a tie. There is
no w nner."

He held his saddle on his rearing kaiila. "There will be a

wi nner!" he cried. "Facing the |ancer"

"I will not ride," | said.

"I claimvictory and the woman" shouted Al brecht.

"It will be his," said the judge, "if you do not ride."

| would ride.

El i zabet h, unnoving, faced me, sonme fifty yards away.

This is the nost difficult of the lance sports. The thrust

must be made with exquisite lightness, the | ance | oose in the
hand, the hand not in the retaining thong, but allow ng the
lance to slip back, then when clear, noving it to the left and,
hopeful ly, past the living wand. If well done, this is a delicate
and beautiful stroke. If clumsily done the girl will be scarred,
or perhaps sl ain.

El i zabet h stood facing ne, not frightened, but seeningly

rat her put upon. Her fists were even cl enched.

I hoped that she would not be injured. Wen she had stood
sideways | had favored the left, so that if the stroke was in
error, the lance would mss the tospit altogether; but now as
she faced ne, the stroke nust be nade for the center of the
fruit; nothing el se would do.

The gait of the kaiila was swift and even

A cry went up fromthe crowd as | passed Elizabeth, the

tospit on the point of the |ance.

Warriors were pounding on the |lacquered shields with their

| ances. Men shouted. | heard the thrilled cries of slave girls.
| turned to see Elizabeth waver, and alnost faint, but she

did not do so

Al brecht the Kassar, angry, |lowered his | ance and set out

for his girl.

In an instant he had passed her, the tospit riding the | ance
tip.

The girl was standing perfectly still, smling.

file:/lIF|/rah/John%20Norman/Chronicles%200f%20Counter-Earth%204%20-%20Nomads%200f%20Gor.txt (57 of 238) [1/20/03 3:28:26 AM]



file:/I/F|/rah/Iohn%20Norman/Chroni cles%200f%20Counter-Earth%204%20-%20N omads%200f %20Gor .txt

The crowd cheered as well for Al brecht.
Then they were quiet, for the judge was rushing to the
| ance of Al brecht, demanding it.
Al brecht the Kassar, puzzled, surrendered the weapon.
"There is blood on the weapon," said the judge.
"She was not touched," cried Al brecht.
"I was not touched!" cried the air!
The judge showed the point of the lance. There was a tiny
stain of blood at its tip, and too there was a snear of bl ood
on the skin of the small yellow sh-white fruit.
"Open your mouth, slave," demanded the judge.
The girl shook her head.
"Do it," said Al brecht.
She did so and the judge, holding her teeth apart roughly
with his hands, peered within. There was bl ood in her nouth.
The girl had been swallowing it, rather than show she had
been struck.
It seemed to me she was a brave, fine girl.
It was with a kind of shock that | suddenly realized that
she, and Dina of Turia, now belonged to Kanthak and
mysel f.
The two girls, while Elizabeth Cardwell | ooked on angrily,
knelt before Kanthak and nyself, |owering their heads,
lifting and extending their arms, wists crossed. Kanthak,
chuckling, |eaped down fromhis kaiila and quickly, with
bi nding fiber, bound their wists. He then put a | eather thong
on the neck of each and tied the free ends to the ponmel of
his saddl e. Thus secured, the girls knelt beside the paws of his
kaiila. | saw Dina of Turia |look at ne. In her eyes, soft with
tears, | read the timd concession that | was her master.
"I do not know what we need with all these slaves,"
El i zabeth Cardwel | was sayi ng.
"Be silent," said Kancthak, "or you will be branded."
El i zabeth Cardwel |, for sonme reason, |ooked at me in
fury, rather than Kancthak. She threw back her head, her
little nose in the air, her brown hair bouncing on her shoul -
ders.
Then for no reason | understood, | took binding fiber and
bound her wrists before her body, and, as Kanthak had
done with the other girls, put a thong on her neck and tied it
to the pomel of ny saddl e.
It was perhaps nmy way of rem nding her, should she
forget, that she too was a sl ave
"Tonight, Little Barbarian," said Kanchak, w nking at
her, "you will sleep chained under the wagon."
Eli zabeth stifled a cry of rage.
Then Kanthak and |, on kaiil a-back, made our way back
to our wagon, |eading the bound girls.
"The Season of Little Grass is upon us," said Kanthak.
"Tomorrow the herds will nove toward Turia."
I nodded. The Wntering was done. There woul d now be
the third phase of the Onen Year, the Return to Turia.
It was now, perhaps, | hoped, that | might learn the
answer to the riddles which had not ceased to disturb ne, that
I mght learn the answer to the nmystery of the nessage
col lar, perhaps the answer to the numerous nysteries which
had attended it, and perhaps, at last, find sone clue, as | had
not yet with the wagons, to the whereabouts or fate of the
doubt | ess gol den spheroid that was or had been the | ast egg
of Priest-Kings.
"I will take you to Turia," said Kanthak.
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"CGood," | said.
I had enjoyed the Wntering, but nowit was done. The
bask were noving south with the conming of the spring. 1 and
the wagons would go with them
There was little doubt that |, in the worn, red tunic of a
warrior, and Kancthak, in the black |eather of the Tuchuks,
seened sonewhat out of place at the banquet of Saphrar,
mer chant of Turi a.
"It is the spiced brain of the Turian vulo," Saphrar was
expl ai ni ng.
It was sonmewhat surprising to nme that Kanthak and |
being in our way anbassadors of the Wagon Peopl es, were
entertained in the house of Saphrar, the nerchant, rather
than in the pal ace of Phanius Turnus, Adm nistrator of
Turia. Kanthak's expl anati on was reasonably satisfying.
There were apparently two reasons, the official reason and
the real reason. The official reason, proclained by Phanius
Turnmus, the Adm nistrator, and others high in the govern-
ment, was that those of the Wagon Peopl es were unworthy
to be entertained in the adnmnistrative palace; the real rea-
son, apparently seldom procl ai ned by anyone, was that the
true power in Turia lay actually with the Caste of Mer-
chants, chief of whomwas Saphrar, as it does in nmany cities.
The Adm ni strator, however, would not be uninformed. H's
presence at the banquet was felt in the person of his plenipo-
tentiary, Kanras, of the Caste of Warriors, a captain, said to
be Chanpi on of Turi a.
I shot the spiced vulo brain into ny nouth on the tip of a
gol den eating prong, a utensil, as far as | knew, unique to
Turia. | took a large swallow of fierce Paga, washing it down
as rapidly as possible. | did not much care for the sweet,
syrupy wi nes of Turia, flavored and sugared to the point where
one coul d al nost | eave one's fingerprint on their surface.
It mght be nmentioned, for those unaware of the fact, that
the Caste of Merchants is not considered one of the tradi-
tional five Hi gh Castes of Gor the Initiates, Scribes, Physi-
cians, Builders and Warriors. Mst comonly, and doubtl ess
unfortunately, it is only nmenbers of the five high castes who
occupy positions on the High Councils of the cities. Nonethe-
| ess, as mght be expected, the gold of nerchants, in nost
cities, exercises its not inponderable influence, not always
in so vulgar a formas bribery and gratuities, but nore often in
the delicate matters of extending or refusing to extend credit
in connection with the projects, desires or needs of the High

Councils. There is a saying on Gor, "Gold has no caste.” It is
a saying of which the nerchants are fond. |Indeed, secretly
anong thensel ves, | have heard, they regard thensel ves as the

hi ghest caste on Gor, though they would not say so for fear

of rousing the indignation of other castes. There woul d be
sonet hing, of course, to be said for such a claim for the
merchants are often indeed in their way, brave, shrewd,
skilled men, making | ong journeys, venturing their goods,

ri sking caravans, negotiating commercial agreenents, anobng

t hensel ves devel opi ng and enforcing a body of Merchant

Law, the only common | egal arrangenents existing anong

the Gorean cities. Merchants also, in effect, arrange and

adm nister the four great fairs that take place each year near
the Sardar Mountains. | say "in effect” because the fairs are
nom nal |y under the direction of a commttee of the Caste of
Initiates, which, however, largely contents itself with its cere-
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moni es and sacrifices, and is only too happy to del egate the
conpl ex managenent of those vast, commercial phenonena,

the Sardar Fairs, to nenbers~of the lowy, nuch-despised

Caste of Merchants, without which, incidentally, the fairs
most |ikely could not exist, certainly not at any rate in their
current form

"Now this," Saphrar the nmerchant was telling me, "is the
braised liver of the blue, four-spired Cosian w ngfish."

This fish is a tiny, delicate fish, blue, about the size of a
tarn di sk when curled in one's hand; it has three or four

sl ender spines in its dorsal fin, which are poisonous; it is
capable of hurling itself fromthe water and, for brief dis-
tances, on its stiff pectoral fins, gliding through the air,
usually to evade the smaller sea-tharlarions, which seemto be
i mmune to the poison of the spines. This fish is also some
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times referred to as the songfi sh because, as a portion of its
courtship rituals, the nales and fenales thrust their heads
fromthe water and utter a sort of whistling sound.

The blue, four-spired wingfish is found only in the waters

of Cos. Larger varieties are found farther out to sea. The
small blue fish is regarded as a great delicacy, and its liver as
the delicacy of delicacies.

"How is it," | asked, "that here in Turia you can serve the
livers of wi ngfish?"

"I have a war galley in Port Kar," said Saphrar the

merchant, "which | send to Cos twice a year for the fish."
Saphrar was a short, fat, pinkish man, with short |egs and
arns; he had quick bright eyes and a tiny, roundish red-

| i pped nout h; upon occasion he noved his snall, pudgy
fingers, with rounded scarlet nails, rapidly, as though rubbing
the gloss froma tarn disk or feeling the texture of a fine
cloth; his head, like that of many nerchants, had been
shaved; his eyebrows had been renpved and over each eye

four golden drops had been fixed in the pinkish skin; he also
had two teeth of gold, which were visible when he | aughed,
the upper canine teeth, probably containing poison; ner-
chants are seldomtrained in the use of arms. His right ear
had been notched, doubtless in some accident. Such

notching, | knew, is usually done to the ears of thieves; a
second offense is normally punished by the I oss of the right
hand; a third of fense by the renoval of the left hand and
both feet. There are few thieves, incidentally, on Gor. | have
heard, though, there is a Caste of Thieves in Port Kar, a
strong caste which naturally protects its nmenbers from such
indignities as ear notching. In Saphrar's case, of course, he
bei ng of the Caste of Merchants, the notching of the ear
woul d be a coincidence, albeit one that nmust have caused him
sonme enbarrassnent. Saphrar was a pl easant, gracious fel-

low, a bit indolent perhaps, save for the eyes and rapid
fingers. He was surely an attentive and excellent host. |
woul d not Rave cared to know hi m better.

"flowis it," 1 asked, "that a merchant of Turia has a war
galley in Port Kar."

Saphrar reclined on the yell ow cushions, behind the | ow
table covered with wines, fruits and gol den di shes heaped
with delicate viands.
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"I did not realize Port Kar was on friendly ternms with any
of the inland cities,” | said.
"She is not," said Saphrar
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"Then how?" | asked.

He shrugged. "Gold has no caste,"” he said.

I tried the liver of the wi ngfish. Then another sw g of

Saga.

Saphrar w nced.

"Perhaps," he suggested, "you would |ike a piece of

roast ed bask neat ?"

I replaced the golden eating prong in its rack beside ny

pl ace, shoved back the glittering dish in which lay severa
theoretically edible objects, carefully arranged by a slave to
resenbl e a bouquet of wild Bowers sprouting froma rock
outcropping. "Yes," | said, "I think so."

Saphrar conveyed ny wi shes to the scandalized Feast Stew
arc, and he, with a glare in ny direction, sent two young

sl aves scanpering off to scour the kitchens of Turia for a
slice of bask neat.

I looked to one side and saw Kanthak scrapi ng anot her

plate clean, holding it to his nmouth, sliding and shoving the
carefully structured design of viands into his nouth.

I glanced at Saphrar, who was now | eaning on his yellow
cushions, in his silken pleasure robes, white and gold, the
colors of the Caste of Merchants. Saphrar, eyes closed, was
nibbling on a tiny thing, still quivering, which had been

i npal ed on a colored stick

I turned away and watched a fire swallower performto the

| eapi ng nel odi es of the nusicians.

"Do not object that we are entertained in the house of
Saphrar of the Merchants," Kanthak had said, "for in Turia
power lies with such nmen."

I 1 ooked down the table a bit at Kanras, plenipotentiary

of Phani us Turnus, Adm nistrator of Turia. He was a |arge-
wisted strong man with long, black hair. He sat as a
warrior, though in robes of silk. Across his face there were
two |l ong scars, perhaps fromtheir delicacy the scars of quiva
wounds. He was said to be a great warrior, indeed, to be
chanpi on of Turia. He had not spoken with us nor acknow -
edged our presence at the feast.

"Besi des," Kanthak had told nme, nudging ne in tile ribs,
"the food and the entertainment is better in the house of
Saphrar than in the pal ace of Phanius Turnus."

I would still, I told nyself, settle for a piece of bask
meat .

| wondered how the stomach of Kanthak coul d sustain

the delightful injuries he was heaping into it with such gusto.
1
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To be sure, it had not. The Turian feast usually consunes the
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better part of a night and can have as many as a hundred
and fifty courses. This would be inpractical, naturally, save
for the detestabl e device of the golden bow and tufted
banquet stick, dipped in scented oils, by nmeans of which the
di ner may, when he wishes, refresh hinself and return with
eagerness to the feast. | had not nade use of this particul ar
tool, and had contented nyself with nmerely taking a bite or
two, to satisfy the requirenments of etiquette, fromeach
course.
The Turians, doubtless, regarded this as a hopel essly bar-
barian inhibition on ny part.
| had, perhaps, however, drunk too nuch Paga.'
Thi s afternoon Kanthak and |, |eading four pack kaiil a,
had entered the first gate of nine-gated Turi a.
On the pack aninals were strapped boxes of precious
pl ate, gens, silver vessels, tangles of jewelry, nmirrors, rings,
conbs, and golden tarn disks, stanped with the signs of a
dozen cities. These were brought as gifts to the Turians,
|largely as a rather insolent gesture on the part of the Wagon
Peopl es, indicating howlittle they cared for such things, that
they would give themto Turians. Turian enbassies to the
Wagon Peopl es, when they occurred, naturally strove to
equal or surpass these gifts. Kanthak told ne, a sort of
secret | gather, that sonme of the things he carried had been
exchanged back and forth a dozen tines. One small, flat box,
however, Kanthak would not turn over to the stewards of
Phani us Turmus, whom he nmet at the first gate. He insisted
on carrying that box with himand, indeed, it rested beside
his right knee at the table now.
I was very pleased to enter Turia,
been ]
excited by a new city. - I
I found Turia to match ny expectations. She was |uxuri -
ous. Her shops were filled with rare, intriguing paraphernalia.
| smelled perfumes that | had never smelled before. Mre
than once we encountered a |line of nusicians dancing single
file dowmn the center of the street, playing on their flutes and
drums, perhaps on their way to a feast. 1 was pleased to see
agai n, though often done in silk, the splendid varieties of
caste colors of the typical CGorean city, to hear once nore the
cries of peddlers that | knew so well, the cake sellers, the
hawkers of vegetabl es, the wi ne vendor bending under a
doubl e verrskin of his vintage. W did not attract as mnuch
attention as | had thought we would, and | gathered that
every spring, at least, visitors fromthe Wagon Peopl es nust
come to the city. Many people scarcely glanced at us, in spite
of the fact that we were theoretically blood foes. | suppose
that life in high-walled Turia, for nost of its citizens, went on
fromday to day in its usual patterns oblivious of the usually
di stant \WAagon Peoples. The city had never fallen, and had
not been under siege in nore than a century. The average
citizen worried about the Wagon Peopl es, custonmarily, only
when he was outside the walls. Then, of course, he worried a
great deal, and, | grant him w sely.
One disappointrment to nme in trekking through the streets
of Turia was that a crier advanced before us, calling to the
worren of the city to conceal thenselves, even the fenale
sl aves. Thus, unfortunately, save for an occasional furtive
pair of dark eyes peering frombehind a veil in a recessed
casenent, we saw in our journey fromthe gate of the city to
the House of Saphrar none of the fabled, silken beauties of

for

have al ways
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Turi a.

I nmentioned this to Kanthak and he | aughed | oudly.

He was right, of course. Anbng the Wagons, clad in a

brief bit of cord and | eather, branded, wearing nose ring and
Turian collar, could be found many of the beauties of Turia.
I ndeed, to the annoyance of Elizabeth Cardwell, who had

spent her nights under the wagon in the | ast weeks, there
were two such in our own wagon, the girl Dina, whom| had
snared in the contests of the bole, and her conpanion, the
fine wench who had bitten the neck of Kanthak's kaiila and
had attenpted to conceal her injury by the lance of Al brecht,
Tenchi ka, a Tuchuk corruption of her Thurman

nane, Tendite; she struggled to serve Kanthak wed, but it

was cl ear that she | anented her separation from Al brecht of
the Kassars; he had, surprisingly, twice tried to buy his little
sl ave back, but Kanthak was hol ding out for a higher price;
Di na, on the other hand, served ne skillfully and devotedly;
once Al brecht, having a bole match planned, tried to buy her
back, as well as Tenchi ka, but | had denurred.

"Does it nean," Dina had asked ne that night, head to

boot, "that Dina's nmaster is pleased with her?"

"Yes," | said, "it does."

"1 am happy," she had sai d.

"She has fat ankles," Elizabeth Cardwel|l had observed.

"Not fat," | said, "Strong, sturdy ankles."

"If you like fat ankles," Elizabeth had said, turning about,
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per haps i nadvertently revealing the delightful slimess of her
own ankl es, and | eaving the wagon.

Suddenly | becane aware again of the banquet of Saphrar

of Turi a.

My piece of bask nmeat, roasted, had arrived. | picked it up
and began to chewon it. | liked it better cooked over the

open-fires on the prairie, but it was good bask. | sank ny

teeth into the juicy neat, tearing it and chewing on it.

| observed the banquet tables, laid out in an open-ended
rectangle, permtting slaves to enter at the open end, facilitat-
ing the serving, and, of course, allowing entertainers to
perform anong the tables. To one side there was a snal

altar to Priest-Kings, where there burned a small fire. On
this fire, at the beginning of the feast the feast steward had
scattered sonme grains of nmeal, some colored salt, some drops
of wine. "Ta-Sardar-Gor," he had said, and this phrase had
been repeated by the others in the room "To the Priest-

Kings of Gor." It had been the general libation for the
banquet. The only one in the roomwho did not participate in
this ceremony was Kanthak, who thought that such a li-

bation, in the eyes of the sky, would not have been fitting.
part ook of the libation out of respect for Priest-Kings, for
one in particul ar, whose nane was M sk

A Turian sitting a few feet fromnme noted that | had

partaken of the libation. "I see," he said, "that you were not
rai sed among the wagons."

"No," | said.

"He is Tarl Cabot of Ko-ro-ba," Saphrar had renmarked.

"How is it," | asked, "that you know ny name?"

"One hears of such things," he said.
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I woul d have questioned himon this matter, but he had ]
turned to a man behind himand was talking with him sone
matter | gathered pertaining to the feast.
| forgot about it.

If there had been no wormen for us to viewin the streets

of Turin, Saphrar, nerchant of the city, had determined to
make that om ssion good at his banquet. There were severa
woren present at the tables, free wonen, and several others,

sl aves, who served. The free women, shamelessly to the mnd

of the rather prudish Kanthak, |lowered their veils and threw
back the hoods of their Robes of Conceal ment, enjoying the
feast, eating with nuch the same Gorean gusto as their nen.
Their beauty and the sparkle of their eyes, their |aughter and
1
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conversation, to ny nmind, imreasurably inproved the eve-
ning. Many were swift-tongued, witty wenches, utterly charm
ing and uninhibited. | did think, however, that it was somne-
what unusual that they should appear in public unveiled,
particularly with Kanthak and nyself present. The wonen
i n bondage present, who served us, each wore four gol den
rings on each ankle and each wist, |ocked on, which clashed
as they wal ked or noved, adding their sound to the slave
bells that had been fixed on their Turian collars, and that
hung fromtheir hair; the ears of each, too, hall been pierced
and from each ear hung a tiny slave boil. The single garnent
of these wonmen was the Turian canisk. | do not know
particularly why it is referred to as a canisk, save that it is a
sinple garnent for a female slave. The commpn canmisk is a
singl e piece of cloth, about eighteen inches w de, thrown over
the girl's head and worn like a poncho. It usually falls a bit
above the knees in the front and back and is belted with cord
or chain. The Turian cami sk, on the other hand, if it were to
be laid out on the floor, would appear sonewhat |ike an
inverted "T" in which the bar of the "T" woul d be bevel ed
on each side. It is fastened with a single cord. The cord binds
the garnment on the girl at three points, behind the neck,
behi nd the back, and in front at the waist. The garnent
itself, as mght be supposed, fastens behind the girl's neck,
passes before her, passes between her legs and is then lifted
and, folding the two sides of the T's bar about her hips, ties
in front. The Turian cani sk, unlike the common canisk, wll
cover a girl's brand; on the other hand, unlike the conmon
cam sk, it |eaves the back uncovered and can be tied, and is,
snugly, the better to disclose the girl's beauty.
We had been treated to exhibitions of juggling, fire swal-
| owi ng, and acrobats. There had been a mmgi ci an, who par-
ticularly pleased Kanchak, and a man who, whip in hand,
gui ded a dancing sleen through its paces.
I could pick up snatches of conversation between Kam
chak and Saphrar, and | gathered from what was said that
they were negotiating places of neeting for the exchange
of goods. Then, later in the evening, when 1 was drunker on
Paga than | should have pernitted nyself to becone, | heard
them di scuss details which could only have pertai ned to what
Kanthak had called the games of Love War, details having
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such. Then | heard the sentence, "If she is to participate, you
must deliver the gol den sphere.™
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Abruptly, it seened, | cane awake, no | onger half asl eep,
more than half drunk. It seened suddenly | was shocked

awake and sober. | began to trenble, but held the table, and,

| believe, betrayed no sign of ny inward excitenent.

"l can arrange that she is chosen for the ganes," Saphrar
was saying, "but it nmust be worth ny while."

"How can you determine that she is sel ected?" Kanthak

was aski ng.

"My gold can deternmine that," Saphrar was saying, "and
further determine that she is ill defended."

Qust of the corner of ny eye | could see Kanthak's bl ack
eyes gl eani ng.

Then | heard the feast steward call out, his voice silencing
all else, all conversation, even the nusicians. The acrobats
who were at the nonment performng fled from between the
tables. The feast steward's voice was heard, "The Lady
Aphris of Turia."

I and all others turned our eyes to a wide, swirling nmarble
stairway in the back and to the left of the |ofty banquet hal
in the house of Saphrar the nerchant.

Down the stairway, slowy, in trailing white silk bordered
with gold, the colors of the Merchants, there regally descend-
ed the girl who was Aphris of Turia.

Her sandal s were of gold and she wore matchi ng gl oves of
gol d.

Her face could not be seen, for it was veiled, a white
silken veil trimred with gold, nor even her hair, for it was
hi dden in the folds of the free woman's Robes of Conceal -
ment, in her case, of course, done in the colors of the

mer chant s.

Aphris of Turia, then, was of the caste of merchants.

I recall ed Kanthak had spoken of her once or twice.

As the woman approached | suddenly becane aware again

of Saphrar speaking. "Behold ny ward," he was saying, indi-
cating the approaching girl.

"The richest woman in all Turia," Kanthak said.

"When she reaches her ngjority," Saphrar renarked.

Until then, | gathered, her neans were in the doubtless
capabl e hands of Saphrar the nerchant.

Thi s supposition was |ater confirmed by Kanchak. Saphrar

was not related to the girl, but had been appointed by the
Turian merchants, on whom he undoubt edly exerci sed con-

si derabl e influence, the guardian of the girl follow ng the
death of her father in a Paravaci caravan raid several years

92

before. The father of Aphris of Turia, Tethrar of Turia, had
been the richest nerchant in this city, itself one of the richest
cities of Gor. There had been no surviving nale heir and the
consi derabl e wealth of Tethrar of Turia was now that of his
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daughter, Aphris, who would assune control of these remark-
abl e fortunes upon attaining her mgjority, which event was to
occur this spring.

The girl, not unaware | am sure of the eyes upon her,

stopped on the stairway and loftily surveyed the scene of the
banquet. | could sense that she had al nbst inmmedi ately seen
mysel f and Kanthak, strangers at the tables. Something in

her carriage suggested that she m ght be anused.

I heard Saphrar whisper to Kancthak, whose eyes gl owed

as they rested on the figure in white and gold on the distant

st ai rway.

"I's she not worth the gol den sphere?" asked the ner-
chant.

"It is hard to tell," said Kanthak.

"l have the word of her serving slaves," insisted Saphrar

"She is said to be marvel ous."

Kanthak shrugged, his wily Tuchuk trading shrug. | had

seen himuse it several tinmes while discussing the possible sale

of little Tenchika to Al brecht in the wagon.

"The sphere is actually not of nuch val ue, Saphrar was

saying, "it is not truly of gold but only appears so."

"Still," Kanchak said, "the Tuchuks are fond of it."

"I would only wish it as a curiosity," Saphrar was sayi ng.

"I must think on the matter," Kanthak was sayi ng, not

taking his eyes from Aphris of Turia.

"I know where it is," Saphrar was saying, his lips pulled

back, revealing the golden canines, "I could send nen for it.

Pretending not to listen | was, of course, as attentive as

possible to their conversation. But few in that room woul d

have noted nmy interest had | displayed it openly. Al eyes, it

seened, were on the girl on the stairs, slim said to be

beautiful, veiled, clad in Robes of Conceal nent of white and

gold. Even | was distracted by her. Even I, in spite of ny

preoccupation with the conversation of Kanthak and

Saphrar, would have found it difficult, had I w shed, to take

my eyes fromher. Now she descended the last three stairs

and, stopping to nod her head and grace an eager fellow here

and there along the tables with a word or gesture, she began

to approach the head of the table. The nusicians, at a signa

fromthe feast steward, took up their instruments again and
NOMADS COF GOR
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the acrobats rushed back among the tables, tunbling and

| eapi ng about.

"it is in the wagon of Kutaituchik," Saphrar was saying. "I
could send nercenary tarnsnmen fromthe north, but | would
prefer not to have war."

Kanthak was still watching Aphris of Turia.

My heart was beating with great rapidity. | had | earned

now, if Saphrar was correct, that the gol den sphere, undoubt -
edly the last egg of Priest-Kings, was in the wagon of
Kutaituchi k, said to be Ubar of the Tuchuks. At last, if
Saphrar was correct, | knewits location

| barely noticed, as Aphris of Turia nade her way toward

the head of the table, that she did not speak to nor acknow -
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edge in any way any of the wonen present, though their
robes suggested they nust be of wealth and position. She
gave them no sign that she recogni zed their existence. To a
man here and there, however, she would nod her head or

exchange a word or two. | thought perhaps Aphris was
unwi Il 1ing to acknow edge unveil ed free wonmen. Her own
veil, of course, had not been | owered. Over the veil | could

now see two bl ack, deep, al nond-shaped eyes; her skin, what

I could see of it, was lovely and cl ear; her conpl exion was

not so light as that of Mss Cardwell, but was lighter than

that of the girl Hereena, of the First Wagon

"The gol den sphere for Aphris of Turia," Saphrar whis-

pered to Kanthak.

Kanthak turned to the small, fat merchant and his

scarred, furrowed face broke into a grin, bearing down on

the round, pinkish face of the nerchant. "The Tuchuks," he

said, "are fond of the gol den sphere.”

"Very well," snapped Saphrar, "then you will not obtain

the woman, | shall see to that and sonehow | shall have

the sphere understand that!"

Kanthak now turned to watch Aphris of Turia.

The girl now approached us, behind the tables, and

Saphrar | eaped to his feet and bowed | ow to her. "Honored

Aphris of Turia, whom| |ove as ny own daughter," he said.

| he girl inclined her head to him "Honored Saphrar,'? she

sai d.

Saphrar gestured to two of the camisk-clad girls in the

room who brought cushions and a silken mat and pl aced

t hem bet ween Saphrar and Kanthak.

Aphri s nodded her head to the feast steward and he sent

the acrobats running and tunbling fromthe roomand the
musi ci ans began to play soft, honeyed nel odi es. The guests
at the banquet returned to their conversation and repast.
Aphri s | ooked about her
She lifted her head, and | could see the lovely line of her
nose beneath the veil of white silk trinmmed with gold. She
sniffed twi ce. Then she clapped her little gl oved hands two
times and the feast steward rushed to her side.
"I snell bosk dung," she said.
The feast steward | ooked startled, then horrified, then
know edgeabl e, and then bowed and spread his hands. | He
smled ingratiatingly, apologetically. "I '"msorry, Lady
Aphris," said he, "but under the circunstances"
She | ooked about, and then it seenmed she saw Kanthak.
"Ah!" she said, "I see a Tuchuk of course."
Kanthak, though sitting cross-|egged, seened to bounce
twice on the cushions, slapping the snall table, rattling dishes
for a dozen feet on either side. He was roaring with | aughter
"Superb!" he cried.
"Pl ease, if you wish, Lady Aphris, join us," wheezed
Saphr ar .
Aphris of Turia, pleased with herself, assunmed her place
bet ween the merchant and Kanthal c, kneeling back on her
heels in the position of the Gorean free woman.
Her back was very straight and her head high, in the
CGor ean fashi on.

She turned to Kanthak. "It seens we have net before,"

she sai d.

"Two years ago," said Kanthak, "in such a place at such a
time you recall it was then you called ne a Tuchuk sl een.”
"I seemto recall," said Aphris, as though trying very hard
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to do so.
"l had brought you a five-belt necklace of dianonds,
Kancthak, "for | had heard you were beautiful."
"Ch," said Aphris, "yes | gave it to one of ny slaves."
Kanthak sl apped the table in merrinent again.
"It was then," he said, "that you turned away, calling ne a
Tuchuk sl een.”
"Ch, yes!" laughed Aphris.
"And it was then," said Kanthak, still laughing, "that I
vowed | woul d make you ny sl ave."
Aphri s stopped | aughi ng.
Saphrar was speechl ess.
There was no sound at the tabl es.
Kanras, Chanpion of the City of Turia, rose to his feet.
He addressed Saphrar. "Pernmit nme," he said, "to fetch weak
ones. "
Kanthak was now swilling Paga and acted as though he
had not heard the remark of Kanras.
"No, no, no!" cried Saphrar. "The Tuchuk and his friend
are guests, and anbassadors of the Wagon Peopl es they
must not cone to harm"
Aphris of Turia |aughed nerrily and Kanras, enbar-
rassed, returned to his seat.
"Bring perfumes"" she called to the feast steward, and he
sent forth the cami sk-clad slave who carried the tiny tray of
exotic Turian perfunes. She took one or two of these snall
bottl es and held them under her nose, and then sprinkled
them about the table and cushions. Her actions delighted the
Turians, who | aughed.
Kanthak now was still smling, but he no | onger |aughed.
"For that," he said, smling, "you will spend your first night
in the dung sack."
Again Aphris |aughed nerrily and was joined by those of
t he banquet.
The fists of Kanras were clenched on the table.
"Who are you?" asked Aphris, |ooking at ne.
I was pleased to see that she, at |east, did not know ny

sai d

nane.
"I am Tart Cabot," | said, "O the city of Ko-ro-ba."
"It isin the far north," she said. "Even beyond Ar."
"Yes," | said.

"How comes it," asked she, "that a Koroban rides in the
stinki ng wagon of a Tuchuk sl eep?"

"The wagon does not stink," | said, "and Kanthak of the
Tuchuks is ny friend."

"You are an outlaw of course," she said.

I shrugged.

She | aughed.

The girl turned to Saphrar. "Perhaps the barbarians woul d
care to be entertained,"” she suggested.

I was puzzled at this, for throughout nuch of the evening
there had been entertai nnent, the jugglers, the acrobats, the
fell ow who swallowed fire to nusic, the magician, the man
wi th the dancing sl een

Saphrar was | ooki ng down. He was angry. "Perhaps," he

said. | supposed Saphrar was still irritated at Kanthak's
refusal to give up, or arrange the transfer, of the gol den
sphere. | did not clearly understand Kanthak's notivations

inthis matter | ess, of course, he knew the true nature of
the gol den sphere, in which case, naturally, he woul d recog-
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nize it as Priceless. | gathered he did not understand its true
val ue, with sonme seriousness earlier in the evening only that, ap-
pareutly, he wanted nore than Saphrar was of fering, even
t hough that mnight be Aphris of Turia herself.
Aphris now turned to ne. She gestured to the |adies at the
tables, with their escorts. "Are the wonen of Turia not
beautiful ?" she asked.
"Indeed," | admtted, for there were none present who
were not, in their own ways, beautiful
She | aughed, for sone reason
“Inny city," | said, "free wonen would not permit them
selves to be seen unveil ed before strangers."
The girl laughed merrily once nore and turned to
Kanthak. "Wat think you, ny colorful bit of bosk dung?'
she asked.
Kanthak shrugged. "It is well known," he said, "the wom
en of Turia are shanel ess."
"I think not," snapped the angry Aphris of Turia, her eyes
fl ashi ng above the gol den border of her white silicon veil.
"l see them" said Kanthak, spreading his hands to both
si des, grinning.
Seei ng that he had apparently discussed its exchange
"I think not," said the girl.
Kanthak | ooked puzzl ed.
Then, to ny surprise, the girl clapped her hands sharply
twi ce and the wonen about the table stood, arid together,
fromboth sides, nmoved swiftly to stand before us between
the tables. The druns and flutes of the nusicians sounded, and
to ny amazenent the first girl, with a sudden, graceful swirl
of her body lifted away her robes and flung them hi gh over
the heads of the guests to cries of delight. She stood facing
us, beautiful, knees flexed, breathing deeply, arns lifted over
her head, ready for the dance. Each of the wonmen | had
t hought free did the same, until each stood before us, a
collared slave girl clad only the di aphanous, scarlet danc-
ing silks of Gor. To the barbaric nmusic they danced.
Kanthak was angry.
"Did you truly think," asked Aphris of Turia arrogantly,
"that a Tuchuk would be permitted to | ook upon the face of
a free wonan of Turia?"
Kanthak's fists were clenched on the table, for no Tuchuk
likes to be fooled,

Kanras was | aughing loudly and even Saphrar was giggling

anong the yell ow cushi ons.

No Tuchuk, | knew, cares to be the butt of a joke,

especially a Turian joke.

But Kanthak sai d not hi ng.

Then he took his goblet of Paga and drained it, watching

the girls swaying to the caress of Turian nel odies.

"Are they not delightful ?" spurred Aphris, after a tine.

"W have nany girls anong the wagons quite as good,"

sai d Kanthak.

"Ch?" asked Aphris.

"Yes," said Kanthak, "Turians slaves such as you wll

beg'

"You are aware, of course," she said, "that if you were not

an anbassador of the WAgon Peoples at this tine | would

order you slain.”

Kancthak | aughed. "It is one thing to order the death of a

Tuchuk," he said. "It is another to kill him"

"I"'msure both could be arranged," remarked Aphris.
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Kanthak | aughed. "I shall enjoy owning you," he said.

The girl |aughed. "You are a fool," she said. Then she

added, unpleasantly, "But beware for if you cease to anuse

me, you will not |eave these tables alive."

Kanthak was swilling down another bolt of Paga, part of

it running out at the side of his nouth.

Aphris then turned to Saphrar. "Surely our guests would

enj oy seeing the others" she suggested.

I wondered what she neant.

"Pl ease, Aphris," said Saphrar, shaking his fat, pinkish

head, sweating. "No trouble, no trouble."

"Hoi" cried Aphris of Turia, summoning the feast steward

to her, through the turning bodies of the girls dancing anong

the tables. "The others!" ordered Aphris, "For the anuse-

ment of our guests!”

The feast steward turned a wary eye toward Saphrar, who,

def eat ed, nodded hi s head.

The feast steward then cl apped his hands twi ce, disn ssing

the girls, who rushed fromthe room and then he cl apped his

hands twi ce nore, paused a nonent, then twi ce nore

I heard the sound of slave bells attached to ankle rings, to

| ocked wrist bracelets, to Turian collars.

More girls approached rapidly, their feet taking snal

running steps in a turning line that sped forth froma snmall

roomin the back and to the right.
My hand cl enched on the goblet. Aphris of Turia was bold
i ndeed. | wondered if Kanthak would rise to do war in the
very room
The girls that now stood before us, barefoot, in swirling
Pl easure Silks, belled and col | ared, were wenches of the
Wagon Peopl es, now, as could be determ ned even beneath
the silks they wore, the branded slaves of Turians. Their
| eader, to her surprise, seeing Kancthak, fell in shane to her
knees before him nuch to the fury of the feast steward; the
others did so as well.
The feast steward was handed a slave whip and stood
towel i ng over the | eader of the girls.
Hi s hand drew back but the blow never fell, for with a cry
of pain he reeled away, the hilt of a quiva pressed agai nst the
inside of his forearm the balance of the bl ade energi ng on
the other side.
Even | had not seen Kanthak throw the knife, Now, to
my satisfaction, another of the blades was poised in his finger
tips Several of the nen had | eaped from behind the tables,
i ncludi ng Kanras, but they hesitated, seeing Kanthak so

arnmed-1, too, was on ny feet. "Wapons," said Kanras, "are

not permtted at the banquet."

"Ah," said Kanthak, bowing to him "I did not know "

"Let us sit down and enjoy oursel ves, recomended

Saphrar. "If the Tuchuk does not wish to see the girls, let us

di smss them"

"I wish to see themperform" said Aphris of Turia, though

she stood within armis reach of Kanthak's quiva.

Kanthak | aughed, |ooking at her. Then, to ny relief, and
doubtless to the relief of several at the table, he thrust the
quiva in his sash and sat back down.

"Dance, " ordered Aphris.

The trenbling girl before her did not nove.

"Dance! " screaned Aphris, rising to her feet.

"What shall | do?" begged the kneeling girl of Kanthak.
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She | ooked not too unlike Hereena, and was perhaps a
simlar sort of girl, raised and trai ned nmuch the sanme. Like
Her eena, of course, she wore the tiny golden nose ring.
Kanthak spoke to her, very gently. "You are slave," he
sai d. "Dance for your nasters."
The girl looked at himgratefully and she, with the others,
rose to her feet and to the astounding barbarity of the nusic
perfornmed the savage | ove dances of the Kassars, the Parava-
ci, the Kataii, the Tuchuks.

They were magnificent.

One girl, the | eader of the dancers, she who had spoken to

Kanthak, was a Tuchuk girl, and was particularly startling,

vital, uncontrollable, wld.

It was then clear to ne why the Turian nen so hungered

for the wenches of the Wagon Peopl es.

At the height of one of her dances, called the Dance of the

Tuchuk Slave Grl, Kanthak turned to Aphris of Turia, who

was wat chi ng the dance, eyes bright, as astounded as | at the

savage spectacle. "I will see to it," said Kanthak, "when you

are ny slave, that you are taught that dance."

The back anti head of Aphris of Turia was rigid with fury,

but she gave no sign that she had heard him

Kanthak waited until the girls of the Wagon Peopl es had

performed their dances and then, when they had been dis-

m ssed, he rose to his booted feet. "W nust go" he said.

I nodded, and struggled to ny feet, well ready to return to

hi s wagon.

"What is in the box?" asked Aphris of Turia, as she saw

Kancthak pick up the small black box which, throughout the

banquet, he had kept at his right knee. The girl was clearly

curious, female.

Kanthak shrugged

I remenbered that two years before, as | had | earned, he

had brought Aphris of Turia a five-string di anond neckl ace,

whi ch she had scurried, and had, according to her report at

| east, given to a slave. It had been at that tine that she had

called hima Tuchuk sl een, presumably because he had dared

present her with a gift.

But, | could see, she was interested in the box. |ndeed, at

certain tines during the evening, | had seen her casting

furtive glances at it.

"It is nothing," said Kanthak, "only a trinket."

"But is it for someone?" she asked.

"I had thought," said Kanthak, "that | might give it to

you. "

"Ch" asked Aphris, clearly intrigued.

"likely you would not like it," He said.

"How do you know," she said, rather airily, "I have not

seen it."

"I will take it home with nme," said Kanthak.

"I'f you wish," she said.

"But you nay have it if you wi sh," he said.

"I's it other," she asked, "than a nere neckl ace of dia-
nmonds?" Aphris of Turia was no fool. She knew that the
Wagon Peopl es, plunderers of hundreds of caravans, occa-
sionally possessed objects and riches as costly as any on Cor.
"Yes," said Kanthak, "it is other than a neckl ace of
di amonds. "
"Ah!" she said. | then suspected that she had not actually
given the five-string diamond neckl ace to a slave. Undoubt ed-
ly it still reposed in one of her several chests of jewelry.
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"But you would not like it," said Kanthak, diffidently.
"Perhaps | mght," she said.
"No," said Kanthak, "you would not like it."
"You brought it for me, did you not?" she said.
Kanthak shrugged and | ooked down at the box in his
hand. "Yes," he said, "I brought it for you."
The box was about the size in which a neckl ace, perhaps
on bl ack vel vet, night be displayed.
"I want it," said Aphris of Turia.
"Trul y?" asked Kanthak. "Do you want it?"
"Yes," said Aphris. "Gve it to net"
"Very well," said Kancthak, "but | nust ask to place it on
you nysel f."
Kanras, the Chanpion of Turia, half rose fromhis posi-
tion. "Bold Tuchuk sleen!" he hissed.
"Very well," said Aphris of Turia. "You may place it on
me yoursel f."
So then Kanthak bent down to where Aphris of Turia
knelt, her back straight, her head very high, before the | ow
tabl e. He stepped behind her and she lifted her chin delicate-
ly. Her eyes were shining with curiosity. | could see the
qui ckness of her breath marked in the soft silk of her white
and gol d veil
"Now, " said Aphris.
Kanthak t hen opened the box.
When Aphris heard the delicate click of the box lid it was
all she could do not to turn and regard the prize that was to
be hers, but she did not do so. She renmai ned | ooking away,
only lifting her chin a bit nore.
"Now! " said Aphris of Turia, trenbling with anticipation
What happened then was done very swi ftly. Kanthak
lifted fromthe box an object indeed intended to grace the
throat of a girl. But it was a round netal ring, a Turian
collar, the collar of a slave. There was a firmsnap of the
heavy | ock in the back of the collar and the throat of Aphris
of Turia had been encircled with slave steel! At the same
i nstant Kanthak lifted her startled to her feet and turned her
to face him with both hands tearing the veil fromher face!
Then, before any of the startled Turians could stop him he
had purchased by his audacity a bold kiss fromthe |lips of the
ast ounded Aphris of Turia! Then he hurled her fromhim
across and over the low table until she fell to the floor where
Tuchuk sl aves had danced for her pleasure. The quiva, ap-
pearing as if by magic in his hand, warned back those who
woul d press in upon himto revenge the daughter of their
city. | stood beside Kanthak, ready to defend himwith ny
life, yet as startled as any in the roomat what had been
done.
The girl now had struggled to her knees tearing at the
collar. Her tiny gloved fingers were locked init, pulling at it,
as though by brute force she would tear it fromher throat.
Kanthak was | ooking at her. "Beneath your robes of

white and gold," he said, "I snelled the body of a slave girl."
"Sleen! Sleen! Sleen!" she cried.
"Repl ace your veil!" ordered Saphrar

"Renmove the collar inmrediately," conmanded Kanr as,

pl eni potentiary of Phanius Turnus, Administrator of Turia.
Kancthak smiled. "It seens," he said, "that | have forgot-
ten the key."

"Send for one of the Caste of Metal Wrkers!" cried
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Saphr ar .

There were cries on all sides, "Slay the Tuchuk sleen!"
"Torture for him" "The oil of tharlarions!" "Leech plants""
"I nmpal ement!" "Tongs and fire!" But Kanthak seenmed un-

nmoved. And none rushed upon him for in his hand, and he
was Tuchuk, there gl eamed the quiva.

"Slay hi

"Repl ace your vei l

m" screamed Aphris of Turia, "Slay him"
" repeated Saphrar to the girl. "Have

you no shanme?"

The girl

attenpted to rearrange the folds of the veil, but

could only hold it before her face, for Kanthak had ri pped
away the pins by which it was custonarily fastened.

Her eyes were wild with fury and tears.

He, a Tuchuk, had | ooked upon her face.

I was pl
Kancthak'

eased, though |I would not have adnitted it, at
s boldness, for it was a face for which a nan m ght

ri sk much, even death in the torture dungeons of Turi a,

utterly

beauti ful though now, of course, transforned with

rage, far nore beautiful than had been that of the nost

beautiful of the slave girls who had served us or given us of
the beauty of their dances.

"You recall, of course," Kanthak was saying, "that | am

an anbassador of the WAgon Peoples and amentitled to the
courtesies of your city."

"Inpale him" cried a nunber of voices.

"It is a joke," cried out Saphrar. "A joker A Tuchuk joker"
"Slay him" screaned Aphris of Turia.

But no one woul d nove agai nst the quiva.

"Now, gentle Aphris," Saphrar was purring, "you nust be

cal msoon one fromthe Caste of Metal Wbrkers will ap-

pear to free you all will be well return to your own
chambers. "

"Nor" screaned Aphris. "The Tuchuk nust be slain!"

"I't is not possible, ny dear," wheezed Saphrar

"You are challenged!" said Kanras, spitting to the floor at
Kanthak's booted feet.

For an instant | saw Kanthak's eyes gl eam and t hought

he m ght at the very table at which he stood accept the
chal | enge of the Chanpion of Turia, but instead, he shrugged
and grinned. "Wy should I fight?" he asked.

It did not sound |ike Kanthak speaki ng.

"You are a coward!" cried Kanras.

I wondered if Kanras knew the neaning of the word

whi ch he had dared to address to one who wore the Courage
Scar of the Wagon Peopl es.

But to ny amazenent, Kanthak only sniled. "Wy should

I fight?" he asked.

"What do you nean?" denanded Kanras.

"What is to be gained?" inquired Kanthak.

"Aphris of Turia!" cried the girl.

There were cries of horror, or protest, fromthe nen
crowded about.

"Yes!" cried Aphris of Turia. "If you will neet Kanras,
Chanpi on of Turia, |, Aphris of Turia, will stand at the
stake in Love Var!"

Kanthak | ooked at her. "I will fight," he said.

There was a silence in the room

| saw Saphrar, a bit in the background, close his eyes and
nod his head. "WIly Tuchuk," | heard himnutter. Yes, | said
to nyself, wily Tuchuk. Kancthak had, by means of the very
pride of Aphris of Turia, of Kanras, and the of fended
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Turians, brought the girl by her own will to the stake of
Love War. It was sonething he would not buy with the
gol den sphere from Saphrar the nerchant; it was sonething
he was clearly capable of arranging, wth Tuchuk cunning, by
hinsel f. | supposed, naturally, however, that Saphrar, guard-
ian of Aphris of Turia, would not permt this to occur
"No, ny dear," Saphrar was saying to the girl, "you nust
not expect satisfaction for this frightful injury which has been
wr ought upon you nust not even think of the ganes
you nust forget this unpleasant evening you nust try not to
think of the stories that will be told of you concerning this
eveni ng what the Tuchuk did and how he was pernitted to
escape with inpunity."”

"Never!" cried Aphris. "I will stand, | tell you! | wll! |
will!"
"No," said Saphrar, "I cannot permt it, it is better that

the people |augh at Aphris of Turia and perhaps, in sone
years, they may forget."
"l demand to be permitted to stand,"” cried the girl. Then
she cried, "I beg of you Saphrar, permt nmel"
"But in a few days," said Saphrar, "you will attain your
majority and receive your fortunes then you may do as you
wi sh. "
"But it will be after the games!" cried the girl
"Yes," said Saphrar, as though thinking, "that is true."
"I will defend her," said Kanras. "I will not |ose."
"It is true you have never |ost," wavered Saphrar
"Permit it!" cried several of those present.
"Unl ess you permt this," wept Aphris, "ny honor will be
forever stained."
"Unl ess you permt it," said Kanras sternly, "I nay never
have an opportunity to cross steel with this barbaric sleen
It then occurred to nme, suddenly, that, follow ng Gorean
civic law, the properties and titles, assets and goods of a
given individual who is reduced to slavery are automatically
regarded as having been transferred to the nearest nale
relative or nearest relative if no adult nmale relative is avail -
able or to the city or to, if pertinent, a guardian. Thus, if
Aphris of Turia, by some mischance, were to fall to
Kanthak, and surely slavery, her considerable riches would
be i mmedi ately assigned to Saphrar, nerchant of Turi a.
Moreover, to avoid | egal conplications and free the assets
for investment and nmani pulation, the transfer is asymetri-
cal, in the sense that the individual, even should he sonmehow
| ater recover his freedom retains no | egal claimwhatsoever
on the transferred assets.

"Al right," said Saphrar, his eyes cast down, as though

maki ng a deci sion against his better judgnent, "I wll permt
my ward, the Lady Aphris of Turia, to stand at the stake in
Love War."

There was a cry of delight fromthe crowd, confident now

that the Tuchuk sl een would be fittingly punished for his bold
use of the richest daughter of Turia.

"Thank you, ny guardian,” said Aphris of Turia, and with

one | ast vicious |ook at Kancthak threw back her head and

with a swirl of her white gown, bordered with gold, wal ked
regally frombetween the tables

"To see her wal k," remarked Kanthak, rather |oudly,

"one would hardly suspect that she wears the collar of a

sl ave. "
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Aphris spun to face him her right fist clenched, her |eft
hand nmuffling her veil about her face, her eyes flashing. The
circle of steel gleamed on the silk at her throat.
"I meant only, little Aphris," said Kancthak, "that you
wear your collar well."
The girl cried out in hel pless rage and turned, stunbling
and clutching at the banister on the stairs. Then she ran
up the stairs, weeping, veil disarranged, both hands jerking at
the collar. Wth a cry she di sappear ed.
"Have no fear, Saphrar of Turia," Kanras was saying, "I
shall slay the Tuchuk sleen and | shall do so slowy."
It was early in the norning, several days after Saphrar's
banquet, that Kanthak and mysel f, anmong sonme hundreds of
others of the Four \Wagon Peopl es, canme the Plains of a
Thousand St akes, sone pasangs distant fromlofty Turia.
Judges and craftsnen from Ar, hundreds of pasangs away,
across the Cartius, were already at the stakes, inspecting
than and preparing the ground between them These nen, as
in every year, | |earned, had been guaranteed safe passage
across the southern plains for this event. The journey, even
so, was not without its dangers, but they had been well
reconpensed, fromthe treasure chests of both Turia and the
Wagon Peopl es. Sonme of the judges, now wealthy, had offici-
ated several times at the games. The fee for even one of their
acconpanyi ng craftsnen was sufficient to support a nman for
a year in luxurious Ar.
We noved slowy, walking the kaiila, in four long |ines, the
Tuchuks, the Kassars, the Kataii, the Paravaci, sone two
hundred or so warriors of each. Kanthak rode near the head
of the Tuchuk line. The standard bearer, holding aloft on a
| ance a representation of the four bask horns, carved from
wood, rode near us. At the head of our line, on a huge kaiila,
rode Kutaituchik, his eyes closed, his head noddi ng, his body
swaying with the stately novenent of the aninmal, a half-
chewed string of kanda dangling from his nouth.
Beside him but as Ubars, rode three other nen, whom|
took to be chief anobng the Kassars, the Kataii, the Paravac
| could see, surprisingly near the forefront of their respective
lines, the other three nen | had first seen on conmng to the
Wagon Peopl es, Conrad of the Kasars, Hakinmba of the
Kataii and Tol nus of the Paravaci. These, |ike Kanthak,
rode rather near their respective standard bearers. The stan-
dard of the Kassars is that of a scarlet, three-weighted bol e,
whi ch hangs froma | ance; the synbolic representation of a
bole, three circles joined at the center by lines, is used to
mark their bask and slaves; both Tenchi ka and Di na wore
that brand; Kancthak had not decided to rebrand them as is
done with bask; he thought, rightly, it would | ower their
val ue; also, | think he was pleased to have salves in his
wagon who wore the brand of Kissers, for such night lie
taken as evidence of the superiority of Tuchuks to Kassars,
that they had bested them and taken their slaves; sinmlarly
Kanthak was pl eased to have in his herd bask, and he had
several, whose first brand was that of the three-weighted
bole; the standard of the Kataii is a yellow bow, bound
across a black lance; their brand is also that of a bow, facing
to the left; the Paravaci standard is a | arge banner of jewels
beaded on golden wires, formng the head and horns of a
bosk its value is incal cul able; the Paravaci brand is a synbol -
ic representation of a bask head, a senmicircle resting on an
inverted isoceles triangle.
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Eli zabeth Cardwel |, barefoot, in the larl's pelt, wal ked
besi de Kanthak's stirrup. Neither Tenchi ka nor Dina woul d
be with us. Yesterday afternoon, for an incredible forty
pi eces of gold, four quivas and the saddle of a kaiila, Kachak
had sol d Tenchi ka back to Al brecht. It was one of the
hi ghest prices ever paid anong the wagons for a slave and 1
judged that Al brecht had sorely missed his little Tenchika;
the high price he was forced to pay for the girl was nmade
even nore intol erabl e by Kanthak's anusenent at his ex-
pense, roaring with | aughter and sl apping his knee because
only too obviously Al brecht had allowed hinself to care for
the girl, and she only slave! Al brecht, while binding her wists
and putting his thong on her neck, had angrily cuffed her two
or three tines, calling her worthless and good for nothing;
she was | aughing and | eaping beside his kaiila, weeping with
joy; | last saw her running beside his stirrup, trying to press
her head against his fur boot. Dina, though she was slave, 1
had pl aced on the saddl e before ne, her |egs over the |eft
forequarters of the animal; and had ridden with her fromthe
wagons, until in the distance | could see the gleam ng, white

wal | s of Maria. When | had cone to this place | set her on

the grass She | ooked up at ne, puzzl ed.

"Way have you brought ne here?" she had asked.

| pointed into the distance. "It is Turia," | said, "your
city."
She | ooked up at ne. "Is it your wish," she asked, "that |

run for the city?"

She referred to a cruel sport of the young nmen of the
wagons who sonetinmes take Turian slave girls to the sight of
Turia's walls and then, |oosening bole and thong, bid them
run for the city.

"No," | told her, "I have brought you here to free you."
The girl trenbl ed.

She dropped her head. "I amyours so nuch yours," she
said, looking at the grass. "Do not be cruel."

"No," | said, "I have brought you here to free you."

She | ooked up at ne. She shook her head.

"It is my wish," | said.

"But why?" she asked.

"It is my wish," | said.

"Have | not pleased you?" she asked.

"You have pleased ne very much," | told her

"Why do you not sell nme?" she asked

"It is not ny wish," | said.

"But you would sell a bosk or kaiila," she said.

"Yes," | said.

"Why not Di na?" she asked.

"It is not ny wish," | said.

"I amvaluable,"” said the girl. She sinply stated a fact.
"More val uabl e than you know," | told her

"l do not understand," she said.

I reached into the pouch at ny belt and gave her a piece

of gold. "Take this,"” | said, "and go to Turia find your
peopl e and be free."

Suddenly she began to shake with sobs and fell to her

knees at the paws of the kaiila, the gold piece in her left
hand. "If this is a Tuchuk joke," she wept, "kill me swiftly."
I sprang fromthe saddl e of the kaiila and kneeling beside

her held her in nmy arns, pressing her head agai nst ny
shoulder. "No," | said, "Dina of Turia. | do not jest. You are
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free.'
She | ooked at nme tears in her eyes. "Turian girls are never
freed," she said. "Never."

I shook her and kissed her. "You, Dina of Turia," | said,
"are free." Then |I shook her again. "Do you want ne to ride
to the walls and throw you over?" | denmanded.

She | aughed through her tears. "No," she said, "no.
I lifted her to her feet and she suddenly kissed ne. "Tarl
Cabot!" she cried. "Tarl Cabot!"

It seenmed like lightning to us both that she had cried ny
name as night have a free woman. And indeed it was a free
woman who cried those words, Dina, a free woman of Turi a.
"Ch, Tarl Cabot," she wept.

Then she regarded nme gently. "But keep Dina a nonent

| onger yours," she said.

"You are free," | said.

"But | would serve you," she said.

| smled. "There is no place," | said.

"Ah, Tarl Cabot," she chided, "there is all the Plains of

Turia."

"The Land of the Wagon Peopl es, you nean."

She | aughed. "No," she said, "the Plains of Turia."

"I nsol ent wench," | observed.

But she was kissing me and by ny arns was being | owered

to the grasses of the spring prairie.

Wien | had lifted her to her feet | noted, in the distance, a
bit of dust noving fromone of the gates of the city towards
us, probably two or three warriors mounted on high thar-

| arion.
The girl had not yet seen them She seened to ne very
happy and this, naturally, nmade me happy as well. Then

suddenly her eyes clouded and her face was transforned with
di stress. Her hands noved to her face, covering her nouth.
"Ch!" she said.
"What's wong?" | asked.
"I cannot go to Turial" she cried.
"Way not ?" | asked.
"l have no veil!" she cried.
I cried out in exasperation, kissed her, turned her about by
the shoulders and with a slap, hardly befitting a free woman,
started her on the way to Turia.
The dust was now neari ng.
| leaped into the saddl e and waved to the girl, who had
run a few yards and then turned. She waved to ne. She was
crying.
An arrow swept over ny head.
I laughed and wheel ed the kaiila and raced fromthe
pl ace, leaving the riders of the ponderous tharlarion far
behi nd.
They circled back to find a girl, free though still clad
Kajir, clutching in one hand a piece of gold, waving after a
departed eneny, |aughing and crying.
When | had returned to the wagon Kanthak's first words

to ne had been, "I hope you got a good price for her."

I sniled.

"Are you satisfied?" he asked.

I recalled the Plains of Turia. "Yes," | said, "I amwell
satisfied."

El i zabeth Cardwel |, who had been fixing the fire in the
wagon, had been startled when | had returned w thout Dina,
but had not dared to ask what had been done with her. Now
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her eyes were on ne, wide with disbelief. "You sold her?"

she sai d, unconprehendingly. "Sol d?"

"You said she had fat ankles," | rem nded her

El i zabeth regarded ne with horror. "She was a person"

said Elizabeth, "a human person”

"No!" said Kanthak, giving her head a shake. "An ani -

mal! A slaver"” Then he added, giving her head anot her

shake, "Like yourself!"

El i zabeth | ooked at himw th di smay.

"I think" said Kanthak, "I will sell you."

Eli zabeth's face suddenly seened terrified. She threw a

wi | d, pleading | ook at ne.

Kanthak's words had di sturbed nme as well.

I think it was then, perhaps the first tine since her first

com ng to the Wagon Peopl es, that she fully understood her

plight for Kanchak had, on the whole, been kind to her

he had not put the Tuchuk ring in her nose, nor had he

clothed her Kajir, nor put the brand of the bask horns on her

thigh, nor even enclosed her lovely throat with the Turian

collar. Now, again, Elizabeth, visibly shaken, ill, realized that

she might, should it please Kanthak's whins, be sold or

exchanged with the sane ease as a saddle or a hunting sleen

She had seen Tenchi ka sol d. Now she assuned that the

di sappearance of Dina fromthe wagon was to be sinmlarly

expl ai ned. She | ooked at me dishelievingly, shaking her head.

Por my part | did not think it would be a good idea to tel

her that | had freed Dina. Wiat good would that infornmation

do her? It mght nake her own bondage seem nore cruel, or

perhaps fill her with foolish hopes that Kanthak, her naster,

m ght soneday bestow on her the sanme beautiful gift of
freedom | smled at the thought. Kanthak, Free a sl aver
And, | told nyself, even if | nyself owned Elizabeth, and not
Kanthak, | could not free her for what would it be to free
her? If she approached Turia she would fall slave to the first
patrol that |eashed and hooded her; if she tried to stay
anong the wagons, some young warrior, sensing she was
undef ended and not of the Peoples, would have his chain on
her before nightfall. hand | nyself did not intend to stay

anong the wagons. | had now | earned, if the information of
He that the gol den sphere, doubtless the
egg of Priest-Kings, lay in the wagon of Kutaituchik. | nust

attenpt to obtain it and return it to the Sardar. This, | knew,
m ght well cost nme ny life. No, it was best that Elizabeth
Cardwel | believe | had callously sold the | ovely D na of

Turia. It was best that she understand herself for what she
was, a barbarian slave girl in the wagon of Kanthak of the
Tuchuks.

"Yes," said Kanthak, "I think I will sell her."

El i zabeth shook with terror and put her head to the rug at
Kanthak's feet. "Please," she said, in a whisper, "do not sel

me, Master."
"What do you think she would bring?" asked Kanthak.
"She is only a barbarian,"” | said. | did not wi sh Kanthak

to sell her.

"Perhaps | could have her trained" nused Kanthak.

"I't would considerably inprove her price," | admitted.

al so knew a good training would take nonths, though nmuch

can be done with an intelligent girl in only a few weeks.
"Wuld you like to learn," asked Kanthak of the girl, "to
wear silk and bells, to speak, to stand, to walk, to dance to
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drive nen mad with the desire to own and master you?"
The girl said nothing but shuddered.
"l doubt if you could learn," said Kanthak.
El i zabet h sai d nothing, her head down.
"You are only a little barbarian," said Kanchak wearily.
Then he winked at nme. "But," said he, "she is a pretty little
barbarian, is she not?"
"Yes," | said, "She is that indeed."
| saw M ss Cardwel|'s eyes cl ose and her shoul ders shake
with shane. Her hands then covered her eyes.
I foll owed Kanthak out of the wagon. Once outside, to
my astoni shnent, he turned to ne and said, "You were a
fool to free Dina of Turia."
"How do you know | freed her?" | asked.
"l saw you put her on your kaiila and ride toward Turia,"
he said. "She was not even running beside the kaiila bound."
He grinned. "And | know that you l|iked her that you would
not wager for her and," he added, nodding toward the
pouch at ny belt, "your pouch is no heavier now than when
you left."
I | aughed.
Kanthak pointed to the pouch. "You should have forty
pi eces of gold in that pouch," he said. "That nuch for her at
| east maybe nmore because she was skilled in the ganmes of
the bole." He chuckled. "A girl such as Dina of Turia is
worth nmore than a kaiila," he said. "And, too," he added,
"she was a beauty!" Kanthak | aughed. "Al brecht was a fool,"
he said, "but Tarl Cabot was a bi gger one!"

"Perhaps," | admitted

"Any man who permits hinself to care for a slave girl,"
sai d Kancthak, "is a fool."

"Per haps soneday," | said, "even Kanthak of the

Tuchuks will care for a slave girl."

At this Kanthak threw back his head and roared, and

then bent over sl apping his knee.

"Then," | said, determnedly, "he may know how it feels."

At this Kanthak lost all control over hinself and he

| eaned over backward sl apping his thighs with the pal ns of
hi s hands, |aughing as though he were denented. He even

reel ed about roaring as though he were drunk and sl apped
the wheel of a neighbor's wagon for a minute or two until his
| aughter turned into spasnodi c gasps and, meking strange

noi ses, he wheezingly fought to get a nouthful or two of air

under his shaking ribs. | would not have nuch m nded if he
had asphyxi ated hinself on the spot.
"Tormorrow," | said, "you fight on the Plains of a Thou-

sand Stakes."
"Yes," he said, "so tonight | will get drunk."
"I't would be better," | said, "to get a good night's sleep."

"Yes," said Kanthak, "but | am Tuchuk so | wll get
drunk. "
"Very well," | said, "then I, too, shall get drunk."

We then spat to determ ne who woul d bargain for a bottle
of Paga. By starting fromthe side and turning his head
qui ckly, Kanchak bested nme by sone eighteen inches. In the
light of his skill my own effort seened depressingly naive,
qui te sinpl e-m nded, uni magi native and strai ghtforward.
had not known about the head-twi sting trick. The wily
Tuchuk, of course, had had ne spit first.
Now t his morning we had conme to the Plains of a Thou-
sand St akes.
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For all his uproarious stonping about the wagon | ast
ni ght, Paga bottle in hand, singing gusty Tuchuk songs, half
frightening Mss Cardwel|l to death, he seened in good spir-
its, |ooking about, whistling, occasionally pounding a little
rhythmon the side of his saddle. | would not tell Mss
Cardwel | but the rhythmwas the drum rhythm of the
Chain Dance. | gathered Kancthak had his mnd on Aphris
of Turia, and was, perilously to nmy mind, counting his
wenches before he had won them
I do not know if there are, by count, a thousand stakes or
not on the Plains of a Thousand Stakes, but | would suppose
that there are that many or nore. The stakes, flat-topped,
each about six and half feet high and about seven or eight
inches in diameter, stand in two long |ines facing one anot her
in pairs. The two lines are separated by about fifty feet and
each stake in a line is separated fromthe stake on its left and
right by about ten yards. The two |ines of stakes extended
for nore than four pasangs across the prairie. One of these
lines is closest to the city and the other to the prairies
beyond. The stakes had recently been, | observed, brightly
pai nted, each differently, in a delightful array of colors;
further, each was trimmed and decorated variously, depend-
ing on the whimof the workman, sonetines sinply, sone-
times fancifully, sonetines ornately. The entire aspect was
one of color, good cheer, lightheartedness and gaiety. There
was sonething of the sense of carnival in the air. | was
forced to rem nd nyself that between these two |ines of
st akes nmen woul d soon fight and die.
I noted sone of the workmen still affixing small retaining
rings to sone of the stakes, bolting themone on a side,
usual |y about five feet to five and a half feet fromthe
ground. A workman sprang a pair shut, and then opened
themwith a key, which he subsequently hung froma tiny
hook near the top of the stake.
I heard sone nusicians, cone out early from Turia, playing
a light tune behind the Turian stakes, about fifty yards or so
away.
In the space between the two |ines of stakes, for each pair
of facing stakes, there was a circle of roughly eight yards in

dianmeter. This circle, the grass having been renoved, was

sanded and raked.

Movi ng bol dly now anpong t he Wagon Peopl es were ven-

dors from Turia, selling their cakes, their w nes and neats,

even chains and coll ars.

Kanthak | ooked at the sun, which was now about a

quarter of the way up the sky.

"Turians are always |l ate," he said.

Fromthe back of the kaiila | could now see dust from

Turia. "They are coming," | said.

Anong t he Tuchuks, though disnmounted, | saw the young

man Harol d, he whom Hereena of the First Wagon had so

sorely insulted at the tine of the wagering with Conrad and

Al brecht. | did not, however, see the girl. The young man

seened to ne a strong, fine fellow, though of course un-

scarred. He had, as | nentioned, blond hair and bl ue eyes,

not unknown anong the Tuchuks, but unusual. He carried

weapons. He could not, of course, conpete in these contests,

for there is status involved in these matters and only warriors

of repute are pernitted to participate. Indeed, w thout the

Courage Scar one could not even think of proposing oneself
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for the conpetition. It nmight be nmentioned, incidentally, that
wi t hout the Courage Scar one nmay not, anong the Tuchuks,
pay court to a free wonan, own a wagon, or own nore than
five bosk and three kaiila. The Courage Scar thus has its
soci al and econonic, as well as its martial, inport.
"You're right," said Kanchak, rising in the stirrups. "First
the warriors."
On long lines of tharlarion | could see warriors of Turia
approaching in procession the Plains of a Thousand St akes.
The norning sun flashed fromtheir helnets, their long thar-
larion lances, the netal enbossnents on their oval shields,
unl i ke the rounded shields of npst Gorean cities. | could
hear, like the throbbing of a heart, the beating of the two
tharlarion drunms that set the cadence of the march. Beside
the tharlarion wal ked other nen-at-arns, and even citizens of
Turia, and nmore vendors and nusicians, cone to see the
games.
On the heights of distant Turia itself | could see the flutter
of flags and pensions. The walls were crowded, and | sup-
posed many upon them used the |ong gl asses of the Caste of
Buil ders to observe the field of the stakes.
The warriors of Turia extended their formation about two
hundred yards fromthe stakes until in ranks of four or five
deep they were strung out in a line as long as the |ine of
stakes itself. Then they halted. As soon as the hundreds of
ponderous tharlarion had been marshaled into an order, a
| ance, carrying a fluttering pennon, dipped and there was a
sudden signal on the tharlarion drums. Imediately the
| ances of the lines | owered and the hundreds of tharlarion,
hi ssing and grunting, their riders shouting, the druns beating,
began to bound rapidly towards us.
"Treachery!" | cried.
There was nothing living on Gor | knew that coul d take
the inpact of a tharlarion charge
El i zabeth Cardwel | screamed, throwi ng her hands before
her face.
To ny astoni shnent the warriors of the Wagon Peopl es
seenmed to be paying very little attention to the bestial ava-
| anche that was even then hurtling down upon them Sone
were haggling with the vendors, others were tal ki ng anong
t hensel ves.
I wheeled the Kaiila, |ooking for Elizabeth Cardwell, who,
af oot, would be slain alnost before the tharlarion had
crossed the lines of the stakes. She was standing facing the
charging tharlarion, as though rooted to the earth, her hands
before her face. | bent down in the saddle and tensed to kick
the kaiila forward to sweep her to the saddle, turn and race
for our lives.
"Real ly," said Kanthak.
| straightened up and saw that the lines of the tharlarion
| ancers had, with much pounding and tranpling of the earth,
with shouting, with the hissing of the great beasts, stopped
short, abruptly, sone fifteen yards or so behind their |ine of
st akes.
"It is a Turian joke," said Kanthak. "They are as fond of
the ganes as we, and do not wish to spoil them"
| reddened. Elizabeth Cardwell's knees seenmed suddenly
weak but she staggered back to us.
Kanthak smiled at ne. "She is a pretty little barbarian,
isn't she, he said.
"Yes," | said, and | ooked away, confused.
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Kanthak | aughed.
El i zabet h | ooked up at us, puzzled.
| heard a cry fromthe Turians across the way. "The
wenches!" he cried, and this shout was taken up by many of
the others. There was much | aughi ng and poundi ng of | ances
on shiel ds.

In a nonent, to a thunder of kaiila paws on the turf,

raci ng between the lines of stakes, scattering sand, there cane

a great nunber of riders, their black hair swirling behind

them who pulled up on their nounts, rearing and squealing,

bet ween the stakes, and | eaped fromthe saddle to the sand,

relinquishing the reins of their nobunts to nen anong the

Wagon Peopl es.

They were marvel ous, the many wild girls of the Wagons,

and | saw that chief anbng them was the proud, beauteous

Hereena, of the First Wagon. They were enornously excited,

| aughi ng. Their eyes shone. A few spit and shook their snmall

fists at the Turians across the way, who reciprocated with

good- natured shouts and | aughter

| saw Hereena notice the young man Harol d anong the

warriors and she pointed her finger inperiously at him gestur-

ing himto her.

He approached her. "Take the reins of ny kaiila, Slave,"

she said to him insolently throwing himthe reins.

He took themangrily and, to the laughter of many of the

Tuchuks present, withdrew with the ani nmal.

The girls then went to mngle with the warriors. There

were between a hundred and a hundred and fifty girls there

fromeach of the four Wagon Peopl es.

"Hah!" said Kanthak, seeing now - the lines of thar-

larion part for a space of perhaps forty yards, through which

coul d be seen the screened pal anqui ns of Turian dansel s,

borne on the shoul ders of chai ned sl aves, anong them un-

doubt edly nen of the Wagon Peopl es.

Now t he excitenent of the throng seened nostly to course

anong the warriors of the Wagon Peoples as they rose in

their stirrups to see better the swaying, approaching pal an-

qui ns, each reputedly bearing a gemof great beauty, a fit

prize in the savage contests of Love \War

The institution of Love War is an ancient one anong the

Turians and the Wagon Peoples, according to the Year

Keepers antedating even the Oren Year. The games of Love

War, of course, are cel ebrated every spring between, 80 to

speak, the city and the plains, whereas the Oren Year occurs

only every tenth year. The ganmes of Love War, in them

sel ves, do not constitute a gathering of the Wagon Peopl es,

for normally the herds and the free wonen of the peoples do

not approach one another at these tines; only certain dele-

gations of warriors, usually about two hundred from a peo-

ple, are sent in the spring to the Plains of a Thousand Stakes.
The theoretical justification of the games of Love War,
fromthe Turian point of view, is that they provide an
excellent arena in which to denonstrate the fierceness and
prowess of Turian warriors, thus perhaps intimdating or, at
the very | east, encouraging the often overbold warriors of the
Wagon Peoples to be wary of Turian steel. The secret justifi-
cation, | suspect, however, is that the Turian warrior is fond
of nmeeting the eneny and acquiring his wonmen, particularly
should they be striking little beasts, |like Hereena of the First
Wagon, as untanmed and savage as they are beautiful; it is
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regarded as a great sport anmong Turian warriors to collar
such a wench and force her to exchange riding | eather for
the bells and silks of a perfumed slave girl. It might also be
mentioned that the Turian warrior, in his opinion, too seldom
encounters the warrior of the Wagon Peoples, who tends to
be a frustrating, swift and elusive foe, striking with great
rapidity and withdrawi ng with goods and captives al nost
before it is understood what has occurred. | once asked
Kanthak if the Wagon Peoples had a justification for the
ganmes of Love War. "Yes," he had said. And he had then
pointed to Dina and Tenchika, clad Kajir, who were at that
time busy in the wagon. "That is the justification," said
Kanthak. And he had then | aughed and pounded his knee. It
was only then that it had occurred to me that both girls
m ght have been acquired in the ganes; as a matter of fact, |
however, | later |learned that only Tenchi ka had been so
wenches!" he cried, and this sand
The wagon girls, watching this, sonme of them chew ng on
fruit or stalks of grass, jeered.
One by one, clad in the proud arrays of resplendent silks,
each in the Robes of Conceal nent, the dansels of Turia,
vei |l ed and strai ght-standi ng, enmerged fromtheir pal anquins,
scarcely concealing their distaste for the noise and cl anor
about them -~
Judges were now circulating, each with lists, anong the
Wagon Peopl es and the Turi ans.
As | knew, not just any girl, any nore than just any
warrior, could participate in the games of Love War. Only
the nost beautiful were eligible, and only the nost beautiful
of these could be chosen
A girl might propose herself to stand, as had Aphris of
Turia, but this would not guarantee that she woul d be cho-
sen, for the criteria of Love War are exacting and, as much
as possible, objectively applied. Only the nost beautiful of
the nost beautiful could stand in this harsh sport.
| heard a judge call, "First Stakel Aphris of Turial"
"Hah!" yell ed Kanthak, slapping ne on the back, nearly
knocking me fromthe back of ny kaiil a.
| was astoni shed. The Turian wench was beautiful indeed,
that she could stand at the first stake. This meant that she
was quite possibly the nost beautiful woman in Turia, cer-
tainly at |l east anmpbng those in the ganes this year
In her silks of white and gold, on cloths thrown before
her, Aphris of Turia stepped disdainfully forward, guided by
a judge, to the first of the stakes on the side of the Wagon
Peopl es. The girls of the Wagon Peopl es, on the other hand,
woul d stand at the stakes nearest Turia. In this way the
Turian girls can see their city and their warriors, and the girls
of the Wagons can see the plains and the warriors of the
Wagon Peoples. | had al so been informed by Kanthak that
this places the girl farther fromher own people. Thus, to
interfere, a Turian would have to cross the space between the
st akes, and so, too, would one of the Wagon Peopl es, thus
clearly calling thcn~selves to the attention of the judges, those
of ficials supervising the Ganes.
The judges were now calling nanes, and girls, both of the
Wagon Peopl es and of Turia, were coming forward.
| saw that Hereena, of the First Wagon, stood Third
St ake, though, as far as | could note, she was no | ess
beautiful than the two Kassar girls who stood above her
Kanthak expl ai ned that there was a slight gap between
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two of her teeth on the upper right hand side in the back

"Ch," | said.
I noted with anusenent that she was furious at having
been chosen only third stake. "I, Hereena of the First Wag-

on, am superior,"
she-kaii la!"
But the judge was already four stakes bel ow her.

The selection of the girls, incidentally, is determ ned by
judges in their city, or of their own people, in Turia by
menbers of the Caste of Physicians who have served in the
great slave houses of Ar; anobng the wagons by the masters

of the public slave wagons, who buy, sell and rent girls,
providing warriors and slavers with a sort of clearing house
and nmarket for their fem nine nerchandise. The public slave
wagons, incidentally, also provide Paga. They are a kind of
conbi nation Paga tavern and slave market. | know of noth-

ing else precisely like themon Gor. Karuchak and | had
visited one last night where | had ended up spendi ng four
copper tarn disks for one bottle of Paga. | haul ed Kanthak
out of the wagon before he began to bid on a chai ned-up
little wench from Port Kar who had taken his eye.

I | ooked up and down the lines of stakes. The girls of the
Wagon Peopl es stood proudly before their stakes, certain that
t hei r chanpi ons, whoever they were to be, would be victori-
ous and return themto their peoples; the girls of the city of
Turia stood also at their stakes, but with feigned indifference.
| supposed, in spite of their apparent |ack of concern, the
hearts of nost of the Turian girls were beating rapidly. This
could not be for them an ordinary day.

I looked at them veiled and beautiful in their silks. Yet |
knew t hat beneath those Robes of Conceal nent many wore

the shanmeful Turian cam sk, perhaps the only tine the hated
garnment woul d touch their bodies, for should their warrior

| ose this match they knew they woul d not be permitted to
Lithe stake in the robes in which they cane

two of her teeth on the upper right hand side in the back

she was crying, "to those two Kassar

"Ch," | said.
I noted with anusenent that she was furious at having
been chosen only third stake. "I, Hereena of the First Wag-

on, am superior,'
she-kaii la!"

But the judge was already four stakes bel ow her.

The selection of the girls, incidentally, is determ ned by
judges in their city, or of their own people, in Turia by
menbers of the Caste of Physicians who have served in the
great slave houses of Ar; anong the wagons by the masters

of the public slave wagons, who buy, sell and rent girls,
providing warriors and slavers with a sort of clearing house
and nmarket for their fem nine nerchandise. The public slave
wagons, incidentally, also provide Paga. They are a kind of
conbi nation Paga tavern and slave market. | know of noth-

ing else precisely like themon Gor. Kanthak and | had
visited one last night where | had ended up spendi ng four
copper tarn disks for one bottle of Paga. | haul ed Kanthak
out of the wagon before he began to bid on a chai ned-up
little wench from Port Kar who had taken his eye.

I looked up and down the lines of stakes. The girls of the
Wagon Peopl es stood proudly before their stakes, certain that
t hei r chanpi ons, whoever they were to be, would be victori-
ous and return themto their peoples; the girls of the city of

she was crying, "to those two Kassar
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Turia stood also at their stakes, but with feigned indifference.
| supposed, in spite of their apparent |ack of concern, the
hearts of nost of the Turian girls were beating rapidly. This
coul d not be for them an ordinary day.

| looked at them veiled and beautiful in their silks. Yet |
knew t hat beneath those Robes of Conceal nent many wore
the shanmeful Turian cam sk, perhaps the only tine the hated
garment woul d touch their bodies, for should their warrior

| ose this match they knew they woul d not be pernmitted to

The stake in the robes in which they cane. They woul d

away as free wonen.

To nyself, wondering if Aphris of Turia, standing
first stake, wore beneath the robes of while

of a slave girl. | guessed not. She would wench?
Egg his kaiila through the crown
He | eaned down fromthe saddle. "Good norning, little

Aphris," he said cheerily.

She stiffened, and did not even turn to regard him "Are
you prepared to die, Sleen?" she inquired.

"No, " Kanthak said.

| heard her |augh softly beneath the white veil, trimred
with silk.

"l see you no | onger wear your collar," observed Kanthak.
She lifted her head and did not deign to respond.

"l have another," Kanthak assured her

She spun to face him her fists clenched. Those |ovely

al rond eyes, had they been weapons, would have slain him
in the saddle like a bolt of Iightning.

"How pl eased | shall be," hissed the girl, "to see you on
your knees in the sand beggi ng Kanras of Turia to finish
you! "

"Tonight, little Aphris," said Kanchakj "as | pronised

you, you shall spend your first night in the dung sack."
"Sleen!" she cried. "Sleen! Sleen!"
Kanthak roared with laughter and turned the kaiila away.
"Are the wonen at stake?" called a judge.
Prom down the long lines, fromother judges, cane the
confirmng cry. "They are at stake."
"Let the wonen be secured," called the first judge, who
stood on a platformnear the beginning of the stake lines, this
year on the side of the Wagon Peopl es.
Aphris of Turia, at the request of one of the nminor judges,
irritably removed her gloves, of silk-lined white verrskin,
trimmed with gold, and placed themin a deep fold of her
r obes.
' "The retaining rings," pronpted the judge.
"It is not necessary," responded Aphris. "I shall stand
quietly here until the sleenis slain."
"Place your wists in the rings," said the judge,
be done for you."
In fury the girl placed her hands behind her head, in the
rings, one on each side of the stake. The judge expertly
|'i pped them shut and noved to the next stake.
Aphris, not very obviously, noved her hands in the rings,
fed to withdraw them She could not, of course, do so.
ought | saw her trenble for just an instant, realizing herself
cured, but then she stood quietly, |ooking about herself as
t hough bored. The key to the rings hung, of course, on a snall
hook, about two inches above her head.
"Are the wonen secured?" called the first judge, he on the
pl at f or m

or it shal
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"They are secured,” was relayed up and down the | ong
I'i nes.
| saw Hereena standing insolently at her stake, but her
browmn wists, of course, were bound to it by steel
"Let the matches be arranged,” called the judge.
I soon heard the other judges repeating his cry.
Al'l along the Iines of stakes | saw Turian warriors and
those of the Wagon Peopl es press into the area between the
st akes.
The girls of the wagons, as usual, were unveiled. Turian
warriors wal ked al ong the |ine of stakes, exam ning them
st eppi ng back when one spit or kicked at him The girls
jeered and cursed them which conplinent they received
wi th good hunor and pointed observations on the girls' rea
or inmaginary flaws.
At the request of any warrior of the Wagon Peoples, a
j udge would renove the pins of the face veil of a Turian girl
and push back the hood of her robes of conceal ment, in
order that her head and face m ght be seen
Thi s aspect of the games was extrenely humliating for the
Turian girls, but they understood its necessity; few nen,
especially barbarian warriors, care to fight for a woman on
whose face they have not even | ooked.
"I would like to take a look at this one," Kanthak was
saying, jerking a thunmb in the direction of Aphris of Turia.
"Certainly," remarked the nearest judge.
"Can you not renmenber, Sleen," asked the girl, "the face
of Aphris of Turia?"
"My nmenory is vague," said Kanthak. "There are so nmany
faces. "
The judge unpinned her white and gold veil and then, with
a gentl e hand, brushed back her hood revealing her |ong,
| ovely bl ack hair.
Aphris of Turia was an incredibly beautiful wonan.
She shook her hair as well as she could, bound to the,
"Per haps now you can renenber?" she queried acidly.
"I't's vague," nmuttered Kanthak, wavering, "I had in mnd
I think the face of a slave there was, as | recall, a collar
"You tharlarion," she said. "You sleety"
"What do you think?" asked Kanthak.
"She is marvel ously beautiful,” | said.

"She nust be plain indeed," renmarked Kanthak, | ooking

closely again at Aphris.

"No," said the judge, "it is because she is defended by

Kanr as, Chanpion of Turia."

"Ch, no!" cried Kanthak, throwing his fist to his forehead

in nock despair.

"Yes," said the judge, "he."

"Surely you recal | ?" |aughed Aphris merrily.

"l had had nuch Paga at the tine," admitted Kanthak.

"You need not neet himif you wish." said the judge.

I thought that a humane arrangenent that two nmen nust

understand who it is they face before entering the circle of

sand. It would indeed be unpl easant if one suddenly, unex-

pectedly, found oneself facing a superb, faned warrior, say,

a Kanras of Turi a.

"Meet him" cried Aphris.

"If no one neets him" said the judge, "the Kassar girl wll

be his by forfeit."

I could see that the Kassar girl, a beauty, at the stake
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opposite Aphris of Turia was distressed, and understandably
so. It appeared she was to depart for Turia w thout so rmuch
as a handful of sand kicked about on her behal f.

"Meet him Tuchuk!" she cri ed.
"Where are your Kassars?" asked Kanthak.
I thought it an excellent question. | had seen Conrad
about, but he had picked out a Turian wench to fight for
sonme six or seven stakes away. Al brecht was not even at the

ganmes. | supposed he was hone with Tenchika.
"They are fighting el sewhere!" she cried. "Please, Tuchuk!"
she wept.

"But you are only a Kassar wench,') pointed out Kanthak.
"Pl ease!' she cried.

"Besi des," said Kanthak, "you night |ook well in Pleasure
Silk."
"Look at the Turian wench!" cried the girl. "Is she not

beautiful ? Do you not want her?"

Kanthak | ooked at Aphris of Turia.

"l suppose,” he said, "she is no worse than the rest."

"Fight for met" cried Aphris of Turia

"Al'l right," said Kanchak. "I wll."

The Kassar girl put her back against the stake, trenbling

with relief.

"You are a fool," said Kanras of Turia.

I was a bit startled, not realizing he was so close. | |ooked
at him He was indeed an inpressive warrior. He seened
strong and fast. His long black hair was now ti ed behind his
head. H s |arge wists had been wapped i n boskbi de straps.
He wore a helmet and carried the Turian shield, which is
oval. In his right hand there was a spear. Over his shoul der
was slung the sheath of a short sword.

Kanthak | ooked up at him It was not that Kanthak was
particularly short, but rather that Kanras was a very |arge
nman.

"By the sky," said Kanthak, whistling, "you are a big
fellow indeed."

"Let us begin," proposed Kanras.

At this word the judge called out -to clear the space

bet ween the stakes of Aphris of Turia and the |ovely Kassar
wench. Two nmen, fromAr, | took it, came forward with

rakes and began to smooth the circle of sand between the
stakes, for it had been sonewhat disturbed in the inspection
of the girls.

Unfortunately for Kanthak, | knew that this was the year

in which the Turian foenman m ght propose the weapon of
conbat. Fortunately, however, the warrior of the Wagon
Peopl es could withdraw fromthe conbat any time before his
nane had actually been officially entered in the lists of the
ganmes. Thus if Kanras chose a weapon with which Kanthak

did not feel at ease, the Tuchuk mght, with sonme grace,
decline the conbat, in this forfeiting only a Kassar girl,
which | was sure would not overly disturb the phil osophica
Kanchak.

"Ah, yes, weapons," Kanthak was saying, "what shall it

be the kaiila lance, a whip and bl aded bol e perhaps the

qui va?"

"The sword," said Kanras.

The Turian's decision plunged ne into despair. In all ny

ti me among the wagons | had not seen one of the Corean
short swords, so fierce and swift and common a weapon

anong those of the cities. The warrior of the Wagon Peopl es
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does not use the short sword, probably because such a weap-
on could not be optimally used froth the saddl e of the
kaiila; the saber, incidentally, which would be sonewhat
more effective fromltaiilaback, is alnmost unknown on Cor;
its role, | gather, is nore than fulfilled by the |Iance, which
may be used with a delicacy and address conparable to that
of a bl ade, supplenented by the seven quiva, or saddle
knives; it mght further be pointed out that a saber would
barely reach to the saddle of the high tharlarion; the warrior
of the Wagon Peopl es sel dom approaches an eneny nore
closely than is required to bring himdown with the bow, or,
if need be, the lance; the quiva itself is regarded, on the
whol e, as nore of a missile weapon than a hand knife.
gather that the Wagon Peoples, if they wanted sabers or
regarded them as val uabl e, would be able to acquire them in
spite of the fact that they have no netal working of their own;
there mght be sone attenpt to prevent themfromfalling
into the hands of the Wagon Peoples, but where there are gold
and jewels avail able nmerchants, in Ar and el sewhere, would
see that they were manufactured and reached the southern
pl ai ns. Most quivas, incidentally, are wought in the smthies
of Ar. The fact that the saber is not a commbn weapon of
Wagon Peoples is a reflection of the style, nature and condi -
ffons of warfare to which they are accustoned, a matter of
choice on their part rather than the result of either ignorance
or technological Iimtation. The saber, incidentally, is not
only unpopul ar anong the Wagon Peopl es but anong the
warriors of Gor generally; it is regarded as being too | ong
and clunsy a weapon for the close, sharp conbat so dear to
the heart of the warrior of the cities; further it is not of
much use fromthe saddle of a tarn or tharlarion. The
i mportant point, however, in the circunstances was that
Kanr as had proposed the sword as the weapon of his en-
counter with Kanthak, and poor Kanthak was al nost cer-
tain to be as unfamiliar with the sword as you or | would be
with any of the nore unusual weapons of Gor, say, the whip
knife of Port Kar or the trained varts of the caves of Tyros.
Incidentally, Turian warriors, in order to have the opportuni st
to slay a foe, as wed as acquire his worman, custonarily
choose as the weapon of conbat in these encounters, buckler
and dagger, ax and buckl er, dagger and whip, ax and net, or
the two daggers, with the reservation that the quiva, if used,
not be thrown. Kanras, however, appeared adamant on the
poi nt. "The sword,"” he repeated.
,,"But I amonly a poor Tuchuk," wail ed Kanthak.
Kanras | aughed. "The sword,"” he said, yet again.
I thought, all things considered, that the stipulation of
Kanr as regardi ng weapons was cruel and shaneful .
"But how would I, a poor Tuchuk," Kanthak was npan-
i ng, "know anything of the sword?"
"when withdraw," said Kanras, loftily, "and I wll take
thi s Kassar wench slave to Turi a.
The girl npaned.
Kanras snmiled with contenpt. "You see," he said, "I am
Chanpi on of Turia and | have no particular wish to stain ny
bl ade with the blood of an urt."
The urt is a |oathsone, horned Gorean rodent; sone are
quite large, the size of wolves or ponies, but nost are very
small, tiny enough to be held in the pal mof one hand.
"Well," said Kancthak, "I certainly would not want that to
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happen either."
The Kassar girl cried out in distress.
"Fight him filthy Tuchuk" screaned Aphris of Turia,
pul l'i ng agai nst the retaining rings.
"Do not be uneasy, gentle Aphris of Turia," said Kanras.
"Pernmit himto wthdraw branded braggart and coward.
Let himlive in his shane, for so nuch the richer will be your

vengeance. "
But the lovely Aphris was not convinced. "I want him
slain," she cried, "cut into tiny pieces, the death of a thou
sand cuts!"
"Wthdraw," | advised Kanthak.

"Do you think I should," he inquired.

"Yes," | said, "I do."

Kanras Divas regarding Aphris of Turia. "If it is truly your

wish," he said, "I will pernit himto choose weapons agreea

ble to us both."
"It is my wish," she said, "that he be slaint"

Kanras shrugged. "All right," he said, "I will kill him" He
then turned to Kanthak. "All right' Tuchuk," he said, "I wll

permit you to choose weapons agreeable to us both."

"But perhaps | will not fight," said Kanchak warily.
Kanras clenched his fists. "Very well," he said, "as you
wi sh."

"But then again," nused Kanthak, "perhaps | shall."
Aphris of Turia cried out in rage and the Kassar wench in
di stress.
"I will fight," announced Kanthak.
Both girls cried out in pleasure.
The judge now entered the name of Kanthak of the
Tuchuks on his lists.
"What weapon do you choose?" asked the judge. "Renmem
ber," cautioned the judge, "the weapon or weapons chosen
must be nutually agreeable.”
Kanthak seemed | ost in thought and then he | ooked up
brightly. "I have al ways wondered," he said, "what it would
be like to hold a sword."
The judge nearly dropped the |ist.
"I will choose the sword," said Kanthak.
The Kassar girl npaned.
Kanras | ooked at Aphris of Turia, dunbfounded. The girl
hersel f was speechless. "He is nad," said Kanras of Turia.
"Wthdraw," | urged Kanthak.
"It is too late now," said the judge.
"It is too late now, " said Kanthak, innocently.
Inwardly | moaned, for in the past nonths | had cone to
respect and feel an affection for the shrewd, gusty brawny
Tuchuk.
Two swords were brought, Gorean short swords, forged in
Ar.
Kanthak picked his up as though it were a wagon |ever,
used for | oosening the wheels of mired wagons.
Kanras and | both w nced.
Then Kanras, and | give himcredit, said to Kanthak,

‘withdraw." | could understand his feelings. Kanras was,
after all, a warrior, and not a butcher.

"A thousand cuts!" cried the gentle Aphris of Turia. "A
pi ece of gold to Kanras for every cull" she cried.
Kanthak was running his thunb on the blade. | saw a
sudden, bright drop of blood on his thunb. He | ooked up
"Sharp," he said.
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"Yes," | said in exasperation. | turned to the judge. "My |
fight for Lima" | denmanded.
"It is not permtted," said the judge.

"But," said Kanthak, "it was a good idea."

| seized Kanthak by the shoul ders. "Kanras has no rea

wish to kill you,”™ | said. "It is enough for himto shane you
W't hdr aw. "

Suddenly the eyes of Kanthak gl eaned. "Wbul d you see
me shanmed?" he asked

I looked at him "Beher, ny friend," | said, "that than
death. "

"No," said Kanthak, and his eyes were |ike steel, "better
death than shane."

| stepped back. He was Tuchuk. | would sorely miss ny

friend, the ribald, hard-drinking, stonping, dancing Kanthak
of the Tuchuks.
In the last noment | cried out to Kanthak, "For the sake
of Priest-Kings, hold the weapon thus" trying to teach him
the sinplest of the commoner grips for the hilt of the short
sword, permitting a | arge degree of both retention and fl exi -
bility. But when | stepped away he was now holding it |ike
a Corean angl e saw.
Even Kanras closed his eyes briefly, as though to shut out
the spectacle. | now realized Kanras had only w shed to
drive Kanthak fromthe field, a chastened and humliated
man. He had little nore wish to slay the clunsy Tuchuk than
he woul d have a peasant or a pot naker.
"Let the conbat begin," said the judge.
| stepped away from Kanthak and Kanras approached-
him by training, cautiously.
Kanthak was | ooking at the edge of his sword, turning it
about, apparently noting with pleasure the play of sunlight on
t he bl ade.
"Watch out!" | cried.
Kanthak turned to see what | had in nmnd and to his
great good fortune, as he did so, the sun flashed fromthe
bl ade into the eyes of ELanras, who suddenly threw his arm
up, blinking and shaking his head, for the instant blinded.

"Turn and stri ke now" | screaned
"What ?" asked Kanthak.
"Watch out!" | cried, for now Kanras had recovered, and

was once agai n approachi ng.

Kanras, of course, had the sun at his back, using it as
naturally as the tarn to protect his advance.

It had been incredibly fortunate for Kanthak that the

bl ade had flashed precisely at the tine it had in the way it
had.

It had quite possibly saved his life.

Kanras lunged and it | ooked |ike Kanthak threw up his

armat the last instant as though he had | ost bal ance, and

i ndeed he was now tottering on one boot. | scarcely noticed
the bl ow had been snartly parried. Kanras then began to
chase Kanthak about the ring of sand. Kanthak was nearly
stunbling over backward and kept trying to regain his bal -
ance. In this chase, rather undignified, Kanras had struck a
dozen tinmes and each tine, astoundingly, the off-bal ance
Kanthak, holding his sword DOWIi ke a physician's pestle,
had managed sonehow to neet the bl ow.

"Slay him" screaned Aphris of Turia.

I was tenpted to cover my eyes
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The Kassar girl was wailing.

Then, as though weary, Kanthak, puffing, sat down in the
sand. H s sword was in front of his face, apparently bl ocking
his vision. Wth his boots he kept rotating about, always
facing Kanras no matter from which direction he cane
Each time the Turian struck and | woul d have thought
Kanthak sl ain, somehow, inconprehensibly, at the last in-
stant, nearly causing ny heart to stop, with a surprised
weary little twitch, the blade of the Tuchuk woul d slide the
Turian steel harmessly to the side. It was only about this
time that it dawned on nme that for three or four ninutes
Kanthak had been the object of the ever-nore-furious as-
sault of Turia's champion and was, to this instant, un-
scr at ched.
Kanthak then struggled wearily to his feet.
"Di e, Tuchuk!" cried Kanrus now enraged, rushing upon
him For nore than a ninute, while | scarcely dared to
breathe and there was silence all about save for the ring of
steel, | watched Kancthak stand there, heavy in his boots, his
head seemi ng alnost to sit on his shoulders, his body hardly
nmovi ng save for the swiftness of a wist and the turn of a
hand.
Kanr as, exhausted, scarcely able to |lift his arm staggered
backwar d.
Once again, expertly, the sun flashed fromthe sword of
Kanthak in his eyes.
In terror Kanras blinked and shook his head, thrashing
about wearily with his sword.
- Then, foot by booted foot, Kanchak advanced toward
him | saw the first blood | eap front the cheek of Kanras,
and then again fromhis left arm then fromthe thigh, then
froman ear.
"Kill him™" Aphris of, Turia was screaming. "Kill him"
But now, alnost |ike a drunk man, Kanras was fighting
for his life and the Tuchuk, |ike a bear, scarcely noving
nmore than armand wist, followed himabout, shuffling
through the sand after him touching himagain and again
with the bl ade. '
"Slay hind" how ed Aphris of Turia!
For perhaps better than fifteen mnutes, patiently, not
hurryi ng, Kanthak of the Tuchuks shuffled after Kanras of
Turia, touching himonce nore and ever again, each tine
| eaving a quick, bright stain of blood on his tunic or body
And then, to ny astonishment, and that of the throng who
had gathered to witness the contest, | saw Kanras, Chanpi -
on of Turia, weak fromthe | oss of blood, fall to his knees

bef ore Kanthak of the Tuchuks. Kanras tried to |lift his

sword but the boot of Kanthak pressed it into the sand, and

Kanras lifted his eyes to | ook dazed into the scarred, inscru-

tabl e countenance of the Tuchuk. Kanthak's sword was at

his throat. "Six years," said Kanchak, "before | was scarred

was | nercenary in the guards of Ar, learning the walls and

defenses of that city for ny people. In that time of the

guards of Ar | becane First Sword."

Kanras fell in the sand at the feet of Kanthak, unable

even to beg for mercy.

Kanthak did not slay him

Rat her he threw the sword he carried into the sand and

though he threwit easily it slipped through alnost to the hilt.

He | ooked at me and grinned. "An interesting weapon," he

said, "but |I prefer lance and quiva."
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There was an enornous roar about us and the poundi ng of
| ances on | eather shields. | rushed to Kanchak and threw ny
arns about hi m | aughi ng and hugging him He was grinning
fromear to ear, sweat glistening in the furrows of his scars
Then he turned and advanced to the stake of Aphris of
Turia, who stood there, her wists bound in steel, regarding
him speechl ess with horror
Kancthak regarded Aphris of Turia.
"Wy is a slave," he asked, "masquerading in the robes of
a free woman?"
"Pl ease, no, Tuchuk," she said. "Please, no!"
And in a nonent the lovely Aphris of Tuna stood at the
stake reveal ed to the eyes of her master
She threw back her head and mpbaned, wrists still |ocked in
the retaining rings.
She had not, as | had suspected, deigned to wear the
shanmeful cam sk beneath her robes of white and gol d.
The Kassar wench, who had been bound across from her
to the opposing stake, had now been freed by a judge and she
strode to where Aphris was still confined
"Wel | done, Tuchuk!" said the girl, saluting Kanthak.
Kanthak shrugged
Then the girl, with vehenence, spat in the face of the
| ovely Aphris. "Slave girl!" hissed the girl. "Slave! Slave girl!"
She then turned and strode away, |ooking for warriors of
t he Kassars.
Kanthak | aughed | oudly.
"Puni sh her!" demanded Aphri s.
Kanthak suddenly cuffed Aphris of Turia. Her head
snapped sideways and there was a streak of bl ood at the
corner of her nouth. The girl |ooked at himin sudden fear
It mght have been the first tine she had ever been struck
Kanthak had not hit her hard, but sharply enough to in-
struct her. "You will take what abuse any free person of the
Wagon Peoples cares to inflict-upon you," he said.
"l see," said a voice, "you know how to handl e sl aves. "
| turned to see, only a few feet away, on the shoul ders of
sl aves standing on the bl oodi ed sand, the open, bejewel ed,
cushi oned pal anqui n of Saphrar of the Caste of Merchants.
Aphris blushed fromhead to toe, enfolded transparent in
the crinson flag of her shane
Saphrar's round, pinkish face was beaning with pl easure,
though I woul d have thought this day a tragic one for him
The tiny red-1lipped nouth was spread wide with benign
satisfaction. | sawthe tips of the two gol den cani nes.
Aphris suddenly pulled at the retaining rings, trying to rush
to him now oblivious of the riches of her beauty reveal ed
even to the slaves who carried his palanquin. To them of
course, she was now no nore than they, save perhaps that
her flesh would not be used to bear the poles of pal anquins,
to carry boxes nor dig in the earth, but would be appointed
even nore pleasing than theirs to a master. "Saphrar!" she cried.
"Saphrar!"
Saphrar | ooked on the girl. He took froma sil ken pouch
lying before himon the palanquin a small glass, with glass
petal edges like a flower, nmounted on a silver stem about
which curled silver |eaves. Through this he | ooked on her
nore cl osely.
"Aphris!" he cried, as though horrified, but yet smling.
"Saphrar,'' she wept, "free ne!"
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“'How unfortunate!" wailed Saphrar. | could still see the
tips of the golden teeth.

Kanthak had his arm about ny shoul der, chuckli ng.

"Aphris of Turia," he said, "has a surprise comng."
Aphris turned her head to Kanthak. "I amthe richest
worman in all Turia," she said. "Nane your price!"

Kachak | ooked at nme. "Do you think five gold pieces

woul d be too nuch?" he asked.

I was startl ed.

Aphris nearly choked. "Sleep," she wept. Then she turned

to Saphrar. "Buy nel" she demanded. "If necessary, use all
my resources, all! Free nel"
"But Aphris," Saphrar was purring, "I amin charge of

your funds and to barter themand all your properties and
goods for one slave would be a nbst unwi se and absurd
deci sion on ny part, irresponsible even."
its own tasks, lighter and nore suitable. doubtless
Aphris suddenly | ooked at him dunbfounded.
"It is or was true that you were the richest woman in
all Turia," Saphrar was saying, "but your riches are not yours I
to manage but mine not, that is, until you would have
reached your mgjority, sone days fromnow | believe."
"l do not wish to remain a slave for even a day!" she
cri ed.
"I's its over his eyes rising, "that you woul d upon reaching your
majority transfer your entire fortunes to a Tuchuk, nerely
to obtain your freedom"
"OfF course" she wept.
"How fortunate then," observed Saphrar, "that such a
transaction is precluded by |aw "
"l don't understand," said Aphris.
Kanthak squeezed ny shoul der and rubbed his nose.
"Surely you are aware," said Saphrar, "that a slave cannot
own property any nore than a kaiila, a tharlarion or
sl eep. "
"I amthe richest woman in Turial" she cried.
Saphrar reclined a bit nore on his cushions. His little
round pinkish face shone. He pursed his lips and then snil ed.
He poked his head forward and said, very quickly, "You are
a slaver" He then giggl ed.
Aphris of Turia threw back her head and screaned.
your wardrobes and jewels, your investnments and assets,
chattel s and | ands, becane nine."
Aphri s was weeping uncontrollably at the stake. Then she
lifted her head to him her eyes bright with tears. "I beg you,
nobl e Saphrar," she wept, "I beg of you |l beg of you to
free ne. Please! Please! Please!"
Saphrar smiled at her. He then turned to Kanthak,
"What, Tuchuk, did you say her price was?"
"I have lowered it,"' said Kanthak. "I will let you have
her for one copper tarn disk."
Saphrar smiled. "The price is too high," he said.
Aphris cried out in distress.
Saphrar then again lifted the tiny glass through which he
had regarded her, and examined her with sone care. Then he
shrugged and gestured for his slaves to turn the pal anquin.
"Saphrar" cried out the girl one last tine.
"I do not speak to slaves," said he, and the merchant,
on the pal anquin, noved away toward the walls of distant
Turi a.
Aphris was | ooking after him nunbly, her eyes red, her
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cheeks stained with tears.

"It does not matter," said Kanthak soothingly to the girl.
"Even had Saphrar been a worthy man you woul d not now

be free."

She turned her beautiful head to stare at him blankly.
"No," said Kanthak, taking her hair and giving her head a

friendly shake, "I would not have sold you for all the gold in
Turia."

"But why?' she whispered.

"Do you recall," asked Kanthak, "one night two years

ago when you spurned ny gift and called ne sleep?”

The girl nodded, her eyes frightened.

"It was on that night," said Kancthak, "that | vowed to

make you ny sl ave."

She dropped her head.

"And it is for that reason," said Kanchak, "that | would

not sell you for all the gold of Turia."

She | ooked up, red-eyed.

"It was on that night, little Aphris," said Kanchak, "that |

decided | wanted you, and woul d have you, slave."

The girl shuddered and dropped her head.

The | augh of Kanthak of the Tuchuks was | oud.

He had waited long to laugh that |augh, waited |ong to see
his fair eneny thus before him thus bound and shanmed, his,
a sl ave.
In short order then Kanthak took the key over the head
of Aphris of Turia and sprang open the retaining rings. He
then I ed the nunb, unresisting Turian nmaiden to his kaiil a.
There, beside the paws of the animal, he nmade her kneel
"Your nanme is Aphris of Turia," he said to her, giving her a
nane.
"My nane is Aphris of Turia," she said, accepting her
name at his hands.
"Submit," ordered Kanthak.
Trenbling Aphris of Turia, kneeling, |owered her head and
extended her arns, wists crossed. Kanthak quickly and
tightly thonged them together.
She lifted her head. "Am | to be bound across the saddl e?"
she asked nunbly.
"No," said Kanthak, "there is no hurry."
"l don't understand," said the girl.
Al ready Kanthak was pl acing a thong on her neck, the
| oose end of which he | ooped several tinmes about the pom
mel of his saddle. "You will run al ongside," he infornmed her
She | ooked at himin disbelief.
El i zabeth Cardwel |, unbound, had al ready taken her posi-
tion on the other side of F~ teak's kaiila, beside his right
It mght have been the first tine ship
Kanthak had not hit her hard, but ship

To be sure there night have been sone doubt that the

m serabl e wench thonged behi nd Kanthak's kaiila could

have been first stake. She was gaspi ng and stunbling; her

body glistened with perspiration; her legs were black with

wet dust; her hair was tangled and thick with dust; her feet

and ankl es were bl eeding; her calves were scratched and

speckled with the red bites of fennels. Wen Kanthak

reached his wagon, the poor girl, gasping for breath, |egs

trenbling, fell exhausted to the grass, her entire body shaking

with the ordeal of her run. | supposed that Aphris of Turia

had done little in her life that was nore strenuous than

file:/lIF|/rah/John%20Norman/Chronicles%200f%20Counter-Earth%204%20-%20Nomads%200f%20Gor.txt (94 of 238) [1/20/03 3:28:27 AM]



file:/I/F|/rah/Iohn%20Norman/Chroni cles%200f%20Counter-Earth%204%20-%20N omads%200f %20Gor .txt

stepping in and out of a scented bath. Elizabeth Cardwell, on
the other hand, | was pleased to see, ran well, breathing
evenly, showi ng few signs of fatigue. She had, of course, in
her time with the wagons, becone used to this form of

exercise. | had rather cone to admre her. The life in the
open air, the work, had apparently been good for her. She
was trim vital, buoyant. | wondered how many of the girls in

her New York office could have run as she beside the stirrup
of a Tuchuk warri or
Kanthak | eaped down fromthe saddl e of the kaiil a,
puffing a bit.
"Here, here!" he cried cheerily, hauling the exhausted
Aphris to her knees "There is work to be done, !"
She | ooked up at him the thong still on her neck, her
wists bound. Her eyes seened dazed.
"There are bask to be grooned," he inforned her, "and
their horns and hoofs must be polished there is fodder to be
fetched and dung to be gathered the wagon nust be wi ped
and the wheels greased and there is water to be brought
fromthe stream sone four pasangs. away and neat to ham
mer and cook for supper! hurry! hurry, Lazy Grl!"
Then he | eaned back and | aughed hi s Tuchuk I augh, sl ap-
pi ng his thighs.
El i zabeth Cardwel|l was renoving the thong fromthe girl's
neck and unbi nding her wists. "Come along," she said,
kindly. "I will show you."
Aphris stood up, wobbling, still dazed. She turned her eyes
on Elizabeth, whom she seened to see then for the first tine.
"Your accent," said Aphris, slowy. "You are barbarian." She
said it with a kind of horror.
She turned in fury and followed Elizabeth Cardwel | away.
After this Kanthak and | |eft the wagon and wandered
about, stopping at one of the slave wagons for a bottle of
Paga, which, while wandering about, we killed between us.
This year, as it turned out, the Wagon Peopl es had done
exceedingly well in the ganes of Love War a bit of news
we picked up with the Paga and about seventy percent of
the Turian naidens had been |l ed slave fromthe stakes to
whi ch they had been nanacled. |In sonme years | knew the
percentages were rather the other way about. It apparently
made for zestful conpetition. W also heard that the wench
Hereena, of the First Wagon, had been won by a Turian
of ficer representing the house of Saphrar of the Merchants,
to whom for a fee, he presented her. | gathered that she
woul d beconme anot her of his dancing girls. "A bit of per-
fume and silk will be good for that wench," stated
Kanthak. It seened strange to think of her, so wild and
i nsol ent, arrogant on the back of her kaiila, now a perfuned,
sil ken slave of Turians. "' She could use a bit of whip and
steel, that wench," Kanthak nuttered between swal |l ows of
Paga, pretty nuch draining the bottle. It was too bad, |
t hought, but at |east | supposed there would be one fell ows
anong the wagons, the young man Harol d, he whomthe girl
had so abused, he who had not yet won the Courage Scar,
who woul d be just as pleased as not that she, with all her
contenpt and spl een, was now delightfully salted away in
bangl es and bells behind the high, thick walls of a Turian's
pl easure garden.
Kanthak had circled around and we found oursel ves back
at the slave wagon
We decided to wager to see who woul d get the second
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bottl e of Paga.

"What about the flight of birds?" asked Kanthak.

"Agreed," | said, "but | have first choice."

"Very well," he said

I knew, of course, that it was spring and, in this hem -

sphere, nost birds, if there were any mgrating, would be

nmovi ng south. "South,"” | said.

"North," he said.

W then waited about a minute, and | saw several birds

river gulls flying north.

"Those are Vosk gulls," said Kancthak, "In the spring,

when the ice breaks in the Vosk, they fly north."

I fished some coins out of my pouch for the Paga.
"The first southern mgrations of nmeadow kites," he said,
"have al ready taken place. The migrations of the forest hurlit

and the horned aimdo not take place until later in the
spring. This is the tine that the Vosk gulls fly."
"Ch," | said.

Si ngi ng Tuchuk songs, we nmanaged to nmake it back to the
wagon.

El i zabet h had the neat roasted, though it was now consi d-

erably overdone.

"The neat is overdone," said Kanthak.

"They are both stinking drunk," said Aphris of Turia.

| looked at her. Both of them were beautiful. "No," |

corrected her, "gloriously inebriated."

Kanthak was | ooking closely at the girls, |eaning forward,

squi nting.

I blinked a few Ames.

"I's anything wong?" asked Elizabeth Cardwell.

I noted that there was a large welt on the side of her face,

that her hair was ripped up a bit and that there were five

| ong scratches on the left side of her face.

"No," | said.

Aphris of Turia appeared in even worse shape. She had

surely lost nore than one handful of hair. There were teeth

marks in her left armand, if | was not mstaken, her right
eye was ringed and di scol ored.

"The neat is overdone," grunbled Kanthak. A naster

takes no interest in the squabbles of slaves, it being beneath

him He of course would not have approved had one of the

girls been mained, blinded or disfigured.

"Have the bask been tended?" asked Kanthak.

"Yes," said Elizabeth firmy

Kanthak | ooked at Aphris. "Have the bask been tended?"

he asked.

She | ooked up suddenly, her eyes bright with tears. She

cast an angry |look at Elizabeth. "Yes," she said, "they have

been tended. "

"Good, " sai d Kanthak, "good." Then he pointed at the

meat. "It is overdone," he said.

"You were hours late," said Elizabeth.

"Hours," repeated Aphris.

"I't is overdone," said Kanthak.

"I shall roast fresh neat," said Elizabeth, getting up, and

she did so. Aphris only sniffed.

When the nmeat was ready Kanthak ate his fill, and drank
down, too, a flagon of bosk mlk; |I did the sane, though the
mlk, at least for nme, did not sit too well with the Paga of the
af t ernoon.
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Kanthak, as he often did, was sitting on what resenbled a
gray rock, rather squarish, except that the corners tended to
be a bit rounded. When | had first seen this thing, heaped
with other odds and ends in one corner of the wagon, sone

of the odds and ends being tankards of jewels and small,
heavy chests filled with golden tarn disks, | had thought it
merely a rock. Once, when runmegi ng through his things,
Karnchak had kicked it across the rug for me to look at. |
was surprised at the way it bounced on the rug and, when |

picked it up, | was interested to see howlight it was. It was
clearly not a rock. It was rather |eathery and had a "rained
surface. | was a bit rem nded of some of the |oose, tunbled

rocks | had once glinpsed in certain abandoned portions of
the place of Priest-Kings, far beneath the Sardar. Anbng
such rocks it would not have been noticed. "Wat do you
make of it?" Kanthak asked.

"Interesting," | observed.

"Yes," said he, "I thought so." He held out his hands and
tossed the object back. "I have had it for sonme tine," he
said. "It was given to ne by two travelers."

"Ch," | said.

When Kanthak had finished his freshly roasted neat and
his flagon of bask milk, he shook his head and rubbed his
nose.
He | ooked at M ss Cardwell. "Tenchika and Dina are
gone," said he. "You rmay sl eep once nore in the wagon."
El i zabeth cast a grateful look at him | gathered that the
ground under the wagon was hard.
"Thank you," she said.
"I thought he was your master," remarked Aphris.
"Master," added Elizabeth, with a withering | ook at
Aphris, who sml ed.
I now began to understand why there were often problens
in a wagon with more than one girl. Still, Tenchi ka and Di na
had not quarreled very nuch. Perhaps this was because
Tenchi ka's heart was el sewhere, in the wagon of Al brecht of
t he Kassars.
"Who, may | ask," asked Aphris, "were Tenchi ka and
D na?"
"Slaves, Turian wenches," sai d Kanthak.
"They were sold," Elizabeth informed Aphris.
"Ch," said Aphris. Then she | ooked at Kanthak. "I do not
suppose | shall be fortunate enough to be sol d?"
"She woul d probably bring a high price," pointed out
El i zabet h, hopeful ly.
"Hi gher than a barbarian surely," remarked Aphris.
"Do not fret, Little Aphris," said Kancthak, "when | am

finished with you | shall if it pleases nme put you on the
bl ock in the public slave wagon."

"I shall look forward to the day," she said.

"On the other hand," said Kanthak, "I nay feed you to

the kaiila."

At this the Turian naiden trenbled slightly, and | ooked down.
"l doubt that you are good for nuch," Kanthak said, "but
kaiila feed."

Aphris | ooked up angrily.

El i zabet h | aughed and cl apped her hands.

"You," said Kanthak, glaring at Elizabeth, "you stupid
little barbarian you cannot even dance!"

El i zabet h | ooked down, confused, rather shanmed. It was

true, what Kanthak had said
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The voice of Aphris was timd and quiet. "I can't either,"”
she sai d.

"What!" how ed Kanthak.

"No," cried Aphris, "I never |earned!"

"Kaiila feed!" cried Kanthak.

"I"'msorry," said Aphris, nowa bit irritated, "I just never

pl anned on beconing a slave."
"You shoul d have | earned anyway," cried the disappointed
Kanthak.
"Nonsense, " said Aphris.
"I't will cost noney," grunbl ed Kancthak, "but you wll
learn, | will have you taught."
Aphris sniffed and | ooked away.
El i zabeth was | ooking at me. Then she turned to
Kancthak. To ny astoni shnent, she asked, "Could I, too, be
t aught ?"
"Why?" he asked.
She | ooked down, bl ushi ng.
"She is only a barbarian,"” said Aphris, "Al knees and
el bows she could never learn."
"Hah!" | aughed Kanthak. "The Little Barbarian does not
wi sh to becone second girl in the wagon!" He gave Eliza-
beth's head a rough, affectionate shake. "You will fight for
your place! Excellent!"
"She can be first girl if she wi shes,” sniffed Aphris. "I shal
escape at the first opportunity and return to Turia."
"Beware of the herd sleep," said Kanthak.
Aphris turned white.
"If you attenpt to | eave the wagons at night they will
sense you out and rip ny pretty little slave girl in pieces."
"It is true," | warned Aphris of Turia.
"Nonet hel ess, " said Aphris, "I will escape."
"But not tonight!" guffawed Kanthak.
"No," said Aphris acidly, "not tonight." Then she | ooked
about herself, disdainfully at the interior of the wagon. Her
gaze rested for a nonment on the kaiila saddl e which had
been part of the spoils which Kanthak had acquired for
Tenchika. In the saddle, in their sheaths, were seven quivas.
Aphris turned again to face Kanthak. "This slave," she said,
indicating Elizabeth, "would not give ne anything to eat."
"Kanthak nust eat first, Slave," responded Elizabeth.
"Well," said Aphris, "he has eaten."
Kanthak then took a bit of nmeat that was |eft over from
the fresh-roasted neat that Mss Cardwell had prepared. He
held it out in his hand. "Eat," he said to Aphris, "but do not
touch it with your hands."
Aphris looked at himin fury,- but then smled. "Certainly,"”
she said and the proud Aphris of Turia, kneeling, bent for-
ward, to eat the neat held in the hand of her master
Kanthak's | augh was cut short when she sank her fine white
teeth into his hand with a savage bite.
"Aiii!" he how ed, junmping up and sticking his bl eeding
hand into his nouth, sucking the blood fromthe wound.
El i zabet h had | eaped up and so had I.
Aphris had sprung to her feet and ran to the side of the
wagon where there lay the kaiila saddle with its seven
sheat hed qui vas. She jerked one of the quivas fromits saddle
sheath and stood with the bl ade facing us. She was bent over
wi th rage.
Kanthak sat down again, still sucking his hand. | al so sat
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down, and so, too, did Elizabeth Cardwell

We left Aphris standing there, clutching the knife, breath-

i ng deeply.

"Sleep!" cried the girl. "I have a knife!"

Kanthak paid her no attention now but was |ooking at his

hand. He seened satisfied that the wound was not serious,

and picked up the piece of neat which he had dropped,

whi ch he tossed to Elizabeth, who, in silence, ate it. He then
~1

142

poi nted at the remains of the overdone roast, indicating that
she night eat it.

"I have a knife!" cried Aphris in fury.

Karochak was now picking his teeth with a fingernail.

"Bring wine," he said to Elizabeth, who, her mouth filled with
meat; went and fetched a small skin of wine and a cup, which
she filled for him Wen Kanthak had drunk the cup of w ne

he | ooked again at Aphris. "For what you have done," he said,
"it is common to call for one of the Can of Torturers."

"I will Kkill nyself first," cried Aphris, posing the quiva over
her heart.

Kanthak shrugged

The girl did not slay herself. "NO " she cried, "I will slay
you. "

"Much better," said Kanthak, nodding. "Mich better."
"I have a knife!" cried out Aphris.
"Cbviously," said Kanchak. He then got up and wal ked
rather heavily over to one wall of the wagon and took a sl ave
whip fromthe wall.
He faced Aphris of Turia.
"Sleep!" she wept. She threw back her hand with the knife
to rush forward and thrust it into the heart of Karnchak but
the coil of the whip lashed forth and | sawits stinging tip
wap four tinmes about the wist and forearm of the Turian
girl who cried out in sudden pain and Kanthak had stepped
to the side and with a notion of his hand had thrown her off
bal ance and then by the whip dragged her rudely over the
rug to his feet. There he stepped on her wist and renoved
the knife fromher open hand. He thrust it in his belt.
"Slay ne!" wept the girl. "I will not be your slave!"
But Kanthak had haul ed her to her feet and then flung
her back to where she had stood before. Dazed, hol ding her
right arm on which could be seen four encircling blazes of
scarlet, she regarded him Kanthak then renpved the quiva
fromhis belt and hurled it across the roomuntil it struck in
one of the poles of the frane supporting the wagon hides,
two inches in the wood, beside the throat of the girl.
"Take the quiva," said Kanthak.
The girl shook with fear.
"Take it," ordered Kanthak.
She did so.
"Now," he said, "replace it."
Trenbling, she did so
"Now approach ne and eat," said Kanchak. Aphris of

Turia did so, defeated, kneeling before himand turning her

head delicately to take the neat fromhis hand. "Tonor-

row," said Kanchak, "you will be pernmitted after | have
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eaten to feed yourself."

Suddenly Elizabeth Cardwel| said, perhaps unw sely. "You

are cruel”

Kancthak | ooked at her in surprise. "I amkind," he said.
"How is that?" | asked.

"I ampermtting her to live," he said.

"I think," | said, "that you have won this night but | warn
you that the girl fromTuria will think again of the quiva and
the heart of a Tuchuk warrior."

"OfF course," smled Kanthak, feeding Aphris, "she is
superb. "

The girl | ooked at himw th wonder.

"For a Turian slave," he added. He fed her another piece

of meat. "Tonorrow, Little Aphris," said he, "I will give you
sonmething to wear."

She | ooked at himgratefully.

"Bells and collar," said he.

Tears appeared in her eyes.

"Can | trust you?" he asked.

"No, " she said.

"Bells and collar," said he. "But | shall w nd them about
with strings of dianonds that those who see will know that
your master can well afford the goods you will do without."
"l hate you," she said.

"Excel l ent," said Kanchak. "Excellent."

When the girl had finished and Elizabeth had given her a

di pper of water fromthe | eather bucket that hung near the
door, Aphris extended her wists to Kanthak.

The Tuchuk | ooked puzzl ed.

"Surely," she said, "you will lock ne in slave bracel ets and
chain ne tonight?"

"But it is rather early," pointed out Kanthak.

The girl's eyes showed a nonent of fear but then she

seened resol ved. "You have nade ne your slave," she said,
"but I amstill Aphris of Turia. You may, Tuchuk, slay
Aphris of Turia if it pleases you, but know that she will never
serve your pleasure never."

"Well," said the Tuchuk, "tonight | ampretty drunk."
"Never," said Aphris of Turia

"I note," said Kanthak, "that you have never called ne

Master."
"I call no man Master," said the girl.
"I amtired tonight," said Kanthak, yawning. "I have had
a hard day."
Aphris trenbled in anger, her wists still forward.
"I would retire," she said.
"Perhaps then," said Kanthak, "I should have sheets of

crimson silk brought, and the furs of the nmountain larl."
"As you wish,)' said the girl.

Kanthak cl apped her on the shoul ders. "Tonight," he said,
"I will not chain you nor put you in the bracelets."

Aphris was clearly surprised. | saw her eyes furtively dart
toward the kaiila saddle with its seven quivas.

"As Kanthak w shes," she said.

"Do you not recall," asked Kanthak, "banquet of Saphrar?"
"Of course," she said, warily.

"Do you not recall," asked Kanthak, "the affair of the tiny

bottl es of perfume and the smell of bask dung how nobly
you attenpted to rid the banquet hall of that nost unpleas-
ant and di stasteful odor?"

"Yes," said the girl, very slowy.
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"Do you not recall," asked Kanthak, "what | then said to
you what | said at that tinme?"

"Nor" cried the girl |eaping up, but Kancthak had junped
toward her, scooped her up and threw her over his shoul der
She squirnmed and struggled on his shoul der, kicking and
poundi ng on his back. "Sleep!" she cried. "Sleep! Sleen

Sl een!"
I foll owed Kanthak down the steps of the wagon and,
blinking and still sensible of the effects of the Paga, gravely

hel d open the |l arge dung sack near the rear |eft wheel of the
wagon. "No, Master!" the girl wept.

"You call no man Master," Kanthak was rem ndi ng her

And then | saw the lovely Aphris of Turia pitched head

first into the large, |eather sack, scream ng and sputtering,
t hreshi ng Shout.

hi

~ _a _

"Master!" she cried. "Master! Master!"

Sleepily | could see the sides of the sack bulging out wildly
here and there as she squirned about.

Kanthak then tied shut the end of the |eather sack and
wearily stood up. "I amtired,"” he said. "I have had a diffi-
cult and exhausting day."

I followed himinto the wagon where, in a short time, we

had both fallen asl eep.

"J

12
The Quiva
In the next days | several tinmes wandered into the vicinity
of the huge wagon of Kutaituchik, called Ubar of the
Tuchuks. Mre than once | was warned away by guards.
knew that in that wagon, if the words of Saphrar were
correct, there lay the golden sphere, doubtless the egg of
Pri est-Kings, which he had, for sone reason, seened so
anxi ous to obtain.
I realized that | nust, sonehow, gain access to the wagon
and find and carry away the sphere, attenpting to return it
to the Sardar. | would have given nuch for a tarn. Even on
my kaiila | was certain | could be outdi stanced by numerous
riders, each leading, in the Tuchuk fashion, a string of fresh
mounts. Eventually ny kaiila would tire and I woul d be
brought down on the prairie by pursuers. The trailing would
undoubt edl y be done by trained herd sleen
The prairie stretched away for hundreds of pasangs in all
directions. There was little cover.
It was possible, of course, that | might declare ny mission
to Kutaituchik or Kanthak, and see what woul d occur but
I knew that Kanthak had said to Saphrar of Turia that the
Tuchuks were fond of the gol den sphere and | had no
hopes that | nmight make thempart with it, and surely | had
no riches conparable to those of Saphrar with which to
purchase it and Saphrar's own attenpts to win the sphere
by purchase, | rem nded nyself, had failed
Yet | was hesitant to nake the strike of a thief at the wagon
of Kutaituchik for the Tuchuks, in their bluff way, had
made nme wel come, and | had conme to care for sone of
them particularly the gruff, chuckling, wly Kanchak, whose
wagon | shared. It did not seemto ne a worthy thing to
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betray the hospitality of Tuchuks by attenpting to purloin an
obj ect which obviously they held to be of great val ue.
wondered if any in the canp of the Tuchuks realized how
actual ly great indeed was the value of that gol den sphere,
cont ai ni ng undoubtedly the | ast hope of the people called
Pri est-Kings.
In Turia | had | earned nothing, unfortunately, of the
answers to the mystery of the nessage collar or to the
appearance of M ss Elizabeth Cardwell on the southern
plains of CGor. | had, however, inadvertently, |earned the
| ocati on of the golden sphere, and that Saphrar, a man of
power in Turia, was also interested in obtaining it. These bits
of information were acquisitions not negligible in their val ue.
I wondered if Saphrar hinmself mght be the key to the
nmysteries that confronted nme. It did not seeminpossible.
How was it that he, a merchant of Turia, knew of the golden
sphere? How was it that he, a nan of shrewdness and
intelligence, seened willing to barter volunes of gold for
what he terned nerely a curiosity? There seened to be
sonet hing here at odds with the rational avarice of nmercan-
tile calculation, sonething extending even beyond the often
irresponsi bl e zeal of the dedicated collector which he
seenmed to claimto be. Yet | knew that whatever Saphrar,
mer chant of Turia, mght be, he was no fool. He, or those
for whom he worked, nust have sone inkling or perhaps
know of the nature of the golden sphere. If this was true,
and | thought it likely, |I realized | nust obtain the egg as
rapidly as possible and attenpt to return it to the Sardar
There was no tinme to | ose. And yet how could | succeed?
I resolved that the best- tine to steal the egg would be
during the days of the Onen Taking. At that time Kutai-
tuchi k and ot her high men anong the Tuchuks, doubtless in-
cl udi ng Kanthak, would be afield, on the rolling hills sur-
roundi ng the Oren Valley, in which on the hundreds of
snoki ng altars, the haruspexes of the four peoples would be
practicing their obscure craft, taking the onens, trying to
det ermi ne whether or not they were favorable for the el ec-
tion of a Ubar San, a One Ubar, who woul d be Ubar of all
the Wagons. |If such were to be elected, | trusted, at |east
for the sake of the Wagon Peoples, that it would not be
Kut ai tuchi k. Once he might have been a great man and

warrior but now, sonmnmolent and fat, he thought of little save

the contents of a gol den kanda box. But, | reninded nyself,

such a choice, if choice there nust be, mght be best for the

cities of CGor, for under Kutaituchik the Wagons woul d not

be likely to nove northward, nor even to the gates of Curia.

But, | then reninded nyself even nore strongly, there would

be no choice there had been no Ubar San for a hundred

years or nore the Wagon Peoples, fierce and i ndependent,

did not wish a Ubar San.

I noted, following me, as | had nore than once, a nasked

figure, one wearing the hood of the Can of Torturers.

supposed he was curious about ne, not a Tuchuk, not a

mer chant or singer, yet anong the Wagons. Wen | woul d

|l ook at him he would turn away. |ndeed, perhaps | only

i magi ned he followed nme. Once | thought to turn and ques-

tion him but he had di sappeared.

I turned and retraced ny steps to the wagon of Kanthak.

I was | ooking forward to the evening.

The little wench from Port Kar, whom Kanthak and

had seen in the slave wagon when we had bought Paga the
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ni ght before the ganes of Love War, was this night to

performthe chain dance. | recalled that he m ght have, had
it not been for ne, even purchased the girl. She had surely
taken his eye and, | shall admt, mne as well.

Already a large, curtained enclosure had been set up near
the slave wagon. For a fee, the proprietor of the wagon
woul d permt visitors. These arrangenents irritated ne
somewhat, for customarily the chain dance, the whip dance,
the | ove dance of the newly collared slave girl, the brand
dance, and so on, are performed openly by firelight in the
evening, for the delight of any who care to watch. Indeed, in
the spring, with the results of caravan raids already accunu-
lating, it is a rare night on which one cannot see one or nore
such dances perforned. | gathered that the little wench from
Port Kar nust be superb. Kanthak, not a nman to part easily
with a tarn disk, had apparently received inside word on the
matter. | resolved not to wager with himto see who woul d
pay the adm ssion.
When | returned to the wagon | saw t he bask had al ready
been tended, though it was early in the day, and that there
was a kettle on an outside fire boiling. | also noted that the
dung sack was quite full.
I bounded up the stairs and entered the wagon.
The two girls were there, and Aphris was kneeling behind
El i zabet h, conbing Elizabeth's hair.
Kanthak, as | recalled, had reconmended a thousand
strokes a day.
The pelt of the larl which Elizabeth wore had been freshly
brushed.
Both girls had apparently washed at the stream sone four
pasangs away, taking the opportunity to do so while fetching
wat er .
They seened rather excited. Perhaps Kanthak woul d per-
mt themto go sonewhere.
Aphris of Turia wore bells and collar, about her neck the
Turian collar hung with bells, about each wist and ankl e,
| ocked, a double row of bells. | could hear them nove as she
conbed Elizabeth's hair. Aside fromthe bells and collar she
wore only several strings of dianbnds w apped about the
collar, sonme dangling fromit, with the bells.
"Greetings, Master," said both girls at the same tine.
"OM" cried Elizabeth as Aphris' conb apparently sudden-
Iy caught in a snarl in her hair.

"Greetings," | said. "Were is Kanchak?"

"He is conming," said Aphris.

El i zabeth turned her head over her shoulder. "I wll speak
with him" she said. "I amFirst Grl."

The conb caught in Elizabeth's hair again and she cried
out .

"You are only a barbarian," said Aphris sweetly.

"Conb ny hair, Slave," said Elizabeth, turning away.
"Certainly slave," said Aphris, continuing her work.

"l see you are both in a pleasant nmood," | said. Actually,
as a matter of fact, both were. Each seened rather excited
and happy, their bickering notw thstandi ng.

"Master," said Aphris, "is taking us tonight to see a Chain
Dance, a girl fromPort Karl"

I was startl ed.

"Perhaps | should not go," Elizabeth was saying, "I would
feel too sorry for the poor girl."
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"You may remain in the wagon," said Aphris.
"I'f you see her," | said, "'l think you will not feel sorry for
her." | didn't really feel like telling Elizabeth that no one
ever feels sorry for a wench fromPort Karl They tend to be
superb, feline, vicious, startling. They are fanmed as dancers
throughout all the cities of Cor.
I wondered casually why Kanthak was taking the girls,

for the proprietor of the slave wagon would surely want his

fee for themas well as us.

"Ho!" cried Kanthak, stonping into the wagon. "Meat!"

he cri ed.

El i zabeth and Aphris |eaped up to tend the pot outside.

He then settled down cross-1legged on the rug, not far from

the brass and copper grating.

He | ooked at ne shrewdly and, to ny surprise, drew a

tospit out of his pouch, that yellow sh-white, bitter fruit,

| ooki ng sonething |ike a peach but about the size of a plum

He threw me the tospit.

"Qdd or even?" he asked.

I had resolved not to wager with Kanthak, but this was

i ndeed an opportunity to gain a certain anbunt of vengeance

which, on ny part, would be sorely appreciated. Usually, in

guessing tospit seeds, one guesses the actual nunber, and

usual Iy both guessers opt for an odd nunber. The conmmon

tospit alnost invariably has an odd nunber of seeds. On the

other hand the rare, long-stemmed tospit usually has an even

number of seeds. Both fruits are indistinguishable outwardly.

I could see that, perhaps by accident, the tospit which

Kanthak had thrown me had had the stemtw sted off. It

must be then, | surm sed, the rare, |ong-stemed tospit.

"BEven," | said.

Kanthak | ooked at ne as though pained. "Tospits al nbst

al ways have an odd nunber of seeds," he said.
"BEven," | said.
"Very well," said he, "eat the tospit and see."

"Way should | eat it?" | asked. The tospit, after all, is
quite bitter. And why shouldn't Kanthak eat it? He had
suggest ed the wager

"I ama Tuchuk," said Kanthak, "I mght be tenpted to
swal | ow seeds. "

"Let's cut it up," | proposed.

"One might mss a seed that way," said Kanthak.
"Perhaps we could mash the slices," | suggested.

"But would that not be a great deal of trouble," asked
Kanthak, "and mnight one not stain the rug?"

"Perhaps we could mash themin a bow ," | suggested.

"But then a bowl would have to be washed," said

Kanthak.

"That is true," | adnitted

"Al'l things considered," said Kancthak, "I think the fruit
shoul d be eaten.”
"l guess you are right," | said.

I bit into the fruit philosophically. It was indeed bitter
"Besi des," said Kanthak, "I do not nuch care for tospit
"I amnot surprised," | said.
"They are quite bitter," said Kanthak.

"Yes," | said.

| finished the fruit and, of course, it had seven seeds.
"Most tospits," Kanthak informed nme, "have an odd
nunber of seeds.”

"1 know," | said.
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"Then why did you guess even?" he asked.

"l supposed," | grunbled, "that you would have found a

| ong-stemmed tospit."

"But they are not available,” he said, "until late in the
sumrer . "

"Ch," | said.

"Since you lost," pointed out Kanthak, "I think it only
fair that you pay the adnmission to the performance."

"Al right," | said.

"The sl aves," nentioned Kanthak, "will also be comng."

"OF course," | said, "naturally."
I took out sone coins fromny pouch and handed themto
Kancthak who slipped themin a fold of his sash. As | did so
I glowered significantly at the tankards of jewels and chests
of golden tarn disks in the corner of the wagon.
"Here cone the slaves," said Kanthak.
El i zabeth and Aphris entered, carrying the kettl e-between
them which they sat on the brass and copper grating over
the fire bow in the wagon
"Go ahead and ask him" pronpted Elizabeth, "Slave."
Aphris seened frightened, confused
"Meat)" said Kanthak.
After we had eaten and the girls had eaten with us, there
not being that night nmuch tine for observing the aneniti es,
El i zabet h poked Aphris, "Ask him" she said.
Aphris | owered her head and shook it.
El i zabet h | ooked at Kanthak. "One of your slaves," she
said, "would like to ask you sonething."
"Wi ch one?" inquired Kanthak.
"Aphris;" said Elizabeth firmy.
"No," said Aphris, "no, Mster."
"Gve himKa-la-na wine," pronpted Elizabeth.
Aphris got up and fetched not a skin, but a bottle, of wine,
Ka-la-na wine, fromthe Ka-la-na orchards of great Ar itself.
She al so brought a black, red-trimrmed wine crater fromthe
i sle of Cos.
"May | serve you?" she asked
Kanthak's eyes glinted. "Yes," he said.
She poured wine into the crater and replaced the bottle.
Kancthak had watched her hands very carefully. She had had
to break the seal on the bottle to open it. The crater had
been upsi de down when she had picked it up. If she had
poi soned the wi ne she had certainly done so deftly.
Then she knelt before himin the position of the Pleasure
Sl ave and, head down, arms extended, offered himthe crater
He took it and sniffed it and then took a wary sip.
Then he threw back his head and drained the crater.
"Hah!" said he when finished.
Aphri s junped;
"Well," said Kancthak, "what is it that a Turian wench
woul d crave of her master?"
"Not hing," said Aphris.
"If you do not ask him | shall," said Elizabeth.
"Speak, Slave!" shouted Kanthak and Aphris went white
and shook her head.
"She found sonething today," said Elizabeth, "that sone-
one had thrown away."
"Bring it!" said Kanthak.
Timdly Aphris rose and went to the thin rep-cloth bl anket
that was her beddi ng near the boots of Kanthak. Hi dden in
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‘"the bl anket there was a faded yell ow pi ece of cloth, which

she had fol ded very snall

She brought it to Kanthak and held it out to him

He took it and whipped it out. If was a worn, stained

Turian cami sk, doubtless one that had been word by one of

the Turian naidens acquired in Love War.

Aphri s had her head to the rug, trenbling.

When she | ooked up at Kanthak there were tear" in her

eyes. She said, very softly, "Aphris of Turia, the slave girl,

begs her master that she m ght clothe herself."

"Aphris of Turia," |aughed Kanthak, "begs to be per-

mtted to wear a cami sk"

The girl nodded and swi ftly put her head down.

"Conme here, Little Aphris," said Kanthak

She cane forward

He put his hands in the strings of dianmonds on her throat.

"Wbul d you rather wear dianonds or the cam sk?" he asked.
"Pl ease, Master," she said, "the camsk."
Kanthak jerked the dianonds fromher collar and threw
themto the side of the room Then he withdrew fromhis
pouch the key to her collar and bells and, |ock by | ock,
removed them from her. She could hardly believe her eyes.
"You were very noisy," Kanthak said to her, sternly.
El i zabet h cl apped her hands with pleasure and began to
consi der the cam sk.
"A slave girl is grateful to her master," said Aphris, tears
in her eyes.
"Properly so," agreed Kanthak.
Then, delighted, Aphris, assisted by Elizabeth Cardwell,
donned the yell ow cam sk. Agai nst her dark al nond eyes and
I ong bl ack hair the yellow cani sk was exceedi ngly | ovely.
"Come here," commanded Kanthak, and Aphris ran |ight-
ly to him timdly.
"I will show you how to wear a cam sk," said Kanthak,
taking the cord and adjusting it with two or three pulls and
jerks that just about took the wind out of the Turian girl. He
then tied it tightly about her waist. "There," he said, "that is
how a canisk is worn." | saw that Aphris of Turia would be
marvel ously attractive in the garnment.
Then, to ny surprise, she wal ked a bit in the wagon and
twirled twi ce before Kanchak. "Am | not pretty, Master?"
she asked.
"Yes," said Kanthak, noddi ng.
She | aughed with delight, as proud of the worn cam sk as
she ni ght have been once of robes of white and gol d.
"For a Turian slave," added Kanthak.
"OfF course," she laughed, "for a Turian slave!"
"W will be late for the performance," said Elizabeth, "if
we do not hurry."
"I thought you were staying in the wagon," said Aphris.

"No," said Elizabeth, "I have decided to cone."
Anong them even some Kassars and Paravaci, and one of the
rare Kataii, seldom seen in the encanpnents of the other

peopl es. The Tuchuks, of course, were nobst in evidence,
sitting cross-legged in circles rather about a large fire near
the center of the enclosure. They were in good hunor and

wer e | aughi ng and noving their hands about as they regal ed
one another with accounts of their recent deeds, of which
there were plainly a great many, it being the nost active
season for caravan raiding. The fire, | was pleased to note,
was not of boskdung but wood, tinber and planking, | was
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| ess pleased to note, torn and splintered froma nerchant's
wagon.

To one side, across a clearing fromthe 'fire, a bit in the
background, was a group of nine nusicians. They were not as
yet playing, though one of themwas absently tapping a
rhythmon a small hand drum the kaska; two others, with
stringed instruments, were tuning them putting their ears to
the instruments. One of the instrunents was an eight-stringed
czehar, rather like a large flat oblong box; it is held across
the lap when sitting cross-legged and is played with a horn
pick; the other was the kalika, a six-stringed instrunment; it,
like the czehar, is flat-bridged and its strings are adjusted by
means of small wooden cranks; on the other hand, it |ess
resenbles a |low, flat box and suggests affinities to the banjo
or guitar, though the sound box is hem spheric and the neck

rather long; it, too, of course, |like the czehar, is plucked;' |
have never seen a bowed instrunent on Gor; also, | N ght
mention, | have never on Gor seen any witten nusic; | do

not know if a notation exists; nelodies are passed on from

father to son, fromnmaster to apprentice. There was anot her

kal i ka player, as well, but he was sitting there holding his

instrument, watching the slave girls in the audi ence. The

three flutists were polishing their instrunents and talking

together; it was shop talk | gathered, because one or the

other would stop to illustrate some renmark by a passage on

his flute, and then one of the others would attenpt to correct

or inprove on what he had done; occasionally their discus-

sion grew heated. There was al so a second drumer, also

with a kaska, and another fellow, a younger one, who sat

very seriously before what appeared to ne to be a pile of

obj ects; anong them was a notched stick, played by sliding a

polished "emwood stick across its surface; cynbals of vari-

ous sorts; what was obviously a tanbourine; and severa

other instrunents of a percussion variety, bits of netal on
wires, gourds filled with pebbles, slave bells nobunted on hand
rings, and such. These various things, fromtine to tine,
woul d be used not only by hinself but by others in the
group, probably the second kaska player and the third flutist.
Anong Gorean nusicians, incidentally, czehar players have
the nost prestige; there was only one in this group, | noted,
and he was their |eader; next follow the flutists and then the
pl ayers of the kalika; the players of the druns cone next;
and the farthest fellow down the list is the man who keeps
the bag of miscellaneous instrunents, playing them and par-
celing themout to others as needed. Lastly it mght be
mentioned, thinking it is of sone interest, nusicians on Gor
are never enslaved; they may, of course, be exiled, tortured,
slain and such; it is said, perhaps truly, that he who nmakes
musi c-rmust, like the tarn and the Vosk gull, be free.
I nside the enclosure, over against one side, | saw the slave
wagon. The bask had been unhitched and taken el sewhere. It
was open and one could go in and purchase a bottle of Paga
if one cared to do so
"One is thirsty," said Kanthak.
"Il buy the Paga," | said.
Kanthak shrugged. He had, after all, bought the adm ssion-
si ons.
When | returned with the bottle | had to step through,
over, and once or twi ce on, Tuchuks. Fortunately nmy clum
siness was not construed as a challenge. One fellow | stepped
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on was even polite enough to say, "Forgive ne for sitting
where you are stepping." In Tuchuk fashion, | assured him
that | had taken no of fense, and, sweating, | at |last nade ny
way to Kanthak's side. He had rather good seats, which
hadn't been there before, obtained by the Tuchuk nethod of
finding two individuals sitting closely together and then sitting
down between them He had al so parked Aphris on his right
and Elizabeth on his left. | bit out the cork in the Paga and
passed it past Elizabeth to Kanthak, as courtesy demanded.
About a third of the bottle was nissing when Elizabeth,
| ooki ng faint at having snelled the beverage, returned it to
ne.
I heard two snaps and | saw that Kanthak had put a
hobbl e on Aphris. The sl ave hobbl e consists of two rings, one
for a wist, the other for an ankle, joined by about seven
inches of chain. In a right-handed girl, such as either Aphris
or Elizabeth, it locks on the right wist and | eft ankle. \Wen
the girl kneels, in any of the traditional positions of the

Gorean worman, either slave or free, it is not unconfortable.

In spite of the hobble, Aphris, in the yellow cam sk, black

hair fl owi ng behind her, was kneeling alertly by Kanthak's

side, |ooking about her with great interest. | saw several of

the Tuchuks present eye her with adniration. Fenale slaves

on CGor, of course, are used to being eyed boldly. They

expect this and relish it. Aphris, | discovered, to ny delight,

was no exception.

El i zabeth Cardwel | al so had her head up, kneeling very

strai ght, obviously not unconscious that she herself was the

obj ect of a look or two.

I noted that, in spite of the fact that Aphris had now been

in the wagon for several days, Kanthak had not yet called

for the Iron Master. The girl had neither been branded nor

had the Tuchuk nose ring been affixed. This seened to ne of

interest. Moreover, after the first day or two he had hardl y-

cuffed the girl, though he had once beaten her rather severely

when she had dropped a cup. Now | saw that, though she

had been only a few days his slave, already he was pernitting

her to wear the camisk. | snmiled rather grimy to nmyself and

took a significant swallow of Paga. "WIy Tuchuk, eh?"

t hought to nyself.

Aphris, for her part, though the quivas were still avail able,

seened, shortly after having begun to sleep at Kanthak's

boots, for some reason to have thought the better of bury-

ing one in his heart. It would not have been w se, of course,

for even were she successful, her consequent hideous death at

the hands of the dan of Torturers would probably, all things

consi dered, have nmade her act sonething of a bad bargain.

On the other hand she may have feared that Kanthak woul d

sinply turn around and seize her. After all, it is difficult to

sneak up on a nman while wearing collar and bells. Also, she

may have feared nore than death that if she failed in an

attenpt to slay himshe would be plunged in the sack again

whi ch | ay ever ready near the back, |eft wheel of the wagon

That seened to be an experience which she, no nore than

El i zabeth Cardwel |, was not eager to repeat.

Well did | recall the first day followi ng the first night of

Aphris as the slave of Kanthak. W had slept late that day

and finally when Kanthak nanaged to be up and around,

after a late breakfast served rather slowmy by Elizabeth, and

had recol |l ected Aphris and had opened the end of her sl eep-

ing quarters and she had craw ed out backward and had
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begged, head to boot, to be allowed to draw water for the

bask, though it was early, it seened evident to all that the
| ovely wench from Turia would not, could she help it, spend
a night again simlar to her first in the encanpnent of
Tuchuks. "Where will you sleep tonight, Slave?" Kanthak

had demanded. "If ny naster will permt,"” said the girl, with
great apparent sincerity, "at his feet." Kanthak | aughed.
"Get up, Lazy Grl," said he, "the bask need watering." G ate-

fully Aphris of Turia had taken up the | eather buckets and
hurried away to fetch water.

I heard a bit of chain and | ooked up. Kanthak tossed

me the other hobble. "Secure the barbarian," he said.

This startled ne, and startled Elizabeth as well.

How was it that Kancthak woul d have nme secure his slave?

She was his, not mne. There is a kind of inplicit claim of
ownership involved in putting a wench in slave steel. It is
sel dom done save by a naster

Suddenly Elizabeth was kneeling terribly straight, |ooking
ahead, breathing very quickly.

I reached around and took her right wist, drawing it

behi nd her body. | |ocked the wist ring about her wist. Then
I took her left ankle in nmy hand and lifted it a bit, slipping
the open ankle ring under it. Then | pressed the ring shut. It
closed with a small, heavy click

Her eyes suddenly net nmine, timd, frightened.

I put the key in nmy pouch and turned ny attention to the
crowd. Kanthak now had his right arm about Aphris.

"In a short tine," he was telling her, "you will see what a
real woman can do."

"She will be only a slave such as |," Aphris was respond-

i ng.

I turned to face Elizabeth. She was regarding ne, it

seened, with incredible shyness. "Wiat does it nean," she
asked, "that you have chai ned ne?"

"Nothing," | said.

Her eyes dropped. Wthout |ooking up, she said, "He |ikes
her .

"Aphris the Slave?" | asked.

"WIl 1 be sold?" she asked.

| saw no reason to hide this fromthe girl. "It is possible,"
| said.

She | ooked up, her eyes suddenly noist. "Tart Cabot," she
said, whispering, "if | amto be sold buy ne."

I looked at her with incredulity.

"Why?" | asked.
Kanthak reached across Elizabeth and dragged the Paga
bottle out of nmy hand. Then he was westling with Aphris
and had her head back, fingers pinching her nose, the neck of
the bottle thrust between her teeth. She was struggling and
| aughi ng and shaki ng her head. Then she had to breathe and
a great draught of Paga burned its way down her throat
maki ng her gasp and cough. | doubt that she had ever before
experienced a drink stronger than the syrupy wi nes of Turia.
She was now gaspi ng and shaki ng her head and Kanthak
was poundi ng her on the back.
"Why?" | agai n asked Elizabeth.
But Elizabeth, with her free |l eft hand had sei zed the Paga
bottl e from Kanthak, and, to his amazenment, had thrown
back her head and taken, without realizing the full inmport of
her action, about five lusty, guzzling swallows of Paga. Then,
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as | rescued the bottle, her eyes opened very w de and then

bl i nked about ten times. She exhaled slowy as if fire m ght
be sizzling out instead of breath and then she shook, a

del ayed reaction, as if she had been thunped five tinmes and
then began to cough spasnodically and painfully until 1,
fearing she might suffocate, pounded her several tinmes on the
back. At last, bent over, gasping for breath, she seened to be
com ng around. | held her by the shoul ders and suddenly she
turned herself in nmy hands and, as | was sitting cross-|egged,
threw herself on her back across ny lap, her right wist stil
chained to her left ankle. She stretched insolently, as well as
she could. | was astounded. She | ooked up at ne. "Because

am better than Dina and Tenchi ka," she said.

"But not better than Aphris," called Aphris.

"Yes," said Elizabeth, "better than Aphris."

"Get up, Little She-Sleen," said Kanthak, anused, "or to
preserve ny honor | nust have you inpal ed."

El i zabet h | ooked up at ne.

"She's drunk," | told Kanthak.

"Some nen might like a barbarian girl," Elizabeth said

| hoisted Elizabeth back up on her knees. "No one will buy
me, " she wail ed.

There were inmmedi ate offers fromthree or four of the

Tuchuks gathered about, and | was afraid that Kanthak

mght, if the bids inproved, part with Mss Cardwel| on the
spot .

"Sell her," advised Aphris.

"Be quiet, Slave," said Elizabeth.

158

NOMADS COF GOR
- Kanthak was roaring with |aughter
The Paga had apparently hit Mss Cardwell swiftly and
hard. She seened barely able to kneel and, at last, | per-
m sted her to | ean against nme, and she did, her chin on ny |j
ri ght shoul der.
"You know, " said Kancthak, "the Little Barbarian wears
your chain well."
"Nonsense," | said.
"l saw," said Kanthak, "how at the ganes when you
t hought the nen of Turia charging you were prepared to
rescue the wench."
"I wouldn't have wanted your property Kanthak," | said.
"You like her," announced Kanthak.
"Nonsense," | said to him
"Nonsense, " said Elizabeth, sleepily.
"Sell her to him" recommended Aphris, hiccuping.

"You only want to be First Grl," said Elizabeth.
"I'd give her away nyself," said Aphris. "She is only a
bar bari an."

Eli zabeth lifted her head from ny shoul der and regarded

me. She spoke in English. "My nanme is Mss Elizabeth
Cardwel |, M. Cabot," she said, "would you like to buy nme?"
"No," | said, in English

"I didn't think so," she said, again in English, and put her
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head back on ny shoul der
"Did you not observe," asked Kanthak, "how she noved
and breat hed when you | ocked the steel on her?"

I hadn't thought rmuch about it. "I guess not," | said
"Why do you think | let you chain her?" asked Kanthak.
"I don't know," | said.

"To see," he said. "And it is as | thought your stee

ki ndl es her."

"Nonsense, " | said.

"Nonsense." said Elizabeth.
"l suppose,"” said Elizabeth, "I could hop all the way on
one foot."

I nyself doubted that this would be feasible, particularly In
her conditi on.

"You probably could," said Aphris, "you have nuscul ar

| egs”

| did not regard Mss Cardwel|l's | egs as nuscul ar. She
was, however, a good runner

Mss Cardwell lifted her chin fromnmy shoul der. "Slave,"
she sai d.

"Barbarian," retorted Aphris.

"Rel ease her," said Kanthak.

1 reached into the pouch at ny belt to secure the key to
t he hobbl e.

"No," said Elizabeth, "I will stay."
"If Master pernmits," added Aphris.
"Yes," said Elizabeth, glowering, "if Master permts."

"Al'l right," said Kanthak.

"Thank you, Master," said Elizabeth politely, and once

nmore put her head on ny shoul der.

"You shoul d buy her" said Kanthak.

"No," | said.

“'1 will give you a good price," he said.

Ch, yes, | said to nyself, a good price, and ho, ho, ho.

"No," | said.

"Very well," said Kanthak

| breathed nore easily.

About that tine the black-clad figure of a wonan ap-

peared on the steps of the slave wagon. | heard Kanthak

hush up Ahpris of Turia and he gave Elizabeth a poke in the

ribs that she might bestir herself. "Watch, you niserable

cooki ng- pot wenches," he said, "and learn a thing or two!"

A silence canme over the crowd. Al nost w thout meaning

to, | noticed, over to one side, a hooded nenmber of the C an

of Torturers. | was confident it was he who had often

foll owed me about the canp.

But this matter was dism ssed fromny mind by the

performance whi ch was about to begin. Aphris was watching

intently, her lips parted. Kanthak's eyes were gl eam ng.

Even Elizabeth had lifted her head now from ny shoul der

and was rising on her knees a bit for a clearer view

The figure of the woman, swathed in black, heavily veiled,

descended the steps of the slave wagon. Once at the foot of

the stairs she stopped and stood for a |l ong nmonent. Then the
nmusi ci ans began, the hand-druns first, a rhythm of heartbeat
and flight.
To the music, beautifully, it seemed the frightened figure
ran first here and then there, occasionally avoi ding inaginary
obj ects or throwing up her arms, ran as though through the
crowds of a burning city alone, yet sonehow suggesting the
presence about her of hunted others. Now, in the back-

file:/lIF|/rah/John%20Norman/Chronicles%200f...ounter-Earth%204%20-%20Nomads%200f%20Gor.txt (111 of 238) [1/20/03 3:28:27 AM]



file:/I/F|/rah/Iohn%20Norman/Chroni cles%200f%20Counter-Earth%204%20-%20N omads%200f %20Gor .txt

ground, scarcely to be seen, was the figure of a warrior in
scarl et cape. He, too, in his way, though hardly seem ng
to nove, approached, and it seened that wherever the girl
m ght flee there was found the warrior. And then at last his
hand was upon her shoul der and she threw hack her
and lifted her hands and it seened her entire hotly was
wr et chedness and despair. He turned the figure to hen and,
wi th both hands, brushed away hood and vei l
There was a cry of delight fromthe crowd.
The girl's face was fixed in the dancer's stylized npan of
terror, but she was beautiful. | had seen her before, of
course, as had Kanthak, but it was startling still to see her
thus in the firelight her hair was | ong and sil ken bl ack, her
eyes dark, the color of her skin tarnish
She seened to plead with the warrior but he did not nove.
She seened to withe in msery and try to escape his grip but
she did not.
Then he renoved his hands from her shoul ders and, as the
crowd cried out, she sank in abject msery at his feet and
performed the cerenony of subm ssion, kneeling, |owering
the head and lifting and extending the arns, wists crossed.
The warrior then turned fromher and hel d out one hand.
Soneone fromthe darkness threw him coiled, the chain
and col | ar.
He gestured for the woman to rise and she did so and
stood before him head | owered.
He pushed up her head and then, with a click that could
be heard throughout the enclosure, closed the collar a Turi-
an col | ar about her throat. The chain to which the collar
was attached was a good deal |onger than that of the Sirik,
contai ning perhaps twenty feet of |ength.
Then, to the nusic, the girl seened to twist and turn and
move away fromhim as he played out the chain, until she
stood wetched sone twenty feet fromhimat the chain's
| ength. She did not nove then for a nonent, but stood
crouched down, her hands on the chain.

| saw that Aphris and Elizabeth were watchi ng fascinat ed.

Kanthak, too, would not take his eyes fromthe wonman.

The nusic had st opped.

Then with a suddenness that al nbst nade ne junp and the

crowd cry out with delight-the nusic began again but this

time as a barbaric cry of rebellion and rage and the wench

fromPort Kar was suddenly a chained she-larl biting and

tearing at the chain and she had cast her bl ack robes from

her and stood savage reveal ed i n di aphanous, swirling yell ow

Pl easure Sil k. There was now a frenzy and hatred in the

dance, a fury even to the baring of teeth and snarling. She

turned within the collar, as the Turian collar is designed to

permt. She circled the warrior like a captive noon to his

i mprisoning scarlet sun, always at the |l ength of the chain.

Then he would take up a fist of chain, drawi ng her each tine

inches closer. At tines he would pernmit her to draw back

again, but never to the full length of the chain, and each

time he permitted her to withdraw, it was |less than the | ast.

The dance consists of several phases, depending on the gener

al orbit allowed the girl by the chain. Certain of these phases

are very slow, in which there is alnbst no novenent, save

perhaps the turning of a head or the novenent of a hand;

others ate defiant and swift; sone are graceful and pl eading;

sone stately, sone sinple; sonme proud, some piteous; but
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each time, as the comon thread, she is drawn closer to the
caped warrior. At last his fist was within the Turian collar
itself and he drew the girl, piteous and exhausted, to his |ips,
subduing her with his kiss, and then her arns were about his
neck and unresisting, obedient, her head to his chest, she was
lifted lightly in his arms and carried fromthe firelight.
Kanthak and |, and others, threw coins of gold into the

sand near the fire.

"She was beautiful," cried out Aphris of Turia.

"I never knew a wonman," said Elizabeth, her eyes bl azing,
showi ng few signs of the Paga, "could be so beautiful!"

"She was narvel ous," | said.

"And |," how ed Kanthak, "have only niserabl e cooking-

pot wenches!"

Kanthak and | were standing up. Aphris suddenly put her

head to his thigh, |ooking down. "Tonight," she whispered,
"make ne a slave."

Kancthak put his fist in her hair and lifted her head to

stare up at him Her lips were parted.

"You have been ny slave for days," said he.

LRI}

"1
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"Toni ght," she begged, "please, Mster, tonight!"

Wth a roar of triunph Kanthak swept her up and sl ung

her, hobbl ed as she was, over his shoul der and she cried out
and he, singing a Tuchuk song, was stonping away with her

fromthe curtained encl osure.

At the exit he stopped briefly and, Aphris over his shoul -
der, turned and faced Elizabeth and nyself. He threw up his
right hand in an expansive gesture. "For the night," he cried,
"the Little Barbarian is yours!" Then he turned agai n and,
si ngi ng, disappeared through the curtain. !

I | aughed.

Eli zabeth Cardwell was staring after him Then she | ooked
up at nme. "He can do that, can't he?" she asked.

"Of course," | said.

"OfF course," she said, nunbly. "Wy not?" Then suddenly

she jerked at the hobble but could not rise and nearly fell

and pounded her left fist into the dirt before her. "I don't
want to be a slaver" she cried. "I don't want to be a sl ave!"
"I"'msorry," | said.

She | ooked up at ne. There were tears in her eyes. "He

has no right!" she cried.

"He has the right," | said.

"OfF course," she wept, putting her head down. "It is like a
book, a chair, an animal. She is yours! Take her! Keep her
until tonmorrow! Return her in the norning when you are
finished with her!"

Head down she | aughed and sobbed.

"I thought you wished," | said, "that | might buy you." |
thought it well to jest with her
"Don't you understand?" she asked. "It could have been

anyone to whom | was given, not just to you, but to
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anyone, anyone!"

"That is true," | said.
"To anyone!" she wept. "Anyone! Anyone!"
"Do not be distraught," | said.

She shook her head, and | ooked up at ne, and through the tears smil ed.
It seens, Master," she said, "that for the hour | amyours."

"I't woul d appear so," | said.
"WIIl you carry nme over your shoul der to the wagon;" she
asked, lightly, "like Aphris of Turia?"
"I"'msorry," | said
| bent to the girl's shackles and renoved t hem

She stood up and faced ne. "What are you going to do with

me?" she asked. She smiled. "Master?"

| smled. "Nothing," | told her. "Do not fear."

"Ch?" she asked, one eyebrow rising skeptically. Then she

dropped her head. "Am | truly so ugly?" she asked.

“No," | said, "you are not ugly."
"But you do not want nme?" she asked.
"No," | said.

She | ooked at nme boldly, throw ng back her head. "Wy
not ?" she asked.
What could |I tell her? She was lovely, but yet in her
condition piteous. | felt noved on her behalf. The little
secretary, | thought to nyself, so far fromher pencils, the
typewiter, the desk cal endars and steno pads so far from
her world so hel pl ess, so nuch at Kanthak's nercy and
this night, should | choose, at nine.
"You are only a little barbarian,” | said to her. Sonehow
t hought of her still as the frightened girl in the yellow
shift caught up in ganes of war and intrigue beyond her
conprehensi on and, to a great extent, mne. She was to be
protected, sheltered, treated with kindness, reassured. | could
not think of her in ny arns nor of her ignorant, timd |lips
on mine for she was always and would renmain only the
unfortunate Elizabeth Cardwell, the innocent and unwitting
victimof an inexplicable translocation and an unexpected,
unj ust reduction to shaneful bondage. She was of Earth and
knew not the flanmes which her words nmight have evoked in
the breast of a Gorean warrior nor did she understand
herself truly nor the relation in which she, slave girl, stood to
-a free man to whom she had been for the hour given
could not tell her that another warrior mght at her-very
gl ance, have dragged her hel pless to the darkness between the
hi gh wheel s of the slave wagon itself. She was gentle, not
under st andi ng, naive, in her way foolish a girl of Earth but
not on Earth not a worman of Gor fenmle on her own
barbaric world she would al ways be of Earth the bright,
pretty girl with the stenographer's pad |like many girls of
Earth, not nmen but not yet daring to be wonan. "But," |
admtted to her, giving her head a shake, "you are a pretty
little barbarian."
She | ooked into ny eyes for a |long nmonent and then
suddenly dropped her head weeping. | gathered her into ny
arnms to confort her but she pushed ne away, and turned
and ran fromthe encl osure.
I | ooked after her, puzzled.
Then, shrugging, | too left the enclosure, thinking that
perhaps | shoul d wander anong the wagons for a few hours,
bef ore returning.
I recalled Kanthak. | was happy for him Never before
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had | seen himso pleased. | was, however, confused about
Eli zabeth, for it seened to ne she had behaved strangely this
night. | supposed that, on the whole, she was perhaps dis-

traught because she feared she mi ght soon be supplanted as
first girl in the wagon; indeed, that she night soon be sold.
To be sure, having seen Kanthak with his Aphris, it did not
seemto nme that either of these possibilities were actually
unlikely. Elizabeth had reason to fear. | might, of course, and
woul d, encourage Kanthak to sell her to a good naster, but
Kanthak, cooperative to a point, would undoubtedly have
his eye fixed nost decisively on the price to be obtained. |
m ght, of course, if | could find the noney, buy her nyself
and attenpt to find her a kind master. | thought perhaps
Conrad of the Kassars might be a just Master. He had,
however, |, knew recently won a Turian girl in the games.
Mor eover, not every man wants to own an untrai ned barbarian sl ave,
for much, even if given to them nust be fed

crawl under the rope that joined them ny assailant was

gone. Al | received for ny trouble were the angry shouts of

the man |l eading the kaiila string. |Indeed, one of the vicious

beasts even snapped at ne, ripping the sleeve on ny shoul -

der.

Angry | returned to the wagon and drew the quiva from

t he boards. ~

By this tine the owner of the wagon, who was naturally

curious about the matter, was beside me. He held a small

torch, lit fromthe fire bowl wthin the wagon. He was
exam ning, not happily, the cut in his planking. "A clunsy
throw," he remarked, | thought a bit ill-hunoredly.
"Perhaps," | admitted

"But," he added, turning and | ooking at ne, "I suppose
under the circunstances it was just as well."

"Yes," | said, "I think so."

I found the Paga bottle: and noted that there was a bit of
liquid left init, belowthe neck of the bottle. | w ped off the
neck and handed it to the man. He took about half of it and

then wi ped his nmouth and handed it back. | then finished the
bottle. | flung it into a refuse hole, dug and periodically

cl eaned by nal e sl aves.

"It is not bad Paga," said the man.

"No," | said, "I think it is pretty good."
"May | see the quiva?" asked the nman.
"Yes," | said.

"Interesting," said he.

"What ?" | asked.

"The quiva," said he.

"But what is interesting about it?" | asked.

"It is Paravaci," he said
In the nmorning, to ny dismay, Elizabeth Cardwell was not
to be found.
Kanthak was beside himself with fury. Aphris, know ng
the ways of Cor and the temper of Tuchuks, was terrified,
and said al most not hi ng.
"Do not release the hunting sleep," | pleaded with
Kanchak.
"I shall keep them | eashed,"” he responded grimy.
Wth msgivings | observed the two, six-I|egged, sinuous,
tawny hunting sleen on their chain | eashes. Kancthak was
hol di ng Eli zabeth's bedding a rep-cloth blanket for them
to snmell. Their ears began to | ay back agai nst the sides of
their triangular heads; their |ong, serpentine bodies trenbl ed,;
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| saw claws energe fromtheir paws, retract, energe again
and then retract; they lifted their heads, sweeping themfrom
side to side, and then thrust their snouts to the ground and
began to whinper excitedly; | knew they would first follow
the scent to the curtained enclosure within which | ast night
we had observed the dance.
"She woul d have hidden anong the wagons | ast night,"
Kanthak sai d.
"I know," | said, "The herd sleep." They would have torn
the girl to pieces on the prairie in the light of the three
Gor ean noons.
"She will not be far," said Kanthak.
He hoisted hinself to the saddle of his kaiila, a prancing
and trenbling hunting sleen on each side of the aninal, the
chains running to the pormmel of the saddl e.

"What will you do to her?" | asked.

"Cut off her feet," said Kanthak, "and her nose and ears,

and blind her in one eye, then release her to |live as she can

anong the wagons. "

Before | could renonstrate with the angry Tuchuk the

hunting sl een suddenly seened to go wild, rearing on their

hind | egs, scratching in the air, dragging against the chains. It

was all Kanthak's kaiila could do to brace itself against their

sudden madness.

"Hahl " cried Kanthak.

| spied Elizabeth Cardwel | approaching the wagon, two

| eat her wat er buckets fastened to a wooden yoke she carried

over her shoul ders. Sone water was spilling fromthe buck-

ets.

Aphris cried out with delight and ran to Elizabeth, to ny

astoni shrent, to kiss her and help with the water.

"Where have you been?" asked Kanthak.

Eli zabeth lifted her head innocently and gazed at him

frankly. "Fetching water," she said.

The sleen were trying to get at her and she had backed

away agai nst the wagon, watching themwarily. "They are

vicious beasts," she observed.

Kanthak t hrew back his head and roared with | aughter.

El i zabeth did not so much as | ook at ne.

Then Kanthak seened sober and he said to the girl. "Go

into the wagon. Bring slave bracelets and a whip. Then go to
t he wheel . "

She | ooked at him but did not appear afraid. "Wiy?" she
asked.

Kanthak di smounted. "You were overly long in fetching

wat er, " he said.

El i zabet h and Aphris had gone into the wagon.
"She was wise to return,” said Kanthak.

I agreed with himbut would not say so. "It seens she was
fetching water," | pointed out.

"You like her, don't you?" asked Kanthak.

"I feel sorry for her," | said.

"Did you enjoy her yesterday?" asked Kanthak.
"l did not see her after she |eft the enclosure of the

dance," | said.

"If 1 had known that," said Kancthak, "I would have had

the sleen out last night."

"Then," | said, "it is fortunate for the girl that you did not
know it.

"Agreed," smled Kancthak. "Wy did you not nake use
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of her?" he inquired.

"She is only a girl," | said.
"She is a woman, " said Kanthak, "wi th blood."
I shrugged.

By this tinme Elizabeth had returned with the whip and
bracel ets, and had handed themto Kancthak. She then went
to stand by the left, rear wheel of the wagon. There
Kanthak bracel eted her wists thigh over her head about the
rimand over one of the spokes. She faced the wheel
"There is no escape fromthe wagons," he said.
Her head was high. "I know," she said.
"You lied to nme," he said, "saying you went to fetch
wat er . "
"I was afraid," said Elizabeth.
"Do you know who fears to tell the truth?" he asked.
"No, " she said.
"A slave," said Kanthak.
He ripped the larl's pelt fromher and | gathered that she
woul d wear the garment no | onger
She stood well, her eyes closed, her right cheek pressed
agai nst the leather rimof the wheel. Tears burst from be-
tween the tightly pressed lids of her eyes but she was superb,
restrai ning her cries.
She had still uttered no sound when Kanthak, satisfied,
had rel eased her, but fastening her wists before her body
with the bracelets. She stood trenbling, her head down. Then
he took her bracel eted hands and with one hand raised her
hands over her head. She stood so, her knees slightly flexed,
head down.
"You think," said Kancthak to ne, "she is only a girl."
| said not hing.
"You are a fool, Tarl Cabot," said he.
| did not respond.
Coiled, in his right hand, Kanthak still held the slave whip.
"Slave, " said Kanthak.
El i zabeth | ooked at him
"Do you wish to serve nen?" he asked.
Tears in her eyes she shook her head, no, no, no. Then her
head fell again to her breast.
"Cbserve," said Kanthak to ne.
Then, before |I could realize what he intended, he had
subj ected Mss Cardwell to what, anong slavers, is known as
the Whip Caress. ldeally it is done, as Kanchak had, unex-

pectedly, taking the girl unawares. Elizabeth suddenly cried

out throwi ng her head to one side. | observed to ny amaze-

ment the sudden, involuntary, uncontrollable response to the

touch. The Whip Caress is commonly used anong Sl avers to

force a girl to betray herself.

"She is a wonman," said Kanthak. "Did you not see the

secret blood of her? That she is eager and ready that she

is fit prize for the steel of a master that she is fermale, and,"

he added, "sl ave?"

"Nor" cried Elizabeth Cardwell. "Nor" But Kanthak was

pul l'ing her by the bracelets toward an empty sl een cage

mounted on a | ow cart near the wagon, into which, stil

bracel eted, he thrust her, then closing the door, locking it.

She could not stand in the |ow, narrow cage, and knelt,

wrists bracel eted, hands on the bars. "It is not truer" she
screaned.
Kanthak | aughed at her. “'Fenmle slave," he said. She

buried her head in her hands and wept. She knew, as well as
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we, that she had showed herself that her blood had | eaped
within her and its nenory nust now nock the hysteria of

her deni al that she had acknow edged tows and to herself,
perhaps for the first tinme, the incontrovertible splendor of her
beauty and its neaning.

Her response had been that of an utter wonan.

"I't's not true!" she whi spered over and over, sobbing as

she had not fromthe cruel strokes of the whip. "It's not
truer”

Kancthak | ooked at ne. "Tonight," lie said, "I shall cal
the Iron Master."

"Don't," | said.

"I shall," he said.

"Way?" | asked.

He smiled at ne grimy. "She was too long in fetching

wat er. "

| said nothing. Kanthak, for a Tuchuk, was not unki nd.

The puni shnent of a runaway slave is often grievous, some-

times culmnating in death. He would do no nore to Elizabeth

Cardwel | than was commonly done to fenal e sl aves anong

t he wagons, even those who had never dared to speak back

or disobey in the least particular. Elizabeth, in her way, was

fortunate. As Kanthak m ght have said, he was permtting her

to live. | did not think she would be tenpted to run away agai n.

I saw Aphris sneaking to the cage to bring Elizabeth a

di pper of water. Aphris was crying.
Kancthak, if he saw, did not stop her. "Cone along," he
said. "There is a newkaiila | want to see near the wagon of
Yachi of the Leather Workers' dan."
It was a busy day for Kanthak.
He did not buy the kaiila near the wagon of Yachi of the
Leat her Workers though it was apparently a spl endid beast.
At one point, he wapped a heavy fur and | eather robe-about
his left armand struck the beast suddenly on the snout with
his right hand. It had not struck back at himsw ftly enough
to please him and there were only four needlelike scratches
in the armguard before Kancthak had nanaged to | eap back
and the kaiila, lunging against its chain, was snapping at him
"Such a slow beast," said Kanchak, "m ght in battle cost a
man his life." | supposed it true. The kaiila and its naster
fight in battle as one unit, seemngly a single savage ani nal,
armed with teeth and |l ance. After |looking at the kaiila
Kanthak visited a wagon where he discussed the crossing of
one of his cows with the owner's bull, in exchange for a
simlar favor on his own part. This nmatter was arranged to
their nmutual satisfaction. At another wagon he haggl ed over
a set of quiva, forged in Ar, and, obtaining his price, ar-
ranged to have them wth a new saddle, brought to his
wagon on the norrow. W |unched on dried bask neat and
Paga and then he trooped to the wagon of Kutaituchik,
where he exchanged pl easantries with the sommol ent figure on
the robe of gray boskhi de, about the health of the bask, the
sharpness of quivas and the necessity of keeping wagon axles
greased, and certain other matters. Wile near Kutaituchik's
wagon, on the dais, he also conferred with several other high
men anong t he Tuchuks. Kanthak, as | had | earned before,
hel d a position of sone inmportance with the Tuchuks. After
seei ng Kutaituchik and the others, Kanthak stopped by an
Iron Master's wagon, and, to ny irritation, arranged for the
fellow to cone by the wagon that very night. "I can't keep
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her in a sleen cage forever," Kanthak said. "There is work
to be done about the wagon." Then, to ny delight,
Kanthak, borrowi ng two kaiila, which he seened to have no
difficulty doing froma Tuchuk warrior | had not even seen
before rode with me to the Oren Vall ey.
Conming over a low, rolling hill, we saw a | arge nunber of
tents pitched in a circle, surrounding a | arge grassy area. In
the grassy area, perhaps about two hundred yards in diane-
ter, there were literally hundreds of snall, stone altars. There
was a large circular stone platformin the center of the field.

On the top of this platformwas a huge, four-sided altar

whi ch was approached by steps on all four sides. On one side

of this altar | saw the sign of the Tuchuks, and on the others;

that of the Kassars, the Kataii and the Paravaci. | had not

mentioned the matter of the Paravaci quiva which had al -

nmost struck ne | ast night, having been in the norning dis-

turbed about the di sappearance of Elizabeth Cardwell and in

the afternoon busy foll owi ng Kancthak about in his rounds. |

resolved to mention the matter to him sometime but not

this evening for | was convinced this would not be a good

eveni ng for anyone in the wagon, except perhaps for

Kanthak, who seened pl eased about the arrangenents he

had made with the herder pertaining to crossing |livestock and

the bargain, it seened, he had contracted with the fell ow

with the quivas and saddl e.

There were a | arge nunber of tethered aninmals about the

outer edge of the circle, and, beside them stood nany

haruspexes. |ndeed, | supposed there nust be one haruspex

at least for each of the many altars in the field. Anpong the

animals | saw nmany verrs; sonme donmestic tarsks, their tusks

sheat hed; cages of flapping vulos, sone sleen, sonme kaiil a,

even some bask; by the Paravaci haruspexes | saw manacl ed

mal e sl aves, if such were to be pernmitted; comonly,

under st ood from Kanthak, the Tuchuks, Kassars and Kat ai

rule out the sacrifice of slaves because their hearts and livers

are thought to be, fortunately for the slaves, untrustworthy in

registering portents; after all, as Kanthak pointed out, who

woul d trust a Turian slave in the kes with a matter so

important as the election of a Ubar San; it seenmed to ne

good logic and, of course, | amsure the slaves, too, were

taken with the cogency of the argunment. The ani mals sac-

rificed, incidentally, are later used for food, so the Onen

Taking, far frombeing a waste of animals, is actually a time

of feasting and plenty for the Wagon Peopl es, who regard

‘"the Oren Taking, provided it results that no Ubar San is to

be chosen, as an occasion for gaiety and festival. As | nmay

have mentioned, no Ubar San had been chosen for nore than

a hundred years.

As yet the Oren Taki ng had not begun. The haruspexes

had not rushed forward to the altars. On the other hand on

each altar there burned a small bosk-dung fire into which,

like a tiny piece of kindling, had been placed - an incense

sti ck.

Kanthak and | di smounted and, from outside the circle,
wat ched the four chief haruspexes of the Wagon Peopl es
approach the huge altar in the center of the field. Behind
t hem anot her four haruspexes, one from each People, carried
a | arge wooden cage, nmade of sticks |ashed together, which
cont ai ned perhaps a dozen white vul os, donesticated pigeons.
This cage they placed on the altar. | then noted that each of
the four chief haruspexes carried, about his shoulder, a white
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I inen sack, somewhat |ike a peasant's rep-cloth seed bag.
"This is the first Oren," said Kancthak, "The Onen to

see if the Orens are propitious to take the Omens."

"Ch," | said.

Each of the four haruspexes then, after intoning an in-

vol ved entreaty of sone sort to the sky, which at the tine
was shining beneficiently, suddenly cast a handful of some-
thing doubtless grain to the pigeons in the stick cage.
Even fromwhere | stood | could see the pigeons pecking

at the grain in reassuring frenzy.

The four haruspexes turned then, each one facing his own

m nor haruspexes and anyone el se who nmi ght be about, and

called out, "It is propitious!"

There was a pleased cry at this announcenent fromthe
t hrong.

"This part of the Oren Taking al ways goes well," | was

i nformed by Kanthak.
"Way is that?" | asked
"l don't know," he said. Then he | ooked at ne. "Perhaps,"

he proposed, "it is because the vulos are not fed for three
days prior to the taking of the Oren."

"Perhaps," | admtted

"I," said Kancthak, "would like a bottle of Paga."

"I, too," | adnmitted

"Who will buy?" he asked.

I refused to speak.

"W coul d wager," he suggest ed.

"Il buy it," | said.

I could now see the ot her haruspexes of the peoples

pouring with their animals toward the altars. The Omren

Taking as a whol e |lasts several days and consunes hundreds

of animals. Atally is kept, fromday to day. One haruspex, as

we left, | heard cry out that he had found a favorable |iver
Anot her, froman adjoining altar had rushed to his side. They
were engaged in dispute. | gathered that reading the signs

was a subtle business, calling for sophisticated interpretation
and the utnost delicacy and judgnent. Even as we nmde our
way back to the kaiila | could hear two nore haruspexes
crying out that they had found livers that were clearly
unfavorable. Clerks, with parchnent scrolls, were circul ate
ing anong the altars, presumably, | would guess, noting the
nanes of haruspexes, their peoples, and their findings The
four chief haruspexes of the peoples remained at the huge
central altar, to which a white bask was being slowy |ed
It was toward dark when Kanthak and | reached the
sl ave wagon to buy our bottle of Paga.
On the way we passed a girl, a girl from Cos taken
hundreds of pasangs away in a raid on a caravan bound for
Ar. She had been bound across a wagon wheel |ying on the
ground, her body over its hub. Her clothing had been re-
nmoved. Fresh and cl ean on her burned thigh was the brand of
the four bosk horns. She was weeping. The Iron Mster
affixed the Turian collar. He bent to his tools, taking up a
tiny, open golden ring, a heated netal awl, a pair of pliers. |

turned away. | heard her scream

"Do not Korobans brand and coll ar sl aves?" asked
Kanthak.

"Yes," | admitted, "they do."

I could not rid nmy mind of the image of the girl from Cos
weepi ng bound on the wheel. Such tonight, or on another
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night, would be the lovely Elizabeth Cardwell. | threw down

a wild swallowof Paga. | resolved | woul d sonehow rel ease

the girl, sonmehow protect her fromthe cruelty of the fate

decreed for her by Kanthak.

"You do not much speak," said Kanthak, taking the

bottle, puzzled.

"Must the Iron Master be called," | asked, "to the wagon

of Kanthak."

Kanthak | ooked at ne. "Yes," he said.

I glared down at the polished boards of the wagon fl oor

"Have you no feeling for the barbarian?" | asked.

Kanthak had never been able to pronounce her nane,

whi ch be regarded as of barbarian | ength and conplexity.

"E-liz-a-beth-card-vella" he would try to say, adding the "a"

sound because it is a comon ending of fem nine nanes on

CGor. He could never, like npost native speakers of Corean,

properly handle the "w' sound, for it is extrenmely rare in

Gorean, existing only in certain unusual words of obviously

barbarian origin. The "w' sound, incidentally, is a conplex

one, and, like many such sounds, is best |earned only during

the brief years of childhood when a child' s linguistic flexibility
is at its maxi mumthose years in which it mght be trained
to speak any of the |anguages of man with native fluency a
capacity which is, for nost individuals at |east, lost |ong prior
to attaining their najority. On the other hand, Kanthak
could say the sound | have represented as "vella" quite easily
and woul d upon occasion use this as Elizabeth's nanme. Most
often, however, he and | sinply referred to her as the Little
Barbarian. | had, incidentally, after the first few days, re-
fused to speak English to her, thinking it would be nore
desirable for her to learn to speak, think and hear in Gorean
as rapidly as possible. She could now handl e the | anguage
rather well. She could not, of course, read it. She was
illiterate.
Kanthak was | ooking at ne. He | aughed and | eaned over
and sl apped nme on the shoulder. "She is only a slaver" he
chuckl ed.
"Have you no feeling for her?" | denmanded.
He | eaned back, serious for a nmonent. "Yes,
am fond of the Little Barbarian."
"Then why?" | denmanded
"She ran away," said Kanthak.
| did not deny it.
"She nust be taught."
| said not hing.
"Besi des," said Kanthak, "the wagon grows crowded
and she nust be readied for sale.”
I took back the Paga bottle and threw down anot her
swal | ow.
"Do you want to buy her?" he asked.
I thought of the wagon of Kutaituchik and the gol den
sphere. The Oren Taki ng had now begun. | nust attenpt
this night or sone other in the near future to purloin the

he said, "I

sphere, to return it sonmehow to the Sardar. | was going to
say, "No," but then | thought of the girl from Cos, bound on
the wheel, weeping. | wondered if | could nmeet Kanthak's
price. | |ooked up.

Suddenly Kanthak lifted his hand, alert, gesturing for

si | ence.

| noted, too, the other Tuchuks in the wagon. Suddenly
t hey were not noving.

file:/lIF|/rah/John%20Norman/Chronicles%200f...ounter-Earth%204%20-%20Nomads%200f%20Gor.txt (121 of 238) [1/20/03 3:28:27 AM]



file:/I/F|/rah/Iohn%20Norman/Chroni cles%200f%20Counter-Earth%204%20-%20N omads%200f %20Gor .txt

Then | too heard it, the winding of a bask horn in the-
di stance, and then another
Kanthak | eaped to his feet. "The canp is under attack!"
he cri ed.

Qut si de, as Kanthak and | bounded down the steps of the

sl ave wagon, the darkness was filled with hurrying nen, sone

with torches, and running kaiila, already with their riders.

War | anterns, green and blue and yellow, were already burn-

ing on poles in the darkness, signaling the rallying grounds of

the Oralus, the Hundreds, and the Oralus, the Thousands.

Each warrior of the Wagon Peoples, and that neans each

abl e-bodi ed man, is a nenber of an O, or a Ten; each ten

is a menber of an Oralus, or Hundred; each Oralus is a nenber

of an Oralus, a Thousand. Those who are unfamliar with the

Wagon Peopl es, or who know themonly fromthe swift raid,

sonetinmes think them devoid of organization, sonetines con-

ceive of themas nad hordes or aggregates of wild warriors,

but such is not the case. Each man knows his position in his

Ten, and the position of his Ten in the Hundred, and of the

Hundred in the Thousand. During the day the rapid nove-

meets of these individually nmaneuverable units are dictated

by bask horn and novenents of the standards; at night by

the bask horns and the war | anterns slung on high poles

carried by riders.

Kanthak and | nounted the kaiila we had ridden and, as

rapidly as we could, pressed through the throngs toward our

wagon.

Wien t he bask horns sound the wonen cover the fires and

prepare the nen's weapons, bringing forth arrows and bows,

and | ances. The quivas are always in the saddl e sheaths. The
bosk are hitched up and sl aves, who nmight otherw se take
advantage of the tunult, are chai ned.
Then the wonen clinb to the top of the high sides on the
wagons and watch the war lanterns in the distance, reading
themas well as the nen. Seeing if the wagons nust nove,
and in what direction.
I heard a child screamng its disgust at being thrust in the
wagon.
In a short tine Kanthak and | had reached our wagon.
Aphris had had the good sense to hitch up the bask. Kam
chak kicked out the fire at the side of the wagon. "What is it?"
she cri ed.
Kanthak took her roughly by the arm and shoved her
stunbling toward the sl een cage where, hol ding the bars,
frightened, knelt Elizabeth Cardwell. Kanthak unl ocked the
cage and thrust Aphris inside with Elizabeth. She was sl ave
and woul d be secured, that she might not seize up a weapon
or try to fight or burn wagons. "Please!" she cried, thrusting
her hands through the bars. But already Kanthak had
sl ammed shut the door and twi sted the key in the | ock
"Master!" she cried. It was better, | knew, for her to be
secured as she was rather than chained in the wagon, or even
to the wheel. The wagons, in Turian raids, are burned.
Kanthak threw ne a | ance, and a quiver with forty
arrows and a bow. The kaiila | rode already had, on the
saddl e, the quivas,-the rope and bole. Then he bounded from
the top step of the wagon onto the back of his kaiila and
sped toward the sound of the bask horns. "Master!" | heard
Aphris cry.
O their ranks with a swiftness and precision that was incredi-
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ble, long, flying colums of warriors flowed like rivers be-

tween t he beasts.

I rode at Kanthak side and in an instant it seened we had

passed t hrough the bellow ng, startled herd and had energed

on the plain beyond. In the light of the Gorean noons we

saw sl aught ered bask, sonme hundreds of them and, sonme two

hundred yards away, wi thdraw ng, perhaps a thousand war-

riors nmounted on tharlarion.

Suddenl y, instead of giving pursuit, Kanthak drew his

mount to a halt and behind himthe rushing cavalries of the

Tuchuks snarled pawing to a halt, holding their ground. | saw

that a yellow Il antern was hal fway up the pole below the two

red | anterns.

"Gve pursuit!" | cried.

"WAit!" he cried. "W are fools! Fools!"

I drew back the reins on ny kaiila to keep the beast quiet.

"Li sten!" said Kanthak, agoni zed.

In the distance we heard a sound |ike a thunder of wi ngs

and then, against the three white noons of Gor, to ny

di smay, we saw tarnsnmen pass overhead, striking toward the

canp. There were perhaps eight hundred to a thousand of

them | could hear the notes of the tarn drum above control -

ling the flight of the fornation.

"We are fools!" cried Kanchak, wheeling his kaiila

In an instant we were hurtling through ranks of nmen back

toward the canp. Wien we had passed through the ranks,

whi ch had remained still, those thousands of warriors sinply

turned their kaiila, the last of themnow first, and foll owed

us.

"Each to his own wagon and war!" cried Kanthak.

| saw two yellow lanterns and a red |antern on the high

pol e.

I was startled by the appearance of tarnsmen on the south

em plains. The nearest tarn cavalries as far as | knew were

to be found in distant Ar.

Surely great Ar was not at war with the Tuchuks of the

sout hern pl ai ns.

They nust be nercenari es!

Kanthak did not return to his own wagon but now raced

his kaiila, followed by a hundred nen, toward the high

ground on which stood the standard of the four bosk horns;

on whi ch stood the huge wagon of Kutaituchik, called Ubar

of the Tuchuks.
Anmong t he wagons the tarnsnen woul d have found only
sl aves, wonmen and children, but not a wagon had been
burned or | ooted.,
We heard a new thunder of wi ngs and | ooking overhead
saw the tarnsnen, like a black storm drum beating and tarns
screami ng, streak by overhead.
A few arrows fromthose who foll owed us | ooped weakly
up after them falling then anong the wagons.
The sewn, painted boskhi des that had covered the domed
framewor k over the vast wagon of Kutaituchik hung sl ashed
and rent fromthe joined "emwood pol es of the framework.
Where they were not torn | saw that they had been pierced
as though a knife had been driven through them again and
again, only inches apart.
There were sone fifteen or twenty guards slain, nostly by
arrows. They lay tunbl ed about, several on the dais near the
wagon. | n one body there were six arrows.
Kanthak | eaped fromthe back of his kaiila and, seizing a
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torch froman iron rack, |eaped up the stairs and entered the
wagon.
I followed him but then stopped, startled at what | saw.
Literally thousands of arrows had been fired through the
donme into the wagon. One could not step wi thout breaking
and snapping them Near the center of the wagon, alone, his
head bent over, on the robe of gray boskhi de, sat Kutai-
tuchi k, perhaps fifteen or twenty arrows inbedded in his
body. At his right knee was the gol den kanda box. | | ooked
about. The wagon had been | ooted, the only one that had
been as far as | knew.
Kanthak had gone to the body of Kutaituchik and sat
down across fromit, cross-legged, and had put his head in his
hands.
I did not disturb him
Sone others pressed into the wagon behind us, but not
many, and those who did remained in the background.
I heard Kanthak nmpan. "The bask are doing as well as
m ght be expected," he said. "The quivas | will try to keep
themsharp. | will see that the axles of the wagons are
greased." Then he bent his head down and sobbed, rocking
back and forth.
Aside fromhis weeping | could hear only the crackle of |
the torch that lit the interior of the rent dome. | saw here
and there, anong the rugs and polished wood bristling with
white arrows, overturned boxes, |oose jewels scattered, torn
robes and tapestries. | did not see the gol den sphere. If it had
been there, it was now gone.
At | ast Kanthak stood up

He turned to face ne. | could still see tears in his eyes.
"He was once a great warrior," he said.
| nodded.

Kanthak | ooked about hinself, and picked up one of the
arrows and snapped it.

"Turians are responsible for this,
"Saphrar?" | asked.

"Surely," said Kanthak, "for who could hire tarnsnmen but
Saphrar of Turia or arrange for the diversion that drew
fools to the edge of the herds."

I was silent.

"There was a gol den sphere," said Kanthak. "It was that

whi ch he wanted."

I said nothing.

"Li ke yourself, Tart Cabot," added Kanthak.

I was startl ed.

"Why el se," asked he, "would you have cone to the

Wagon Peopl es?"

I did not respond. | could not.

"Yes," | said, "it is true |l want it for Priest-Kings. It is
important to them™

"I't is worthless," said Kanthak.

"Not to Priest-Kings," | said.

Kanthak shook his head. "No, Tart Cabot," said he, "the

gol den sphere is worthless.”

The Tuchuk then | ooked around hinself, sadly, and then

again gazed on the sitting, bent-over figure of Kutaituchik.
Suddenly tears seenmed to burst from Kanthak's eyes and

his fists were clenched. "He was a great man!" cried Kam
chak. "Once he was a great nman."

I nodded. | knew Kutaituchik, of course, only as the huge,

he said.
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somol ent mass of man who sat cross-1egged on a robe of
gray boskhi de, his eyes dreani ng.
Suddenly Kanthak cried out in rage and seized up the
gol den kanda box and hurled it away.
"There will now have to be a new Ubar of the Tuchuks," |
said, softly.
Kanthak turned and faced nme. "No," he said.
"Kutaituchik," | said, "is dead."
Kanthak regarded nme evenly. "Kutaituchik," he said,
b 'divas not Ubar of the Tuchuks."
"l don't understand," | said.
"He was called Ubar of the Tuchuks," said Kanthak, "but
he was not Ubar."

"How can this be?" | asked.
"We Tuchuks are not such fools as Turians would be-
lieve," said Kanthak. "It was for such a night as this that

Kutaituchik waited in the Wagon of the Ubar."
| shook ny head in wonder.
"He wanted it this way," said Kanthak. "He would have it

no other." Kanthak w ped his armacross his eyes. "He said
it was now all he was good for, for this and for nothing
el se."

It was a brilliant strategy.

"Then the true Ubar of the Tuchuks is not slain," | said.

"No, " said Kanthak.

"Who knows who the Ubar truly is?" | asked

"The Warriors know," said Kanchak. "The warriors."

"Who is Wbar of the Tuchuks?" | asked.

"I am" said Kancthak.
Turia, to sone extent, now | ay under sedge, though the
Tuchuks al one coul d not adequately invest the city. The other
Wagon Peopl es regarded the problem of the slaying of Kutai-
tuchi k and the despoiling of his wagon as one best left to the
resources of the people of the four bask. It did not
concern, in their opinion, the Kassars, the Kataii or the
Paravaci . There had been Kassars who had wanted to fight
and sone Kataii, but the cal mheads of the Paravaci had
convinced themthat the difficulty |ay between Turia and the
Tuchuks, not Turia and the Wagon Peopl es generally. In-
deed, envoys had flown on tarnback to the Kassars, Katai
and Paravaci, assuring themof Turia's |lack of hostile inten-
tions towards them envoys acconpanied by rich gifts.
The cavalries of the Tuchuks, however, managed to
mai ntain a reasonably effective bl ockade of land routes to
Turia. Four tines nmasses of tharlarion cavalry had charged
forth fromthe city but each tinme the Hundreds withdrew
before themuntil the charge had been envel oped in the
swirling kaiila, and then its riders were brought down swiftly
by the flashing arrows of the Tuchuks, riding in closely, al-
nmost to | ance range and firing again and again until striking
hone.
Several tinmes also, hosts of tharlarion had attenpted to
protect caravans |eaving the city, or advanced to neet sched-
ul ed caravans approaching Turia, but each time in spite of
this support, the swift, harrying, deternmined riders of the
Tuchuks had forced the caravans to turn back, or nan by

man, beast by beast, left them scattered across pasangs of

prairie.

The nmercenary tarnsmen of Turia were nost feared by the

Tuchuks, for such could, with relative inpunity, fire upon

themfromthe safety of their soaring height, but even this
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dread weapon of Turia could not, by itself, drive the Tuchuks
fromthe surrounding plains. In the field the Tuchuks woul d
counter the tarnsnen by breaking open the Hundreds into
scattered Tens and presenting only erratic, swiftly noving
targets; it is difficult to strike a rider or beast at a distance
fromtarnback when he is well aware of you and ready to
evade your missile; did the tarnsnan ap-
proach too closely, then he hinself and his nmount were
exposed to the return fire of the Tuchuks, in which case of
proximty, the Tuchuk could use his small bowto fierce
advantage. The archery of tarnsnen, of course, is nost
ef fective against massed infantry or clusters of the ponderous
tharlarion. Al so, perhaps not uninportantly, many of Turia's
mercenary tarnsnen found thensel ves engaged in the time-
consum ng, distasteful task of supplying the city from distant
points, often bringing food and arrow wood fromas far away
as the valleys of the eastern Cartius. | presunme that the
mercenari es, being tarnsnen a proud, headstrong breed of
men made the Turians pay highly for the supplies they
carried, the indignities of bearing burdens being | essened
sonmewhat by the conpensating wei ght of golden tarn disks.
There was no problemof water in the city, incidentally, for
Turia's waters are supplied by deep, tile-lined wells, sone of
them hundreds of feet deep; there are al so siege reservoirs,
Bled with the nelted snows of the winter, the rains of the
spring.
Kanthak, on kaiilaback, would sit in fury regarding the
distant, white walls of Turia. He could not prevent the
supplying of the city by air. He | acked si ege engines, and the
men, and the skills, of the northern cities. He stood as a
nonad, in his way baffled at the walls raised against him
"I wonder," | said, "why the tarnsmen have not struck at
the wagons with fire arrows why they do not attack the
bask thensel ves, slaying themfromthe air, forcing you to
withdraw to protect the beasts.”
It seened to be a sinple, elenentary strategy. There was,
after all, no place on the prairies to hide the wagons or the
bask, and tarnsnen could easily reach them anywhere within
a radi us of several hundred pasangs.

'“They are nercenaries," growl ed Kanthak.

"l do not understand your neaning," | said.

"W have paid themnot to burn the wagons nor slay the

bosk," said he.

"' They are being paid by both sides?" | asked.

"OF course," said Kanthak, irritably.

For sone reason this angered me, though, naturally, | was

pl eased that the wagons and boss; were yet safe. | suppose

was angered because | nyself was a tarnsman, and it seened

sonehow i nproper for warriors astride the mighty tarns to

barter their favors indiscrinmnately for gold to either side.

"But," said Kanthak, "I think in the end Saphrar of Turia

will neet their price and the wagons will be fired and the

bask slain" He gritted his teeth. "He has not yet net it,"

sai d Kanthak, "because we have not yet harmed hi m nor

made him feel our presence.”

| nodded.

"W will withdraw," said Kanchak. He turned to a subor-

dinate. "Let the wagons be gathered,"” he said, "and the bosk

turned from Turia."

"You are giving up?" | asked.
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Kanthak's eyes briefly gl eanmed. Then he smiled. "O

course," he said.

I shrugged.

I knew that | nyself nust sonehow enter Turia, for in
Turia now |l ay the gol den sphere. | nust sonehow attenpt to

seize it and return it to the Sardar. Was it not for this

purpose that | had come to the Wagon Peopl es? | cursed the

fact that | had waited so long even to the tine of the Oren

Taking for thereby had | lost the opportunity to try for the

sphere nysel f in the wagon of Kutaituchik. Now, to ny

chagrin, the sphere lay not in a Tuchuk wagon on the open

prairie but, presumably, in the House of Saphrar, a merchant

stronghol d, behind the high, white walls of Turia.

I did not speak to Kanthak of ny intention, for | was

confident that he would have, and quite properly, objected to

so foolish a mssion, and perhaps even have attenpted to

prevent my |eaving the canp.

Yet | did not know the city. | could not see how I mi ght

enter. | did not know how | mnight even attenpt to succeed in

so dangerous a task as that which | had set nyself.

The afternoon anpong the wagons was a busy one, for they

were preparing to nove. Already the herds had been eased
westward, away from Turia toward Thassa, the distant sea
There was nmuch groom ng of wagon bask, checking of har-
ness and wagons, cutting of meat to be dried hanging from
the sides of the noving wagons in the sun and wind. In the
nmorni ng the wagons, in their long lines, would followthe
slowy nmoving herds away from Turia. Meanwhile the QOren |
Taki ng, even with the participation of the Tuchuk haruspexes, -~
continued for the haruspexes of the people would remain j
behind until even the final readings had been conpleted. |
had heard, froma naster of hunting sleen, that the Orens
wer e devel opi ng predictably, several to one against the choice
of a Ubar San. Indeed, the difficulty of the Tuchuks with the
Turians had possibly, | guessed, exerted its influence on an
onen or two in passing. One could hardly blanme the Kassars,
the Kataii and Paravaci for not wanting to be led by a
Tuchuk agai nst Turia or for not wanting to acquire the
Tuchuk troubles by uniting with themin any fashion. The
Paravaci were particularly insistent on maintaining the inde-
pendence of the peoples
Since the death of Kutaituchik, Kanchak had turned ugly
in manner. Now he sel dom drank or joked or |aughed.
m ssed his hitherto frequent proposals of contests, races and
wagers. He now seened dour, noody, consuned with hatred
for Turia and Turians. He seened particularly vicious with
Aphris. She was Turian. Wien he returned that night from
t he wagon of Kutaituchik to his own wagon he strode angrily
to the sl een cage where he had confined Aphris with Eliza-
beth during the putative attack. He unl ocked the door and
ordered the Turian maiden forth, comrandi ng her to stand
before him head down. Then, w thout speaking, to her
consternation he tore swiftly away the yell ow cam sk and
fastened sl ave bracelets on her wists. "I should whip you,"
he said. The girl trembled. "But why, Mster?" she asked.
"Because you are Turian," he said. The girl |ooked at him
with tears in her eyes. Roughly Kanthak took her by the
arm and thrust her into the sleen cage beside the mserable
El i zabeth Cardwel|l. He shut the door and | ocked it. "Mas-
ter?" questioned Aphris. "Silence, Slave," he said. The girl
dared not speak. "There both of you will wait for the Iron
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Master," he snarled, and turned abruptly, and went to the
stairs to the wagon. But the Iron Master did not cone that
night, or the next, or the next. In these days of siege and war
there were nore inportant matters to attend to than the
branding and collaring of fenale slaves. "Let himride with
his Hundred," Kanthak said. "They will not run away | et
themwait |ike she-sleep in their cage not know ng on which
day the iron will come." Also, perhaps for no reason better
than his suddenly found hatred for Aphris of Turia, he
seenmed in no hurry to free the girls fromtheir confinenent.
"Let themcraw out," he snarled, "begging for a brand."
Aphris, in particular, seened utterly distraught by Kanthak's
unreasoni ng cruelty, his callous treatnent of herself and Eliza-
bet h perhaps nost by his sudden, seenming indifference to
her. | suspected, though the girl would not have dreaned of
maki ng the adm ssion, that her heart as well as her body
m ght nova rightfully have been clained as his by the cruel
Ubar of the Tuchuks. Elizabeth Cardwell refused to neet ny
eyes, and would not so nuch as speak to ne. "Go away!" she
woul d cry. "Leave ne!" Kanthak, once a day, at night, the
hour in which sleen are fed, would throw the girls bits of
bask nmeat and fill a pan of water kept in the cage.
renonstrated with himfrequently in private but he was
adamant. He woul d | ook at Aphris and then return to the
wagon and sit cross-|egged, not speaking, for hours, staring at
the side of the wagon. Once he pounded the rug on the
polished floor in front of himand cried out angrily, as though
to remind hinself of some significant and inalterable fact,
"She is Turian! Turian!" The work of the wagon was done by
Tuka and anot her girl, whom Kanthak hired for the pur-
pose. Wien the wagons were to nove, Tuka was to wal k
beside the cart of the sleen cage, drawn by a single bask, and
with a bask stick guide the animal. | once spoke harshly to
her when | saw her cruelly poke Elizabeth Cardwel | through
the bars with the bask stick. Never did she do so again when
was nearby. She seened to | eave the distressed, red-eyed
Aphris of Turia al one, perhaps because she was Turi an,
per haps because she had no grievance agai nst her. "Were
now is the pelt of the red larl, Slave?" Tuka woul d taunt
El i zabeth, threatening her with the bask stick. "You will | ook
pretty with a ring in your nose!" she would cry. "You will
like your collar! Wait until you feel the iron, Slave |ike
Tuka!" Kanthak never reproved Tuka, but | would silence
her when | was present. Elizabeth endured the insults as
t hough paying no attention, but sonetines at night | could
hear her sobbi ng.
| searched anpong the wagons |long before | found, sitting
cross-| egged beneath a wagon, wrapped in a worn bosk robe,
hi s weapons at hand folded in | eathers the young man whose
nane was Harol d, the blond-haired, blue-eyed fell ow who
had been so victimzed by Hereena, she of the First \Wagon,
who had fallen spoils to Turia in the ganes of Love War
He was eating a piece of bask neat in the Tuchuk fashion,
hol ding He nmeat in his |eft hand and between his teeth, and
cutting pieces fromit with a quiva scarcely a quarter inch
fromhis lips, then chewing the severed bite and then again
hol ding the nmeat in his hand and teeth and cutting again.
Wt hout speaking | sat down near himand watched him
eat. He eyed ne warily, and neither did he speak. After a
time | said to him "How are the bask?"
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"They are doing as well as night be expected," he said.

"Are the quivas sharp?" | inquired.

"W try to keep themthat way," he said.

"It is inmportant," | observed, "to keep the axles of wagons
greased. "

"Yes," he said, "I think so."

He handed ne a piece of nmeat and | chewed on it.
"You are Tart Cabot, the Koroban," he said.

"Yes," | said, "and you are Harold the Tuchuk."

He | ooked at me and smiled. "Yes," he said, "I am
Harol d the Tuchuk."

"I amgoing to Turia," | said.

"That is interesting," said Harold, "I, too, amgoing to
Turia."

"On an inportant matter?" | inquired.

"No, " he said.
"What is it you think to do?" | asked.

"Acquire a girl," he said

"Ah," | said.

"What is it you wish in Turia?" inquired Harold.

"Not hi ng i nmportant,” | renarked.

"A woman?" he asked.

"No," | said, "a golden sphere."

"I know of it," said Harold, "it was stolen fromthe wagon
of Kutaituchik." He |ooked at ne. "It is shill to lie worth-
| ess.”

"Perhaps,” | adnmitted, "but | think | shall go to Turia and

| ook about for it. Should |I chance to see it | might pick it up
and bring it back with nme."
"Where do you think this golden sphere will be |ying
about ?" asked Harol d.
"I expect," | said "it might be found here or there in the
House of Saphrar, a merchant of Turia."
"That is interesting," said Harold, "for | had thought I
m ght try chain luck in the Pleasure Gardens of a Turian
mer chant nanmed Saphrar."

"That is interesting indeed," | said, "perhaps it is the
sane. "

"It is possible," granted Harold. "Is he the smallish fellow,
rather fat, with two yellow teeth."

"Yes," | said.

"Then | shall attenpt not to he hitter," | said.

"I think that is a good idea," granted Harol d.

Then we sat there together for a tine, not speaking fur-
ther, he eating, | watching while he cut and chewed the neat
that was his supper. There was a fire nearby, but it was not
his fire. The wagon over his head was not his wagon. There
was no kaiila tethered at hand. As far as ~ could gather
Harold had little nore than the clothes on his back, a
boskhi de robe, his weapons and his supper

"You will be slain in Turia," said Harold, finishing his
meat and wi ping his nouth in Tuchuk fashion on the back of
his right sleeve.

"Perhaps," | adnmitted

"You do riot even know how to enter the city," he said.
"That is true," | adnitted

"I can enter Turia when | wish," he said. "I know a way."
"Perhaps," | suggested, "I m ght acconpany you."
"Perhaps," he granted, carefully w ping the quiva on the

back of his left sleeve.
"When are you going to Turia?" | asked.
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"Toni ght," he said.
I looked at him "Why have you not gone bhefore?"

asked.
I-lc smled. "Kanthak," he said, "told ne to wait for you."
"l expect," | said "it mght be found here or there in the

House of Saphrar, a nmerchant of Turia."

"That is interesting," said Harold, "for | had thought I
m ght try chain luck in the Pleasure Gardens of a Turian
mer chant naned Saphrar. "

"That is interesting indeed," | said, "perhaps it is the
sanme. "

"It is possible," granted Harold. "Is he the- smallish fellow,
rather fat, with two yellow teeth."

"Yes," | said.

"Then | shall attenpt not to he hitter," | said.

"I think that is a good idea," granted Harol d.

Then we sat there together for a tine, not speaking fur-
ther, he eating, | watching while he cut and chewed the neat
that was his supper. There was a fire nearby, but it was not
his fire. The wagon over his head was not his wagon. There
was no kaiila tethered at hand. As far as ~ could gather
Harold had little nore than the cl othes on his back, a
boskhi de robe, his weapons and his supper

"You will be slainin Turia," said Harold, finishing his
meat and wi ping his nouth in Tuchuk fashion on the back of
his right sleeve.

"Perhaps," | admtted

"You do riot even know how to enter the city," he said.
"That is true," | admitted

"I can enter Turia when | wish," he said. "I know a way."
"Perhaps," | suggested, "I m ght acconpany you."
"Perhaps," he granted, carefully w ping the quiva on the

back of his left sleeve.

"When are you going to Turia?" | asked.

"Tonight," he said.

I looked at him "Why have you not gone bhefore?"

asked.

He smled. "Kanthak," he said, "told me to wait for you
It was not a pleasant path to Turia that Harold the Tuchuk
showed to ne, but | followed him
"Can you sw n?" he asked

"Yes," | said. Then | inquired, "Howis it that you, a
Tuchuk, can swi n?" | knew few Tuchuks coul d, though sone
had | earned in the Carti us.

"I learned in Turia,' said Harold, "in the public baths

where | was once a sl ave."

The baths of Turia were said to be second only to those of

Ar in their luxury, the nunber of their pools, their tenpera-
tures, the scents and oils.

"Each night the baths were enptied and cl eaned and | was

one of many who attended to this task," he said. "I was only

six years of age when | was taken to Turia, and | did not

escape the city for eleven years."” He smled. "I cost ny

master only el even copper tarn disks," he said, "and so

think he had no reason to be ill satisfied with his investnment."
"Are the girls who attend to the baths during the day as
beautiful as it is said?" | inquired. The bath girls of Turia are
al nost as fanous as those of Ar.

"Perhaps," he said, "I never saw themduring the day |

and the other nal e slaves were
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chained in a darkened cham
ber that we m ght sleep and preserve our strength for the
work of the night." Then he added, "Sonetines one of the
girls, to discipline her, would be thrown anongst us but we
had no way of knowing if she were beautiful or not."
"How is it," | asked, "that you nanaged to escape?"
"At night, when cleaning the pools, we would be
unchai ned, in order to protect the chain from danpness and
rust we were then only roped together by the neck, | had
not been put on the rope until the age of fourteen, at which
time | suppose ny master adjudged it wise prior to that |
had been free a bit to sport in the pools before they were
drai ned and sonetines to run errands for the Master of the
Baths it was during those years that | |earned howto swim
and al so becane famliar with the streets of Turia one
night in ny seventeenth year | found nyself |ast man on the
rope and | chewed through it and ran, | hid by seizing a
wel | rope and descending to the waters bel ow there was
nmovement in the water at the foot of the well and |I dove to
the bottom and found a cleft, through which | swam under -
wat er and energed in a shallow pool, the well's feed basin |
agai n swam underwater and this time emerged in a rocky
tunnel, through which flowed an underground stream
fortunately in nost places there were a few i nches between
the Il evel of the water and the roof of the tunnel it was very
long, | followed it."
"And where did you followit to?" | asked.
"Here," said Harold, pointing to a cut between two rocks,
only about eight inches w de, through which from some
under ground source a flow of water was emerging, entering
and adding to the small stream at which, sonme four pasangs
fromthe wagons, Aphris and Elizabeth had often drawn
wat er for the wagon bask
Not speaking further, Harold, a quiva in his teeth, a rope
and hook on his belt, squeezed through and di sappeared. |
followed him arned with quiva and sword
I do not nmuch care to recall that journey. | ama strong
swimer but it seemed we nust confront and conquer the
steady press of flowing water for pasangs and indeed we did
so. At last, at a given point in the tunnel, Harold disappeared
beneath the surface and | followed him Gasping, we
energed in the tiny basin area fed by the underground
stream Here, Harol d di sappeared agai n under the water and
once nore | followed him After what seemed to me an
unconfortably |l ong noment we energed again, this tine at
the bottomof a tile-lined well. It was a rather w de well,
per haps about fifteen feet in width. A foot or so above the
surface hung a huge, heavy drum now tipped on its side. It
woul d contain literally hundreds of gallons-of water when
filled. Two ropes led to the drum a small rope to control its
filling, and a large one to support it; the large rope, inciden-
tally, has a core of chain; the rope itself, existing primarily to
protect the chain, is treated with a waterproof glue nade
fromthe skins, bones and hoofs of bask, secured by trade
with the Wagon Peopl es. Even so the rope and chain nust be
replaced twice a year. | judged that the top of the well night
lie eight or nine hundred feet above us.
| heard Harold' s voice in the darkness, sounding hol | ow
against the tiled walls and over the water. "The tiles nust be
periodically inspected," he said, "and for this purpose there
are foot knots in the rope."
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| breathed a sigh of relief. It is one thing to descend a | ong
rope and quite another, even in the |l esser gravity of Gor, to
clinmb one particularly one as long as that which | now saw
dimy above ne.

The foot knots were done with subsidiary rope but worked
into the fiber of the main rope and gl ued over so as to be
al nrost one with it. They were spaced about every ten feet on
the rope. Still, even resting periodically, the clinb was an
exhausting one. Mdrre disturbing to ne was the prospect of
bringi ng the gol den sphere down the rope and under the

wat er and through the underground streamto the place

where we had enmbarked on this adventure. Also, | was not

cl ear how Harol d, supposing himto be successful in his
shoppi ng anongst the ferns and flowers of Saphrar's Pl easure
Gardens, intended to conduct his squirmng prize along this
unscenic, difficult and inprobable route.

Being an inquisitive chap, | asked himabout it, sone two

or three hundred feet up the rope

"In escaping," he infornmed ne, "we shall steal two tarns

and nake away."

"I am pleased to see," | said, "that you have a plan."

"Of course," he said, "I am Tuchuk."

"Have you ever ridden a tarn before?" | asked him

"No," he said, still clinbing sonewhere above ne.

"Then how do you expect to do soy" | inquired, hauling
mysel f up after him

"You are a tarnsman, are you not?" he asked.

"Yes," | said.
"Very well," said he, "you will teach ne."
"It is said," | nuttered, "that the tarn knows who is a
tarnsman and who is not and that it slays himwho is not."
"Then," said Harold, "I nust deceive it."
"How do you expect to do that?" | asked.

"It will be easy," said Harold. "I ama Tuchuk."

I considered | owering nyself down the rope and returning

to the wagons for a bottle of Paga. Surely tonorrow would
be as propitious a day as any for nmy mssion. Yet | did not
care to pursue again that underground stream nor, particu-
larly, on sone newtrip to Turia, to swimonce nore against
it. It is one thing to roll about in a public bath or splash
about in sone pool or stream but quite another to struggle
for pasangs against a current in a tunnel channel with only a
few i nches between the water and the roof of the tunnel. -
"It should be worth the Courage Scar," said Harold from
above, "don't you thinly so?"

"What ?" | asked.

"Stealing a wench fromthe House of Saphrar and return-

ing on a stolen tarn."

"Undoubtedly,"” | grunmbled. |I found nyself wondering if

the Tuchuks had an Idiocy Scar. If so, | mght have nom -
nated the young nman hoi sting hinself up the rope above ne
as a candidate for the distinction

Yet, in spite of ny better judgnent, | found nyself some-
how adm ring the confident young fellow.

| suspected that if anyone coul d manage the nmadness on

his mind it would surely be he, or sonmeone such as he,
someone quite as courageous, or daft.

On the other hand, | rem nded nyself, ny own probabili-
ties of success and survival were hardly better and here
was, his critic clinbing up the drumrope, wet, cold,
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puking, a stranger to the city of Turia, intending to Steal an
obj ect the egg of Priest-Kings which was undoubtedly, by

now, as well guarded as the Home Stone of the city itself. |
deci ded that | would noninate both Harold and nyself for

an ldiocy Scar and | et the Tuchuks take their pick.

It was with a feeling of relief that | finally got ny arm
over the crossbar of the wi ndlass and drew nyself up. Harold
bad al ready taken up a position, |ooking about, near the edge

of the well. The Turian wells, incidentally, have no raised
wal |, but are, save for a rimof about two inches in height,
flat with the level. | joined Harold. W were in an inclosed

wel | yard, surrounded by walls of about sixteen feet in

hei ght, with a defender's catwal k about the inside. The walls

provide a neans for defending the water and al so, of course,

considering the nunber of wells in the city, sonme of which,

by the way, are fed by springs, provide a nunber of defensi-

bl e encl aves should portions of the city fall into eneny
hands. There was an archway |eading fromthe circular well
yard, and the two halts of the tinbered, arched gate were
swung back and fastened on both sides. It was necessary only
to wal k through the archway and find oursel ves on one of the
streets of Turia. | had not expected the entry to the city to
be so easy so to speak
"The last tine | was here," said Harold, "was over five
years ago."
"I'sit far to the House of Saphrar?" | asked.
"Rather far," he said. "But the streets are dark."
"CGood," | said. "Let us be on our way." | was chilly in the
spring night and ny clothes, of course, were soaked. Harold
did not seemto notice or nmind this inconveni ence. The
Tuchuks, to ny irritation, tended on the whole not to notice

or mind such things. | was pleased the streets were dark and
that the way was | ong.

"The darkness," | said, "will conceal sonewhat the wetness
of our garnments and by the tinme we arrive we nmay be

rather dry."

"Of course," said Harold. "That was part of ny plan."

"Ch," | said.

"On the other hand," said Harold, "I might |like to stop by
the baths."

"They are closed at this hour, are they not?" | asked.

"No," said he, "not until the twentieth hour." That was

m dni ght of the Gorean day.

"Wy do you wish to stop by the baths?" | asked.

"I was never a custoner," he said, "and | often wondered
i ke yourself apparently if the bath girls of Turia are as
lovely as it is said."

"That is all well and good," | said, "but |I think it would be
better to strike out for the House of Saphrar.”
"If you wish," said Harold. "After all, | can always visit |

the baths after we take the city."

"Take the city?" | asked.

"Of course," said Harold.

"Look," | said to him "the bask are already noving

away the wagons will withdraw in the nmorning. The siege is
over. Kancthak is giving up."

Harold smled. He | ooked at ne. "Oh, yes," he said.

"But," | said, "if youlike I will pay your way to the
bat hs. "

"W coul d al ways wager," he suggest ed.

"No," | said firmy, "let nme pay."
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"If you wish," he said.

| told nyself it mght be better, even, to cone to the

House of Saphrar late, rather than possibly before the twenti-

eth hour. In the neantime it seened reasonable to while

away sonme tinme and the baths of Turia seemed as good a

pl ace as any to do so.

Armin arm Harold and | strode under the archway

| eading fromthe well yard

We had scarcely cleared the portal and set foot in the

street when we heard a swift rustle of heavy wire and,

startled, |ooking up, saw the steel net descend on us.

I medi ately we heard the sound of several nen | eaping

down to the street and the draw cords on the wire net

probably of the sort often used for snaring sleen began to

tighten. Neither Harold nor nyself could nove an arm or

hand and, |ocked in the net, we stood like fools until a

guardsman ki cked the feet out fromunder us and we roll ed,

entrapped in the wire, at his feet.

"Two fish fromthe well," said a voice

"Thi s neans, of course," said another voice, "that others

know of the well."

"W shall double the guard,"” said a third voi ce.

"What shall we do with then?" asked yet another nman.

"Take themto the House of Saphrar," said the first man.

I twisted around as well as | could. "Was this," | asked

Harol d, "a part of your plan?"

He grinned, pressing against the net, trying its strength.

"No, " he said.

I, too, tried the net. The thick woven wire held well.

Harold and | had been fastened in a Turian slave bar, a

metal bar with a collar at each end and, behind the collar,

manacl es which fasten the prisoner’'s hands behind his neck

We knelt before a |l ow dais, covered with rugs and cush-

i ons, on which reclined Saphrar of Turia. The nerchant wore

his pl easure Robes of white and gold and his sandals, too,

were of white | eather bound with golden straps. His toenails,

as well as the nails of his hands, were carmne in color. Hs

smal |, fat hands noved with delight as he observed us. The

gol den drops above his eyes rose and fell. He was smling and

I could see the tips of the golden teeth which | had first

noti ced on the night of the banquet.

Besi de him on each side, cross-legged, sat a warrior. The

warrior on his right wore a robe, much as one m ght when
energing fromthe baths. Hi s head was covered by a hood,
such as is worn by nenbers of the Can of Torturers. He
was toying with a Paravaci quiva. | recognized him some-
how in the build and the way he held his body. It was he who
had hurled the quiva at nme anong the wagons, who woul d
have been ny assassin save for the sudden flicker of a
shadow on a | acquered board. On the left of Saphrar there
sat another warrior, in the |leather of a tarnsman, save that
he wore a jewel ed belt, and about his neck, set with dia-
nmonds, there hung a worn tarn disk fromthe city of Ar.
Beside himthere rested, lying on the dais, spear, helnet and
shi el d.
"I am pl eased that you have chosen to visit us, Tarl Cabot
of Ko-ro-ba," said Saphrar. "W expected that you would
soon try, but we did not know that you knew of the Passage
vell. "
Through the nmetal bar | felt a reaction on the part of
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Harol d. He had apparently when fl eeing years ago, stunbled

on a route in and out of the city which had not been unknown

to certain of the Turians. | recalled that the Turians, because
of the baths, are alnopbst all swi mers

The fact that the man with the Paravaci quiva wore the

robe now seemed to be significant.

"Qur friend," said Saphrar, gesturing to his right, "with the

hood preceded you tonight in the Passage Wll. Since we
have been in touch with himand have infornmed himof the
well, we deened it wise to nount a guard nearby

fortunately, as it seens."
"Who is the traitor to the Wagon Peopl es?" asked Har ol d.
The man in the hood stiffened.
"OfF course," said Harold, "I see now the quiva he is
Paravaci, naturally."
The nman's hand went white on the quiva, and | feared he
mght leap to his feet and thrust the quiva to its hilt in the
breast of the Tuchuk yout h.
"l have often wondered," said Harold, "where the Parava-
ci obtained their riches."
Wth a cry of rage the hooded figure | eaped to his feet,
qui va rai sed
"Pl ease," said Saphrar, lifting his small fat hand. "Let
there be no ill will among friends."
Trenbling with rage, the hooded figure resuned his place
on the dais.
The other warrior, a strong, gaunt nan, scarred across the

| eft cheekbone, with shrewd, dark eyes, said nothing, but

wat ched us, considering us, as a warrior considers an eneny.

"I would introduce our hooded friend," explained Saphrar,

"but even | do not know his nane nor face only that he

stands hi gh anong the Paravaci and accordi ngly has been of

great use to ne."

"I know himin a way," | said. "He followed nme in the
camp of the Tuchuks and tried to kill ne."
"I trust," said Saphrar, "that we shall have better fortune."

| said not hing.

"Are you truly of the Can of Torturers?" asked Harol d of
t he hooded nan.

"You shall find out," he said.

"Do you think," asked Harold, "you will be able to nake
me cry for nmercy?"

"If 1 choose," said the nan.

"Wul d you care to wager?" asked Harol d.

The man | eaned forward and hi ssed. "Tuchuk sleen!"

"May | introduce," inquired Saphrar, "Ha-Keel of Port

Kar, chief of the nercenary tarnsnen."

"I's it known to Saphrar,” | inquired, "that you have
received gold fromthe Tuchuks?"

"Of course," said Ha-Keel

"You think perhaps," said Saphrar, chuckling, "that |

m ght object and that thus you night sow di scord anpngst
us, your enem es. But know, Tarl Cabot, that | ama ner-
chant and understand nmen and the neaning of gold, | no
nmore object to Ha-Keel dealing with Tuchuks than | would
to the fact that water freezes and fire burns and that no
one ever |eaves the Yell ow Pool of Turia alive."

I did not follow the reference to the Yell ow Pool of Turia.
| glanced, however, at Harold, and it seened he had sudden-
Iy pal ed.

"How is it," | asked, "that Ha-Keel of Port Kar wears
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about his neck a tarn disk fromthe city of Ar?"
"I was once of Ar," said scarred Ha-Keel. "lndeed, | can
renenber you, though as Tarl of Bristol, fromthe siege of
Ar."
"It was long ago," | said.
"Your swordplay with Pa-Kur, Master of the Assassins, was
superb. "
A nod of ny head acknow edged his conplinent.
"You may ask," said Ha-Keel, "howit is that I, a tarns-
man of Ar, ride for merchants and traitors on the southern
pl ai ns?"
"It saddens nme," | said, "that a sword that was once raised
in defense of Ar is raised now only by the beck and call of
gold."
"About ny neck," he said, "you see a golden tarn di sk of
glorious Ar. | cut a throat for that tarn-disk, to buy silks and
perfumes for a woman. But she had fled with another. I,
hunted, also fled. |I followed themand in conbat slewthe
warrior, obtaining ny scar. The wench | sold into slavery. |
could not return to Gorious Ar." He fingered the tarn disk
"Sonetinmes," said he, "it seenms heavy."
"Ha- Keel ," said Saphrar, "wisely went to the city of Port
Kar, whose hospitality to such as he is well known. It was
there we first nmet."
"Ha!" cried Ha-Keel. "The little urt was trying to pick ny
pouch!"
"You were not always a nerchant, then?" | asked Saphrar
"Among friends," said Saphrar, "perhaps we can speak
frankly, particularly seeing that the tales we tell will not be
retold. You see, | know | can trust you."
"How is that?" | asked
"Because you are to be slain," he said.
"I see," | said.
"l was once," continued Saphrar, "a perfuner of Tyros
but | one day left the shop it seens inadvertently with sone
pounds of the nectar of tal enders conceal ed beneath nmy tunic
in a bladder and for that nmy ear was notched and | was
exiled fromthe city. | found ny way to Port Kar, where
lived unpleasantly for sone tine on garbage floating in the
canal s and such other tidbits as | could find about."
"How then are you a rich nerchant?" | asked.
"A man nmet ne," said Saphrar, "a tall man rather dread-
ful actually with a face as gray as stone and eyes |ike
gl ass. "
I imrediately recalled Elizabeth's description of the man
who had exanmi ned her for fitness to wear the nessage coll ar
on Earth
"I have never seen that man," said Ha-Keel. "I wish that |
m ght have."
Saphrar shivered. "You are just as well off," he said.
"Your fortunes turned," | said, "when you net that man?"
"Decidedly," he said. "In fact," continued the snmall ner-
chant, "it was he who arranged ny fortunes and sent ne,
sonme years ago, to Turia."
"What is your city?" | denmanded
He smled. "I think," he said, "Port Karl"
That told nme what | wanted to know. Though raised in
Tyros and successful in Turia, Saphrar the nerchant thought
of hinself as one of Port Karl Such a city, | thought, could
stain the soul of a man.
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"That explains,"” | said, "howit is that you, though in
Turia, can have a galley in Port Karl"

"Of course," said he

"Al'so," | cried, suddenly aware, "the rence paper in the
message collar, paper from Port Kar!"

"Of course," he said.

"The nessage was yours," | said.

"The collar was sewn on the girl in this very house," said
he, "though the poor thing was anesthetized at the tinme and
unawar e of the honor bestowed upon her." Saphrar smil ed.
"I'n a way," he said, "it was a waste | would not have

m nded keeping her in ny Pleasure Gardens as a slave."
Saphrar shrugged and spread his hands. "But he woul d not
hear of it, it nust be she!"

"Who is 'he'?" | demanded.

"The gray fellow " said Saphrar, "who brought the girl to
the city, drugged on tarnback."

"What is his name?" | denmanded.

"Always he refused to tell ne," said Saphrar

"What did you call hinP" | asked.

"Master," said Saphrar. "He paid well," he added

"Fat little slave," said Harold.

Saphrar took no of fense but arranged his robes and snil ed.

"He paid very well," he said.

"Wy, " | asked, "did he not pernmit you to keep the girl as
a sl ave?"

"She spoke a barbarous tongue," said Saphrar, "like your-

self apparently. The plan was, it seenms, that the nessage

woul d be read, and that the Tuchuks would then use the girl

to find you and when they had they would kill you. But they

did not do so."

"No," | said.

"It doesn't matter now," said Saphrar

I wondered what death he might have in nind for ne.

"How was it," | asked, "that you, who had never seen ne,

knew me and spoke my nanme at the banquet?
"You had been well described to me by the gray fellow "
sai d Saphrar. "Also, | was certain there could not have been
two anong the Tuchuks with hair such as yours."
| bristled slightly. For no rational reason | am sonetines
angered when enemies or strangers speak of ny hair.
suppose this dates back to ny youth when ny flaming hair,
per haps a depl orably outrageous red, was the object of doz-
ens of derisive coments, each customarily engendering its
own rebuttal, both followed often by a ninble controversy,
adj udi cated by bare knuckles. | recalled, with a certain
amount of satisfaction, even in the House of Saphrar, that |
had managed to resol ve nost of these in ny favor
My aunt used to exami ne my knuckl es each eveni ng and
when they were skinned which was not seldom | trooped
away to bed wi th honor rather than supper.
"I't was an anusenent on ny part," smled Saphrar, "to
speak your nanme at that tinme to see what you would
do, to give you sonething, so to speak, to stir in your
Wi ne."
It was a Turian saying. They used wines in which, as a
matter of fact, things could be and were, upon occasi on,
stirred nostly spices and sugars.
"Let us kill him" said the Paravaci
"No one has spoken to you, Slave," remarked Harol d.
"Let nme have this one," begged the Paravaci of Saphrar,
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pointing the tip of his quiva at Harold.
"Perhaps," said Saphrar. Then the little merchant stood up
and cl apped his hands twice. Froma side, froma porta
whi ch had been conceal ed behind a hangi ng, two nen-at-
arns canme forth, followed by two others. The first two
carried a platform draped in purple. On this platform nes-
tled in the folds of the purple, | saw the object of ny
quest what | had cone so far to find that for which | had
ri sked and, apparently, lost nmy Life, the gol den sphere.
It was clearly an egg. Its |longest axis was apparently about
eighteen inches. It was, at its wi dest point, about a foot
t hi ck.
"You are cruel to showit to him" said Ha-Keel
"But he has cone so far and risked so nmuch," said Saphrar
kindly. "Surely he is entitled to a glinpse of our precious
prize."
"Kutaituchik was killed for it," | said
"Many nore than he," said Saphrar, "and perhaps in the
end even nore will die."

"Do you know what it is?" | asked.

"No," said Saphrar, "but | knowit is inportant to Priest-

Kings." He stood up and went to the egg, putting his finger
onit. "Wy, though," he said, "I have no idea, it is not truly
of gold."

"It appears to be an egg," said Ha-Keel

"Yes," said Saphrar, "whatever it is, it has the shape of an
egg. "

"Perhaps it is an egg," suggested Ha-Keel

"Perhaps," admtted Saphrar, "but what would Priest-

Kings wi sh with such an egg?"

"Who knows?" asked Ha- Keel

"I't. was this, was it not," asked Saphrar, |ooking at ne,
"that you canme to Turia to find?"

"Yes," | admtted. "That is what | cane to find."

"See how easy it was!" he | aughed.

"Yes," | said, "very easy."

Ha- Keel drew his sword. "Let nme slay himas befits a
warrior," he said.

"No," cried the Paravaci, "let nme have himas well as the
ot her."

"No," said Saphrar firmy. "They are both mne."

Ha- Keel angrily ramred his sword back into the sheath.

He had clearly wanted to kill me honorably, swiftly. Cearly
he had little stomach for whatever games the Paravaci or
Saphrar mght have in mnd. Ha-Keel nmight have been a
cutthroat and a thief but, too' he was of Ar and a tarns-

nan.
"You have secured the object,” | inquired, "to give it to
the gray man?"

"Yes," said Saphrar.

"He will then return it to Priest-Kings?" |I asked inno-
cently.

"I do not know what he will do with it," said Saphrar. "As
long as | receive ny gold and the gold will perhaps nmake
me the richest man on Gor | do not care."

"If the egg is injured," | said, "the Priest-Kings mght be,
angry.,'
"For all | know," said Saphrar, "the man is a Priest-King.

How el se woul d he dare to use the nane of Priest-Kings on
the nessage in the nessage collar?"
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I knew, of course, that the nman was not a Priest-King. But
I could now see that Saphrar had no idea who he was or
for whom if anyone, he was working. 1 was confident that
the man was the same as he who had brought Elizabeth
Cardwell to this world he who had seen her in New York
and deci ded she would play her role in his perilous sports
and that thus he had at his disposal an advanced technol ogy
certainly to the level of at |east space flight. | did not know,
of course, if the technology at his disposal was his own, or
that of his kind, or if it were furnished by others unknown
not seen who had their own stake in these ganmes of two
wor | ds, perhaps nore. He might well be, and | supposed it
true, nerely an agent but for whom or what? sonething
that woul d chal l enge even Priest-Kings blat, it nmust be, |
sonet hing that feared Priest-Kings, or it would naturally have
struck this world, or Earth sonething that wanted Priest-
Kings to die that the one world, or two, or perhaps even
the system of our sun, would be freed for their taking.
"How did the gray man know where the gol den sphere
was?" | asked.
"He said once," said Saphrar, "that he was tol d"
"By whon®?" | asked.
"I do not know," said Saphrar.
"You know no nore?"
"No," said Saphrar.
| specul ated. The Others those of power, not Priest-
Ki ngs, nmust, to sonme extent, understand or sense the politics,
the needs and policies of the renote denizens of the SardarA
they were probably not altogether unaware of the business of
Priest-Kings, particularly not now, follow ng the recent
War of Priest-Kings, after which many hunmans had es-
caped the Place of Priest-Kings and now wandered free, if
scof fed at and scorned for the tales they m ght bear pos-
sibly fromthese, or fromspies or traitors in the Nest itself,
the Ohers had learned the O hers, | was sure, would neither
jeer nor scoff at the stories told by vagabonds of Priest-Kings.
They coul d have | earned of the destruction of much of the
surveil |l ance equi pnment of the Sardar, of the substantial re-
duction in the technol ogical capabilities of Priest-Kings, at
| east for a short tine and, nobst inportantly, that the War
had been fought, in a way, over the succession of dynasties
thus learning that generations of Priest-Kings might be in the
offing. If there had been rebels those wanting a new gener-
ation there nust have been the seeds of that generation.
But in a Place of Priest-Kings there is only one bearer of
young, the Mdther, and she had died shortly before the War
Thus, the Gthers might well infer that there was one, or
nmore, conceal ed eggs, hidden away, which nust now be
secured that the new generation m ght be inaugurated, but
hi dden away quite possibly not in the Place of Priest-Kings
itself, but el sewhere, out of the hone of Priest-Kings, beyond
even the black Sardar itself. And they might have | earned, as
well, that | had been in the War of Priest-Kings a |ieutenant
to Msk, the Fifth Born, Chief of the Rebels, and that | had
now made ny way to the southern plains, to the land of the
Wagon Peoples. It would not then have required great intelli-
gence to suspect that | mght have cone to fetch the egg or
eggs of Priest-Kings.
If they had reasoned thus, then their strategy would seem
likely to have been, first, to see that | did not find the egg,
and, secondly, to secure it for themselves. They coul d
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guarantee their first objective, of course, by slaying ne. The
matter of the nmessage collar had been a clever way of
attenpting to gain that end but, because of the shrewdness of !
Tuchuks, who sel domtake anything at its face value, it had
failed; they had then attenpted to bring nme down anong the
wagons with a Paravaci quiva, but that, too, had failed;
grimy rem nded nyself, however, that | was now in the
power of Saphrar of Turia. The second objective, that of
obtaining the egg for thensel ves, was already al nbst accom
pl i shed; Kutaituchik had been killed and it had been stol en
fromhis wagon; there was left only to deliver it to the gray
man, who would, in turn, deliver it to the O hers whoever
or whatever they nmight be. Saphrar, of course, had been in
Turia for years. This suggested to ne that possibly the Qthers
had even fol |l owed the novenents of the two nmen 'who had
brought the egg fromthe Sardar to the Wagon Peopl es.
Per haps they had now struck nore openly and quickly
enpl oyi ng Gorean tarnsnen fearing that | mght nyself
seize the egg first and return it to the Sardar. The attenpt on
my life took place one night and the raid on Kutaituchik's
wagon t he next. Saphrar, too, | rem nded nyself, had known
that the golden sphere was in the wagon of Kutaituchik. I
was puzzled a bit that he had had this information. Tuchuks
do not mmke good spies, for they tend to be, albeit fierce and
cruel, intensely loyal; and there are few strangers allowed in
the wagon of a Tuchuk Ubar. It occurred to nme that perhaps
the Tuchuks had nade no secret of the presence of the
' gol den sphere in Kutaituchi k's wagon. That puzzled ne. On
the other hand they may well not have understood its true
val ue. Kanthak hinself had told ne the gol den sphere was
wor t hl ess poor Tuchuk! But now, | said to nyself, poor
Cabot! However it came about and | could not be sure
O hers than Priest-Kings had now entered the ganes of
Gor and these Ot hers knew of the egg and wanted It and,
it seemred, would have it. In time Priest-Kings, those remain-
ing, would die. Their weapons and devi ces would rust and
crunble in the Sardar. And then, one day, like the pirates of
Port Kar in their long galleys, unannounced, unexpected,
O hers would cross the seas of space and bring their craft to
rest on the shores and sands of Gor
"Wul d you like to fight for your |ife?" asked Saphrar of
Turi a.
"Of course," | said.
"Excellent," said Saphrar. "You may do so in the Yellow
Pool of Turia."
At the edge of the Yell ow Pool of Turia Harold and
stood, now freed of the slave bar, but with wists tied behind
our backs. | had not been given back ny sword but the quota
I had carried was now thrust in nmy belt.
The pool is indoors in a spacious chanber in the House
of Saphrar with a domed ceiling of sone eighty feet in
hei ght. The pool itself, around which there is a marble
wal kway some seven or eight feet in width, is roughly
circular in shape and has a di aneter of perhaps sixty or
seventy feet.
The roomitself is very lovely and m ght have been one of
the chanbers in the renowned baths of Turia. It was decorat-
ed with nunerous exotic floral designs, done primarily in
greens and yel |l ows, representing the vegetation of a tropica
river, perhaps the tropical belt of the Cartius, or certain of
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its tributaries far to the north and west. Besides the designs

there were also, growing fromplanting areas recessed here

and there in the marbl e wal kway, broad-I|eafed, curling

pl ants; vines; ferns; numerous exotic flowers; it was rather

beautiful, but in an oppressive way, and the room had been

heated to such an extent that it seened al nbst steany; |

gathered the tenmperature and hunmidity in the roomwere

desirable for the plantings, or were supposed to sinulate the

climate of the tropical area represented.

The light in the roomcane, interestingly, frombehind a

transl ucent blue ceiling, probably being furnished by energy

bul bs. Saphrar was a rich man indeed to have energy bul bs in
his honme; few Goreans can afford such a |uxury; and,
i ndeed, few care to, for CGoreans, for some reason, are fond
of the light of flame, |anps and torches and such; flanes
must be nmade, tended, watched; they are nore beautiful,
nmore alive.
Around the edge of the pool there were eight |arge
columms, fashioned and pai nted as though the trunks of trees,
one standing at each of the eight cardinal points of the
CGor ean conpass; fromthese, stretching often across the
pool, were vines, so many that the ceiling could be seen only
as a patchwork of blue through vinous entangl enments. Sone
of the vines hung so low that they nearly touched the surface
of the pool. A slave, at a sort of panel fused with wires and
| evers, stood at one side. | was puzzled by the manner in
whi ch the heat and humidity were introduced to the room
for I saw no vents nor caul drons of boiling water, or devices
for releasing drops of water on heated plates or stones. | had
been in the roomfor perhaps three or four mnutes before
realized that the steamrose fromthe pool itself. | gathered
that it was heated. It seemed calm | wondered what | was
expected to neet in the pool. | would have at |east the quiva.
I noted that the surface of the pool, shortly after we had
entered, began to trenble slightly, and it was then once again
calm | supposed sonething, sensing our presence, had stirred
inits depths, and was now waiting. Yet the notion had been
odd for it was alnopst as if the pool had lifted itself, rippled,
and then subsi ded.
Harol d and |, though bound, were each held by two
men-at-arns, and another four, with crossbows, had accom

pani ed us.
"What is the nature of the beast in the pool ?" | asked.
"You will learn," Saphrar | aughed.

| conjectured it would be a water animal. Nothing had yet
broken the surface. It would probably be a sea-tharlarion, or
per haps several such; sonetines the smaller sea-tharlarion,
seenmi ngly not nuch nmore than teeth and tail, puttering in
packs beneath the waves, are even nore to be feared than
their larger brethren, sone of whomin whose jaws an entire
gall ey can be raised fromthe surface of the sea and snapped
intw |ike a handful of dried reeds of the rence plant. It
m ght, too, be a Vosk turtle. Some of them are gigantic,
al nost i nmpossible to kill, persistent, carnivorous. Yet, if it
had been a tharlarion or a Vosk turtle, it mght well have
broken the surface for air. It did not. This reasoning also |ed

me to suppose that it would not be likely to be anything |like

a water sleen or a giant urt fromthe canals of Port Karl

These two, even before the tharlarion or the turtle, would by

now, presunably, have surfaced to breathe.

Therefore whatever lay in wait in the pool nust be truly
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aquatic, capable of absorbing its oxygen fromthe water

itself. It mght be gilled, |ike Gorean sharks, probably descend-
ants of Earth sharks placed experinentally in Thassa m| -

|l enia ago by Priest-Kings, or it mght have the gurdo, the

| ayered, ventral nenbrane, shielded by porous plating, of

several of the marine predators perhaps native to Gor, per-

haps brought to Gor by Priest-Kings fromsone other, nore

distant world than Earth. Whatever it was, | would soon

| earn.

"l do not care to watch this," Ha-Keel said, "so with your
perm ssion, | shall wthdraw "

Saphrar | ooked pai ned, but not much nore so than was

required by courtesy. He benignly lifted his snall fat hand

with the carmne fingernails and said, "By all neans, ny dear

Ha- Keel , withdraw if you so wi sh."

Ha- Keel nodded curtly and turned abruptly and angrily

strode fromthe room

"Am 1 to be thrown bound into the pool?" | asked.

"Certainly not," said Saphrar. "That would hardly be fair."

"I am pl eased to see that you are concerned with such

matters," | said.

"Such matters are very inportant to nme," said Saphrar

The expression on his face was nmuch the sane as that |

had seen at the banquet, when he had prepared to eat the

smal |, quivering thing inpaled on the colored stick

| heard the Paravaci, behind the hood, snicker

"Fetch the wooden shield," comanded Saphrar. Two of

the nmen-at-arns |left the room

| studied the pool. It was beautiful, yellow, sparkling as

though filled with gens. There seened to be wound t hrough

its fluids ribbons and filanents and it was dotted here and

there with small spheres of various colors. | then becane

aware that the steamthat rose fromthe pool did so periodi-

cally, rather than continuously. There seened to be a rhythm

inthe rising of the steamfromthe pool. | noted, too, that

the surface of the pool licking at the marble basin in which it

|l ay trapped seened to rise slightly and then fall with the

di scharge of the steam

This train of observation was interrupted by the arrival of
Saphrar's two nen-at-arns bearing a wooden barrier of
sorts, about four and a half feet high and twelve feet w de,
whi ch they set between nyself and ny captors, and Saphrar,
the Paravaci and those with the crossbow. Harold and his

captors, as well, were not behind the barricade. It was, |ike
the curving wall of the room decorated in exotic flora
patterns.

"What is the shield for?" | asked

"It is in case you mght feel tenpted to hurl the quiva at
us," said Saphrar.

That seened foolish to nme, but | said nothing. | certainly
had nothing in mnd so ridiculous as to hurl at enemes the
one weapon which nmight nmean Iife or death to nme in ny
struggle in the Yell ow Pool of Turia.

I turned about, as well as | could, and exami ned the poo

again. | still had seen nothing break the surface to breathe,
and now | was determ ned that ny unseen foe nust indeed
be aquatic. | hoped it would be only one thing. And, too,

| arger animals usually nove nore slowy than small er ones
If it were a school of fifteen-inch Gorean pike, for exanple,
m ght kill dozens and yet die half eaten within mnutes.
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"Let nme be sent first to the pool," said Harold.
"Nonsense, " said Saphrar. "But do not be inpatient for
your turn will come."

Though it m ght have been ny inmagination it seemed that

the pool's yell ow had now become enriched and that the
shifting fluid hues that confronted nme had achi eved new
ranges of brilliance. Some of the filamentous streaners
beneath the surface now seened to roil beneath the surface
and the colors of the spheres seened to pul sate. The rhythm
of the steam seened to increase in tenpo and | could now
detect, or thought | could, nore than sinple noisture in that
steam perhaps sone other subtle gas or fune, perhaps
hitherto unnoticed but now increasing in its vol une.

"Let himbe untied," said Saphrar

Wiile two nmen-at-arnms continued to hold me, another

undid the bonds on ny wists. Three nen-at-arms, wth
crosshows, stood ready, the weapons trained on ny back. ~
"If | succeed in slaying or escaping the nonster in the

pool," | said, casually, "I take it that | amthen, of course,
free.',
"That is only fair," said Saphrar.
"Good," | said.
The Paravaci, in the hood, threw back his head and

| aughed. The crossbowren al so snil ed.

"None has, of course," said Saphrar, "ever succeeded in
doing either."

"I see," | said.

I now | ooked across the surface of the pool. Its appear-
ance was now truly remarkable. It was alnost as if it were
lower in the center and the edges hi gher near the marble
basin, inching as high as they could toward our sandals. |
took it that this was an optical illusion of sone sort. The
pool was now, it seemed, literally coruscating, glistening with
a brilliance of hues that was phenonenal, alnost |ike hands
lifting and spilling gens in sunlit water. The fil anentous
strands seemed to go nad with novenent and the spheres of
various colors were al nost phosphorescent, pulsating beneath
the surface. The steam rhythm was now swift, and the gases
or fumes mixed with that noisture, noxious. It was al nost as
t hough the pool itself respired.

"Enter the pool," conmranded Saphrar

Feet first, quiva in hand, | plunged into the yellow fl uid.
To ny surprise the pool, at |east near the edge, was not
deep. | stood in the fluid only to ny knees. | took a few
nmore steps out into the pool. It becane deeper toward the

center. About a third of the way toward the center | was
entered into the pool to ny waist.

| | ooked about, searching for whatever it was that would
attack me. It was difficult to look into the fluid because of

the yellow, the glistening brilliance of the surface troubled by
ny passage

I noted that the steam and gas or fumes, no | onger rose
fromthe pool. It was quiet.

The filamentous threads did not approach nme, but now

seened quiet, alnost as if content. The spheres, too, seened
qui escent. Some of them nostly whitish, |uninescent ones,

had seenmed to float nearer, and hovered slightly beneath the
surface, in a ring about ne, sone ten feet away. | took a

step towards the ring and the spheres, doubtless noved by

the fluids displaced in ny step, seened to slowy disperse and
move away. The yellow of the pool's fluid, though rich, no
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| onger seened to leap and startle me with its vibrance.

I waited for the attack of the nonster

| stood so, inthe fluid to ny waist, for perhaps two or

three m nutes.

Then, angrily, thinking perhaps the pool was enpty, or

had been nmade fool of, | cried out to Saphrar. "Wen is it that | neet the nonster?”

Over the surface | heard Saphrar, standing behind the wooden shield, laugh. "You have net it," he
sai d.

"You lie!" | cried.

"No," he responded, amused, "you have net it."
"What is the nonster?" | cried.

"The pool!" he shouted.

"The pool ?" | asked.

"Yes," said Saphrar, gleefully. "It is alive!"

At the very instant that Saphrar had called out there was a
great blast of steam and funes that seened to expl ode from
the fluid about ne as though the nonster in which I found
mysel f had now, its prey satisfactorily entrapped, dared to
respire and, at the sane tinme, | felt the yellow fluid about ny
body begin to thicken and yell. | cried out suddenly in alarm
horrified at ny predi canent and struggled to turn back and
wade to the edge of the narbl ed-basin that was the cage of
the thing in which | was, but the fluid, tightening about ne,
DOW seened to have the consistency of a rich yellow, hot

mud and then, by the tine | had reached a | evel where it

rose to a point mdway between ny knees and waist the fluid
had becone as resistant as wet, yellow cenent and | could
move no further. My | egs began to tingle and sting, and

could feel the skin beginning to be etched and picked by the
corrosive el ements now attacking them

I heard Saphrar remark, "It sonetines takes hours to be
fully digested."
Wldly, with the useless quiva, | began to slash and pick at

the danp, thick stud about ne. The blade would sink in
fully, as though in a tub of wet cenent, |eaving a mark, but
when it was withdrawn the mark woul d be erased by the

material flowing into fill the aperture "Sonme nmen," said Saphrar, "those who do not struggle have
lived for as much as three hours | ong enough in sone
cases to see, | saw one of the vines hanging near ne. My heart | eaped

wildly at this chance. If | could but reach it! Wth all ny
strength | noved towards it an inch and then anot her

inch nmy fingers stretched, nmy arns and back aching, unti

in another inch | mght have grasped it and then, to ny
horror, as | reached in agony for the vine, it rustled and
lifted itself just beyond nmy reach. | noved toward it again,
and again it did this. | howed with rage. | was going to try
again when | saw the slave | had noticed earlier watching
me, his hands on certain of the levers in the panel on the
curving wall. | stood in the coagulating, tightening fluid, held
fast a prisoner, and threw back ny head in despair. He had,
of course, controlled the novenent of the vine fromthe
panel , undoubtedly by wires.

"Yes, Tarl Cabot," wheezed Saphrar, giggling, "and yet

you will, in an hour or so, when you are mad with pain and
fear, try yet again and again to touch and grasp a vine,
knowi ng that you will not succeed but yet again and again
trying, believing that once sonmehow you will be successful.
But you will not!" Saphrar now gi ggled uncontrollably. "I
have even seen themreach for vines a spear's |ength above
their head and think they could reach them " Saphrar's two
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gol den teeth, l|ike yellow fangs, showed as he put back his
head and how ed with pleasure, his fat little hands poundi ng
on the wood of the shield.
The quiva had turned itself in ny hand and ny armfl ew
back, that | mght take with me in ny death the tornentor,
Saphrar of Turia.
"Beware!" cried the Paravaci and Saphrar suddenly
st opped | aughi ng and observed ne warily.
If my armshould fly forward he would have time to | eap
bel ow t he wooden frane.
Now he was putting his chin on the wooden shield and
wat chi ng ne again, once nore giggling.
"Many have used the quiva before now," he said, "but
usually to plunge it into their own heart."
| |1 ooked at the bl ade.
"Tarl Cabot," | said, "does not slay hinself."
"I did not think so," said Saphrar. "And that is why you
were permtted to keep the quiva." Then he threw back his
head and | aughed agai n.
"You fat, filthy urt!" cried Harold, struggling in his bonds
with the two nen-at-arnms who held him
"Be patient," giggled Saphrar. "Be patient, mny inpetuous
young friend. Your turn will cone!"
| stood as still as | could. My feet and legs felt cold and
yet as if they were burning presumably the acids of the
pool were at work. As nearly as | could determi ne the poo
was thick, rubbery, gelatinous, only in the area near to ny
body. | could see it rippling, and splashing a bit against the
edge of the marbled basin. Indeed, it was even | ower toward
the edge now, and had hunped itself in ny vicinity, as
though in time it might clinb my body and, in sone hours
per haps, engulf ne. But doubtless by then | would have been
hal f digested, much of me little nore than a cream of fluids
and proteins then m xing with and nourishing the substance
of ny devourer the Yell ow Pool of Turia.
I pushed now, with all ny mght, not toward the edge of
the marbl ed basin, but rather toward the deepest part of the
pool. To ny satisfaction | found that | could nove, though
barely, in this direction. The pool was content that | should
enter it nore deeply, perhaps it even desired that | do so,
that its nmeal might be even nore readily obtained.
"What is he doing?" cried the Paravaci
"He is mad," said Saphrar.
Hal f inch | noved toward the center of the pool ny
journey becane easier. Then suddenly, the yellow, encircling
cenment | i ke substance had oozed fromny linbs and | could
take two or three free steps. The fluid was now, however, to
my arnpits. One of the |um nescent, white spheres floated
by, quite close to ne. To nmy horror | saw it change its shade
as it neared the surface, nore closely approaching the |ight.
As it had risen toward the surface, just beneath which it now
rested, its pignentati on had changed froma | um nescent
white to a rather darkish gray. It was clearly photosensitive. |
reached out and slashed at it with the quiva, cutting it, and it
wi t hdrew suddenly, rolling in the fluid, and the pool itself
seemed suddenly to churn with steamand light. Then it was
qui et again. Yet sonehow | knew now the pool, |ike al
forns of life, had sone level of irritability. Mre of the
| um nescent, white orbs now fl oated about nme, circling ne,
but none of them now approached cl osely enough to all ow
me to use the quiva
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| splashed across the center of the pool, literally swim

mng. As soon as | had crossed the center | felt the fluids of

the pool once again begin to yell and tighten. By the time |

had reached the | evel of ny waist on the opposite side

coul d, once again, no |onger nove toward the edge of the

pool. | tried this twice nore, in different directions, with
identically the same result. Al ways, the | um nescent, photo-
sensitive orbs seened to float behind ne and around nme in
the fluid. Then | was swinmming freely in the yellow fluid at
the center of the pool. Beneath ne, vaguely, several feet
under the surface, | could see a collection, alnpst |ike
threads and granules in a transparent bag, of intertw ned,
withing filanents and spheres, inbedded in a darkish yell ow
jelly, walled in by a translucent nenbrane.
Quiva in ny teeth I dove toward the deepest part of the
Yel | ow Pool of Turin, where glowed the qui ckness and sub-
stancc of the living thing in which | swam
Al nmost instantly as | subnerged the fluid beneath ne
began to jell, walling ne away fromthe gl owi ng mass at the
bottom of the pool but, hand over hand, pulling at it and
thrusting nmy way, | forced ny way deeper and deeper into it.
Finally | was literally digging in it feet below the surface. My
| ungs began to screamfor air. Still | dug in the yellow fluid,
hands and fingernails bl eeding, and then, when it seened ny
| ungs woul d burst and darkness was engul fing ne and
woul d | ose consciousness, | felt a globular, nenbranous
tissue, wet and sliny, recoil spasnodically frommy touch
Upsi de down, locked in the gelling fluid, | took the quiva
fromny nouth and, with both hands, pressed down with the
bl ade agai nst that twi tching, jerking, wthdraw ng nenbrane.
It seened that the living, anorphous globe of matter which |
struck began to nove away, slithering away in the yell ow
fluids, but | pursued it, one hand in the torn nenbrane and
continued to slash and tear at it. Crowded about ny body
now were entangling filanments and spheres trying, |ike hands
and teeth, to tear nme fromny work, but | struck and tore
again and again and then entered the secret world beneath
the nmenbrane slashing to the left and right and suddenly the
fluid began to | oosen and wi thdraw above nme and within the
menbr anous chanber it began to solidify against ne and
push me out, | stayed as long as | could but, |ungs wenching,
at last permtted nyself to be thrust fromthe nenbranous
chamber and hurled into the | oose fluid above. Now bel ow ne
the fluid began to yell swiftly alnost like a rising floor and
it loosened and withdrew on all sides and suddenly ny
head broke the surface and | breathed. | now stood on
t he hardened surface of the Yell ow Pool of Turia and saw
the fluids of the sides seeping into the nmass beneath ne and

hardeni ng al nost instantly. | stood now on a warm dry
gl obul ar nass, alnost |ike a huge, living shell. | could not
have scratched the surface with the quiva
"Kill him" | heard Saphrar cry, and there was suddenly

the hiss of a crossbow quarrel which streaked past ne and
shattered on the curving wall behind ne. Standi ng now on
the high, hunped dried thing, |lofty on that protective

coating | |l eaped easily up and sei zed one of the | ow hanging
vines and clinbed rapidly toward the blue ceiling of the
chamber; | heard another hiss and saw a bolt fromthe

crosshow shatter through the crystalline blue substance. One
of the crossbowren had | eaped to the now dry floor of the
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mani ¢ basin and stood al nost beneath nme, his crossbow

raised. | knew | would not be able to elude his quarrel. Then
suddenly | heard his agoni zed cry and saw t hat beneath ne,
once again, there glistened the yellow fluids of- the pool,
movi ng about him for the thing perhaps thernotropic

had again, as rapidly as it had hardened, liquified and swirled
about him the |uninescent spheres and filanents visible
beneath its surface. The crossbow bolt went wild, again
shattering the blue surface of the done. | heard the wild,
eerie cry of the luckless man beneath ne and then, with ny
fist, broke the blue surface and clinbed through, grasping the
Iron of a reticulated framework supporting nunmerous ener-

gy bul bs.

Far off, it seemed, | could hear Saphrar screeching for
nor e guards

I ran over the iron framework until, judging by the di-
tance and curve of the done, | had reached a point above

where Harold and | had waited at the edge of the pool

There, quiva in hand, uttering the war cry of Ko-ro-ba, feet
first, | leaped fromthe framework and shattered through the
bl ue surface | anding anong ny startled eneni es The cross-
bownen were each winding their string tight for a new
quarrel . The quiva had sought and found the heart of two
before even they realized | was upon them Then anot her

fell. Harold, wists still bound behind his back, hurled hinself
agai nst two nen and, screaning, they pitched backward into
the Yell ow Pool of Turia. Saphrar cried out and darted

awnay.

The remaining two guardsnmen, who had no crossbows,

si mul t aneousl y whi pped out their swords. Behind them quiva
poised in his fingertips, | could see the hooded Paravaci

| shielded nmyself fromthe flight of the Paracaci quiva by
rushing towards the two guardsnen. But before | reached

gl obul ar nass, alnost |ike a huge, living shell. | could not
have scratched the surface with the quiva
"Kill him" | heard Saphrar cry, and there was suddenly

the hiss of a crossbow quarrel which streaked past nme and
shattered on the curving wall behind ne. Standing now on
the high, hunped dried Thing, lofty on that protective

Coating | |eaped easily up and seized one of the | ow hanging
vines and clinbed rapidly toward the blue ceiling of the
chanmber; | heard another hiss and saw a bolt fromthe

crosshow shatter through the crystalline blue substance. One
of the crossbowren had | eaped to the now dry floor of the
mani ¢ basin Ed stood al nost beneath me, his crosshow

raised. | knew | would not be able to elude his quarrel. Then
suddenly | heard his agoni zed cry and saw t hat beneath ne,
once again, there glistened the yellow fluids of- the pool,
movi ng about him for the thing perhaps thernotropic

had again, as rapidly as it had hardened, liquified and swirled
about him the |uninescent spheres and filanents visible
beneath its surface. The crossbow bolt went wild, again
shattering the blue surface of the done. | heard the wild,
eerie cry of the luckless man beneath ne and then, with ny
fist, broke the blue surface and clinbed through, grasping the
iron of a reticulated franmework supporting numerous ener-

gy bul bs.

Far off, it seemed, | could hear Saphrar screeching for
nor e guards

I ran over the iron framework until, judging by the dis-
tance and curve of the done, | had reached a point above
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where Harold and | had waited at the edge of the pool

There, quiva in hand, uttering the war cry of Ko-ro-ba, feet

first, | |leaped fromthe framework and shattered through the

bl ue surface | anding anong ny startled eneni es The cross-

bowren were each winding their string tight for a new

quarrel. The quiva had sought and found the heart of two

before even they realized | was upon them Then anot her

fell. Harold, wists still bound behind his back, hurled hinself

agai nst two nmen and, scream ng, they pitched backward into

the Yell ow Pool of Turia. Saphrar cried out and darted

away.

The remai ni ng two guardsnen, who had no crossbows,

si mul t aneousl y whi pped out their swords. Behind them quiva

poised in his fingertips, | could see the hooded Paravaci

I shielded nmyself fromthe flight of the Paracaci quiva by

rushing towards the two guardsnen. But before |I reached
themny quiva, with the underhand hilt cast, had struck the
guardsman on ny left. | noved to his right and fromhis
strengt hl ess hand, even before he fell, tore his weapon.
"Down!" cried Harold, and | fell to the floor barely sensi-
ble of the silverish quiva of the Paravaci speedi ng overhead. |
took the attack of the second guardsman by rolling on ny
back and flinging up nmy blade in defense. Four tines he
struck and each tine | parried and then |I had regai ned ny
feet. He fell back fromny blade, turned once and fell into
the glistening, living liquid of the Yell ow Pool of Turia.
| spun to face the Paravaci but he, weaponless, with a
curse, turned and fromthe room
Fromthe breast of the first guardsman | renpoved the
quiva, wiping it on his tunic.
| stepped to Harold and with one notion severed the
bonds that constrai ned him
"Not badly done for a Koroban," he granted.
We heard running feet approaching, those of several nen,
the clank of arms, the high-pitched, enraged scream ng of
Saphrar of Turia.
"Hurry!"™ | cried.
Toget her we ran ate-out the perineter of the pool until we
came to a tangle of vines depending fromthe ceiling, up
whi ch we clinbed, broke through the blue substance, and
cast wildly about for an avenue of escape. There would be
such, for the ceiling had been unbroken by a door or panel,
and there nust surely be sone provision for the rearrange-
ment and repl acenent of energy bul bs. W quickly found the
exit, though it was only a panel sone two feet by two feet, of
a size for slaves to crawl through. It was | ocked but we
kicked it open, splintering the bolt fromthe wod, and
energed on a narrow, unrailed bal cony.
I had the guardsman's sword and my quiva, Harold his
qui va al one.
He had, running swiftly, clinbed up the outside of a done
concentric to the one bel ow, and was there | ooking about.
"There it is!" he cried.
"What ?" | demanded. "Tarns! Kaiilal"
"No," he cried, "Saphrar's Pl easure Gardens!" and di sap-
peared down the other side of the done.

"Come back!" | cried.
But he was gone.
Angry, | sped about the done, not wishing to sil houette

nmysel f against the sky on its curve, |lest there be eneny
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bownen wi t hin range.
About a hundred and fifty yards away, over several snall
roof s and domes, all within the vast conpound that was the
House of Saphrar of Turia, | saw the high walls of what was
undoubtedly a Pleasure Garden. | could see, here and there,
on the inside, the tops of graceful flower trees.
-1 could al so see Harol d bounding al ong, fromroof to roof,
in the light of the three noons.
Furious | followed him
Could | have but put my hands on himat the tine | m ght
have wrung a Tuchuk neck
I now saw himleap to the wall and, scarcely | ooking
about, run along and then leap to the swaying trunk of one
of the flower trees and descend swiftly into the darkness of
t he gardens.
In a noment | followed him

I had no difficulty finding Harold. |ndeed, coming down

the segnented trunk of the dower tree, | alnpst | anded on

top of him He was sitting with his back to the tree, puffing,
resting.

"I have fornmed a plan," he said to ne.

"That is good news indeed," | responded. "Does it include

some provision for escapi ng?"

"I have not yet forned that part of it," he adnitted.

I | eaned back against the tree, breathing heavily. "Wuld it
not have been a good idea to reach the streets imredi atel y?"

| asked.

"The streets will be searched," puffed Harold, "Im

medi ately by all the guardsnmen and nen-at-arns in the

city." He took two or three deep breaths. "It will never occur

to themto search the Pl easure Gardens,
would try to hide there."
| closed ny eyes briefly. | felt ready to concede his |ast
poi nt .
"You are aware, of course," | nentioned, "that the Plea"
sure Gardens of so rich a man as Saphrar of Turia may
contain a |large nunber of fenmale slaves not all of whom
m ght be trusted to keep silent and sone of whom wil |
undoubt edl y notice sonething as unusual as two strange
warriors wandering about anong the shrubs and ferns?"
"That is true," said Harold, "but | do not expect to be here
by norning." He picked up a stalk of a patch of violet grass,
one of several hues used in such gardens, and began to chew

onit. "I think," said he, "an hour or so will be sufficient

per haps | ess."

"Sufficient for what?" | asked.

"For tarnsmen to be called in to aid in the search," h

said. "Their novenents wi |l undoubtedly be coordinated in

the house of Saphrar and sonme tarns and their riders, if

only nessengers or officers will surely be available."

Suddenly there seenmed to ne a real possibility in Harold's

pl an. Undoubtedly tarnsnen, mounted, would come from

time to time during the night to the House of Saphrar

he said. "Only fools

"You are clever," | said.
"Of course," lie said, "I ama Tuchuk."
"But 1 thought you told ne," | said, "that your plan did

not yet contain a provision for escape."
"At the tinme," he said, "it did not but while sitting here

fornmed it."
"Well," | said, "I amglad."
"Sonet hi ng al ways conmes to ne," he said. "I ama

file:/lIF|/rah/John%20Norman/Chronicles%200f...ounter-Earth%204%20-%20Nomads%200f%20Gor.txt (149 of 238) [1/20/03 3:28:28 AM]



file:/I/F|/rah/Iohn%20Norman/Chroni cles%200f%20Counter-Earth%204%20-%20N omads%200f %20Gor .txt

Tuchuk. "

"What do you suggest we do now?" | asked

"For the time," said Harold, "let us rest."

"Very well," | said.

And so we sat with our backs against the flower tree in the
House of Saphrar, nerchant of Turia. | |ooked at the |ovely,
dangling | oops of interwoven bl ossons which hung fromthe
curved branches of the tree. | knew that the clusters of

flowers which, cluster upon cluster, graced those |inear, hang-

ing stens, would each be a bouquet in itself, for the trees are

so bred that the clustered flowers enmerge in subtle, delicate

patterns of shades and hues. Besides several of the flower

trees there were al so sone Ka-la-na trees, or the yell ow w ne

trees of Gor; there was one | arge-bunked, reddish Tur tree,

about which curled its assenbl age of Tur-Pah, a vinelike tree

parasite with curled, scarlet, ovate |eaves, rather lovely to

| ook upon; the | eaves of the Tur-Pah incidentally are edible

and figure in certain Gorean dishes, such as sullage, a kind of

soup; long ago, | had heard, a Tur tree was found on the

prairie, near a spring, planted perhaps |long before by sonmeone

who passed by; it was fromthat Tur tree that the city of

Turia took its nane; there was al so, at one side of the

garden, against the far wall, a grove of "emwood, |inear,

bl ack, supple. Besides the trees there were nunerous shrubs

and plantings, alnost all flowered, sonetinmes fantastically;

anong the trees and the colored grasses there wound curved,
shaded wal ks. Here and there | could hear the Row ng of
water, fromminiature artificial waterfalls and fountains. From
where | sat | could see two |lovely pools, in which |otuslike
pl ants fl oated; one of the pools was |arge enough for sw nf
m ng; the other, | supposed, was stocked with tiny, bright fish
fromthe various seas and | akes of Cor
Then | becane aware of the flickerings and reflections of

light fromover the wall, against sone of the higher buildings
about. | also heard the running of feet, the sound of arns. |
coul d hear soneone shouting. Then the noise, the light,
passed.

"1 have rested," said Harold.

"CGood," | said.
"Now, " said he, |ooking about, "I nust find nyself a
wench. "

"A wench!" | cried, alnost a shout.

"Shhhh, " said he, cautioning me to silence.

"Have we not enough troubles?" | inquired.

"Whay do you think | cane to Turia?" he asked.

"For a wench," | said.
"Certainly," said he, "and | do not intend to depart with-
out one."

| gritted ny teeth. "Well," | said, "I amsure there are
many about."

"Doubt | ess," said Harold, getting to his feet, as though he
must now be back to work

I, too, got to ny feet.

He had no binding fiber, no slave hood, no tarn. Yet this
absence of equiprment did not deter him nor did he seemto
regard his deprivations in these particulars as worthy of note.

"It may take a nonent to pick out one I like," he
apol ogi zed.
"That is all right," | assured him "take your tinme."

I then foll owed Harol d al ong one of the snooth, stone
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pat hs | eadi ng anbng the trees, brushing our way through the
clusters of blossons, skirting the edge of the nearer blue
pool. | could see the three nobons of Gor rejected inits
surface. They were beautiful shining anbng the green and
white bl ossoms on the water
The nasses of flowers and vegetation in Saphrar's Pl easure
Gardens filled the air with mingled, heavy sweet fragrances.
Al so the fountains had been scented and the pools.
Harol d I eft the wal k and stepped carefully to avoid tram
pling a patch of talenders, a delicate yellow flower, often
associated in the Gorean mind with | ove and beauty. He
made his way across sone dark blue and yell owi sh orange
grass and cane to the buildings set against one wall of the
gardens. Here we clinbed several |ow, broad marble steps
and passed down a col ummed porch and entered the centra
buil ding, finding ourselves in a dim lamp-lit hall, bestrewn
with carpets and cushions and decorated, here and there,
with carved, reticul ated white screening.
There were seven or eight girls, clad in Pleasure Silks,
sleeping in this hall, scattered about, curled up on cushions.
Harol d i nspected them but did not seemsatisfied. | |ooked
t hem over nod woul d have thought that any one of them
woul d have been a prize, presunming it could be safely trans-
ported sonehow to the wagons of the Tuchuks. One poor
girl slept naked on the tiles by the fountain. About her neck
was a thick metal collar to which a heavy iron chain had
been fastened; the chain itself was attached to a large iron
ring placed in the floor. | supposed she was bei ng disciplined.
I imediately began to worry that that girl would be the one
who woul d strike Harold's eye. To ny relief, he exanined
her briefly and passed on.
Soon Harold had left the central hall and was meking his
way down a |ong, carpeted, |anp-hung corridor. He entered
various roons off this corridor and, after, | suppose, inspect-
ing their contents, always energed and trekked off again.
W then exani ned other corridors and other rooms, and
finally returned to the nain hall and started off down anot her
way, again encountering corridors and roons; this we did
four tinmes, until we were noving down one of the |ast
corridors, leading fromone of the five nmain corridors off the
central hall. | had not kept count but we nust have passed
by nore than seven or eight hundred girls, and still, anong
all these riches of Saphrar, he could not seemto find the one
for which he searched. Several tines, one girl or another,
would roll over or shift in her sleep, or throw out an arm
and ny heart would nearly stop, but none of the wenches
awakened and we would troop on to the next room
- At last we came to a largish room but much snaller than

the main hall, in which there were sone seventeen beauties
strewn about, all in Pleasure Silk. The light in the room was
furnished by a single tharlarion-oil l[anp which hung fromthe

ceiling. It was carpeted by a large red rug on which were

several cushions of different colors, nostly yell ows and or-

anges. There was no fountain in the room but, against one
wal |, there were sone |ow tables with fruits and drinks upon
them Harold | ooked the girls over and then he went to the
| ow tabl e and poured hinself a drink, Ka-la-na wi ne by the
snell of it. He then picked up a juicy, red larma fruit, biting
intoit with a sound that seened partly crunching as he went
through the shell, partly squishing as he bit into the fleshy,
segnent ed endocarp. He seened to make a great deal of
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noi se. Although one or two of the girls stirred uneasily, none,
to ny relief, awakened.
Harol d was now fishing about, still chewing on the fruit, in
a wooden chest at one end of the table. He drew out of the
chest sone four silken scarves, after rejecting since others
which did not sufficiently please him
Then he stood up and went to where one of the girls lay
curled on the thick red carpet.
"I rather like this one," he said, taking a bite out of the
fruit, spitting sonme seeds to the rug.
She wore yell ow Pl easure Silk, and, beneath her |ong bl ack
hair, on her throat, | glinpsed a silverish Turian collar. She
lay with her knees drawn up and her head resting on her |eft
el bow. Her skin color was tarnish, not too unlike the girl |
had seen from Port Karl | bent nore closely. She was a
beauty, and the di aphanous Pl easure Silk that was the only
garnment permtted her did not, by design, conceal her
charns. Then, startled, as she noved her head a bit, restlessly
on the rug, | saw that in her nose was the tiny golden ring of
a Tuchuk girl.

"This is the one," Harold said.

It was, of course, Hereena, she of the First Wagon
Harol d tossed the enptied, collapsed shell of the larma
fruit into a corner of the room and whi pped one of the scarves
fromhis belt.
He then gave the girl a short, swift kick, not to hurt her,
but sinmply, rather rudely, to startle her awake.

"On your feet, Slave Grl," he said.
Her eena struggled to her feet, her trend down, but Harold
had stepped behind her, pulling her wists blind her back
and tying then with the scarf in his hand.

"What is it?" she asked.

"You are being abducted,” Harold informed her
The girl's head flew up and she spun to face him pulling to
free herself. When she saw himher eyes were as w de as
larma fruit and her nouth flew open.

"It is |," said Harold, "Harold the Tuchuk."
"No!" she said. "Not you!"
"Yes," he said, "I," turning her about once again, routinely

checking the knots that bound her wists, taking her wists in
his hands, trying to separate them exam ning the knots for

sl i ppage; there was none. He permitted her to turn and face
hi m agai n.

"How did you get in here?" she denmanded.

"l chanced by," said Harold.

She was trying to free herself. After an instant she realized
that she could not, that she had been bound by a warrior

Then she acted as though she had not noticed that she had
been perfectly secured, that she was his prisoner, the prisoner
of Harold of the Tuchuks. She squared her snmall shoul ders

and glared up at him

"What are you doi ng here?" she denmanded.

"Stealing a slave girl," he said.

"Who?" she asked.

"Ch, come now," said Harold

"Not I!" she said.

"Of course," said he

"But | am Hereena," she cried, "of the First \Wagon!"

| feared the girl's voice nmght awaken the others, but they
seened still to sl eep.
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"You are only a little Turian slave girl," said Harold, "who
has taken ny fancy."
"Nor" she said.
Then Harol d had his hands in her nouth, holding it open
"See," he said to ne.
I looked. To be sure, there was a slight gap between two
of the teeth on the upper right.
Hereena was trying to say sonething. It is perhaps just as
wel | she could not.
"It is easy to see," said Harold, "why she was not chosen
First Stake."
Her eena struggl ed furiously, unable to speak, the young
Tuchuk' s hands separating her jaws.
"l have seen kaiila with better teeth," he said.
Her eena nade an angry noise. | hoped that the girl would
not burst a blood vessel. Then Harol d renpved his hands
deftly, narrowy nissing what woul d have been a nobst savage !
bite.
"Sl een!" she hissed.
"On the other hand," said Harold, "all things considered,
she is a not unattractive little wench."
"Sleen! Sleen!" cursed the girl
"l shall enjoy owning you," said Harold, patting her head.
"Sleep! Sleen! Sleen!" cursed the girl.
Harold turned to me. "She is, is she not all things con
sidered a pretty little wench? | could not help but regard the angry, collared Hereena,
furious in the swirling Pleasure Silk.
"Yes," | said, "very."
"Do not fret, little Slave Grl," said Harold to Hereena.
"You will soon be able to serve ne and | shall see that you
shall do so superbly."
Irrationally, like a terrified, vicious little aninmal, Hereena
struggl ed again to free herself.
Harol d stood by, patiently, nmaking no attenpt to interfere.

At last, trenbling with rage, she approached him her back
to him holding her wists to him "Your jest has gone far
enough, " she said. "Free ne."

"No, " said Harol d.
"Free ne!" comuanded the girl
"No, " said Harol d.

She spun to face himagain, tears of rage in her eyes.

"No, " said Harol d.

She straightened herself. "I will never go with you," she
hi ssed. "Never! Never! Never!"

"That is interesting," said Harold. "How do you propose to prevent it?"

"I have a plan," she said.

"COfF course," he said, "you are Tuchuk." He | ooked at her

narromy. "Wat is your plan?"

"It is a sinple one," she responded.

"OfF course," said Harold, "though you are Tuchuk, you

are also female."
One of Hereena's eyebrows rose skeptically. "The sinplest
pl ans," she remarked, "are often the best."
"Upon occasion," granted Harold. "Wat is your plan?"
"I shall sinmply scream" she said.
Harol d thought for a monent. "That is an excellent plan,"
he adnitted.
"So," said Hereena, "free ne and | will give you ten |hn
to flee for your lives."
That did not seemto nme |like nuch tinme. The CGorean |hn,
or second, is only alittle |Ionger than the Earth second.
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Regardl ess of the standard enployed, it was clear that
Her eena was not being particularly generous.
"I do not choose to do so," renmarked Harol d.
She shrugged. "Very well," she said.
"l gather you intend to put your plan into effect,” said
Har ol d.
"Yes," she said.
"Do so," said Harold
She | ooked at himfor a nonment and then put back her
head and sucked in air and then, her nouth open, prepared
to utter a wild scream
My heart nearly stopped but Harold, at the noment just
before the girl could scream popped one of the scarves into
her mouth, wadding it Up and shoving it between her teeth.
Her screamwas only a nuffled noise, hardly nore than
escaping air.
"I, too," Harold inforned her, "had a plan a counter-

pl an. ™"

He took one of the two remmining scarves and bound it
across her nouth holding the first scarf well inside her
nmout h.

"My plan," said Harold, "which | have now put into effect,
was clearly superior to yours."
Her eena nade sone nuffl ed noi ses. Her eyes regarded him
wildly over the colored scarf and her entire body began to
squi rm savagel y.

"Yes," said Harold, "clearly superior."
I was forced to concede his point. Standing but five feet
away | could barely hear the tiny, angry noises she nmde.
Harold then lifted her fromher feet and, as | wi nced,
sinmply dropped her on the floor. She was, after all, a slave.
She said sonething that sounded |ike "Ooof," when she hit
the floor. He then crossed her ankles, and bound themtightly
with the renmaining scarf.

She glared at himin pained fury over the colored scarf.

He scooped her up and put her over his shoulder. | was
forced to adnmit that he had handl ed the whole affair rather
neatly.

In n short while Harold, carrying the struggling Hereena,
and | had retraced our steps to the central hall and descend-
ed the steps of the porch and returned by neans of the
curvi ng wal ks between the shrubs and pools to the flower tree
by neans of which we had originally entered the Pleasure
Gardens of Saphrar of Turi a.
"By now," said Harold, "guardsnen will have searched the
roofs, so it should be safe to proceed across themto our
destination."

"And where is that?" | asked.

"Wherever the tarns happen to be," he responded.
"Probably,"” | said, "on the highest roof of the highest
building in the House of Saphrar.”

"That woul d be,"” suggested Harold, "the keep."

I agreed with him The keep, in the private houses of

Goreans, is nost often a round, stone tower, built for de-
fense, containing water and food. It is difficult to fire from
the outside, and the roundness |ike the roundness of Gorean
towers in general tends to increase the amobunt of oblique

hits fromcatapult stones.

Maki ng our way up the Dower tree with Hereena, who
fought like a young she-larl, was not easy. | went part way
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up the tree and was handed the girl, and then Harol d woul d
go up above nme and | would hoist her up a way to him and
then | would pass him and so on. Cccasionally, to ny
irritation, we becane entangled in the trailing, |ooped stens
of the tree, each with its richness of clustered flowers, whose
beauty | was no loner in a nood to appreciate. At lust we
got Hereena to the top of the tree.
"Perhaps," puffed Harold, "you would like to go back and
get another wench one for yoursel f?"
"No," | said.
"Very well," he said
Al'though the wall was several feet fromthe top of the tree
~ managed, by springing on one of the curved branches, to
build up enough spring pressure to leap to where | could get
my fingers over the edge of the wall. | slipped with one hand
and hung there, feet scraping the wall, sone fifty feet from
the ground, for a nasty nonent, but then managed to get
both hands on the edge of the wall and hoist nyself up
"Be careful," advised Harol d.
I was about to respond when | heard a stifled scream of
horror and saw that Harold had hurled Hereena in ny
direction, across the space between the tree and the wall. |
managed to catch her. She was now covered with a cold
sweat and was trenbling with terror. Perched on the wall,
hol ding the girl with one hand to prevent her tunbling off, |
wat ched Harol d springing up and down and then he was
| eaping towards ne. He, too, slipped, as | was not displeased
to note, but our hands net and he was drawn to safety.
"Be careful," | advised him attenpting not to let a note of
triunph perneate my adnonition.
"Quite right," wheezed Harold, "as | nyself earlier pointed
out "
I considered pushing himoff the wall, but, thinking of the
hei ght, the likelihood of breaking his neck and back and
such, and consequently thereby conplicating our neasures
for escape, | disnissed the notion as inpractical, however
tenpti ng.
"Conme along," he said, flinging Hereena across his shout-
ders like a thigh of bask neat, and starting along the wall
We soon cane, to ny satisfaction, to an easily accessible, flat
roof and clinbed onto it. Harold | aid Hereena down on the
roof to one side and sat cross-legged for a minute, breathing
heavily. | myself was al nrbost wi nded as wel .
Then overhead in the darkness we heard the beat of a
tarn's wings and saw one of the nonstrous birds pass above
us. In a short nonent we heard it flutter to alight sonewhere
beyond. Harold and | then got up and, with Hereena under
one of his arnms, we circunspectly rmade our way from roof
to roof until we saw the keep, rising like a dark cylinder
agai nst one of Gor's three moons. It stood sone seventy feet
fromany of the other buildings in the conpound that was
the House of Saphrar, but now, swaying, formed of rope and
sticks, a renovabl e footbridge extended froman open door
inits side to a porch sone several feet bel ow us. The bridge
permtted access to the tower fromthe building on the roof
of which we stood. Indeed, it provided the only access, save
on tarnback, for there are no doors at ground level in a
Corean keep. The first sixty feet or so of the tower would |
presumably be solid stone, to protect the tower fromforced
entrance or the imedi ate, efficient use of battering rans.
The tower itself was some one hundred and forty feet in |
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hei ght and had a dianeter of about fifty feet. It was fur-

ni shed with nunerous ports for the use of bowren. The roof

of the tower, which mght have been fortified with inpaling
spears and tarn wire, was now clear, to pernt the descent of
tarns and their riders.

On the roof, as we lay there, we could hear, now and

then, soneone run along the footbridge. Then there was
soneone shouting. Fromtinme to time a tarn woul d descend

or take flight fromthe roof of the keep

Wien we were sure there were at |east two tarns on the

roof of the keep | | eaped down fromthe roof and | anded on
the light bridge, struggling to retain ny footing as it began to
swing under ny feet. Alnost imediately | heard a shout
fromthe building. "There's one of then!"

"Hurry!" 1 cried to Harold.
He threw Hereena down to nme and | caught her on the
bridge. | saw briefly the wild, frightened | ook in her eyes,

heard what m ght have been a nuffled plea. Then Harold
had sprung down beside ne on the bridge, seizing the hand
rope to keep fromtunbling off.
A guardsman had energed, carrying a crosshow, franed in
the light of the threshold at the entrance to the bridge from
the building. There was a quarrel on the guide and he threw
the weapon to his shoulder. Harold's armfl ashed past ne
and the fell ow stood suddenly still, then his knees gave slowy
way beneath himand he fell to the flooring of the porch, a
quiva hilt protruding fromhis chest, the crossbow clattering
besi de him
"CGo ahead," | conmmanded Har ol d.
I could now hear nore nen com ng, running.
Then to ny dismay | saw two nore crossbowren, this
time on a nearby roof.
"I see them" one of themcried.
Harol d sped along the bridge, Hereena in his arns, and
di sappeared into the keep
Two swordsnmen now rushed fromthe building, |eaping
over the fallen crossbhowran, and raced al ong the bridge
toward ne. | engaged them dropping one and woundi ng the
other. A quarrel fromone of the crossbowren on the roof
suddenly shattered through the sticks of the bridge at ny
feet, splintering themnot six inches fromwhere | stood.' | backed rapidly along the bridge and
anot her quarrel sped
past me, striking sparks fromthe stone tower behind ne.
Now | could see several nore guardsnen rushing toward the
bridge. It would be el even or twelve seconds before the
crosshowren woul d be ready to fire again. | turned and
began to hack at the ropes that bound the swaying bridge to
the tower. Inside | could hear a startled guard denmanding to
know who Harol d was.
"is it not obvious!" Harold was yelling at him "You see
have the girl!"
"What girl?," the guard was asking.
"A wench fromthe Pl easure Gardens of Saphrar, you
fool!" Harold was crying at him
"But why should you be bringing such a wench here?" the
- guard was aski ng.

"You are dull, are you not!" denmanded Harold. "here
t ake her!"
"Very well," said the guard.

I then heard a sudden, sharp crack, as of a fist neeting
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bone.
The bridge began to rock and sag on its ropes and severa
men fromthe buil ding began to thunder across towards ne.
Then there was a horrified cry as one rope was cut and the
flooring of the bridge suddenly pitched, throw ng several of
the guardsnmen to the ground bel ow. A quarrel now struck
the flooring of the tower at ny feet and skidded into the
building. | struck again and the other rope burst from ny
stroke and the bridge swng rapidly back agai nst the wall of
the building opposite with a clatter of sticks and cries, knock-
ing the renmmining, clinging guardsnen fromit, dropping them
i ke wood senseless to the foot of the wall. | |eaped inside the
door of the keep and swung it shut. Just as | did so the bolt
of a crosshbow struck the door and splintered through it, its
head projecting sone six inches on ny side. | then flung the
two bars in position, which | ocked the door, |est nen on
| adders fromthe ground attenpt to force it.
The roomin which | found nyself contained an uncon-
sci ous guard, but no further sign of Harold or Hereena. |
then clinbed up a wooden | adder to the next |evel, which
was enpty, and then another |evel and another, and another.
Then | energed in the chanmber bel ow the roof of the keep
and there found Harold, sitting on the bottomrung of the
| ast | adder, breathing heavily, Hereena lying squirmng at his
feet. "I have been waiting for you," said Harol d, gasping.
"Let us proceed," | said, "lest the tarns be flown fromthe
roof and we be isolated in the tower."
"My plan exactly," said Harold, "but first should you not
teach me to nmaster the tarn?"
I heard Hereena npban with horror and she began to
struggle nadly to free herself of the scarves that bound her. |
"Normally," | said, "it takes years to becone a skilled
tarnsman. "
"That is all well nod good," responded Harold, "but can,
you not inpart certain inportant information relating to the
matter in a briefer span?”
"Come to the roof!" | cried
| preceded Harold up the |l adder and thrust up the trap
admtting us to the roof. On the roof there were five tarns.
One guard was even then approaching the trap. The ot her !
was rel easing the tarns one by one.
I was ready to engage the first guard, half on the |adder, |
but Harol d's head energed from the opening behind nme. !
"Don't fight," he called to the guard. "It is Tarl Cabot of
Ko-ro-ba, you fool!"
"Who is Tarl Cabot of Ko-ro-ba?" asked the guard, star-
tled.
"I am" | responded, not know ng much what else to say.
The fell ow canme running across the roof. "Were is
Kunrus?" he asked.
"Bel ow," Harold informed him
"Who are you?" asked the guard. "What is going on
her e?"
"I am Harol d of the Tuchuks," responded Harol d of the
Tuchuks.
"What are you doi ng here?" asked the guard.
"Are you not Ho-bar?" inquired Harold. It was a conmobn
nane in Ar, whence many of the mercenari es had cone.
"I know of no Ho-bar,'' said the man. "Is he Turian?"
"l hoped to find Ho-bar," said Harold, "but perhaps
you will do."
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"I shall try," said the guard.

"Here," said Harold. "Take the wench."

Her eena shook her head violently at the guard, protesting
through the nuffling folds of the scarf wadded in her nouth.

"What will | do with her?" asked the guard

"Just hold her," said Harold.

"Very well," said the guard.

I closed ny eyes and it was over in a second. Harold once
nore had Hereena over his shoul der and was bol dly ap-
preaching the tarns.

There were two of the great birds left on the roof, both
fine specinmens, huge, vicious, alert. Harold dropped Hereena to the floor of the roof and strode

to the first tarn. | shut ny eyes as he vigorously struck- it once, authoritatively, across the
beak. "I am Harold of the

Tuchuks," he said, "I ama skilled tarnsman | have ridden

over a thousand tarns, | have spent nore tine in the tarn

saddl e than nost nen on their feet, | was conceived on

tarnback, | was born on Tarnback, | eat tarns fear ne! |

am Harol d of the Tuchuks!

The bird, if such enotions it could have, was | ooking at

hi m askance and baffled. Any instant | expected it to pick
Harold fromthe roof with its beak, bite himin two and eat
the pieces. But the bird seened utterly startled, if possible,

dunbf ounded.

Harold turned to face ne. "How do you ride a tarn?" he
asked

"Get into the saddle," | said.

"Yes!" he said, and clinbed up, mssing one of the rungs

of the rope | adder at the saddle and slipping his |eg through

it. | then managed to get himto the saddl e and nmade sure he
fastened the safety strap. As swiftly as | could | then ex-
pl ained to himthe gui dance apparatus, the main saddle ring
and its six straps.
When | handed Hereena to himthe poor girl was shivering
and noaning in terror, uncontrollably trenbling. She, a girl
of the plains, fanmiliar with fierce kaiila, herself a proud,
spirited wench, brave and daring, was yet |ike many
worren utterly for sone reason terrified of a tarn. | felt
genuine pity for the Tuchuk girl. On the other hand Harold
seened quite pleased that she was beside herself with terror
The slave rings on the tarn saddle are simlar to those on the
kaiila saddle and in a trice Harold, using the thongs stream
ing fromthe slave rings, one on each side of the saddle, had
bound the girl on her back across the saddle in front of him
Then, without waiting, uttering a great cry, he hauled on the
one-strap. The tarn did not nove but, | thought, though it
was undoubtedly not the case, turned and regarded him
skeptically, reproachfully.

"What is the matter?" asked Harol d.
"I't is still hobbled," | said.

I bent to the tarn hobble and opened it. Inmediately the
huge bird' s wi ngs began to beat and it sprang skyward.
"Aiii!" | heard Harold cry, and could well inmagi ne what had
happened to his stonmach.
As quickly as | could I then unhobbled the other bird and
clinmbed to the saddle, fastening the broad safety strap. Then
I haul ed on the one-strap and seeing Harold' s bird wheeling
about in circles against one of the Gorean noons sped to his
si de.
"Rel ease the straps!" | called to him "The bird will follow
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this one!"
"Very well," | heard himcall, cheerily.
And in a nonent we were speeding high over the city of
Turia. | took one long turn, seeing the torches and lights in

the House of Saphrar bel ow, and then guided ny bird out
over the prairie in the direction of the wagons of the
Tuchuks.
I was elated that we had rmanaged to escape alive fromthe
House of Saphrar, but | knew that | nust return to the city,
for I had not obtained the object for which | had cone the
gol den sphere which still resided in the merchant strong-
hol d.
I nust manage to seize it before the man with whom
Saphrar had had dealings the gray man with eyes like
glass could call for It and destroy it or carry it away.
As we sped high over the prairie | wondered at how it was
that Kanthak was wi t hdrawi ng the wagons and bosk from
Turia that he would so soon abandon the siege.
Then, in the dawn, we saw the wagons bel ow us, and the
bosk beyond them Already fires had been Iit and there was
much activity in the canp of the Tuchuks, the cooking, the
checki ng of wagons, the gathering and hitching up of the

wagon bosk. This, | knew, was the nmorning on which the
wagons noved away from Turia, toward di stant Thassa, the
Sea. Risking arrows, |, followed by Harold, descended to

al i ght anong the wagons.
I had now been in the city of Turia some four days, having
returned on foot in the guise of a peddler of small jewels. |
had left the tarn with the wagons. | had spent ny last tarn
disk to buy a couple of handfuls of tiny stones, many of them
of little or no value; yet their weight in ny pouch gave ne
sonme pretext for being in the city.
| had found Kanthak, as | had been told | would, at the
wagon of Kutaituchik, which, drawn up on its hill near the
standard of the four bask horns, had been heaped with what
wood was at hand and filled with dry grass. The whol e was
then drenched in fragrant oils, and that dawn of the retreat,
Kancthak, by his own hand, hurled the torch into the wagon
Somewhere in the wagon, fixed in a sitting position, weapons
at hand, was Kutaituchik, who had been Kanthak's friend,
and who had been called Ubar of the Tuchuks. The snopke of
the wagon nmust easily have been seen fromthe distant walls

of Turia. ~
Kanthak had not spoken but sat on his kaiila, his face
dark with resolve. He was terrible to | ook upon and |, though

his friend, did not dare to speak to him | had not returned
to the wagon | had shared with him but had cone i nmedi -
ately to the wagon of Kutaituchik, where | had been in-
fornmed he was to be found.
Clustered about the hill, in ranks, on their kaiila, black
lances in the stirrup, were several of the Tuchuk Hundreds.
Angrily they watched the wagon burn.
I wondered that such nen as Kanthak and these others
would so willingly, abandon the siege of Turia.

At | ast when the wagon had burned and the wi nd noved

about the bl ackened beans and scattered ashes across the

green prairie, Kanthak raised his right hand. "Let the stan-

dard be noved," he cri ed.

| observed a special wagon, drawn by a dozen bask, being

pul led up the hill, into which the standard, when uprooted,

woul d be set. In a few mnutes the great pole of the standard
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had been nounted on the wagon and was descending the hill,

| eaving on the summt the burned wood and the bl ack ashes

that had been the wagon of Kutaituchik, surrendering them

now to the wind and the rain, to tine and the snows to

come, and to the green grass of the prairie.

"Turn the wagons!" cal |l ed Kanthak.

Sl ow y, wagon by wagon, the |ong colums of the Tuchuk

retreat were forned, each wagon in its colum, each colum

inits place, and, covering pasangs of prairie, the march front

Turia had begun

Far beyond the wagons | coul d see the herds of bask, and

the dust fromtheir hoofs stained the horizon

Kanthak rose in his stirrups. "The Tuchuks ride from

Turial" he cried.

Rank by rank the warriors on the kaiila, dour, angry,

silent, turned their nmounts away fromthe city and slowy

went to find their wagons, save for the Hundreds that woul d

flank the withdrawal and formits rear guard.

Kanthak rode his kaiila up the hill until he stood, that

cold dawn, at the edge of the burned wood and ashes of

Kut ai tuchi k' s wagon. He stayed there for sone tine, and

then turned his nount away, and cane slowy down the hill.

Seeing ne, he stopped. "I am pleased to see you live," he

sai d.

| dropped ny head, acknow edgi ng the bond he had ac-

know edged. My heart felt grateful to the stern, fierce war-

rior, though he had been in the past days harsh and strange,

hal f drunk with hatred for Turia. | did not know if the

Kanthak | had known woul d ever live again. | feared that

part of him perhaps that part | had | oved best had died

the night of the raid, when he had entered the wagon of

Kut ai tuchi k. ~

Standing at his stirrup | |ooked up. "WII you | eave like

this?" | asked. "Is it enough?"

He | ooked at ne, but | could read no expression on his

face. "The Tuchuks ride from Turia," he said. He then rode

away, |eaving nme standing on the hill.
Sonewhat to ny surprise | had no difficulty the next
nmorning, after the wi thdrawal of the wagons, in entering the
city. Before leaving the wagons | had joined thembriefly on
their march, |ong enough to purchase ny peddl er's disguise
and the pound or so of stones which was to conplete it. |
purchased these things fromthe man from whom Kanthak
had, on a happi er afternoon, obtained a new saddl e and set
of quivas. | had seen nany things in the man's wagon and
had gathered, correctly it seens, that he was hinself a
peddl er of sorts. | then, on foot, following for a tine the
tracks of the departing wagons, then departing fromthem
returned to the vicinity of Turia. | spent the night on the
prairie and then, on what woul d have been the second day of
the retreat, entered the city at the eighth hour. My hair was
conceal ed in the hood of a thin, ankle-length rep-cloth gar-
ment, a dirty white through which ran fl ecks of gol den
thread, a fit garnment, in ny opinion, for an insignificant
mer chant. Beneath ny garnent, concealed, | carried sword
and qui va.
I was hardly questioned by guards at the gates of Turia,
for the city is a commercial oasis in the plains and during a
year hundreds of caravans, not to nention thousands of
smal | nerchants, on foot or with a single tharlarion wagon,
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enter her gates. To my great surprise the gates of Turia stood
open after the withdrawal of the wagons and the lifting of
the siege. Peasants streanmed through themreturning to their
fields and al so hundreds of townsfolk for an outing, sone of
themto wal k even as far as the renmains of the ol d Tuchuk
canp, hunting for souvenirs. As | entered | regarded the
| ofty doubl e gates, and wondered how long it would take to
cl ose them
As | hobbl ed through the city of Turia, one eye half shut,
staring at the street as though | hoped to find a | ost copper
tarn di sk anong the stones, | nmade nmy way toward the
conmpound of Saphrar of Turia. | was jostled in the crowds,
and twice nearly knocked down in the guard of
Phani us Turmus, Ubar of Turia.
I was vaguely conscious, fromtime to time, that | night
be followed. | dismissed this possibility, however, for, glanc-
ing about, | could find no one | nmight fear. The only person
I saw nore than once was a slip of a girl in Robes of
Conceal nent and veil, a market basket on her arm who the
second tine passed ne, not noticing nme. | breathed a sigh of
relief. It is a nerve-wacking business, the negotiation of an

eneny city, know ng that discovery night bring torture or

sudden death, at best perhaps an | npal enent by sundown on

the city's walls, a warning to any other who m ght be sinilar-

ly tenmpted to transgress the hospitality of a Gorean city.

| came to the ring of flat, cleared ground, sone hundred

feet or so wide, which separates the walled compound of

bui I di ngs whi ch constitutes the House of Saphrar of Turia

fromall the surrounding structures. | soon learned, to ny

irritation, that one could not approach the high conpound

wal | nmore closely than ten spear |engths.

"Get away you!" cried a guard fromthe wall, with a
crosshbow. "There is no loitering here"
"But master!" | cried. "I have gens and jewels to show the

nobl e Saphrar!"
"Approach then the nearer gate!" he called. "And state
your business."
I found a rather small gate in the wall, heavily barred, and
begged admittance to show nmy wares to Saphrar. | hoped to
be ushered into his presence and then, on the threat of
slaying him secure the gol den sphere and a tarn for escape.
To ny chagrin | was not admitted into the conpound,
but ny pitiful stock of al nmbst worthless stones was exani ned
outside the gate by a steward in the conpany of two arned
warriors. It took himonly a few nonents to discover the
val ue of the stones and, when he did, with a cry of disgust,
he hurled themaway fromthe gate into the dust, and the
two warriors, while | pretended fright and pain, bel abored
me with the hilts of their weapons. "Be gone, Fool!" they
snarl ed.
| hobbled after the stones, and fell to ny knees in the
dust, scrabbling after them noaning and crying al oud.

| heard the guards |augh
I had just picked up the last stone and tucked it back in
my pouch and was about to rise fromny knees when
found nyself staring at the high, heavy sandals, al nost boots,
of a warrior.

"Mercy, Master," | whined.
"Why are you carrying a sword beneath your robe?" he
asked.

I knew the voice. It was that of Kanras of Turia, Chanpi-
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on of the Cty, whom Kanthak had so sorely bested in the
ganmes of Love War.
I lunged forward seizing himby the | egs and upended hi m
in the- dust and then leaped to ny feet and ran, the hood
flying of f behind ne.
I heard himcry. "Stop that man! Stop him | know hin
He is Tart Cabot of Ko-ro-ba! Stop him™"
| stunbled in the |ong robe of the nerchant and cursed
and | eaped up and ran again. The bolt of a crossbow spl at -
tered into a brick wall on ny right, gouging a cupful of
masonry | oose in chips and dust. .
| darted down a narrow street. | could hear soneone,
probably Kanras, and then one or two others running after
me. Then | heard a girl cry out, and scream and two nen
curse. | glanced behind ne to see that the girl who carried
the mar ket basket had inadvertently fallen in front of the
warriors. She was crying angrily at them and wavi ng her
br oken basket. They pushed her rudely to one side and -
hurried on. By that tinme | had rounded a corner and | eaped
to a window, pulled nyself up to the next w ndow, and
haul ed nyself up again and onto the flat roof of a shop. |
heard the running feet of the two warriors, and then of six
nore men, pass in the street below Then sone children,
screamng, ran after the soldiers. | heard sone specul ative
conversation in the street bel ow, between two or three pas-
sersby, then it seened quiet.
I lay there scarcely daring to breathe. The sun on the flat
roof was hot. | counted five Gorean Ehn, or minutes. Then |
decided | had better nove across the roofs in the opposite
direction, find a sheltered roof, stay there until nightfall and
then perhaps try to leave the city. | mght go after the
wagons, which would be noving slowy, obtain the tarn | had
left with them and then return on tarnback to Saphrar's
house. It would be extrenely dangerous, of course, to | eave
the city in the near future. Certainly word woul d be at
the gates to watch for nme. | had entered Turia easily. | did
not expect | would |leave as easily as | had entered. But how
could I stay inthe city until vigilance at the gates m ght be
rel axed, perhaps three or four days from now? Every guards-
man in Turia woul d be on the | ookout for Tarl Cabot, who
unfortunately, was not difficult to recognize.
About this tinme | heard soneone com ng along the street
whistling a tune. | had heard it. Then | realized that | had
heard it anong the wagons of the Tuchuks. It was a Tuchuk
tune, a wagon tune, sonetinmes sung by the girls with the
bask sticks.
| picked up the nelody and whistled a few bars, and then
the person bel ow joi ned ne and we finished the turn.
Cautiously | poked ny head over the edge of the roof. The
street was deserted save for a girl, who was standi ng bel ow,
| ooking up toward the roof. She was dressed in veil and
Robes of Conceal nent. It was she whom | had seen before,
when | had thought | mght be followed. It was she who had
i nadvertently detai ned ny pursuers. She carried a broken
mar ket basket .
"You nake a very poor spy, Tart Cabot," she said.
"Dina of Turia!" 1 cried.
| stayed four days in the roons above the shop of D na of
Turia. There | dyed ny hair black and exchanged the robes
of the merchant for the yellow and brown tunic of the
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Bakers, to which caste her father and two brothers had

bel onged.

Downst airs the wooden screens that had separated the

shop fromthe street had been splintered apart; the counter
had been broken and the ovens ruined, their oval dones
shattered, their iron doors twisted fromtheir hinges; even the
top stones on tile two grain nmlls had been thrown to the

fl oor and broken.

At one tine, | gathered fromDi na, her father's shop had

been the nost famed of the baking shops of Turia, npbst of

whi ch are owned by Saphrar of Turia, whose interests range

wi dely, though operated naturally, as Gorean custom woul d
require, by nenbers of the Caste of Bakers. Her father had
refused to sell the shop to Saphrar's agents, and take his
enpl oynent under the nmerchant. Shortly thereafter sone

seven or eight ruffians, armed with clubs and iron ban, had
attacked the shop, destroying its equipnment. In attenpting to
def end against this attack both her father and her two ol der
brothers had been beaten to death. Her nother had died
shortly thereafter of shock. Dina had lived for a tinme on the
savings of the fanmily, but had then taken them sewn in the
lining of her roles, and purchased a place on a caravan

wagon bound for Ar, which caravan had been anbushed by
Kassars, in which raid she herself, of course, had fallen into
t hei r hands.

"Woul d you not like to hire nmen and reopen the shop?"

asked.

"l have no noney," she said.

"I have very little," | said, taking the pouch and spilling
the stones in a glittering if not very valuable heap on the
smal |l table in her central room

She | aughed and poked through themwith her fingers. "I

| earned sonething of jewels," she said, "in the wagons of
Al brecht and Kanthak and there is scarcely a silver tarn
disk's worth here."

"I paid a golden tarn disk for them" | asserted.
"But to a Tuchuk" she said.
"Yes," | adnitted

"My dear Tart Cabot," she said, "ny sweet dear Tarl
Cabot." Then she | ooked at nme and her eyes saddened.
"But," said she, "even had | the noney to reopen the shop
it would nmean only that the men of Saphrar would cone

again."
I was silent. | supposed what she said was true.
"I's there enough there to buy passage to Ar?" | asked.

"No," she said. "But | would prefer in any case to remain
in Turia it is ny home."
"How do you live?" | asked. I
"I shop for weal thy wonen," said she, "for pastries and
tarts and cakes things they will not trust their fenal e sl aves
to buy."
In answer to her questions | told her the reason for which
I had entered the city to steal an object of value from
Saphrar of Turia, which he hinself had stolen fromthe
Tuchuks. This pl eased her, as | guessed anything woul d which
was contrary to the interests of the Turian nmerchant, for
whom she entertained the greatest hatred.
"I's this truly all you travel" she asked, pointing at the pile
of stones.
"Yes," | said.
"Poor warrior,"'

said she, her eyes sniling over the veil
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"you do not even have enough to pay for the use of a skilled
slave girl."
"That is true," | admitted
Slit laughed anti with an easy notion dropped the vei
fromher face and shook her head, freeing her hair. She held
out her hands. "I amonly a poor free wonan," said she, "but
m ght | not do?"
I took her hands and drew her to nme, and into ny arns.
"You are very beautiful, Dina of Turia," | said to her
For four days | remained with the girl, and each day, once
at noon and once in the evening, we would stroll by one or
nmore of the gates of Turia, to see if the guards m ght now be
|l ess vigilant than they had been the time before. To ny
di sappoi ntnment, they continued to check every outgoing per-
son and wagon with great care, demandi ng proof of identity
and busi ness. Wen there was the | east doubt, the individua
was detained for interrogation by an officer of the guard. On
the other hand | noted, irritably, that incomng individuals
and wagons were waved ahead with hardly a glance. Dina
and nyself attracted little attention from guardsnmen or nen-
at-arns. My hair was now black; | wore the tunic of the
Bakers; and | was acconpani ed by a wonman.
Several times criers had passed through the streets shouting
that | was still at large and calling out ny description
Once two guardsnen cane to the shop, searching it as
expect nost other structures in the city were searched. Dur-
ing this time | clinmbed out a back wi ndow faci ng anot her
bui |l di ng, and hoisted nyself to the flat roof of the shop,
returning by the sanme route when they had gone.
I had, alnost fromthe first in Kancthak's wagon, been
truly fond of Dina, and | think she of nme. She was truly a
fine, spirited girl, quick-witted, warmhearted, intelligent and
brave. | admired her and feared for her. | knew, though
did not speak of it with her, that she was willingly risking her
life to shelter nme in her native city. Indeed, it is possible |
m ght have died the first night in Turia had it not been that
Di na had seen ne, followed ne and in ny time of need
boldly stood forth as ny ally. In thinking of her | realized
how foolish are certain of the Gorean prejudices with respect
to the matter of caste. The Caste of Bakers is not regarded
as a high caste, to which one looks for nobility and such; and
yet her father and her brothers, outnunbered, had fought
and died for their tiny shop; and this courageous girl, with a
valor I mght not have expected of many warriors, weapon-
| ess, alone and friendl ess, had i mediately, asking nothing in
return, leaped to ny aid, giving ne the protection of her
honme, and her silence, placing at ny disposal her know edge
of the city and whatever resources might be hers to com
mand.
When Di na was about her own busi ness, shopping for her
clients, usually in the early norning and the | ate afternoon, |
would remain in the roons above the shop. There | thought
long on the matter of the egg of Priest-Kings and the House
of Saphrar. In tinme | wuld | eave the city when | thought it
safe and return to the wagons, obtain the tarn and then
make a strike for the egg. | did not give nyself, however,
much hope of success in so desperate a venture. | lived in
constant fear that the gray man he with eyes |ike gl ass
woul d cone to Turia on tarnback and acquire, before |I could
act, the gol den sphere for which so nuch had been risked,
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for which apparently nore than one nan had di ed.
Sonmetimes Dina and |, in our wal king about the city,
woul d ascend the high walls and | ook out over the plains.
There was no objection to this on the part of anyone,
provided entry into the guard stations was not attenpted.
I ndeed, the broad wal k, sone thirty feet wide, within the
high walls of Turia, with the view over the plains, is a
favorite pronmenade of Turian couples. During tines of dan-
ger or siege, of course, none but mlitary personnel or civilian
defenders are pernitted on the walls.
"You seemtroubl ed, Tarl Cabot," said Dina, by nmy side,
| ooking with nme out over the prairie.

"It is true, ny Dina," said I

"You fear the object you seek will leave the city before
you can obtain it?" she asked.

"Yes," | said, "I fear that."

"You wish to leave the city tonight?" she asked.

"I think perhaps | shall," | said.
She knew as well as | that the guards were still questioning
those who woul d depart from Turia, but she knew too, as |
that each day, each hour, | remmined in Turia counted

agai nst ne.

"I't is my hope that you will be successful," she said.
| put nmy arm about her and together we | ooked out over
t he parapet.

"Look," | said, "there comes a single nerchant wagon it
must be safe now on the plains."
"The Tuchuks are gone," she said. And she added, "I shal
m ss you, Tart Cabot."

"l shall mss you, too, ny Dina of Turia," |I told her
In no hurry to depart fromthe wall, we stood together

there. It was shortly before the tenth Gorean hour, or noon
of the Gorean day.
W stood on the wall near the main gate of Turia, through
which | had entered the city sonme four days ago, the norning
after the departure of the Tuchuk wagons for the pastures
this side of the Ta-Thassa Muntai ns, beyond which lay the
vast, gl eam ng Thassa itself.
I watched the nmerchant wagon, |arge and heavy, wi de,
with planked sides painted alternately white and gold, cov-
ered with a white and gold rain canvas. It was drawn not by
the draft tharlarion |like nmost nmerchant wagons but, like
some, by four brown bask.
"How wi Il you | eave the city?" asked Di na.
"By rope," | said. "And on foot."
She | eaned over the parapet, |ooking skeptically down at
the stones sone hundred feet bel ow
"I't will take tinme," she said, "and the walls are patrolled
closely after sundown, and lit by torches." She | ooked at ne.

"And you will he on foot," she said. "You know we have
hunting sleen in Turia?"
"Yes," 1 said, "I know"

"I't is unfortunate," she said, "that you do not have a swift
kaiila and then you might, in- broad daylight, hurtle past the
guards and nake your way into the prairie."

"Even could | steal a kaiila or tharlarion," |I said, "there
are tarnsmen"

"Yes," she said, "that is true."
; Tarnsmen woul d have little difficulty in finding a rider and
mount on the open prairie near Turia. It was al nost certain
they would be flying within mnutes after an al arm was
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sounded, even though they need be summoned fromthe

bat hs, the Paga taverns, the gam ng roons of Turia, in which
of late, the siege over, they had been freely spending their
mercenary gold, nmuch to the delight of Turians. In a few

days, their recreations conplete, | expected Ha-Keel would
wei gh up his gold, narshal his nmen and withdraw t hrough
the clouds fromthe city. I, of course, did not wish to wait a

few days or nore or however long it mght take Ha-Kee

to rest his nen, square his accounts with Saphrar and depart.

The heavy nerchant wagon was near the nain gate now

and it was being waved forward.

I looked out over the prairie, in the direction that had

been taken by the Tuchuk wagons. Sone five days now they

had been gone. It had seened strange to nme that Kanthak,

the resolute, inplacable Kancthak of the Tuchuks, had so

soon surrendered his assault on the city not that | expected

it would have been, if prolonged, successful. Indeed, 1 re-

spected his wisdomwi thdrawing in the face of a situation in

which there was nothing to be gained and, considering the

vul nerability of the wagons and bask to tarnsmen, nuch to

be lost. He had done the wise thing. But how it nust have

hurt him he, Kanthak, to turn the wagons and wi t hdraw
from Turia, |eaving Kutaituchik unrevenged and Saphrar of
Turia triunphant. It had been, in its way, a courageous thing
for himto do. | would rather have expected Kanthak to
have stood before the walls of Turia, his kaiila saddled, his
arrows at hand, until the wi nds and snows had at |ast driven
him the Tuchuks, the wagons and the bask away fromthe
gates of the bel eaguered city, the nine-gated, high-walled
stronghol d of Turia, inviolate and never conquer ed.
This train of thought was interrupted by the sounds of an
altercation below, the shouting of an annoyed guardsnman at
the gate, the protesting cries of the driver of the merchant
wagon. | | ooked down fromthe wall, and to ny anusenent,
though | felt sorry for the distraught driver, saw that the
right, rear wheel of the wi de, heavy wagon had slipped the
axl e and that the wagon, obviously heavily | oaded, was now
tilting crazily, and then the axle struck the dirt, inbedding
itself.
The driver had i medi ately | eaped down and was gesti cu-
lating wildly beside the wheel. Then, irrationally, he put his
shoul der under the wagon box and began to push up, trying
to right the wagon, surely an inpossible task for one nan.
Thi s anused several of the guards and sone of the pas-
sersby as well, who gathered to watch the driver's dis-
confiture. Then the officer of the guard, nearly beside him
self with rage, ordered several of his anused nen to put their
shoul ders to the wagon as well. Even the several nen, togeth-
er with the driver, could not right the wagon, and it seened
that | evers nmust be sent for
I | ooked away, across the prairie, benmused. Dina was stil
wat ching the broil below and | aughing, for the driver seened
so utterly distressed and apol ogetic, cringing and danci ng
about and scraping before the irate officer. Then | noted
across the prairie, hardly remarking it, a streak of dust in the
sky.
Even the guards and townsfol k here and there on the wall
seenmed now to be watching the stalled wagon bel ow.
I | ooked down again. The driver | noted was a young nan,
well built. He had blond hair. There seened to be sonething
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fam liar about him
Suddenly | wheel ed and gripped the parapet. The streak of
dust was now nore evident. It was approaching the nmain
gate of Turi a.
| seized Dina of Turia in ny arns.
"What's wong!" she said.
I whispered to her, fiercely. "Return to your honme and
| ock yourself in. Do not go out into the streets!"
"I do not understand," said she. "Wat are you talking
about ?"
"Do not ask questions," | ordered her. "Do as | say! o
hone, bolt the door to your roons, do not |eave the house!"
"But, Tarl Cabot," she said.

"Hurry!" | said
"You're hurting ny arms," she cried.
"Cbey nel" ~ commanded.

Suddenly she | ooked out over the parapet. She, too, saw
the dust. Her hand went to her nouth. Her eyes w dened in
fear.

"You can do nothing," | said. "Run!"
| kissed her savagely and turned her about and thrust her a
dozen feet down the wal kway i nside the wall. She stunbled a
few feet and turned. "Wat of you?" she cried.

"Run!" | comanded.

And Dina of Turia ran down the wal kway, along the rim
of the high wall of Turia.
Beneath the unbelted tunic of the Bakers, slung under ny
left arm its lineaments concealed |largely by a short brown
cl oak worn over the left shoul der, there hung ny sword and
with it, the quiva. | now, not hurrying, renoved the weapons
fromny tunic, renmoved the cloak and wapped theminside it.
| then | ooked once nore over the parapet. The dust was
closer now In a nmoment | would be able to see the kaiila,
the flash of light fromthe | ance bl ades. Judging fromthe
dust, its dinensions, its speed of approach, the riders, perhaps
hundreds of themthe first wave, were riding in a narrow
colum, at full gallop. The narrow col um, and probably the
Tuchuk spacing, a Hundred and then the space for a Hun-
dred, open, and then another Hundred, and so on, tends to
narrow the front of dust, and the spaces between Hundreds
gives tinme for some of the dust to dissipate and al so, inciden-
tally, to rise sufficiently so that the progress of the conse-
quent Hundreds is in no way inpeded or handi capped. |
coul d now see the first Hundred, five abreast, and then the
open space behind them and then the second Hundred. They

were approaching with great rapidity. | now saw a sudden
flash of light as the sun took the tips of Tuchuk | ances.
Quietly, not wishing to hurry, | descended fromthe wal

and approached the stalled wagon, the open gate, the guards.
Surely in a nmoment someone on the wall would give the
al arm
At the gate the officer was still berating the blond-haired
fellow He had blue eyes, as | had known he would, for | had
recogni zed him from above
"You will suffer for this!" the comander of the guard
was crying. "You dull fool!"
"Ch nercy, master!" whined Harold of the Tuchuks.
"What is your nanme?" demanded the officer
At that noment there was a long, wailing cry of horror
fromthe wall above. "Tuchuks!" The guards suddenly | ooked
about thenselves startled. Then two nore people on the wall
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took up the cry, pointing wildly out over the wall. "Tuchuks!
Cl ose the gates!"
The officer | ooked up in alarm and then he cried out to
the men on the windlass platform "Cl ose the gates!"”
"I think you will find," said Harold, "that my wagon is in
the way."
Suddenl y understanding, the officer cried out in rage and
whi pped his sword fromhis sheath but before he could raise
his armthe young nman had | eaped to himand thrust a quiva
into his heart. "My nane," he said, "is Harold of the
Tuchuks!"
There was now screaming on the walls, the rushing of
guardsnen toward the wagon. The nen on the wi ndl ass
platformwere slowy swi nging the great doubl e gates shut as
much as possible. Harold had withdrawn his quiva fromthe
breast of the officer. Two nmen | eaped toward himw th
swords drawn and | |leaped in front of himand engaged
them droppi ng one and woundi ng t he ot her
"Wl | done, Baker," he cried.
| gritted ny teeth and net the attack of another man. |
coul d now hear the drunmm ng of kaiila paws beyond the
gate, perhaps no nore than a pasang away. The doubl e gate
had cl osed now save for the wagon wedged between the two
parts of the gate. The wagon bask, upset by the running
men, the shouting and the clank of arns about them were
bellowing wildly and throwi ng their heads up and down,
stonping and pawing in the dust.
My Turian foe took the short sword under the heart.
kicked himfromthe blade barely in tine to neet the attack
of two nore men.
I heard Harold's voice behind nme. "I suppose while the
bread is baking," he was saying, "there is little to do but
stand about and inprove one's swordpl ay."
I mght have responded but | was hard pressed.
"I had a friend," Harold was saying, "whose name was
Tarl Cabot. By now he would have slain both of them"
| barely turned a blade fromnmny heart.
"And quite sone tinme ago," Harold added.
The man on ny | eft now began to nove around nme to ny
left while the other continued to press nme fromthe front. It
shoul d have been done seconds ago. | stepped back, getting
my back to the wagon, trying to keep their steel from ne.
"There is a certain resenbl ance between yourself and ny
friend Marl Shot," Harold was saying, "save that your
sword is decidedly inferior to his. Also he was of the caste
of warriors and would not permt hinself to be seen on his
funeral pyre in the robes of so low a caste as that of the
Bakers. Mreover, his hair was red like a larl fromthe
sun whereas yours is a rather comon and, if | may say so,
a rat her uninspired black."
I managed to slip ny blade through the ribs of one man
and twist to avoid the-thrust of the other. In an instant the
position of the man | had felled was filled by yet another
guar dsman.
"It would be well to be vigilant also on the right," re-
mar ked Har ol d.
I spun to the right just intinme to turn the blade of a third

nan.
"I't would not have been necessary to tell Tarl Cabot that,"
Harol d sai d.
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Some passersby were now fleeing past, crying out. The
great alarmbars of the city were now ringing, struck by iron
hammrer s.
"l sonetimes wonder where old Tarl Cabot is," Harold
said wistfully.
"You Tuchuk idiot!" | screamned.
Suddenly | saw the faces of the nmen fighting me turn from
rage to fear. They turned and ran fromthe gate.

"I't would now be well," said Harold, "to take refuge under
the wagon." | then saw his body dive past, scranbling under
the wagon. | threw nyself to the ground and rolled under
with him

Al nost instantly there was a wild cry, the war cry of the

Tuchuks, and the first five kaiila | eaped fromoutside the gate

onto the top of the wagon, finding firmfooting on what | had

taken to be sinple rain canvas, but actually was canvas

stretched over a | oad of rocks and earth, accounting for the

i ncredi bl e wei ght of the wagon, and then bounded fromthe

wagon, two to one side, two the other, and the mddle rider
actually leaping fromthe top of the wagon to the dust beyond

the harnessed bask. In an instant another five and then
anot her and another had repeated this maneuver and soon,
sonetines with squealing of kaiila and dismounting of riders

as one beast or another would be crowded between the gates
and the others, a Hundred and then another Hundred had
hurtled howing into the city, black | acquered shields on the
eft arns, lance seized in the right hand. About us there were
the stanping paws of kaiila, the crying of nmen, the sound of
arns, and al ways nore and nore Tuchuks striking the top of
the wagon and bounding into the city uttering their war cry.
Each of the Hundreds that entered turned to its own destina
tion, taking different streets and turns, sone dismounting and
clinmbing to conmand the roofs with their small bows. Al
ready | could snell snoke.
Under the wagon with us, crouching, terrified, were three
Turians, civilians, a wi ne vendor, a potter and a girl. The
wi ne vendor and the potter were peeping fearfully from
bet ween the wheels at the riders thundering into the streets.
Harol d, on his hands and knees, was |ooking into the eyes of

the girl who knelt, too, nunb with terror. "I am Harold of
the Tuchuks," he was telling her. He deftly renmoved the vei
pi ns and she scarcely noticed, so terrified was she. "I am not

really a bad fellow, " he was informing her. "Wuld you Ilike
to be ny slave?" She nmanaged to shake her head, No, a tiny
motion, her eyes wide with fear. "Ah, well," said Harold,
repinning her veil. "It is probably just as well anyway.
al ready have one slave and two girls in one wagon if | had
a wagon woul d probably be difficult." The girl nodded her
head affirmatively. "Wen you | eave the wagon," Harold told
her, "you m ght be stopped by Tuchuks nasty fellows who
would like to put your pretty little throat in a collar you
under st and?" She nodded, Yes. "So you tell themthat you
are already the slave of Harold the Tuchuk, understand?"
She nodded again. "It will be dishonest on your part," said
Har ol d apol ogetically, "but these are hard times." There were
tears in her eyes. "Then go honme and | ock yourself in the
cellar," he said. He glanced out. There were still riders
pouring into the city. "But as yet," he said, "you cannot
| eave." She nodded, Yes. He then unpinned her veil and took
her in his arms, inproving the tine.
| sat cross-1legged under the wagon, ny sword across ny
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knees, watching the paws and |l egs of the swirling kaiila
boundi ng past. | heard the hiss of crosshow quarrels and one
rider and his nmount stunbled off the wagon top, falling and
rolling to one side, others bounding over him Then | heard
the twang of the small ham bows of Tuchuks. Sonewhere,

off on the other side of the wagon, | heard the heavy

grunting of a tharlarion and the squealing of a kaiila, the neeting of |ances and shi el ds.

a worman, unveiled, hair
stream ng behind her, tw sting, buffeted, anbng the kaiil a,
sonmehow managing to find her way anong them and rush
bet ween two buildings. The tolling of the alarmbars was now
fearful throughout the city. | could hear scream ng sone
hundred yards away. The roof of a building on the left was
afire and snoke and sparks were being hurled into the sky
and swept by the wind across the adjoining buildings. Sone
dozen di snounted Tuchuks were now at the great w ndl ass
onits platformslowy opening the gates to their maxi mum
wi dt h, and when they had done so the Tuchuks, how ing and
wavi ng their |ances, entered the city in ranks of twenty
abreast, thus only five ranks to the Hundred. | could now see
snoke down the | ong avenue | eading fromthe gate, in a
dozen places. Already | saw a Tuchuk with a dozen silver
cups tied on a string to his saddle. Another had a scream ng
worman by the hair, running her beside his stirrup. And stil
nmore Tuchuks bounded into the city. The wall of a building
off the main avenue collapsed flanming to the street. | could
hear in three or four places the clash of arns, the hiss of the
bolts of crossbows, the answering featherswift flight of the
barbed Tuchuk war arrows. Another wall, on the other side
of the avenue, tunbled downward, two Turian warriors
| eaping fromit, being ridden down by Tuchuks, |eaping over
the burning debris on kaiilaback, |ance in hand.
Then in the clearing inside the gate, on his kaiila, lance in
his right fist, turning and barking orders, | saw Kanthak of
- the Tuchuks, waving nen to the left and right, and to the
roof tops. His lance point was red. The black | acquer of his
shield was deeply cut and scraped. The netal net that de-
pended from his hel met had been thrown back and his eyes
and face were fearful to behold. He was flanked by officers
of the Tuchuks, commanders of Thousands, nounted as he
was and arnmed. He turned his kaiila to face the city and it
reared and he lifted his shield on his left armand his lance in
his right fist. "I want the bl ood of Saphrar of Turia," he cried.
It had, of course, been the Tuchuk turn
One nakes a pretext of seriously besieging a city, spending
several days, sonetinmes weeks, in the endeavor, and then,
apparently, one surrenders the sedge and wi t hdraws, noving
away slowy with the wagons and bask for sone days in
this case four and then, the bask and wagons renoved from
probabl e danger, swiftly, in a single night, under the cover of
darkness, sweeping back to the city, taking it by surprise.
It had worked well.
Much of Turia was in flanes. Certain of the Hundreds,
del egated the task, had immedi ately, al nost before the al arm
bars coul d sound, seized many of the wells, granaries and
public buildings, including the very pal ace of Phani us Turnus
itself. The Ubar, and Kanras, his highest officer, had fallen
captive al nost i medi ately, each to a Hundred set that
pur pose. Mst of the H gh Council of Turia, too, nowre- ~
posed in Tuchuk chains. The city was |argely without |eader-
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shi p, though here and there brave Turians had gat hered
guardsnen and nen-at-arns and deternined civilians and
seal ed off streets, forming fortresses within the city agai nst
the invaders. The conmpound of the House of Saphrar, how
ever, had not fallen, protected by its numerous guardsnen
and its high walls, nor had the tower el sewhere that sheltered
the tarn cots and warriors of Ha-Keel, the nmercenary from
Port Karl
Kanthak had taken up quarters in the pal ace of Phanius
Turmus, which, save for the looting and the ripping down of
tapestries, the wanton defacing of wall npsaics, was un-
harmed. It was fromthis place that he directed the occupa-
tion of the city.
Harol d, after the Tuchuks had entered the city, insisted on
squiring the young wormman hone whom he had encountered
under the wagon, and, for good neasure, the w ne vendor
and potter as well. | acconpanied him stopping only |ong
enough to rip away nost of the upper portions of the baker's
tunic and rinse the dye fromny hair in a street fountain. |
had no wish to be brought down with a Tuchuk arrow in the
streets as a Turian civilian. Also | knew nany of the Tuchuks
were familiar with ny perhaps too red hair and m ght, seeing
it, generously retain fromfiring on its owner. It seened to
me that for once ny hair mght actually prove useful, a
turnabout | contenplated with pleasure. Do not take ne
wong, | amrather fond, on the whole, of my hair, it is
merely that one nust, to be objective about such natters,
recognize that it has, fromtine to tine, involved ne in
various difficulties beginning about ny fourth year. Now,
however, it might not hurt at all to be pronptly and accu-
rately identified by nmeans of it.

Wien | lifted nmy head fromthe fountain in the Turian
street Harold cried out in amazenent, "Wy you ARE Tart
Cabot ! "

"Yes," | had responded.

After we had taken the girl and the potter and w ne
vendor to whatever safety their hones might afford, we set
out for the House of Saphrar, where, after sonme exam nation
of the scene, | convinced nyself there was nothing inmedi-
ately to be done. It was invested by better than two of the
Thousands. No assault of the place had yet begun. Doubtl ess
rocks and | arge pieces of building stone had al ready been
piled behind the gates. | could snell tharlarion oil on the
walls, waiting to be fired and poured on those who night
attenpt to dig at the walls or nount |adders agai nst them
Occasi onal arrows and crossbow bolts were exchanged. One
thing troubled nme. The standing wall about the conpound
kept the Tuchuk bowren far enough fromthe roof of the
keep within that tarns nmight, without too great a danger,
enter and | eave the conpound. Saphrar, if he chose, could
escape on tarnback. As yet, cut off, he probably had no way
of knowi ng how serious his danger was. Wthin he undoubt -
edly had anple food and water to withstand a |long siege. It
seenmed to nme he could fly with safety when he chose, but
that he had merely not yet chosen
I then wished to proceed inmediately to the pal ace of
Phani us Turmus, where Kanthak had set up his headquar
ters, to place nyself at his disposal, but Harold insisted
rat her on trooping about the city, here and there exam ning
pockets of Turian resistance.
"Why?" | asked.
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"W owe it to our inportance," he said.

"Ch," | said.
At last it was night and we were nalting our way through
the streets of Turia, sonetinmes between burning buil dings.
We cane to a high, walled structure and began wal ki ng
about it.
I could hear occasional shouts inside. Al so, at one point,
the wailing of women carried to ny ears.

"What place is this?" | asked.
"The pal ace of Phanius Turnus," he said.
"I heard the crying of wonen," | said.

"Turian wonen," said Harold, "taken by Tuchuks." Then

he added, "Much of the richest booty of Turia lies behind
these walls."

I was astoni shed when, at the gate to the pal ace of Phanius
Turnmus, the four Tuchuk guards snote their | ances three
times on their leather shields. The lance strikes the shield
once for the commander of a Ten; twice for the commander

of a Hundred; three tines for the commander of a Thou-

sand. "Pass, Commanders," said the chief of the four guards,
and t hey stepped aside.

Naturally | inquired of Harold, shortly after entering, the

meani ng of the guards' salutation. | had expected to be
chal  enged and then perhaps, if all went well, wangled inside
on sone stratagem dreaned up by Harold on the spur of, the
nonent .
"I't neans," remarked Harold, |ooking about the court-
yard, "that you have the rank of a Commander of a Thou-
sand. "
"I don't understand," | said.
"It is a gift of Kanthak," said Harold. "I suggested it as

appropriate in view of your manly, if sonewhat clunsy,
efforts at the gate."

"Thank you," | said.
"I of course recommended the sane rank for nyself," said
Harol d, "inasnuch as | amthe one who really carried the
thing off."

"Naturally," | said.

"You do not, of course, have a Thousand to comand, "
poi nted out Harol d.
"Nonet hel ess,"” | said, "there is considerable power inthe rank itself."
"That is true," he said.
Indeed it was true, for the next |evel beneath a Ubar
anong the Wagon Peoples is that of the Commander of a
Thousand.
"Way did you not tell ne?" | asked.
"It did not seemto ne inportant," remarked the young
nan.
I clenched ny fists and consi dered punching himin the
nose, noderately hard.
"Korobans, though,"” renmarked Harold, "are probably
nmore inpressed with such things than Tuchuks."

By this tine | had foll owed Harold over to a corner of the
courtyard wall, which was heaped hi gh, banked into the ,
corner, with precious netals, plates, cups; bows of jewels;
neckl aces and bracel ets; boxes of coins and, in heavy, wood
en crates, nunerous stacked cubes of silver and gold, each ;
stanped with its weight, for the palace of a Ubar is also the
mnt of a city, where its coins are struck one at atine by a

hamrer pounding on the flat-cap of a die. Incidentally,
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Gorean coins are not nmade to be stacked and accordingly,

because of the possible depth of the relief and the consequent

liberties accorded to the artist, the Gorean coin is al nost

al ways nore beautiful than the machine-nilled, flat, uniform

coins of Earth. Sone Corean coins are drilled, incidentally, to

all ow stringing, the coins of Tharna, for exanple; Turian

coins, and nost others, are not.

Further on down the wall there were great piles of cloth,

mostly silk; | recogni zed them as Robes of Conceal nent.

Beyond them again in a | arge heap, were numerous weap-

ons, saddl es and harnesses. Beyond them | saw nunerous

rugs and tapestries, rolled, for transport fromthe city.

"As n commander," said Harold, "you may take what you

want of any of this."

| nodded.

We now entered yet another courtyard, an inner court-

yard, between the palace and the inside wall of the outer

courtyard

Here | saw, along one wall, a long line of Turian wonen,

uncl ot hed, who were kneeling, fastened together in various

ways, sone by chains, sone by thongs. The wrists of each,
however, were bound, one girl's before her body and the next
behi nd her back, alternately. It was these wonmen whom |
had heard outside the wall. Sonme were sobbing, others

wai | i ng, but nost were silent, nunb with shock, staring at the

ground. Two Tuchuk guards stood over them One carried a
sl ave whip and, occasionally, should the cries of one of the
girls grow too obtrusive, he would silence her with the |ash
"You are the commander of a Thousand," said Harold. "If
one of the girls pleases you, let the guard know and he will
mar k her for you."

"No," | said. "Let us proceed directly to Kanthak."
At that noment there was a scream and commotion at the

gate to the inner courtyard and two Tuchuks, one | aughing
and with a bl oody shoul der, were dragging a fiercely resist-
ing, unveiled but clothed girl between them
It was Dina of Turial

The | aughi ng Tuchuk, he with the bl oody shoul der, haul ed

her before us.

"A beauty," said he, "Comander!" He nodded to his

shoul der. "Marvel ous! A fighter!" 1

Suddenly Di na stopped pulling and ki cking and scratching. ',
She flung up her head and | ooked at me, breathing hard,

startled. - ~

"Do not add her to the chain,” | said. "Neither renove her |
clothing nor put her in bonds. Permit her to veil herself if
wi shes. She is to be treated in all respects as a free woman.
Take her back to her honme and while we remain in the city,
guard her with your lives."

The two men were startled, but Tuchuk discipline is re-

| ensl ess. "Yes, Commander!" they both cried, releasing her
"Wth our lives!"

Di na of Turia | ooked at nme, gratitude in her eyes.

"You will be safe," | assured her.
"But nmy city burns," she said.
"I amsorry," | said, and turned swiftly away, to enter the

pal ace of Phani us Turnus.

I knew that while the Tuchuks remained in Turia there
woul d be in all the city no woman nore safe than lovely
Di na, she only of the Caste of Bakers.

| sprang up the steps, followed by Harold, and we soon

she
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found ourselves in the marbled entry hall of the pal ace.
Kaiila were stabled there.
Directed by Tuchuks we soon nade our way to the throne
room of Phanius Turnmus, where, to nmy surprise, a banquet
was in progress. At one end of the room on the throne of
the UWbar, a purple robe thrown over his black |eather, sat
dour Kanthak of the Tuchuks, his shield and | ance | eaning
agai nst the throne, an unsheathed quiva on the right arm of
the throne. At the |ow tables, perhaps brought from various
pl aces in the palace, there sat many Tuchuk officers, and
even some nen without rank. Wth them now freed of
collars, were exuberant Tuchuk girls bedecked in the robes of
free wonen. All were | aughing and drinking. Only Kanthak
seened solem. Near him in places of honor, at a long, |ow
tabl e, above the bows of yellow and red salt, on each side,
sat many of the high men of Turia, clad in their finest robes,
their hair oiled, scented and conbed for the banquet. | saw
anong them Kanras, Chanpion of Turia, and another, on
Kanthak's right hand, a heavy, swollen, despondent man,
who could only have been Phanius Turnus hinsel f. Behind
them st ood Tuchuk guards, quivas in their right hands. At a
sign from Kanchak, as the nmen well knew, their throats
woul d be i mediately cut.
Kanthak turned to them "Eat," he said.
Bef ore them had been placed | arge gol den di shes heaped
with delicacies prepared by the kitchens of the Ubar, tal
precious goblets filled with Turian w nes, the small bow s of
spi ces and sugars with their stirring spoons at hand.
The tabl es were served by naked Turian girls, fromthe
hi ghest famlies of the city.
There were nusicians present and they, to the best of their
ability under the circunstances, attenpted to provide nusic
for the feast.
Sonetinmes one of the serving girls would be seized by an
ankl e or arm and dragged screaning to the cushi ons anong
the tables, much to the anusenent of the nen and the
Tuchuk girls.
"Eat," ordered Kanthak.
oediently the captive Turians began to put food in their
nmout hs.
"Wl cone, Commanders," said Kanthak, turning and re-
garding us, inviting us to sit down.
"l did not expect to see you in Turia," | said.
"Neither did the Turians," remarked Harol d, reaching over
the shoul der of one of the high council of Turia and taking a
candl ed verr chop.
But Kanthak was | ooki ng away di sconsol ately toward the
rug before the throne, now stained with spilled beverages,
cluttered with the thrown garbage of the feast. He hardly
seened aware of what was taking place. Though this should
have been a night of triunph for him he did not seem

pl eased. |
"The Ubar of the Tuchuks does not appear happy,"
observed.

Kanthak turned and | ooked at nme again.

"The city burns,” | said.

"Let it burn," said Kanthak.

"I't is yours," | said.

"I do not want Turin," he said.

"What is it you seek?" | asked.
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"Only the bl ood of Saphrar," said he.
"Al'l this," | asked, "is only to avenge Kutaituchik?"
"To avenge Kutaituchik," said Kanthak, "I would burn a |
thousand cities." ;
"How is that?" | asked.
"He was ny father," said Kanthak, and turned away.
During the nmeal, fromtine to tine, nessengers, from
various parts of the city, and even fromthe di stant wagons, 0O~
hours away by racing kaiila, would approach Kanthak,
speak with himand hastily depart.
More foods and wines were served, and even the high nen
of Turia, at quiva point, were forced to drink heavily and ~
some began to nunbl e and weep, while the feasters grew, to -
the barbaric nel odi es of the nusicians, ever nore nerry and,
wild. At one point three Tuchuk girls, in swirling silKks,
switches in their hands, came into the roomdraggi ng a
wr et ched, stripped Turian girl. They had found a | ong piece
of rope and tied her hands behind her back and then had
wound the sanme rope three or four tinmes about the girl's
wai st, had-securely knotted it, and were |eading her about by
it. "She was our mstress!" cried one of the Tuchuk girls;
| eading the Turian girl, and struck her sharply with the -
switch, at which information the Tuchuk girls at the tables
cl apped their hands with delight. Then, two or three other
groups of Tuchuk struggled in, each | ending sone
wr et ched wench who had but hours before owned them
These girls they forced to conmb their hair and wash their feet
before the tables, perform ng the duties of serving sl aves.
Later they made sone of them dance for the nmen. Then one
of the Tuchuk girls pointed to her ex-mi stress and cried out,
"What am | offered for this slavel" and one of the men,
joining in the sport, would cry out a price, some figure in
terns of copper tarn disks. The Tuchuk girls would shriek
with delight and each joined in inciting buyers and auctioni ng
their nistresses. One beautiful Turian girl was thrown, weep-
ing and bound, into the arms of a l|leather-clad Tuchuk for
only seven copper tarn disks. At the height of such festivities,
a di straught nessenger rushed to Kanthak. The Ubar of the
Tuchuks |istened inpassively and then arose. He gestured at
the captive Turian nen. "Take them away," he said, "put
themin the Kes and chain them put themto work." Phani -
us lilrnus, Kanras and the others were dragged fromthe
tables by their Tuchuk guards. The feasters were now
wat chi ng Kanthak. Even the nusicians were now silent.
"The feast is done," said Kanthak.
The guests and the captives, |led by those who woul d cl ai m
them faded fromthe room
Kanthak stood before the throne of Phanius Turnus,
the purple robe of the Ubar over one shoul der, and | ooked at
the overturned tables, the spilled cups, the remains of the
feast. Only he, Harold and | remained in the great throne room
"What is the matter?" | asked him
"The wagons and bask are under attack," he said.
"By whon®?" cried Harold.
"Paravaci," said Kancthak.
Kanthak had had his hying colums foll owed by sone
two dozen of the wagons, nostly containing supplies. On one
of these wagons, with the top renoved, were the two tarns
Harold and | had stolen fromthe roof of Saphrar's keep
They had been brought for us, thinking that they night be of
use in the warfare in the city or in the transportation of
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goods or nen. A tarn can, incidentally, without difficulty,
carry a knotted rope of seven to ten nen.
Harold and I, nounted on kaiila, rascal toward these
wagons. Thundering behi nd each of us was a Thousand,
whi ch woul d continue on toward the main Tuchuk encanp-
meet, several Ahn away. Harold and | would take a tarn
each and he would go to the Kassars and | to the Kataii
begging their help. | had little hope that either of these;
peopl es woul d cone to the aid of Tuchuks. Then, on the path .
to the main Tuchuk encanpnent, Harold and | were each to
join our Thousand, subsequently doing what we could to
protect the bask and wagons. Kanthak woul d nmeanwhil e
marshal his forces within the city, preparing to wthdraw,
Kut ai tuchi k unavenged, to ride back agai nst the Paravaci
I had learned to ny surprise that the Ubars of the Kassars, Kataii and
Paravaci were, respectively, Conrad, Hakim
ba and Tol nus, the very three | had first encountered with
Kanthak on the plains of Turia when first | came to the
Wagon Peoples. Wiat | had taken to be nerely a group of
four outriders had actually been a gathering of Ubars of the
Wagon Peoples. | should have known that no four comma n

warriors of the four peoples would have ridden together

Further, the Kassars, the Kataii and the Paravaci did not

reveal their true Ubars with any greater wllingness than the

Tuchuks had. Bach people, as the Tuchuks had, had its fal se

Ubar, its decoy to protect the true Ubar from danger or

assassination. But, Kanthak had assured ne, Conrad,

Haki nba and Tol nus were indeed the true Ubars of their

peopl es.

I was nearly slain by arrows when | dropped the fern

am dst the startled blacks of the Kataii, but my black jacket

with the enmbl em of the four bosk horns, enblem of the

Tuchuk courier, soon proved its worth and | was led to the

dais of the Ubar of the Kataii. | was permtted to speak

directly to Hakinmba, when | nmade it clear to ny escort that

I knew the identity of their true Ubar and that it was with

him|l nust speak.

As | expected, Hal dnba's brown eyes and richly scarred

count enance showed little interest in ny presentation of the

plight of the Tuchuks.

It was little to him apparently, that the Paravaci should

raid the herds and wagons of the Tuchuks when nobst of the

Tuchuk warriors were engaged in Turia. He did not, on the

ot her hand, approve of the fact that the raid had taken pl ace

during the Oren Year, which is a tine of general truce

anong the Wagon Peoples. | sensed, however, that he was

angry when | spoke of the probable conplicity of the Para-

vaci with the Turians, striking when and how they did, even

during the Oren Year, presunably to draw the Tuchuks

away from Turia. In short, though Haki nba did not approve

of the Paravaci action and was incensed at their presuned

| eague with the Turians, he did not feel sufficiently strongly

to invest his own nmen in a struggle that did not seemto

concern himdirectly.

"W have our own wagons," said Hakinba, at last. "CQur

wagons are not the wagons of the Tuchuks or of the Kas-

ears or of the Paravaci. If the Paravaci attack our wagons,

we will fight. W will not fight until then."

Haki mba was adamant and it was with a heavy heart that

I clinbed once nore to the saddle of nmy tarn
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In the saddle | said to him "I have heard that the
Paravaci are killing bask."

Haki nba | ooked up. "Killing bosk?" he asked, skeptically.
"Yes," | said, "and cutting out the nose rings to sell In

Turia after the Tuchuks withdraw. "
"WI1l you hel p?" | asked.
"W have our own wagons," said Hakiba. "W will
wat ch our own wagons. "
"What will you do," | asked, "if in another year the Para-
vaci and the Turians turn on the Kataii and kill their bosk?"
"The Paravaci," said Hakinba slowy, "would like to be
the one people and own the grass of all the prairie and all
t he bosk."
"WIl you not fight?" | denmanded. |
"I'f the Paravaci attack us," said Hakinba, "then we wll
fight." Hakinmba | ooked up. "W have our own wagons," he
said. "W will watch our own wagons."
| drew on the one-strap and took the tarn into the air,
striking out across the prairie skies to intercept nmy Thousand
on its way to the wagons of the Tuchuks.
In nmy flight I could see at one point the Onen Vall ey,

where the haruspexes were still working about their numer- |
ous, snoking altars. | laughed bitterly.

In a few Ehn | had overtaken nmy Thousand and gi ven t he

tarn over to five men, who would keep it until its wagon |

shoul d, followi ng the tracks of the riders, reach them
Wthin perhaps the Ahn a grim angry Harold brought his
tarn down between the- two columms, that of his Thousand
and of mne. It took only a nmonent for himto give the tarn
into the keeping of sonme five warriors and | eap on the back
of his kaiila. | had noted, to ny satisfaction, that he now
handl ed the tarn rather well. He had apparently, in the past
several days since our escape from Saphrar's keep, been
famliarizing himself with the saddl e straps and the bird's
habits and responses. But he was not elated as he rode beside
me nor did he speak lightly.
Li ke my own mission to the Kataii, Harold' s mission to the
Kassars had been fruitless. For nuch the sane reasons as the
Kataii, Conrad was unwilling to conmit his forces to the
def ense of Tuchuk herds. Indeed, as we rode together, we
wonder ed that Kanthak had even sent us on an errand so
unlikely of success, an errand in its way, considering the
tenper of the Wagon Peoples, so foolish
Qur kaiila were spent when we reached the wagons of the
Tuchuks and the herds, and we were only two thousand.
Hundr eds of the wagons were burning and fighting was
taking place anong them W found thousands of bosk slain
in the grass, their throats cut, their flesh rotting, the golden
nose rings chopped or torn away.
The nen behind us cried out with rage.
Harol d took his Thousand into the Wagons, engagi ng the
Paravaci wherever he could find them | knewthat in little
more than fifteen or twenty Ehn his forces would be | ost,
di ssi pated anpbng t he wagons, and yet surely the Paravac
must be met and fought there as well as on the prairie. |
swept with nmy Thousand about the outskirts of the herds
until we found sone hundred or two hundred Paravaci en-
gaged in the grisly work of destroying Tuchuk bosk. These
two hundred, stood, |ooking up with their quivas
axes, startled, screamng, were ridden down in a matter
of an Ehn. But then we could see, formng on the crest of a

file:/lIF|/rah/John%20Norman/Chronicles%200f...ounter-Earth%204%20-%20Nomads%200f%20Gor.txt (177 of 238) [1/20/03 3:28:28 AM]



file:/I/F|/rah/Iohn%20Norman/Chroni cles%200f%20Counter-Earth%204%20-%20N omads%200f %20Gor .txt

hill, thousands of Paravaci warriors, apparently held in read-
iness in case reinforcenents should cone. Already they were
mounting their fresh, rested kaiila. W could hear the bosk
horns formng their Hundreds, see the novenents of the
sunlight on their arns.
Rai sing ny arm and shouting, | |ed the Thousand toward
them hoping to catch them before they could form and
charge. Qur bosk horns rang out and nmy brave Thousand,
worn in the saddl e, weary, on spent kaiila, wi thout a rnurnur
or a protest, turned and following ny lead struck into the
center of the Paravaci forces.
In an instant we were enbroil ed anong angry nen the
hal f-f or med, di sorgani zed Hundreds of the Paravaci striking
to the left and right, shouting the war cry of the Tuchuks. |
did not wish to remain on the crest of the hill long enough to
allow the left and right flanks of the Paravaci rapidly as
senbling to fold about my nen and so, in less than four
Ehn as their disorganized, astonished center fell back our
bosk horn sounded our retreat and our nen, as one, with-
drew to the herds only a nonent before the left and right
flanks of the Paravaci woul d have cl osed upon us. W |eft
them faci ng one anot her, cursing, while we noved slowy
back through our bosk, keeping themas a shield. W would
rennin chic cuough that small parties would not be able to
approach the bosk with inpunity again. If they sent archers
forth to slay the beasts, we could, fromw thin the herd,
answer their fire, or, if we wi shed, open the herd and ride
forth, scattering the archers.
Anmong the bosk | ordered nmy nen to rest.
But the Paravaci neither sent forth small groups nor con-
tingents of archers, but forned and, en nasse, riding over the
bodi es of their fallen conrades, began to approach the herd
slowy, to nove through it, slaying themas they went, and;
close with us.
Once agai n our bosk horns sounded and this tine ny
Thousand began to cry out and jab the aninmals with their
| ances, turning themtoward the Paravaci. Thousands of
animals were already turned toward the approachi ng eneny
and beginning to wal k toward them when the Paravaci sud-
denly realized what was happeni ng. Now the bosk began to
move nore swiftly, bellow ng and snorting. And then, as the,
Par avaci bosk horns sounded frantically, our bosk began to
run, their mghty heads with the fearsome horns noddi ng up
and down, and the earth began to trenble and ny nen cried
out nore and jabbed aninmals, riding with the flood and the
Paravaci with cries of horror that coursed the Iength of their
entire line tried to stop and turn their kaiila but the ranks
behi nd them pressed on and they were nmilling there before
us, confused, trying to nake sense out of the wild signals of
their own bosk horns when the herd, horns down, now
running full speed, struck them
It was the vengeance of the bosk and the frightened,
maddened ani mal s thundered into the Paravaci |ines goring
and tranmpling both kaiila and riders, and the Paravaci who
could manage turned their animals and rode for their |ives.
In a nonent, nmaintaining ny saddle in spite of the |eaping
and stunbling of ny kaiila over the slain bosk, fallen kaiila
and screaming nen, | gave orders to turn the bosk back and
reformthem near the wagons. The escapi ng Paravaci could
now, on their kaiila, easily outdistance the herd and |I did not
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wi sh the aninmals to be strung out over the prairie, at the
mercy of the Paravaci when they should at |ast turn and take
up the battle again.

By the time the Paravaci had reformed ny Tuchuks had

managed to swing the herd, slowit, get it mlling about and
then drive it back to a perineter about the wagons.

It was now near nightfall and | was confident the Parava-

ci, who greatly outnunbered us, perhaps in the order of ten
or twenty to one, would wait until mnorning before pressing
the advantage of their nunbers. Wen, on the whole, the

| ong-term bal ance of battle would seemto lie with them
there would be little point in their undertaking the risk of
dar kness.

In the norning, however, they would presumably avoid the
herd, find a clear avenue of attack, and strike, perhaps even rid
t hrough the wagons, pinning us agai nst our own herd.

That night | nmet with Harold, whose nmen had been

fighting among the wagons. He had cl eared several areas of
Paravaci but they were still, here and there, anong the
wagons. Taking council with Harold, we dispatched a rider to
Kancthak in Turia, informing himof the situation, and that
we had little hope of hol ding out.

"I't will make little difference," said Harold. "It will take
the rider, if he gets through, seven Ahn to reach Turia and
even if Kanthak rides with his full force the noment the
rider conmes to the gates of the city, it will be eight Ahn
before their vanguard can reach us and by then it will be

too late."
It seened to nme that what Harold said was true, and that
there was little point in discussing it nmuch further. | nodded wearily.

Both Harold and | then spoke with our nmen, each issuing by
orders that any man with us who w shed night now with-
draw from the wagons and rejoin the main forces in Turia.
Not a man of either Thousand noved.
W set pickets and took what rest we could, in the open,
the kaiila saddl ed and tethered at hand.
In the norning, before dawn, we awakened and fed on
dried bosk meat, sucking the dew fromthe prairie grass.
Shortly after dawn we discovered the Paravaci fornming in
their Thousands away fromthe herd, preparing to strike the
wagons fromthe north, pressing through, slaying all Iiving
things they might encounter, save wonen, slave or free. The
latter would be driven before the warriors through the wag
ons, both slave girls and free wonen stripped and bound
together in groups, providing shields against arrows and | ance
charges on kaiil aback for the nen advanci ng behi nd them
Harold and | determ ned to appear to neet the Paravaci in
the open before the wagons and then, when they charged,
to wi thdraw anong the wagons, and cl ose the wagons on their
attacking front, halting the charge, then at al nost point
bl ank range hopefully taking heavy toll of their forces by our
archers. It would be, of course, only a matter of tinme before
our barricade would be forced or outflanked, perhaps from
five pasangs distant, in an undefended sector
The battle was joined at the seventh Gorean hour and, as
pl anned, as soon as the Paravaci center was comitted, the
bul k of our forces wheeled and retreated anong the wagons,
the rest of our forces then turning and pushing the wagons
together. As soon as our nmen were through the barricade
they | eaped fromtheir kaiila, bow and quiver in hand, and
took up prearranged positions under the wagons, between
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them on them and behind the wagon box pl anking, taking
advant age of the arrow ports therein.
The brunt of the Paravaci charge al nost tipped and broke
t hrough the wagons, but we had | ashed themtoget her and
they held. It was like a flood of kailla and riders, weapons
flourishing, that broke and pil ed agai nst the wagons, the rear
ranks pressing forward on those before them Sone of the
rear ranks actually clinbed fallen and struggling conrades
and | eaped over the wagons to the other side, where they
were cut down by archers and dragged fromtheir kaiila to
be flung beneath the knives of free Tuchuk wonen.
At a distance of little nore than a dozen feet thousands of
arrows were poured into the trapped Paravaci and yet they
pressed forward, on and over their brethren, and then arrows
spent, we net themon the wagons thenselves with | ances in
our hands, thrusting them back and down.
About a pasang di stant we could see new forces of the
Paravaci formng on the crest of a sweeping gradient.
The sound of their bask horns was wel cone to us, sig-
naling the retreat of those at the wagons.
Bl oody, covered with sweat, gasping, we saw the living
Par avaci draw back, falling back between the newly formng
Iines on the gradi ent above.
| issued orders swiftly and exhausted men poured from
beneat h and between the wagons to haul as many of the
fallen kaiila and riders as possible fromthe wagons, that
there mght not be a wall of dying aninmals and nen giving
access to the height of our wagons.
Scarcely had we cl eared the ground before the wagons
when the Paravaci bask horns sounded agai n and anot her
wave of kaiila and riders, |ances set, raced towards us. Four
times they charged thus and four tinmes we held them back
My men and those of Harold had now been deci mated and
there were few that had not |ost blood. | estimated that there
was scarcely a quarter of those living who had ridden with us
to the defense of the herds and wagons.
Once again Harold and | issued our orders that any wi sh-
ing to depart mght now do so.
Again no man noved
"Look," cried an archer, pointing to the gradient.
There we coul d see new thousands form ng, the standards
of Hundreds and Thousands taking up their position.
"It is the Paravaci main body," said Harold. "It is the end."
| looked to the left and right over the torn, bloody barri
cade of wagons, at the remains of ny nmen, wounded and
exhausted, many of themlying on the barricade or on the
ground behind it, trying to gain but a nonment's respite. Free
worren, and even sone Turian slave girls, went to and fro,
bringing water and, here and there, where there was point in
it, binding wounds. Sone of the Tuchuks began to sing the
Bl ue Sky Song, the refrain of which is that though |I die, yet
there will be the bask, the grass and sky.
I stood with Harold on a planked platformfixed across the
wagon box of the wagon at our center, whose doned frane
wor k had been torn away. Together we | ooked out over the
field. W watched the mlIling of kaiila and riders in the
di stance, the novenent of standards.
"W have done well," said Harold.
"Yes," | said, "I think so."
We heard the bosk horns of the Paravaci signaling to the
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assenbl ed Thousands.

"I wish you well," said Harol d.
I turned and sniled at him "I wish you well," | said.
Then again we heard the bask horns and the Paravaci, in
vast ranks, |ike sweeping crescents, |ike steel scythes of nen

and animals and arns, far extending beyond our own I|ines,
began to nove slowy towards us, gaining steadily in nonmen
tum and speed with each traversed yard of stained prairie.
Harold and |, and those of our nen that renained, stood
wi th the wagons, watching the nearing waves of warriors,
observing the noment when the chain face guards of the
Paravaci helnmets were thrown forward, the nonent when
the lances, like that of a single man, were |leveled. W could
now hear the drumming of the paws of the kaiila, grow ng
ever nore rapid and intense, the squealing of animals here
and there along the Iine, the rustle of weapons and accou
ternments.
"Listen!" cried Harold.

I listened, but seemed to hear only the maddeningly inten
sifying thunder of the Paravaci kaiila sweeping towards us, but then |I heard, fromthe far
and right, the sound of distant bosk horns.

"Bosk horns!" cried Harol d.
"What does it matter?" | asked.
I wondered how many Paravaci there could possibly be.
I watched the nearing warriors, |ances ready, the sw ftness
of the charge hurtling into full career.
"Look!" cried Harold, sweeping his hand to the left and

right.
My heart sank. Suddenly rising over the crest of rolling
hills, like black floods, fromboth the left and the right, | saw

on racing kaiila what nust have been thousands of warriors,
t housands upon t housands.
I unsheat hed ny sword. | supposed it would he the | ast
time | would do so.

"Look!" cried Harold.

"I see," | said, "what does it matter?"

"Look!" he screaned, |eaping up and down.
And | | ooked and saw suddenly and ny heart stopped
beating and then | uttered a wild cry for fromthe left, riding
with the Thousands sweeping over the hills, | saw the stan-
dard of the Yell ow Bow, and on the right, flying forward
with the hurtling Thousands, its |eather streaning behind its
pole, | saw the standard of the Three-Wi ghted Bol a.

"Katain!" screamed Harol d, huggi ng ne. "Kassars!"

| stood dunbfounded on the planking and saw the two

great wedges of the Kataii and the Kassars close |like tongs
on the trapped Paravaci, taking themin the unprotected
flanks, crushing the ranks before themw th the wei ght of
their charge. And even the sky seemed dark for a nonent

as, fromthe left and right, thousands upon thousands of
arrows fell like dark rain anmong the startled, stunbling,
turni ng Paravaci

"W night help," remarked Harol d.

"Yes!" | cried.
"Korobans are slow to think of such matters," he re-
mar ked.
| turned to the nen. "QOpen the wagons!" | cried. "To your
ani mal s!"

And in an instant it seened the wagon | ashing kind been
cut by quivas and our hundreds of warriors, the pitiful
remmant of our two Thousands, swept forth upon the Parava-

| eft

file:/lIF|/rah/John%20Norman/Chronicles%200f...ounter-Earth%204%20-%20Nomads%200f%20Gor.txt (181 of 238) [1/20/03 3:28:28 AM]



file:/I/F|/rah/Iohn%20Norman/Chroni cles%200f%20Counter-Earth%204%20-%20N omads%200f %20Gor .txt

ci, riding as though they had been fresh rested and ready,
shouting the wild war cry of the Tuchuks.
It was not until late that afternoon that | net with Hakim
ba of the Kataii and Conrad of the Kassars. On the field we
met and, as conrades in arms, we enbraced one anot her
"W have our own wagons," sai d Hakinba, "but yet we are of the Wagon Peoples."
"It is so, too, with us," said Conrad, he of the Kassars.
"I regret only," | said, "that | sent word to Kanthak and
even now he has withdrawn his nen from Turia and is
returning to the wagons."
"No," said Hakimba, "we sent riders to Turia even as we
| eft our own canp. Kanthak knew of our novenents |ong
before you."
"And of ours," said Conrad, "for we too sent himword
thinking it well to keep himinforned in these matters."
"For a Kataii and a Kassar," said Harold, "you two are
not bad fellows." And then he added. "See that you do not
ride off with any of our bask or wonen."
"The Paravaci |eft their canp largely unguarded," said
Haki mba. "Their strength was brought here."
I | aughed.
"Yes," said Conrad, "npost of the Paravaci bask are now in
the herds of the Kataii and Kassars."
"Reasonably evenly divided |I trust," remarked Haki nba.
"I think so," said Conrad. "If not, we can always iron
matters out with a bit of bask raiding."
"That is true," granted Haki nba, the yellow and red scars
winkling into a grin on his |ean, black face.
"when the Paravaci those who escaped us return to
their wagons," remarked Conrad, "they will find a surprise in
store for them™

"Ch?" | inquired.
"W burned nobst of their wagons those we could,"” said
Haki mba. "

"And their goods and wonmen?" inquired Harold.
"Those that pleased us both of goods and wonen," re-
mar ked Conrad, "we carried off of goods that did not
pl ease us, we burned them of wonen that did not please us,
we | eft them stripped and weepi ng anong the wagons."
"This will nmean war," | said, "for many years anong the
Wagon Peopl es. "
"No," said Conrad, "the Paravaci will want back their
bask and wonen and perhaps they may have themfor a
price."
"You are wise," said Harold.
"l do not think they will slay bask or join with Turians
again," said Haki nba.
| supposed he was right. Later in the afternoon the |ast of
the Paravaci had been cleared fromthe Tuchuk wagons,
wherever they mght be found. Harold and | sent a rider
back to Kanchak with news of the victory. Following him in
a few hours, would be a Thousand each fromthe Kataii and
the Kassars, to lend himwhat aid they might in his work in,
Turi a.
In the norning the warriors remai ning of the two Thou"
sands who had ridden with Harold and | would, with the help
of other Tuchuks surviving anong the wagons, nove the
wagons and the bask the field. Already the bask were
growi ng uneasy at the snmell of death and already the grass
about the canp was rustling with the novenents of the tiny
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brown prairie arts, scavengers, conme to feed. Wether, after
we had noved the wagons and bask sonme pasangs away, Wwe
should renmain there, or proceed toward the pastures this side
of the Ta-Thassa Muntains, or return toward Turia, was not
decided. In the thinking of both Harold and nyself, that
deci si on was properly Kanthak's. The Kataii main force and
the Kassar nain force canped separately sone pasangs from
the Tuchuk canp and the field and would, in the norning,
return to their own wagons. Each had exchanged riders who,
fromtinme to tinme, would report to their own canp fromthat
of the other. Each had al so, as had the Tuchuks, set their
own pickets. Neither wished the other to withdraw secretly
and do for them what they together had done for the
Paravaci, and what the Paravaci had attenpted to do to the
Tuchuks. It was not that they, on this night, truly distrusted
one another so much as the fact that a lifetime of raiding
and war had deternined each to be, as a sinple matter of
course, wary of the other.
I nyself was anxious to return to Turia as soon as it could
be well managed. Harold, wllingly enough, volunteered to
remain in the canp until the commander of a Thousand
could be sent fromTuria to relieve him | appreciated this
very much on his part, for | keenly wished to return to Turia
as soon as it would be at all practical | had pressing and ~
significant business yet unfinished behind its walls.
I would | eave in the norning.
That night | found Kanthak's ol d wagon, and though it
had been | ooted, it had not been burned.
There was no sign of either Aphris or Elizabeth, either
about the wagon, or in the overturned, broken sleen cage in
whi ch, when | had | ast seen them Kanthak had confi ned
them | was told by a Tuchuk worman that they had not been
in the cage when the Paravaci had struck but rather that
Aphris had been in the wagon and the barbarian, as she
referred to Mss Cardwel |, had been sent to another wagon,
t he whereabouts she did not know. Aphris had, according to
the woman, fallen into the hands of the Paravaci who had
| oot ed Kanthak's wagon; Elizabeth's fate she did not know,
| gathered, of course, fromthe fact that Elizabeth had been
sent to anot her wagon that Kanthak had sold her. | won-
dered who her new nmaster night be and hoped, for her sake,
that she would well please him She might, of course, have
also fallen, lice Aphris, into the hands of the Paravaci. | was
bitter and sad as | | ooked about the interior of Kanthak's
wagon. The covering on the framework had been torn in
several places and the rugs ripped or carried away. The
saddl e on the side had been cut and the quivas had been
taken fromtheir sheaths. The hangi ngs were torn down, the
wood of the wagon scratched and marred. Mst of the gold
and jewels, and precious plate and cups and goblets, were
m ssing, except where here and there a coin or stone m ght
lie mssed at the edge of the wagon hides or at the foot of
were gone and those that were not had been shattered
agai nst the floor, or against the wagon poles, |eaving dark
stains on the poles and on the hides behind them The floor
was littered with broken glass. Some things, of little or no
worth, but which | renenbered fondly, were still about.
There was a brass ladle that Aphris and Elizabeth had used
in cooking and a tin box of yellow Turian sugar, dented in
now and its contents scattered; and the large, gray |eathery
obj ect which | had upon occasi on seen Kanthak use as a
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stool, that which he had once kicked across the floor for ny
i nspection; he had been fond of it, that curiosity, and would
per haps be pleased that it had not been, |ike nost of his
things, carried away in the |eather | oot sacks of Paravac
raiders. | wondered on the fate of Aphris of Turia.
Kancthak, | knew, however, cared little for the slave, and
woul d not be nuch concerned; yet her fate concerned ne,
and ~ hoped that she might |live, that her beauty if not
conpassi on or justice mght have won her life for her, be it
only as a Paravaci wagon slave; and then, too, | wondered
again on the fate of Mss Elizabeth Cardwell, the lovely
young New York secretary, so cruelly and so far renoved
fromher own world; and then, exhausted, | |ay down on the
boards of Kanthak's | ooted wagon and fell asleep
Turia was now | argely under the control of Tuchuks. For
days it had been burning.
The norning after the Battle at the Wagons | had
mounted a rested kaiila and set forth for Turia. Sonme Ahn
after departing fromthe Tuchuk canp | encountered the

wagon that carried ny tarn, and its guard, still advancing
toward the canp. The wagon carrying Harold's tarn and its
guard acconpanied it. |- left the kaiila with the Tuchuks and

mounted nmy tarn, and in |less than an Ahn, saw the shi mer-
ing walls of Turia in the distance, and the veils of snpke
rising over the city.
The House of Saphrar still stood, and the tower that had
been fortified by Ha-Keel's tarnsnen. Aside fromthese there
remai ned few pockets of organized - resistance in the city,
though here and there, in alleys and on roof tops, snall
groups of Turians furtively and sporadically attenpted to
carry the war to the invaders. | and Kanthak expected
Saphrar to flee by tarn at any nonent, for it nust now be
clear to himthat the strike of the Paravaci against the
Tuchuk wagons and herds had not forced Kanthak to with-
draw, indeed, his forces were now suppl enented by Kat ai
and Kassars, a devel opnent which nust have horrified him
The only reason that occurred to me why Saphrar had not
yet fled was that he was waiting in Turia for an excellent
reason possibly the arrival on tarnback of the gray
man wi th whom he had negoti ated apparently to secure the
gol den sphere. | rem nded nyself, beyond this, that if his
house shoul d actually be forced, and hinself threatened, he
could always flee, with relative safety, at the | ast nonent, At
abandoni ng his nmen, his servants and slaves to the nercies of
ravagi ng Tuchuks.
I knew that Kanthak was in constant touch, by nmeans of
riders, with the wagons of the Tuchuks, and so | did not
speak with himof the looting of his wagon, nor of the fate of
Aphris of Turia, nor did | deemit well to speak to hi m of

El i zabeth Cardwell, for it seenmed evident that he had sold
her, and that nmy inquiry, to a Tuchuk mnd, mght thus
appear prying or inpertinent; | would discover, if possible,

her master and his whereabouts independently; indeed, for al
I knew, perhaps she had been abducted by raiding Paravaci,
and none anong the Tuchuks woul d even know.
I did ask Kanthak why, considering the probabilities that If'
the Kataii and the Kassars woul d not have cone to the aid
of the Tuchuks, he had not abandoned Turia and returned
with his main forces to the wagons. "It was a wager," said
he, "which | had made with nyself."
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"A dangerous wager," | had remarked.

"Perhaps," he said, "but | think I know the Kataii and the Kassars."

"The stakes were high," | said.

"They are higher than you know," he said.

"I do not understand,” | said.

"The wager is not yet done," he said, but would speak no dusk nore.

On the day following nmy arrival in Turia, Harold, on

tarnback, relieved at his request of the command of the

wagons and herds joined ne in the palace of Phanius Turnus nust.

During the day and night, taking hours of sleep where we

coul d, sonetinmes on the rugs of the palace of Phanius Tur-

mus, sonetinmes on the stones of the streets by watch fires,

Harold and |, at Kanthak's orders, performed a variety of

tasks, sometines joining in the fighting, sonetinmes acting as

|'iai son between hi mnod other commanders, sonetinmes nerely

posi tioni ng nen, checki ng out posts and reconnoitering.

Kanthak's forces, on the whole, were so disposed as to push

the Turians toward two gates which he had | eft open and

undef ended, thus providing a route of escape for civilians

and sol diers who woul d nmake use of it. Fromcertain post-

lions on the walls we could see the stream of refugees fleeing

the burning city. They carried food and what possessions they
could. The tinme of the year was the late spring and the
prairie's climte was not unkind, though occasionally |ong |
rai ns must have made the |lot of the refugees fleeing toward
other cities miserable. There were occasional small creek,
across the paths of the refugees and water was avail abl e.
Al so, Kanthak, to ny pleasure but surprise, had had his nen
drive verr flocks and sone Turian bask after the refugees
| asked himabout this, for Tuchuk warfare, as | under-
stood it, was conplete, leaving no living thing in its wake,

killing even donestic animals and poi soning wells. Certain
cities, burned by the Wagon Peopl es nore than a hundred
years ago, were still said to be desolate ruins between their

broken walls, silent save for the wind and the occasi onal foot-
fall of a prowing sleen hunting for urts.

"The Wagon Peopl es need Turia," said Kanthak, sinply.
I was thunderstruck. Yet it seened to nme true, for Turia
was the nmain avenue of contact between the Wagon Peopl es
and the other cities of Gor, the gate through which trade-
goods flowed to the wilderness of grasses that was the | and of
the riders of the kaiila and the herders of bask. Wthout
Turia, to be sure, the Wagon Peopl es woul d undoubtedly be

t he poorer.
"And," said Kanthak, "the Wagon Peopl es need an eneny."
"l do not understand," | said.

"Wthout an eneny," said Kanchak, "they will never stand
together and if they fail to stand together, soneday they

will fall."
"Has this sonmething to do with the 'wager' you spoke of ?"
| asked.

"Per haps," said Kanthak.

- Still I was not altogether satisfied, for, on the whole, it
seened to nme that Turia mght yet have survived even had
Kanthak's forces wought rmuch greater destruction than
they had for exanple, opening but a single gate and permt-
ting only a few hundred, rather than thousands to escape the
city. "is that all?" | asked. "Is that the only reason that Be
many of Turia yet |ive beyond the city?"

He | ooked at ne, without expression. "Surely, Comand"

or," he said, "you have duties el sewhere."
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I nodded curtly and turned and | eft the room dism ssed.
Long ago | had | earned not to press the Tuchuk when he did
not wish to speak. But as | left | wondered at his conpare
five lenience. He professed a cruel hatred of Turia and

Turians, and yet he had, considering the normal practices of

t he Wagon Peoples, not noted for their nercy to hel pl ess

foes, treated the unarmed citizens of the city with unique

i ndul gence, pernmitting them on the whole, to keep their lives

and freedom though only as refugees beyond the walls. The

cl earest exception to this, of course, lay in the case of the

nore beautiful of the city's women, who were treated by

Gorean custom as portions of the booty.

| spent what free tinme | could in the vicinity of Saphrar's

conmpound. The structures about the conpound had been

fortified by Tuchuks, and walls of stone and wood had been

thrown into the streets and openi ngs between the buil dings,

thus encl osing the conpound. 1 had been training sone

hundred Tuchuks in the use of the crossbow, dozens of which

had now fallen into our hands. Each warrior had at his

di sposal five crossbows and four Turian slaves, for w nding

and | oading the bows. These warriors | stationed on roofs of

bui Il di ngs encircling the conpound, as close to the walls as

possi bl e. The crossbow, though its rate of fire is much sl ower

than the Tuchuk bow, has a nuch greater range. Wth the

crosshow in our hands, the business of bringing tarns in and

out of the conpound becane proportionately nore haz-

ardous, which, of course, was what | intended. In fact, to ny

el ation, sone of ny fledgling crossbownen, on the first day,

brought down four tarns attenpting to enter the conpound,

though, to be sure, several escaped them If we could get the

crosshows into the conmpound itsel f, perhaps even to the

outside walls, we could for npbst practical purposes close the

conmpound to entrance and escape by air. | feared, of course,
that this addition to our armanment m ght hasten Saphrar's
departure, but, as it turned out,' it did not, perhaps because

the first word Saphrar had of our intentions was the tunbling

of dying tarns behind the walls of the conpound.

Harold and | chewed on sonme bask neat roasted over a

fire built on the marble floor of the pal ace of Phanius

Turrmus. Nearby our tethered kaiila crouched, their paws on

the bodies of slain verrs, devouring them

"Most of the people,” Harold was saying, "are out of the

city now "

"That's good," | said.

"Kanthak will close the gates soon," said Harold, "and

then we shall get to work on Saphrar's house and that tarn

roost of Ha-Keel's."

I nodded. The city now |l argely cl ear of defenders, and

closed to the outside, Kanthak could bring his forces to bear
on Saphrar's house, that fort within a fort, and on the tower
of Ha-Keel, taking them if necessary, by storm Ha-Kee
had, we estinmated, nost of a thousand tarnsnen still with
him plus many Turian guardsnen. Saphrar probably had, -
behind his walls, nore than three thousand defenders, plus a
conpar abl e nunber of servants and sl aves, who nmi ght be of
sonme service to him particularly in such matters as reinforc-
ing gates, raising the height of walls, |oading crosshows,
gathering arrows fromw thin the conpound, cooking and
distributing food and, in the case of the wonmen, or sone of
them pleasing his warriors.
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After | had finished the bask nmeat | |ay back on the floor,
a cushion beneath ny head, and stared at the ceiling. | could
see stains fromour cooking fire on the vaulted done.

"Are you going to spend the night here?" asked Harol d.

"l suppose so," | said.
"But some thousand bask cane today fromthe wagons,"
he sai d.

| turned to look at him | knew Kanchak had brought, -
over the past few days, several hundred bask to graze near
Turia, to use in- feeding his troops.
"What has that to do with where | sleep?' | asked. "You
are perhaps going to sleep on the back of a bosk because
you are a Tuchuk or sonething?" | thought that a rather
good one, at any rate for ne.
But Harold did not seemparticularly shattered, and
si ghed.
"A Tuchuk," he informed me loftily, "may if he w shes
rest confortably on even the horns of a bask, but only a
Koroban is likely to recline on a marble floor when he m ght
just as well sleep upon the pelt of a larl in the wagon of a
conmander . "

"I don't understand," | said.

"l suppose not," said Harold.

"I"'msorry," | said.

"But you still do not understand?"

"No," | admtted
"Poor Koroban," he muttered. Then he got up, w ped his
quiva on his left sleeve, and thrust it in his belt.

"Where are you goi ng?" | asked
"To ny wagon," he said. "It arrived with the bask al ong
with better than two hundred ot her wagons today including
yours."
| propped nyself up on one elbow "I do not have a.
- wagon," | said.

"But of course you do," he said. "And so do I."

I nerely looked at him wondering if it were nerely

Harol d the Tuchuk at work again.

"I am serious," he averred. "The night that you and | to
departed for Turia, Kanthak ordered a wagon prepared for
each of us to reward us."

I remenbered that night the |ong swi magai nst the un-
derground current, the well, our capture, the Yell ow Pool of
Turia, the Pleasure Gardens, the tarns and escape.

"At that tine, of course," said Harold, "our wagons were

not painted red, nor filled with booty and rich things, for we
were not then conmanders."

"But to reward us for what?" | asked.

"For courage," said he.

"Just that?" | asked.

"But for what else?" asked Harol d.

"For success," | said. "You were successful. You did what
you set out to do. | did not. | failed. | did not obtain the

gol den sphere."
"But the gol den sphere is worthless," said Harold.
"Kanthak has said so."

"He does not know its value," | said.

Harol d shrugged. "Perhaps," he said.

"So you see," | said, "I was not successful."
“'But you were successful," insisted Harol d.

"How is that?" | asked.
"To a Tuchuk," said Harold, "success is courage that is
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the inportant thing courage itself even if all else fails
that is success."

"I see," | said.
"There is sonmething here | think you do not realize," said
Har ol d.

"What is that?" | asked.
He paused. "That in entering Turia and escaping as we
did even bringing tarns to the canp we the two of us
won the Courage Scar."
I was silent. Then | looked at him "But," | said, "you do
not wear the scar."
"I't would have been rather difficult to get near the gates
of Turia for a fellow wearing the Courage Scar, would it
not ?"
"Indeed it would," | |aughed.
"When | have time," said Harold, "I will call one fromthe
clan of Scarers and have the scar affixed. It will make ne
| ook even nore handsone."
I smled. |
"Perhaps you would like ne to call himfor you as well?"
i nqui red Harol d.

"No," | said.
Fit mght take attention away fromyour hair," he nen-
tioned.

"No, thank you," | said.
"All right," said Harold, "it is well known you are only a,

Koroban, and not a Tuchuk." But then he added, soldierly.
"But you wear the Courage Scar for what you did not al
men who wear the Courage Scar do so visibly."

I did not speak.

"Well," said Harold, "I amtired and | amgoing to ny
wagon, | have a little slave there | amanxious to put to
wor k. "

"I did not know of ny wagon,"” | said.

"l gathered not," said Harold, "seeing that you apparently
spent the night after the battle confortably resting on the
floor - of Kanthak's wagon, | | ooked around for you that
night but didn't find you." He added, "Your own wagon,
you will be pleased to hear, was anong the wagons, un-
touched by the Paravaci as was mne."

I laughed. "It is strange," | said, "I did not even know of
t he wagon. "

"You woul d have found out |ong ago," said Harold, "had

you not rushed off to Turia again imredi ately after our
return when the wagons were noving toward Ta- Thassa.

You did not even stop by Kanthak's wagon that day. Had

you done so Aphris, or soneone, night have told you."
"Fromthe sl een cage?" | asked.

"She was not in the sleen cage the norning of our return

fromTuria with the tarns," said Harol d.

"Ch," | said, "I amglad to hear it."

"Nor was the little barbarian," said Harold.

"What becane of her?" | asked.

"Kanthak gave her to a warrior," he said.
"Ch," | said. | was not glad to hear it. "Wy didn't you
tell me of ny wagon?" | asked.

"It did not seeminportant,” he said.

I frowned.

"l suppose, however," he said, "Korobans are inpressed
wi th such things having wagons and such."
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| smled. "Harold the Tuchuk," | said, "I amtired."
"Are you not going to your wagon toni ght?" he asked.
"I think not,"” | said.

"As you wish," said he, "but | have had it well stocked
with Paga and Ka-la-na wines fromAr and such."

In Turia, even though we had much of the riches of the
city at our disposal, there had not been much Paga or
Ka-la-na wine. As | may have nentioned the Turians, on the
whol e, favor thick, sweet wines. | had taken, as a share of
battle |oot, a hundred and ten bottles of Paga and forty
bottles of Ka-la-na wine from T Tyros, Cos and Ar, but these
had distributed to my crossbowren, with the exception of
one bottle of Paga which Harold and | had split sone two
nights ago. | decided | night spend the night in ny wagon

Two nights ago it had been a night for Paga. Tonight, | felt,
was a night for Ka-la-na. | was pleased to |l earn there would
be sone in the wagon.

| looked at Harold and grinned. "I amgrateful,” | said.

"Properly so," remarked Harold and | eaped to his kaiil a,
untethering the beast and springing to its saddle. "Wt hout

me," he said, "you will never find your wagon and | for one
will dawdl e here no | onger!"

"Wait!" | cried.

H s kaiila sprang fromthe room bounding across the

carpet in the next hall, and then thudding down a corridor
toward the main entrance.

Muttering | jerked | ocose the reins of ny kaiila fromthe

columm to which | had tethered it, |eaped to the saddl e and
raced after Harold, not wishing to be |eft behind sonewhere
in the streets of Turia or anobng the dark wagons beyond the
gate, poundi ng on wagon after wagon to find which one

nm ght be nmine. | bounded down the stairs of the pal ace of
Phani us Turmus, and sped through the inner and outer court-
yard and out into the street, |leaving the startled guards
trying to salute nme as a commander.

A few yards beyond the gate | hauled ny kaiila up short,
rearing and pawing the air. Harold was sitting there calmy
on the back of his kaiila, a reproachful ook on his face.

"Such haste," he said, "is not seemy in the comuander of
a Thousand. "
"Very well," | said, and we wal ked our kaiila at a stately
pace toward Turia's nmain gate.
"I was afraid," | said, "that without you | would not be

able to find ny wagon."
"But it is the wagon of a commander," said Harold, as
t hough puzzl ed, "so anyone could tell you where it is."

"I did not think of that," | said.
"I amnot surprised," said Harold. "You are only a Koro-
ban. "

"But long ago," | said, "we turned you back."

"I was not there at the tine," said Harol d.

"That is true," | adnitted

We rode on a while.
"If it were not for your dignity," | remarked, "I would

settle these matters by racing you to the main gate."
"Look out!" cried Harold. "Behind you!"

I spun the kaiila and whi pped ny sword fromits sheath. |

| ooked about wildly, at doorways, at roof tops, at w ndows.
"What ?" | cried.
"There!" cried Harold. "To the right!"

I looked to the right but could see nothing but the side of
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a brick building.

"What is it?" | cried.
"It is," cried Harold decisively, "the side of a brick build-
ing!'"

| turned to | ook at him
"l accept your wager," he cried, kicking his kaiila toward
the main gate.
By the tinme | had turned ny aninmal and was racing after
hi m he was al nbst a quarter of a pasang down the street,
boundi ng over beans and rubbish, and litter, some of it stil
snoking. At the main gate | overtook himand together we
sped through it, slowing our nmounts on the other side to a
decorous pace suitable to our rank.
We rode a bit into the wagons and then he pointed. "There
is your wagon," he said. "Mne is nearby."
It was a | arge wagon, drawn by ei ght black bask. There
were two Tuchuk guards outside. Beside it, fixed in the earth
on a pole, there was a standard of four bask horns. The pole
had been painted red, which is the color of commuanders.

I nsi de the wagon, under the door, | could see |light.
"I wish you well," said Harold.
"I wish you well," | said.

The two Tuchuk guards saluted us, striking their |ances
three times on their shields.
We acknowl edged the salute, lifting our right hands, pal minward.
"You certainly have a fast kaiila," renmarked Harol d.
"The race," | said, "is all inthe rider."
"As it was," said Harold, "I scarcely beat you."
"I thought | beat you," | said.
"Ch?" asked Harol d.
"Yes," | said. "How do you know | didn't beat you?"
"Well," said Harold, "I don't know but that woul d cer
tainly seemunlikely, would it not?"
"Yes," | sail, "I suppose so."
"Actually," said Harold, "I amuncertain who won."
"So am1l,"1 admtted. "Perhaps it was a tie," | suggested.
"Perhaps," he said, "incredible though that m ght seem”
He | ooked at ne. "Wuld you care to guess seeds in a
tospit?" he inquired. "Odd or even?"

"No," | said.

"Very well," said he, grinning, and lifted his right hand in
Gorean salute. "Until norning."

I returned the salute. "Until norning," | said

I watched Harold ride towards his wagon, whistling a

Tuchuk tune. | supposed the little wench Hereena woul d be

waiting for him probably collared and chained to the slave ring.
Tonmorrow | knew the assault would begin on the House of
Saphrar and the tower of Ha-Keel. Tonorrow one or both of
us, | supposed, mnight be dead.
I noted that the bask seemed well cared for, and that their
coats were groonmed, and the horns and hoofs polished.
Wearily | gave the kaiila to one of the guards and
mount ed the steps of the wagon.
I entered the wagon and stopped, startl ed.
Wthin, a girl, across the wagon, beyond the tiny fire bow -
in the center of its floor, standing on the thick rug, near a
hanging tharlarion oil |anp, turned suddenly to face ne,,
clutching about herself as well as she could a richly wought
yellow cloth, a silken yellow sheet. The red band of the
Koora bound back her hair. | could see a chain running
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across the rug fromthe slave ring to her right ankle.
"You!" she cri ed.
She hel d her hand before her face.
| did not speak, but stood dumbfounded, finding nyself
facing Elizabeth Cardwell.
"You're alive!" she said. And then she trenbled. "You
must flee!" she cried.
"Why?" | asked.
"He will discover you!" she wept. "Go!"

Still she would not renove her hand from before her face.
"Who is he?" | asked, startled.
"My nmaster!" she cried. "Please got"
"Who is he?" | inquired.
"He who owns this wagon" she wept. "1 have not yet seen
him',

Suddenly | felt like shaking, but did not nove, nor betray

enotion. Harold had said that Elizabeth Cardwel|l had been

gi ven by Kancthak to a warrior. He had not said which

warrior. Now | knew

"Has your master visited you often?" | asked.
"As yet, never," said she, "but he is in the city and may
this very night conme to the wagon!"
"l do not fear him" | said.
She turned away, the chain noving with her. She pulled
the yell ow sheet nore cl osely about her. She dropped her
hand from before her face and stood facing the back of the
wagon.
"Whose nane is on your collar?" | asked
"They showed ne," she said, "but | do not know I

cannot read"
What she said, of course, was true. She could speak CGorean but she could not read it. For that
matt er many Tuchuks could not, and the engraving on the collars of their slaves was often no nore
than a sign which was known to be theirs
Even those who could read, or pretended to be able to,
woul d affix their sign on the collar as well as their nane, so
that others who could not read could know to whomthe slave bel onged. Kanthak's sign was the four
bask horns and two quivas.

| wal ked about the fire bow to approach the girl. "Don't look at me," she cried, bending down,
hol di ng her face fromthe light, then covering it with her hands. | reached over and turned the
collar somewhat. It was

attached to a chain. | gathered the girl was in Sirik, the chain on the floor attached to the

slave ring running to the twin ankle rings. She would not face me but stood covering her face,
| ooki ng away. The engraving on the Turian collar consisted of the sign of the four bask horns and

t he sign of

the city of Ko-ro-ba, which | took it, Kancthak had used for
nmy sign. There was also an inscription in Gorean on the collar, a sinple one. | am Tart Cabot's
girl. | restraightened the collar and wal ked away, going to the other side of the wagon, |eaning

my hands against it, wanting to think
I could hear the chain nove as she turned to face ne.
"What does it say?" she begged.
| said not hing.
"Whose wagon is this?" she pl eaded
| turned to face her and she put one hand before her face, the other holding the yell ow sheet
about her. | could see now that her wists were encircled with slave bracelets, linked to the
collar chain, which then continued to the ankle rings. A second chain, that which | had first
seen, fastened the Sirik
itself to the slave ring. Over the hand that shielded the | ower

part of her face | could see her eyes, and they seened filled

with fear. "Wose wagon is it?" she pl eaded

"I't is my wagon," | said.
She | ooked at me, thunderstruck. "No," she said, "it is the
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wagon of a commander he who could command a Thou-
sand. "
"I amsuch," | said. "I ama conmander."
She shook her head.
"The col l ar?" she asked.
"It says," | said, "that you are the girl of Tarl Cabot."
"Your girl?" she asked.
"Yes," | said.
"Your slave?" she asked.
"Yes," | said.
She did not speak but stood |ooking at ne, in the yellow
sheet, with one hand covering her face.
"I own you," | said.
Tears shone in her eyes and she sank to her knees, trem
bling, unable to stand, weeping.
| knelt beside her. "It is over now, Elizabeth," | said. "It is
finished. You will no I onger be hurt. You are no |onger a
slave. You are free, Elizabeth."
I gently took her braceleted wists in ny hands and re-
moved them from her face.
She tried to twist her head away. "Please don't | ook at ne,
Tarl," she said.
In her nose, as | had suspected, there glinted the tiny, fine
gol den ring of the Tuchuk woman.
"Don't | ook at me, please," she said.
I held her lovely head with its soft dark hair in my hands,
gazing on her face, her forehead, her dark, soft eyes, with
tears, the narvelous, trenbling nouth, and set in her fine
nose, delicate and lovely, the tiny golden ring.
"It is actually very beautiful," | said.
She sobbed and pressed her head to ny shoul der. "They
bound me on a wheel ," she said.
Wth ny right hand | pressed her head nore closely
against nme, holding it.
"I am branded," she said. "I am branded."
"It is finished now," | said. "You are free, Elizabeth."
She lifted her face, stained with tears, to m ne.
"I love you, Tarl Cabot," she said.
"No," | said softly, "you do not."
She | eaned agai nst nme yet again. "But you do not want
me," she said. "You never wanted ne."
I said nothing.
"And now," she said, bitterly, "Kanthak has given ne to
you. He is cruel, cruel, cruel." .
"I think Kanthak thought well of you," | said, "that he
woul d give you to his friend."
She withdrew fromme a bit, puzzled. "Can that be?" she
asked. "He whi pped ne, he---touched ne," she shudder ed,
"with the leather." She | ooked down, not wanting to | ook
Into ny eyes.
"You were beaten," | said, "because you ran abbey. Nor-
mally a girl who does what you did is mained or thrown to
Been or kaiila, and that he touched you with the whip, the
Sl aver's Caress, that was only to show nme, and perhaps you,
that you were fenmale." T,
She | ooked down. "He shamed me," she said. "I cannot

help it that | noved as | did | cannot help that | ama
woman. "

‘fit is over now," | told her.

She still did not raise her eyes, but stared down at the rug.
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"Tuchuks," | remarked, "regard the piercing of ears as a

bar barous custominflicted on their slave girls by Turians."
El i zabeth | ooked up, the tiny ring glinting in the light of
the fire bow .

"Are your ears pierced?" | asked.

"No," she said, "but many of ny friends on Earth who

owned fine earrings, had their ears pierced."

"Did that seem so dreadful to you?" | asked.

"No," she said, sniling.

"I't would to Tuchuks," | said. "They do not even inflict

that on their Turian slaves." | added, "And it is one of the
great fears of a Tuchuk girl that, should she fall into Turian

hands, it will be done to her."

El i zabet h | aughed, through her tears.

"The ring may be renoved," | said. "Wth instrunents it

can be opened and then slid free | eaving behind no mark

that one would ever see.”

"You are very kind, Tart Cabot," she said.

"l do not suppose it would do to tell you," | renarked,

"“but actually the ring is rather attractive."

She lifted her head and smiled pertly. "Ch?" she asked.

dyes," | said, "quite."

She | eaned back on her heels, drawing the yellow silken
sheet nore closely about her shoul ders, and | ooked at ne,

smling.

"Am | slave or free?" she asked.

"Free," | said.

She | aughed. "I do not think you want to free ne," she
said. "You keep ne chained up like a slave girl!"

I laughed. "I amsorry!" | cried. To be sure, Elizabeth
Cardwel | was still in Sirik.

"Where is the key?" | asked.
"Above the door," she said, adding, rather pointedly, "just
beyond ny reach."

| leaped up to fetch the key.

"I am happy," she said.

| picked the key fromthe small hook

"Don't turn around!" she said.

I did not turn. "Wy not?" | asked. | heard a slight rustle
of chain.

I heard her voice from behind nme, husky. "Do you dare
free this girl?" she asked.

| spun about and to ny astoni shnent saw that Elizabeth
Cardwel | had arisen and stood proudly, defiantly, angrily
before ne, as though she m ght have been a freshly collared
slave girl, brought in but an Ahn before, bound over the
saddl e of a kaiila, the fruit of a slave raid.

| gasped.
"Yes," she said, "I will reveal nyself, but know that | will
fight you to the death."
Gracefully, insolently, the silken yell ow sheet noved about
and across her body and fell fromher. She stood facing ne,
in pretended anger, graceful and beautiful. She wore the Sirik
and was, of course, clad Kajir, clad in the Curia and ChatKka,
the red cord and the narrow strip of black | eather; in the

Kal mak, the brief vest, open and sl eevel ess, of black |eather,
and in the Koora, the strip of red cloth that bound back her
brown hair. About her throat was the Turian collar with it'
chain, attached to slave bracelets and ankle rings, one of the
latter attached to the chain running to the slave ring. | saw
that her left thigh, small and deep, bore the brand of the four
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bask horns.
I could scarcely believe that the proud creature who stood
chai ned before me was she whom Kanthak and | had
referred to as the Little Barbarian; whom| had been able to
think of only as atimd, sinple girl of Earth, a young, pretty
little secretary, one-of nanel ess, uninportant thousands of

such in the large offices of Earth's major cities; but what |

now saw before ne did not speak to ne of the glass and

rectangl es and pollutions of Earth, of her pressing crowds

and angry, rushing, degraded throngs, slaves running to the

whi ps of their clocks, slaves |eaping and yel ping and |icking

for the caress of silver, for their positions and titles and

street addresses, for the adul ation and envy of frustrated

nmobs for whose regard a true Gorean woul d have had but

contenpt; what | saw before me now spoke rather, inits

way, of the bellow ng of bask and the snell of tranpled

earth; of the sound of the noving wagons and the whistle of

wi nd about them of the cries of the girls with the bask stick

and the odor of the open cooking fire; of Kanthak on his

kaiila as | remenbered himfrom before; as Kutaituchik

must once have been; of the throbbing, earthy rhythns of

grass and snow, and the herding of beasts; and here before

me now there stood a girl, seemingly a captive, who night

have been of Turia, or Ar, or Cos, or Thentis; who proudly

wore her chains and stood as though defiant in the wagon of

her eneny, as if clad for his pleasure, all identity and nean-

ing swept from her save the incontrovertible fact of what she

now seened to be, and that alone, a Tuchuk slave girl

"Well," said Mss Cardwel |, breaking the spell she had
cast, "l thought you were going to unchain ne."

"Yes, yes," | said, and stunbled as | went toward her
Lock by lock, funmbling a bit, | renpbved her chains, and

threw the Sirik and ankle chain to the side of the wagon,
under the slave ring.
"Way did you do that?" | asked

"I don't know," she responded lightly, "I must be a Tuchuk
slave girl."

"You are free," | said firmy.

"I shall try to keep it in mnd," she said.

"Do so," | said.

"Do | nmake you nervous?" she asked.

"Yes," | said.

She had now pi cked up the yell ow sheet and, with a pin or
two, booty from Turia probably, fastened it gracefully about
her .
I considered raping her.
It would not do, of course.
"Have you eaten?" she asked.
"Yes," | said.
"There is sonme roast bosk left," she said. "It is cold. It
woul d be a bother to warmit up, so | will not do so. | am
not a slave girl, you know "
| began to regret ny decision in freeing her

She | ooked at nme, her eyes bright. "It certainly took you a
long tine to cone by the wagon."

"I was busy," | said.

"Fi ghting and such, | suppose," she said.

"l suppose,” | said.

"Why did you come to the wagon toni ght?" she asked.
didn't care precisely for the tone of voice with which she
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asked the questi on.
"For wine," | said.
"Ch," she said.
I went to the chest by the side of the wagon and pul | ed out
a small bottle, one of several, of Ka-la-na w ne which reposed there.
"Let us celebrate your freedom" | said, pouring her a
smal | bow of wine.
She took the bowl of wine and smled, waiting for nme to

fill one for nyself.

When | had done so, | faced her and said, "To a free

worran, one who has been strong, one who has been brave,

to Elizabeth Cardwell, to a womman who is both beautiful and
free."

W touched the bowl s and drank
"Thank you, Tart Cabot," she said.

| drained nmy bow . |
"W shall, of course," Elizabeth was saying, "have to nmake
sonme different arrangenents about the wagon." She was ?
gl anci ng about, her lips pursed. "W shall have to divide it
sonmehow. | do not know if it would be proper to share a
wagon with a man who is not ny master."

| was puzzled. "I amsure," | nuttered, "we can figure out
sonmething." | refilled my wine bow. Elizabeth did not w sh
more. | noted she had scarcely sipped what she had been
given. | tossed down a swall ow of Ka-l|a-na, thinking perhaps

that it was a night for Paga after all
"A wall of some sort," she was sayi ng.

"Drink your wine," | said, pushing the bow in her hands
toward her.
She took a sip, absently. "It is not really bad wine," she
sai d.
"I't is superb!" | said.
"A wal |l of heavy planks would be best, | think," she
nmused.
"You coul d al ways wear Robes of Conceal nent,"” | ven-

tured, "and carry about your person an unsheathed quiva."
"That is true," she said.
Her eyes were | ooking at nme over the rimof her bow as

she drank. "It is said," she remarked, her eyes m schievous,
"that any man who frees a slave girl is a fool."
"It is probably true," | said.

"You are nice, Tarl Cabot," she said.

She seened to nme very beautiful. Again | considered

rapi ng her, but now that she was free, no longer a sinple
slave, | supposed that it would be inproper. | did, however,
measure the distance between us, an experinment in specul a-
tion, and decided | could reach her in one bound and in one
nmotion, with luck, |and her on the rug.

"What are you thinking?" she asked.

"Nothing that | care to informyou of," | said.
"Ch," she said, |ooking down into her bow of w ne,
smling.

"Drink nmore wine," | pronpted.

"Real | y"" she said.

"It's quite good," | said. "Superb."

"You are trying to get nme drunk," she said.

"The thought did cross nmy mind," | adnmitted.

She | aughed. "After | amdrunk," she asked, "what are you
Being to do with nme?"

"I think I will stuff you in the dung sack," | said.

"Uni magi native," she renarked
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"What do you suggest?" | asked.

"I amin your wagon," she sniffed. "I amalone, quite

def ensel ess, conpletely at your nercy."

"Please," | said.

"If you wished," she pointed out, "I could in an instant be

returned to slave steel sinply be reenslaved and woul d
then again be yours to do with precisely as you pl eased."
"That does not sound to nme |like a bad idea," | said.
"Can it be," she asked, "that the commander of a Tuchuk
Thousand does not know what to do with a girl such as |?"
I reached toward her, to take her into ny arns, but |
found the bow of wine in ny way, deftly so.

"Pl ease, M. Cabot," she said.

| stepped back, angry.

"By the Priest-Kings," | cried, "you are one wonman who
| ooki ng for trouble"
El i zabet h | aughed over the wi ne. Her eyes sparkled. "I am
free," she said.
"I amwell aware of that," | snapped.
She | aughed.
"You spoke of arrangenents," | said. "There are sone.
Free or not, you are the woman in ny wagon. | expect to
have food, | expect the wagon to be clean, the axles to be

greased, the bosk to be grooned."
"Do not fear," she said, "when | prepare ny neals | wll
make enough for two."

"I ampleased to hear it," |I nmuttered
"Moreover," she said, "I nyself would not wish to stay in
a wagon that was not clean, nor one whose axl es were not
greased nor whose bask were not properly grooned."

"No," | said, "I suppose not."
"But it does seemto nme," she said, "that you m ght share
in such chores."

"l amthe commander of a Thousand,” | sai d.
"What difference does that nmake?" she asked.
"It nmakes a great deal of difference!" | shouted.

"You needn't shout," she said.

My eye glanced at the slave chains under the slave ring.
"OF course," said Elizabeth, "we could regard it as a
di vi sion of |abor of sorts."

'Good, " | said.
"On the other hand," she nused, "you might rent a slave:
for such work."

"Al right," | said, looking at her. "I will rent a slave."

"But you can't trust slaves," said Elizabeth.

Wth a cry of rage | nearly spilled nmy wine.

"You nearly spilled your wine," said Elizabeth.

The institution of freedomfor wonmen, | decided, as many
Goreans believed, was a m st ake.
El i zabeth wi nked at ne, conspiratorially. "I will take care
of the wagon," she said.

"Good," | said. "Good!"

I sat down beside the fire bow, and stared at the floor
El i zabeth knelt down a few feet fromme, and took another
sip of the wine.
"I heard," said the girl, seriously, "froma slave whose
nane was Hereena that tonorrow there will be great
fighting."
I looked up. "Yes," | said. "I think it is true."
"If there is to be fighting tonorrow," she asked,

will you
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take part in it?"

"Yes," | said, "l suppose so."
"Why did you come to the wagon tonight?" she asked.
"For wine," | said, "as | told you."

- She | ooked down.
Neit her of us said anything for a tine. Then she spoke. "I
am happy," she said, "that this is your wagon."
| |l ooked at her and sniled, then | ooked down again, lost in

t hought .
I wondered what woul d becone of Mss Cardwel|. She
was, | forcibly rem nded nyself, not a Gorean girl, but one

of Barth. She was not natively Turian nor Tuchuk. She could
not even read the | anguage. To al nbst anyone who woul d

come upon her she might seem but a beautiful barbarian, fit
presumably by birth and blood only for the collar of a

master. She woul d be vul nerabl e. She, without a defender,

woul d be hel pl ess. | ndeed, even the Gorean wonan, outside

her city, without a defender, should she escape the dangers of

the wild, is not likely long to elude the iron, the chain and

collar. Even peasants pick up such wonen, using themin the

fields, until they can be sold to the first passing slaver. Mss
Cardwel | woul d need a protector, a defender. And yet on the

very nmorrow it seemed | might die on the walls of Saphrar's

conmpound What then would be her fate? Moreover, | re

m nded nyself of ny work, and that a warrior cannot well

encunber hinself with a wonman, particularly not a free

woman. Hi s conpanion, as it is said, is peril and steel. | was
sad. It would have been better, | told nyself, if Kanchak
had not given nme the girl.
My reflections were interrupted by the girl's voice. "I'm
surprised," she said, "that Kanthak did not sell ne."

"Per haps he should have," | said.

She sniled. "Perhaps," she adnitted. She took another sip
of wine. "Tarl Cabot," she said

"Yes," | said.

"Why did Kanthak not sell nme?"

"I do not know, " | said.

"Way did he give ne to you?" she asked.
"I amnot truly sure," | said.

| wondered indeed that Kanthak had given the girl to ne. ;
There were many things that seemed to ne puzzling, and
t hought of Gor, and of Kanthak, and the ways of the

Tuchuks, so different fromthose native to Mss Cardwel| and

mysel f.
I wondered why it was that Kanchak had put the ring on

this girl, had had her branded and collared and clad Kajir
was it truly because she had angered him running fromthe

wagon that one tine or for another reason and why had

he subj ected her, cruelly perhaps, in ny presence to the
Slaver's Caress? | had thought he cared for the girl. And
he had given her to ne, when there night have been other
conmanders. He had said he was fond of her. And | knew
himto be ny friend. Wy had he done this, truly? For nme?
O for her, as well? If so, why? For what reason?

El i zabeth had now fini shed her wi ne. She had arisen and
rinsed out the bow and replaced it. She was now kneeling
the back of the wagon and had untied the Koora and shaken
her hair |oose. She was | ooking at herself in the nirror,
hol di ng her head this way and that. | was anmused. She was
seei ng how the nose ring night be displayed to nost advan
sage. Then she began to conb her long dark hair, kneeling

t hen
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very straight as would a Gorean girl. Kanthak had never
permtted her to cut her hair. Now that she was free
supposed she woul d soon shorten it. | would regret that. |
have al ways found | ong hair beautiful on a woman.
I watched her conbing her hair. Then she had put the
conb aside and had retied the Koora, binding back her hair.
Now she was agai n studying her image in the bronze mrror,
nmovi ng her head slightly.
Suddenly | thought | understood Kanthak! He had i ndeed
been fond of the girl!
"Elizabeth," | said.
"Yes," she said, putting the mrror down.
"I think I know why Kanthak gave you to ne aside
fromthe fact that | suppose he thought | could use a prettier
wench about the wagon."
She smi | ed.
"I amglad he did," she said.
"Oh?" | asked.
She sniled. She |ooked into the mrror. "OF course," she
sai d, "who el se woul d have been fool enough to free nme?"
"Of course," | adnmitted
| said nothing for a tine.
The girl put down the mirror. "Wiy do you think he did?.
she asked, facing ne, curious.
"On Gor," | said, "the nmyths have it that only the wonman
who has been an utter slave can be truly free."
"I amnot sure," she said, "that | understand the neaning
of that."
"It has nothing to do, | think," | said, "with what woman
is actually slave or free, has little to do with the sinplicity of
chains or the collar, or the brand."
"Then what ?" she asked.
"I't neans, | think," | said, "that only the wonman who has
utterly surrendered and can utterly surrender |osing her-
self in a man's touch can be truly a wonan, and bei ng what
she is, is then free."
Eli zabeth smled. "I do not accept that theory," she re-
marked. "I am free now. "
"I am not tal king about chains and collars,"” | said.
"It is asilly theory," she said.
I | ooked down. "I suppose so," | said.
"I would have little respect for the wonan," said Elizabeth
Cardwel |, "who could utterly surrender to a man."
"I thought not," | said.
Abdonen, " said Elizabeth, "are persons surely as much as
men and their equals."”

"I think we are tal king about different things," | said.
"Per haps," she said.
"On our world," | said, "there is nmuch tal k of persons -

and little of nen and wonen and the nen are taught that
they nmust not be nmen and the wonen are taught that they
must not be wonen."

"Nonsense," said Elizabeth. "That is nonsense"

"I do not speak of the words that are used, or how nen of

Barth woul d speak of these things," | said, "but of what is
not spoken of what is inplicit perhaps in what is said and
t aught .
"But what," | asked, "if the laws of nature and of human

bl ood were nore basic, nore printive and essential than the
conventions and teachings of society what if these old
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secrets and truths, if truths they be, had been conceal ed or
forgotten, or subverted to the requirenments of a society con-
ceived in ternms of interchangeable |abor units, each assigned
id functional, technical sexless skills?"

"Real | y!" said Elizabeth.

"What do you think would be the result?" | asked.
"I" msure | don't know," she said.
"Qur Earth," | suggested.
"Wnen," said Mss Cardwell, "do not wish to subnmit to
men, to be dominated, to be brutalized."
"W are speaking of different things," | said.

"Per haps," she adnitted
"There is no freer nor higher nor nore beautiful woman,"
| said, "than the Gorean Free Conpani on. Conpare her with
your average wife of Earth."
"The Tuchuk wonen," said Elizabeth, "have a mniserable
lot."
"Few of them" | said, "would be regarded in the cities as
a Free Conpanion."
"l have never known a wonman who was a Free Conpan-
ion," said Elizabeth.
I was silent, and sad, for | had known one such
"You are perhaps right," | said, "but throughout the nmam
mats it seens that there is one whose nature it is to possess
and one whose nature it is to be possessed."
"I am not accustoned to thinking of nyself,"’
teeth, "as a mamal . "

smled Eliza

"What do you think of yourself as," | asked, "biologically?"
"Well," she smiled, "if you wish to put it that way."
| pounded the floor of the wagon and Elizabeth junped.
"That," | said, "is the way it is!"
"Nonsense," said she
"The CGoreans recognize," | said, "that this truth is hard

for wonen to understand, that they will reject it, that they
will fear it and fight it."

"Because," said Elizabeth, "it is not true."
"You think," | said, "that | amsaying that a wonan is
nothing that is not it, | amsaying she is marvel ous, but

that she becones truly herself and magnificent only after the
surrenders of |ove."
"Silly!" said Elizabeth.
"That is why," | remarked, "that upon this barbaric world
t he woman who cannot surrender herself is upon occasion
simply conquered."
-Eli zabeth threw back her head and | aughed nerrily.
"Yes," | smiled, "her surrender is won often by a naster
who will be satisfied with no | ess."
"And what happens to these wonen afterwards?" asked
El i zabet h.
"They may wear chains or they nmay not," | said, "but they
are whole they are fermale."
"No man," said Elizabeth, "including you, nmy dear Tarl
Cabot, could bring nme to such a pass."
"The CGorean nyths have it," | said, "that the worman | ongs
for this identity to be herself in being his if only for the
monent of paradox in which she is slave and thus Freed."
"It is all very silly," said Elizabeth.
"It is further said that the woman |ongs for this to happen
to her, but does not knowit."
"That is the silliest of all!" laughed Elizabeth.
"Why," | asked, "did you earlier stand before nme as a
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slave girl if you did not, for the nonent, wish to be a

sl ave?"
"It was a joker" she laughed. "A joker"
"Perhaps," | said.
She | ooked down, confused.
"And so," | said, "that is why | think Kanchak gave you

She | ooked up, startled. "Wiy?" she asked.
"That in ny arns you would | earn the nmeaning of a slave
collar, that you would | earn the nmeani ng of being a woman."
She | ooked at ne, astonished, her eyes wi de with disbelief.
"You see," | said, "he thought well of you. He was truly
fond of his Little Barbarian."
| stood up and threw the wine bow to the side of the
room It shattered against the wi ne chest.
| turned away.
She | eaped to her feet. "Were are you goi ng?" she asked.

"I amgoing to the public slave wagon," | said.

"But why?" she asked.

I looked at her frankly. "I want a wonman," | said.

She | ooked at me. "I ama woman, Tart Cabot," she said.

I said nothing.
"Am | not as beautiful as the girls in the public slave
wagon?" she asked.

"Yes," | said, "you are.

"Then why do you not remain with nme?"

"Tonmorrow," | said, "I think there will be heavy fighting."
"l can please you as well as any girl in the slave wagon,"
she sai d.
"You are free," | told her

"I will give you nore," she said

"Pl ease, do not speak so, Elizabeth,"” | said.

She strai ghtened herself. "I suppose,” she said, "you have

seen girls in slave markets, betrayed as | was by the touch of
the whip."

I did not speak. It was true that | had seen this.

"You saw how | noved," she challenged. "Wuld it not

have added a dozen gold pieces to ny price?"

"Yes," | said, "it would have."

| approached her and gently held her by the waist, and

| ooked down into her eyes.

"I love you, Tarl Cabot," she whispered. "Do not |eave
me. "

"Do not love ne," | said. "You know little of nmy life and
what | nust do."

"l do not care," she said, putting her head to nmy shoul der

"I must leave," | said, "if only because you care for ne. It
woul d be cruel for ne to remain."
"Have ne, Tart Cabot," she said, "if not as a free wonman

as a slave."
"Beautiful Elizabeth," | said, "I can have you as neither."
"You will have ne," she cried, "as one or the other!"
"No," | said gently. "No."

Suddenly she drew back in fury and struck ne with the flat
of her hand, a vicious slap, and then again and again, and
agai n.

"No," | said.

Agai n she slapped ne. My face burned. "I hate you," she

said. "I hate your"
"No," | said.
"You know your codes, do you not?" she chall enged. "The
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codes of the warrior of GCor?"

"Do not," | said.
Agai n she sl apped ne and nmy head | eaped to the side,
burning. "I hate you," she hissed.

And then, as | knew she woul d, she suddenly knelt before
me, in fury, head down, arns extended, wists crossed, sub"
mlting as a CGorean fenale.
"Now, " she said, |ooking up, her eyes blazing wth anger,
"You nust either slay ne or enslave ne."

"You are free," | said sternly.
"Then slay me," she denmanded.
"I could not do that," | said.
"Collar me," she said.
"l have no wish to do so," | said.
"Then acknow edge your codes betrayed," she said.
"Fetch the collar," | said.

She | eaped up to fetch the collar and handed it to ne,
agai n kneeling before ne.

| encircled her lovely throat with the steel and she | ooked
up at e, angrily.

| snapped it shut.

She began to rise to her feet.

But nmy hand on her shoul der prevented her fromrising. 'l

did not give you pernmission to rise, slave," | said.
Her shoul ders shook with anger. Then she said, "O
course, | amsorry, master," and dropped her head.

| renoved the two pins fromthe yellow sil ken sheet, and it
fell fromher, revealing her clad Kajir.

She stiffened in anger.

"I would see ny slave girl," | said.

"Perhaps," she said, acidly, "you wish your girl to renpve
her remnaini ng garments?"

"No," | said.

She tossed her head.

"I shall do it," I told her.

She gasped.
As she knelt on the rug, head down, in the position of the
Pl easure Slave, | took from her the Koora, |oosening her

hair, and then the | eather Kal mak, and then |I drew from her
the Curia and Chat ka.

"I'f you would be a slave,” | said, "be a slave."
She did not raise her head but glared savagely down at the
rug, her small fists clenched.
I went across the rug and sat down cross-1|egged near the
fire bow, and | ooked at the girl.

"Approach nme, slave girl," | said, "and kneel ."
She lifted her head and | ooked at nme, angrily, proudly, for
a nmonent, but then she said, "Yes, naster," and did as she
was conmmanded

I looked at Mss Elizabeth Cardwel |, kneeling before ne,
head down, clad only in the collar of a slave.
"What are you?" | asked.
"A slave," she said bitterly, not raising her head.
"Serve me wine," | said

She did so, kneeling before me, head down, handing ne
the black, red-trimed wine crater, that of the nmaster, as
had Aphris to Kanthak. | drank
When | had finished | set the wine crater aside and | ooked
on the girl.
"Why have you done this, Elizabeth?" | asked.
She | ooked down sullenly. "I amVella," she said, a Gorean slave."
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"Eli zabeth" | said.
"Vella," she said angrily.
"Vella," | agreed, and she | ooked up. Qur eyes nmet and we ~
| ooked at one another for a long tine. Then, she smled, and
| ooked down.

I laughed. "It seens," | said, "that | will not nmake it to the
public slave wagon tonight."
El i zabet h | ooked up, shyly. "It seens not, nmster."

"You are a vixen, Vella," said |
She shrugged. Then, kneeling before ne in the position of
the Pl easure Slave, she stretched indolently, with feline grace,
lifting her hands behind the back of her neck and throw ng
her dark hair forward. She knelt so for a | anguorous no-
ment, her hands over her head hol ding her hair, |ooking at |
ne.
"Do you think," she asked, "that the girls in the public
sl ave wagon are as beautiful as Vella?"

"No," | said, "they are not."

"Or as desirabl e?" she asked.

"No," | said, "none is as desirable as Vella."

Then, her back still arched, with a half-smle, she stretched

even nore, and, as though weary, she slowy turned her head
to one side, with her eyes closed, and then opened them and
with a small, lazy notion of her hands threw her hair back
over her head, and with a tiny notion of her head shook it
into place.

"It seens Vella wishes to please her master,"” | said.
"No," said the girl, "Vella hates her master." She | ooked at
me with feigned hatred. "He has humliated Vella. He has
stripped her and put her in the collar of a slaver”

'Of course," | said.
"But," said the girl, "perhaps she m ght be forced to please
him After all she is only a slave."
I | aughed.
"It is said," remarked the girl, "that Vella, whether she

knows it or not, longs to be a slave the utter slave of a

man i f but for an hour."

| slapped ny knee with amusenent. "That sounds to ne,"

| said, "like a silly theory."

The girl shrugged in her collar. "Perhaps," she said, "Vella
does not know. "

"Perhaps,” | said, "Vella will find out."
"Perhaps," said the girl, smling.
"Are you ready, Slave Grl," | asked, "to give pleasure to a
mast er ?"
"Have | any choi ce?" she asked.
"None," | said.
"Then," she said, with resignation, "I suppose | amready."
I | aughed.
El i zabeth was | ooking at nme, smling. Then, suddenly,
pl ayfully, she put her head to the rug before ne. | heard her
whi sper, "Vella asks only to trenble and obey."
| stood up and, laughing, lifted her to her feet.

She, too, |aughed, standing close to ne, her eyes bright. |
could feel her breath on ny face.

"I think now!l will do sonething with you," | said.

She | ooked resigned, dropping her head. "What is to be the
fate of your beautiful, civilized slave?" she asked.

"The dung sack,"” | replied.

"No!" she cried, suddenly frightened. "No!"
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I | aughed.
"I will do anything rather than that,'
"Anyt hi ng?" | asked.
She | ooked up at ne and snmiled. "Yes,
t hing. "
"Very well, Vella," said |, "I will give you but one
chance if you well please me the aforementioned niserable
fate will not be yours at |east for tonight."
"Vella will well please you," she said earnestly.
"Very well," | said, "please ne."
| recalled keenly how she had sported with ne earlier and
I thought there night be sonme point in giving the young
Anerican a taste of her own medi ci ne.
She | ooked at ne startl ed.
Then she smiled. "I will teach you that | well know the
meani ng of nmy collar, master," she said.
Suddenly she kissed ne, a deep kiss, nmoist, rich, too soon
ended.
"There"" she laughed. "The kiss of a Tuchuk slave girl!"
Then she | aughed and turned away, | ooking over her shoul -
der. "You see," she said, "I can do it quite well."
I did not speak.
She was facing the other way. "But," she said, teasingly, "I
think one will be enough for naster.”
I was a bit angry, and not a little aroused. 'The girls in the

' she said. "Anything."

she said, "any-

public slave wagon," | said, "know how to kiss."
"Ch?" she said, turning about.
"They are not little secretaries," | said, "pretending to be slave girls."

Her eyes flashed. "Try this!" she said, approaching ne, and
this time, ny head in her small hands, she lingered with her

l'ips upon ny nmouth, warm wet, breaths nmeeting and mingling in the savoring touch. My hands hel d
her sl ender wai st. Wien she had finished, | remarked, "Not bad."
"Not bad!" she cried. Then fully and for much tine, she kissed ne, with increasing determn nation,
yet attenpted subtlety, then noxlety, then woodenly, and then she dropped her head. lifted her
chin with ny finger. She | ooked at ne angrily.
"l should have told you, | suppose," | remarked, "that a wonman kisses well only when fully
aroused, after at least half an Ahn, after she is helpless and yielding. "

She | ooked at nme angrily and turned away.

Then she spun about | aughing. "You are a beast, Tarl," she cried.

"And you, too," | laughed, "are a beast a beautiful little

col l ared beast."

"I love you," she said, "Tarl Cabot."

"Array yourself in Pleasure Silk, Little Beast," | said, "and enter ny arms."

The bl aze of a challenge flared suddenly in her eyes. She transfused with excitement. "Though | am

of Earth," she said, "try to use ne as slave."

| smiled. "If you wish," | said.

"I will prove to you," she said, "that your theories are false."

I shrugged.

"I will prove to you," she said, "that a woman cannot be conquered."

"You tenmpt ne," | said. |

"I love you," she said, "but even so, you will not be able to

conquer ne, for | shall not pernmit nyself to 'he conquered, not even though | |ove your"
"If you love ne," | said, "perhaps 1 would not w sh to conquer you."

But Kanthak, generous fellow, gave ne to you, did he," she asked, "that you should teach ne as
sl ave to be fenal e?"

"I think so," | admitted.

"And in his opinion, and perhaps yours, would that not be

In my best interests?"

"Perhaps," | said. "I do not really know. These are conpli -
cated matters."
"Well," said she, laughing, "I shall prove you both wong"
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"All right," | said, "we shall see,"
"But you nust pronmise to try to nmake ne truly a slave if
only for a nonent."

"Al right," | said.
"The stakes," she pronounced, "will be ny freedom
agai nst"
"Yes?" | asked.
"Agai nst yours?" she | aughed.
"I do not understand," | said.
"For one week," she said, "in the secrecy of the wagon

where no one can see you will be ny slave you will wear
collar and serve nme and do whatever | wsh."

"l do not care much for your terns," | said.

"You seemto find little fault in nmen owiing feral e

sl aves, " she said. "Wiy shoul d you object to being a slave
owned by a femral e?"

"I see," | said.

She smled slyly. "I think it mght be rather pleasant to
eve a male slave." She laughed. "I will teach you the

bearing of a collar, Tarl Cabot," she said.
"Do not count your slaves until you have won them"
caut i oned.
"I's it a wager?" she asked.
I gazed on her. How every bit of her seened alive with
al | engel Her eyes, her stance, the sound of her voice | saw
e tiny nose ring, barbaric, glinting in the light of the fire
bow . | saw the place on her thigh where not many days
before the fiery iron had been so cruelly pressed, |eaving
hind it, snoking for the instant, deep and clean, the tiny
ark of the four bask horns. | saw on her |ovely throat the
ring of Turian steel, gleam ng and | ocked, so contrast
g with, so barbarically accentuating the incredible softness
her beauty, the tormenting vulnerability of it. The collar, |
knew, bore ny nane, proclaimng her, should I wi sh, ny
sl ave. And yet this beautiful, soft, proud thing stood there,
trough ringed and branded, though collared, bold and brazen
staringing at ne, eyes bright, her challenge, the eternal chal -
| enge of the unconquered fermal e, that of the untaned woman
daring the male to touch her, to try, she resisting, to
reduce her to yielding prize, to force fromher the uncond
tional surrender,-the total and utter subm ssion of the woman
who has no choice but to acknow edge herself his, the help
| ess, capitulated slave of himin whose arns she finds herself
prisoner.
As the CGoreans have it, there is in this a war in which the
worman can respect only that man who can reduce her to
utter defeat.
But it seened to ne there was little in the eyes or stance
of Mss Cardwell which suggested the plausibility of the
CGorean interpretation. She seened to ne clearly out to wn,
to enjoy herself perhaps, but to win, and then exact from ne
sonething in the way of vengeance for all the nonths and
days in which she, proud, independent wench, had been only

slave. | recalled she had told me that she would teach nme
wel | the nmeaning of a collar. If she were successful, | had
little doubt that she would carry out her threat.
"Well," she chall enged, "Master?"
| gazed at her, the tornenting vixen. | had no wish to be
her slave. | resolved, if one of us nust be slave, it would be
she, the lovely Mss Cardwell, who would wear the collar.
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"Well," she again chall enged, "Master?"
| smled. "It is a wager," said |, "Slave Grl."
She | aughed happily and turned, and standing on her
tiptoes, lowered the tharlarion oil |lanps. Then she bent to

find for herself anmong the riches of the wagon yell ow Pl ea
sure Silks.
At | ast she stood before ne, and was beauti ful
"Are you prepared to be a slave?" she asked.
"Until you have won," | said, "it is you who wear the
collar."
She dropped her head in nock humility. "Yes, Master," she
sai d. Then she | ooked up at me, her eyes nischievous.
I notioned for her to approach, and she did so.
| indicated that she should enter ny arns, and she did so.
In nmy arns she | ooked up at ne.
"You're sure you're quite ready to be a slave?" she asked.
"Be quiet," | said gently.
"l shall be pleased to own you," she said. "I have always wanted a handsone nal e sl ave."
"Be quiet," | whispered.
"Yes, Master," she said, obediently.
My hands parted the Pleasure Silk and cast it aside.
"Real ly, Master!" she said.

"Now," | said, "I will taste the kiss of ny slave girl."
"Yes, Master," she said.
"Now," | instructed her, "with nore passion."

"Yes, Master," she said obediently, and kissed me with
fei gned passi on.

I, hand in her collar, turned her about and put her on her
back on the rug, her shoul ders pressed agai nst the thick pile.

She | ooked at nme, a sly smle on her face.

I took the nose ring between ny thunb and forefinger and
gave it a little pull.
"Ch!" she cried, eyes smarting. Then she | ooked up. "That
is noway to treat a lady," she renmarked.

"You are only a slave girl," | rem nded her

"True," she said forlornly, turning her head to one side.

I was a bit irritated.

She | ooked up at ne and | aughed with anusenent.

| began to kiss her throat and body and nmy hands were
behi nd her back, lifting her and arching her, so that her head
was back and down.

"I know what you're trying to do," she said.

"What is that?" | munbl ed.

"You are trying to nake ne feel owned," she said.

"Ch," | said.

"You will not succeed," she infornmed ne.

I nyself was begi nning to grow skepti cal

She wi ggl ed about on her side, |ooking at ne. My hands
were still clasped behind the small of her back

"It is said by CGoreans," renmarked the girl, very seriously,
"that every wonan, whether she knows it or not, longs to be
a slave the utter slave of a man if but for an hour."

"Pl ease be quiet," | said.

"Every wonan," she said enphatically. "Every woman."

I looked at her. "You are a worman," | observed.
She | aughed. "I find nmyself naked in the arns of a nman
and wearing the collar of a slave. | think there is little doubt
at | ama wonman!"

"And at the nonent." | suggested, "little nore."

She | ooked at nme irritably for a noment. Then she smil ed.
"fit is said by Goreans," she remarked, with very great
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r seriousness, with nock bitterness, "that in a collar a woman
can be only a worman. "

"The theory you nention," | said, grunbling, "about wom
en longing to be slaves, if only for an hour, is doubtless
fal se.™

She shrugged in her collar and put her head to one side,

her hair falling to the rug. "Perhaps," she said, much as she
had before, "Vella does not know. "

"Perhaps Vella will find out," | said.

"Per haps," she said, |aughing.
Then, perhaps not pleasantly, ny hand cl osed on her
ankl e.

"Ch!" she said.

She tried to nove her |leg, but could not.

| then bent her leg, that | mght, as | w shed, display for ny
pl easure, she willing or not, the marvel ous curves of her calf.
She tried to pull her |leg away, but she could not. It would
move only as | pl eased.

"Pl ease, Tarl," she said.

"You are going to be mne," | said.

"Pl ease," she said, "let ne go." My grip on her ankle was
not cruel but in all her womanness she knew hersel f hel d.
"Pl ease," she said again, "let ne go."

| smled to nyself. "Be silent, Slave," said I
El i zabet h Cardwel | gasped.
I smled.
"So you are stronger than ne she scoffed. "It neans
not hi ng!"
I then began to kiss her foot' and the inside of her Achilles,
beneath the bone, and she trenbled nonentarily.
"Let nme go!" she cried.
But | only kissed her, holding her, ny lips noving to the
back of her leg, low where it joins the foot, where an ankle
ring woul d be | ocked.
"A true man," she cried out suddenly, "would not behave
so! No! Atrue man is gentle, kind, tender, respectful, at all
times, sweet and solicitous! That is a true nman!"
I smled at her defenses, so classical, so typical of the
nmodern, unhappy, civilized fenale, desperately frightened of
being truly a wonan in a man's arns, trying to decide and
det ermi ne manhood not by the nature of man and his desire,
and her nature as the object of that desire, but by her own
fears, trying to make man what she could find acceptable,
trying to renmake himin her own image
"You are a fermale," | said casually. "I do not accept your
definition of man."
She made an angry noi se.
"Argue," | suggested, "explain speak nanes."
She npaned.
"It is | said, "that when the full blood of a man is upon him and he sees his female, and will
have her, that it should be then that he is not a true nan."
She cried out in msery.
Then, as | had expected, she suddenly wept, and doubtl ess
with great sincerity. | supposed at this time many nen of
Earth, properly conditioned, would have been shaken, and
woul d have fallen pronptly to this keen weapon, shaned,
retreating stricken with guilt, with msgivings, as the fermale
wi shed. But, smling to nyself, | knew that on this night her
weeping, the little vixen, would gain her no respite.
| smiled at her.
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She | ooked at me, horrified, frightened, tears ire her eyes.

"You are a pretty little slave," | said.
She struggled furiously, but could not escape.
When her struggl es had subsided | began, half biting, half it

ki ssing, to move up her calf to the delights of the sensitive areas behind her knees.
"Pl ease" she wept.

"Be quiet, pretty little Slave Grl," | nunbled. ,
Then, kissing, but letting her feel the teeth which could, if
I chose, tear at her flesh, | noved to the interior of her

thigh. Slowy, with nmy nouth, by inches, | began to claim her
"Pl ease," she said.

"What is wong?" | asked.
"I find I want to yield to you," she whi spered.
"Do not be frightened," | told her

"No," she said. "You do not understand."
I was puzzl ed.
"I want to yield to you," she whispered, "as a sl ave

girl!"

"You will so yield to ne," | told her.

"No!" she cried. "No!"

"You will yield to ne," | told her, "as a slave girl to her naster."

"No!" she cried. "No! No!"
I continued to kiss her, to touch her
"Pl ease stop," she wept.
"Why?" | asked.
"You are making nme a slave," she whispered.

"I will not stop," | told her.
"Pl ease," she wept. "Please!"
"Perhaps," | said to her, "the CGoreans were right?"
"No!" she cried. "No!"
"Perhaps that is what you desire," | said, "to yield with the

utterness of a female slave."

"Never!" she cried, weeping in fury. "Leave nme!"

"Not until you have becone a slave," | told her

She cried out in msery. "I do not want to be a slave!"

But when | had touched the nost intinmate beauties of her
she becane uncontrollable, withing, and in nmy arms | knew
the feeling of a slave girl and such, for the monent, was the
beautiful Elizabeth Cardwell, hel pless and m ne, fenale and
sl ave.

Now her |ips and arnms and body, now those only of an
enamoured wench in bondage, sought nine, acknow edgi ng
utterly and unreservedly, shanel essly and hopel essly, with
hel pl ess abandon, their naster.

| was astonished at her for even the touch of the whip, her
i nvol untary response to the Slaver's Caress, had not seened
to pronise so nuch.

She cried out suddenly as she found herself fully mne.
Then she scarcely dared to nove

"You are claimed, Slave Grl," | whispered to her
"I amnot a slave girl," she whispered intensely. "I am not
a slave girl."

I could feel her nails in ny arm In her kiss | tasted bl ood,
suddenly realizing that she had bitten nme. Her head was
back, her eyes closed, her |ips open

"I amnot a slave girl," she said.

I whispered in her ear, "Pretty little slave girl."

"I amnot a slave girl!" she cried.

"You will be soon," | told her.

"Pl ease, Tarl," she said, "do not nake ne a slave."
"You sense that it can be done?" | asked.
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"Pl ease," she said, "do not nake ne a slave."
"Do we not have a wager?" | asked.
She tried to |l augh. "Let us forget the wager," said she.
"Pl ease, Tart, it was foolishness. Let us forget the wager?"

"Do you acknow edge yourself my slave?" | inquired.
"Never!" she hissed
"Then," said |, "lovely wench, the wager is not yet done."

She struggled to escape ne, but could not. Then, suddenly,
as though startled, she would not nove.
She | ooked at ne.

"It soon begins," | told her.
"I sense it," she said, "I sense it."
She did not nove but | felt the cut of her nails in ny
ar ns. |
"Can there be nore?" she wept.
"It soon begins," | told her.
"I"'mfrightened," she wept.
"Do not be frightened," | told her
"I feel owned," she whispered.
"You are," | said.
"No," she said. "No."
"Do not be frightened," | told her
"You nust let ne go," she said.
"It soon begins," | told her.
"Pl ease let me go," she whispered. "Please"
"On CGor," | said, "it is said that a woman who wears a

collar can be only a woman. "

She | ooked at ne angrily.

"And you, lovely Elizabeth," said |, "wear a collar."

She turned her head to one side, helpless, angry, tears in

her eyes. ~

She did not nove, and then suddenly | felt the cut of her A
nails deep in ny arns, and though her |ips were open, her r
teeth were clenched, her head was back, the eyes closed, her
hair tangl ed under her and over her body, and then her eyes
seened surprised, startled, and her shoulders lifted a bit fromr
the rug, and she | ooked at ne, and | could feel the beginning
n her, the breathing of it and the blood of it, hers, in ny
own flesh swift and Iike fire in her beauty, mne, and know ng
it was then the time, neeting her eyes fiercely, | said to her,
wi th sudden contenpt and savagery, follow ng the common

Gorean Rites of Subm ssion, "Slave!" and she | ooked at ne
with horror and cried out "Nor" and half reared fromthe
rug, wild, helpless, fierce as | intended, wanting to fight ne,
as | knew she would, wanting to slay ne if it lay within her
power, as | knew she would, and | pernmitted her to struggle
and to bite and scratch and cry out and then | silenced her
with the kiss of the nmaster, and accepted the exquisite sur
render which she had no choice but to give. "Slave," she
wept, "slave, slave, slave | ama sl ave"

It was nore than an Ahn later that she lay in ny arns on

the rug and | ooked up at ne, tears in her eyes. "I know

now," she said, "what it is to be the slave girl of a Master."
I said nothing.

"Though | am sl ave," she said, "yet for the first tinge in ny
lifel amfree."

"For the first tine in your life," |I said, "you are a wonan."
"I love being a woman," she said. "I amhappy | ama
worman, Tarl Cabot, | am happy."

"Do not forget," | said, "you are only a slave."
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She sniled and fingered her collar. "I am Tarl Cabot's
girl," she said. |j

"My slave," | said.

"Yes," she said, "your slave."

I sniled.
"You will not beat ne too often will you, Master?" she
asked.

"W will see," | said.

"I will strive to please you," she said.

"I am pl eased to hear it," | said.

She | ay on her back, her eyes open, |ooking at the top of,
the wagon, at the hangi ngs, the shadows thrown on the
scarl et hides by the light of the fire bow.

"I amfree," she said.
| | ooked at her.

She roll ed over on her elbows. "It is strange," she said. "I
ama slave girl. But | amfree. | amfree."
"I must sleep,” | said, rolling over

She ki ssed nme on the shoul der. "Thank you," she said,
"Tarl Cabot, for freeing ne."

I rolled over and seized her by the shoul ders and pressed
her back to the rug and she | ooked up | aughing.

"Enough of this nonsense about freedom" | said. "Do not
forget that you are a slave." | took her nose ring between ny
thunb and forefinger.

"Ch" she sai d.

I lifted her head fromthe rug by the ring and her eyes
smart ed.

"This is scarcely the way to show respect for a |ady," said
the girl.

I tweaked the nose ring, and tears sprang into her eyes.
"But then," she said, "I amonly a slave girl."

"And do not forget it," | adnoni shed her

"No, no, Master," she said, smling.

"You do not sound to nme sufficiently sincere," | said.

"But | arnf she | aughed.

"I think in the norning," | said, "I will throw you to
kaiila." "'

"But where then will you find another slave as del ectabl e
as |1?" she | aughed.
"Insol ent wench!" | cried.
"Ch!" she cried, as | gave the ring a playful tug. "Please!"
Wth ny left hand | jerked the collar against the back of
her neck.
"Do not forget," | said, "that on your throat you wear a
collar of steel."
"Your collar!" she said pronptly.

| slapped her thigh. "And," | said, "on your thigh you wear
the brand of the four bask horns"

"I'"'myours," she said, "like a bosk!"

"Ch," she cried, as | dropped her back to the rug.

She | ooked up at ne, her eyes mischievous. "I'mfree," she
sai d.

"Apparently," | said, "you have not |earned the | esson of
the collar."

She | aughed merrily. Then she lifted her arns and put
t hem about ny neck, and lifted her lips to nmine, tenderly,

delicately. "This slave girl," she said, "has well |earned the
| esson of her collar."

I | aughed.
She kissed ne again. "Vella of Gor," said she, "loves
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master."

"And what of M ss Elizabeth Cardwel | ?" | inquired.
"That pretty little slave" said Elizabeth, scornfully.
"Yes," | said, "the secretary."

"She is not a secretary,” said Elizabeth, "she is only a little
Gorean sl ave."

"Well," said I, "what of her?"

"As you may have heard,"” whispered the girl, "Mss Eliza-
beth Cardwell, the nasty little wench, was forced to yield
herself as a slave girl to a naster."”

"I had heard as nuch," | said.

"What a cruel beast he was,
"What of her now?" | asked.
"The little slave girl," said the girl scornfully, "is now
madly in love with the beast."

"What is his nanme?" | asked.

"The same who won the surrender of proud Vella of

Gor," said she

said the girl.

"And his nane?" | asked.

"Tart Cabot," she said.
"He is a fortunate fellow," | remarked, "to have two such-
wonen. "

"They are jeal ous of one another,"” confided the girl

"I nsol ent wench!™ | cri ed.

"Ch" she cried, as | gave the ring a playful tug. "Please"
Wth ny left hand | jerked the collar against the back of
her neck.

"Do not forget," | said, "that on your throat you wear a
collar of steel."

"Your collar!" she said pronptly.

| slapped her thigh. "And," | said, "on your thigh you wear
the brand of the four bask hornet"

"I"'myours," she said, "like a bosk."

"Ch," she cried, as | dropped her back to the rug.

She | ooked up at ne, her eyes mischievous. "I'mfree," she
sai d.

"Apparently," | said, "you have not |earned the | esson of
the collar."

She | aughed nerrily. Then she lifted her arns and put
them about ny neck, and lifted her lips to mne, tenderly,

delicately. "This slave girl," she said, "has well |earned the
| esson of her collar."

I | aughed.
She kissed nme again. "Vella of Gor," said she, 'doves
master."

"And what of M ss Elizabeth Cardwel | ?" | inquired.

"That pretty little slaves" said Elizabeth, scornfully.

"Yes," | said, "the secretary."

"She is not a secretary,” said Elizabeth, "she is only a little
Gorean sl ave."

"Well," said I, "what of her?"

"As you may have heard,"” whispered the girl, "Mss Eliza-
beth Cardwell, the nasty little wench, was forced to yield
herself as a slave girl to a naster.”

"I had heard as nmuch," | said.

"What a cruel beast he was,
"What of her now?" | asked.
"The little slave girl," said the girl scornfully, "is now
madly in love with the beast."

"What is his nane?" | asked.

said the girl.
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"The same who won the surrender of proud Vella of
CGor," said she

"And his nane?" | asked.
"Tart Cabot," she said.
"He is a fortunate fellow," | remarked, "to have two such-
wonen. "
"They are jeal ous of one another," confided the girl
"Ch?" | asked.
"Yes," she said, "each will try to please her master nore
than the other, that she will be his favorite."
I kissed her.
"I wonder who will be his favorite?" she asked.
"Let themboth try to please him" | suggested, "each

nmore than the other."
She | ooked at nme reproachfully. "He is a cruel, crue
master," she said.
"Doubtless,” | admitted.
For a long tine we kissed and touched. And fromtinme to
time, during the night, each of the girls, Vella of Gor and the

little barbarian, Mss Elizabeth Cardwel |, begged, and were
permitted, to serve the pleasure of their master. Yet he,
unpreci pitate and wei ghing matters carefully, still could not

deci de between them
It was well toward norning, and he was nearly asl eep,
when he felt them against him their cheek pressed against his
thigh. "Grls," nmunbled he, "do not forget you wear ny
steel . "
"W will not forget," they said.
And he felt their Kiss.
"W | ove you," said they, "Mster."
He deci ded, falling asleep, that he woul d keep them both
slave for a few days, if only to teach thema | esson. Al so, he
remnded hinself, it is only a fool who frees a slave girl.
In the danmpness and darkness | ong before dawn the forces
of Kanthak, crowding the streets of Turia in the vicinity of
Saphrar's compound, waited silently, |ike dark shapes on the
stones; here and there the glint of a weapon or accouternent
coul d be made out ~ the fading Iight of one of the flying
nmoons; soneone coughed; there was a rustle of |eather; |
heard to one side the honing of a quiva, the tiny sound of a
short bow bei ng strung.
Kanthak, Harold and | stood with several others on the
roof of a building across fromthe conpound.
Behind the walls we could hear, now and then, a sentry
calling his post, answering another.
Kanthak stood in the half darkness, his palms on the wall
runni ng about the edge of the roof of the building on which
we st ood.
More than an hour ago | had |eft the commander's wagon,
bei ng roused by one of the guards outside. As | had left
El i zabeth Cardwel | had awakened. W had sai d not hing, but
I had gathered her into ny arms and ki ssed her, then left the
wagon.
On the way to the conpound | had net Harold and
together we had eaten sone dried bask neat- and drank
water, from one of the conmmi ssary wagons attached to one
of Hundreds in the city. As conmanders we coul d eat where
we chose
The tarns that Harold and | had stolen from Saphrar's
keep several days ago had both been brought into the city
and were nearby, for it was thought that such night be
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needed, if only to convey reports fromone point to another
There were also, in the city, of course, hundreds of kaiil a,
t hough the nmain body of such nobunts was outside the city,
where gane could be driven to themw th greater ease

I heard soneone chew ng nearby and noted that Harold,
who had thrust sone strips of bask nmeat fromthe comm s-
sary wagon in his belt, was busily engaged, quiva in hand,
with cutting and eating the neat.

"It's nearly norning," he nmunbl ed, the observation sone-
what blurred by the neat packed in his nouth.

| nodded.

I saw Kanthak | eaning forward, his palnms on the wall

about the roof, staring at the conmpound. He seened hunped
in the half darkness, short of neck, broad of shoul der. He
hadn't noved in a quarter of an Ahn. He was waiting for the
dawn.
When | had | eft the wagon Elizabeth Cardwel |, though she
had sai d nothing, had been frightened. | renenbered her
eyes, and her lips, as they had trenbled on mne. | had taken
her arnms from about ny neck and turned away. | wondered

if I would see her again.
"My own recommendation,” Harold was saying, 'would be
first to fly ny tarn cavalry over the walls, clearing themwth
t housands of arrows, and then, in a second wave, to fly
dozens of ropes of warriors to the roofs of the nain buildings,
to seize themand burn the others.

"But we have no tarn cavalry," | noted.

"That is what is wong with ny recommendation," granted
Har ol d, chewi ng.

I closed ny eyes briefly, and then | ooked back at the dim
conmpound across the way.

"No recomendation is perfect," said Harold.

| turned to a commander of a Hundred, he who was in

charge of the nen | had trained with the crossbow. "D d

tarns enter or |eave the conpound | ast night?" | asked.
"No," said the man.
"Are you sure?" | asked
"There was noonlight," he said. "W saw nothing." He
| ooked at ne. "But,', he added, "there are, by nmy count
sonme three or four tarns frombefore within the conpound.”
"Do not permit themto escape," | said.

"W shall try not to do so," he said.
and were nearby, for it was thought that such nmight be
needed, if only to convey reports fromone point to another
There were also, in the city, of course, hundreds of kaiil a,
t hough the nmain body of such nobunts was outside the city,
where gane could be driven to themw th greater ease

I heard soneone chew ng nearby and noted that Harold,
who had thrust sone strips of bask meat fromthe commit
sary wagon in his belt, was busily engaged, quiva in hand,
with cutting and eating the neat.
"It's nearly norning," he nmunbl ed, the observation sone-
what blurred by the neat packed in his nouth.

| nodded.

I saw Kanthak | eaning forward, his palnms on the wall
about the roof, staring at the conmpound. He seened hunped
in the half darkness, short of neck, broad of shoul der. He
hadn't noved in a quarter of an Ahn. He was waiting for the
dawn.
When | had | eft the wagon Elizabeth Cardwel |, though she
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had sai d nothing, had been frightened. | renmenbered her
eyes, and her lips, as they had trenbled on nmine. |I had taken
her arms from about ny neck and turned away. | wondered

if | would see her again.

"My own reconmendation,"” Harold was saying, "would be
first to fly ny tarn cavalry over the walls, clearing themwth
t housands of arrows, and then, in a second wave, to fly

dozens of ropes of warriors to the roofs of the main buildings,
to seize themand burn the others.

"But we have no tarn cavalry," | noted.

"Chat is what is wong with ny recommendation," granted

Har ol d, chewi ng.

I closed ny eyes briefly, and then | ooked back at the dim
conmpound across the way.

"No recomendation is perfect," said Harold.

| turned to a conmander of a Hundred, he who was in
charge of the nen | had trained with the crossbow. "Did

tarns enter or |eave the conpound |ast night?" | asked.
"No," said the man.
"Are you sure?" | asked.
"There was noonlight," he said. "W saw nothing." He
| ooked at ne. "But,', he added, "there are, by my count
sone three or four tarns frombefore within the conpound.”
"Do not permit themto escape," | said.
"W shall try not to do so," he said.
Now, in the east, as on Earth, we could see a lightness in the sky. | seened to be
breat hing very deeply. |
Kanthak still had not noved.

| heard the rustling of nen belowin the streets, the
checki ng of arns.
"There is a tarn" cried one of the men on the roof.
Very high in the sky, no nore than a small speck, speeding
toward the conpound of Saphrar fromthe direction of the Nil,
tower | believed held by Ha-Keel, we saw a tarn.
"Prepare to final" | cried
"No," said Kanthak, "let it enter."
The nmen held their fire, and the tarn, alnost at the center
of the conpound, as far fromour encircling positions as
possi bl e, suddenly plumreted downward, its wi ngs high,
opening themonly at the last minute to |land on the top of
the keep, beyond accurate crossbow range.
"Saphrar nay escape," | pointed out.
"No," said Kanthak, "there is no escape for Saphrar."
| said not hing.
"His blood is mne," said Kanchak
"Who is the rider?" | queried
"Ha- Keel, the nercenary," said Kanthak "He is com ng
to bargain with Saphrar, but | can better whatever terns he
is offered for | have all the gold and wonen of Turia, and

by nightfall | will have the private hordes of Saphrar him
self."
"Beware," | warned, "the tarnsnen of Ha-Keel they

m ght yet turn the brunt of battle against you."
Kancthak di d not respond.
"The thousand tarnsnen of Ha-Keel," said Harold, "left
before dawn for Port Karl Their tower is abandoned."
"But why?" | demanded
"They were well paid," said Harold, "with Turian gold of
whi ch substance we have a great deal."
"Then Saphrar is alone," | said.
"More al one than he knows," renarked Harol d

file:/lIF|/rah/John%20Norman/Chronicles%200f...ounter-Earth%204%20-%20Nomads%200f%20Gor.txt (213 of 238) [1/20/03 3:28:29 AM]



file:/I/F|/rah/Iohn%20Norman/Chroni cles%200f%20Counter-Earth%204%20-%20N omads%200f %20Gor .txt

"What do you nean?" | asked.
"You will see," he said.

It was now clearly light in the east, and | could see the ,

faces of men bel ow ne, sone of themcarrying rope | adders

with netal hooks at the ends, others scaling | adders.

It seened to ne that a full storm ng of the conpound

woul d take place within the Ahn.

The House of Saphrar was encircled literally by thousands
of warriors.
We woul d out nunber the desperate defenders of his walls
perhaps by twenty to one. The fighting would be fierce, but it
did not seemthat the outcome would be in doubt, even from
the beginning particularly now that the tarnsnen of Ha-
Keel had left the city, the saddl e packs of their tarns bul ging
with Turian gold.
Then Kanthak spoke again. "I have waited |ong for the
bl ood of Saphrar of Turia," he said. He lifted his hand and
one who stood near himclinbed to the wall of the roof and
blew a | ong bl ast on a bask horn
I thought this mght signal the beginning of the storm ng of
the conpound, but none of the nmen bel ow noved.
Rat her, to my astonishnent, a gate of the conpound itself
opened and wary nen-at-arns, their weapons ready, each
carrying a cloth sack, energed. They filed before us in the
street bel ow, each under the contenptuous eyes of the war-
riors of the Wagon Peoples, each in turn going to a | ong
tabl e whereon were placed many pairs of scales, and each at
that table was wei ghed out four Gorean stone of gold, about
six Barth pounds, which he put in his cloth sack and scurried
away, through an avenue opened for hi m between the war-
riors. They would be escorted beyond the city. Four Gorean
stone of gold is a fortune.

I was utterly startled, overcone. | was shaking. Hundreds
upon hundreds of nen nust have passed thus before us.
"I, I do not understand," | stamrered to Kanthak.

He did not turn to face ne, but continued to stare at the

conmpound. "Let Saphrar of Turia die by gold," he said.

Only then did | understand with horror the depth of

Kanthak's hatred of Saphrar of Turia.

Man by man, stone by stone of gold. Saphrar was dyi ng,

his wall s and defenses being taken grain by grain from him

slipping anay. H's gold could not buy himthe hearts of nen.

Kanthak, in his Tuchuk cruelty, would stand quietly to one

side and, coin by coin, bit by bit, buy Saphrar of Turia.

Once or twice | heard swords ringing fromwthin the

wal | s, as perhaps sone nen, loyal to Saphrar, or to their

codes, attenpted to prevent their fellows fromleaving the

conmpound, but | gather, judging fromthe continued exodus

fromthe walls, that those who were this |Ioyal were scattered

and few in nunber. Indeed, sone who might have fought for

Saphrar, seeing their fellows deserting in such nunbers, un
doubtedly realized their own inm nent danger, now increased

a hundred fold, and hastened to join the deserters. | even saw
sone sl aves | eaving the conmpound, and these, though they
were slave, were given the four stone of gold as well, perhaps

the nore to insult those free men who had accepted the
babes of Tuchuks. | gathered that Saphrar, in the years he
had built his power in Tuna, had for his own purposes
gathered such nen about him and now he woul d pay the

pace ---with his own life.
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Kanthak's face was inpassive.
At | ast, perhaps an Ahn after daylight, no nore nmen came
fromthe conpound and the gates were | eft open.
Kanthak then descended fromthe roof and nounted his
kaiila. Slowy, at a walk, he rode toward the main gate of the
conpound. Harold and I, on foot, acconpanied him Behind
us came several warriors. On Kanthak's right there wal ked a
master of sleen, who held two of the vicious, sinuous beasts
in check by chain | eashes.
About the pommel of Kanthak's saddle were tied severa
bags of gold, each weighed out to four stone. And follow ng
him anmong the warriors, were several Turian slaves, dad in
chai ns and the Kes, anong them Kanras, Chanpion of
Turia, and Phanius Turnus, the Turian Ubar, all of whom
carried large pans filled with sacks of gold.
Inside the gate of the compound | saw that it seemed
deserted, the walls enptied of defenders. The clear ground
between the walls and the first buildings was simlarly enpty,
t hough here and there | saw some litter, pieces of boxes,
broken arrows, patches of cloth.
Kanthak stopped inside the compound and | ooked about,
his dark, fierce eyes |ooking frombuilding to building, exanmn
ing with great care the roof tops and w ndows.
Then he gently nmoved his kaiila toward the nain portal. |
caught sight of two warriors standing before it, ready to
defend it. Behind them| was startled to see suddenly a
currying figure in white and gold, Saphrar of Turia. Then he
stood back fromthe door, holding sonmething large in his
arns, w apped in purple cloth.
The two nmen prepared to defend the portal
Kanthak stopped the kaiil a.
Behind me | heard hundreds of |adders and grappling
hooks stri ke against the wall, and, turning, | saw, clinbing
over the walls, as well as entering through the open gates,
hundreds and hundreds of men, until the walls were swarm
ing with Tuchuks, and others of the Wagon Peopl es. Then,
on the walls and within the conpound, they stood, not nov-
i ng.
Astride his kailla Kanthak announced hi nmsel f. "Kanthak
of the Tuchuks, whose father Kutaituchik was slain by
Saphrar of Turia, cads upon Saphrar of Turia."
"Strike himw th your spears," screamed Saphrar from
wi thin the doorway.
The two defenders hesitated.
"G ve greetings to Saphrar of Turia from Kanthak of the
Tuchuks, " said Kanthak cal my.
One of the guards turned woodenly. "Kanthak of the
Tuchuks ' he said, "gives greetings to Saphrar of Turia."
"Kill him" screamed Saphrar. "Kill him"
Silently a dozen Tuchuk bowren, with the short horn
bow, stood afoot before Kanthak's Kaiila, their arrows trained
on the hearts of the two guards.
Kanthak untied two of the sacks of gold fromthe pom
mel of his saddle. He threw one to one side for one guard,
and the other to the other side for the other guard.
"Fight!" cried Saphrar.
The two guards broke from before the door, each picking
up his sack of gold and fled through the Tuchuks.
"Sleen!" cried Saphrar, and turned and ran deeper within
t he house.
Not hurrying Kanthak wal ked his kaiila up the stairs of
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the house and, on kaiil aback, entered the main hall of the
House of Saphrar
In the main had he | ooked about and then, Harold and
following, and the man with the two Sl een, and the sl aves
with gold, and his archers and ot her nen, he began to wal k
his kaiila up the broad marble stairs, following the terrified
Saphrar of Turia.
Agai n and again we encountered guards within the House
but each tinme, when Saphrar took refuge behind them
Kanthak woul d throw gold to them and they woul d di ssipate
and Saphrar, panting, puffing, clutching the large, purple-
wr apped object in his arns, would on his short legs hurry off
again. He would | ock doors behind hinself but they were
forced open. He would throw furniture down stairs towards
us, but we would step around it. Qur pursuit carried us from
roomto room through hall after hall, in the great house of
Saphrar of Turia. W passed through the banquet hall, where
| ong before we had been entertained by the fleeing nerchant.

We passed through kitchens and galleries, even through the

private conpartnents of Saphrar hinself, where we saw the

mul titudi nous robes and sandal s of the nerchant,” each

wor ked predominantly in white and gold, though often m xed

wi th hundreds of other colors. In his own conpartnents the

pursuit had seened to end, for it seened Saphrar had disap

peered, but Kanthak did not show the least irritation or annoyance.

He di smounted and picked up a | oungi ng garnent from

He vast sleeping platformin the room holding it to the noses

of the two sleen. "Hunt," said Kanthak.

The two sleen seened to drink in the scent of the robe and

then they began to trenble, and the claws on their w de, soft

feet energed and retracted, and their heads |lifted and began

to sway fromside to side. As one aninal they turned and

pul l ed their keeper by the chain | eashes to what appeared to

be a solid wall, where they rose on their back tw | egs and

set their other four legs against it, snarling, whinpering.

"Break through the wall," said Kanthak. He woul d not |

bot her to search for the button or lever that m ght open the

panel. In a few nonents the wall had been shattered, revealing

the dark passage beyond.

"Bring | anps and torches," said Kanthak.

Kanthak now gave his kaiila to a subordinate and, on

foot, carrying torch and quiva, began to prow down the

passage, beside himthe two snarling sleen, behind him

Harold and I, and the rest of his nmen, several with torches,

even the slaves with gold. Guided by the sleen we had no

difficulty in following the track of Saphrar through the pas-

aage, though often it branched variously. The passage was, on

t he whol e dark, but where it branched there was often set a

mal |, burning tharlarion oil lanp. | supposed Saphrar of

Curia must have carried lanmp or torch, or perhaps that he

knew t he passage by heart.

At one point Kanthak stopped and called for planks, The

door of the passage had been dropped, by the release of a

bolt, for an area of its width and for a | ength of about twelve

feet. Harold tossed a pebble into the opening and it took

about ten Ihn before we heard it strike water far bel ow

Kanthak did not seemdisturbed at the wait, but sat like a

rock, cross-|egged before the opening, |ooking across it, unti
pl anks were brought, and then he, and the Sl een, were the
first to cross.
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Anot her time he warned us back and called for a | ance,
with which he tripped a wire in the passage. Four spears,
with bronze heads, suddenly burst across the passage, energ-
ing fromcircular openings, their tips striking into other snmall
openi ngs across the passage. Kanthak, with his boot, broke
the spear shafts and we noved between them
At last we energed into a |large audience room with a
donmed ceiling, heavily carpeted and hung with tapestries. |
recognized it inmediately, for it was the roomin which
Harol d and | had been brought prisoner before Saphrar of
Turi a.
In the roomthere were four persons.
Sitting in the place of honor, cross-1legged, calm on the
merchant's cushions, on his personal dais, applying a bit of
oil to the blade of his sword, sat the | ean, scarred Ha-Keel,
once of Ar, now a nercenary tarnsman of squalid, malignant
Port Karl
On the fl oor below the dais were Saphrar of Turia, frantic,
clutching the purple-wapped object, and the Paravaci, he
who still wore the hood of the Can of Torturers, he who
woul d have been ny assassin, he who had been with Saphrar
of Turia when |I had entered the Yell ow Pool of Turia.
| heard Harold cry out with delight at the sight of the
fellow, and the man turned to face us, a quiva in his hand.
Beneath his black nask | wager he turned white at the sight
of Harold of the Tuchuks. | could sense himtrenble.
The other man with them was a young man, dark-haired
and eyed, a sinple man-at-arns, perhaps not nore than
twenty. He wore the scarlet of a warrior. He carried a short
sword and stood between us and the others.
Kanthak regarded him and | thought with the merest
trace of amusement.
"Do not interfere, Lad," said he, quietly. "There is the
busi ness of men afoot in this place."
"Stand back, Tuchuk," cried the young man. He held his
sword ready.
Kanthak signaled for a bag of gold, and Phani us Turnus
was kicked forward, and froma |arge, bronze pan which he
carried, Kanthak renoved a sack of gold and threw it to
one si de.
The young man did not nove fromhis place, but set
hinself to take the charge of the Tuchuks.
Kanthak t hrew another sack of gold to his feet, and then
anot her.
"I ama warrior," said the young nan proudly.
Kanthak signal ed his archers and they cane forward,
their arrows trained on the young man.
He then threw, one after another, a dozen bags of gold to
the floor.
"Save your gold, Tuchuk sleep," said the young man. "I
ama warrior and | know ny codes."
"As you w sh," said Kanthak and raised his hand to signa
the archers. a
"Do not" | cried.
In that nonent, uttering the Turian war cry, the young
man rushed forward with his sword on Kanthak and the
dozen arrows flew sinultaneously, striking hima dozen tines,
turning himtw ce. Yet did he try still to stagger forward and
then anot her arrow and anot her pierced his body until he fel
at Kanthak's feet.
To ny astoni shnent | saw that not one of the arrows had
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penetrated his torso or head or abdonen, but that each had
struck only an armor |eg.
It had been no accident.
Kanthak turned the young man over with his boot. "Be a
Tuchuk, " he sai d.
"Never," wept the young man in pain, between clenched
teeth. "Never, Tuchuk sl een, never!"
Kanthak turned to certain of the warriors with him
"Bind his wounds," he said. "See that he lives. Wen he can
ride teach himthe saddle of the kaiila, the quiva, the bow
and lance Put himin the | eather of a Tuchuk. W have need
of such nmen anong the wagons."
I saw the astoni shed eyes of the young nan regardi ng Kanchak, and then he was carried away.
"In time," said Kanthak, "that boy will command a Thou-
sand. "
Then Kanthak lifted his head and regarded the ot her
three men, seated Ha-Keel, calmwth his sword, and the
frantic Saphrar of Turia, and the tall Paravaci, with the
qui va.
"Mne is the Paravaci!" cried Harol d.
The man turned angrily to face him but he did not
advance, nor hurl his quiva.
Harol d | eaped forward. "Let us fight!" he cried.
At a gesture from Kanthak Harol d stepped back, angry, a
qui va in his hand.
The two sleen were snarling and pulling at their collar.
The tawny hair hanging fromtheir jaws was fl ecked with the
foam of their agitation. Their eyes blazed. The cl aws when
they energed and retracted and energed again tore at the
rug.
"Do not approach!" cried Saphrar, "or | shall destroy the
gol den sphere!" He tore away the purple cloth that had
enfol ded the gol den sphere and then lifted it high over his

head. My heart stopped for the instant. | put out nmy hand, to
touch Kanthak's | eat her sl eeve.

"He nmust not," | said, "he nust not."

"Why not ?" asked Kanthak. "It is worthless."

"Stand back!" screaned Saphrar

"You do not understand!" | cried to Kanthak.

| saw Saphrar's eyes gleam "Listen to the Koroban!" he
said. "He knows! He knows!"

"Does it truly make a difference," asked Kanthak of ne,
"whet her or not he shatters the sphere?”

"Yes," | said, "there is nothing nore valuable on all
Gor it is perhaps worth the planet itself."

"Listen to him" screaned Saphrar. "If you approach
shal |l destroy this!"

"No harm nust cone to it," | begged Kanthak

"Why?" asked Kanthak.

I was silent, not knowing how to say what had to be said.
Kanthak regarded Saphrar. "Wat is it that you hol d?" he
asked.

"The gol den sphere!" cried Saphrar

"But what is the gol den sphere?" queried Kanthak.

"I do not know," said Saphrar, "but | know that there are
men who will pay half the wealth of Gor for this"

"I," said Kanchak, "would not give a copper tarn disk for
it."

"Listen to the Koroban!" cried Saphrar.

"I't nmust not be destroyed," | said.
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"Why?" asked Kanthak.
"Because," | said, "It is the |ast seed of Priest-Kings an
egg a child the hope of Priest-Kings, to themall---
everything, the world, the universe."
The nmen murnured with surprise about ne. Saphrar's eyes
seened to pop. Ha-Keel |ooked up, suddenly, seeming to forget his sword and its oiling. The
Par avaci regarded Saphrar.

"l think not," said Kanthak. "I think rather it is worth-
| ess. ™
"No, Kanthak," | said, "please."

"I't was for the golden sphere, was it not," asked
Kanthak, "that you cane to the Wagon Peopl es?"
"Yes," | said, "it was." | recalled our conversation in the
wagon of Kutaituchi k.
The nmen about us shifted, sonme of them angrily.
"You woul d have stolen it?" asked Kanthak.

"Yes," | said. "I would have."

"As Saphrar did?" asked Kanthak.

"1 would not have slain Kutaituchik," | said.
"Wy woul d you steal it?" asked Kanthak.

"To return it to the Sardar," | said.

"Not to keep it for yourself, nor for riches?"
"No," | said, "not for that."

"l believe you," said Kanchak. He | ooked at nme. "W
knew that in tine soneone would conme fromthe Sardar. W
did not know that you would be the one."
"Nor did I," | said.
Kanthak regarded the merchant. "Is it your intention to
buy your life with the gol den sphere?"
"If necessary," said Saphrar, "yes"
"But | do not want it," said Kancthak. "It is you | want."
Saphrar bl anched and held the sphere again over his head.
I was relieved to see that Kanthak signal ed his bowren
not to fire. He then waved them and the others, with the
exception of Harold and nyself, and the Sl een keeper and his
ani mal s, back several yards
"That is better," wheezed Saphrar
' Sheat h your weapons," ordered the Paravaci

W did so.

"Go back with your nen" cried Saphrar, backing away
fromus a step. "I will shatter the gol den sphere!"

Sl owl y Kanthak, and Harold and I, and the sleen keeper,

draggi ng the two sl een, wal ked backwards. The ani mal s raged
agai nst the chain | eashes, maddened as they were drawn
farther from Saphrar, their prey.
The Paravaci turned to Ha-Keel, who had now resheat hed
his sword and stood up. Ha-Keel stretched and blinked once.
"You have a tarn," the Paravaci said. "Take me with you. |
can give you half the riches of the Paravaci Bosk and gold
and wonen and wagons!"
"I woul d suppose,” said Ha-Keel, "that all that you have is
not worth so much as the gol den sphere and that is Saphrar
of Turia's."
"You cannot | eave nme here" cried the Paravaci
"You are outbhid for ny services," yawned Ha- Keel
The Paravaci's eyes were white in the black hood and his
head turned wildly to regard the Tuchuks clustered in the far
end of the room
"Then it will be mner" he cried and raced to Saphrar,
trying to seize the sphere.
"M ner M ne" screaned Saphrar, trying to retain the
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sphere.
Ha- Keel | ooked on, with interest.
| woul d have rushed forward, but Kanthak's hand
reached out and touched nmy arm restraining ne.
"No harm nust cone to the gol den sphere!™ | cried
The Paravaci was nuch stronger than the fat, tiny mer-
chant and he soon had his hands well on the sphere and west
tearing it out of the smaller man's clutching hands. Saphrar
was scream ng insanely and then, to ny astoni shnent, he bit
the Paravaci's forearm sinking the two gol den upper canine
teeth into the hooded man's flesh. The Paravaci suddenly
cried out in uncanny fear and shuddered and, to ny horror,
the gol den sphere, which he had succeeded in westing from
Saphrar, was thrown a dozen feet across the room and
shattered on the floor.
A cry of horror escaped ny lips and | rushed forward.
Tears burst fromny eyes. | could not restrain a npban as
fell to ny knees beside the shattered fragnents of the egg. It
was done, gone, ended My mission had failed!' The Priest-
Kings would diet This world, and perhaps ny other, dear
Earth, would now fall to the nysterious O hers, whoever or
what ever they might be. It was done, gone, ended, dead,
dead, hopel ess, gone, dead.
I was scarcely aware of the brief whinpering of the
Paravaci as, twisting and turning on the rug, biting at it,
holding his arm his flesh turning orange fromost venom he
writhed and di ed.
Kanthak wal ked to himand tore away the nmask. | saw
the contorted, now orange, tw sted, agonized face. Already it
was |i ke col ored paper and peeling, as though Iit and burned
fromthe inside. There were drops of bl ood and sweat on it.
| heard Harold say, "It is Tolnus."
"Of course," said Kanthak. "It had to have been the Ubar
of the Paravaci for who el se could have sent their riders
agai nst the Tuchuk wagons, who el se could have prom sed a
nmercenary tarnsnan half the bask and gold and wonen and
wagons of the Paravaci ?"
I was only dimy aware of their conversation. | recalled
Tol nus, for he had been one of the four Ubars of the Wagon
Peopl es, whom |, unknow ng, had met when first | cane to
the Plains of Turia, to the Land of the Wagon Peopl es.
Kanthak bent to the figure and, opening his garnents,
tore fromhis neck the al nost priceless collar of jewels which
the man had worn
He threw this to one of his nen. "Gve this to the Parava-
ci," he said, "that they nmay buy back sone of their bask and
wonmen fromthe Kataii and the Kassars."
I was only partly cogni zant of these things, for | was
overcone with grief, kneeling in Saphrar's audi ence hal
before the shards of the shattered gol den sphere.
I was consci ous of Kanthak now standing near to ne, and
behi nd hi m Har ol d.
Unabashed | wept.
It was not only that | had failed, that what | had fought
for had now vani shed, becone ashes not only that the war
of Priest-Kings, in which | had played a promi nent part,
fought |long before over such matters, had now becone
fruitless, neaningless that ny friend Msk's life and its
pur pose woul d now be shattered even that this world and
perhaps Earth itself m ght now, undefended, fall intine to
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the nysterious Others but that what lay in the egg itself,
the innocent victimof intrigues which had | asted centuries
and ni ght perhaps being worlds into conflict, was dead it
had done nothing to warrant such a fate; the child, so to
speak, of Priest-Kings, what could have becone the Mt her,
was now dead.
I shook with sobs, not caring.
| heard, vaguely, soneone say, "Saphrar and Ha- Keel have
fled.
Near ne Kanthak said, quietly, "Release the sleen. Let
them hunt . "
| heard the chains | oosened and the two sl een bounded
fromthe room eyes bl azing.
I would not have cared to have been Saphrar of Turi a.
"Be strong, Warrior of Ko-ro-ba," said Kancthak, kindly.
"You do not understand, ny friend," | wept, "you do not
under st and. "
The Tuchuks stood about, in their black |eather. The sleen
keeper stood nearby, the chain | eashes | oose in his hands. In
t he background there stood the slaves with their pans of
gol d.
| becane aware of a strong odor, of rottenness, exuding
fromthe shattered thing which |ay before ne.
"I't snmells,"” Harold was saying. He knelt down near the
fragments, disgust on his face, fingering the stiff, |eathery
ruptured egg, sonme of the golden pieces broken fromit. He
was rubbing one of them between his thunb and forefinger
My head down, | cared for nothing.
"Have you exami ned the gol den sphere carefully?"
Kanthak was aski ng.
"I never had the opportunity,' | said.
"You might do so now," said Kanthak.
I shook ny head negatively.
"Look," said Harold, thrusting his hand under ny face. |
saw that his thunb and forefinger were marked with a gol den
stai n.
| gazed at his hand, not conprehendi ng.
"I't is dye," he said.
"Dye?" | asked.
Harol d got up and went to the shattered, stiff shard" of the
egg. Fromit, wet, winkled. rotted, dead for perhaps nonths
or years, he drew forth the body of an unborn tharlarion
"I told you," said Kanthak, kindly, "the egg was worth

| ess. ™
| staggered to ny feet, standing now and | ooki ng down at
the shattered fragnments of the egg. | stooped down and

pi cked up one of the stiff shards and rubbed it, seeing the
gol den stain now left on ny fingertips.
"It is not the egg of Priest-Kings," said Kanchak. "Do you
truly think we would pernmt enemes to know the wherea-
bouts of such a thing?"
I | ooked at Kanthak, tears in ny eyes.
Suddenly, far off, we heard a weird scream high, waver-
ing, and the shrill how s of frustrated sleen
"It is ended," said Kanthak. "It is ended."
He turned in the direction fromwhich the scream had
come. Slowy, not hurrying, in his boots he tranped across
the rug, toward the sound. He stopped once beside the
twi sted, hideous body of Tolnw of the Paravaci. "it is too
bad," he said, "I would have preferred to stake himout In
the path of the bask." Then, saying no nore, Kanthak, the
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rest of us following, left the room guiding ourselves by the

distant, frustrated how s of disappointed Sleen

We cane together to the brink of the Yell ow Pool of

Turia. At its marbled edge, hissing and quivering with rage,

throwi ng their heads now and again upward and howing in

frustrated fury were the two, tawny hunting sleen, their

maddened round eyes bl azing on the pathetic figure of

Saphrar of Turia, blubbering and whi npering, sobbing,

reaching out, his fingers scratching the air as though he

would clinmb it, for the graceful, decorative vines that hung

above the pool, nore than twenty feet above his head.

He struggled to nove in the glistening, resprung, sparkling

subst ance of the Yell ow Pool, but could not change his place.

The fat hands with the scarlet fingernails seened suddenly to

be drawn and thin, clutching. The nerchant was covered

with sweat. He was surrounded by the | um nous, white

spheres that floated under the surface about him perhaps

wat chi ng, perhaps sonehow recording his position in virtue

of pressure waves in the nedium The gol den droplets which

Saphrar wore in place of eyebrows fed unnoticed into the

fluid that hunped itself thickening itself about him Beneath

the surface we could see places where his robes had been

eaten away and the skin was turning white beneath the

surface, the juices of the pool etching their way into his body,

taking its protein and nutrinent into its own, digesting it.

Saphrar took a step deeper into the pool and the poo

permtted this, and he now stood with the fluids level with his

chest

"Lower the vines!" begged Saphrar.
No one noved.

Saphrar threw back his head |ike a dog and howed in

pai n. He began to scratch and tear at his body, as if nad.

Len, tears bursting fromhis eyes, he held out his hands to

Kanchak of the Tuchuks.

"Pl ease" he cri ed.
"Remenber Kutaituchik," said Kanchak

Saphrar screamed in agony and noving beneath the yell ow

glistening surface of the pool | saw several of the fil anentous

fibers encircle his |legs and begin to draw hi m deeper into the

pool and beneath the surface.

Then Saphrar, nerchant of Turia, struggled, pounding

agai nst the caked material near to him to prevent his being
drawn under. The eyes were bul gi ng perhaps a quarter of an
inch fromthe little round head and the mouth, with its two
gol den teeth, now enptied of ost venom seened to be
scream ng but there was no sound.
"The egg," Kanthak informed him "was the egg of a
tharlarion it was worthless.”
The fluid now had reached Saphrar's chin and his head was
back to try and keep his nose and nouth over the surface.
H s head shook with horror.
"Pl ease!" he cried once nore, the syllable lost in the
bubbl i ng yell ow mass that reached into his nouth.
"Remenber Kutaituchik," said Kanchak, and the filanent-
tous fibers about the merchant's | egs and ankles drew him
sl owy downward. Sone bubbl es broke the surface. Then the
merchant's hands, still extended as though to grasp the vines
overhead, with their scarlet fingernails, the robes eaten away
fromthe flesh, disappeared beneath the sparkling, glistening
surface.
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We stood silently there for a time, until Kanthak saw
smal |, white bones, |ike bleached driftwood, rocking on the
sparkling, now watery surface, being noved bit by bit, al nost
as if by tides, to the edge of the pool, where | gathered
attendants would normally collect and discard them

"Bring a torch," said Kanthak.
He | ooked down into the sparkling, glistening living fluid of
the Yell ow Pool of Turia.
"I't was Saphrar of Turia," said Kancthak to ne, "who first
i ntroduced Kutaituchik to the strings of kanda." He added,
it was twice he killed ny father."
The torch was brought, and the pool seened to di scharge
its vapor nore rapidly, and the fluids began to churn, and
draw away from our edge of the pool. The yell ows of the
pool began to flicker and the filamentous fibers began to
withe, and the spheres of different colors beneath the sur-
face began to turn and oscillate, and dart in one direction
and then the other.
Kancthak took the torch and with his right hand, in a | ong
arc, flung it to the center of the pool
Suddenly |ike an expl osion and confl agration the poo
erupted into flanmes and Kanthak and | and Harol d and the
ot hers shiel ded our faces and eyes and wi thdrew before the
fury of the fire. The pool began to roar and hiss and bubbl e
and scatter parts of itself, flamng, into the air and again to
the walls. Even the vines caught fire. The pool then at
drawn under. The eyes were bul gi ng perhaps a quarter of an
inch fromthe little round head and the mouth, with its two
gol den teeth, now enptied of ost venom seened to be
screami ng but there was no sound.

It tenpted to desiccate itself and retreat into its hardened

shell -l1i ke condition but the fire within the closing shell burst it
apart and open and then it was again like a | ake of burning
oil, with portions of the shell tossed like flanming chips upon it

For better than an hour it burned and then the basin of

t he pool, now black, in places the marble fused and nelted,
was enpty, save for snears of carbon and grease, and sone
cracked, bl ackened bones, and sone drops of nelted gol d,
what had been | eft perhaps of the gol den drops which
Saphrar of Turia had worn over his eyes, and the two gol den
teeth, which hall once held the venom of an ost.
"Kutaituchik is avenged," said Kanthak, and turned from
the room

Harold and |, and the others foll owed him

Qut si de the conmpound of Saphrar, which was now burn-

ing, we nmounted kaiila to return to the wagons outside the
wal | s.

A man approached Kanthak. "The tarnsman," he said,
"escaped." He added, "As you said, we did not fire on him
for he did not have with himthe nerchant, Saphrar of
Turia."

Kanthak nodded. "I have no quarrel with Ha-Reel, the
mercenary," he said. Then Kanthak | ooked at ne. "You,
however," he said, "now that he knows of the stakes in these
ganmes, may neet himagain. He draws his sword only in the
nane of gold, but | expect that now, Saphrar dead, those
who enpl oyed the merchant may need new agents for their
work and that they will pay the price of a sword such as
that of Ha-keel" Kanthak grinned at nme, the first tine
since the death of Kutaituchik. "It is said," renarked
Kanthak, "that the sword of Ha-Keel is scarcely less swft
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and cunning than that of Pa-Kur, the Master of Assassin”

"Pa-Kur is dead," | said. "He died in the siege of Ar."
"Was the body recovered?" asked Kanthak.

"No," | said.

Kancthak smiled. "I think, Tart Cabot," he said. "you

woul d never nake a Tuchuk."
"Way is that?" | asked.

"You are too innocent," he said, "too trusting."

"Long ago," said Harold, nearby, "I gave up expecting
nmore of a Koroban."
| smled. "Pa-Kur," | said, "defeated in personal conbat

on the high roof of the Cylinder of Justice in Ar, turned and
to avoid capture threw hinself over the | edge. | do not think
he could fly."
"Was the body recovered?" Kanthak asked again.
"No," | said. "But what does it matter?"
"I't would matter to a Tuchuk," said Kanthak.
"You Tuchuks are indeed a suspicion lot," | renarked.

"What woul d have happened to the body?" asked Harol d,
and it seened he was serious.

"l -suppose,” | said, "it was torn to pieces by the crowds
bel ow or lost with the other dead. Many things could have
happened to it."

"I't seenms then," said Kanthak, "that he is dead."
"Surely," | said.
"Let us hope so," said Kanthak, "For your sake."
We turned the kaiila fromthe courtyard of the burning
House of Saphrar and, abreast, rode fromthat place. W
rode wit hout speaking but Kanthak, for the first tine in
weeks, whistled a tune. Once he turned to Harold. "I think in
a few days we mght hunt tumts," he renarked
"I would enjoy that," remarked Harol d.
"Perhaps you will join us?" inquired Kanthak.
"I think," | said, "I shall |eave the Wagons soon for
have failed in ny m ssion on behalf of Priest-Kings."
"What mission is that?" inquired Kancthak innocently.
"No find the | ast egg of Priest-Kings," | said, perhaps
irritably, "and to return it to the Sardar."
"Way do Priest-Kings not do their own errands?" asked
Har ol d.
"Whey cannot stand the sun," | said. "They are not as
Men and if men saw themthey mght fear and try to kil
them the egg m ght be destroyed.
"Soneday, " said Harold, "you nust speak to ne of Priest

Ki ngs."
"Very well," | agreed.
"1 thought you m ght be the one," said Kanthak.
"What one?" | asked.

"The one that the two nen who brought the sphere told
me mght conme one day to claimit."”
"The two nmen," | said, "are dead their cities warred
upon one another and in battle they slew one another."
"They seened to nme fine warriors," said Kancthak. "I am
sorry to hear it."
"When did they cone to the wagons?" | asked.
"As recently as two years ago," he said.
"They gave you the egg?" | asked.
"Yes," he said, "to keep for Priest-Kings." He added, "It
was wi se of them for the Wagon Peopl es are anong the
farthest and nost fierce of the Goreans, living free hundreds

file:/lIF|/rah/John%20Norman/Chronicles%200f...ounter-Earth%204%20-%20Nomads%200f%20Gor.txt (224 of 238) [1/20/03 3:28:29 AM]



file:/I/F|/rah/Iohn%20Norman/Chroni cles%200f%20Counter-Earth%204%20-%20N omads%200f %20Gor .txt

of pasangs fromall cities, save Turia."

"Do you know where the egg is now?" | asked.

"Of course," he said.
I began to shake in the saddle of the kailla, trembling. The
reins moved in ny hands and the beast shifted nervously.

I reined in the kailla.
"Do not tell me where it Is," | said, "or | should fee
bound to attenpt to seize it and take it to the Sardar."
"But are you not he who is to come fromPriest-Kings to
claimthe egg?" inquired Kancthak.

"I am he," | said.
"Then why would you wish to seize it and carry it away?"
he asked.

"I have no way to prove that |I cone from Priest-Kings," |
said. "Why woul d you believe nme?"
"Because," said Kanthak, "I have cone to know you."
| said not hing.
"l have watched you carefully, Tarl Cabot of the City of
Ko-ro-ba," said he, Kanthak of the Tuchuks. "Once you
"pared nmy life, and we held grass and earth together, and
fromthat time, even had you been outlaw and knave, |
woul d have died for you, but still, of course, | could not give
you the egg. Then you went with Harold to the city, and so
knew that to seize the egg agai nst such overwhel m ng odds
you were ready to give your life. Such a venture would not in
all likelihood have been attenpted by one who | abored only
for gold. That taught me that it was indeed probable that you
were he chosen by Priest-Kings to conme for the egg."
"That is why," | asked, "you let nme go to Turia though
you knew the Gol den Sphere was worthl ess"
"Yes," said Kanthak, "that is why."

"And why, after that," | asked, "did you not give ne the
egg?"
Kanthak smiled. "I needed only one last thing," said he,
Tarl Cabot."

"And what was that?" | asked.
"To know that you wanted the egg for Priest-Kings al one,
and not for yourself." Kanthak put out his hand and
touched ny arm "That is why," he said, "I wanted the
gol den sphere shattered. | would have done it nyself had it
not been broken, to see what you woul d have done, to see if
you woul d have been enraged at your loss, or if you would
have been overcone with grief, on behalf of Priest-Kings."
Kanthak smiled gently. "Wen you wept," he said, "I knew
then that you cared for it, and for Priest-Kings that you
had truly come for the egg and that you wanted it for
them and not for yourself."
| 1 ooked at him dunbfounded.
"forgive ne," he said, "if | amcruel for | ama Tuchuk,
but though | care much for you | kind to know the truth of
these mattes."
"No forgiveness is necessary,”" | said. "In your place,
think I mght well have done the sane thing."
Kanthak's hand cl osed on mine and we cl asped hands.
"Where is the egg?" | asked.
"Where woul d you think to find it?" he asked.
"I don't know," | said. "If | did not know better, | would
expect to have found it in the wagon of Kutaituchik the
wagon of the Ubar of the Tuchuks."
"I approve of your conjecture," he said, "but Kutaituchik,
as you know, was not the Ubar of the Tuchuks."
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I gazed at him
"1 am Ubar of the Tuchuks," he said.
"You nean" | said.

"Yes," said Kanthak, "the egg has been in ny wagon for
two years."
"But | lived in your wagon for nonths!" | cried.
"Did you not see the egg?" he asked.
"No," | said. "It nmust have been narvel ously conceal ed. "
"What does the egg | ook |ike?" he asked.
| sat still on the back of the kaiila. "I don't know, "
sai d.

"You t hought, perhaps,
spherical ?"

"Yes," | said, "I did."
"It was for such a reason," he said, "that we Tuchuks dyed
the egg of a tharlarion and placed it in the wagon of
Kutaituchik, letting its position be known."

I was speechl ess, and could not respond to the Tuchuk
"I think," said he, "you have often seen the egg of Priest-
Kings, for it lies about in ny wagon. |ndeed, the Paravac
who raided ny wagon did not regard it as of sufficient
interest to carry away."

he asked, "it would be gol den and

"That!"" | cried.
"Yes,' said he, "the curiosity, the gray, |eathery object
that."

I shook ny head in disbhelief.

I recalled Kanthak sitting on the gray, rather squarish,
grained thing with the rounded corners. | recalled he had
moved it about with his foot, that once he had kicked it
across the wagon for nme to exani ne.

"Sonetinmes," said Kancthak, "the way to conceal sone-
thing is not to conceal It, it is thought that what is of val ue
will be hidden, and so it is natural to suppose that what is not
hi dden will not be of value."

"But," | said, my voice trenbling, "you rolled it about
you would throwit to the side of the wagon once you even
kicked it across the rug to ne that | mght examne it." |

| ooked at him incredulously. "Even," | said, "did you dare to
sit upon it”

"I shall hope," chuckl ed Kanthak, "that the Priest-Kings

will take no offense, but understand that such little bits of
acting rather well carried off, |I think were inportant

parts of ny deception.”

I smled, thinking of Msk's joy at receiving the egg. "They
will take little offense," | said.

"Do not fear the egg was injured,"” said Kancthak, "for to
injure the egg of Priest-Kings | would have had to use a

qui va or ax."

"WIly Tuchuk," | said.
Kancthak and Harol d | aughed
"I hope," | said, "that after this tinme the egg is stil

Kanthak shrugged. "We have watched it," he said, "we

have done what we coul d."

"And | and Priest-Kings are grateful to you," | said.
Kanthak smiled. "W are pleased to be of service to
Priest-Kings," he said, "but renenber that we reverence only

the sky."
"And courage," added Harold, "and such things."
Kanthak and | | aughed.
"I think it is because at least in part," | said, "that you
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reverence the sky and courage and such things that the
egg was brought to you."
"Per haps," said Kanthak, "but | shall be glad to be rid of
it, and besides it is nearly the best tinme for hunting tunits
with the bole"
"By the way, Ubar," asked Harold, wi nking at ne, "what
was it you paid for Aphris of Turia?"
Kanthak threw hima | ook that might have been a quiva
in the heart.
"You have found Aphris!" | cried.
"Al brecht of the Kassars," remarked Harold, casually,
"picked her up while raiding the Paravaci canp."
"Wonderful!'" | cried.
"She is only a slave, and uninportant," grow ed Kanthak.
"What did you pay for her return?" inquired Harold, with
great innocence.
"Al most nothing," nmuttered Kanthak, "for she is nearly
worthl ess. "
"I amvery pleased," | said, "that she is alive and well
and | gather that you were able to purchase her from Al-
brecht of the Kassars without difficulty.""
Harol d put his hand over his nouth and turned away,
sni ggering, and Kanthak's head seened to sink angrily into
hi s shoul ders
"What did you pay?" | asked.
"It is hard to outwit a Tuchuk in a bargain," renarked
Harol d, turning back, rather confidently.
"I't will soon be tine to hunt tumts," grow ed Kanthak,
| ooki ng of f across the grass toward t he wagons beyond the
wal | s.
Well did | recall how Kanthak had nade Al brecht of the
Kassars pay dearly for the return of his little darling Ten-
chi ka, and how he had roared with |aughter because the
Kassar had paid such a price, obviously having all owed
hinself to care for a nmere slave girl, and she a Turian at
t hat
"I woul d guess," said Harold, "that so shrewd a Tuchuk as
Kanthak, the very Ubar of our wagons, woul d have paid no
nmore than a handful of copper tarn disks for a wench of
such sorts."
"The tumts run best this time of year rather toward the
Cartius," observed Kanthak.
"I'"'mvery happy," | said, "to hear that you have Aphris
back. She cared for you, you know. "
Kanthak shrugged
"l have heard," said Harold, "that she does nothing but
sing around the bask and in the wagon all day | nyself
woul d probably beat a girl who- insisted on nmaking all that
noi se.
"I think," said Kanthak, "I will have a new bol e nmade
for the hunting."
"He is, of course," observed Harold, "quite handsone."
Kanthak grow ed nenaci ngly.
"At any rate," continued Harold, "I know that he woul d
have uphel d the honor of the Tuchuks in such matters and
driven a hard bargain with the unwary Kassar."
"The inportant thing," | said, "is that Aphris is back and
safe." We rode on for a while nore. Then | asked, "By the
way, as a matter of fact, what did you pay for her?"
Kanthak's face was black with rage. He | ooked at
Harol d, who sniled innocently and questioningly, and then at I
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me, who was only honestly curious. Kanthak's hands were

like white clubs knotted on the reins of the kaiila. "Ten

t housand bars of gold ," he said.

| stopped the kaiila and regarded him astounded. Harold

began to pound his saddl e and how wi th |aughter

Kanthak's eyes, had they been jets of fire, would have

frizzled the young, blond Tuchuk in his saddle.

"Well, well," | said, a certain regrettable malicious elation

per haps unfortunately detectable in my voice.

Now Kanthak's eyes woul d have frizzled ne as well.

Then a wy glint of amusenent sparkled in the Tuchuk's

eyes and the furrowed face winkled into a sheepish grin.

"Yes," he said, "Tart Cabot, | did not know until then that I

was a fool ."

"Nonet hel ess, Cabot," remarked Harol d, "do you not

think, all things considered, he is on the whole al beit unwi se

n certain matters an excell ent Ubar?"

"On the whole," | agreed, "albeit perhaps unwise in certain

Matters an excel l ent Ubar."

Kanthak glared at Harold, and then at nme, and then he

| ooked down, scratching his ear; then he | ooked at us again,

and all three of us suddenly burst together into |aughter, and

tears even streaned down Kanthak's face, running here and

there anong the scarred furrows on his cheeks.

"You m ght have pointed out," said Harold to Kanthak,

"that the gold was Turian gold."

"Yes," cried Kanthak, "that is true it was Turian gold!"

He cracked his fist on his thigh. "Turian gold"

"One mght claim" said Harold, "that that nakes quite a difference.

"Yes!" cried Kanthak.
"On the other hand," said Harold, "I for one would not
claimthat."
Kanthak straightened in the saddl e and thought about it.
Then he chuckl ed and said, "Nor would I."
Agai n we | aughed and, suddenly, we urged the kailla
forward in great bounding strides, eager to reach the wagons,
each of us, for waiting in these wagons were three girls,
desirabl e, marvel ous, ours, Hereena, she who had been of the
First Wagon, the slave of Harold, her master; Aphris of
Turia, alnond-eyed and exquisite, once the richest and per-
haps the nost beautiful wonman of her city, now the sinple
sl ave of the Ubar of Tuchuks, he Kanthak; and the sl ender,
| ovely, dark-haired, dark-eyed Elizabeth Cardwell, once a
proud girl of Earth, now only the hel pl ess and beautiful slave
of a warrior of Ko-ro-ba; a girl in whose nose had been fixed
the delicate, provocative golden ring of Tuchuk wonen, a
girl whose thigh bore unm stakably the brand of the four
bask horns, whose lovely throat was encircled by a collar of
steel, bearing nmy name; a girl whose rapturous and uncon-
troll able subm ssion had, in its utterness, astounded both
hersel f and ne, both he who comanded and she who
served, he who took and she who was given no choice but to
yi el d unreservedly. Wien she had left nmy arns she had lain

upon the rug and wept. "I have nothing nore to give," she
cried. "Nothing norel"”
"I't is enough," | had told her

And she had wept with joy, pressing her head with its
| cose, wild hair to ny side

"I's ny master pleased with ne?" she had asked.
"Yes," | had told her. "Yes, Vella, Kajira mre. | am
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pl eased. | am pl eased i ndeed. "
| leaped fromthe back of the kaiila and ran toward the
wagon and the girl waiting there cried out with joy and tad
to ne and | swept her into nmy arns and our |ips nmet and she
wept, "You are safer You are safer”
"Yes," | said, "I amsafe and you are safe and the
world is safer"
At the tine | believed that what | kind said was true
| gathered that the best season for hunting tunits, the
large, flightless carnivorous birds of the southern plains, was
at hand, for Kancthak, Harold and others seened to be
| ooking forward to it with great eagerness. Kutaituchik
avenged, Kanthak was no |longer interested in Turia, though
he wi shed the city to be restored, perhaps in order that the
Wagon Peopl es might have a val uabl e trade outl et whereby
they could nmanage, if the caravan raids turned out poorly, to
barter hides and horn for the goods of civilization
On the last day before the withdrawal of the Wagon
Peopl es from ni ne-gated, high-walled Turia, Kanchak held
court in the palace of Phanius Turrmus. The Turian Ubar
hinsel f, with Kanras, fornmer Chanpion of Turia, both clad
m t he Kes, were chained at the door, to wash the feet of
t hose who woul d enter.
Turia had been a rich city, and though much gold had
been given to the tarnsnmen of Ha-Keel and the defenders of
t he House of Saphrar, it was a tiny anmount when conpared
with the whole, not even counting that |lost by being carried
by civilians through the gates Kanthak had designated as
escapes fromthe burning city. |Indeed, Saphrar's secret hordes
al one, kept in dozens of vast underground storehouses,
woul d have been enough to have made each and every
Tuchuk, and perhaps each Kataii and Kassar as well, a rich
man a very rich man in any of the cities of Gor. |
recal l ed that never before had Turia fallen, not since the
foundi ng of the city, perhaps thousands of years ago.
Yet a large portion of this wealth perhaps a third
Kanthak designated should be left behind in the city, to aid
inits rebuilding.
Kanthak, as a Tuchuk, could not bring hinmself to be quite
as generous with the city's wonen, and the five thousand
nmost beautiful girls of Turia were branded and given to the
commanders of Hundreds, that they might be distributed to
the bravest and fiercest of their warriors; the others were
permitted to remain in the city or flee through the gates to
seek their fellow citizens beyond the walls. Additionally, of
course, beyond the free wonen, nunerous slaves had fallen
into the hands of the warriors, and these, too, were sent to
the commanders of Hundreds. The npbst narvel ous set of the
|atter were the beauties fromthe Pleasure Gardens of
Saphrar of Turia. The girls of the Wagon Peopl es, of course,
who had been ensl aved, were freed; the others, however, save
for some of Ko-ro-ba on whose behalf | spoke, would change
their perfunmed silks and their warmed, scented baths for the
hardshi ps of the trek, the care of bask, and the arms of
warrior nmasters. Few it seenmed to ne, surprisingly perhaps,
much objected to | eaving the |uxurious delights of the gar-
dens of Saphrar for the freedomof the winds and prairies,
the dust, the snell of bask, the collar of a nan who woul d
master themutterly but before whomthey would stand a
human shes, individual, each different, each al one and nar-
vel ous and prized in the secret world of her master's wagon.
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In the palace of Phanius Enmus, on his throne, eat.
Kanthak, the purple of the Ubar's robes thrown casually
over one shoul der, over his Tuchuk | eather. He did not now
sit dourly as before, stern and lost in thought, but attended to
the details of his business with good hunor, stopping only
now and then to throw scraps of neat to his kaiila, which
was tethered behind the throne. As a matter of course
various goods and riches were heaped about his throne, and
anong them as part of the booty, there knelt sone of the
nost beautiful of Turia's maidens, clad only in the Sirik, but
at his right knee, unchained and clad Kajir, there knot t
Aphris of Curia. ;
About his throne as well there stood his comranders, and
sone | eaders of Hundreds, nmany with their wonmen. Beside
me, clad not Kajir but in the brief |eather of one of the
Wagon Grls, though collared, stood Elizabeth Cardwell; sim
ilarly attired and collared, | noted, standing a bit behind
Harol d of the Tuchuks, | saw the fiery Hereena; she was
perhaps the only one of all the girls of the Wagon Peopl es that
day in Turia who was not free; she al one renni ned slave, and
would so renmain until or unless it mght please Harold, her
master, that it should be otherwise; "I rather |ike the | ook of
a collar on her throat," he once remarked in his wagon,
before ordering her to prepare food for Kanthak and
Aphris, and nyself and Elizabeth, or Vella, as | would
sonmetinmes can her. 1 gathered that the proud Hereena m ght
| ong be the slave of Harold of the Tuchuks.
As fellow after fellow, nen of inportance in Turia, were
dragged before his throne, in the Kes and chai ned, Kanthak
woul d say to them "Your goods and your wonen are nine.
Wio is the Master of Turia?"
"Kanthak of the Tuchuks," they would say, and be
dragged away.
To sonme he would ask, "Has Turia fallen?"
And they woul d bow their heads and say, "She has fallen."
At | ast Phanius Turnus and Kanras were pulled before
the throne and thrust to their knees.
Kanthak gestured to the riches piled about him "Wose
h the wealth of Turia?" he asked.
"Kanthak of the Tuchuks'," said they.
Karuchak thrust his fist affectionately into the hair of
Aphris of Turia and twi sted her head to him
"whose are the wonen of Turia?" he asked.
"Master," said Aphris.
"Kanchak of the Tuchuks'," said the two nen.
"Who," | aughed Kanthak, "is Ubar of Turia?"
"Kanchak of the Tuchuks," said the two.
"Bring the Hone Stone of the city," conmanded
Kanthak, and the stone, oval and aged, carved with the
initial letter of the city, was brought to him
He Iifted the stone over his head and read fear in the eyes
of the two men chained before him
But he did not dash the stone to the floor. Rather he arose
Tom his throne and placed the stone in the chai ned hands of
Phanius Turmus. "Turia lives," said he, "Ubar."
Tears forned in the eyes of Phanius Turrmus and he held
the Hone Stone of the city to his heart.
"In the nmorning," called Kanthak, "we return to the
wagons. "
"You will spare Turia, Master?" asked Aphris, wondering,
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knowi ng the hatred he had borne the city.

"Yes," said he, "Turia will live."
Aphris | ooked at him not understanding.
I nyself was startled, but would not speak. | had thought

that Kanthak m ght destroy the stone, thus breaking the
heart of the city, leaving it in ruins in the mnds of nen. It
was only at that time, as he held court in the pal ace of
Phani us Turmus that | realized he would pernit the city its

freedom and its soul. | had hitherto only understood that
Turians mght perhaps return to the city, and that its walls
woul d be left standing. | had not understood that it would be

pernmitted to retain a Honme Stone.
It seemed to ne a strange act for a conqueror, for a
Tuchuk.
Was it only because Kanthak believed, as he had once
sai d, that the Wagon Peopl es nmust have an eneny? or was
there sone other reason, beyond that?
Suddenly there was commotion at the door and three nen,
foll owed by sone others, burst into the hall
The first was Conrad of the Kassars, and with himwere
Haki mba of the Kataii and a third man | did not know, but
who was Paravaci. Behind them were sone others, anong
whom | saw Al brecht of the Kassars, and behind him to ny
astoni shnent, clad in brief |eather, not collared, was Ten
chika, who held a small bundle tied in cloth in her right hand.
Conrad, Hakinba and the Paravaci strode to the throne of
Kanthak, but none of them as befitted Ubars of their peoples, knelt.
Conrad spoke. "The Onens have been taken," he said.

"They have been read well," said Haki nba.
"For the first tine in nore than a hundred years," said the
Paravaci, "there is a Ubar San, a One Ubar, Mster of the
Wagons!"

Karnchak stood up and threw from his shoul ders the
purple of the Turian Ubar and stood in the black |eather of a
Tuchuk.
As one man the three Ubars raised their arns to him
"Kanthak," they cried, "Ubar San!"
The cry was taken up by all in the room even nyself.
"' Kanchak' Ubar San"
Kanthak held forth his hands and the room was quiet.
"Each of you," he said, "the Kassars the Kataii the Para
vaci have your own bask and your own wagons live so
but in time of war when there are those who woul d divide
us when there are those who would fight us and threaten
our wagons and our bask and wonen our plains, our |and
then l et us war together and none will stand against the
Wagon Peoples we may |ive al one but we are each of us of
the Wagons and that which divides us is less than that which
unites us we each of us knowthat it is wong to slay bosk
and that it is right to be proud and to have courage and to
def end our wagons and our wonmen we know that it is right
to be strong and to be free and so it is together that we wll
be strong and we will be free. Let this be pledged."
The three nen canme to Kancthak and he and they placed
their hands together.
"It is pledged," they said. "It is pledged."
Then they stood back. "All hail Kanthak," they cried,
"Ubar San!"
"Al'l hail Kanthak," rang throughout the hall, "Kanthak
Ubar San!"
It was late in the afternoon before the business of the day
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had subsided and the great hall enptied.
At last only a fewremained in that place, some conmand-
ers and sone | eaders of Hundreds, and Kanthak and Aphris.
Harold and | were there, too, and Hereena and Eli zabet h.
Shortly before Al brecht and Tenchi ka had been there, and
Dina of Turia with her two Tuchuk guards, who had kept
her safe fromharmduring the fall of the city.

Tenchi ka had approached Di na of Turi a.

"You wear no collar now, " Dina had said

Tenchi ka had dropped her head shyly. "I amfree," she
sai d.
"WIIl you nowreturn to Turia?" asked D na.
"No," said Tenchika, smling. "I will remain with Al brecht

Wth the wagons."
Al brecht hinself was busy el sewhere, tal king with Conrad,
Ubar of the Kassars.
"Here," said Tenchika, thrusting the small cloth sack she
held into Dina's hands. "These are yours you shoul d have
them you won them"
D na, wondering, opened the package and within it she
saw t he cups and rings, and pieces of gold, which Al brecht
had gi ven her for her victories in the runnings fromthe bole.

"Wake them " insisted Tenchi ka.

"Does he know?" asked Di na.

"Of course," said Tenchika.

"He is kind," said Dina.

"I love him" said Tenchi ka, kissing Dina and hurrying

away.
| approached Dina of Turia. | |ooked at the objects she
hel d. "You nmust have run well indeed," | renarked.

She | aughed. "There is nore than enough here to hire

hel p," she said. "I shall reopen the shop of ny father and
brothers."

"If you like," | said, "I will give you a hundred tines
that."

“No," she said, smling, “"for this is ny own."
Then she | owered her veil briefly and ki ssed ne. "Good-

bye, Tarl Cabot," she said. "I wish you well."

"And |," | said, "wish you well noble Dina of Turia."
She | aughed. "Foolish warrior," she chided, "I amonly the
daughter of a baker."

"He was a noble and valiant man," | said.

"Thank you," said she.
"And his daughter, too," | said, "is a noble and valiant
woman and beautiful ."
I did not pernmit her to replace her veil until | had kissed

her, softly, one last tine.
She refastened her veil and touched her fingertips to her
|ips beneath it and then pressed themto ny |ips and turned
and hurried away.
El i zabet h had wat ched but she had shown no sign of anger
or irritation.

"She is beautiful," said Elizabeth.

"Yes," | said, "she is." And then | | ooked at Elizabeth.
"You, too," | told her, "are beautiful."
She | ooked up at ne, smiling. "I know," she said.
"Vain wench," | said.
"A Gorean girl," she said, "need not pretend to be plain
when she knows that she is beautiful."
"what ~ true,"” | admtted. "But where," | asked, "did you
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conme by the notion that you are beautiful ?"

"My master told ne," she sniffed, "and ny master does

not |ie does he?"

"Not often,” | said, "and particularly not about matters of
such inportance."

"And | have seen nen | ook at me," she said, "and | know
that | would bring a good price."

I nmust have appeared scandali zed.

"I would," said Elizabeth firmy, "I amworth many tarn
di sks. "

"You are," | admitted.

"So | am beautiful," she concl uded.

"It is true," | said.

"But," said she, "you will not sell me---wll you?"

"Not imrediately," | said. "W shall see if you continue to

pl ease ne."

"Ch, Tarl!" she said.

"Master," | pronpted.

"Master," she said.
"Well?" | asked.

"I shall," she said, smiling, "strive to continue to pl ease
you." '

"See that you do," | said.

"I love you," she said suddenly, "I |ove you, Tarl Cabot,

Master." She put her arns about my neck and ki ssed ne.

I kept her long in my arms, savoring the warnth of her

lips, the delicacy of her tongue on nine.

"Your slave," she whispered, "Master, forever your

sl ave. "

It was hard for me to believe that this marvel ous, collared
beauty in ny arns was once a sinple girl of Earth, that this
ast oundi ng wench, Tuchuk and Gorean, was the sanme as

M ss Elizabeth Cardwel |, the young secretary who 80 | ong

bef ore had found herself inexplicably thrust into intrigues and
ci rcunst ances beyond her conprehension on the plains of

CGor. Whatever she mi ght have been before, a clock nunber,

a set of records in a personnel file, an uninportant enployee,
with her salary and benefits, under the obligation to pl ease
and i npress other enpl oyees, scarcely nore inportant than
hersel f, she was now alive, and free in her enptions though
her flesh m ght be subject to chains; she was now vital,
passionate, loving, mne; | wondered if there were other girls
of Barth in whom a transformation m ght be wrought,

ot hers who might, not fully understanding, long for a nman

and a world a world in which they nust find and be

thensel ves, for no other choice would be theisnms world in

whi ch they nmight run and breathe and | augh and be swi ft and
loving and prized and in their hearts at |ast open and free
t hough paradoxically perhaps, for a tinme, or until the nman
shoul d choose otherwi se, wearing the collar of a slave girt

But | disnissed such thoughts as foolish.

None remai ned now in the court of the Ubar other than

Kanthak and Aphris, Harold and Hereena, and nyself and

El i zabet h Cardwel |

Kanthak | ooked across the roomto ne. "Well," said he,
"the wager turned out well." ~
| recalled he had spoken of this. "You ganmbled,” | said, I

"when you did not surrender Turia to return to defend the
bask and wagons of the Tuchuks that the others, the Katai

and Kassars, would come to your aid." | shook ny head. "It
was a dangerous ganble," | said.

file:/lIF|/rah/John%20Norman/Chronicles%200f...ounter-Earth%204%20-%20Nomads%200f%20Gor.txt (233 of 238) [1/20/03 3:28:29 AM]



file:/I/F|/rah/Iohn%20Norman/Chroni cles%200f%20Counter-Earth%204%20-%20N omads%200f %20Gor .txt
"Per haps not so dangerous," said he, "for | know the
Kataii and the Kassars better than they knew t hensel ves."
"You said there was nore to the wager though,”" | re-
mar ked, "that it was not yet done."
"I't is now done," said he.
"What was the latter part of the wager?" | asked.
"That," said he, "the Kataii and the Kassars and, too, in
time the Paravaci would see how we m ght be divided agai nst
oursel ves and singly destroyed and woul d t hus recogni ze
the need for uniting the standards, bringing together the -
Thousands under one command"

"That they would," | said, "recognize the need for the
Ubar San?"

"Yes," said Kanthak, "that was the wager that | could

teach themthe Ubar San."

"Hail," said |, "Kanthak, Upar San!"

"Hail," cried Harold, "Kanthak, Ubar San!"

Kanchak sm | ed and | ooked down. "It will soon be tine

for hunting tumts," he said.

As he turned to | eave the throne room of Phani us Turnus,

to return to the wagons, Aphris lightly rose to her feet to
acconpany him

But Kanthak turned and faced her. She | ooked up at him
questioningly. It was hard to read his face. She stood quite
close to him

Gently, ever so gently, Kanthak put his hands on her arns
and drew her to himand then, very softly, kissed her.
"Master?" she asked.

Kanthak's hands were at the snmall, heavy |ock at the back
of the steel, Turian collar she wore. He turned the key and
opened the collar, discarding it.

Aphris said nothing, but she trenbled and shook her head
slightly. She touched her throat disbelievingly.

"You are free," said the Tuchuk

The girl | ooked at him incredul ously, bew | dered.

"Do not fear," he said. "You will be given riches." He
smled. "You will once again be the richest wonan in all of
Turia."

She coul d not answer him
The girl, and the rest of us present, stood stunned. Mst of us
knew the peril, the hardship and danger the Tuchuk had
sustained in her acquisition; all of us knew the price he had
been willing to pay only recently that she, fallen into the
hands of another, m ght be returned to | am

We coul d not understand what he had done.
Kanthak turned abruptly fromher striding to his kailla,
whi ch had been tethered behind the throne. He put one foot
in the stirrup and nounted easily. Then, not pressing the
animal, he took his way fromthe throne room The rest of us
followed him wth the exception of Aphris who renmined,
stricken, standing beside the throne of the Ubar, clad perhaps
Kajir, but now uncollared, now free. Her fingertips were
bef ore her nouth. She seenmed nunb. She shook her head.

I wal ked behind Kanthak, on his kaiila. Harold wal ked

besi de ne. Hereena and Elizabeth foll owed us, each, as was

proper, sone two paces behi nd.

"Way is it," | asked Harold, "that he spared Turia?"
"Hi s nother was Turian," said Harol d.
| stopped.

"Did you not know?" asked Har ol d.
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I shook ny head. "No," | said. "I did not know "
"It was after her death," said Harold, "that Kutatuchik
first tasted the rolled strings of kanda."
"l did not know," | said.
Kanthak was now well in advance of us.
Harol d | ooked at nme. "Yes," he said, "she had been a
Turian girl taken as slave by Kutaituchik but he cared for
her and freed her. She rermained with himin the wagons
until her death the Ubar of the Tuchuks."
Qut side the nmain gate of the pal ace of Phanius Turnus,
Kanthak, on his kaiila, waited for us. Qur beasts were teth-
ered there, and we nounted. Hereena and Elizabeth woul d
run at our stirrups.
We turned fromthe gate, to ride down the | ong avenue
| eading toward the nmain gate of Turia.
Kanthak's face was inscrutable.
"Wait!" we heard.
We turned our nounts and saw Aphris of Turia, barefoot,
clad Kajir, running after us.
She stopped beside Kanthak's stirrup, standing there, her head down.
"What neans this?" demanded Kanthak sternly.
The girl did not respond, nor did she raise her head.
Kanthak turned his kaiila and began to ride toward the
mai n gate, the rest of us follow ng. Aphris, as Hereena and
El i zabeth, ran by the stirrup
Kanthak reined in, and we all stopped. Aphris stood
there, her head down.
"You are free," said Kanthak.
W thout raising her head, she shook it negatively. "No,"

she said, "I am Kanthak of the Tuchuks'."
She put her head tinmidly to Kanthak's fur boot in the
stirrup.

"l do not understand," said Kanthak.
She lifted her head and there were tears in her eyes.

"Pl ease,"' she said, "Master."

"Why?" asked Kanthak.

She smled. "I have grown fond of the snell of bosk," said
she.

Kanthak smiled. He held his hand to the girl. "Ride with
me, Aphris of Turia," said Kancthak of the Tuchuks.
She took his hand and he drew her to the saddl e before
him where she turned, sitting across the saddle, and placed
her head against his right shoul der, weeping.
"This worman, " said Kancthak of the Tuchuks, brusquely,
his voice stern but al nost breaking, "is called Aphris know
her she is Ubara of the Tuchuks, she is Ubara Sana, of ny
heart Ubara Sana!"
We | et Kanthak and Aphris ride ahead, and foll owed
them by sone hundred yards, toward the nain gate of
Turia, now leaving the city, and its Honme Stone and its
people, returning to the wagons and to the open, w ndswept
| and beyond the high walls of the city, once-conquered,
ni ne-gated Turia of the southern plains of Gor
Tuka, the slave girl, did not fare well at the hands of Elizabeth
Car dwel | .
In the canp of the Tuchuks Elizabeth had begged that |
not free her for but another hour
"Way?" | had asked
"Because," she had said, "masters do not much care to
interfere in the squabbles of slaves."
| shrugged. It would be at |east another hour before | was
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ready to take wing for the Sardar, with the egg of Priest-
Kings safe in the saddl e pack of ny tarn
There were several people gathered about, near the wagon
of Kanthak, anong them Tuka's master, and the girl her-
self. | recalled how cruel she had been to Elizabeth in the
| ong nonths she had been with the Tuchuks, and how she
had tornented her even when she was hel pl ess in the cage of
a sl een, nocking her and poking at her with the bask stick
Per haps Tuka gat hered what mi ght have been on Elizabeth's
m nd, for no sooner had the Anerican girl turned toward
her than she turned and fled fromthe wagon.
Wthin something like fifty yards we heard a frightened
squawk and saw Tulca thrown to the ground with a tackle
that m ght have done credit to a qualified professional player
of the American formof football. There shortly thereafter
foll owed a vigorous and dusty broil anbng the wagons,
i nvol ving nmuch rolling about, biting, slapping, scratching and,
fromtine to tine, the easily identified sound of a snmall fist,
apparently noving with considerabl e nonentum neeting
with venous partially resistant, protoplasm c curvatures.
There was only so nmuch of this and we soon heard Tuka
shrieking for nercy. At that juncture, as | recall, Elizabeth
was kneeling on top of the Turian maiden with her hands in
her hair pounding her head up and down in the dirt. Eliza
beth's Tuchuk | eather had been half torn from her but Tuka,
who had been clothed only Kajir, had fared not even this
wel | . I ndeed, when Elizabeth finished, Tuka wore only the
Curia, the red band that ties back the hair, and this band
now knotted her wists behind her back. Elizabeth then tied a
thong in Tulca's nose ring and dragged her to the creek,
where she might find a switch. Wen she found a suitable
i mpl ement, of proper length and flexibility, of appropriate
di aneter and suppl eness, she then secured Tuka by nose ring
and thong to the exposed root of a small but sturdy bush,
and t hrashed her soundly. Followi ng this, she untied the
thong fromthe root and permtted the girl, thong stil
streamng fromher nose ring, wists still bound behind her,
to run for her master's wagon, but pursued her each foot of
the way |like a hunting sleen, adm nistering innunerable
stinging incitements to greater and ever greater speed.
At last, panting, bleeding here and there, discolored in
pl aces, hal f-naked, triunphant, Elizabeth Cardwell returned
to ny side, where she knelt as a hunble, obedient slave girl
When she had sonmewhat caught her breath | renoved the
collar fromher throat and freed her
| set her on the saddle of the tarn, telling her to hold to
the pommel of the saddle. When | nyself nounted | would
tie her to the pormel with binding fiber. | would fasten
about nyself the broad safety strap, usually purple, which is
an invariable portion of the tarn saddl e.
Eli zabeth did not seemaffrighted to be astride the tarn.
was pl eased that there were sonme changes of clothing for her

in the pack. | observed that she needed them or at |east one
of them
Kanthak was there, and his Aphris, and Harold and his
Hereena, still his slave. She knelt beside him and once when

she dared to touch her cheek to his right thigh he good-
naturedly cuffed the slave girl away.

"How are the bosk doi ng?" | asked Kanthak

"As well as mght be expected," he responded.
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I turned to Harold. "Are the quivas sharp?" | inquired.
"One tries to keep themthat way," said Harold.
I turned back to Kancthak. "It is inportant,” | rem nded
him "to keep the axles of the wagons greased."
"Yes," he said, "I think that is true."
I clasped the hands of the two nen.
"I wish you well, Tarl Cabot," said Kanthak.
"I wish you well, Kancthak of the Tuchuks," | said
"You are not really a bad fellow," said Harold, "for a
Kor oban. "
"You are not bad yourself," | granted, "for a Tuchuk."
"I wish you well," said Harol d.
"I wish you well," | said.

Swiftly | clinbed the short |adder to the tarn saddle, and
tied it against the saddle. | then took binding fiber and | ooped
it several tinmes about Mss Cardwell's waist and then severa
ti mes about the pommel of the saddle, then tying it.
Harol d and Kanthak | ooked up at me. There were tears
in the eyes of both nen. Now, diagonally, like a scarlet
chevron coursing the flight of the cheek bones, there blazed
on the face of Harold the Tuchuk the Courage Scar.
"Never forget," said Kanthak, "that you and | have
together held grass and earth."
"I will never forget," | said.
"And while you are renenbering things," remarked
Harol d, 'you might recollect that we two together won the
Courage Scar in Turia."
"No," | said, "I will not forget that either."
"Your coming and going with the Wagon Peoples," said
Kanthak, "has spanned parts of two of our years."
I looked at him not really understanding. Wiat he said, of
course, was true
"The years," said Harold, smling, "were two the Year in
whi ch Tarl Cabot Cane to the Wagon Peopl es and the Year
in which Tarl Cabot Commanded a Thousand."
Inwardly | gasped. These were year names whi ch woul d
be remenbered by the Year Keepers, whose nenories knew
t he names of thousands of consecutive years.
"But," | protested, "there have been nany things of much
greater inportance than those in these years the Siege of
Turia, the Taking of the City, the Election of the Ubar San"
"W choose nost to remenber Tarl Cabot," said
Kanthak.
| said not hing.
"I'f you should ever need the Tuchuks' Tarl Cabot," said
Kanthak, "or the Kataii or the Kassar or the Paravac
you have only to speak and we will ride. W will ride to
your side, be it even to the cities of Earth."
"You know of Earth?" | asked. | recalled what | took to
be the skepticismof Kanthak and Kutaituchi k | ong ago
when they had questioned nyself and Elizabeth Cardwel | of
such matters
Karnchak smled. "W Tuchuks know of many things," he
said, "Of nore than we tell." He grinned. "Good fortune
attend you, Tart Cabot, Commander of a Thousand Tuchuks,
Warrior of Ko-ro-ba!"
I lifted my hand to them and then drew on the one-strap
and the wings of the great tarn began to strike the resistant
air and the Tuchuks on all sides fell back stunbling in the
dust and the driven wind snote from beneath the nighty
wings of the bird and in that instant we saw t he wagons fal
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away beneath us, extending in their squares for pasangs, and

we coul d see the ribbon of the creek and then the Oren

Val l ey and then the spires of distant Turia, far off. |

El i zabeth Cardwel | was weeping, and | put nmy arns about |

her, to confort her, and to protect her fromthe blasts of the
swift air. | noted with irritation that the sting of the air had
made nmy own eyes noist as well.
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