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of

GOR

Chapter 1 The Hal

| sat alone in the great hall, in the darkness, in the Captain's Chair

The walls of stone, sonme five feet in thickness, fornmed of |arge bl ocks, |oonmed about ne. Before
me, over the |long, heavy table behind which | sat, | could see the large tiles of the hall fl oor.

The tabl e was not dark, and bare. No longer was it set with festive yellow and scarl et cloths,
woven in distant Tor: no longer did it bear the freight of plates of silver fromthe nines of
Tharna, nor of cunningly wought goblets of gold fromthe snmithies of |uxurious Turia, Ar of the
south. It was long since | had tasted the fiery paga of the Sa-Tarna fields north of the Vosk.
Now, even the wines fromthe vineyards of Ar seenmed bitter to ne.

| | ooked up, at the narrow apertures in the wall to my right. Through them | could see certain of
the stars of Gor, in the tarn-black sky.

The hall was dark. No longer did the several torches, bristling and tarred, burn in the iron rings
at the wall. The hall was silent. No nusicians played; no cup conpanions |aughed and drank,
lifting their goblets; on the broad, flat tiles before ne, under the torches, barefoot, collared,
in scarlet silks, bells at their wists and ankles, there danced no slave girls.

The hall was large, and enpty and silent. | sat al one.

Seldomdid | have ny chair carried fromthe hall. | remained nuch in this place

| heard footsteps approaching. | did not turn ny head. It was caused ne pain to do so.
"Captain," | heard.

It was Luma, the chief scribe of nmy house, in her blue robe and sandals. Her hair was bl ond and
straight, tied behind her head with a ribbon of blue wool, fromthe bounding Hurt, died in the
bl ood of the Vosk sorp. She was a scrawny girl, not attractive, but with deep eyes, blue; and she

was a superb scribe, in her accounting swift, incisive, accurate, brilliant; once she had been a
paga sl ave, though a poor one; | had slaved her from Surbus, a captain, who had purchased her to
slay her, she not having served himto his satisfaction in the alcoves of the tavern; he would

have cast her, bound, to the swift, silken urts in the canals. | had dealt Surbus his death bl ow,

but, before he had died | had, on the urging of the wonan, she noved to pity, carried himto the
roof of the tavern, that he might, before his eyes closed, | ook once nore upon the sea. He was a
pirate, and a cut-throat, but he was not unhappy in his death; he had died by the sword, which
woul d have been his choice, and before he had di ed he had | ooked agai n upon the gl eani ng Thassa;
it is called the death of blood and the sea; he died not unhappy; nmen of Port Kar do not care to
die in their beds, weak, lingering, at the nercy of tiny foes that cannot see; they live often by
viol ence and desire that they shall sinmilarly perish; to die by the sword is regarded as the
right, and honour, of he who lives by it.

"Captain," said the wonman, standing back, to one side of the chair.

After the death of Surbus, the worman had been mine. | had won her fromhimby sword right. | had,
of course, as she had expected, put her in ny collar, and kept her slave. To ny astoni shnent,
however, by the laws of Port Kar, the ships, properties and chattels of Surbus, he having been
vanqui shed in fair conmbat and permitted death of blood and sea, became mine; his nen stood ready
to obey me; his ships becane mne to command; his hall becanme nmy hall, his riches mne, his slaves
mne. It was thus that | had becone a captain in Port Kar. Jewel of gleam ng Thassa.

"I have the accounts for your inspection," said Luma

Luma no |onger wore a collar. After the victory of the 25th of Se'Kara, over the fleets of Tyros

and Cos, | had freed her. She had nuch increased nmy fortunes. Freed, she took paynent, but not as
much as her services, | knew, warranted. Few scribes, | expected, were so skilled in the
supervi si on and managenent of conplex affairs as this light, unattractive, brilliant girl. O her

captains, other nmerchants, seeing the waxing of ny fortunes, and understandi ng the comerci al
conpl exities involved, had offered this scribe considerable enolunents to join their service. She,

however, had refused to do so. | expect she was pleased at the authority, and trust and freedom
whi ch | had accorded her. Too, perhaps, she had grown fond of the house of Bosk
"I do not wish to see the accounts,” | told her.

"The Venna and Tel a have arrived from Scagnar," she said, "with full cargoes of the fur of sea
sleen. My information indicates that highest prices currently for such products are being paid in
Asperiche."

"Very well," | said, "give the men tine for their pleasure, eight days, and have the cargoes
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transferred to one of ny round ships, whichever can be nost swiftly fitted, and enbark them for
Asperiche, the Venna and Tel a as convoy."

"Yes, Captain," said Luma.

"G now," | said. "I do not wish to see the accounts."

"Yes, Captain," she said.

At the door, she stopped. "Does the captain wi sh food or drink?" she asked.

"No," | told her

"Thurnock," she said, "would be pleased should you play with hima ganme of Kaissa."

I smiled. Huge, yellow haired Thurnock, he of the peasants, nmaster of the great bow, wi shed to
pl ay Kaissa with ne. He knew hinself no match for ne in this gane.

"Thank Thurnock for nme," said |, "but | do not wish to play."

I had not played Kaissa since ny return fromthe northern forests.

Thurnock was a good man, a kind nman. The yell ow haired gi ant neant well

"The accounts," said Luma, "are excellent. Your enterprises are prospering. You are nuch richer."
"CGo," said |, "Scribe. Go, Luma."

She left.

| sat alone in the darkness. | did not wish to be disturbed.

| 1 ooked about the hall, at the great walls of stone, the long table, the tiles, the narrow
apertures through which | could glinpse the far stars, burning in the scape of the night.

I was rich. So Luma said, so | knew. | sniled bitterly. There are few men as hel pl ess, as

i mpoverished as |I. It was true that the fortunes of the house of Bosk had waxed mightily. |

supposed there were few nerchants in known Gor whose houses were as rich, as powerful, as mne
Doubtl ess | was the envy of nen who did not know ne, Bosk, the recluse, who had returned crippled
fromthe northern forests.

I was rich. But | was poor, because | could not nove the left side of my body.

Wunds had | at the shore of Thassa, high on the coast, at the edge of the forests, when one night
I had, in a stockade of enenmies, commanded by Sarus of Tyros, chosen to recollect my honour

Never could | regain nmy honour, but | had recollected it. And never had | forgotten it.

Once | had been Tarl Cabot, in the songs called Tarl of Bristol. | recalled that I, or what had
once been |, had fought at the siege of Ar. That young man with fiery hair, |aughing, innocent,
seermed far fromme now, this huddl ed nmass, half paralysed, bitter, like a maimed larl, sitting
alone in a captain's chair, in a great darkened hall. My hair was no | onger now the same. The sea,
the wind and the salt, and, | suppose, the changes in my body, as | had matured, and learned with
bitterness the nature of the world, and nyself, and nmen, had changed it. It was now, | thought,

not nmuch different fromthat of other nen, as | had | earned, too, that | was not nuch different,
either, fromothers. It had turned lighter now, and nore straw col oured. Tarl Cabot was gone. He
had fought in the siege of Ar. One could still here the songs. He had restored Lara, Tatrix of
Tharna, to her throne. He had entered the Sardar, and was one of the few nmen who knew the true
nature of the Priest-Kings, those renpte and extraordi nary beings who controlled the world of GCor.
He had been instrunental in the Nest War, and had earned the friendship and gratitude of the
Priest-King, Msk, glorious, gentle Msk. "there is Nest Trust between us," Msk had told him |
recalled that | , in the palms of ny hands, had felt the delicate touch of the antennae of that

gol den creature. "Yes. There is Nest Trust between us, " Tarl Cabot told him And he had gone to
the Land of the Wagon Peoples, to the Plains of Turia, and had obtained there the |last egg of the
Priest-Kings, and had returned it, safe, to the Sardar. He had well served Priest-Kings, had Tarl
Cabot, that young brave distant man, so fine, so proud, so nuch of the warriors. And he had gone,
too, to Ar. And there defeated the schemes of Cernus and the hideous aliens, the Others, intent on
t he conquest of Gor, and then the Earth He had well served Priest-Kings, that young nman. And then
he had ventured to The Delta of the Vosk, to nmake his way through it, to make contact w th Sanps
of Port Kar, agent of Priest-Kings, to continue in their service. But in the Delta of the Vosk, he
had | ost his honour> He had betrayed his codes. There, nerely to save his nmiserable life, he had
chosen ignonm nious slavery to the freedom of honourable death. He had sullied the sword the
honour, which he had pl edged to Ko-ro-ba's Home Stone. By that act he had cut hinself away from
his codes, his vows. For such an act, there was no atonenent, even to the throwi ng of one's body
upon one's sword. It was in that nmoment of his surrender to his cowardice that Tarl Cabot was gone
and, in his place, knelt a slave contenptuously named Bosk, for a great shanbling oxlike creature
of the plains of Cor.

But this Bosk, forcing his mstress, the beautiful Telima, to grant himhis freedom had conme to
Port Kar, bringing her with himas his slave, and had there, after nmany adventures, earned riches
and fanme, and the title even of Admiral of Port Kar. He stood high in the Council of Captains. And
was it no he who had been victor on the 25th of Se'kara, in the great engagenent of the fleets of
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Port Kar and Cos and Tyros? He had cone to |ove Telinma, and had freed her, but when he had I earned
the I ocation of his fornmer Free Conpani on, Tal ena, once daughter of Marlenus of Ar, and vowed to
free her fromslavery, Telima had left him in the fury of a Gorean fenale, and returned to the
rence marshes, her hone in the Vosk's vast delta.

A true CGorean, he knew, would have gone after her, and brought her back in slave bracelets and a
collar. But he, in his weakness, had wept, and |let her go.

Doubt | ess she despi sed hi mnow in the marshes

And so, Tarl Cabot gone, Bosk, Merchant of Port Kar, had gone to the northern forests, to free

Tal ena, once his Free Conpani on

There he had encountered Marlenus of Ar, Urbar of Ar, Ubar of Urbars. He, though only of the
Merchants, had saved Marlenus of Ar fromthe degradation of slavery. That one such as he, had been
of service to the great Marlenus of Ar, doubtless was tantanount to insult. But Marlenus had been
freed. Earlier he had disowned his daughter, Talena, for she had sued for her freedom a slave's
act. Hi s honour had been kept. That of Tarl Cabot could not be recovered

But | recalled that | had, in the stockade of Tyros, recollected the matter of honour. | had
entered the stockade al one, not expecting to survive. It was not that | was the friend of Marlenus
of Ar, or his ally. It was rather that | had, as a warrior, or one once of such as caste, set
mysel f the task of his liberation

I had acconplished this task. And, in the night, under the stars, | had recollected a never-
forgotten honour.

But wounds had | to show for this act, and a body heavy with pain, whose left side | could not
nove.

I had recollected nmy honour, but it had won for me only the chair of a cripple. To be sure, carved
in wood, high on the chair, was the helmet with crest of sleen-fur, the nmark of the captain, but |
could not rise fromthe chair.

My own body, and its weakness, held ne, as chains could not.

Proud and mighty as the chair mght be, it was the throne only of the mainmed remains of a man

I was rich!

| gazed into the darkness of the hall.

Sanos of Port Kar had purchased Tal ena, as a nere slave, fromtwo panther girls, obtaining her
with ease in this manner while | had risked nmy life in the forest.

I | aughed.

But | had recollected ny honour. But little good had it done ne. WAs honour not a sham a fraud,
an invention of clever nmen to manipulate their less wily brethren? Wiy had | not returned to Port
Kar and left Marlenus to his fate, to slavery and doubtl ess, eventually, to a slave's death,
broken and hel pl ess, under the |ashes of overseers in the quarries of Tyros?

| sat in the darkness and wondered on honour, and courage. |If they were shams, | thought them
nost precious shans. How el se could we tell ourselves fromurts and sl eens? What distingui shes us
from such beasts? The ability to multiply and subtract, to tell lies, to make knives? No, | think

particularly it is the sense of honour, and the will to hold one's ground.

But | had no right to such thoughts, for | had surrendered my honour, my courage, in the delta of
the Vosk, | had behaved as night have any aninal, not a nan.

| could not recover ny honour, but | could, and did upon one occasion, recollect it, in a stockade
at the shore of Thassa, at the edge of the northern forests.

I grew cold in the blankets. | had becone petulant, bitter, petty, as an invalid, frustrated and
furious at his own weakness, does.

But when |, half paralysed and crippled, had | eft the shores of Thassa | had | eft behind ne a
beacon, a m ghty beacon forned fromthe |ogs of the stockade of Sarus, and it bl azed behind ne,
visible for nore than fifty pasangs at sea.

| did not know why | had set the beacon, but | had done so.

It had burned long and fiery in the Gorean night, on the stones of the beach, and then, in the
nmorning it would have been ashes, and the w nds and rains would have scattered them and there
woul d have been little left, save the stones, the sand and the prints of the feet of sea birds,
tiny, like the thief's brand, in the sand. But it would once have burned, and that was fixed,
undeni abl e, a part of what had been, that it had burned; nothing could change that, not the
eternities of tine, not the will of Priest-Kings, the machinations of others, the wlfulness and
hatred of nen; nothing could change that it had been, that once on the beach, there, a beacon had
bur ned.

I wondered how nen should live. In ny chair, | had thought | ong on such matters.

I knew only that | did not know the answer to this question. Yet it is an inportant question, is
it not? Many wi se nen give wise answers to this question, and yet they do not agree anobng
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t hemsel ves.

Only the sinple, the fools, the unreflective, the ignorant, know the answer to this question
Perhaps to a question this profound, the answer cannot be known. Perhaps it is a question too deep
to be answered. Yet we do know there are false answers to such a question. This suggests that
there nay be a true answer, for how can there be falsity wthout truth?

One thing seens clear to ne, that a norality which produces guilt and self-torture, which results
in anxi ety and agony, which shortens |ifespans, cannot be the answer.

But what is not m staken?

The Goreans have very different notions of norality fromthose of Earth.

Yet who is to say who is the nore correct?

| envy sonetines the sinplicities of those of Earth, and those of Gor, who, creatures of their
conditioning, are untroubled by such matters, but | would not be s either of them |If either
shoul d be correct, it is for themno nore than a | ucky coi nci dence. They would have fallen into
truth, but to take truth for granted, is not to knowit. Truth not won is not possessed. W are
not entitled to truths for which we have not fought.

Do we not know learn by living, as we learn to speak by speaking, to paint by painting, to build
by buil di ng?

Those who best know how to live, sonetines it seens to ne, are those least likely to be articulate
in such skills. It is not that they have not |earned, but, having | earned, they find they cannot
tell what they know, for only words can be told, and what is learned in living is nore than words,
ot her than words beyond words. W can say, "This building is beautiful,” but we do not learn the
beauty of the building fromthe words; the building it is which teaches us its beauty; and how can
one speak the beauty of the building, as it is? Does one say it has so many pillars, that it has a
roof of a certain type, and such? Can one sinply say. "The building is beautiful?" Yes, one can
say that but what one | earns when one sees the beauty of the building cannot be spoken; it is not
words; it is the buildings beauty.

The norality of Earth, fromthe Gorean point of view, is a norality which would be viewed as nore
appropriate to slaves than free men. It would be seen in ternms of the envy and resentnent of
inferiors for their superiors. It lays great stress on equalities and being hunbl e and bei ng

pl easant and avoiding friction and being ingratiating and snall. It is a norality in the best
interest of slaves, who would be only too eager to be regarded as the equals of others. W are
all the sane. That is the hope of slaves; that is what it is in their best interests to convince
others of. The Gorean norality on the other hand is nore one of inequalities, based on the
assunption that individuals are not the same, but quite different in many ways. It mght be said
to be, though this is oversinple, a norality of nasters. Qiilt is al nost unknown in Gorean

nmoral ity, though shame and anger are not. Many Earth noralities encourage resignation and
acconmodation: Gorean norality is bent nore towards conquest and defiance; many Earth noralities
encour age tenderness, pity and gentl eness, sweetness; Gorean norality encourages honor, courage,
hardness and strength. To Gorean norality, many Earth noralities mght ask." Wy so hard?' . To
these Earth noralities, the Gorean ethos night ask, "Wy so soft?

| have sonmetines thought that the Goreans mght do well to |l earn sonething of tenderness, and,

per haps, that those of Earth might do well to |earn sonething of hardness. But | do not know how
to live. | have sought the answers, but | have not found them The norality of slaves says. "You
are equal to nme; we are both the same"; the norality of masters says. " W are not equal; we are
not the sane; becone equal to ne; then we will be the sanme." The norality of slaves reduces all to
bondage; the norality of masters encourages all to attain, if they can, the heights of freedom |
know of no prouder, nore self-reliant, nore magnificent creature than the free Gorean, male or
fermal e: they are often touchy, and viciously tenpered, but they are seldom petty or snall:

nor eover they do not hate and fear their bodies or their instincts; when they restrain thensel ves
it is avictory over titanic forces; not the consequence of a slow netabolisn but sometines they
do not restrain thenmsel ves; they do not assume that their instincts and bl ood are enenies and

spi es, saboteurs in the house of thenselves; they know t hem and wel cone them as part of their
persons; they are as little suspicious of them as the cat of its cruelty, or the lion of its
hunger; their desire for vengeance, their will to speak out and defend thensel ves, their |ust,
they regard as intrinsically and gloriously a portion of thenselves as their thinking or their
hearing. Many Earth noralities make people little; the object of Gorean norality, for all its
faults, is to nake people free and great. These objectives are quiet different it is clear to see.
Accordi ngly, one would expect that the inplenmenting noralities would, also be considerably
different.

| sat in the darkness and thought on these things. There were no maps for ne.

I, Tarl Tal bot, or Bosk of Port Kar, was torn between worl ds.
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I did not know how to I|ive.

| was bitter.

But the Goreans have a saying, which came to me in the darkness, in the hall, "Do not ask the
stones or the trees howto live; they cannot tell you; they do not have tongues; do not ask the
wi se man how to live, for, if he knows, he will know he cannot tell you; if you would learn howto
live, do not ask the question; its answer is not in the question but in the answer, which is not
in words; do not ask howto live, but, instead, proceed to do so."

I do not fully understand this saying. How, for exanple, can one proceed to do what one doers not
know how to do? The answer, | suspect, is that the Gorean belief is that one does, truly, in
sone way, know how to live, though one may not know that one knows. The know edge is regarded as
bei ng sonehow within one. Perhaps it is regarded as being sonehow i nnate, or a function of
instincts. | do not know The saying nay al so be interpreted as encouragi ng one to act, to
behave, to do and then, in the acting, the doing, the behaving, to learn. These two
interpretations, of course, are not inconpatible. The child, one supposes, has the innate

di sposition, when a certain naturation level is attained, to struggle to its feet and walk, as it
did to craw, when an earlier level was attained, and yet it truly learns to craw and to wal k and
then to run, only in the crawling, in the wal king and runni ng.

The refrain ran through ny nmind. "Do not ask howto |live, but, instead, proceed to do so"

But how could I live, I, a cripple, huddled in the chair of a captain, in a darkened hall?

I was rich, but I envied the nmeanest herder of verr, the |l owest peasant scattering dung in his
furrows, for they could nove as they pleased.

I tried to clench ny left fist. But the hand did not nove.

How shoul d one live?

In the codes of the warriors, there is a saying, "Be strong, and do as you will. The swords of
others will set your limits."

| had been one of the finest swordsmen on Gor. But now | could not nove the left side of ny body.
But | could still command steel, that of ny nen, who, for no reason | understood, they Coreans,
remai ned true to ne, loyal to a cripple, confined to a captain's chair in a darkened hall

I was grateful to them but | would show themnothing of this, for | was a captain

They must not be deneaned.

"Wthin the circle of each man's sword," say the codes of the warrior, "therein is each man a
Ubar "

"Steel is the coinage of the warrior," say the codes, "Wth it he purchases what pleases hinf
When | had returned fromthe northern forests |I had resolved not to | ook upon Tal ena, once
daught er of Marl enus of Ar, whom Sanbs had purchased from panther girls.

But | had had ny hair carried to his hall.

"Shall | present her to you" asked Sanps, " naked and in bracel ets?"

"No," | had said." Present her in the nost resplendent robes you can find, as befits a high-born
worman of the city of Ar."

"But she is a slave," he said. " Her thigh bears the brand of Treve. Her throat is encircled in
the collar of ny house"

"As befits," said |, " a high-born wonman of the city of glorious Ar."

And so it was that she, Talena, once daughter of Mrlenus of Ar, then di sowned, once ny conpani on
was ushered into nmy presence.

"The sl ave," said Sanos.

"Don not kneel,"” | said to her

"strip your face, Slave," said Sanps.

G acefully the girl, the property of Sanps, first slaver of Port Kar, renoved her veil,
unfastening it, dropping it about her shoul ders.

We | ooked once nore upon each other.

| saw agai n those marvel l ous green eyes, those lips, luscious, perfect for crushing beneath a
warrior's nouth and teeth, the subtle conplexion, olive. She renoved a pin fromher hair, and,
with a small nmovenent of her head, shook | oose the wealth of her sable hair.

We regarded one anot her

"I's naster pleased?" she asked.

"I't has been a long time, Talena," said I

"Yes," she said, "it has been long,"

"He is free," said Sanps.

"I't has been long, Master," she said.

"Many years," said |. " Many years." | snmiled at her. " | last saw you on the night of our
conpani onshi p. "
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"When | awakened, you were gone," she said. " | was abandoned."

"Not of my own free will did | |leave you," said I. " That was not of my wll"

I saw in the eyes of Sanpbs that | nust not speak of Priest-Kings. It had been them who had
returned me then to Earth.

"I do not believe you," she said.

"Watch your tongue, Grl." said Sanps
"I'f you conmand nme to believe you," she said,” | shall, of course, for I amslave."
| smiled. "No," | said, " | do not command you."

" | was kept in great honor in Ko-ro-ba, she said, respected and free, for | had been your
conpani on even after the year of conpani onship had gone, and it had not been renewed."

At that point, in Gorean |aw, the conpani onship had been dissol ved. The conpani onshi p had not been
renewed by the twentieth hour, the Gorean M dnight, of its anniversary

"When Priest-kings, by fire signs, nade it clear Ko-ro-ba was to be destroyed, | left the city."
No stone would be allowed to stand upon another stone, no nman of Ko-ro-ba to stand by anot her

The popul ati on had been scattered, the city razed by the power of the Priest-Kings.

"You fell slave," | said,

:"Wthin five days," she said, " as | tried to return to Ar, | was sheltered by an itinerant

| eat her worker, who did not believe, of course, that | was the daughter of Marlenus of Ar. He
treated me well the first evening, with gentleness and honor. | was grateful. In the norning, to
his laughter, | awakened. His collar was on nmy throat." She |ooked at me, angrily. "He then used
me well. Do you understand? He forced ne to yield to him |, the daughter of Marlenus of Ar, he
only a | eather worker. Afterwards he whi pped ne. He taught ne to obey. At night he chained ne. He
sold ne to a salt nerchant." She regarded nme. "I have had nmany masters," she said.

"Anong them " | Said, "Rask of Treve."

She stiffened. " | served himwell," she said. "I was given no choice. It was he who branded ne."

She tossed her head. "Until then, many nmasters had regarded ne as too beautiful to brand."
"They were fools," said Sanps. "A brand inproves a slave."

She put her head in the air. | had no doubt that this was one of the nobst beautiful wormen in Gor.
"I't is because of you, | gather," said she to me, "that | have been permtted clothing for this
interview. Further, | have you to thank, | gather, that | have been given the opportunity to wash

the stink of the pens fromny body."

| said not hing.

"The cages are not pleasant," she said. My cage neasures four paces by four paces. Init are
twenty girls. Food is thrown to us fromabove. W drink froma trough.”

"Shall 1 have her whi pped?" asked Sanops.

She pal ed.

"No," | said.

"Rask of Treve gave ne to a panther girl in his canp, one named Verna. | was taken to the northern
forests. My present naster, noble Sanbs of Port Kar, purchased me at the shore of Thassa. | was

brought to Port Kar chained top aring in the hold of his ship. Here, in spite of ny birth, I was
placed in a pen with common girls."

"You are only another slave," said Sanps.

"I amthe daughter of Marlenus of Ar," she said proudly.

"in the forest," | said, "it is ny understanding that you sued for freedom begging in a mssive
that your father purchase you."

"Yes," she said. "I did."

"Are you aware," | asked, "that against you, on his sword and on the nmedallion of Ar, Marlenus

swore the oath of di sownnent?"

"I do not believe it." She said.

"You are no longer his daughter" | said. "You are now without caste, w thout Honmestone, wi thout
famly."

"You lie!" she screaned

"Kneel to the whip!" said Sanps

Piteously she knelt, a slave girl. Her wists were crossed under her, as though bound, her head
was to the floor, the bow of her back was exposed.

She shuddered. | had little doubt but what this slave knew well, and nuch feared, the disciplining
ki ss of the CGorean slave |ash

Sanps' sword was in his hand, thrust under the collar of her garnment, ready to thrust in and |ift,
parting the garnment, causing the robes to fall to either side, about her then naked body.

"Do not punish her," | told Sanps.

Sanos | ooked at ne, irritably. The slave had not been pl easing.
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"To his sandal, Salve," said Sanops.

| felt Talena's lips press to ny sandal. "Forgive nme, Master" she whi spered

"Rise," | said.

She rose to her feet, and stepped back. | could see that she feared Sanos.

"You were disowned,” | told her. " Your status now, whether you know this or not, is less than

that of the meanest peasant wench, secure in her caste rights."
"I do not believe you," she said.

"Do you not care for nme," | asked, "Talena."

She pulled the riobes dowmn fromher throat. " | wear a collar,” she said. | saw the sinple,
circular, gray collar, the collar of the house of Sanps, |ocked around her throat.

"What is her price?" | asked Sanps.

"I paid ten pieces of gold for her," said Sanos.

She seened startled that she had sold for so snall a sum Yet, for a girl, late in the season

hi gh on the coast of Thassa, it was a nmarvel ous price. Doubtless she had obtained it only because
she was so beautiful. Yet, to be sure, it was |ess than she woul d have brought if expertly

di spl ayed on the block in Turia or Ar, or Ko-ro-ba, or Tharna, or Port Kar

"I will give you fifteen," | said.

"Very well," said Sanvps.

Wth ny right hand | reached into the pouch at ny belt and drew out the coins.

| handed themto Sanos.

"Free her," | said.

Sanps, with a general key, one used for many of the gray collars, unlocked the band of steel which
encircled her lovely throat.

"Am | truly free?" she asked.

"Yes." | said.

"l shoul d have brought a thousand of gold," she said. "As daughter of Marlenus of Ar my conpanion
price mght be a thousand tarns, five thousand tharlarion!"

"You are no |longer the daughter of Marlenus of Ar," | told her.

"You are a liar," she said. She | ooked at me contenptuously.

"Wth you permission," said Sanps, " | shall withdraw

"Stay," said I, "Sanps."

"Very well," said he

"Long ago," said I, "Talena, we cared for each other. W were conpanions."

"Irt was a foolish girl, who cared for you," said talena. " | am now a waoman."

"You no | onger care for me?" | asked.

She | ooked at nme. "I amfree," she said. "I can speak what | w sh. Look at yourself! You cannot
even wal k. You cannot even nove your left arm You are a cripple, a cripple! You make ne ill! Do
you think that one such as |, the daughter of Marlenus of Ar, could care for such a thing? Look
upon ne. | am beautiful, Look upon yourself. You are a cripple. Care for you? You are a fool, a
fool 1"

"Yes," | said bitterly, " I ama fool."

She turned away fromne, robes swirling. Then she turned and faced ne. Slave!" she sneered.

" | do not understand," | said.

"1 took the liberty," said Sanps, though at the tinme | did not know of your injuries, your
paral ysis, to informher of what occured in the delta of the Vosk."

My right hand clenched. | was furious.
"I amsorry," said Sanos.
"It is no secret," | said. "It is known to nany."

"It is a wonder that any man will follow you!" cried Tal ena. You betrayed your codes! You are a
coward! A fool! You are not worthy of nme! That you dare ask me if | could care for such as you, is
to ne, a free woman an insult! You chose slavery to death!"

"why did you tell her of the delta of the Vosk?" | asked Sanos.

"So that if there m ght have been | ove between you, it would no | onger exist,’
"You are cruel," | said.

"Truth is cruel," said Sanpbs. "She woul d have to know sooner or later."

"Way did you tell her?" | asked.

"That she night not care for you and lure you fromthe service of those whose names we shall not
now speak. "

"I could never care for a cripple," said Tal ena

"I't remai ned yet nmy hope," said Sanpbs, " to recall you to a lofty service, one dignified and of
desperate inportance."

sai d Sanos.
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I | aughed.
Sanps shrugged. " | did know until too late the consequences of your wounds. | amsorry."
"Now, " said |, "Sanmpbs, | cannot even serve nyself."

"I amsorry," said Sanps.

"Coward! Traitor to your codes! Sllen!" cried talena.

"All that you say is true," | told her

"You did well, | understand," said Sanpbs," in the stockade of Sarus of Tyros."
"I wish to be returned to ny father," said Tal ena.

I drew forth five pieces of gold. "This noney," said | to Sanps,
guard and tarn, for this wonman."

is for safe passage for Ar, by

Tal ena drew about her face her veil, refastening it. "I shall have the nonies returned to you,"
she sai d.
"No," | said, "take it rather as a gift, as a token of a former affection, once borne to you by

one who was honoured to be your conpanion.”

"She is a she-sleen," said sanps, "vicious and ignoble."

"My father would avenge that insult," she said, coldly, with the tarn cavalries of Ar."

"You have been di sowned," said sanpbs, and turned and left. | still held the five coins in ny hand.
"Gve ne the coinsd," said talena. | held themin ny hand, in the palm She cane to ne and
snhatched them away, as loath to touch me. Then she stood and faced ne, the coins in her hand. "How
ugly you are," she said. " How hideous in your chair!"

| did not speak.

She turned and strode toward the door of the hall. At the portal she stopped, and turned. "In ny
veins," she said, "flows the blood of Marlenus of Ar. How revolting and incredible that one such
as you, a coward and betrayer of codes, should have aspired to touch ne." She lifted the coins in
her hand. It was gloved. "My gratitude," said she, "Sir," and turned away.

"Talena!" | cried.

She turned to face ne once nore.

"It is nothing," | said.

"And you will let ne go," she said. She snmiled contenptuously. " You were never a man," she said.
"Always you were a boy, a weakling." She lifted the coins again in her hand. "Farewell,
Weakling," said she, and | eft the room

I now sat in nmy own hall, in the darkness, thinking on nany things.

I wondered how to live.

"within the circle od each man's sword," says the codes of the warrior, "therein is each man a
Ubar . "

"Steel is the coinage of the warrior," says the codes. Wth it he purchases what pleases him"
Once | had been anong the finest swordsmen on the planet Gor. Now | was a cripple.

Tal ena woul d now be in Ar. How startled, how crushed would she have been, to learn at |ast,
incontrovertibly, that her di sowmnent was true. She had beeged to be purchased, a slave's act.
Mar |l enus protecting his honor, on his sword and upon the nmedallion of Ar, had sworn her from him
No | onger had she caste, no longer a HoneStone. The neanest peasant wench, secure in her caste

right, would be nore than Talena. Even a slave giorl had her collar. | knew that Mrlenus woul d
keep her sequestered in the central cylinder, that her shame not reflect upon his glory. She
woul d be in Ar, in effect, a prisoner. She was no longer entitled even to call its HoneStone her

own. Such an act, by one such as she, was subject to public discipline. For it, she m ght be
suspended naked, on a forty foot rope fromone of the high bridges, to be |ashed by tarnsnen,
sweepi ng past her in flight.

| had watched her go.

I had not attenpted to stop her

And when Telinma had fled ny house, when | had deternined to seek talena in the northern forests,
had, too, let her go. | smled. A true Gorean, | knew, would have foll owed her, and brought her
back in bracelets and collar.

I thought then of Vella, once Elizabeth Cardwell, whom | had encountered in the city of Lydius, at
the mouth of the Laurius River, below the borders of the forest. | had once | oved her, and had
wanted to return her safe to earth. But she had not honored ny will, but, that night, had saddl ed
my tarn, great Ubar of the Skies , and fled the Sardar. Wen the bird had returned, I, in fury,
had driven it away. Then | encountered the girl in a paga tavern in Lydius; she had fallen sl ave.
Her flight had been a brave act. | admired her, but it was an act not without its consequences.
She had ganbl ed; she had lost. In an alcove, after | had used her, she had begged ne to buy her
to free her. It was a slave's act, like that of Talena. | left her slave in the paga tavern
Before | had left, |I had inforned her naster, Sarpedon of Lydius, that, as he did not know, she
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was an exquisitely trained pleasure slave, and a nost stinmulating perforner of slave dances. | had
not returned that night to see her dance in the sand to please her custoners. | had matters of
business to attend to. She had not honored ny will. She was only a female. She had cost nme a tarn
She had told me that | had beconme harder, nore Gorean. | wondered if it were true or not. A true
CGorean, | specul ated, would not have left her in the paga tavern. A true Corean, | specul ated,
woul d have purchased her, and brought her back, to put her with his other wonmen, a delicious new
slave fopr his house. | sniled to nyself. The girl, Elizabeth Cardwell, once a secretary in New

York, was one of the nobst delicious weches | had ever seen in slave silk, Her thigh bore the brand
of the four bosk horns.

No. | had not treated her as would have a true Gorean. | had not brought her back in ny collar, to
serve ny pleasures.
And, too, | knew that | had, in ny fevered deliriumattendant on nmy wounds, when | lay in the

stern castle of the Tesephone, cried out her nane.
This had shaned ne, and was weakness. Though | was hal f notionless, though I could not close the

fingers of nmy left hand, | resolved that | must burn fromnyself the vestiges of weakness. There
was still much in me that was of Earth, nmuch shal |l owness, nuch conprom se, nuch weakness. | was
not yet inm wll truly Gorean

| wondered howto live, " Do not ask howto live, but, instead, proceed to do so."

| wondered, too, on the nature of ny affliction. I had had the finest wound physicians on Cor

brought to attend ne, to inquire into its nature. They could tell me little. Yet | had | earned
there was no damage in the brain, nor directly to the spinal colum. The nmen of nedicine were
puzzl ed. The wounds were deep, and severe, and would doubtless, fromtinme to time, cause nme pain,
but the paralysis, given the nature of the injury, seened to them unaccountabl e.

Then one nore physician, unsummoned, canme to ny door

"Admit him " | had said.

"He is a renegade from Turia, a lost nan." had sai d Thurnock

"Admit him" | had said.

"It is Iskander," whi spered Thurnock

I knew well the nane of |skander of Turia. | smiled. He renenbered well the city that had exiled
him keeping still its nane as part of his own. It had been many years since he had seen its lofty

walls. He had, in the course of his practice in Turia, once given treatnment outside of its walls
to a young Tuchuk warrior, whose name was Kanthak. For this aid given to an enemny, he had been
exiled. He had conme, like nany, to Port Kar. He had risen in the city, and had been for years the
private physician to Sullius Maxinus, who had been one of the five Ubars, presiding in Port Kar
prior to the assunption of power by the Council of Captains.

Sul l'ius Maximus was an authority on poetry, and gifted in the study of poisons. Wen Sullius

Maxi mus had fled the city, Iskander had remai ned behind. He had even beenmw th the fleet on the
25th of the Se"kKara. Sullius Maxinus, shortly after the decision of the 25th of Se'Kara, had
sought refuge in Tyros, and had been granted it.

.greetings, Iskander,"” | had said.

"Greetings, Bosk of Port Kar," he had said

The findings of |skander of Turia natched those of the other physicians, but, to ny astonishnent,
when he had replaced his instruments in the pouch slung at his shoul der, he said," The wounds
were given by the blades of Tyros."

"Yes," | said," they were."

"there is a subtle contam nant in the woinds," he said.

"Are you sure?" | asked.

"I have not detected it," he said. "But there seens no |likely explanation."

"A contami nant?" | asked.

"Poi soned steel," he said.

| said not hing.

"Sull'ius Maxinus," he said, "is in Tyros."

"I woul d not have thought Saurus of Tyros would have used poi soned steel," | said. Such a devi ce,

Ii ke the poisoned arrow, was not only against the codes of the warriors, but, generally, was
regarded as unworthy of nen. Poison was regarded as a woman' s weapon.

| skander shrugged.

"Sul l'ius Maximus, " he said," invented such a drug. He tested it, by pin pricks, on the linbs of a
captured eneny, paralyzing himfromthe neck down. He kept himseated at his right side, as a
guest in regal robes, for nore than a week. Wen he tired of the sport he had himkilled."

"I's there no antidote?" | asked.

"No, " said | skander
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"Then there is no hope," | said.

"No," said |Iskander, " there is no hope."
"Perhaps it is not the poison." | said.
"Per haps," said |skander

"Thurnock," said I, give this physician a double tarn, of gold."

"No," said |Iskander," | w sh no paynent."

"Way not?" | asked.

"I was with you," he said," on the 25th of Se'Kara."

"l wish you well, Physician," | said.

"I wish you well, too, Captain," said he, and left.

I wondered if what |skander of Turia had conjectured was correct or not.
I wondered if such a poison, if it existed, could be overcone.

There is no antidote, he had infornmed ne.

The refrain ran through ny nmind: "Do not ask howto live, but, instead, proceed to do so"
| laughed bitterly.

"Captain!" | heard. "Captain!" It was Thurnock. | could hear running feet behind him the

gat hering of nmenbers of the househol d.

"What is it?" | heard Luma ask.

"Captain!" cried Thurnock.

I"l rmust see himmimredi ately!" said another voice. | was startled. It was the voice of Sanops,

first slaver of Port Kar.

They entered, carrying torches.

"Put torches in the rings," said Sanos.

The hall was lit. Menbers of the house canme forward. Sanps appeared before the table. At his side
was Thurnock, a torch still uplifted in his hand. Luma was present. | saw, too, Tab, who was
captain of the Venna. Cditus, too, was present, and young Henri us

"What is wong?" | Asked.

Then one other stepped forward. It was Ho-Hak, fromthe nmarshes, the rencer. H s face was white.
No | onger about his throat was clasped the collar of the galley slave, with short dangling chain.
He had been a bred slave, an exotic. His ears were large, bred so as a collector's fancy. But he
had killed his master, breaking his neck and escaped. Recaptured, he had been sentenced to the
gal l eys, but had escaped, too, killing six nen in his flight. He had, finally, succeeded in naking
his way into the marshes, in the Vosk's vast delta, where he had been taken in by rencers, who
live on islands, woven of rence reeds, in the delta. He had becone chi ef of one such group, and
was much respected in the delta. He had been instrunmental in bringing the great bow to the
rencers, which put themon a mlitary par wth those of Port Kar, who had hitherto victinized and
expl oited them Rencer bowren were now used by certain captains of Port Kar as auxilaries.

Ho- Hak did not speak but cast on the table an arnlet of gold.

It was bl oodi ed

I knew the armet well. It had been that of Telima, who had fled to the narshes, when | had
determned to seek Talina in the northern forests.

"Telima," said Ho-Hak

"When did this happen?" | asked.

"Wthin four Ahn," said Ho-Hak. Then he turned to another rencer, one who stood with him "Speak,"
sai d Ho- Hak.

"1 saw little," he said. "there was a tarn and a beast. | heard the scream of the wonman. | poled
my rence craft toward them ny bow ready. | heard another scream The tarn took flight, |ow, over
the rence, the beast upon it, hunched, shaggy. | found her rence craft, the pole floating nearby.
It was much bl oodied. | found there, too, the armet."

"The body?" | asked.
"Tharl ari on were about.'
| nodded.

I wondered if the beast had struck for hunger. Such a beast in the house of Cernus had fed on
human flesh. Doubtless it was little other to themthan veni son would be to us.

"Way did you not kill the beast, or strike the tarn? | asked.

The great bow was capabl e of such natters.

"I had no opportunity,"” said the rencer.

"Which way did the tarn take flight?" | asked.

"To the northwest," said the rencer.

I was certain the taern would follow the coast. It was extrenely difficut, if not inpossible, to
fly a tarn fromthe sight of land. It is counterinstinctual for them In the engagenent of the

Sai d the rencer.
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25th of Se' Kara we had used tarns at sea, but they had been kept bel ow decks in cargo ships unti
beyond ther sight of land. Interestingly, once released, there had been no difficulty in managing
them They had performed effectively in the engagenent.

| | ooked at Sanbs. "What do you know of this matter?" | asked.

"I know only what | amtold," said Sanvs.
"Describe the beast," | said to the rencer
"I did not see it well,"” he said.

"It could only have been one of the Kurii,'
"The Kurii?" | asked.

"The word is a Gorean corruption of their nane for thenselves, for their kind," said Sanos.

"I'n Torval dsl and." Said Tab, " that neans "beasts'."

"That is interesting," | said. If Sanbs were correct that "Kurii" was a Goprean corruption of the
nane of such aninals for thenselves, and that the word was used in Torval dsland as a desi gnhation
for beasts, then it seened not unlikely that such aninmals were not unknown in Torval dsl and, at

|l east in certain areas, perhaps renpte ones.

The tarn had flown northwest. It would, presunmably, follow the coast north, perhaps above the
forests, perhaps to the bleak coasts of forbidding Torvaldsland itself.

sai d Sanos.

"Do you surm se, Sanps," | asked, "that the beast killed for hunger?"

"Speak," said Sanpbs to the rencer

"The beast," he said, " had been seen earlier, twi ce, on abandoned, half-rotted rence isl ands,
lurking."

"Did it feed?" | asked.

"Not on those of the marshes,"” said the man

"I't had opportunity?" | asked.

"As much or nore as when it made its strike," said the nan

"The beast struck once, and once only?" | asked.
"Yes," said the man
"Sanos?" | asked.

"The strike," said Sanps," seens deliberate. W else in the marshes wore a gol den arni et ?"
"But why?" | asked. "Wy?"

He | ooked at ne. "The affairs of worlds," said Sanmpbs, "apparently still touch you."

"He is crippled!" cried Lunma. " You speak strangely! He can do nothing! Go away!"

| put down ny head.

On the table | felt nmy fists clenched. | suddenly felt a hideous exhilaration

"Bring ne a goblet,"” | said.

A goblet was fetched. It was of heavy gold. | took it in my left hand. Slowy | crushed it.

| threwit fromne.

Those of ny house stood back, frightened.

"I will go," said Sanps./ " There is work to be done in the north. I will seek the vengeance."
"No, Sanpbs,"” | said. " I will go."

There were gasps fromthose about.

"You cannot go," whispered Luma

"Telima was once ny wonman," | said. "It is nine to seek the vengeance."

"You are crippled You vannot nove!" cried Luna.

"There are two swords over my couch,"” said | to Thurnock. "One is plain, with a worn hilt; the
other is rich, with a jewel-encrusted hilt."

"I know them " whi spered Thurnock

"Bring ne the blade of Port Kar, swiftmfit with inhilted jewels."

He sped fromthe room

"I woul d have paga," | said. And bring nme the red neat of bosk."

Henrius and Citus left the table.

The sword was brought. It was a fine blade. It had been carried on the 25th of Se'Kara. Its bl ade
was figured, its hilt encrusted with jewels.

| took the goblet, filled with burning paga. | had not had paga since returning frmthe northern
forests.
"Ta-Sardar-CGor," said |, pouring a libation to the table. Then | stood.

"he is standing!" cried Luna. He is standing!"

| threw back ny head and swilled down the paga. The neat, red and hot, was brought, and | tore it
inmnm teeth, the juices running at the side of nmy nouth.

The bl ood and the paga were hot and dark within me. | felt the heat of the neat.

| threw fromne the goblet of gold. | tore the neat and finished it.
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| put over ny left shoul der the scabbard strap

"Saddl e a tarn," said | to Thurnock.

"Yes, Captain,” he whispered.

| stood before the captain's chair. "Mre paga,"” | said. Another vessel was brought. " | drink,"
said |, " to the blood of beasts."

Then | drained the goblet and flung it from ne.

Wth a how of rage | struck the table with the side of ny fists, shattering the boards. | flung
aside the blanket and the captain's chair.

"Do not go," said Sanmpbs. " It may be a trick to lure youto a trap."

| smiled at him "O course,"” | said. "To those with whomwe deal Telinma is of no inportance."
regarded him "It is ne they want," | said. "They shall not fail to have their opportunity.”
"Do not go," said Sanos.

"There is work to be done in the north," | said.

"Let me go," said sanos.

"Mne," | said, " is the vengeance."

| turned and strode toward the door of the hall. Luma fell back before nme, her hand before her
nmout h.

| saw that her eyes were deep, and very beautiful. She was frightened.

"Precede ne to ny couch," | said.

"I amfree." She whispered

"Collar her," | said to Thurnock, "and send her to my couch.”

H s hand closed on the armof the thin blond scribe.

"Citus," | said, "send Sandra, the dancer, to nmy couch as well."

"You freed her, Captain," smled ditus.

"Collar her," | told him

"Yes, Captain," he said. | well renenbered Sandra, with her black hair, brownish skin and high
cheekbones. | wanted her.

It had been long since | had had a wonman.

"Tab," said |

"Yes, Captain," said he

"The two fermales,” | told him "have recently been free. Accordingly, as soon as they have been

collared, force themto drink slave w ne."

"Yers, Captain," grinned Tab

Slave wine is bitter, intentionally so. Its effect lasts for nore than a Gorean nonth. | did not
wi sh the females to conceive. A fenmale slave is taken off slave wine only when it is her naster's
intention to breed her

"The tarn, Captain?" asked Thurnock.

"Have it saddled,” |I told him " | |eave shortly for the north."

"Yes, Captain." He said.

Chapter 2 The Tenpl e of Kassau
The incense stung ny nostrils.

It was hot in the tenmple, close, stifling. There were many bodi es pressed about. It was not easy
to see, for the clouds of incense hung heavy in the air.

The High Initiate of Kassau, a town at the northern brink of the forest, sat still in his white
robes, in his tall hat, on the throne to the right, within the white rail that separated the
sanctuary of Initiates fromthe comon ground of the hall, where those not anointed by the grease

of Priest-kings nust stand.

I heard a woman sobbing with enption to nmy right. "Praise the Priest-Kings," she repeated

endl essly to hersel f, nodding her head up and down

Near her , bored, was a slender, blondish girl, |ooking about. He r hair was hung in a snood of
scarlet yarn, bound with filanents of golden wire. She wore, over her shoulder, a cape of white
fur of the northern sea sleen. She had a scarlet vest, enbroidered in gold, worn over a |ong-

sl eeved bl ouse of white wool, fromdistant Ar. She wore, too, a log woollen skirt, dyed red, which
was belted with black, with a buckle of gold, wought in Cos. She wore shoes of black polished

| eat her, which fol ded about her ankles, |aced twi ce, once across the instep, once about the ankle.
She saw me regarding her with interest, and | ooked away.

O her wenches, too, were in the crowd. In the northern villages, and in the forest towns, and
northward on the coast the wonan do not veil themselves, as is conmmon in the cities to the south.
Kassau is the seat of the High Initiate of the north, who clains spiritual sovereignty over
Torval dsl and, which is comonly taken to commence with the thinning of the trees northward. This
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claim |ike many of those of the initiates, is disputed by few, and ignored by nost. The men of
Torval dsl and, on the whole, |I knew, while tending to respect Priest-Kings, did not accord them
speci al reverence. They held to old gods, and old ways. The religion of the Priest-Kings,
institutionalised and ritualised by the castle of Initiates, had made littl e headway anong the
primtive nen to the north. It had, however, taken hold in many towns, such as Kassau. Initiates
often used their influence and their gold, and pressures on trade and goods, to spread their
beliefs and rituals.. Sonmetimes a Chieftain, converted to their ways, would enforce his own
commitments on his subordinates. |ndeed, this was not unusual. Too, often, a chief's conversion
would bring with it, even without force, those of his people who felt bound to himin |oyalty.
Sonetines, too, the religion of the Priest-Kings, under the control of the initiates, utulizing
secul ar rulers, was propagated by fire and sword. Sonetines those who insisted on retaining the
ol d ways, or were caught making the sign of the fist, the hamrer, over their ale were subjected to
death by torture. One that | had heard of had been boiled alive in one of the great sunken wood-
lined tubs in which nmeat was boiled for retainers. The water is heated by placing rocks, taken
froma fire, into the water. Wen the rock has been in the water, it is renoved with a rake and
then reheated. Another had been roasted alive on a spit over a long fire. It was said that he did
not utter a sound. Another was slain when an adder forced into his nouth tore its way free through
the side of his face.

| looked at the cold, haughty, pale face of the High Initiate on his throne.

He was flanked by minor initiates, in their white robes, with shaven heads. Initiates do not eat
nmeat, or beans. They are trained in the nysteries of mathematics. They converse anobng thensel ves
in archaic Gorean, which is no | onger spoken among the people. Their services, too, are conducted
in this | anguage. Portions of the services, however, are translated into contenpory Corean. Wen |
had first cone to Gor | had been forced to learn certain |long prayers to the Priest-Kings, but |
had never fully nastered them and had, by now, |ong forgotten them

Still | recogni zed them when heard. Even now, on a high platform behind the white rail, an
Initiate weas readi ng one aloud to the congregation

I was never nuch fond of such neetings, the services and the rituals of initiates, but | had some
special interest in the service which was being hel f today

| var For kbeard was dead.

I knew this man of Torvaldsland only by reputation. He was a rover, a great captain, a pirate, a
trader, a warrior. It had been he, and his nmen, who had freed Chenbar of Tyros, the Sea Sl een
froma dungeon in Port Kar, breaking through to him shattering his chains with the blunt
hamer|i ke backs of their great, curved, single-bladed axes. He was said to be fearl ess, and

m ghty, swift with sword and axe, fond of jokes, a deep drinker, a master of pretty wenches, and a
madman. But he had taken in fee from Chenbar Chenbar's weight in the sapphires of Shendi. | did
not think himtoo mad.

But now t he For kbeard was dead.

It was said that he wi shed, in regret for the wi ckedness of his life, to be carried in death to
the tenple of Priest-Kings in Kassau, that the High Initiate there mght, if it be his nmercy, draw
on his bones in the sacred grease the sign of the Priest-Kings.

It would thus indicate that he, Forkbeard, if not in life, had in death acknow edged the error of
his way, and enbraced the will and wi sdom of the faith of the Priest-Kings.

Such a conversion, even though it be in death, would be a great coup for the initiates.

I could sense the triunph of the Hgh Initiate on his throne, though his cold face betrayed little
sign of his victory,

Now i nitiates to one side of the sanctuary, opposite the throne of the High Initiate, began to
chant the litanies of the Priest-Kings. Responses, in archaic Gorean, repetitive, sinple were
uttered by the crowd.

Kassau is a town of wood, and the tenple is the greatest building in the town, It towers far above
the squalid huts, and stabler homes of nerchants, which crowd about it. Too, the town is
surrounded by a wall, with two gates, one large, facing the inlet, leading in from Thassa, the
other snall, leading to the forest behind the town. The wall is of sharpened | ogs, and is defended
by a catwal k. The nain business of Kassau is trade, |lunber and fishing. The slender striped
parsit fish has vast plankton banks north of the town, and nmay there, particularly in the spring
and the fall, be taken in great nunbers. The snell of the fish-drying sheds of Kassau carries far
out to sea. The trade is largely in furs fromthe north, exchanged for weapons, iron bars, salt
and | uxury goods, such as jewellery and silk, fromthe south, usually brought to Kassau from
Lydi us by ten-oared coasting vessel. Lunber, of course, is a valuable commodity. It is generally
mlled and taken northward. Torval dsl and, though not treeless, is bleak. Init, fine Ka-la-na
wood, for exanple, and supple temwod, cannot grow. These two woods are prized in the north. A
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hall built with Ka-la-na wood, for exanple, is thought a great luxury. Such halls, incidentally,
are often adorned with rich carvings. The nen of Torvaldsland are skilled with their hands. Trade
to the south, of course is largely in furs acquired from Torval dsl and, and in barrels of snoked,
dried parsit fish. Fromthe south, of course, the people of Kassau obtain the goods they trade
northward to Torval dsl and and , too, of course, civilised goods for thenselves. The popul ati on of
Kassau | did not think to be nore than el even hundred persons. There are villages about, however,
whi ch use Kassau as their market and neeting place. |If we count these perhaps we night think of
greater Kassau as having a population in the nei ghbourhood of sone twenty-three hundred persons.
The nost inportant thing about Kassau, however, was that it was the seat of the High Initiate of
the north. It was, accordingly, the spiritual centre of a district extending for hundreds of
pasangs around. The nearest High Initiate to Kassau was hundreds of pasangs south in Lydi us.
The initiates are an al nost universal, well-organized, industrious caste. They have nmany
nonasteries, holy places and tenples. An initiate may often travel for hundreds of pasangs, and,
each night, find hinmself in a house of initiates. They regard thensel ves as the highest caste, and
in many cities, are so regarded generally. There is often a tension between them and the civi
authorities, for each regards hinself as supreme in matters of policy and law for their district.
The initiates have their own |aws, and courts, and certain of themare well versed in the | aws of
the initiates. Their education, generally, is of little obvious practical value, with its
attention to authorised exegeses of dubious, difficult texts, purporting to be revel ations of
Priest-Kings, the details and observances of their own cal endars, their interm nable involved
rituals and so on, but paradoxically, this sort of learning, inpractical though it seenms, has a
subtle practical aspect. It tends to bind initiates together, making theminterdependent, and
muchly different fromcommon nen. It sets themapart, and nmakes them feel inportant and w se, and
specially privileged. There are nany texts, of course, which are secret to the caste, and not even
avai l able to scholars generally. In these it is runoured there are narvel ous spells and mighty
magi ¢, particularly if read backwards on certain feast days. Wereas initiates tend not to be
taken with great seriousness by the high castes, or the nore intelligent menbers iof the
popul ati on, except in matters of political alliance, their teachings and purported ability to
intercede with Priest-Kings, and further the welfare of their adherents, is taken with great
seriousness by nmany of the | ower castes. And many nen, who suspect that the initiates, in their
claims and pretensions, are frauds, will nonetheless avoid coning into conflict with the caste.

This is particularly true of civil |eaders who do not w sh the power of the initiates to turn the
| ower castes against them And, after all, who knows nmuch of Priest-Kings, other than the obvious
fact that they exist. The invisible barrier about the Sardar is evidence of that, and the
policing, by flane death, of illegal weapons and inventions. The Gorean knows that there are

Priest-Kings. He does not, of course, know their nature. That is where the role of the initiates
becones nost powerful, The Gorean knows there are Priest-Kings, whoever or whatever they maybe. He
is also confronted with a socially and econonically powerful caste that pretends to be able to

i nternedi ate between Priest-Kings and comon fol k. What if some of the clainms of Initiates should
be correct? Wiat if they do have influence with Priest-Kings?

The commmon Gorean tends to play it safe and honour the Initiates.

He will, however, commonly, have as little to do with them as possi bl e.

This does not nean that he will not contribute to their tenples and fees for placating Priest-

Ki ngs.

The attitude of Priest-Kings toward Initiates, as | recalled, having once been in the Sardar, is
generally one of disinterest. They are regarded as being harm ess. They are taken by many Priest-
Ki ngs as an evidence of the aberrations of the human ki nd.

Incidentally, it is a teaching of the initiates that only initiates can obtain eternal life. The
regimen for doing this has sonething to do with | earning mathematics, and with avoiding the
inmpurities of meat and beans. This particular teaching of the initiates, it is interesting to
note, is that |east taken seriously by the general population. The Gorean feeling generally is
that there is no reason why initiates or only initiates, should |live forever. Initiates, though
often feared by | ower castes, are also regarded as being a bit odd, and often figure in conmnon,
derisive jokes. No fenmale, incidentally, nmay beconme an Initiate. It is a consequence, thusly, that
no fenale can obtain eternal life. | have often thought that the Initiates, if somewhat nore
clever, could have a nuch greater power than they posses on Gor. For exanple, if they could fuse
their superstitions and lore, and nyths, with a genuine noral nmessage of one sort or another

they mi ght appeal nore seriously to the general population: if they spoke nore sense people would
be |l ess sensitive to, or disturbed by, the nonsense; further, they should teach that all Goreans
m ght, by following their rituals, obtain eternal life; that would broaden the appeal of their
message, and subtly utilise the fear of death to further their projects; lastly, they should nake
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greater appeal to wonen than they do, for, in nbpst Gorean cities, wonen, of one sort or another
care for and instruct the children in the crucial first years. That would be the time to inprint
them while innocent and trusting, at the nother's or nurse's knee, with superstitions which

m ght, in sinpler brains, subtly control then the length of their lives. So sinple an adjustnent
as the pronise of eternal life to wonen who behaved in accordance with their teachings,

i nstructing the young and so on, night have much effect. But the initiates, |ike nmany Gorean
castes, were tradition bound. Besides, they were quite powerful as it was. Mst Goreans took with
some seriousness their claimto be able to placate and influence Priest-Kings. That was nore than
they needed for consi derabl e power.

There had been nmuch fear in Kassau when the ship of Ivar Forkbeard had entered the inlet. But it
had cone at midday. And on its mast, round and of painted wood, had hung the white shield. H's nen
had rowed slowy, singing a dirge at the oars. Even the tarnhead at the ship's prow had been swung
back on the great wooden hinges. Sonmetines, in light raiding galleys, it is so attached, to renove
its weight fromthe prow s height, to ensure greater stability in high seas; it is always,

however, at the prow in harbour, or when the ship enters an inlet or river to nmake its strike; in
cal mseas, of course, there is little or no damage in permtting it to surnount the prow
general ly. That the tarnhead was hinged back, as the ship entered the inlet, was suitable
indication, like the white shield, that it canme in peace.

The ship was a beautiful ship, sleek and well-lined. It was a twenty-bencher, but this

nonencl ature may be confusing. There were twenty beches to a side, with two nmen to each bench. It
carried , thus, forty oars, with two nen to each oar. Tersites of Port Kar, the controversi al

i nventer and shi pwight, had advocated nore than one nman to an oar but, generally, the southern
galleys utilised one nan per oar, three oars and three nen on a diagonal bench, facing aft, the
oars staggered, the diagonality of the bench pernmitting the multiplicity of levers. The oars were
general ly sone nineteen feet in Iength, and narrower than the southern oars, that they night cut
and sweep with great speed, nore rapidly than the wi der bl aded oar; and with two nmen to each oar
and the lightness of the ship, this would produce great speed. As in the southern galleys the kee
to beamratio was designed, too, for sw ftness, being generally in the nei ghbourhood of one to

ei ght. Forkbeard's ship, or serpent, as they are sonetines called, was approxi mately ei ghty Gorean

feet inlength, with a beamof sone ten feet Gorean. Hs ship, like nost of the northern ships,
did not have a rowing franme, and the rowers sat within the hull proper, facing, of course, aft.
The thole ports, | noted, had covers on the inside, on swivels, which permtted themto be cl osed
when the ship was under sail. The sail was quite different fromthe southern ships, being
general |y squarish, though sonewhat wi der at the bottom The mast, l|ike that of the southern
ships, could be lowered. It fitted into two bl ocks of wood, and was wedged into the top bl ock by
means of a heavy di agonal plug, driven tight with hanmers. The northern ship carries one sail, not
the several sails, all lateens, of the southern ships, which nust be renpved and replaced. It is
an all -purpose sail, hung straight froma spar of needle wood. It can be shortened or |et out by
reefing ropes. At its edges, corner spars can hold it spread fromthe ship. | doubted that such a
ship could sail as close to the wind as a | ateen-rigged ship, but the advantages of being able to
shorten or let out sail in a natter of nmonents were not inconsiderable. The sail was striped, red

and white. The ship like nost of the northern ships, was clinker built, being constructed of
over | appi ng pl anks, or strakes, the frame then fitted within them Between the strakes, tarred
ropes and tar served as cal king. Cutside the planks, too, was a coating of painted tar, to protect
then fromthe sea, and the depredations of ship wornms. The tar was painted red and bl ack, in
irregular lines. The ship, at night,, mast down wi th such col ourings, noving inland on a river,
anong the shadows, would be extrenely difficult to detect. It was a raider's ship. The clinker-
built construction, as opposed to the carvel construction of the south, with flush planking, is
sonewhat nore inclined to leak, but is much stronger in the high waters of the north. The clinker
construction allows the ship to literally bend and tw st, alnmost elastically, in a vicious sea;
the hull planking can be bent nmore than a foot Gorean wi thout buckling. The decking on the ship is
| oose, and may be lifted or put to one side, to increase cargo space. The ship. O course, is
open. To protect goods or nen fromthe rain or sun a |arge rectangle of boskhi de, on stakes,
tentlike stretched to cleats on the gunwales, is sonetinme used. This sane rectangl e of boskhide
may be used, dropped between the gunwal es, to collect rainwater. At night the nmen sleep on the
deck, in waterproof bags, sewn fromthe skins of the sea sleen; in such a bag, also, they store
their gear, generally beneath their bench. In some such ships, the nen sit not on benches, but on
their own |arge, |ocked sea chests, fixed in place, using themas benches. Wen, in the harbour
the ship rested on its noorings, the shields, overlapping, of its men were hung on the sides; this
was anot her indication of peaceful intent. The shields were round, and of wood, variously painted,
sone reinforced with iron bands, others with |eather, some with small bronze plates. In battle, of
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course, such shields are not hung on the side of the ship; they would obstruct the thole ports;
but even if oars were not used they would be within the hull, at hand; why should a crewran expose
hinmself to mssile fire to retrieve a shield so fastened? Al so, of course, when the ship is under
sail they are not carried on the side, for the waves, always a nenace in a ship with a | ow
freeboard, would strike against them and perhaps even tear themfromthe ship. But now they hung
at the ship's side, tied by their straps to the wooden bars inside the gunwal es. The nmen did not
carry their shields. They came in peace.

| had turned away and wal ked to the tenple, for I wished to have a place to stand.

Anot her feature of the northern ships is that they have, in effect, a prow on each end. This
pernmts themto be beached, on rollers, nore easily. They can be brought to land in either
direction, a valuable property in the rocky, swift northern waters. Furthernore this permts the
rowers, in reversing positions on the benches, to reverse the direction of the ship. This adds
considerably to the manoeuvrability of the craft. It is alnost inpossible to ramone of the swft
shi ps of the north.

The procession, | knew, nust now be on its way to the tenple.

Wthin the tenple the incense hung thick about the rafters. It smarted ny eyes, it sickened ne.
The litany and responses of the congregation were now conpleted and the initiates, sone twenty
within the rail, began to sing in archaic Gorean. | could nake out little of the wording. There
was an acconpani ment by sistrums. Portions of the hymm were taken up by four delicate boys
standi ng outside the white rail on a raised platform Their heads were shaved and they wore robes
resenbling those of the initiates. Choirs of such boys often sang in the great tenples. They were
young nmal e sl aves, purchased by initiates, castrated by civil authorities and, in the nonasteries,
trained in song. | supposed, to one versed in nusic, their soprano voices were very beautiful

Here in the far north, of course, in Kassau, to have any such boys, properly trained in the
archaic hyms, indicated some wealth. | did not think such singers existed even in Lydius. The
High Initiate of Kassau obviously was a man of expensive tastes.

| |1 ooked about nyself. Mst of the people seemed poor, fishernmen, sawyers, porters, peasants. Most
wore sinple garnments of plain wool, or even rep-cloth. The feet of many were bound in skins. Their
backs were often bowed, their eyes vacant. The furnishings of the tenple were quite splendid,
gol d hangi ngs, and chains of gold, and | anps of gold, burning the finest of inported tharlarion
oils. |I looked into the hungry eyes of a child, clinging in a sack to its nother's back. She kept
noddi ng her head in prayer. The tenple itself is quite large. It is some one hundred and twenty
feet inlength, and forty feet in width and height. Its roof, wooden-shingled, is supported on the
wall's, and two rows of squared pillars. On these pillars, and at places on the walls, were nail ed
sheets of gold. On these were inscribed prayers and invocations to the Priest-Kings. There were
many candles in the sanctuary. They nade the air even closer, burning the oxygen. The high altar
of marble, setting on a platform also marble, of three broad steps, was surnounted by a great
rounded circle of gold, which is often taken as a synmbol of Priest-Kings. It is wthout beginning
or end. It stands, | suppose, for eternity. At the foot of the altar beasts were sonetines
sacrificed, their horns held, their heads twi sted, the blood fromtheir opened throats caught in
shal | ow gol den bowl's, to be poured upon the altar; too, choice portions of their flesh would be
burnt upon the altar, the snoke escaping through a snall hole in the roof. The tenple,
incidentally, is orientated to the Sardar. Wen the High Initiate stands facing the altar, before
the circle of gold, he faces the distant Sardar, the abode of Priest-Kings. He bows and prays to
the distant Sardar and lifts the burned neat to the renmpte denizens of those nysterious
nmount ai ns.

There are no pictures or representations of Priest-Kings within the tenmple, incidentally, or, as
far as | know, elsewhere on Gor. It is regarded as bl aspheny to attenpt to picture a Priest-King.
| suppose it is just as well. The Initiates claimthey have no size or shape or form This is
incorrect but the Initiates are just as well off, | expect, in their conjectures. | specul ated
what a great picture of Msk mght |ook Iike, hanging at the side of the table. | wondered what

m ght become of the religion of Priest-Kings if Priest-Kings should ever choose to nmake thensel ves
known to men.

I woul d not prophesy for it a bright future.

| 1 ooked again upon the slender, blondish girl, bored in the crom. Again she | ooked at ne, and

| ooked away. She was richly dressed. The cape of white fur was a splendid fur. The scarlet vest,
the bl ouse of white wool, the long woollen skirt, red, were fine goods. The buckle from Cos was
expensi ve. Even the shoes of black |eather were finely tooled. | supposed her the daughter of a
rich nerchant. There were ot her good | ooki ng wenches, too, in the crowd, generally blond girls, as
are nost of the northern girls, many with braided hair. They were in festival finery. This was
holiday in Kassau. |var Forkbeard, in death, if not in life, was naking pilgrimge to the tenple,
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that his bones night be ancinted at the hands of the High Initiate, would he sop graciously deign
to do so. This word had been brought fromthe wharves to the High Initiate. He had, in his nercy,
granted this request. The hollow bars on their great chains, hanging fromtinber franes outside
the tenple, had been struck. Wrd had been spread. |var Forkbeard, the unregenerate, the raider
the pirate, he who had dared to nmake the fist of the hammer over his ale, would conme at last, in
death if not inlife, hunbly to the tenple of Priest-Kings. There was nuch rejoicing in Kassau

In the cromd, with the poor, were many burghers of Kassau, stout nen of means, the pillars of the
town, with their famlies. Several of these stood on raised platforns, on the right, near the
front of the tenple. | understood these places to be reserved for dignitaries, men of substance
and their fanmlies.

| exam ned the younger wonen on the platform None, it seened to ne, was as excellent as the
slender blond girl in the cape of white sea-sleen fur and scarlet vest. One was, however, not

wi thout interest. She was a tall, statuesque girl, lofty and proud, grey-eyed. She wore bl ack and
silver, a full, ankle-length gown of rich, black velvet, with silver belts, or straps, that
crossed over her breasts, and tied about her waist. Fromit, by strings, hung a silver purse, that
seenmed wei ghty. Her blond hair was lifted fromthe sides and back of her head by a conb of bone
and | eather, like an inverted isosceles triangle, the conb fastened by a tiny black ribbon about
her neck and another such ribbon about her forehead. Her cloak, of black fur, , from the bl ack
sea sl een, glossy and deep, swirled to her ankles. It was fastened by a large circular brooch of
silver, probably from Tharna. She was doubtl ess the daughter of a very rich nan. She woul d have
many suitors.

I | ooked again to the High Initiate, a cold, stern, dour man, hard faced, who sat in his high
white hat in hie robes upon the throne within the white rail

Wthin that rail, above the altar, sone in chests, others displayed on shelvings, was nuch rich
pl ate, and vessels of gold and silver. There were the gol den bow s used to gather the blood of the
sacrificed animals; cups to pour libations top the Priest-Kings; vessels containing oils; lavers
in which the celebrants of the rites might cleanse their hands fromtheir work; there were even
the small bowl s of coins, brought as offerings by the poor, to solicit the favour of initiates
that they might intercede with Priest-Kings on their behalf, that the food rots would not fail

the suls not rot, the fish come to the plankton, the verr yield her kid with health to both, the
vul os | ay many eggs.

How hard to me, and cruel, seened the face of the High Initiate. How rich they were, the
initiates, and how little they did. The peasant tilled his fields, the fisherman went out in his
boat, the merchant risked his capital. But the initiate did none of these things. Rather he
lived by exploiting the superstitions and fears of sinpler nmen. | had little doubt but that the
High Initiate had I ong seen through his way of life, if he had not at first. Surely now he was no
sinpl e novice. But he had not changed his way of life. He had not gone to the fields, nor to the

fishing banks, nor to the market. He had rermained in the temple. | studied his face. It was not
that of a sinple nman, or that of a fool. | had little doubt that the initiate knew full well what
he was doing | had little doubt but what he knew that he knew as little as others of Priest-Kings,
ands was as ignorant as others. And yet still he sat upon his throne, in the gilded tenple, amd
the incense, the ringing of the sistrum the singing of boys.

The child in the sack on the nother's back whinpered. "Be silent,'" she whispered to it. "Be
silent!™

Then, from outside, rang once the great holl ow bar, hanging on its chain.

Inside the initiates, and the boys, at a sign fromthe High Initiate, a lifted, clawike hand,
were silent.

Then the initiate rose fromhis throne, and went slowy to the altar and clinbed the steps. He
bowed thrice to the Sardar and then turned to face the congregation

"Let thementer the palace of Priest-Kings," he said

I now heard the singing, the chanting, of initiates fromoutside the door. Twelve of them had gone
down to the ship, with candles, to escort the body of |var Forkbeard to the tenple. Two now
entered, holding candles. Al eyes craned to see the procession which now, slowly, the initiates
singing, entered the incense-filled tenple.

Four huge nmen of Torvaldsland, in |ong cloaks, clasped about their necks, heads down, bearded,
with braided hair, entered, bearing on their shoulders a platformof crossed spears. On this
platform covered with a white shroud, lay a body, a |large body. |var Forkbeard, | thought to
mysel f, must have been a | arge nan.

"I want to see him" whispered the blond girl to the woman wi th whom she st ood.

"Be silent," hushed the wonan.

I amtall, and found it not difficult to | ook over the heads of many in the crowd.
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So this is the end, | thought to nyself, of the great |var Forkbeard.

He cones in death to the tenple of Priest-Kings, that his bones may be anointed with the grease of
Pri est - Ki ngs.

It was his last will, now loyally, doggedly, carried out by his saddened nen.

Sonehow | regretted that |var Forkbeard was dead.

The initiates, chanting, now filed into the tenple with their candl es. The chant was taken up by
the initiates, too, within the sanctuary. Behind the platformof crossed spears, heads down, filed
the crew of Forkbeard. They wore |ong cl oaks; they carried no weapons; no shields; they wore no
hel met s.

Weapons, | knew were not to be carried within the tenple of Priest-Kings.

They seened beat en, saddened dogs. They were not as | had expected the nen of Torval dsland to be
"Are those truly men of Torval dsl and?" asked the blonde girl, of the ol der wonman, obviously

di sappoi nt ed.

"Hush," said the ol der worman. "Show reverence for this place, for Priest-Kings."

"1 thought they would be other than that," sniffed the girl.

"Hush," said the ol der wonman.

"Very well," said the girl; irritably. "Wat weaklings they seem"

To the amazenent of the crowd, at a sign fromthe Hgh Initiate of Kassau, two |lesser initiates
opened the gate to the white rail

Another initiate, sleek, fat, his shaved head oiled, shining in the light of the candles, carrying
a snall gol den vessel of thickened chrismwent to each of the four nmen of Torval dsl and, making on
their foreheads the sign of the Priest-Kings, the circle of eternity.

The crowd gasped. It was incredible honour that was being shown to these nen, that they m ght,

t hensel ves, on the platform of crossed spears, carry the body of I|var Forkbeard, in death
penitent, to the high steps of the great altar. It was the chrismof tenporary perm ssion, which
in the teachings of initiates, allows one not consecrated to the service of Priest-Kings to enter
the sanctuary. In a sense it is counted an anointing, though an inferior one, and of tenporary
efficacy. It was first used at roadside shrines, to pernmit civil authorities to enter and sl ay
fugitives who had taken sanctuary at the altars. It is also used for workmen and artists, who nay
be enployed to practice their craft within the rail, to the enhancenent of the tenple and the
Priest-king's glory.

I var Forkbeard's body was not anointed as it was carried through the gate in the rail

The dead need no anointing. Only the living, it is held, can profane the sacred.

The four men of Torval dsland carried the huge body of |var Forkbeard up the steps to the altar, on
the crossed spears. Then, still beneath the white shroud, they laid it gently on the highest step
of the altar.

Then the four nen fell back, two to each side, heads down. The High Initiate then began to intone
a conmpl ex prayer in archaic Gorean to which, at intervals, responses were nade by the assenbl ed
initiates, those within the railing initially and now, too, the twelve, still carrying candl es,
who had acconpani ed the body fromthe ship through the dirt streets of Kassau, anbng the wooden
buildings, to the tenple. Wien the initiate finished his prayer, the other initiates began to sing
a solem hym, while the chief initiate, at the altar, his back turned to the congregation, began
to prepare, with words and signs, the grease of Priest-Kings, for the anointing of the bones of

I var For kbeard.

Toward the front of the tenple, behind the rail, and even at the two doors of the tenple, by the
great beans which close them stood the nean of Forkbeard. Many of them were giants, huge nen,
inured to the cold, accustoned to war and the | abor of the oar, raised fromboyhood on steep

i solated farms near the sea, grown strong and hard on work, and neat and cereals. Such nen, from
boyhood, in harsh games had learned to run, to leap, to throw the spear, to wield the sword, to
wield the axe, to stand agai nst steel, even bloodied, unflinching. Such nmen, these, would be the
hardest of the hard, for only the largest, the swiftest and finest mght win for thenselves a
bench on the ship of a captain, and the man great enough to command such as they nust be first and
m ghtiest anong them for the nen of Torvaldsland will obey no other, and that nan had been I|var
For ksbear d.

But |var Forksbeard had cone in death, if not inlife, to the tenple of Priest-Kings, betraying
the old gods, to have his bones anointed with the grease of Priest-Kings. No nore would he make
over his ale, with his closed fist, the sign of the hanmer.

I noted one of the nmen of Torval dsl and. He was of incredible stature, perhaps eight feet in height
and broad as a bosk. His hair was shaggy. His skin seened grayish. H s eyes were vacant and
staring, his lips parted. He seened to ne in a stupor, as though he heard or saw not hi ng.

The High Initiate now turned to face the congregation. In his hands he held the tiny, golden
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rounded box in which lay the grease of Priest-Kings. At his feet lay the body of the Forkbeard.
The congregation tensed and, scarcely breathing, lifting their heads, intent, observed the High
Initiate of Kassau. | saw the blond girl standing on her toes, in the black shoes, |ooking over
the shoul ders of the woman in front of her. On the platformthe nen of inportance, and their
famlies, observed the High Initiate, anong them craning her neck, |ooking over her father's
shoul der, was the large blond girl, in her black velvet and silver

"Praises be unto the Priest-Kings!" called out the High Initiate.

"Praises unto the Priest-Kings." Responded the initiates.

It was in that nmonment, and in that nmonment only, that | detected on the thin, cold face of the High
Initiate of Kassau, an tiny snmle of triunph.

He bent down, on one knee, they tiny, rounded, golden box containing the grease of Priest-Kings in
his left hand and drew back with his right hand the I ong, white shroud concealing the body of Ivar
For ksbear d.

Doubtl ess it was the High Initiate of Kassau who first knew. He seemed frozen. The eyes of the

For kbeard opened, and |var Forksbeard grinned at him

Wth a roar of laughter, hurling the shroud fromhim to the horror of the Hgh Initiate, and
other initiates, and the congregation, |var Forksbeard, al nost seven feet in height, |eaped to his
feet, in his right hand clutching a great, curved, single-bladed ax of hardened iron

"Praise be to Odin!" he cried.

Then he with his ax, with a single swing, splattering blood on the sheets of gold, cut the head
fromthe body of the High Initiate of Kassau, and | eaped, booted, to the height of the very altar
of the tenple itself.

He threw back his head |laugh, with a wild roaring the bloody ax in his hand.

| heard the beanms of the two doors of the tenples being thrown in place, |ocking the people
within. | saw ther cloaks of the men of Torvaldsland hurled fromthem and saw, gripped in their
two hands, great axes. | suddenly saw the | arge man of Torval dsland, he of incredible stature,
seemto cone alive, veins prom nent on his forehead, mouth slobbering, striking about hinself
alnmost blindly with a great ax.

I var Forksbeard stood on the high altar. "The nmen of Torval dsl and,

he cried, are upon you!"

Chapter 3 I make the acquaitance of
I var Forkbeard and book passage on his ship

Screaning pierced ny ears

I was alnost thrown fromny feet by the buffeting, shrieking bodies.

| strained ny eyes to see through the clouds of incense hanging in the tenple.

| smelled bl ood.

A girl cried out.

Peopl e, nerchants, the rich, the poor, fishernmen, porters, fled towards the great doors, there to
be cut down with axes. They fled back to the centre of the tenple, huddl ed together. Axes cut
through their midst. | heard shouts. | heard the harsh war cries of Torvaldsland. | heard gol den
sheets of netal being pried fromthe square pillars of the tenple. The interior of the sanctuary
was strewn with dead initiates, many hacked to pieces. The four boys who had sung in the services
held to one another, crying, like girls. Fromthe high altar, standing upon it, I|var Forkbeard
directed his nen. "Hurry!" he cried. "Gather what you can!"”

"Kneel beneath the ax!" cried out one of the burghers of Kassau, who wore black satin, a silver
chain about his neck. | gathered he might be adnministrator in this town.

The peopl e, obediently, began to kneel on the dirt floor of the tenple, their heads down.

| saw two men of T l|oading their cloaks with golden plate and vessels fromthe sanctuary, hurling
themlike tin and iron into the furs.

A fisherman cringed near nme. One of the nen of Torvaldsland raised his ax to strike him |
caught the ax as it descended and held it. The warrior of Torvaldsland | ooked at nme, startled.
H s eyes wi dened. At his throat was then point of the sword of Port Kar

Weapon s are not to be carried in the tenple of Priest-Kings but | had been taught, |ong ago, by
Kanchak of the Tuchuks, at a banquet in Turia, that where weapons may not be carried, it is wel
to carry weapons.

"Kneel before the ax," | told the fisherman

He did so

| released the ax of the man of Torval dsl and, and renoved ny blade fromhis throat. "Do not
strike him" | told the man of Torval dsl and.

He drew back his ax, and stepped away, regarding me, startled, wary.

"Gather loot!" cried Forkbeard. " Are you waiting for the Sa-Tarna harvest!"
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The man turned away and began to pull the gold hanging fromthe walls.

| saw, twenty feet fromme, scream ng, the giant, he of incredible stature, striking down at the
kneel i ng people, who were crying out and trying to craw away. The great bl ade di pped and cut, and
swept up, and then cut down again. | saw the wild nuscles of his bare arns bul gi ng and knott ed.

Sl obber cane fromhis nouth. One nman lay hal f cut through

"Rollo!" cried out Forkbeard. "The battle is done!"

The giant, with the grayish face and shaggy hair, stood suddenly, unnaturally, quiet, the great,
curved blade lifted over a weeping man. He lifted his head slowy, and turned it, slowy, towards
the altar.

"The battle is done!" cried Forkbeard

Two nmen of Torvaldsland then held the giant by the arns, and | owered his ax, and, gently, turned
hi maway fromthe people. He turned and | ooked back at them and they cowered away. But it did not
seemthat they recognised them It seemed he did not know them and had not seen them before.
Again his eyes seenmed vacant. He turned away, and wal ked slowy, carrying his ax, toward one of
the doors of the tenple

"Those who would live," called our Forkbeard, "lie on the your stonachs."

The people in the tenple, many of them splattered with the bl ood of their nei ghbours, sone
severel y wounded, threw thensel ves, shuddering, man and worman, and child, to their stomachs. They
| ay among many of their own dead.

I nyself did not lie with them Once | had been of the warriors.

| stood.

The men of Torval dsland turned to face ne.

"Way do you not lie beneath the ax, Stranger?" called out Forkbeard.

"I amnot weary," | told him

Forkbeard | aughed. "It is a good reason," he said. "Are you of Torval dsl and?"

"No," | told him

"You are of the warriors?" asked Forkbeard.

"Perhaps once,” | told him

"I shall see," said Forkbeard. Then to one of his nmen, he said, "Hand ne a spear." One of the
spears which had forned the platformon which he had been carried, gaining entrance to Kassau and
the tenple, was handed to him

Suddenly behind ne | heard a war cry of Torval dsl and.

I turned and swept to the guard position, in the instant seeing the man's distance, and spun again
to strike fromnmy body, before it could penetrate it, the hurled spear of Ivar Forkbeard. It rmust
be taken behind the point with the swift blow of the forearm The spear carooned away and struck
the wall of the tenple, fifty feet behind ne. In the sane instant | had spun again, in the guard
position, to stand against the man with his ax. He pulled up short, and | ooked to Ivar Forkbeard.
| turned again to face the Forkbeard.

He grinned. "Yes, he said, "once perhaps you were of the warriors."

I looked to the nman behind nme, and to the others. They lifted their axes in their right hand. It
was a salute of Torvaldsland. | heard their cheers.

"He remai ns standing." Said |var Forkbeard.

| sheat hed ny sword

"Hurry!" called the Forkbeard to his nen. "Hurry! The people of the town will gather!"

Swiftly, tearing hangings fromthe walls, prying | oose sheets of gold, pulling down even | anps
fromtheir chains, filling their cloaks with cups and plates, the nen of Torval dsland stri pped the
tenpl e of what they could tear | oose and carry. |var Forkbeard | eaped down fromthe altar and
began, angrily, to hurl vessels of consecrated oils against the walls behind the sanctuary. Then
he took a rack of candles and hurled it against the wall. Fire soon bit into the tinbers behind

t he sanctuary.

The Forkbeard then | eaped over the rail of the sanctuary and strode anong the people |lying on
their stomachs, the wall facing the Sardar being eaten by fire, illumnating the interior of the
tenpl e.

He reached down, here and there, to rip a purse fromone of the richer townsfol k. He took the
purse of the burgher in black satin, and took, too, fromhis neck, the silver chain of his office,
whi ch he slung about his own neck.

He then drew with the handle of his ax a circle, sonme twenty feet in dianeter, in the dirt floor
of the circle.

It was a bond-maid circle.

"Fermal es," he cried, gesturing with the great ax toward the wall opposite the doors, "swiftly! To
the wall! Stand with your backs against it!"
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Terrified, weeping, the men groaning, the females fled to the wall. | saw, standing there,
terrified, their backs against it, the blond girl in the scarlet vest and skirt, her hair in the
snood of scarlet yarn, tied with filanments of golden wire; and the | arge statuesque girl, in black

velvet, with the silver straps over her breasts, and tied about her waist, with the purse. Ivar
Forkbeard, in the light of the burning wall of the temple, quickly exanined the |ine of wonen.
From sonme he took jewellery, bracelets, necklaces and rings. Fromothers her took purses, hanging
at their belts. He tore away the purse fromthe |large blonde girl, and the silver straps, too,

whi ch had decorated the bl ack velvet of her gown. She shrank back against the wall. She was |arge
breasted. The nmen of Torval dsl and are fond of such wonen. The jewellery and coins which he took he
hurled into a golden sacrificial bowl, which one of his nmen carried at his side. As he went down

the line, he freed certain wonen of the wall, telling themto swiftly return to their place, and
lie beneath the ax. Gratefully, they fled to their forner places.
This left nineteen girls at the wall. | admred the taste of Forkbeard. They were beauties. MWy

choi ces woul d have been the sane.

Among them of course, were the slender blond girl in the red vest and skirt, and the |arger one,
now i n black velvet, torn, stripped of its silver straps, its brooches, the purse.

He ripped the snood of scarlet yarn fromthe slender blond girls hair. Her hair, now | oose, fel
behind her to the snall of her back. He then tore away the ribbons and conb of bone and | eat her
that had so intricately held the hair of the larger blond girl, she in black velvet. Her hair was
even | onger than that of the nore slender girl.

The nineteen girls regarded him terrified, eyes wide, their faces Iit in the left side by the
flames of the burning wall

"Go to the bond-maid circle," said Ivar Forkbeard, indicating the circle he had drawn in the dirt.
The wonen cried out in msery. To enter the circle, if oneis a female, is, by the | aws of
Torval dsl and, to declare oneself a bond-naid. A woman, of course, need not to enter the circle
of her own free will. She may, for exanple, be thrown within it, naked and bound. Howsoever she
enters the circle, voluntarily, or by force, free or secured, she energes fromit, by the [ aws of
Torval dsl and, as a bond- nai d.

Seventeen of the girls, weeping, fled to the circle, and huddled within it.

Two did not, the slender blond girl and the |arger one, in black velvet.

"I am Aelgifu," said the large girl. "I amthe daughter of Gurt of Kassau. He is adninistrator.
There will be ransom noney for ne."

"It is true!” cried a man, the burgher in black satin, whose chain of office Forkbeard had torn
from his neck.

"One hundred pieces of gold," said Forkbeard to himobserving the girl.

She stiffened.

"Yes," cried the man. "Yes!"
"Five nights fromthis night,"’
the Torval dsmark. "

I had heard of this stone. It is taken by many to mark the border between Torval dsl and and the
south. Many of those of Torval dsl and, however, take its borders to be much farther extended than
the Torval ds regard Torval dsnmark. |ndeed, sonme of their ships beach, as the took their country,
and their steel, with them

"Yes!" said the man. "I will bring the noney to that place."

"Go to the bond-maid circle," said Ivar Forkbeard to the large girl, "but do not enter it."
"Yes," she said, hurrying to its edge.

"The wall of the tenple will not |ast much | onger, sai d one of the nmen of the Forkbeard.

For kbeard | ooked then at the younger, blond, nmore slender girl, she with her hair now | oose, the

said |var Forkbeard, "on the skerry of Einar by the rune-stone of

snood of scarlet. She |ooked up at him boldly. "M father is poorer than Aelgifu's," she said,
"but forme, too, there will be a ransom"

She | ooked at himwith horror. In the crom | heard a man and a worman cry out with msery.

"Go to the circle and enter it," said lIvar Forkbeard to the girl.

She held up her head. "No," she said. "I amfree. Never will | consent to be a bond-maid. |
shall first choose death!"

"Very well," laughed the Forkbeard. "Kneel."

Startled, she did so, uncertainly.

"Put your head down," he said, "throw your hair forward, exposing your neck."
She di d so.

He Iifted the great ax.

Suddenly she cried out and thrust her head to his boot.

She held his ankl.e.
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Have nery on a bond-naid!" she wept.

I var Forkbeard | aughed and reached down and pulled her up by the arm his great fist closed about
her armw thin the white wool en bl ouse, and thrust her stunmbling well within the circle.

"The wall will soon fall," said one of the ne.

I could see the fire creeping now, too, to the roof.

"Bond-mai ds, " ordered |var Forkbeard harshly, strip"!

Crying out the girls renoved their garnents. | saw that the weeping, slender blond-hair girl was
i ncredi bly beauti ful

Her legs and belly, and breasts, were nmarvelous. And her face, too, was beautiful, sensitive and
intelligent. | envied the Forkbeard his catch

"Fetter them" said |Ivar Forkbeard.

" | hear the townfol k gathering," said one of the nen at the door

Two of the men of Torvaldsland had, fromtheir left shoulder to their right hip, that their right
arnms be less | inpeded, a chain formed of slave bracelets; each pair of bracelets | ocked at each
end about one of the bracelets of another pair, the whole thus formng a circle. Now they renpved
this chain of bracelets, and, one by one, renoved the pairs, closing them about the small wists,
behi nd their backs, of the femal e captives, now bond-nmids. These bracelets were of the sort used
to hold wonen in the north. The are less ornate and finely tooled than those available in the
south. But they are satisfactory for their purpose. They consist of curve, hinged bands of black
iron, three quarters of an inch in width and a quarter inch in thickness. On one of each of the
two curved pieces constituting a bracelet there is a welded ring; the two welded rings are joi ned
by a single link, about an inch in width counting both sides, each of which is about a quarter of
an inch in dianmeter, and three inches long. Sone of the girls cried out with pain as the fetters,
| ocking, bit into their wists.

| saw the slender girl's wists pulled behind her and snapped in the fetters. She winced. They

were rough, plain fetters, but they would hold her well, quite as well as the intricately w ought
counterparts of the south.

I var Forkbeard regarded Aelgifu. "Fetter her, too," he said. She was fettered.

The fire had now clinbed well unto the roof and had taken hold on another wall, near the railing,

agai nst which the wonen, earlier, had stood.

It was growing hard to breathe in the tenple.

"Coffle the femal es," said Forkbeard.

Wth a long Iength of binding fiber the nineteen girls were swiftly fastened throat to throat.

Ael gifu, clothed, led the coffle. She was free. The others were only bond- nai ds.

The beans which secured the doors were thorwn back, but the doors were not opened.

The men of Torval dsland strugled to lift their burdens.Gold is not |ight.

"Utilize the bond-naids," said the Forkbeard, anglily. Swiftly, about the necks of the bond-naids
were tied strings plate. Soon, they, too, were heavily burdened. Several stagered under the

wi eght of the riches they bore.
"I'n the north, ny pretty naids,

I var assured them " the burdens you carry will be nore prosaic,

bundl es of wood for the fires, buckets of water for the hall, baskets of dung for the fields."
They | ooked at himwi th horror understanding then what the nature of their life would be.

And at night, of course, they would server the feasts of their masters, carrying and filling the
great the horns, and delighting themw th the softness of their bodies in the furs.

"We are ready to depart," said one of the men. | could hear angry townspeopl e outside.

"You will never get us to the ship," said the slender blond girl.

"Be silent, bond-nmaid," said |Ivar Forkbear

"My bondage will not last long," she | aughed.

"W shall see," |aughed |var Forkbeard.

He then ran, alnost through the flanes to the high altar of the tenple of Kassau. Wth a single
|l eap he attained its sutmmit. The, with his boot and shoul der, he tottered the great circle of gold
whi ch surmounted it. It noved unsteadily, rocking back and broke apart. It was only gol den
sheat hi ng on a wheel of clay.

The peopl e of Kassau, within the burning tenple, cried, startled. They had understood the circle
to be of solid gold.

St andi ng on the broken fragnents of the circle, lIvar Forkbeard cried out, his ax lifted, and his
|l eft hand, too, "Praise be to Gdin!" And then, throwing his ax to his left shoulder, holding it

there by his left hand the turned and faxed the Sardar, and lifted his fist, clenched. It was not
only a sign of defiance to Priest-Kings, but the fist, the sign of the hamer. It was the sign of
Thor .

"W can carry no nore," cried one of his nen.
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"Nor shall we," |aughed Ivar
"The circle? Cried one.

"Leave it for the people to see,” laughed Ivar. "That it is only gold on a wheel of clay!"

He turned to face ne.

"I want passage to Torvaldsland," |I said. "I hunt beast."

"Kurii? He asked.

"Yes," | said.

"You are mad," he said.

"Less mad | expect than |var Forkbeard," | said

"My serpent," said he, " is not a vessel on which one nay book passage."

"I play Kaissa," | said.

"The voyage north will be long," he said.

"I amskilled at the gane," | said. "Unless you are quite good, | shall beat you."

We heard the people screanming outside. | heard one of the beanms in the ceiling crack. The roar
of the flames seened deafening. "W shall die in the tenple if we do not soon flee," said one of
his me. O all those in the tenple, | think only I, and Ivar Forkbeard, and the giant, he of

i ncredi bl e stature, who had fought with such frenzy, did not seem anxious. He did not seem even
aware of the flanes. He carried a sack of plate at his back, heavy and bul gi ng, which had been
given to himby other nmen, that he might carry it.

"I, too, amskilled at the gane," said |Ivar Forkbeard.

"Are you truly good?"

"l amgood,:" | said. "Wiether | amas good as you, of course, | shall not know until we play."
"True," said Forkbeard.

"I sahll join you at your ship," | said.

"Do so," said he

The he turned to one of his ne. "Keep close to ne the coins brought as offerings by the poor to

the tenple of Kassau," he said. These coins had now been placed in the |arge, single bow.

"Yes, Captain," said the nan.

The rear wall, too, of the tenple now caught fire, | heard another beamin the ceiling crack
There were sparks in the air. They stung ny face. The bond-naids, their bodi es exposed to them
cried out in pain.

"Open the other gate!" cried |Ivar Forkbeard. Hysterically, crowding, those citizens of Kassau who
had, weeping, terified, been lying on their stomachs in the dirt, beneath the burning roof, |eapt
to their feet and fled through the door

Ivar permtted themto | eave the tenple

"They are coming out!" «cried a voice fromthe outside. W heard angry nmen running to the door
peopl e turning the novenents of chains, flails and rakes.

"Now |l et us | eave" said |var Forkbear

"You will never get us to the ship," said the slender girl.

"You will hurry, pretty little bond-maids, and you, too, ny large-breasted |ovely," said Ivar

i ndi cating bl ack-vel -veted Aelgifu, "or you will be cut out of the coffle by your heads."

"Open the door,:" he said.

The door was swung open. "To the ships," he cried.

"Hurry, my pretties,"” he laughed, striking the slender blond girl, and others of them sharply
with the palmof his hand. H's men, too, the girls between them pushed through the door.

"They are coming out here!" cried a voice, a man in the crowd of the poor, a peasant, turning
about, seeing us. But many of those in the crowd were clasping |oved ones, and friends, as they
escaped fromthe other door. Swiftly, down the dirt street to the wharves fromthe tenple,
stirding, but not running, noved |var Forkbeard with his men, and his |l oot, both that of fenale
flesh and gold. Many of the peasants, and fishernen, and other poor people, who had not found

pl aces in the tenple, turned about. Several of them began to follow us, lifting flails and great
scythes. Sone carried chains, others hoes.

They had no | eadership.

Li ke wol ves, crying out, shouting , lifting their fists, they ran behind us as we made our way
toward the wharves. Then a rock fell anong us, and anot her

Noen of them cared to rush upon the axes of the men of Torval dsl and.

"Save us!" cried the slender blond girl. "You are nen! Save us!"

At her cries many of the nmen seened enbol dened and rushed nore cl osely about us, but swi ngs of the
great axes kept them back

"Gather together!" we heard. "Charge!" W saw @Qurt, in his black satin, rallying them

They had | acked a | eader. They had one now. |var Forkbeard then took Aelgifu by the hair and
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turned her, so that those follow ng m ght see.

"Stop!" cried Gurt to them

The single-bal ed edge of the great ax lay at Aelgifu' s throat; her head was bent back. For
Forkbeard, his left hand in her hair, his right hand just bel ow the head of the ax, grinned at
Qurt.

"Stop," said @urt, npaning, crushed. "do not fight them Let themgo!"

I var Forkbeard rel eased Aelgifu and thrust her ruderly, stunbling, ahead of him

"Hurry!" called lvar Forkbeard to his men. "Hurry bright-fleshed ones," called he to the
fettered, burdened coffled bon-m ds.
Behi nd us, we heard the roof of the tenple, collapese, | |ooked back. Snoke stained the sky.

A hundred yards fromthe wharves we saw a crowd of angry nen, perhaps two hundred, blocking the
way. They held gaff, harpoons, even pointed stick. Sone carried crash hooks and others chisels,
and iron | evers.

"You see," cried the blond, girl, delightedly, "ny bondage is short!"

"Citizens of Kassau!" <called out |var Forkbeard cheerily.

"Greetings fromlvar Forkbeard!"

The men | ooked at him tense, hunched over, weapons ready, angry.

For kbeard then, grinning, slung his ax over his left shoulder, dropping it into the broad | eather
| oop by which it may be carried, its head behind his head and to the left. This loop is fixed in
a broad leather belt worn fromthe left shoulder to the right hip, fastened there by a hook , that
the weight of the ax will not turn the belt, which fits into a ring in the otherw se unarned,
carry a knife at their nmaster belt. Al nmen of Torvaldsland, incidentally, even if otherw se
unarmed, carry a knife at their nmaster belt. The sword, when carried, and it oftenis, is

comonl y supported nmi ght be nmentioned, the comobn Corean practice. It can also, of course, be
hung, by its sheath and sheath straps, formthe master belt, which is quite adequate, being a
stout heavy belt, to hold it. It is called the naster belt, doubtless, to distinguish it fromthe

ax belt and the sword belt, and because it is, alnobst always worn. A pouch, of course, and other
accoutrenments ny hang, too, fromit. Gorean garnents, generally, do not contain pockets. Somne
say the nmaster belt gets its nanme be cause it is used sonetinmes in the disciplining of bond-naids.
This seems to be a doubtful origin for the nane. It is true, however, questions of the origin of
the nane aside, that bond-naids, stripped, are often taught obedi ence under its |ash

I var Forkbeard reached out his hands and took fromone of his nmen the bow of coins which the poor
had brought as their pitiful offerings to the tenple of Kassau

Then, smling, by hadfuls he hurled the coins to the right and to the left.

Tense, the nen watched him One of those coins, of snall denom nation though they m ght be, was
day's wages on the docks of Kassau.

More coins, in handfuls, showered to the street, to the sides of the nen.

"Fight!" screamed the blond girl. "Fight!"

One of the men, suddenly, reached down and snat ched one.

Then, with a great, sweeping gesture, |Ivar Forkbeard enptied the bow of coins, scattering themin
a shower of coper and iron over the nen. Two nore nen reached down to snatch a coin.

"Fight!" screanmed the blond girl. "Fight!"

The first man, scrabbling in the dirt, picked up another coin, and the another

Then the second and third man found, each, another coin. Then the others, agonized, unable |onger
to resist, scurried to the left and right, their weapons discarded, and fell to their knees

snat chi ng coins.

"Cowards!" Slenn!" wept the blond girl. Then she cried out in msery, half choked by the coffle
| oop on her throat, as she found herself hurried, fettered and burdened with the others, through

t he workers of Kassau

We brushed through the scrabbling workers and saw before us the wharf, and the serpent, sleek and
swift, of lvar Forkbeard, at its moorings. Ten nen had remained at the ship. Eight held bows,
with arrows at the string; none had dared to approach the ship; the short bow of the Gorean north,
wit its short, heavy arrows, heavily headed, |acks the range and power of the peasant bow of the
south, that now, too, the property of the rencers of the delta, but at short range, within a

hundred and fifty yards, it can adm nister a considerable strike. It has, too, the advantage that
it is nore manageable in close quarters than the peasant box resenbling somewhat the Tuchuck bow
of layered horn in this respect. It is nore useful in close conbat on a ship, for exanple, than

woul d be the peasant bow. Too, it is easier to fire it through a thole port, the oar w thdrawn.
The two ot her nen stood ready with knives to cut the ooring ropes.

The men of |var Forkbeard threw their bul ging cloaks, filled with gold and plate, into the ship.
| var Forkbeard | ooked back
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W heard, in the distance, a muffle d crash. A wall of the tenple had fallen. Then, anonent

later, we heard the falling of another wall. Smoke, in angry billows, black and fiery, clinbed
the sky above Kassau.

"I shall fetch a belonging or two," | said, " and be with you presenlty."

"Do not delay overlong," suggested |var Forkbeard.

"Very well," | said.

I ran to the yard of a tavern near the docks. There | unsaddled, unbridled and freed the tarn |
had ridden north. "Fly!" | conmanded it. It smote the air with its wings, and beat its way into
the snmoky skies of Kassau. | sawit turn toward the southeast. | smled. |In such a direction, |
knew, |lay the nountains of Thentis. |In those nountains had the borebearers of the bird been bred.

| thought of the webs of spiders and turtles running to the sea. How fantastic, how strange,

t hought, is the blood of beasts, and | realized, too, that | was a beast, and wondered on what

nmi ght be the nature of those instincts which nust be nmy own.

| hurled a golden tarn disk to the ground, to pay for lodging in Kassau, and the care of the bird.
I would | eave the saddl e.

But fromit | took the saddl ebags, containing sone bel ongi ngs, and sone gold, and, too, the
bedrol | of fur and boskhide. Fromit, too, | took, in its waterproof sheath, the great bow, and
its arrows, forty arrows flight and sheaf,

| looked after the tarn. Already it had gone, disappearing in the smoking sky above Kassau

| had booked better passage to Torval dsl and.

| turned and ran back to the wharf.

Ei ght bows were trained on ne; eight arrows |ay ready at the taut string.

"Do not fire," called lIvar Forkbeard to his bowren. He grinned. " He plays Kaissa."

| threw ny gear into the ship, and, bow in hand, |eaped into the serpent.

"Cast off," said lvar Forkbeard.

The two nooring ropes were flung free of the nooring cleats. They were not cut. The bowren took
their places, with their fellows, on the benches. The serpent backed fromthe pier and, in the
harbor, turned. The red-and-white striped sail, snapping, unfolding, was dropped fromthe spar

Bet ween the benches, am dships, anbng piles of loot, their wists fettered behind them sat the
naked bondmai ds, and Aelgifu, in her torn, black velvet. They were still in throat coffle. Their
ankl es had been crossed, and | ashed tightly with binding fiber. Aelgifus shoes, | noted, had been
renoved, and her wool en hose; this was done that her ankles and feet, bared now |ike those of the
bond- mai ds, mi ght be as securely tied. No Gorean puts binding fiber over shoes or hose. It
seened Ael gifu, proud and rich, would go barefoot, |ike a peasant wench or a stripped bon-maid, by
the will of Ivar Forbeard, until her ransomwas paid on the skerry of Einar five nights fromthis
ni ght, by the rune-stone of the Torval dsmark. She al one of the wonmen, though fettered and bound,
and in coffle, did not seemunduly upset.

I var Forbeard went to the bond-maids. He |ooked down on the blond, slender gir. The coffle |oop
was on her throat. She sat, with her |egs drawn up, her ankles crossed noved her wists in the
fetters; there was small sound as the three-inch joining |ink noved in the welded rings of the
fetters.

"I't seens your bondage," said he, "pretty maid, will not be as short as you had hoped."

She | ooked down.
"There is no escape,
She sobbed.

The nen of Torval dsl and began to sing at the oars.

I var Forkbeard reached down to the planking on the deck and picked up Aelgifu's shoes and hose,
where they had been di scarded when they had been renpbved and her ankle bound. He threw them over
t he side.

Then he joined ne at the stern. We could see nent at the docks. Sone were even attenpting to rig
a coasting vessel to purseu the serpent. But they would not rig it.

It was pointless.

The men of Torval dsl and sang with great voices. The oars, two nen to an oars |ifted and di pped.
The hel menan | eaned on the tiller of the great steering oar

Behi nd us we could see the snoke of the burning tenple. Too, it seened, the fires had spread

el sewhere in Kassau, doubtless carried by the w nd.

We coul d now see those at the dock, and even those who had been bestirring thenselves with the
coasting vessel, returning to the town. W heard the ringing of the great bar which hung on its
tinber frame outside the tenple. The town was afire. The nmen of Kassau | eft the docks, hurrying
up the dirt streets, to take up their new | abors.

Behi nd us, am dhsips, we heard the weeping of wonmen fettered bon-nmi ds being carried north to

he tol e her.
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serve harsh massters.

The snoke billowed high in the sky above Kassau. W could hear, clearly, carrying over the water,
the ringing of the great bar outside the tenple.

The men of Torval dsl and singing, the oars lifting and di pping, the serpent of I|var Forkbeard took
its way fromthe harbor of Kassau

Chapter 4 THE FORKBEARD AND | RETURN TO OUR GAME

I var Forkbeard, |eaning over the side of his serpent, studied the coloring of the water. Then he
reached down and scooped up sone in the palmof his hand, testing its tenperature.

"W are one day's rowing," said he, "fromthe skerry of Einar and th rune-stone of the

Torval dsmar k. "

"How do you know this?" | asked.

We had been out of sight of land for two days, and, the night preceding, had been, wi th shortened
sail, swept eastward by high w nds.

"There is plankton here," said Ivar, "that of the banks south of the skerry of Einar, and the
tenperarutre of the water tells nme that we are now in the streamof Torval d, which noves eastward
to the coast and then north."

The stream of Torvald is a current, as a broad river in the sea, pasangs w de, whose tenperature
is greater than that of the surrounding water. Wthout it, nuch of Torval dsland, bleak as it is,
woul d be only a forzen waste. Torvcliffs, inlets and nountasin. Its arable soil 1is thin and
found in patches. The size of the average farmis very snmall. Good farns is often by sea, in
smal | boats. Wthout the streamof Tovald it would probably be | possible to raise cereal crops
in sufficient quantity to fee even its relatively sparse population. There is often not enough
food under any conditions, particularly I n northern Torval dsland, and fanmine is not known. In
such cases nmen feed on bark, and lichens and seaweed. It is not strange that the young nmen of
torval dsl and often | ook to the sea, and beyond it, for their fortunes. The stream of Torvald is
regarded by the nen of Torvaldsland as a gift of Thor, bestowed upon Torvald, |egendary founder
and hero of the land, in exchange of a ring of gold.

Ivar Forkgeard went to the nmast. Before it sat Aelgifu. She was chained to it by the neck. Her
wist, in the black, iron fetters of the north, were now fastened before her body that she could
feed herself. There was salt in her hair. She still wore her black velvet but now it was stained
with sea water, and slat, and was discolored, and stiff, and creased. She was barefoot.

"Tormorrow night," said Ivar Forkbeard to her, " | shall have your ransom nobney."

She did not deign to speak to him but |ooked away. Like the bond-naids, she had been fed only on
col d Sa-Tarna poridge and scraps of dried parist fish

The nmen of Toravl dsl and sonetimes guide their vessels by noting the direction of the waves,
breaki ng agai nst the prow, these correlated with prevailing winds. Sonetines they use the shadows
of the gunwal es, failing across the ghwarts, judging their angles. The sun, too, of couse, is
used, and, at night, the stars give them suitabl e conpass, even in the open sea.

It is a mtter of their tradition not to rely on the needl e conpass, as is done in the south. The
Gor ean compass points always to the Sardar, the home of Priest-Kings. The men of Torval dsl and do
not use it. They do not need it. The sextant, however, correlated with sun and stars is not
unknown to them It is comonly relied on, however, only in unfam liar waters. Even fog banks,
and the feeding grounds of whales, and ice floes, in given season, in their own waters, give the
men of Torval dsland information as to their whereabouts, they utilizing such things as easily, as
unconsci ously, as a peasant might a nountain, or a hunter a river

The ships of the men of Torvaldsland are swift. In a day, a full CGorean day of twenty Ahn, with a
fair wind they can cover fromtwo hundred to two hundred and fifty pasangs.

| studied the board before ne.

It was set on a square chest. It was a board made for play at sea, and such boards are comopn with
the men of Torvaldsland. In the center of each square was a tiny peg. The pieces, correspondingly,
are drilled to match the pegs, and fit over them This keeps them steady in the novenents at sea
The board was of red and yel |l ow squares. The Kai ssa of the men of Torvaldsland is quite simlar to
that of the south, though certain of the pieces differ. There is, for example, not a Ubar but a
Jarl, as the nost powerful piece. Mdreover, there is no Ubara. Instead, there is a piece called
the Jarl's Wman, which is quite powerful, nmore so than the southern Ubara. |nstead of Tarnsnen,
there are two pieces called the Axes. The board has no Initiates, but there are corresponding

pi eces called Rune-Priests. Sinmlarly there are no Scribes, but a piece, which noves identically,
called the Singer. | thought that Andreas of Tor, a friend, of the caste of Singers, night have
been pleased to learn that his caste was represented, and honored, on the boards of the north. The
Spearnen noved identically with the southern Spearnen. It did not take ne nuch time to adapt to
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the Kai ssa of Torvaldsland, for it is quite simlar to the Kaissa of the south. On the other hand,
feeling my way on the board, | had lost the first two ganes to the Forkbeard. Interestingly, he
had been eager to famliarize nme with the game, and was abundant in his explanations and advi ce.
Clearly, he wished ne to play himat ny full efficiency, w thout handi cap, as soon as possi bl e.
had beaten himthe third gane, and he had then, delighted, ceased in his explanations and advice
and, together, the board between us, each in our way a war rior, we had played Kai ssa.

The Forkbeard's gane was nuch nore varied, and tactical, than was that of, say, Marlenus of Ar,
much nore devious, and it was far removed fromthe careful, conservative, positional play of a man
such as Mntar, of the caste of Merchants. The Forkbeard nade great use of diversions and feints,
and doubl e strategies, in which an attack is doubl e edged, being in effect two attacks, an open
one and a conceal ed one, either of which, depending on a msplay by the opponent, may be forced

t hrough, the conceal ed attack requiring usually only an extra nove to nake it effective, a nove
whi ch, ideally, threatened or pinned an opponent's piece, giving himthe option of surrendering it
or facing a devastating attack, he then a nmove behind. In the beginning | had played Forkbeard
positionally, learning his gane. Wien | felt | knew himbetter, | played himnore openly. H's
wiliest tricks, of coursej | knew, he would sel domuse saving them for ganes of greater inport, or
perhaps for players of Torval dsland. Anbng them even nore than in the south, Kaissa is a passion
In the long winters of Torval dsl and, when the snow, the darkness, the ice and wintry wi nds are
upon the | and, when the frost breaks open the rocks, groaning, at night, when the serpents hide in
their roofed sheds, nmany hours, under swi ngi ng soapstone | anps, burning the oil of sea sleen, are
given to Kaissa. At such tines, even the bond-maids, rolling and restless, naked, in the furs of
their masters, their ankles chained to a nearby ring, nust wait.

"It is your nove," said Forkbeard.

"I have moved," | told him "I have thrown the Ax toJdarl six."

"' Ah! Laughed the Forkbeard. He then sat down and | ooked again at the board. He could not now,
with inpunity, place his Jarl at Ax four.

The sun, for Torval dsl and, was hot. In the chronology of Port Kar, it was early in Year 3 of the
Sovereignty of the Council of Captains. In the chronol ogy of Ar, which serves, generally, to
standardi ze chronology on Gor, it was 10,122 C. A, or Contasta Ar, fromthe founding of Ar. The
battle of the 25th of Se'Kara had taken place in 10,120 C A In that same year, in its spring, in
Port Kar, the Council of Captains had assumed its sovereignty, thus initiating Year 1 of its
reign. Most Corean cities use the Spring Equinox as the date of the New Year. Turia, however, uses
the Summrer Sol stice. The Spring Equi nox, incidentally, is also used for the New Year by the Rune-
Priests of the North, who keep the cal endars of Torval dsl and. They nunber years fromthe tinme of
Thor's gift of the streamof Torvald to Torvald, |egendary hero and founder of the northern
fatherlands. In the cal endars of the Rune-Priests the year was 1, 006.

Forkbeard and | sat in the shade, under a tented awni ng of sewn boskhides, sone thirty-five feet
in length. It begins aft of the mast, which is set forward. It rests on four poles, with tw | ong,
narrow poles, fixed in sockets, nounted in tandem fashion, serving as a single ridge pole. These
pol es can al so be used in pushing off, and thwarting collisions on rocks. The bottom edges of the
tented awning are stretched taut and tied to cleats in the gunwal es. There is about a foot of
space between the gunwal es and the bottons of the tented awnings, pernmitting a viewto sea on

ei ther side.

Somewhat behind us, between the benches, in the shade of the awning, among other riches taken in
the sack of the tenmple of Kassau, were the bond-maids. They, |loot, too, knelt, or sat or laid
anong gol den plate, and candl esticks and gol den hangi ngs. Their ankles were no | onger bound; their
wists, now, those of npbst of them were fettered before their bodies; about their necks, now,
however, they wore not sinple binding fiber; it had been replaced the first evening out of Kassau
they wore now, knotted about their throats, a coffle rope of the north, about a half inch in

t hi ckness, of braided |eather, cored with wire. At night they slept with their hands fettered
behi nd them Some of the girls slept, sonme curled on the gol den hangi ngs of the tenple; sone sat
or knelt, heads down; of the girls, four of them though still held in the coffle, were no | onger
fettered. They knelt, with soft cloths and polishes, cleaning and rubbing to a high shine, which
nmust pl ease the Forkbeard, the golden trove of the |looted tenple of Kassau

The men of Forkbeard, their oars inboard, the ship under sail, anused thensel ves as they woul d.
Sone sl ept on the benches or between them sonme under the awning and sone not, or on the exposed,
el evated stem deck. Here and there sone sat in twes or threes, tal king. Two, |ike Forkbeard and

nmysel f, gave thensel ves to Kai ssa. Two others, el sewhere, played Stones, a guessing gane. The

gi ant, he who mi ght have been nearly eight feet in height, and had in the tenple wought such
furious slaughter, sat now, al nmpbst sommol ently, on a rowi ng bench, sharpening, wth slow,

del i berate novenents, with a circular, flat whetstone, the blade of his great ax. Three other nen
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of the Forkbeard attended to fishing, two with a net, sweeping it along the side of the serpent,
for parsit fish, and the third, near the stem with a hook and line, baited with vulo liver, for
the white-bellied grunt, a large ganme fish which haunts the plankton banks to feed on parsit fish
Only two of the Forkbeard's nmen did not rest, he at the helm bare-headed, |ooking to sea, and the
fellow at the height of the nast, on | ookout. The hel nsman studies the sky and the waters ahead of
the serpent; beneath clouds there is comonly w nd; and he avoids, nobving a point or nore to port
or starboard, areas where there is little wave activity, for they betoken spots in which the
serpent might, for atine, find itself becal med. The | ookout stood upon a broad, flat wooden ring,
bound in |l eather, covered with the fur of sea sleen, which fits over the mast. It has a di aneter
of about thirty inches. It sets near the top of the nast, enabling the man to see over the sail

as well as to other points. He, standing on this ring, fastens hinself by the waist to the nmast by
| oopi ng and buckling a heavy belt about it, and through his nmaster belt. Usually, too, he keeps
one hand on or about the mast. The wooden ring is reached by clinbing a knotted rope. The mast is
not high, only about thirty-five feet Gorean, but it permits a scanning of the horizon to sone ten
pasangs.

Forkbeard put his First Singer to his own Ax four, threatening ny Ax. | covered ny piece with ny
own First Singer, noving it to ny own Ax five. He exchanged, taking ny Ax at Jarl six, and | his
First Singer with ny First Singer. | now had a Singer on a central square, but he had freed his Ax
four, on which he nmight now situate the Jarl for an attack on the Jarl's Wnman's Ax's file.

The tenpo, at this point, was mne. He had played to open position; | had played to direct

posi tion.

The Ax is a valuable piece, of course, but particularly in the early and m ddl e gane, when the
board is nore crowded; in the end gane when the board is freer, it seerns to nme the Singer is
often of greater power, because of the greater nunmber of squares it can control. Schol ars wei ght
the pieces equally, at three points in adjudications, but I would weight the Ax four points in the
early and niddl e game, and the Singer two, and reverse these weights in the end gane. Both pieces
are, however, quite valuable. And I amfond of the Ax.

"You shoul d not have surrendered your Ax," said Forkbeard.

"I'n not doing so," | said, "I would have | ost the tenpo, and position. Too, the Ax is regarded as
| ess valuable in the end gane."

"You play the Ax well," said Forkbeard. "What is true for many nmen may not be true for you. The
weapons you use best perhaps you should retain.”

| thought on what he had said. Kaissa is not played by nechani cal puppets, but, deeply and subtly,
by nen, idiosyncratic nmen, with individual strengths and weaknesses. | recalled | had, nany tinmes,
late in the game, regretted the surrender of the Ax, or its equivalent in the south, the Tarnsman,
when | had sinply, as | thought rationally, noved in accordance with what were reputed to be the
principles of sound strategy. | knew, of course, that gane context was a decisive matter in such
consi derations but only now, playing Forkbeard, did | suspect that there was another context

i nvol ved, that of the inclinations, capacities and dispositions of the individual player. Too, it
seened to nme that the Ax, or Tarnsman, night be a valuable piece in the end gane, where it is

sel dom found. People would be | ess used to defending against it in the end ganme; its capacity to
surprise, and to be used unexpectedly, mght be genuinely profitable at such a tine in the gane. |
felt a surge of power.

Then | noted, uneasily, the Forkbeard noving his Jarl to the now freed Ax four

The men with the net drewit up. Init, twisting and flopping, silverish, striped with brown,

squi rnmed nore than a stone of parsit fish. They threw the net to the planking and, with knives,
began to slice the heads and tails fromthe fish

"Gorm" said the Forkbeard. "Free the first bond-nmaid on the coffle. The lazy girl has rested too
I ong, and send her to me with a bailing scoop."

Gorm was bare-chested and barefoot. He wore trousers of the fur of sea sleen. About his neck was a
gol den chai n and pendant, doubtless taken once froma free woman of the south.

As he approached the bond-nmai ds they shrank back fromhim fearing him as would any bond-nmai d one
of the nen of Torval dsland. | | ooked upon the eyes of the first girl on the coffle, who was the

sl ender, blondish girl, who had worn the red vest and jacket. | recalled how di sappoi nted she had
been in the nmen of Torval dsl and, when, heads hangi ng, they had acconpani ed the Forkbeard to the
tenpl e at Kassau. She had then, with anmusement, regarded themwi th contenpt. But it was neither
anusenment nor contenpt which shone in her eyes now as she, shrinking back fromhim | ooked upon
Gorm She now saw the men of Torvaldsland in their mghtiness, in their freedom and strength and
power, and she, a stripped, fettered bond-nmaid, coffled, feared them She knew that she bel onged
to them such fierce and mighty beasts, and that she, and her beauty, lay at their nercy, that

she, and her beauty, were theirs to do with as they pleased. Roughly Gorm unknotted the coffle

file:/lIF|/rah/John%20Norman/Norman,%20John%...%20Earth%2009%20-%20Marauders%200f%20Gor.txt (28 of 136) [1/20/03 3:30:06 AM]



file://1F|/rah/Iohn%20N orman/Norman,%20John%20-%20Counter%20Earth%2009%20-%20M arauders%6200f %20Gor . txt

rope from her neck. He then gestured that she, kneeling, should lift her fettered wists to him
she did so; he, with a key fromhis belt, opened the fetters which held her; he thrust themin his
belt; he then pulled her by the armroughly to her feet and thrust her toward the Forkbeard. She
stunbl ed across the | oose deck planking and stood, hair before her face, before us. She thrust her
hair back with her right hand, and stood well. A bailing scoop was thrust into her hands. It has
four sides. It is Umade of wood. It is about six inches in width. There is a diagonally set board
inits bottom and the back and two sides are straight. It has a straight, but rounded handl e,
carved smaller at the two ends, one where it adjoins the scoop, the other in back of the grip.
Gorrn noved aside eight narrow planks fromthe | oose decking. Bel ow, sone two inches deep, about a
foot bel ow the deck planking, about two inches over the keel beam black and briny, shifted the
bilge water. There was not nuch water in the bilge, and | was surprised. For a clinker built ship,
the serpent of Ivar Forkbeard was extraordinarily tight. The ship, actually, had not needed to be
bailed at all. Indeed, it had not been bailed since Kassau. The average ship of Torvaldsland is,
by custom bailed once a day, even if the bilge water does not necessitate it. A ship which nust,
of necessity, be bailed three tinmes in two days is regarded as unseaworthy. ©Many such shi ps,
however, are sailed by the nen of Torvaldsland, particularly late in the season, when the ship is
|l ess tight fromnonths of the sea's buffeting. In the spring, of course, before the ships are
brought fromthe sheds on rollers to the sea, they are conpletely recal ked and tarred.

"Bail," said the Forkbeard.

The girl went to the opened planking and fell to her knees beside it, the wooden scoop in her
hands.

"Return to ne," said the Forkbeard, harshly.

Frightened the girl did so.

"Now turn about," said he, "and wal k there as a bondmaid."

Her face went white.

Then she turned and wal ked to the opened planking as a bond-mai d. The ot her bond-mai ds gasped. The
men wat chi ng her hooted with pleasure. | grinned. | wanted her. "Bond-maid!" scorned Aelgifu, from
where she was fettered and chained to the mast. | gathered that these two, in Kassau, had been
rival beauties. Then, sobbing, the blondish girl, who had been forced to wal k as a bond-naid, fel
to her knees beside the opened pl anki ng. Once she vomited over the side. But, on the whole, she
did well.

Once the Forkbeard went to her and taught her to check the scoop, with her left hand, for snails,
that they not be thrown overboard. Returning to me he held one of the snails, whose shell he
crushed between his fingers, and sucked out the aninmal, chewing and swallowing it. He then threw
the shell fragnents overboard.

"They are edible," he said. "And we use themfor fish bait."

We then returned to our gane.

Once the blond girl cried out, the scoop in her hand. "Look!" she cried, pointing over the port
gunwal e. A hundred yards away, rolling and sporting, were a famly of whales, a male, two fenales,
and four calves. Then she returned to her bailing.

"Your hall is taken," said the Forkbeard. His Jarl had noved decisively. The taking of the hall
in the Kaissa of the North, is equivalent to the capture of the Home Stone in the south.

"You shoul d not have surrendered your Ax," said the Forkbeard.

"It seens not," | said. The end game had not even been reached. The hall had been taken in the

m ddl e game. | would think nore carefully before | would surrender the Ax in the future.

"I amfinished,"” said the slender girl, returning to where we sat, and kneeling on the deck

She had perfornmed her first task for her naster, the Forkbeard, drying, as it is said, the belly
of his serpent. It had been the first of her labors, set to her by her master in her bondage.

"G ve CGorrn back the scoop," said the Forkbeard, "and then carry water to my nen."

"Yes," she said.

The Forkbeard | ooked at her.

"Yes," she said "-myJarl." To the bond-naid the neanest of the free nmen of the North is her jarl
We heard Aelgifu |augh fromthe nmast. The bond-haired girl rose to her feet and surrendered the
scoop to Gorm who put it away, and then closed the deck planking. She then went to one of the

| arge, wooden, covered water buckets, roped to the deck, and in it subnmerged a water-skin. | heard
the bubbling as the skin filled.

The nmen of Torval dsl and had not sought the whal es. They had neat enough. They had barely taken
notice of them It was now late in the afternoon

I noted the blondish girl, the water bag now, wet and heavy, over her shoulder, going to the men
of the Forkbeard, to offer themdrink

She was quite beautiful
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The nmen who had fished with the net had now cl eaned the catch of parsit fish, and chopped the

cl eaned, boned, silverish bodies into pieces, a quarter inch in wi dth. Another of the bond-naids
was then freed to m x the bond-maid gruel, mxing fresh water with Sa-Tarna neal, and then
stirring in the raw fish.

"Let us have another gane," said the Forkbeard.

| set up the pieces.

He went to Ael ~ifu, who sat before the nast, her w;sts fettered before her, her neck chained to
the mast. He lifted her black, velvet dress up a little, revealing her ankle. She shrank back
agai nst the nmast.
"Tonorrow ni ght,'
"Yes," she said.
Wth his two | arge hands, he held her right ankle. She could not draw it away.

"I amfree,' she whispered.

Hol di ng her ankle with his left hand, he, with the fingers of his right hand, caressed, gently,

her instep. She shuddered.

"I amfree," she said. "Free!"

"Woul d you not, ny large breasted beauty,"” said he, "like to spend the night with me in ny bag of
the skin of the sea sleen ?"

"No!" she cried. "No!' Then she said, "If | amviolated he will not pay the ransom Too he w ||
bring with himawoman, that determination on this matter be nade! Surely you wi sh ny ransom "
"Yes," said the Forkbeard, putting down her ankle, "I do indeed want your ransom and | shall have
it."

"Then, Beast," said she, "do not touch ne!"

"I am not touching you," said he, and got to his feet.

She turned away, and would not | ook at him But she said to him "Gve me a covering for the
night, that | may not be wet and cold."

"Go lie with the bond-maids," said he.

"Never!" she said.

"Then stay where you are," said the Forkbeard.

She | ooked up at him her hair bedraggled, her eyes flashing. "Very well,"'
endure the night cheerfully. It will be nmy last in your bondage!"

The girl who had prepared the bond-maid gruel, had now been refettered and pl aced again in the
coffle. The slender blond girl, who had been giving the nen water fromthe skin bag, was now given
the work of filling small bowls fromthe | arge wooden bowl, for the bond-maids. She used a bronze
| adl e, the handl e of which was curved |ike the neck and head of a | ovely bird. About the handle
was a cl osed bronze ring, loose. It forned a collar for the bird s neck. The bond-naids did not
much care for their gruel, unsweetened, nudlike Sa-Tarna meal, with raw fish. They fed, however.
One girl who did not care to feed was struck twi ce across her back by a knotted rope in the hand
of Gorm Quickly then, and well, she fed. The girls, including the slender blondish girl, enptied
rheir bows, even to licking them and rubbing themw th their saliva-danpened fingers, that no
grain be left, lest Gorm their keeper in the ship, should not be pleased. They | ooked to one
another in fear, and put down their bows, as they finished, fed bondwenches.

"Cone here, Wench," called the Forkbeard.

The sl ender blondish girl quickly approached him and knelt before himon the deck.

"Feed her," said the Forkbeard, gesturing over his shoul der.

he said, "I will have your ransom noney."

said she, "I shal

The girl rose, and went to fill one of the small bow s for Aelgifu. Soon, she brought it to her
As she approached Aelgifu, Aelgifu called out to her, "You walk well, Thyri. You wal k as a bond-
mai d. "

The sl ender, blondish girl, called Thyri, though now, actually, she had no name, not having been
gi ven one by the Forkbeard, did not respond to Aelgifu's taunt.
"Kneel ," said Ael gifu.

The girl knelt.

"What have you there?" asked Ael gifu.

"Guel," said the girl.

"Taste it," said Aelgifu.

Qoediently, angrily, the girl did so.

"It is bond-maid gruel, is it not?" asked Ael gifu.

"Yes," said the girl.

"Way then," asked Ael gifu, "have you brought it to nme?"

The girl put her head down.

"I amfree," said Aelgifu. "Take it away. It is for such as you."
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The girl did not respond.

"When nmy ransomis paid, and | return," said Aelgifu, "there will no | onger be dispute as to who
is the nost beautiful in Kassau."

"No," said the girl.

"But | was always the nost beautiful," said Aelgifu.
The blond girl's eyes flashed.
"Take this gruel away," said Aelgifu. "It is for bondmai ds such as you."

The blond girl rose to her feet and left Aelgifu. The Forkbeard | ooked up fromhis game. He
reached out and took the bowl fromthe blond girl. He said to Gorm "Return her to the coffle.” He
took the blond girl back to the coffle. He nade her kneel and agai n snapped on her wists the
iron, single-linked fetters of the north, and then he tied her by the neck at the end of the
coffle.

The Forkbeard was using the Jarl's Ax's ganbit, a powerful opening. | studied the board with
care.

I var Forkbeard approached Aelgifu with the small bow of gruel. He crouched down beside her

"When your father sees you tonorrow night," said he, "you nmust not be weak, but rosy-cheeked and
bright-eyed. Wat otherwi se would he think of the hospitality | extend to ny prisoners?"

"I will not eat the gruel of bond-nmids," said Aelgifu.

"You will eat it," said the Forkbeard, "or you will be stripped and put to the oar."

She | ooked at himwi th horror

"That will not violate you, ny pretty," said the Forkbeard.

In this punishnment, the girl, clothed or unclothed, is bound tightly on an oar, hands behi nd her
her head down, toward the blade. Wen the oar |ifts fromthe water she gasps for breath, only in
anot her nonent to be submerged again. A recalcitrant girl may be kept on the oar for hours. There
is also, however, some danger in this, for sea sleen and the white sharks of the north
occasionally attenpt to tear such a girl fromthe oar. Wen food is lowit is not unknown for the
men of Torvaldsland to use a bond-nmaid, if one is available on the ship, for bait in such a
manner. The | east pleasing girl is always used. This practice, of course, encourages bondnmaids to
vie vigorously to please their nasters. An Ahn on the oar is usually nmore than sufficient to nmake
the col dest and proudest of femal es an obedi ent, eager-to-please bondmaid. It is regarded as
second only to the five-lash Gorean sl ave whip, used also in the south, and what anong the nen of
Torvaldsland is called the whip of the furs, in which the master, with his body, incontrovertibly
teaches the girl her slavery.

"Open your nouth, mnmy |arge-breasted beauty," said the Forkbeard.

Eyes wi de, she did so. He thrust the contents of the small bowl into her nouth. Choking, the proud
Ael gi fu swal l owed the thick gruel, that of danpened Sa-Tarna neal and raw fish, the gruel of bond-
mai ds.

"Tonorrow night | shall have your ransom" he said.

"Tormorrow night,? she cried, "I shall be free of you!"
He threw the cup back to the stern of the ship, and returned to sit down with ne.
"I think I may have devised a plan," | said, "to neet the Jarl's Ax's ganbit."

' Good," said the Forkbeard, studying the board.
We heard sobbing fromthe bond-nmai ds. We | ooked and saw the sl ender, blondish girl weeping, her
body shaken by sobs, head down.

"Be silentl" said one of the other girls. "They will beat us!"

Gormwas then at her, and struck her five tinmes with his knotted rope.
The slender blond girl stifled her sobs. "Yes, nyJarl!" she wept.

Then she put her head down, and was silent, though her body still shook

The Forkbeard and | returned to our gane.

Chapter 5 Feed her on the gruel of bond-naids
It was at noon of the followi ng day that the | ookout cried out, "Serpent to starboard !"
The Forkbeard | ooked up fromthe board, swiftly. The nen of |var Forkbeard, too, suddenly cane

alive. They rushed to the starboard gunwal es. Still they could see nothing. "Benches!" called the
Forkbeard. Swiftly his men took their places; | heard the oars slide half outboard.

"Do not disturb the arrangenment of the pieces," said |var Forkbeard, |eaving the board. He clinbed
hal fway up the knotted rope, halfway up the mast. | stood up. The day was cl oudy. The awni ng had
not been stretched this day. It lay rolled between the benches. | coul d see not hi ng.

The bond- nai ds | ooked about thenselves, frightened. Gormwas suddenly anong them He began, one by
one, fettering their hands behind their backs. When he had done this, he knelt anpng them
crossing their ankles, tying them too, tightly. If there was to be battle, they would be utterly
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hel pl ess, conpletely unable to interfere in the |l east way. They would await the battle's result,

and their disposition; they were females. At the mast, Aelgifu stood, still chained to it by the
neck, her wists still fettered before her

"It is the serpent of Thorgard of Scagnar," cried out Forkbeard, nuch pl eased.

"I's he an ally ?" | asked.

"No," laughed the Forkbeard, delighted, "an eneny!"

| saw the men of the Forkbeard grinning, one to the other. The huge feliow, with grayish face, who
seemed generally much in | ethargy, who had slaughtered with such frenzy in the tenple of Kassau
slowy lifted his head. | thought | saw his nostrils flare. Hi s nmouth opened slightly, and | saw
his teeth.

The Forkbeard then ordered the sail high reefed, set even to the spar

"Keep her stern to the wind," he said. The oars slid outboard. Let free the ship will swi ng prow
to the w nd.

"W have tinme," said Ivar Forkbeard, "for another nove or two."

"I amstill attenpting to break the Jarl's Ax's ganbit," | said.

"Singer to Ax two is not a strong nove," said the Forkbeard.

Twi ce yesterday, in long ganes, until the Torvaldsland gulls had |left the sea and returned inland,
| had failed to neet the ganbit.

"You intend to followit, of course," said the Forkbeard, "with Jarl to your Ax four."

"Yes," | adnmitted

"Interesting,"” said the Forkbeard. "Let us play that variation."”

It was a popular variation in the south. It is seen less frequently in the north. In the south, of
course, the response is to the Ubar's Tarnsman's ganbit. | could see that the Forkbeard, though
expecting the variation, given the preceding four noves, was delighted when it had materialized.
He had, perhaps, seldom played it.

"The serpent of Thorgard has seen us !" called the | ookout, not at all dismyed.

"Excellent," said Ivar Forkbeard. "Now we will not be forced to wind the signal horns across the
wat er."

I grinned. "Tell nme about Thorgard of Scagnar," | said.

"He is an eneny," said |var Forkbeard, sinply.

"The ships of this Thorgard," | said, "have often preyed on the shipping of Port Kar."
"The shipping of Port Kar," sniled |Ivar Forkbeard, "is not uniquely distinguished in this
respect."”

"He is, therefore,” said |, "ny eneny as well as yours.™

"What is your name ?" had asked the Forkbeard.

"Call me Tarl," | said.

"I't is a name of Torvaldsland," he said. "Are you not of Torval dsland ?"

"No," | had told him

"Tarl what ?" he had asked.

"It is enough that you call nme Tarl,” | said, smling.

"Very well," said he, "but here, to distinguish you fromothers in the north, we nust do better
than that."

"How is that ?" | asked.
He | ooked at ny hair, and grinned. "W will call you Tarl Red Hair," he said.

"Very well," | said.

"Your city," he asked, "what is it?"

"You may think of ne," |I had said, "as one of Port Kar."

"Very well," said he, "but | think we shall not nmake a great deal of that, for the nmen of Port Kar
are not overly popular in the north."

"The men of Torvaldsland,” | assured him "are not overly popular in the south."

"The men of Port Kar, however," said the Forkbeard, "are respected in the north."

"The nen of Torvaldslahd,” | told him "are simlarly respected in the south.™

Gorean enemes, if skilled, often hold one another in high regard.
"You play Kaissa well," had said |var Forkbeard. "Let us be friends."

"You, too, are quite skilled," |I told him Indeed, he had much bested ne. | still had not fathomed
the devious variations of the Jarl's Ax's ganbit as played in the north. | expected, however, to
solve it.

We had shaken hands over the board.

"Friend," he had said. "Friend," | had said.

We had then tasted salt, each fromthe back of the wist of the other
"The serpent of Thorgard wheels upon us!" called the | ookout cheerily.
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"Shall | get the great bow from ny belongings ?" | asked |var Forkbeard.
I knew its range well exceeded that of the shorter bows of the north.
"No," said the Forkbeard.

"Ei ght pasangs away!" called the | ookout. "The serpent hunts us!"

The Forkbeard and | played four nore noves. "Fascinating," he said.
"Four pasangs away!" called the | ookout.

"What shield is at his mast ?" called the Forkbeard.

"The red shield," called the | ookout.

"Rai se no shield to our own mast," said the Forkbeard.

H s nmen | ooked at him puzzl ed.

"Thorgard is quite proud of his great |ongship
I had heard of the ship

"I't has a much higher freeboard area than this vessel," | told Ivar Forkbeard. "It is a warship
not a raider. In any engagenent you would be at a di sadvantage."

The For kbeard nodded.

he said, "the serpent called Black Sleen."

"It is said, too," said |, "to be the swiftest ship in the north."

"That we will find out," said the Forkbeard.

"Two pasangs away !" called the | ookout.

"I't has forty benches," said |Ivar Forkbeard. "Eighty oars, one hundred and sixty rowers." The
benches on only one side, | recalled, are counted. "But her lines are heavy, and she is a weighty
ship. "

"Do you intend to engage her ?" | asked.

"I would be a fool to do so," said the Forkbeard. "I have with ne the |oot ofthe tenple of Kassau
and ei ghteen bond-naids, and lovely Aelgifu. | would have much to lose, and little to gain."
"That is true," | said

"When | engage Thorgard of Scagnar," said Ivar Eiorkbeard, "I shall do so to ny advantage, not
his."

"One pasang!" called the | ookout.

"Do not disturb the pieces," said Ivar, getting up. He said to Gorm "Take the first bond=naid and
draw her up the mast." Then he said to two others of his men, "Unbind the ankles of the other bond-
mai ds and thrust themto the rail, where they nmay be seen." Then he said to the rowers on the
starboard side, "When | give the signal, let us display to Thorgard of Scagnar what we can of the
riches of the tenple of Kassau!"

The nen | aughed.

"WIIl we not fight ?" asked the giant, slowy.

| var Forkbeard went to him as nmight have a father, and took his head in his hands, and held it
agai nst his chest. "No battle now," said he, "Rollo. Another tine."

"No- battl e-now ?" asked the giant.

"No battle now," repeated the Forkbeard, shaking the giant's head. "Another time. Another tinme."
There was an agony of disappointnent in the |arge eyes of the huge head.

"Another tirne !" laughed the Forkbeard, giving the great head a shake, as though it m ght have
been that of a pet hound or bear.

"A half pasang and slowing!" called the | ookout. "She will approach astern!"

"Swing to face her am dships," |aughed the Forkbeard. Let them see what riches we carry !"

The blond, slender girl's wists were now fettered before her body, and a rope attached to the
fetters. It was thrown over the spar. Her hands were jerked over her head. Then, by her fettered
wrists, she npaning, her naked body tw sting against the mast, foot by foot, she was drawn to five
feet bel ow the spar. She dangled there, in pain, her body that of a stripped bond-naid, exquisite,
tenpting, squirmng, a taunt to the bl ood of the nmen of Thorgard of Scagnar

That will encourage themto row their best," said |var Forkbeard.

Then the ot her bond-nai ds, seventeen of them were thrust to the rail, and, steadied by the hands
of rowers, stood upon it, wists fettered behind them in coffle.
The ship of Thorgard was now little nore than a quarter of a pasang away. | could detect its

captain, doubtless the great Thorgard hinself, on its stern deck, above the hel nsman, with a gl ass
of the buil ders.

What marvel ous beauties he saw, seventeen naked prizes fettered and coffled, that might be his,
could he but take them and, dangling fromthe mast, perhaps the nbost exquisite of all, the

sl ender, blond girl, perhaps herself worth five bond-naids of the nmore common sort. Aelgifu, too,
of course, mght be seen, chained to the mast, her wists fettered before her. That she was
clothed would indicate to Thorgard thal: she was free, and m ght bring high ransom

"Throw t he bond-nmai ds between the benches and secure them" said Ivar, to those steadying them at

file:/lIF|/rah/John%20Norman/Norman,%20John%...%20Earth%2009%20-%20Marauders%200f%20Gor.txt (33 of 136) [1/20/03 3:30:06 AM]



file://1F|/rah/Iohn%20N orman/Norman,%20John%20-%20Counter%20Earth%2009%20-%20M arauders%6200f %20Gor . txt

the rail. Qickly the m serabl e bond-wenches were pulled back and flung, belly down, some lying on
others, between the benches. Gorm quickly bent to them |ashing their ankles together. "Lower the
wench fromthe spar!" called the Forkbeard. "You on the starboard side, display now the | oot of
Kassau's tenple !'"

Rowers of |var Forkbeard now took their place at the port side. Sone waved t he gol den hangi ngs of
the tenple over their heads, as though they m ght have been banners. Qthers, jeering across the
water, lifted up plates and candl esticks. The blond, slender girl, [owered fromthe nast,
col l apsed at its foot. She was pulled to her feet by the armand thrust running, stunbling, to
Gorm He fettered her hands behind her body, and thrust her to her belly, face down, anong the
other girls. He then fastened her again in the coffle and, swiftly, |ashed together her ankles.
The ship of Thorgard was now only sone hundred yards away.

An arrow cleft the air, passing over the gunwal es.

"Throw t he | oot over the bond-mmids," called the Forkbeard. This would provide the mserable
wenches, terrified and fettered, some neasure of protection fromm ssiles, stones and darts. "The
awning !" called Forkbeard. Some of the girls |ooked up, the slender, blond girl anbng them and
saw t he darkness of the awning, unrolled, quickly cast over the |loot. Sone of them screaned, being
suddenly plunged in darkness.

More arrows slipped past. One struck in the nast. Aelgifu knelt behind it, still chained to it by
the neck, her head in her fettered hands. A javelin struck in the deck. A stone bounded fromthe
rail at the top of the port gunwale, splintering it. The ship of Thorgard, Black Sl een, was no
nmore than sonme fifty yards away. | could see helnmeted nen at its gunwal es, some five feet above
the water line. The helmets of the north are commonly conical, with a nose-guard, that can slip up
and down. At the neck and sides, attached by rings, usually hangs a nantle of |inked chain. The
hel met of Thorgard hinsel f, however, covered his neck and the sides of his face. It was horned.

Their shields, Iike those of Torvaldsland, are circular, and of wood. The spear points are |arge
and heavy, of tapered, socketed bronze, sone eighteen inches in length. Many, too, carried axes.
"Benches!" | aughed |var Forkbeard. "Sail!"

I'n nmy opinion he had waited too | ong.

H's nmen | eaped to their benches and seized their oars. At the sane tine the sail, with its red and

white stripes, initS full length, fell snapping fromthe yard

"Stroke!" called lIvar. A javelin hissed past him

The wind, like a hammer, took the sail. The oars bit the water. The prow of the serpent of Ivar
Forkbeard | eaped fromthe water and its stern went al nost awash

"Stroke!" called the Forkbeard.

I laughed with pleasure. The serpent of |var Forkbeard | eaped toward the |line of the horizon

There was consternation on the deck of Black Sleen. | could see Thorgard of Scagnar, in the horned
hel met, bearded, crying orders.

The prow of Black Sleen, sluggishly, | thought, turned our wake. | saw men rushing to their
benches. | saw the long oars lift, and then fall

A javelin, and four nore arrows struck the deck of lvar's ship. Two of the arrows struck the plate
of the tenple of Kassau, and hung, broken, in the boskhi de awning that covered the Forkbeard's

| oot, both that of gold and flesh, and then anotherjavelin fell behind us, into the sea, and the
bownen returned to their benches.

For a quarter of an Ahn the Forkbeard hinmself held the hel mof his ship

But after a quarter of an Ahn, grinning, the Forkbeard surrendered the helmto one of his nmen, and
came to join nme am dships.

We pl aced the board agai n between us on the chest. The position of the pieces had not changed,
hel d by the board's pegs.

"A nost interesting variation," said Forkbeard, returning his attention to the board.

"I't may nmeet thedarl's Ax's ganbit," | said.

"I think not," said Forkbeard, "but let us see."

After another quarter of an Ahn Forkbeard bade his nmen rest at their oars.

Far behind us Black Sleen, reputed to be the fastest ship in the north, struggled, under oars and
sail, to match our pace. She could not do so. Under sail alone the serpent of -lvar Forkbeard,

al rost scornfully, sped fromher. Soon she had becone no nore than a speck astern, and was then
visible only to the | ookout. The awning was drawn back, and rolled, and placed to one side. The
bond- mai ds, their bodies sweaty, broken out fromrash and heat, struggled to their knees, their
heads back, and drank the fresh air. The litter of gold under which they had been forced to lie
was kicked to one side. Gormthen unbound their fair ankles, and, taking their wists from behind
them once nore fettered thenbefore their bodies, at their bellies. Shortly thereafter the were
fed, certain of thempreparing the food. Life returned to nornmal aboard the ship. Soon Black Sl een
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was visible no even to the | ookout.

It was grow ng toward eveni ng.

"Take course," said |var Forkbeard, to his helmsman, ''fo the skerry of Einar."

"Yes, Captain," said the hel msnman.

Ael gi fu laughed with joy.

It was there, at the rune-stone of the Torval dsmark, that |var Forkbeard would receive her ransom
| discovered, to nmy instruction, an Ahn later, that Singer to Ax two, followed by Jari to Ax four,
is insufflcient to counter the Jarl's Ax's ganbit, as it is played in the north.

"I did not think it would be," said |var Forkbeard.

"The nane of the ship of Thorgard of Scagnar," | said, "is Black Sleen. Wiat is the nane of your
ship, if I may know ?"

"The nane of ny ship," said Ivar, "is the Hlda."

"I's it not unusual for a ship of the north to bear the name of a wonan ?" | asked.

"No," he said.

"Why is she called the Hlda ?" | asked.

"That is the nane of the daughter of Thorgard of Scagnar,'
| |1 ooked up at him astonished.

"The Hilda is nmy ship," said Ivar Forkbeard, "and the daughter of Thorgard of Scagnar will be ny
bond-mai d. "

We lay to, without lights, a pasang fromthe skerry of Einar.

The wrists of the bond-naids were fettered behind their backs; their ankles were tied; they wore
the coffle rope of the north; and their nouths, wi th waddi ngs of sleen fur, and strappings of

| eather, were tightly gagged.

There was silence on the ship of Ivar Forkbeard. Ivar, and four nmen, had taken the |ongboat, which
is tied, keel up, on the decking of the after quarter, and nmade their way to the skerry. Wth
them her hair conbed, warnmed with a broth of dried bosk nmeat, heated in a copper kettle, over a
fire on a rinmed iron plate, |egged, set on another plate on the stern quarter, her hands tied
behind her with sinple binding fiber, had gone Ael gifu.

said | var Forkbeard.

Gorm who seened second to Ivar, and |, stood at the railing near the prow on the port side of the
ser pent.

I could see, against the night sky, the darker shape, but lowin the water, of the skerry. Too,
agai nst the sky, | could see the tall rune-stone, |ooking |like a needl e against the stars, which
forns the Torval dsmark

Ivar had left the ship in good hurmor. "I shall return with Aelgifu's ransom noney,"” he had told
us.

Wth him in the longboat, in a round, bronze can, with twist lid, he had taken his scal es,

col | apsi bl e, of bronze and chain, with their weights. | knew that Gurt of Kassau, too, would bring
his scales. | hoped that the weights matched, for if they did not, there would be troubl e indeed.
Qurt, | knew, if wise, would not attenpt to cheat the Forkbeard. | had | ess confidence in the

wei ghts of the man of Torval dsl and.

"Have you a coin you wish to check?" had asked lvar, seriously, of ne.

"Al'l right," | had said, sensing his anmusenent. | had drawn forth fromm pouch a golden tarn. He
had placed it on the scale.

"Unfortunately," said he, "this coin is debased. It is only three-quarters weight."

"It bears the stamp,” said |, "of the mints of Ar."
"1 woul d have thought better of the mints of Ar," said he.
"If Ar were to produce debased coins," | said, "her trade would be reduced, if not ruined."

"Have you anot her coin ?" he asked.
| put a silver Tarsk, of Tharna, on the scale.
He changed his weight.

"Debased," said he. "It is only three-quarters weight."

"Tharna, too," | said, "is apparently tanpering with her col nage."

"The worst," said Ivar Forkbeard, "is likely to be the coinage of Lydius."
"I expect so," | said.

| sniled. The ransom noney of Gurt of Kassau woul d, doubtless, be |largely conposed of the stanped
coin of Lydi us. The only nmint at which gold coins were stanped within a thousand pasangs was in
Lydius, at the nmouth of the Laurius. Certain jarls, of course, in a sense, coined noney, marking
bars of iron or gold, usually snmall rectangular solids, with their mark. Ri ng noney was al so used,
but sel dom stanped with a jarl's mark. Each ring, strung on a larger ring, would be individually
wei ghed in scal es. Many transactions are also done with fragnents of gold and silver, often broken
fromlarger objects, such as cups or plates, and these rmust be individually weighed. |ndeed, the
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men of the north think little of breaking apart objects which, in the south, would be highly
prized for their artistic value, sinply to obtain pieces of negotiable precious nmetal. The fine
candl esticks fromthe tenple of Kassau, for exanple, | expected would be chopped into bits smal
enough for the pans of the northern scales. O their own art and netal work, however, it should be
mentioned that the nen of the north are nuch nore respectful. A lovely brooch, for exanple,
wrought by a northern craftsman, would be sel dom broken or rmnutil at ed.

"I have two pair of scales," admitted |lvar Forkbeard, grinning. "These are ny trading scales," he
sai d.

"Do you think Gurt of Kassau will accept your scal es?" | asked.

The Forkbeard fingered the silver chain of office, |ooped about his neck, which he had taken from
the adm ni strator of Kassau. "Yes," he said, "I think so."

We | aughed t oget her

But now, with Gorm and the nmen of |var Forkbeard, | waited, in silence, on his serpent.

"Shoul d the Forkbeard not have returned by now?" | asked.

"He is comng now," said Gorm

| peered through the darkness. Sone hundred yards away, difficult to see, was the |ongboat. |
heard the oars, in good rhythm lifting and di pping. The oar stroke's spacing was such that | knew
them not in flight.

Then | saw the Forkbeard at the tiller. The | ongboat scraped gently at the side of the serpent.

"Did you obtain the ransom nmoney ?" | asked.
"Yes," said he, lifting a heavy bag of gold in his hand.
"You were long," | said.

"It took tinme to weigh the gold," he said. "And there was sone dispute as to the accuracy of the
scal es. "

"Oh?" | asked.

"Yes," said the Forkbeard. "The weights of @Qurt of Kassau were too light."

"I see," | said.

"Here is the gold,"” he said, hurling the sack to Gorm "One hundred and twenty pieces."
"The scales of Gurt of Kassau, | see," | said, "weighed lightly indeed."

"Yes," laughed the Forkbeard. He then threw other purses to Gorm

"What are these?" | asked.

"The purses of those who were with Gurt of Kassau," he said.

I heard a nmopan fromthe | ongboat, and saw sonething, under a fur of sea sleen, nove.

The Forkbeard threw off the fur, revealing the proud Ael gi fu, bound hand and foot, gagged, |ying
in the bottomof the boat. She still wore her black velvet. She | ooked up, her eyes terrified. The
Forkbeard lifted her up to Gorm "Put her in the coffle,"” he told him

Ael gifu was carried to where the bond-nuaids, perfectly restrained, lay. The binding fiber on her
wists was renoved. Her hands were fettered behind her. The coffle rope was | ooped about her
throat, and knotted. Gormleft her ankles, |ike those of the bond-maids, securely bound.

I hel ped the Forkbeard and his nmen lift the |ongboat to the deck. It was tied down on the after
quarter, keel up.

Suddenly an arrow struck the side of the ship

"Free the serpent !" called the Forkbeard. "Benches !" The two anchor hooks, fore and aft, were
rai sed. They resenbl e heavy grappling hooks. Their weight, apiece, is not great, being little nore
than twenty-five Gorean stone, or about one hundred Earth pounds. They are attached to the ship
not by chain but by tarred rope. The nen of the Forkbeard scurried to their benches. | heard the
thol e-port caps turned back, and the oars thrust through the wood. | could see, fromthe shore,

bl ack and dark, nore than a dozen small boats, containing perhaps ten or fifteen nen each, noving
towards us. Two nore arrows struck the ship. Qthers slipped past in the darkness, their passage
mar ked by the swift whisper of the feathers and shaft.

"To sea!" called the Forkbeard. "Stroke!"

The serpent turned its prowto sea, and the oars noved down, entered the water, and pull ed agai nst
it.

"Stroke!" called the Forkbeard.

The serpent slipped away. The Forkbeard stood angrily at the rail, |ooking back at the small
flotilla of boats, dark in the night.

He turned to his nen. "Let this be a lesson to you,'
Kassau !"

At the oars the men struck up a row ng song.

"And what did you do with Gurt and those with himon the skerry ?" | asked.

"We left them naked," said the Forkbeard. Then he | ooked aft, at the small boats falling behind.

he called to them "never trust the nen of
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"It seens these days," he said, "one can trust no one."

Then he went to the bond-naids. "Renove their gags," he sald.

Their gags were renoved, but they dared not speak. They were bond-nmai ds. Their bodies, bound,

| oot, prizes of the Forkbeard Iying in the darkness, anong the glint of the gold taken in the sack
of Kassau's tenple, were very beautiful

The Forkbeard freed Ael gifu of her gag.

"It seens,” he said, "that last night was not the last night which you will spend in ny bondage."
"You took ransommoney ! " she cried . "You took ransom!
"1 have taken nore than ransom noney," said he, "ny |large-breasted beauty."

"Way did you not free ne ?" she cried.

"I want you," he said. Then he | ooked at her. "I said only, you mght renenber," said he, "that |
woul d take your ransom noney. Never did | say that | woul d exchange you for those paltry noneys.
Never did | say, ny pretty one, that | would permt you, so luscious a wench as you, to escape ny
fetters.”

She struggl ed, her head turned to one side, her wists |ocked behind her in the black iron of the
nort h.

Her ankl es were bound. The coffle rope was on her throat. She was m serable.

"Wl cone to the coffle,” said he.

"I amfree," she cried

"Now, " he sai d.

She shudder ed.

"You are too pretty to ransom"” he informed her, and turned away. To Gorm he said, "Feed her on
the gruel of bond-nmaids."

Chapter 6 I var Forkbeard's [ ong hal

There was a great cheer fromthe men of Ivar Forkbeard. The serpent turned slowy between the high
cliffs, and entered the inlet. Here and there, clinging to the rock, were |lichens, and snal
bushes, and even stunted trees. The water bel ow us was deep and col d.

| felt a breeze frominland, conming to neet the sea.

The oars lifted and fell. The sail fell slack, and rustled, stirred in the gentle wind from

i nl and. Men of Torvaldsland reefed it high to the spar. The rowi ng song was strong and happy in
the lusty throats of the crew of the Forkbeard. The serpent took its way between the cliffs,

| oomi ng high on each side. Ivar Forkbeard, at the prow, lifted a great, curved bronze horn and
blew a blast. | heard it echo anmong the cliffs. Am dships, crowded together, standing, facing the
starboard side of the vessel, were the bond-naids and Ael gi fu. She wore still her black velvet.
They were in throat coffle; their wists were fettered before their bodies. They | ooked upon the
new country, harsh, forbidding, which was to be their horme.

| heard, perhaps froma pasang away, up the inlet, between the cliffs, the winding of a horn

Soon, | gathered, we would be at Forkbeard's |andfall

"Put her," said Forkbeard, indicating the slender, blond girl, "at the prow"

She was quickly removed fromthe coffle and unfettered. Gorm put a rope on her neck and pul | ed her
to the prow, She was held by another crewran, he fastened her at the prow. Her back was bent over
it. Her wists and ankles drawn back, were tied at its sides. She was roped to it, too, at the
belly and throat. Again Ivar Forkbeard w nded the great bronze horn. In several seconds an
answering blast echoed between the cliffs. The oars lifted and di pped. The nen sang.

"Hang gol d about the ship!" he cried.

Candl esti cks and cups were hung on strings fromthe prow Plates, with iron nails, were pounded
agai nst the mast. Col den hangi ngs were draped |ike banners at the gunwal es. Then the ship turned a
bend between the cliffs, and, to my astonishnment | saw a dock, of rough | ogs, covered with adzed
boards, and a w de, sloping area of |and, of several acres, green, though strewn with boul ders,
with short grass. There was a | og palisade sone hundred yards fromthe dock. High on the cliff | |
saw a | ookout, a man with a horn. Doubtless it had been he whom we had heard. From his vantage,
high on the cliff, on his belly, unseen, he would have been able to see far down the inlet. He
stood now and waved the bronze horn in his hand. Forkbeard waved back to him

| saw four small nilk bosk grazing on the short grass. In the distance, above the acres, | could
see nountai ns, snow capped. A flock of verr, herded by a maid with a stick, turned, bleating on
the sloping hillside. She shaded her eyes. She was bl ond; she was barefoot; she wore an ankl e-

Il ength white kirtle, of white wool, sleeveless, split to her belly. About her neck | could see a

dark ring.
Men were now running fromthe palisade and the fields down to the dock. They were bare-headed, and
wor e shaggy jackets. Sone wore trousers of skin, others tunics of dyed wool. | saw too, fields,
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fenced with rocks, in the sloping area. In themwere growing, small at this season, shafts ol Sa-
Tarna; too, there would be peas, and beans, cabbages and onions, and patches of the gol den sul
capabl e of surviving at this latitude. | saw small fruit trees, and hives, where honey bees were
rai sed; and there were snall sheds, here and there, with sl oping roofs of boards; in sone such
sheds mght craftsnen work; in others fish mght be dried or butter made. Agai nst one wall of the
cliff was a long, low shed; in that the snmall bosk, and the verr, mght be housed in the winter,
and there, too, would be stored their feed; another shed, thick, with heavy logs, in the shadow of
the cliff, would be the ice house, where ice fromthe mountains, brought down on sledges to the
val l ey, woul d be kept, covered with chips of wood.

There were only a few bosk visible, and they were m |k bosk. The sheds | saw woul d acconodat e nmany

nmore animals. | surmsed, as is comopn in Torval dsland, nost of the cattle had been driven higher
into the nmountains, to graze wild during the summer, to be fetched back to the shed only in the
fall, with the coming of winter.

Men in the fields wore short tunics of white wool; some carried hoes; their hair was cl ose
cropped; about their throats had been hamered bands of black iron, with a welded ring attached.
They did not |leave the fields; such a departure, w thout perm ssion, mght nean their death; they
were thralls.

| saw peopl e running down the sloping green |and, toward the water. Several came fromw thin the
pal i sade. Among them white kirtled collared, excited, ran bond-maids. These, upon the arrival of
their nmaster, are perrnitted to greet him The nen of the north enjoy the bright eyes, the |eaping
bodi es, the squealing, the greetings of their bond-maids. In the fields | saw an overseer, clad in
scarlet, with a gesture of his hand, releasing the thralls. Then, they, too, ran down toward the
wat er .

It would be holiday, | gathered, at the hall of |var Forkbeard.

The Forkbeard hinmsel f now, froma wooden keg, poured a great tankard of ale, which nust have been
of the neasure of five gallons. Over this he then closed his fist. It was the sign of the hanmer,
the sign of Thor. The tankard then, with two great bronze handl es, was passed from hands to hands
anong the rowers. The nmen threw back their heads and, the liquid spilling down their bodies, drank
ale. It was the victory ale.

Then the Forkbeard hinself drained the remains of the tankard, threwit to the foot of the mast,
and then, to nmy astonishnment, |eapt fromthe ship, onto the noving oars. The nmen sang. The
Forkbeard then, to the delight of those on the bank, who cheered him as the serpent edged into
the dock, addressed hinself delightedly to the oar-dance of the rover of Torvaldsland. It is not
actually a dance, of course, but it is an athletic feat of no little stature requiring a superb
eye, fantastic balance and incredible coordination. |var Forkbeard, crying out, |eaped from noving
oar to noving oar, proceeding fromthe oars nearest the stemon the port side to the stern, then

| eapi ng back onto the deck at the stern quarter and | eaping again on the oars this tine on the
starboard side, and proceeding fromthe oar nearest the stern to that nearest the stem and then
lifting his arms, he | eaped again into the ship, alnmost thrown into it as the oar lifted. He then
stood on the prow, near nme, sweating and grinning. | saw cups of ale, on the bank, being lifted to
him Men cheered. | heard the cries of bond-naids.

The serpent of Ivar Forkbeard, gently, slid against the rolls of |eather hung at the side of the
dock. Eager hands vied on the dock to grasp the nooring ropes. The oars slid inboard; the nen hung
their shields at the serpent's flanks.

Men on the dock cried out with pleasure, |ooking on the harshly roped beauty of the sl ender

bl ondish girl, so cruelly fastened, back bent, at the prow of the Forkbeard' s serpent.

"I have eighteen others!" called Ivar Forkbeard. H's nen, |aughing, thrust the other girls

forward, to the rail, forcing themto stand on the row ng benches.
"Heat the irons!" called the Forkbeard.
"They are hot!" | aughed a brawny man, in |eather apron, standing on the dock

The girls shuddered. They woul d be branded.

"Bring the anvil to the branding log!" said the Forkbeard.

They knew then they would wear coll ars.

"It is there!" |aughed the brawny fellow, doubtless a smth.

Gor m had now unbound the slender, blond girl fromthe prow He put her at the head of the coffle
Ael gifu, in her black velvet, it creased and stained, discolored, the fabric stiff and separated
here and there, brought up the rear. Gormdid not refetter the slender, blond girl, though he tie
her by the neck in the coffle. Further, he renoved the fetterl fromthe other girls, too,
including Aelgifu. Al remained however, coffled.

The gangpl ank was then thrust over the rail of the ser pent and struck on the heavy, adzed boards
of the dock
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The slender, blond girl, the hand of Ivar Forkbeard or her arm was thrust to the head of the
gangpl ank. She | ooked down at the cheering nen.

Gorm then stood beside Ivar Forkbeard. He carried, on a strap over his shoulder, a tall, dark
vessel, filled with liquid. The nmen on the shore | aughed. Attached to the vessel, by a |ight

chain, was a golden cup. It had two handles. From a spout on the vessel, grinning, Gormfilled the
golden cup. The liquid swirling in the cup was bl ack

Drink," said Ivar Forkbeard, thrusting the cup into the hands of the slender, blond girl, she who
had, so long ago, in the tenple of Kassau, worn the snood of scarlet yarn, with tw sted gol den
wire, the red vest and skirt, the white bl ouse.

She held the cup. It was decorated; about its sides, cunningly wought, was a design, bond-naids,
chai ned. A chain design also decorated the rim and, at five places on the cup, was the imge of a
sl ave whip, five-strapped. She | ooked at the black |iquid.

"Drink," said the Forkbeard.

She lifted it to her lips, and tasted it. She cl osed her eyes, and tw sted her face.

"It is too bitter," she wept.

She felt the knife of the Forkbeard at her belly. "Drink," said he.

She t hrew back her head and drank down the foul brew. She began to cough and weep. The coffle rope
was untied fromher throat. "Send her to the branding | og," said the Forkbeard. He thrust the girl
down the gangplank, into the arnms of the waiting men, who hurried her fromthe dock. One by one,
the prizes of Ivar Forkbeard, even the rich, proud Aelgifu, were forced to down the slave w ne.
Then they were, one by one, freed fromthe coffle, and hurried to the branding | og.

I var Forkbeard then, followed by Gorm and nyself, and his nmen, descended the gangpl ank. He was
much greeted. Many clasped him and struck himon the back. And he, too, clasped many of themto
hi nsel f, and shook the heads of many in his great hands.

"Was the luck good?" asked one man, with a spiral silver ring on his arm

"Fair," admitted the Forkbeard.

"Who is this?" asked another nman, indicating ne. "I see his hair has not been cropped, and he does
not wear the chains of a thrall.”

"This is Tarl Red Hair," said the Forkbeard.

"Whose nman is he?" asked the nan

"My own," | said.

"Have you no Jarl ?" asked the man.

"I amnmy own Jarl," | said.

"Can you play with the ax?" he asked.

"Teach ne the ax," | said to him

"Your sword is too tiny," said he. "lIs it used for peeling suls?"
"I't noves swiftly," |I said. "It bites like the serpent."

He reached out his hand to ne and then, suddenly, gripped me about the waist. Clearly it was his
intention, as a joke, to hurl ne into the water. He did not nove me. He grunted in surprise. |
took him too, about the waist. W swayed on the adzed boards. The men noved back, to give us
room

"Qttar enjoys sport," said |var Forkbeard.

Wth a sudden wench | threw himfromhis feet and hurled himfromthe dock into the water

He crawl ed, drenched and sputtering; back to the dock. Tormorrow, " he | aughed, "I will teach you
the ax." W clasped hands. Otar, in the absence of |var Forkbeard, kept hls cattle, his
properties, his farmand accounts.

"He plays excellent Kaissa," said the Forkbeard.

"I shall beat him" said Otar

"We shall see," | said.

A bond-maid thrust through the cromd. "Does ny Jarl not renenber Gunnhild?" she asked. She

whi npered, and slipped to his side, holding him lifting her lips to kiss himon the throat,
beneath the beard. About her neck, riveted, was a collar of black iron, with a welded ring, to
whi ch a chain mght be attached. "Wat of Pouting Lips?" said another girl, kneeling before him
lifting her eyes to his. Sonetines bond-mai ds are given descriptive nanmes. The girl had full,
sensuous |ips, she was blond; she also snelled of verr; it had doubtless been she whom | had seen
on the slope herding verr. "Pouting Lips has been in agony awaiting the return of her Jarl," she
whi npered. The Forkbeard shook her head with his great hand. "Wat of O ga?" whi ned anot her wench,
sweet and strapping, black-haired; "Do not forget Pretty Ankles, nyJarl," said another wench, a
delicious little thing, perhaps not nore than sixteen. She thrust her lips greedily to the back of
his left hand, biting at the hair there.

"Away you wenches!" |aughed Ottar. "The Forkbeard has new prizes, fresher nmeat to chew"
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Gunnhild, angrily, with two hands, jerked her kirtle to her waist, and stood straight, proudly
bef ore the Forkbeard, her breasts, which were nmarvel ous, thrust forward. How magnificent she
seened, the heavy black iron at her throat riveted. "None of them can please you," she said,
wel | as Gunnhild!"

He seized her in his arns and raped her lips with a kiss, his hand at her body, then threw her
fromhimto the boards of the dock

"Prepare a feastl" he said. "Let a feast be prepared!"

"Yes, nmy Jarl!" she cried , and | eaped to her feet, running toward the palisade. "Yes, ny Jarl!"
cried the other girls, hurrying behind her, to begin the preparations for the feast.

Then the Forkbeard turned his attention to the serpent, and the di senbarkment of its riches,

whi ch, on the shoul ders of his nen, and others, were carried, anid shouts of joy and wonder from
t hose gat hered about, to the palisade.

When this was done, | acconpani ed the Forkbeard to a place behind, and to one side, of a forge
shed. There was a great log there, froma fallen tree. The bark had been renmoved fromthe log. It
was sonething in the nei ghborhood of a yard in thickness. Against the |og, kneeling, one behind
the other, their right shoulders in contact with it, knelt the new bond-nmaids, and Ael gi fu. Sone
men stood about, as well, and the brawny fellow, the smth. Nearby, on a large, flat stone, to
keep it fromsinking into the ground, was the anvil. A few feet away, glowing with heat, stood two
cani ster braziers. In these, anong the white coats, were irons. Air, by neans of a small bell ows,
punped by a thrall boy, in white wool, collared, hair cropped, was forced through a tube in the
bott om of each. The air above the canisters shook with heat.

To one side, tall, broad-shoul dered, stood a young nmale thrall, in the thrall tunic of white wool,
his hair cropped short, an iron collar on his throat.

"She first," said the Forkbeard, indicating the slender, blond girl

She, nmpani ng, was seized by a fellow and thrown on her belly over the peeled | og. Two nen held her
upper arns; two others her upper legs. Afifth man, with a heavy, |eather glove, drew forth one of
the irons fromthe fire; the air ab~ut its tip shuddered with heat.

"Pl ease, ny Jarl," she cried, "do not mark your girl!"

At a sign fromthe Forkbeard, the iron was pressed deeply into her flesh, and held there, snoking
for five Ihn. It was only when it was pulled away that she screaned. Her eyes had been shut, her
teeth gritted. She had tried not to scream She had dared to pit her will against the iron. But,
when the iron had been pulled back, fromdeep within her flesh, snmoking, she, her pride gone, her
will shattered, had screaned with pain, |ong and miserably, revealing herself as only another
branded girl. She, by the arm was dragged fromthe | og. She threw back her head, tears stream ng
down her face, and again screaned in pain. She | ooked down at her body. She was narked for
identification. A hand on her arm she was thrust, sobbing, to the anvil, beside which she was
thrust to her knees.

The brand used by Forkbeard is not uncommon in the north, though there is less unifornmity in
Torval dsl and on these matters than in the southi , where the nercnant caste, with its
recommendati ons for standardisation, is nore powerful. Al over CGor, of course, the slave girl is
a famliar commodity. The brand used by the Forkbeard, found rather frequently in the north,

as

consisted of a half circle, with, at its right tip, adjoining it, a steep, diagonal line. The half
circle is about an inch and a quarter in width, and the diagonal |ine about an inch and a
quarterin height. The brand is, like nmany, synbolic. In the north, the bond-maid is sonetines

referred to as a wonan whose belly |lies beneath the sword.

"Look up at nme," said the snmth

The slender, blond girl, tears in her eyes, |ooked up at him

He opened the hinged collar of black iron, about a half inch in height. He put it about her
throat. It also contained a welded ring, suitable for the attachnent of a chain.

"Put your head beside the anvil," he said.

He took her hair and threw it forward, and thrust her neck against the left side of the anvil.

Over the anvil lay the joining ends of the two pieces of the collar. The inside of the collar was
separated by a quarter of an inch fromher neck. | saw the fine hairs on the back of her neck. On
one part of the collar are two, snmall, flat, thick rings. On the other is a slngle such ring.

These rings, when the wings of the collar are joined, are aligned, those on one wing on top and
bottom that on the other in the center. They fit closely together, one on top of the other. The
hol es in each, about three-eighths of an inch in dianeter, too, of course, are perfectly aligned.
The smith, with his thunmb, forcibly, pushed a netal rivet through the three holes. The rivet fits
snugly.

"Do not nove your head, Bond-naid," said the snith.

Then, with great blows of the iron hammer, he riveted the iron collar about her throat. A man then
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pull ed her by the hair fromthe anvil and threw her to one side. She |lay there weeping, a naked
bondmai d, nmarked and col | ared.

"Next," called out the Forkbeard.

Weepi ng, another girl was flung over the branding | og.

In the end only Aelgifu was |eft.

The Forkbeard, with the heel of his boot on the ground, drew a bond-maid circle. She | ooked at
it. Then, to the laughter of the nen, her head high, lifting her skirt, she stepped to the circle,
and stood, facing him within it.

"Renove your clothing, ny pretty one," said |var Forkbeard. She reached behind the back of her
neck and unbuttoned the dress of black velvet, and then drew it over her head. She stood then
before us in a chemse of fine silk. This, too, she drew over her head, and threw to the ground.
She then stood there, statuesque, proudly.

Ivar licked his lips. Several of his nmen cried out with pleasure, others struck their |eft

shoul ders with the palnms of their right hand. Two, who were arned with shield and spear, snote the
spear bl ade on the wooden shiel d.

"WIIl she not be a tasty norsel indeed?" Ivar asked his men.

The men cheered, and struck their shoul ders, and again, the spear bl ades snote upon the shields.
Fear entered the eyes of the proud Aelgifu.

"Run to the iron, wench," suddenly comranded |var Forkbeard, harshly. ©Maning, Aelgifu ran from
the circle to the branding log, and was thrown over it, belly down. In a nmonent the iron had
bitten her. Her scream brought |aughter from sonme of the other bond-maids. She was then thrust to
the anvil and thrown to her knees beside it:

| saw the young, broad-shouldered thrall, who had been standing to one side, go to the slender
blond girl. He lifted her to her feet.
"I see, Thyri," said he, "that you are now a worman whose belly lies beneath the sword."

"Wl f stan," she said.

"I amcalled Tarsk here," he said.

He fingered the collar on her throat. "The proud Thyri," he said, "a bond-naid!'" He smled. "You
refused ny suit," said he. "Do you recall?"

She sai d not hi ng.

"You were too good for ne," he said. He |aughed. "Now," said he, "doubtless you would crawl on
your belly to any man who woul d free you."

She | ooked at himangrily.

"Woul d you not ?" he asked.

"Yes, Wil fstan," she said. "I would!"

He held her by the collar. "But you will not be freed Thyri," he said. "You will continue to wear
this. You are a bond-naid."

She | ooked down.

"It pleases ne," said he, "to see you here." He stepped back fromher. She lifted her eyes,
angrily, to look upon him "A brand," said he, "inproves a wonan. It inproves you Thyri. Your
collar, too, the iron on your neck, it against the softness of your body, is quite beconing."
"Thank you, Wil fstan," said she.

"Worren, " said he, "belong in collars."

Her eyes fl ashed.

"Sometines," said he, "to discipline a bond-maid, she is hurled naked among the thralls." He
snmled. "Do not fear. Should this be done to you I, in ny turn, shall use you well|l Bond-nmaid.
Quite well."

She shrank back from him

The last blows of the smth's hanrner rang out and Aelgifu, by the hair, was pulled fromthe
anvil, wearing a collar of black iron.

"Hurry, bond-maids!" cried Ivar Forkbeard. "Hurry, lazy girls! There is a feast to be prepared!"”
The bond-rmai ds, Thyri and Aelgifu anmong them fled, |like a frightened herd of tabuk, across the
short, turflike green grass, to the gate of the palisade, to be put to work.

| var Forkbeard roared with |aughter, his head back. On his |ap, naked, cuddling, sat she who had
been Ael gi fu, her arrns about his neck, her lips to the side of his head; her name had now been
changed; the new name of the daughter of Gurt, Administrator of Kassau, was Pudding. On his other
side, stripped, her collar of black iron at her throat, her arns about his waist, rubbing herself
agai nst his belt, was the bond-naid Gunnhild.

I held the large drinking horn of the north. "There is no way for this to stand upright,” | said
to him puzzl ed.

He threw back his head again, and roared once nore with | aughter
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"I'f you cannot drain it," he said, "give it to another!"

I threw back ny head and drai ned the horn

"Splendid!'" cried the Forkbeard.

| handed the horn to Thyri, who, in her collar, naked, between two of the benches, knelt at ny

f eet.

"Yes, Jarl," said she, and ran to fill it, fromthe great vat. How marvel ously beauhful is a
naked, collared woman.

"Your hall," said | to the Forkbeard, "is scarcely what had expected."

I had | earned, rmuch to ny instruction, that ny conception of the northern halls left nuch to be
desired. Indeed the true hall, lofty, high-beamed, built of |ogs and boards, with its benches and

high-seat pillars, its carvings and hangings, its long fires, its suspended kettles, was actually
quite rare, and, generally, only the richest of the Jarls possessed such. The hall of |var
Forkbeard, | learned, to ny surprise, was of a type nuch nore common. Upon reflection, however, it
seermed to ne not so strange that this should be so, in a bleak country, one in which many of the
trees, too would be stunted and wi nd-twi sted. In Torvaldsland, fine tlnber is at a premum Too,
what fine lunber there is, is often marked and hoarded for the use of shipwights If a man of
Torval dsl and nust choose between his hall and his ship, it is the ship which, invariably, wins his
choice. Furthernore, of course, were it not for goods won by his ship or ships, it would be
unlikely that he would have the neans to build a hall and house within it his nmen

"Here, Jarl," said Thyri, again handing ne the horn. It was filled with the nead of Torval dsl and,
brewed from fernented honey, thick and sweet

The hall of Ivar Forkbeard was a | onghouse. It was about one hundred and twenty feet Gorean in
length. Its walls forned of turf and stone, were curved and thick, sone eight feet or nore in
thickness. It is oriented north and south. Thls reduces its exposure to the north wind, which is
partlcularly inportant in the Torval dsland winter. Afire, in a rounded pit, was in its center. It
consisted, for the nost part, of a single, long room which served for living, and eating and

sl eepi ng. At one end was a cooki ng conpartment, separated fromthe rest of the house by a
partition of wood. The roof was about six feet in height, which neant that nost of those within

if male, were forced to bend over as they noved about. The long room besides being low, is dark
Too, there is usually lingering smoke in it. Ventilation is supplied, as it is generally in

Torval dsl and, by narrow holes in the roof. The center of the hall, down its length, is dug out
about a foot below the ground level. In the long center are set the tables and benches. Al so, in
the center, down its length are two | ong rows of posts, each post separated fromthe next by about
seven feet, which support the roof. At the edges of the hall, at ground level, is a dirt floor, on

which furs are spread. Stones mark sections off into sleeping quarters. Thus, in a sense, the hal
proper is about a foot bel ow ground | evel, and the sleeping |evel, on each side, is at the ground
| evel, where the walls begin. The sleeping | evels, which al so can accompdate a man' sgear, though
sone keep it at the foot of the level, are about eight feet in length. The hall proper, the center
of the hall, is about twelve feet in wdth.

The two bond-nmids, stripped, too, like the others, for the feast, Pretty Ankles and Pouting Lips,
struggl ed down the I ength of the snoky, dark hall, a spitted, roasted tarsk on their shoul ders.
They were sl apped by the men, hurrying them along. They |aughed with pleasure. Their shoul ders
were protected fromthe heat of the netal spit by rolls of |eather. The roasted tarsk was flung
before us on the table. Wth his belt knife, thrusting Puddi ng and Gunnhild back, |var Forkbeard
addressed hinself to the cutting of the neat. He threw pieces down the Iength of the table. |
heard men | aughing. Too, fromthe darkness behind nme, and nore than forty feet away, on the raised

I evel, | heard the screans of a raped bond-nmaid. She was one of the newgirls. | had seen her
being dragged by the hair to the raised platform Her screanms were screans of pleasure.
"Well," said |var Forkbeard to me, "I aman outlaw "

"I did not know that," | said.

"That is one reason," said he, "that ny hall is not of wood."

"l see," | said. "But you have at |east a palisade," | said.

He threw me a piece of neat. He cut two small pieces, and thrust themin the nouths of Pudding
and Gunnhild. They ate obediently, his pets.

"The palisade," he said, "is low, and the cracks are filled with daub."

| tore a piece of neat fromwhat |Ivar had throwm nme and held it to Thyri. She sniled at ne. She
was trying to learn how to please a man. "Thank you, ny Jarl," she said. She took the neat,

delicately, in her teeth. | grinned, and she | ooked down, frightened. She knew that soon she mni ght
be taught, truly, how to pl ease nen.
"You are rich," | said, "and have many nmen. Surely you could have a hall of wood, if you wi shed."

"Why did you cone to Torval dsl and?" suddenly asked |var Forkbeard.

file:/lIF|/rah/John%20Norman/Norman,%20John%...%20Earth%2009%20-%20Marauders%200f%20Gor.txt (42 of 136) [1/20/03 3:30:06 AM]



file://1F|/rah/Iohn%20N orman/Norman,%20John%20-%20Counter%20Earth%2009%20-%20M arauders%6200f %20Gor . txt

"On a work of vengeance," | told him "I hunt one of the Kurii."
"They are dangerous," said |var Forkbeard.

I shrugged.

"One has struck here," said Otar, suddenly.

Ivar | ooked at him

"Last month," said Ottar, "a verr was taken."

| knew then that it could not be the one of the Kurii | sought.
"We hunted him but failed to find him" said Qtar

"Doubt| ess he has left the district," said lvar.

"Do the beasts often bother you?" | asked.

"No," said lvar. "They seldomhunt this far to the south."” "They are rational,” | told him "They
have a | anguage." "That is known to ne," said |var

I did not tell lvar that those he knew as Kurii, or the beasts, were actually speci nens of an

alien race, that they, or those in their ships, were locked in war with PriestKings for the

dom nation of two worlds, Gor and the Earth. In these battles, unknown to nost nmen, even of GCor,
fromtinme to time, ships of the Kurii had been shattered and fallen to the surface. It was the
practice of Priest-Kings to destroy the wecks of such ships but, usually, at l|least, they did not
attenpt to hunt and externinate survivors. |If the nmarooned Kurii abided by the weapon and

technol ogy | aws of Priest-Kings, they, like men, another life form were perrmtted to survive.
The Kurii | knew were beasts of fierce, terrible instincts, who regarded hunans, and other beasts,
as food. Blood, as to the shark, was an agitant to their systens. They were extrenely powerful,
and highly intelligent, though their intellectual capacities, |like those of humans, were far bel ow
those of Priest-Kings. Fond of killing, and technol ogically advanced, they were, in their way,

worthy adversaries of Priest-Kings. Mst lived in ships, the steel wolves of space, their
instincts bridled, to sone extent, by Ship Loyalty, Ship Law. It was thought that their own world
had been destroyed. This seenmed pl ausi bl e, when one considered their ferocity and greed, and what
m ght be its inplenentation in virtue of an advanced technol ogy. Their own world destroyed, the
Kurii now wi shed anot her

The Kurii, of course, with which the nmen of Torval dsl and mi ght have had deal i ngs, m ght have been
renoved by as much as generations fromthe Kurii of the ships. It was regarded as one of the great
dangers of the war, however, that the Kurii of the ships mght nmake contact with, and utilize, the
Kurii of Gor in their schenes.

Men and the Kurii, where they net, which was usually only in the north, regarded one another as
nortal enem es. The Kurii not unoften fed on nen, and men, of course, in consequence, attenpted to
hunt and slay, when they could, the beasts. Usually, however, because of the power and ferocity of
t he beasts, men would hunt themonly to the borders of their own districts, particularly if only
the loss of a bosk or thrall was involved. It was usually regarded as quite sufficient, even by
the men of Torval dsland, to drive one of the beasts out of their own district. They were

especi ally pl eased when they had managed to harry one into the district of an eneny.

"How wi I | you know the one of the Kurii whom you seek?" asked |var

"l think," | said, "he will know ne."

"You are a brave, or foolish, man," said Ivar

| drank nore of the nead. | ate, too, of the roast tarsk.

"You are of the south," said Ivar. "I have a proposition, a schene."

"What is that?" | asked.

The bond-rmai d, A ga, |aughing and kicking, thrown hel pl essly over the shoul der of an oarsman, was
carried past.

| saw several of the bond-naids in the arns of Ivar's men. Anong them too, sone trying to resist,
were the new girls. One, who had irritated an oarsnman, her hands held, was beaten, crying out,
with his belt. Rel eased, she began to kiss him weeping, trying to please him Men | aughed.

Anot her of the new girls was thrown over one of the benches; she lay on her back; her head was

down, her dark hair, lon wild, was in the dirt and reeds, strewn on the floor of the hall; her
head twi sted fromside to side; her eyes were close her lips were parted; | saw her teeth.

"Do not stop, ~ Jarl," she begged. "Your bond-nmaid begs you not to stop!

"I aman outlaw," said Ivar. 'In a duel | killed Fin Broadbelt."

"I't was in a duel," | said.

"Finn Broadbelt was the cousin of Jarl Svein Blue Tooth.

"Ah," | said. Svein Blue Tooth was the high jarl of Torvaldsland, in the sense that he was
generally regarded as th e nost powerful. In his hall, it was said he fed a thousand nen. Beyond
this his heralds could carry the war arrow, it was said, to ten thousand farns. Ten ships he had
at his own wharves, and, it was said, he could sumrnon a hundred nore "He is your Jarl?" | asked.
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"He was mny Jarl," said Ivar Forkbeard

"The wergild nmust be high," | specul ated.

The Forkbeard | ooked at ne, and grinned. "It was set so high," said he, "out of the reach of
custom and | aw, against the protests of the rune-priests and his own nen, that none, in his

belief, could pay it."

"And thus," said |, "that your outlawy would remain in effect until you were apprehended or

sl ai n?"

"He hoped to drive me from Torval dsl and," said |var.

"He has not succeeded in doing so," | said.

Ivar grinned. "He does not know where | am" said he. "If he did, a hundred ships mght enter the
inlet."

"How ruch, " asked |, "is the wergild?"

"A hundred stone of gold,'' said Ilvar

"You have taken that nuch, or nore," said I, "in the sack of Kassau's tenple."

"And the weight of a full-grown man in the sapphires of Schendi," said the Forkbeard.

| said nothing.
"Are you not surprised?" asked |var.

"It seens a preposterous demand," | adnitted, smling.

"You know, however, what | did in the south?" asked |var

"It is well known," | said, "that you freed Chenbar, the Sea Sl een, Ubar of Tyros, fromthe chains
of a dungeon of Port Kar, your fee being his weight in the sapphires of Schendi."

I did not nention to the Forkbeard that it had been I, as Bosk of Port Kar, admiral of the city,

who had been responsible for the incarceration of Chenbar

Yet | adnmired the audacity of the man of Torval dsl and, though his act, in freeing Chenbar to act
agai nst me, had alnpbst cost me ny life last year in the northern forests. Sarus of Tyros, acting
under his orders, had struck to capture both Marlenus of Ar and nyself. He had failed to capture
me, and | had, eventually, managed to free Marlenus, his nen and m ne, and defeat Sarus.

"Now, " | aughed Ivar Forkbeard, "I expect that these nights Svein Blue Tooth rests less well in his
furs."
"You have already," | said, "accunul ated one hundred stone of gold and the wei ght of Chenbar of

Tyros, the Sea Sleen, in the sapphires of Schendi."

"But there is one thing nore which the Blue Tooth demanded of ne," said |lvar.
"The moons of CGor?" | asked.

"No," said he, "the nmoon of Scagnar."”

"l do not understand," | said.

"The daughter," said he, "of Thorgard of Scagnar, Hilda the Haughty."

I laughed. "Thorgard of Scagnar," | said, "has power conparable to that of the Blue Tooth
hi nsel f."

"You are of Port Kar," said lvar.

"My house is in that city,"” said |

"I's Thorgard of Scagnar not an eneny of those of Port Kar?" he asked.

"We of Port Kar," | said, "have little quarrel generally with those oi Scagnar, but it is true
that the ships of this Thorgard have preyed with devastati on upon our shipping. Many nmen of Port
Kar has he given to the bosom of Thassa."

"Wu!d you say," asked Ivar, "that he is your eneny?"

Yes, | said, "I would say that he is nmy eneny."”

"You hunt one of the Kurii," said Ivar

"Yes," | said.

"I't may be dangerous and difflcult," he said

"It is quite possible," | admitted.

"I't m ght be good sport,"” said he, "to engage in such a hunt.

"You are wel cone to acconpany ne," | said.

Is it of concern to you whether or not the daughter oi Thorgard of Scagnar wears a collar?"
"It does not matter to ne," said |, "whether she wears a collar or not."

"I think, soon," said he, "his daughter m ght be fetched to the hall of |var Forkbeard."
"I't will be difficult and dangerous," | said.

"It is quite possible," said he.

"Am | wel cone to acconpany you?" | asked.

He grinned. "GQunnhild," said he, "run for a horn of nead.
"Yes, ny Jarl," said she, and sped from his side
In a nonment, through the dark, smoky hall, returned Gurmhild, bearing a great horn of mead.
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"My Jarls," said she

The Forkbeard took from her the horn of mead and, together, we drained it.

W then cl asped hands.

"You are wel cone to acconpany ne," said he. Then he rose to his feet behind the table. "Drink!"
called he to his men. '"Drink nead to Hilda the Haughty, daughter of Thorgard of Scagnar!"

His nen roared with laughter. Bond-nmaids, collared and naked, fled about, filling horns wth mead
"Feast!" called Ivar Forkbeard. "Feast!"

Mich neat was eaten; nmany horns were drained.

Though the hall of lvar Forkbeard was built only of turf and stone, and though he hinself was
outlaw, he had nmet ne at Its door, after | had been bidden wait outside, in his finest garnents
of scarlet and gold, and carrying a bow of water and a towel. "Wl conme to the hall of Ivar
Forkbeard," he had said. | had washed ny hands and face in the bow, held by the master of the
house hinself, and dried nyself on the towel. Then invited within | had been seated across from
himin the place of honor. Then fromhis chests, within the hall, he had given ne a long, swirling
cloak of the fur of sea sleen; a bronze-headed spear; a shield of painted wood, reinforced with
bosses of iron; the shield was red in color, the bosses enanel ed yellow, a helnmet, conical, of
iron, with hanging chain, and a steel nosepiece, that m ght be raised and lowered in its bands;
and, too, a shirt and trousers of skin; and, too, a broad ax, formed in the fashion of
Torval dsl and, |arge, curved, single-bladed; and four rings of gold, that might be worn on the arm
"My gratitude," said I.

"You pl ay excellent Kaissa," had said he.

I surmsed to nyself that the help of the Forkbeard might, in the bleak realities of Torval dsl and,
be of incalcul able value. He m ght know the haunts of Kurii; he mght know dialects of the north,
some of which are quite divergent fromstandard Gorean, as it is spoken, say, in Ar or Ko-ro-ba,
or even in distant Turia; the habits and custons of the northern halls and villages m ght be
famliar to him | had no wish to be thrown bound beneath the hoes of thralls because | had

i nadvertently insulted a free man-at-arnms or breached a custom perhaps as sinple as using the
butter before sonmeone who sat closer to the high-seat pillars than nyself. Mst inportantly, the
Forkbeard was a mighty fighter, a brave man, a cunning mind; in ny work in the north | was
grateful that | might have so formidable an ally. To put a collar on the throat of the daughter of
Thorgard of Scagnar seened snall enough price to pay for the assistance of so mighty a conrade.
Thorgard of Scagnar, vicious and cruel, one of the nost powerfill of the northern Jarls, was ny
eneny.

Too, he had, in his ship, Black Sleen, hunted us at sea.

| snmled. Let his daughter, Hilda the Haughty, beware.

I looked to the Forkbeard. He had one arm about the full, naked wai st of the daughter of the

adm ni strator of Kassau, Pudding, and the other about the waist of marvel ously breasted, collared
@unnhild. "Taste your Pudding, mny Jarl," begged Puddi ng. He kissed her. "Gunnhild! Gunnhild!"
protested Gunnhild. Her hand was inside his furred shirt. He turned and thrust his nouth upon
hers.

"Let Puddi ng pl ease you," wept Pudding. "Let GQunnhild please you!" cried Gunnhild. "I will please
you better," said Pudding "I will please you better!" cried Gunnhild. Ivar Forkbeard stood up
bot h bond-nai ds | ooked up at him touching him"Run to the furs," said |Ivar Forkbeard, "both of

youl "'

Both girls quickly fled to his furs.

He stepped over the bench, and followed them At the foot of the ground level, which is the

sl eeping level, which |lies about a foot above the dug-out floor, the long center of the hall, on
the floor, against the raised dirt, here and there were rounded | ogs, laid |engthwise. Each log is
ten to fifteen feet long, and commonly about eight inches to a foot thick. If one thinks of the

sl eeping |l evel, on each side, as constituting, in effect, a couch, alnost the length of the hall
except for the cooking area, the logs lie at the foot of these two couches, and parallel to their
foot. About each log fitting snugly into deep, w de, circular grooves in the wod, were severa
iron bands. These each contained a welded ring, to which w as attached a | ength of chain,
termmating in a black-iron fetter

@unnhild thrust out her left ankle; the Forkbeard fettered her; a nonent |ater Pudding, too, had
thrust, forth her ankle, and her ankle, too, was locked in a fetter of the north. The Forkbeard
threw off his jacket. There was a rustle of chain as the two bond-mai ds turned, Puddi ngon her |eft
side, @unnhild on her right, waiting for the Forkbeard to |lie between rhem

| heard nen, down the table | aughing. One of the new girls, from Kassau, had been thrown on her
back, on the table. She lay in neat, and spilled nead. She was kicking and |aughing, trying to
push back from her body the pressing jackets of fur of the nmen of Torval dsl and. Another girl, |
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saw, was seized and thrown to the darkness of the sleeping platform | saw her white body,
briefly, trying to craw away, but he who had thrown her upon the furs, seized her ankle and drew
her to him She was thrown nercilessly wunder him her shoul ders pressed back, her beauty his

prize. | saw her head |ift, thrusting her lips to his, but it was then thrust back, and she

whi npered, her body squirm ng, held helpless, loot, his to be done with as he pl eased. Wen he
lifted his mouth fromhers, she put her arrns about his neck, and thrust up her head again, lips
parted. "My Jarl!" she wept. "My Jarl!" Then he again thrust her back to the furs, with such force

that she cried out, and then he, with rudeness and incredible force, used her for his pleasure. |
saw her body struck again and again, she clinging to him helplessly. He gave her no quarter. Bond-
mai ds are treated without nmercy. "I love you, ny Jarl!" she screamed. Men at the tables, nead
spilling, chewing on neat, |aughed at her. She wept, and cried out with pl easure.

When the oarsman had finished with her and would return to the table, she tried to hold him He
struck her back on the furs. Weping she held out her arms to him He returned to his mead.

| saw anot her oarsman then crawl to her and, by the hair, pull her into his arms. In a noment

saw her collared body, desperately pressing and rubbing against hirn, he in her small, white arns,
her belly thrust against the great buckle of the naster belt. Then he, too, threw her to her back
"I love you, ny Jarls," she wept. "I |ove you, ny Jarls!"

There was nuch laughter. | |ooked to one side; there, at a bench, lethargic, somolent, like a

great stone, or a sleeping larl, sat Rollo, he of such great stature, with grayish skin. He was
bare-chested. About his neck, |ooped, was a cord of woven, golden wire, with a golden pendant, in
the shape of an ax. He was shaggy haired. He seenmed not to be aware of the wildness of the feast,
he seemed not to hear the laughter, the screans of the yielding bond-naids; he sat with his hands
on his knees; hls eyes were closed. A bondmaid, passing him carrying nead, brushed him

Fri ghtened, she hurried past him H s eyes did not open. Rollo rested.

"Ch, no!" | heard Puddi ng say.

I turned to | ook to the Forkbeard' s couch. From about his neck he had taken the silver chain which
had been the symbol of office of @Gurt, Administrator of Kassau. He had forcibly drawn Pudding' s
hands behind her, and, cunningly tw sting the chain, had fastened her wists behind her with it.
She sat on the furs, her left ankle clasped in the iron fetter which chained her to the log at the
foot of the Forkbeard' s couch, her wists fastened behind her with her father's chain of office.
She | ooked at the Forkbeard with fear. He then threw her to her back. "Do not forget Gunnhild,"

whi ned Gunnhild pressing her lips to the Forkbeard's shoulder. | heard the novenment of her own
chain on the I og
Mal e thralls are chained for the night in the bosk sheds. Bondnaids are kept in the hall, for the

pl easure of the free nen. They are often handed fromone to the other. It is the responsibility of
he who | ast sports with themto secure them

| heard screanms of pleasure

| 1 ooked down at Thyri, kneeling beside nmy bench. She | ooked up at nme, frightened. She was a

beautiful girl, wth a beautifill face. She was delicate, sensitive. Her eyes were highly
intelligent, beautiful and deep. A collar of black iron was riveted on her throat.

"Run to the furs, Bondnaid," | said, harshly

Thyri |eaped to her feet and fled to ny furs, weeping. | finished a horn of nead, rose to ny feet,

and went to ny sl eeping area.

She lay there, her legs drawn up

"Ankle," | said to her.

I | ooked upon her. Her eyes were on mne, frightened. Her body, small, white, curved, |uscious,
contrasted with the shadowed redness and bl ackness o~ the soft, deep furs on which she |ay. She
trenbl ed.

"Ankle," | told her

She extended her shapely i nb.

I took her ankle and, about it, closed the fetter of black iron. | then joined her upon the furs.
Chapter 7 The Kur

The next five days were pleasant ones for ne.

In the nornings, under the eye of Otar, keeper of Forkbeard's farm | |earned the ax.

The bl ade bit deep into the post.

"More back," laughed Otar. "Put nore back into it!"

The men cried out with pleasure as the blade then, with a single stroke, split through the post.
Thyri, and ot her bond-nmaids, |eaped and cl apped their hands.

How al i ve and vital they seemed! Their hair was |oose, in the fashion of bond-naids. Their eyes
shone; their cheeks were flushed; each inch of them each narvelous inbonded inch of them was
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incredibly alive and beautiful . How incredibly femnine they were, so living and uninhlbited and
delightful, so utterly fresh, so free, so spontaneous, so open in their enotions and the novenents
of their bodies; they now noved and | aughed and wal ked, and stood, as wonen, pride was not
permtted them joy was. Only a kirtle of thin, white wool, split to the belly, stood between
their beauty and the | eather of their nasters.

"Agai n! Again! Please, nmy Jarl!" cried Thyri.

Once nore the great ax struck the post. It jerked in the earth, and another foot of it,
splintering, flew fromthe ax.

"Wl done!" said Otar

Then suddenly he struck at nme with his own ax. | caught the blow on its handle, with the handl e of
my ax, and, lifting my left fist, not releasing ny ax, hurled himfromhis feet to his left. He
sprawl ed on the turf and | | eaped over him ny ax raised.

"Splendid!'" he cried.

The bond-nmaids cried out with pleasure, Gunnhild, Pouting Lips, dga, Thyri and others.
Qtar |eaped up, laughing, and raised his ax against the delighted girls.

They fled back fromhim squealing and | aughi ng.

"Oga," he said, "there is butter to be churning in the churning shed."

"Yes, ny Jarl," said she, holding her skirt up, running fromthe place of our exercises.
"@unnhild, Pouting Lips," said he, "to the | oons."

"Yes, Jarl," said they, turning, and hurrying toward the hall. Their | ooms |ay against its west
wal |

"You, little wench,"” said Qtar to Thyri

She stepped back. "Yes, Jarl," she said.

"You," he said, "gather verr dung in your kirtle and carry * to the sul patch!"

"Yes, Jarl," she |l aughed, and turned away. | watched her, as she ran, barefoot, to do his bidding.
She was exquisite.

"You other lazy girls,"” cried Otar, addressing the remaining bond-maids, "is it your wish to be
cut into strips and fed to parsit fish ?"

"No, nmy Jarl!" they cried.

"To your l|abors!" cried he.

Shrieking they turned about and fled away.

"Now, twice nore," said Otar to me, his hand on his broad black belt inlaid with gold. "Then we
will find another post !"

There are many tricks in the use of the ax; feints are often used, and short strokes; and the
handl e, jabbing and punching; a full swing, of course, should it mss, exposes the warrior
certain elenentary stratagens mght be nmentioned; the following are typical: it is pretended to
have taken a full swing, even to the cry of the kill, but the swing is held short and not followed
t hrough; the antagoni st then, if unwary, may rush forward, and be taken, the ax turned, offguard,
by the back cut, fromthe left to right; sonetimes it is possible, too, |If the opponent carries
his shield too high, to step to the left, and, with a | ooping stroke, cut off the shield arm a

| ow stroke, too, can be dangerous, for the human foot, as swift as a sapling, may be struck away;
defensively, of course, if one can lure the full stroke and yet escape it, one has an instant to
press the advantage; this is sonetines done by seening to expose nore of the body than one wary to
the ax might, that to tenpt the antagonist, he thinking he is dealing with an unskilled foe, to
prematurely comrit the weight of his body to a full blow The ax of Torvaldsland is one of the
nost fearful of the weapons on Gor. If one can get behind the ax, of course, one can neet it; but
it is not easy to get behind the ax of one who knows its use, he need only strike one blow, he is
not likely to launch it until it is assured of its target.

An Ahn | ater the Forkbeard, acconpanied by Otar, keeper of his farm and Tarl Red Hair, now of
Forkbeard's Landfall, inspected his fields.

The northern Sa-Tarna, in its rows, yellow and sprouting, was about ten inches high. The grow ng
season at this latitude, mtigated by the Torval dstream was about one hundred and twenty days.

This crop had actually been sown the preceding fall, a month followi ng the harvest festival. It is
sown early enough, however, that, before the deep frosts tenporarily stop growh, a good root
system can develop. Then, in the warnth of the spring, in the softening soil, the plants, hardy

and rugged, again assert thenmselves. The yield of the fall-sown Sa-Tarna is, statistically, |arger
than that of the spring-sown varieties.

"CGood, " said the Forkbeard. He clinbed to his feet. He knocked the dirt fromthe knees of his

| eat her trousers. "CGood," he said.

Sa-Tarna is the najor crop of the Forkbeard's |ands, but, too, there are nmany gardens, and, as |
have noted, bosk and verr, too, are raised. Otar dug for the Forkbeard and nyself two radi shes
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and we, wiping the dirt fromthem ate them The tospits, in the Forkbeard' s orchard, which can
grow at this latitude, as the larma cannot, were too green to eat. | smled, recalling that
tospits al nost invariably have an odd nunber of seeds, saving the rarer, long-stemmed variety. |
do not care too nuch for tospits, as they are quite bitter. Sone nen |like them They are comonly
used, sliced and sweetened with honey, and in syrups, and to flavor, with their juices, a variety
of dishes. They are also excellent in the prevention of nutritional deficiencies at sea, in |long
voyages, containing, | expect, a great deal of vitamin C. They are sonetinmes called the seaman's
larma. They are a fairly hardfleshed fruit, and are not difficult to dry and store. On the
serpents they are carried in small barrels, usually kept, with vegetables, under the overturned
keel of the longboat. W stopped by the churning shed, where O ga, sweating, had finished naking a
keg of butter. W dipped our fingers into the keg. It was quite good. "Take it to the kitchen,"
said the Forkbeard. "Yes, ny Jarl," she said. "Hurry, lazy girl," said he. "Yes, ny Jarl," she
said, seizing the rope handl e of the keg and, leaning to the right to balance it, hurried fromthe
churni ng shed. Earlier, before he had begun his tour of inspection, Pudding had come to him and
knelt before him holding a plate of Sa-Tarna | oaves. The daughter of CGurt, the Adm nistrator of
Kassau, was being taught to bake. She watched fearfully as the Forkbeard bit into one. "It needs
nore salt," he had said to her. She shuddered. "Do you think you are a bond-naid of the south?" he
asked. "No, ny Jarl," she had said. "Do you think it is enough for you to be pleasant in the
furs?" he asked. "Ch, no, ny Jarl!" she cried. "Bond-naids of the north nmust know how to do usefu
things," he told her. "Yes, ny Jarl !" she cried. "Take these," said he, "to the stink pen and,
with them swill the tarsks!" "Yes, nyJarl," she wept, |leaping to her feet, and fleeing away.
"Bond-mai d!" called he. She stopped, and turned. "Do you wish to go to the whipping post ?" he

asked. This is a stout post, outside the hall, of peeled wood, with an iron ring near the top, to
which the wists of a bond-naid, crossed, are |ashed over her head. Near the bosk shed there is a
simlar post, with a higher ring, used for thralls. "No, ny Jarl!" cried Pudding. "See then," said
he, "that your baking inmproves!" "Yes, nyJarl," she said, and fled away. "It is not bad bread,"

said lvar Forkbeard to ne, when she had disappeared fromsight. He broke me a piece. W finished
it. It was really quite good, but, as the Forkbeard ha said, it could have used a dash nore salt.
When we |left the side of the hall we had stopped, briefly, to watch Gunnhild and Pouting Lips at
the standing | ooms. They worked well and stood beautifully, under the eyes of the Forkbeard. Qto
had then joined us and we had begun our inspection. Shortly before concluding our inspection, we
had stopped at the shed of the smth, whose nane was Gautrek. W had then continued on our way. On
the way back to the hall, cutting through the tospit trees, we had passed by the sul patch. Init,
his back to us, hoeing, was the young broad-shoul dered thrall, in his white tunic, with cropped
hair. He did not see us. Approaching him her kirtle held high in two hands, it filled with verr
dung, was blond, collared Thyri

"She has good legs," said Otar

W were quite close to them neither of themsaw us. Thyri, in the afternoon, had nmade many trips
to the sul patch. This, however, was the first tinme she had encountered the young man. Earlier he
had been working with other thralls at the shore, with parsit nets.

"Ah," said he, "greetings, ny fine young | ady of Kassau.'

She | ooked at him her eyes flashing.

"Did you think in Kassau," he asked, "that you would one day be dunging the fields of one of
Torval dsl and ?"

She said nothing to him

"l did not know in Kassau," said he, "that you had such fine legs." He | aughed. "Wy did you not,
in Kassau," he asked, 'show us what fine |egs you have ?"

She was furious.

She, holding her kirtle with her left hand, angrily scattered the dung about the sul plants. It
woul d be left to a thrall to hoe it in about the plants.

"Ch, do not |lower your kirtle, Thyri," said he. "Your brand is quite lovely. WIIl you not showit,
again, to Wil fstan of Kassau ?"

Angrily she drew her kirtle up, revealing her thigh. Then, furiously, she thrust it down.

"How do you like it, Thyri," asked he, "to find that you are now a girl whose belly |ies beneath
the sword ?"

"It lies not beneath your sword," she snapped. "I belong to free nen!"

Then, with the brazenness of a bond-maid, she, Thyri, who had been the fine young | ady of Kassau,
threw her kirtle up over her hips and, leaning forward, spit furiously at the thrall. He |eaped
toward her but Otar was even quicker. He struck Wilfstan, the thrall, Tarsk, behind the back of

his neck with the handle of his ax. Wilfstan fell stunned. In an instant tar had bound the young
man' s hands before his body. He then jerked himto his knees by the iron collar

file:/lIF|/rah/John%20Norman/Norman,%20John%...%20Earth%2009%20-%20Marauders%200f%20Gor.txt (48 of 136) [1/20/03 3:30:06 AM]



file://1F|/rah/Iohn%20N orman/Norman,%20John%20-%20Counter%20Earth%2009%20-%20M arauders%6200f %20Gor . txt
"You have seen what your ax can do to posts," said he to nme, "now |let us see what it can do to the
body of a man." He then threw the young thrall to his feet, holding himby the collar, his back to
me. The spine, of course, would be imediately severed; noreover, part of the ax will, if the bl ow
be powerful, enmerge fromthe abdonen. It takes, however, nore than one blow to cut a body, that of
a man, in two. To strike nore than tw ce, however, is regarded as clunsiness. The young nan stood,
nunbly, caught. Thyri, her kirtle down, shrank back, her hand before her nouth.

"You have seen," said Otar, to the Forkbeard, "that he has been bold with a bond-mid, the
property of free men."

"Thralls and bond-maids, sonetines," said |, "banter." "He would have put his hands upon her,"
said Otar. That seened true, and was surely nore serious. Bond-maids were, after all, the
property of free nmen. It was not permtted for a thrall to touch them

"Woul d you have touched her?" asked the Forkbeard.

"Yes, ny Jarl," whispered the young nan.

"You see!" cried Otar. "Let Red Hair strike!"

I smiled. "Let Ilimbe whipped instead,” | said.

"No!" cried Otar.

"Let it be as Red Hair suggests," said the Forkbeard. He then |ooked at the thrall. "Run to the
whi ppi ng post,;' he said. "Beg the first free rnan who passes to beat you."

Yes, myJarl," he said.

He woul d be stripped and bound, wists over his head, to the post at the bosk shed

"Fifty strokes," said the Forkbeard.

"Yes, ny Jarl," said the young nan

"The lash," said the Forkbeard, "will be the snake."

H s puni shment woul d be heavy indeed. The snake is a single-bladed whip, weighted, of braided

| eather, eight feet |ong and about a half an inch to an inch thick. It is capable of lifting the
flesh froma man's back. Sonetimes it is set with tiny particles of metal. It was not inpossible
that he would die under its blows. The snake is to be distinguished fromthe rmuch nore conmon
CGorean slave whip, with its five broad striking surfaces. The latter whip, conmonly used on

fermal es, punishes terribly; it has, however, the advantage of not marking the victim No one is
nmuch concerned, of course, with whether or not a thrall is marked . A girl with an unnmarked back
commonly, will bring a nuch hlgher price tha.n a conparable wench, if her back be muchly scarred.
Men commonly relish a smooth femal e, except for the brand scar. In Turia and Ar, it mght be
mentioned it is not unconmon for a female slave to be depil at ed.

The young thrall |ooked at nme. It was to nme that he owed his life.

"Thank you, ny Jarl," he said. Then he turned and, wists still bound before his body, as Qtar
had fastened them ran toward the bosk shed.

"Go, Otar, to the forge shed," said the Forkbeard, grinning. Tell Gautrek to pass by the bosk
shed. "

Otar grinned. "Good," he said. Gautrek was the smith: | did not envy the young nan.

"And Otar," said the Forkbeard, "see that the thrall returns to his work in the norning."

"I shall," said Ottar, and turned toward the forge shed.

"I hear, Red Hair," said |var Forkbeard, "that your |lessons with the ax proceed well."

"I ampleased if Otar should think so," | said.

"I, too, am pleased that he should think so," said Ivar Forkbeard, "for that is indication that it
is true." Then he turned away. "I shall see you tonight at the feast," he said.

"Is there to be another feast ?" | asked. "Wat is the occasion ?"

There had been feasts the past four nights.
"That we are pleased to feast," said |var Forkbeard. "That is occasion enough."
He then turned away.

| turned to the girl, Thyri. | stood over her. "Part of what occurred here," | told her, "is your
fault, bond-maid."

She put her head down. "I hate him" she said, "but | would not have wanted himto be killed." She
| ooked up. "Am | to be punished, ny Jarl ?" she asked.

"Yes," | told her.

Fear entered her eyes. How beautiful she was.

"But with the whip of the furs,"” | |aughed.

"I look forward eagerly, ny Jarl,
"Run," said I.

| aughed she, "to ny punishnent."

She turned and ran toward the hall, but, after a few steps turned, and faced ne. "I await your
discipline, ny Jarl," she cried, and then turned again, and fled, that fine young | ady of Kassau,
barefoot and collared, now only a bond-maid, to the hall, to the furs, to await her discipline.
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"Is it only a bond-maid, nmy Jarl," asked Thyri, "who can know t hese pl easures?"
"It is said,” | said, "that only a bond-nmaid can know t hem"
She lay on her back, her head turned toward nme. | lay at her side, on one elbow. Her |left knee was

drawn up; about her left ankle, |ocked, was the black-iron fetter, with its chain. On her throat
was the collar of iron.

"Then, nyJarl," said sheO "l am happy that | ama bond-naid."

| took her again in nmy arrns.

"Red Hair!" called lIvar Forkbeard. "Come with mel"

Rudely | thrust Thyri fromnme, |eaving her on the furs.

In nonents, ax in its sheath on ny back, | joined the Forkbeard.

Qut side were gathered several nen, both of Ivar's ship and of the farm Arnong them eyes
terrified, crookedbacked, was a cringing, |lane thral

"Lead us to what you have found," dermanded the Forkbeard.

We followed the man nore than four pasangs, up the slopes, leading to the sunmer pastures.
Then, on a height, fromwhich we could see, far below the farmand ship of Ivar Forkbeard, we
stopped. Behind a large rock, the cringing thrall, frightened, indicated what he had found. Then
he did not wish to | ook upon it

| was startl ed.

"Are there Larls in these nountains ?" | asked.

The men | ooked at me as though | m ght have been insane.

"No sleen did this,"” said I

We | ooked down at the remains of a bosk, torn apart eaten through. Even | arge bones had been
broken, snapped apparently in rnighty jaws, the marrow sucked fromthern. The brains, too, had
been scooped, with a piece of wood, fromthe skull

"Did you not know," asked |var Forkbeard, "of what aninmal this is the work?"

"No," | said.

"This has been killed by one of the Kurii," he said.

For four days we hunted the animal, but we did not find it. Though the kill was recent, we found
no trace of the predator

"We must find it," had said the Forkbeard. "It must learn it cannot with inmpunity hunt on the

| ands of Forkbeard."

But we did not find it. W did not have a feast, as we had intended, on the night on which the
bosk had been found eaten, nor on the next nights. In vain we hunted. The nen grew angry, sullen
apprehensi ve. Even the bond-maids no | onger |aughed and sported. There mght, for all we knew, be
sonewhere in the |lands of |var Forkbeard one of the Kurii.

"I't nust have left the district," said Qtar, on the fourth night.

"There have been no further kills," pointed out Gautrek, the smith, who had hunted with us.

"Do you think it is the one who killed the verr last nmonth " | asked Otar, "and sinmilarly

di sappeared ?"

"l do not know," said Ottar. "It could be, for those of the Kurii are quite rare this far to the
south. "

"I't may have been driven framits own kind," said the Forkbeard, "one too vicious even to be
tolerated in its own caves.7
"I't might, too," said Otar, "be insane or ignorant."

"Perhaps," suggested Gorm "it is diseased or injured, and can no |onger hunt the sw ft deer of
the north ?"

In these cases, too, | supposed one of the Kurii might be driven, by teeth and claws, fromits own
caves. Kurii, | suspected, those of Gor as well as those of the ships, did not tol erate weakness.
"At any rate," | said, "it seenms now to be gone."

"W are safe now," said Gautrek

"Shall we have a feast ?" asked Gorm

"No," said the Forkbeard. "This night ny heart is not in feasting."

"At |east the beast is gone," said Gautrek

"W are safe now, " said Gorm

I awakened in the darkness. Thyri's body was snuggl ed agai nst mnmine; she was asleep; | had not used
her this night. She was fettered, of course. | lay very still.

For sonme reason | was uneasy.

| heard the heavy breathing of the men in the hall. At ny side, | heard Thyri's breathing, too,
deep and soft, that of the smaller lungs of a girl.

| did not nove. | felt, or thought |I felt, a breath of fresh air. | lay in the darkness. | did not
nove.
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Then | snelled it.

Wth a cry of rage | leaped to ny feet on the couch hurling away the furs.

In the sanme instant | felt nyself seized in great, clawed paws and lifted high into the air of the
hall. | could not see ny assailant. Then | was hurled over the couch against the curved wall of
turf and stone.

"What is going on !" | heard cry.

Thyri, awakened, screaned.

| lay, stunned, at the foot of the wall, on the couch

"Torches!" cried the Forkbeard. "Torches!"

Men cried out; bond-nmids screaned.

| heard the sound of feeding.

Then in the light of a torch, lifted by the Forkbeard, Iit frombeing thrust beneath the ashes of
the fire pit, we sawit.

It was not nore than ten feet fromnme. It lifted its face fromthe half-eaten body of a man. Its

eyes, large, round, blazed in the light of the torch. | heard the screaning of bond-maids, the
nmovenments of their chains. Their ankles were held by their fetters. "Wapons !" cried the
For kbeaPd. "Kur! Kur!" | heard men cry. The beast stood there, blinking, bent over the body. It

was unwilling to surrender it. Its fir was sable, nottled with white. Its ears, large, pointed and
wi de, were laid back flat against its head. It was perhaps seven feet tall and wei ghed four or
five hundred pounds. Its snout was w de, |eathery. There were two nostrils, slitlike. Its tongue
was dark. It had two rows of fangs, four of which were particularly promnent, those in the first
row of fangs, above and below, in the position of canines; of these, the upper two were
particularly long, and curved. Its arms were longer and larger than its legs; it held the body it
was

devouring in clawed, paw ike hands, yet six-digited, extrajointed, alnost like tentacles. It

hi ssed, and how ed and, eyes bl azing, fangs bared, threatened us.

No one could seemto nove. It stood there in the torchlight, threatening us, unwilling to
surrender its body. Then, behind it | saw an uplifted ax, and the ax struck down, cutting its
backbone a foot beneath its neck. It slunped forward, over the couch half falling across the body
of a hysterical bond-maid. Behind it | saw Rollo. He did not seemin a frenzy; nor did he seem

human; he had struck, when others, Gautrek, Gorm |, even the Forkbeard, had been unable to do
other than | ook upon it with horror. Rollo again lifted the ax.
"No !" cried |Ivar Forkbeard. "The battle is done!"

The giant lowered his ax and, slowy, returned to his couch, to sleep

One of his nmen touched its snout with the butt of his spear, and then thrust it into the beast's
mout h; the butt of the spear was torn away; the bond-nmids screaned. "It is still alivel" cried
Gor m

"Cet it out of here," said |var Forkbeard. "Beware of the jaws.

Wth chains and poles the body of the Kur was dragged and thrust fromthe hall. W took it outside

the palisade, on the rocks. It was getting light. | knelt beside it.
It opened its eyes.
"Do you know me ?" | asked.

"No," it said.

"This is a small Kur," said the Forkbeard. "They are generally larger. Note the nottling of white.
Those are di sease marks."

"l hope,"” | said, "that it was not because of nme that it cane to the hall."

"No," said the Forkbeard. "In the dark they have excellent vision. If it had been you it sought,
it would have been you it killed."

"Way did it enter the hall ?" | asked.

"Kurrii," said Ivar Forkbeard, "are fond of human flesh."

Humans, |ike other aninmals, | knew, are regarded by those of the Kurii as a form of food.

"Why did it not run or flight ?" | asked.

The Forkbeard shrugged. "It was feeding," he said. Then he bent to the beast. "Have you hunted
here before?" he asked. "Have you killed a verr here, and a bosk?"

"And, in the hall," it said, its |lips drawing back fromits jaws, "last night a man."

"Kill it," said lIvar Forkbeard.

Four spears were raised, but they did not strike.

"No," said lvar Forkbeard. "It is dead."
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Chapter 8 Hi | da of Scagnar
"So is this the perfune that the high-born wonen of Ar wear to the song-dramas in En' Kara ?" asked
the blond girl, amused.

"Yes, Lady," | assured her, bow ng before her, lisping in the accents of Ar.
"It is gross," said she. "Maningless."
"I't is a happy scent," | whined.

"For the lowborn," said she.

"Lal amus!" said |

My assistant, a large fellow, but obviously stupid, snmoothshaven as are the perfurners, in white
and yel |l ow sil k, and gol den sandals, bent over, hurried forward. He carried a tray of vials.

"I had not realized, Lady," said |, "that perception such as yours existed in the north."

My accent rnight not have fooled one of Ar, but it was not bad, and to those not often accustoned
to the swift, subtle liquidity of the spfflh of Ar, nelodius yet expressive, it was nore than
adecluate. My assistant, unfortunately, did not speak

The eyes of Hilda the Haughty, daughter of Thorgard of Scagnar, flashed. "You of the south think
we of the north are barbarians !" she snapped.

"Such fools we were," | adnmitted, putting ny head to the floor

"I mght have you fried in the grease of tarsk," she said, "boiled in the oil of tharlarion!"
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"WIIl you not take pity, gr,~at Lady," | whined, "on tho~ who did not suspect the ci~filization
the refinements, of tl; north ?"

"Per haps," said she.~"Have you ot her perfunmes ?"

My assistant, hopefully, lifted a vial

"No," | hissed to him "In an instant such a woman wi see through such a scent."

"Let me snell it," said she.

"It is nothing, lady," |I whined, "though anmong the hi ghes born and nost beautiful of the wonen of
the Physicians i is nuch favored."

"Let me snell it," she said.

I renoved the cork, and turned away ny head, as thougl shaned.

She held it to her nose. "It stinks," she said.

Hastily | corked the vial and, angrily, thrust it back intc the hand of ny enbarrassed assistant,
who returned it tc its place.

Hilda sat in a great curule chair, carved with the sign o~ Scagnhar, a serpent-ship, seen
frontally. On each post of the chair, carved, was the head of a snarling sleen. She snmled,
coldly.

| reached for another vial

She wore rich green velvet, closed high about her neck, trimed wth gold.

She took the next vial, which | had opened for her. "No," she said, handing it back to ne.

Her hair, long, was braided. It was tied with golden string.

"1 had no understanding," said she, "that the wares of Ar were so inferior."

Ar, popul ous and wealthy, the greatest city of known Gor, was regarded as a synbol of quality in
mer chandi se. The stanp of Ar, a single letter, that which appears on its Hone Stone, the Corean
spelling of the city's name, was often forged by unscrupul ous tradesnmen and placed on their own
goods. It is not a difflcult sign to forge. It has, however, in spite of that, never been changed
or enbelli~hed; the stanp
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of Ar is a part of its tradition. In ny opinion the goods of Ko-ro-ba were as good, or better
than those of Ar but, it is true, she did not have the reputation of the great city to the
sout heast, across the Vosk. Ar is often |ooked to, by those interested in such natters, as the
setter of the pace in dress and ~nanners. Fashions in Ar are eagerly inquired into; a garnent
in the fashion of Ar" may sell for more than one of better cloth but less "stylish"; "as it is
done in Ar" is a phrase often heard. Sonmetines | had little objection to the spreadi ngs of such
fashi ons. After the restoration of Marlenus of Ar, in 10,1 19 Contasta Ar, fromthe founding of

Ar, he had at his victory feast decreed a two-hort, about two and one half inches, shortening of
the already briefly skirted garment ofthe fenale state slave. This was adopted inmediately in Ar,
and, city by city, becane rather general. Proving that | nyself am not above fashion | had had
this scandal ous alteration inplenmented in ny own house; surely | would not have wanted ny girls to
be embarrassed by the excessive length of their livery; and, in fact, | did the Ubar of Ar one
better, by ordering their hemines lifted by an additional quarter inch; nost CGorean slave girls

cut
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have lovely legs; the nore | see of themthe better; | wondered how nany girls, even as far away
as Turia, knew that nore of their |egs were exposed to free nmen because, |ong ago, drunkenly,

Marl enus of Ar, at his victory feast, had altered the Iength of the livery of the female state

sl aves of Ar. Another custom long practised in the far south, below the Gorean equator, in Turia,
for exanple, is the piercing of the ears of the fenale slave; this custom though of |ong standing
in the far south, did not begin to spread with rapidity in the north until, again, it was
introduced in Ar. At a feast Marlenus, as a special treat for his high officers, presented before
them a dancer, a femal e slave, whose ears had been pierced. She had worn, in her degradation

gol den | oops in her ears; she had not been able, even, to finish her dance; at a sign from
Mar | enus she had been seized, thrown to the tiles on which she had danced, an* raped by nore than
a hundred nen. Ear piercing, fromthis tinme, had begun to spread rapidly through
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the north, masters, and slavers, often inflicting it on thei glrls. Interestingly, the piercing of
the septum for the in sertion of a nose ring, is regarded, generally, a great dea nore lightly by
femal e sl aves than the piercing of the ears Perhaps this iS partly because, in the far south, the
fre~ wonmen of the Wagon Peopl es wear nose rings; perhaps i i S because the piercing does not show,

I do not know. Th~ piercing of the ears, however, is regarded as being the epito ne of a slave
girl's degradation. Any wonan, it is said, with pierced ears, is a slave girl.

"You insult ne," said Hilda the Haughty, "to present me with such mniserable nerchandise ! Is this
the best that great Ar can offer ?

Had | been of Ar | mght have been angry. As it was | was sonmewhat irritated. The perfumes | was
di splaying to her had been taken, nore than six nonths ago, by the Forkbeard froma vessel of Cos.
They were truly perfunes of Ar, and of the finest varieties. "Wo," | asked nyself, "is Hilda, the
daughter of a barbarian, of a rude, uncouth northern pirate, living in a high wooden fortress,
overl ooking the sea, to so denean the perfunes of Ar ?" One might have thought she was a great

| ady, and not the insolent, though curvacious, brat of a boorish sea rover.

I put ny head to the floor. | grovelled in the white and yellow silLk of the perfumers. "Ch, great
| ady,” | whined,

the finest of Ar's, perfunes may be too thin, too frail, too gross, for one of your discernment
and taste." ~ ~ ~

Her hands wore many rings. About her neck she wore, |ooped, four chains of gold, with pendants. On
her wists were bracelets of silver and gold.

"Show me ot hers, men of the south,"” said she, contenptuously.

Again and again we tried to please the daughter of Thorgard of Scagnar. W had little success.
Soneti mes she woul d wince, or nake a face, or indicate disgust with a tiny notion of her hand, or
a novenent of her head

We were alnost finished with the vials in the flat, |eather case

"W have here," said I, "a scent that m ght be worthy of a Ubara of Ar."

| uncorked it and she held it, delicately, to her nostrils.

"Barely adequate," she said.

| restrained ny fury. That scent, | knew, a distillation of a hundred flowers, nurtured like a
pricel ess wine, was a secret guarded by the perfuners of Ar. It contained as well the separated
oil of the Thentis needle tree; an extract fromthe glands of the Cartius river urt; and a
preparation formed froma disease cal culus scraped fromthe intestines of the rare Hunjer Long
Whal e, the result of the inadequate digestion of cuttlefish. Fortunately, too, this calculus is
sonmetimes found free in the sea, expelled with feces. It took nore than a year to distill, age,
bl end and bond the ingredients.

"Barely ade~uate," she said. But | could tell she was pl eased.

"It is only eight stone of gold," said I, obsequiously, "for the vial."

"I shall accept it," said she, coldly, "as a gift."

"Agift !'" | cried.

"Yes," said she. "You have annoyed ne. | have been patient with you. | amnow no ~onger patient!"
"Have pity, great lady!" | wept.

"Leave ne now," said she. "Go below. Ask there to be stripped and beaten. Then swi ftly take your
| eave of the house of Thorgard o~ Scagnar. Be grateful that | perrnit you your lives."
I hastily, as though frightened, made as though to close the flat, |eather case of vials.

"~eave that," she said. She laughed. "I shall give it to ny bond-nuaids."
| smiled, though secretly. The haughty wench would rob us of our entire stores! None of that
richness, | knew, would grace the neck or breasts of a nere bond-maid. She~ Hilda ~he Haughty,

daught er of Thorgard of Scagnar, would kee,~) it for hersel ~
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| attenpted to conceal one vial, which we had not pernmitted her to sanple. But her eye was too
gwck ~or ne.
"What is that ?" she asked, sharply.

~'1t is nothing," | said.

"Let me smell it," she said.

"Pl ease, no, great ladyl" | begged.

"You thought to keep it fromnme, did you ?" she | aughed
"Ch, no, great l|ady,"-1 wept.

"Gve it to ne," she said.

"Must |, lady ?" asked I.

"I see," said she, "beating is not enough for you. It seens you nust be boiled in the oil of
tharlarion as well !'"

| lifted it to her, piteously.

She | aughed.

My assistant and | knelt before her, at her feet. She wore, beneath her green velvet, golden
shoes.

"Uncork it for ne, you sleen," said she. | wondered if | had, in ny life, seen ever so scornful
so proud, so cold a wonan.

| uncorked the vial

"Hold it beneath nmy nostrils," she said. She bent forward. | held the vial beneath her delicate
nostrils.

She cl osed her eyes, and breathed in, deeply, expectant

Y-

She opened her eyes, and shook her head. "Wat is this ?" she said

"Capture scent," | said.

I held her forearns. |var Forkbeard quickly pulled the bracelets and rings fromher wists and
fingers. He then threw from her neck the golden chains. | pulled her to her feet, holding her

wists. lvar tore the golden string fromher hair, loosening it. It fell behind her, blond, bel ow
the small of her back. He tore the collar of her gown back fromher throat, opening it at her
neck.

"Who are you ?" she whi spered.

He snapped fetters of black iron on her wists. They, by the fetters and their single Iink, were
hel d about three nthes apart.

"Who are you ?" she whispered.

"A friend of your father," said he. He tore away fromhis
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body, swiftly, the gown of the perfuners, that of white and yellow silk. |, too, cast aside the
perfuner's gown.

She saw that we wore the |eather and fur of Torval dsl and.

"No!" she cried.

My hand was over her nmouth. lvar's dagger was at her throat.

"While Thorgard roves at sea," said the Forkbeard, ~'we rove in Scagnar."

"Shall 1 hold again the vial] beneath her nose?" | asked. Soaked in a rag and scarf and hel -1 over
the nose and nouth of a female it can render her unconscious in five Ihn. She squirrned wildly for
an lhn or two, and then sluggishly, and then fell linp. It is sonetines used by tarnsnen; it is

of ten used by slavers. Anaesthetic darts, too, are sonetinmes used in the taking of fenuales; these
may be flungj or entered into her body by hand; they take effect in about forty I|Ihn; she awakens
often, stripped, in a slave kennel

"No," said Ivar. "It is inportant for ny plan that she be consci ous.

| ~elt the nouth of the daughter of Thorgard of Scagnar nove beneath ny hand.

The Forkbeard's dagger's point thrust slightly into her throat

She wi nced.

"I'f you speak now above a whisper,"” said he, "you die. Is that understood ?"

- She nodded her head~ m serably. At a gesture fromthe Forkbeard, | released her nouth.
con~inued to hold her arm

"You wi Il never get nme past the guards,” she hissed.

The Forkbeard was | ooki ng about the room Froma sm-l| chest, he took a thick, covering cloth,
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orange. From ~he chest he took a scarf.

"There are guari~s," she hissed. "You are fools ! You ~vill never get nme pa~t the guards!"”
"l have no intention of getting you past the guards~" said Ivar Forkbeard.

14()

She | ooked at him puzzled. He went to the high wi ndow of her room high in the wooden fortress,
onits cliff, overlooking the dark bay bel ow. W could hear waves crashing on rocks. -
Ivar went to the window. He | ooked down. Then he caneback into the roomand took a clay lanp, lit,
and went agamto the window. He noved the |anp up and down once. | went to the w ndow, holding the
girl. Together we | ooked down into the wave-crashing bl ackness. Then we saw, brlefly, uncovered
and then covered again, a ship's lantern. Below, at the nineteenth hour, in the |ongboat of lvar's
ship, was Gorm wth four oarsmnen.

"You have no ropes to lower nme to your b~at," she said. She lifted her wists. "Rempbve, and
swiftly," said she, "these dlsgusting fetters!"”

| var ~orkbeard went to the door of her roomand, silently slipped the two beans into place, in
their iron brackets.

She | ooked to the floor; on it, scattered, lay her bracelets, her rings, the gol den chains she had
worn about her neck Her throat, where lvar had torn away the coliar o~ the green gown, was now

bar ed.

"Do you not want ny rings, she asked, "ny golden chains ny bracelets ?"

"It is only for you that | have cone to this place," he said. He grinned.

I, too, grinned. It was mighty insult to Thorgard of Scagnar. The gol den chains, the rings, the
bracel ets, stripped fromher, would be Ieft behind. How could it be nade nore clear that her
captor scorned these as baubles, that he had no need of them and that it had been the girl
hersel f, and only she, her body and her person, that had been sought and boldly taken

I var Forkbeard then bent to the girl's feet and pulled away her gol den shoes, and, his hands at
her |egs, she, her eyes closed, ren oved fromher, too, her scarlet, silken hose, She stood, her
armheld by ny hand, in the fetters, in the dress of green velvet, it torn open at the collar to
reveal
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her throat; she had been stripped of her rings, the bracelets, the chains; her hair was |oose; her
hose and shoes had been renoved.

"Are you going to tie nmy ankles ?" she asked.

"No, " he said.

"You have no rope to |ower ne," she said.

"No, " he said.

She | ooked at him puzzl ed.

"I will bring high ransom" she said. She | ooked down at her jewelry on the floor. "I will bring
hi gher ransom" she said, "if | am adorned."

"Your adornnents," said he, "will be sinple, a kirtle of white wool, a brand, a collar of iron."
"You are insane!" she hissed. "I amthe daughter of Thorgard of Scagnar!"”

"Wench," said he, "I did not take you for ransom"

"For what reason then," begged she, "have | been taken ?"

"Are you so cold, Hlda the Haughty," asked he, "that you cannot guess ?"

"Ch, no!" she hissed. "No! No!"

"You will be well taught to heel and obey," said he.

"No!" she hissed.

He lifted the orange coverlet, to throw it over her head.

"I ask only one thing," she begged, "should you be successful in this nmad schene."

"What is that ?" asked |var Forkbeard.

"Never, never," she said, "let me fall into the hands of |var Forkbeard!"

"l am lvar Forkbeard," said Forkbeard

Her eyes wi dened with horror

He threw the mantl e over her head and, with the scarf, turned tw ce about her neck, and knotted
tightly, tied it under her chin

He had not rendered her unconscious, or gagged her, or tied her ankles. He wanted her to be able
to cry out; her cries, of course, would be nmuffled; they would not be discernible on the height of
the fortress; they rnight, however, be heard by Gormand those in the boat; too, he wanted
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her to be able to thrash about; this, too, would help Gormto | ocate her in the darkness.
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The Forkbeard then [ifted her fromher feet, lightly. He] dress slid back, over her knees. W
heard her nuffled voice 'No!" she wept. "I cannot swim"
~ The Forkbeard then hurled her fromthe wi ndow and sh~ fell, twi sting and crying out, sone

hundred feet to the black waters below. Wth the waves, striking on rocks about, we did not hear

t he spl ash.

W gave Gormtine to find her and fish her out, throwing her in the boat and bind; ng her ankles.
Then the Forkbeard stood on the sill of the tall wi ndow, poised, and then he dived into the

dar kness; after about an Ehn, giving hirn time to surface and swmto the boat, | followed him

In less than anot her Ehn, soaked and cold, teeth chattering, | had crawl ed over the bulwark of the
| ongboat and Joi ned the Forkbeard. He had already stripped and was rubbing hinself with a fur
cloak. | followed his exanple, and soon both of us were warned and in dry clothes. The Forkbeard
then bent to the soaked, shuddering captive. He renmoved one of the fetters and jerked the girl's
hands behi nd her back. He then fettered her hands behind her. Her ankles had already been crossed
and bound by Gorm The Forkbeard then threw Hilda the Haughty face down in the | ongboat, and, fiom
Gorm took the tiller. She lay |engthwi se, head toward the stem between his booted feet

"Shhh!" said the Forkbeard.

The men rested on the oars. W carried no |ights.

W were nuch surprised. To one of the wharves-of t-he holding of Thorgard of Scagnar, silently,
like the serpent of the sea it was, carrying two lanterns at its prow, cane Black Sleen. W had

t hought Thorgard's roving, his gathering of the harvests of the sea, would have taken hi m nmuch

| onger. W saw nmen runni ng down the boards ofthe wharf, carrying |anterns. Wrds were exchanged.

| ooked up. | could see the wi ndow of the quarters of Hilda the Haughty, daughter of Thorgard of
Scagnar. There was a lanp lit still in the ~ room Apparently she stayed up late. Qutside the door
of
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the conpartnent of her five bond-maids, curled sleeping on the floor, on their strawfilled nats,
chained by their ankles, which area led into her own apartnent, somol ent and bored, were four
guards. Hilda whi npered. The Forkbeard kicked her with his boot. "Be silent," he said to her. |
saw her hands twi st futilely in the manacl es. She, on her belly, soaked, miserable, lay silent.
"Go closer," said the Forkbeard. Al npbst noiselessly oars dipped, bringing us closer to the hull of
Bl ack Sl een.

We saw nooring ropes tossed and caught.

The oars were brought inboard. The nen were weary. We saw shields, one by one, being tied over the
bul war ks.

A gangpl ank was slid over the gunwale to the wharf. Then we saw Thorgard of Scagnar, cl oak
swirling, in his horned hel met, descend the gangpl ank. He was net by his nen, and, high anmong
them by his holding s keeper, and the keeper of his farns.

He spoke to them shortly and then, in the light of the |anterns, strode down the wharf.

The men did not follow him nor did his men on the ship yet leave it.

| gasped.

| heard, too, the intake of breath of the Forkbeard, and of Gorm and the oarsnen.

Anot her shape energed fromthe darkness of the ship.

It moved swiftly, with an agility startling in so huge a bulk. | heard the scrape of claws on the
gangpl ank. It w-s hunped, shaggy.

It foll owed Thorgard of Scagnar

After it, then, cane his men, timdly, those who had net Thorgard and those, too, fromthe ship. A
wharf crew then busied thensel ves about the ship.

The Forkbeard | ooked at nme. He was puzzled. "One ofthe Kurii," he said.

It was true. But the beast we had seen was not an isol ated, degenerate, di seased beast, of the
sort we had encountered at Forkbeard~s Landfall. It had seened in its full health, swift and
powerfill.
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"What has such a beast to do with Thorgard of Scagnar ?"
"What has Thorgard of Scagnar to do with such a beast ?" smiled |Ivar Forkbeard.

"I do not understand this,” | said.
"Doubtless it nmeans nothing," said Ivar Forkbeard. "And at least it is of no concern to us."
"I shall hope not," | said.

"l have an appointnment with Svein Blue Tooth," said |var Forkbeard. He kicked the captive with the
side of his boot. She uttered a snmall noise, but made no other sound. "The Thing will soon be
hel d," he said.
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| nodded. What he had said was true. "But surely,"” | said, "you will not dare, an outlaw, attend
the Thing ?"

"Perhaps," said lvar. "Who knows ?" He grinned "Then," said he, "if | should survive, we will hunt
Kurii."

"I hunt on]y one," | sal'd.

"Perhaps the one you hunt," said Ivar, "is even now within the holding of Thorgard of Scagnar."
"It is possible," | said. "I do not know. " It seemed to me no~ unlikely that the Forkbeard's

specul ati on m ght be true. But | had no wish to pursue Kurii at random

"How wi I | you know the one ofthe Kurii whomyou seek ?" Ivar had asked ne, in his hall
"I think," | had said, "he will know ne."

O this | had little doubt.

| was certain that the Kur which | sought woul d know me, and well

| did not knowit, but | did not think that would nmake ruch difference.

It was nmy intention to hunt openly, and, | expected, this understood, my quarTy, hunting, too,
would find me, and, together, we would do war.

It had doubtless been its plan to lure ne to the north. | smled. Surely its plan had been
successful .

| |1 ooked at the hol di ng-of Thorgard of Scagnar. If the Kur within it were he whom| sought, | had

little doubt but that we should later neet. If it were not it which | sought,
145

| had, as far as | knew, no quarrel with it.

But | wondered what it might be doing in the holding of Thorgard of Scagnar. The Kurii and nen, as
far as | knew, net only in feeding and killing.

"Let us go," said | to Ivar Forkbeard.

"QCars," said he, softly, to his oarsnen.

The oars, gently, noiselessly, entered the water, and the boat noved aw. ~y, into the darkness.
There was a small sound, fromthe fetters on the prone girl's wists.

The Forkbeard will attend
t he Thing

"MyJdarl!" cried Thyri, running into ny arnms. | lifted he and swng her about. She wore the k;irtle
of white wool, th riveted collar of black iron

| drank long at the |ips of the bond-nmid.

About ne | heard the joyous cries of the men of lvar' farm the excited cries of bond-nuaids.

I var Forkbeard crushed to his |eather Pudding and Gunn hild, kissing first one and then the other
as each eagerl ~ sought his lips, their hands, too, those of bond-nmids, eage; upon his body.

O her bond-rmai ds pressed past me to greet favorite anong the oarsnen of Forkbeard's serpent.
Behi nd Forkbeard, and to his left, her head high, disdain ful, stood Hilda the Haughty, daughter
of Thorgard of Scag nar.

The nmen, and the bond-mai ds, many in one another'~ arns, fell back to regard her

She stood behind the Forkbeard, and to his left. Her back was quite straight; her head was in the
air. She was nol fettered. Her dress of green velvet, trinmed in gold, she still wore; it was torn
back fromthe collar, as the Forkbeard had done in Scagnar, revealing the whiteness of her throat,
hinting at the delights of her bosom the gown, however, now, was discolored, stained and torn
much of the trip she had been fettered, her belly to the nast; also, on ~he right side, it was
torn to the hip, revealing her thigh, calf and ankle; this had happened when, on the voyage, she
had been
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put on the oar; her hose and shoes had been renoved in Scagnar. She stood proudly. She was what
t he Forkbeard had-sought; she was his prize.

"So that," said Otar, his hands on his heavy belt, inlaid with gold, "is HIda the Haughty,
daughter of Thorgard of Scagnar!"

"@Qunnhild is better!" said Pouting Lips.

"Who is Gunnhil d?" asked Hilda, coldly.

"I am Qunnhild," said ~unnhild. She stood proudly on the arrn of the Forkbeard, the white kirtle
split to her beliy, the black iron at her throat.

"A bond-mai d!" | aughed Hilda, contenptuously.

@unnhild stared at her, in fury.
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"@unnhild ;s better!" said Pouting Lips.

"Strip themand see," said Otar

H | da turned white.

The Forkbeard turned about and, one arm about Pudding, the other about Gunnhild, started fromthe
dock.

Hlda followed him to his left.

"She heels nicely," said Otar. The nmen and bond-mai ds | aughed. The Forkbeard stopped. Hilda's
face burned red with fury, but she kept her head high.

Pet sleen are taught to heel; so, too, sonetinmes, are bondmaids; | was famliar with this sort of
thing, of course; in the south it was quite common for slave girls, in various fashions in various
cities, to heel their masters.

Hiida, of coursej was a free wonan. For her to heel was an incredible hunmiliation

The Forkbeard started off again, and then again stopped. Again, Hilda foll owed himas before.
"She is heeling!" [aughed Qtar.

There were tears of rage in Hlda s eyes. Wiat he said, of course, was true. She was heeling. On
his ship the Forkbeard had taught her, though a free wonan, to heel

It had not been a pleasant voyage for the daughter ~f Thorgard of Scagnar. She had been, fromthe

begi nning, fettered with her belly to the mast. For a filll day, too, the coverlet had been |eft
tied over her head, fastened by the
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twi ce-turned, knotted scarf about her neck. On the secon day, it had been thrust up only that the
spi ke of a water ba~ could be thrust between her teeth, and then replaced; on he third day the
coverlet was torn away and, with the scar~ thrown overboard; |var Forkbeard, on that day, watered
he~ and, with a spoon, fed her a bit of bond-maid gruel
Starving she had snatched at jt greedily.

How eagerly you eat the gruel of bond-nmaids," he had conment ed.
Then she had refused to eat nore. But, the next day, to his anusenment, she reachedl forth her
mout h eagerly for the nourishnent.
On the f~th day, and thereafter, for her feedings, he would tie her ankles and rel ease her from
the mast, her wlsts ~hen tettered before her, that she nmight feed herself.
After the fifth day he fed her broths and sone neats, that she mi ght have good col or.
Wth the inmprovenent n her diet, as was his expectation, sonething of her haughti ness and ~enper
returned.
On the eighth day he rel eased her fromthe nmast, that she m ght waLk about the ship
Atter she had wal ked about, he had said to her, "Are you ready to heel ?"
"I amnot a pet sleen!" she had cried. - -
"Put her to the oar," had said the Forkbeard.
Hi | da, cl othed, had been roped, hand and foot, and body, on her back, head down, to one of the
ni net een-f oot oars.
"You cannot do lhis to ne," she cried.
Then, to her nmisery, she felt the oar nove. "I ama free woman!" she cried
Then, |ike any bond-naid, she found herself plunged beneath the cold green surface of Thassa.
The oar lifted.
"I arn the daughter of Thorgard of Scagnar!" she cried, sp~t~ln~ wa-er, half Dblinded.
Then | he oar dipped again. Wien it pulled her next fromthe water, she was ciearly te~ified. She
had swal | oned water. She had | earned what any bond-maid swi~tly | earns, that one
~ 149
nmust apply oneself, and be rational, if one will survive on the oar. One nust followits rhythm
and, as soon as th~surface is broken, expel air and take a deep breath. In this fashion a girl may
live on the oar.
For a tine the Forkbeard watched her, |eaning on hi elbows, on the rail, but then he left the
rail
He did, however, have Gormwatch her, with a spear. Twice in the afternoon Gorm struck away sea
sleen frorn the girl's body. Once he thrust away one of the white sharks of the northern waters,
The second of the sea sleen it had been which, with its sharp teeth, making a strike, but falling
short, had torn away her green velvet gown on the right side fromthe hip to the hemine; a long
strip of it, like a ribbon, was in its teeth as it darted away.
She had not been on the oar for half an Ahn when she had begun to beg her rel ease; a few Ehn
| ater, she had begun to beg to heel the Forkbeard.
But it was not until evening that the oar lifted, and she was rel eased. She was fed hot broths and
fettered again tO the nast.
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The Forkbeard said nothing to her, but, the next day, when the sun was hot on the deck, and he
rel eased her for her exercise, and he wal ked about the deck, she, though a free wonan, heel ed him
perfectly. The crew had roared with laughter. I, too, had smled. Hlda the Haughty, daughter of
Ths)rgard o~ Scagn~r, had been taught to heel

| var Forkbeard left the dock, his arm~ about Puddi ng and Gunnhild, who | eaned agai nst him

Hi | da, head high, followed him

Pouting Lips rall beside her. "Gunnhild is better!" she cried.

Hi |1 da paid her no attention

"Thick ankles!" said Pretty Ankles.

"She has a rowi ng bench inside her gown," said Oga

"Broad in the beam" | aughed another girl.

Suddenly, in fury, Hilda struck at them The Forkbeard turned about. "What is going on here?" he
asked.

"W were telling her how ugly she is," said Pouting Lips.
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"I am ~ot ugly!" cried Hilda.
"Rermove your clothing," said the Forkbeard.

Her eyes wi dened with horror. -"Never!" she cried. "Never!"
The nen and bond- mai ds about | aughed.
"You have taught me to heel," she said, "lvar Forkbeard, but you have not taught ne to obey!"

"Strip her," said the Forkbeard to the bond-nmaids. They | eaped eagerly upon Hilda the Haughty.

In monents the proud girl, naked, was held before the Forkbeard. O ga held one arm Pretty Ankles
t he ot her.

"@Qunnhild is better,"” said Pouting Lips.

It was true. But Hilda the Haughty was a superb piece of female flesh. In al nbst any market she
woul d surely have drawn a high price.

She struggled, held. She had a fair throat, good shoul ders; she was narvel ously breasted; her
wai st was such that one could get his hands on it well; she n~ight have been a bit broad in the
beam but | had no objection to this; in the north it is called the love cradle; it was well
adapted to cushion the shocks of an oarsnman's pleasure; in the south she would have been said to
be sweetly hipped; if the Forkbeard wi shed to breed her she woul d bear healthy, strong young to
his thralls, enriching his ~arm her thighs, too, were |ovely, and her cal ves; her ankles, while
not thick, as Pretty Ankles had asserted, were heavier than those of Thyri, or Pretty Ankles
herse~; Hilda was, of course, a sonmewhat large~ girl; she was probably sonme five years oider than
Pretty Ankles, and a year or so older than Thyri; Gunnhild was |larger than Hilda; she was al so, |
ex~?ected, about a year or two older. | had no objection to Hilda's ankles; | found themquite

Il ovely; they would take a common girlf~tter nicely, with about a quarter inch tolerance.

Then Hil da stopped struggling and, held, head high, regarded the Forkbeard.

He exam ned her with grloat care, as he had his Sa-Tarna, and his aninmals, when he had inspected
his farm

He got up from his knees, where he had been feeling the 151

firmess of her left calf and ankle.

Then he said to the bond-naids, "Take her to the whipping post.

The bond- nai ds, |aughing, dragged Hilda to the post, stout, of peeled wood, which stood outside
the hall. Otar then, with a scrap of binding fiber, crossed and rudely bound, before her body,
the wists of the daughter of Thorgard of Scagnar; he then, reaching up, fastened her wists to
the heavy iron ring over her head. Her breasts were agai nst the post; she could not place her
heel s on the ground.

"How dare you place ne in this position, |var Forkbeard!" she demanded. "I ama free wonan!"
"Bring the five-strap slave slash," said Ivar Forkbeard to Gunnhild.
"Yes, ny Jarl," she said, smling. She ran to fetch it.

"I am the daughter of Thorgard of Scagnar," said Hlda. "Rel ease ne i mediately."

The | ash was placed by Gunnhild in the hand of I|var Forkbeard.

Otar threwthe girl's hair forward, so that it fell before her shoul ders.

"No!" cried Hilda.

The Forkbeard touched her back with the whip; his fist held the handl e and, too, beneath his fist,
fol ded back, were the five straps. He tapped her twice.

"No!" she cried. "Please, no!"

W fell back to give the Forkbeard room and he shook | oose the straps and drew back his arm
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The first stroke threw her against the post; | saw the astonishrnent,~n her eyes, then the pain;

t he daughter of Thorgard seened stunned; then she howed in misery; it was only then that she
realized what the whip mght do toa girl. "I will obey you!" she screaned. "I will obey you!"

| var Forkbeard, experienced in the disciplining of wonmen, did not deliver the second stroke for a
full Ehn. In this tine, she screaned, over and over, "I wll obey you!" Then he struck agai n. Her
body, again, was struck against the post; her hands twisted in the binding fiber; her entire body
rubbed on
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the post, in agony, pressing against it; tears burst fromhe eyes; she was on her tiptoes,
pressing agai nst the post; he~ thighs were on either side of the post; but the post did nol -
yield; she was fastened to it. Then he struck again. Sh~ withed, twi sting and howing. 'sl ask
only to obey you!" she cried. "I beg to obey you!" Wen he next struck she could only close her
eyes in pain. She could then scarcely breathe. She gasped. No | onger could she how or scream She
tensed, teeth gritted, her body itself a silent scream of agony. But the blow did not then fall
Was the beating done~ Then she was struck again. The last five blows were de livered with her
hanging in the binding fiber, her body agai nst the post, her face to one side of it. She was then
rel eased fromthe post and fell to her hands and knees. The beating had been quite light, only
twenty strokes. Yet | did not think it would be soon that the daughter of Thorgard of Scagnar
woul d wish to find herself again at the post. The beating had been, though light, quite adequate
to its purpose, which was to teach her, a captive, the whip.

No female forgets it.

She | ooked up at the Forkbeard in msery.

"Bring her clothing," said the Forkbeard.

It was brought.

"Garb yoursel f," said the Forkbeard.

Pai nful Iy, alnost unable to stand, tears in her eyes, inch by inch, the girl drew on her garnents.
She then stood there anmobng us, bent over, tears staining her cheeks. She wore the dress of green
velvet trimmed with gold, it torn fromthe collar, it ripped at the right side

She | ooked at him
"Rermove your cl ot hing,
She stripped hersel f.
"Gather the clothing," said the Forkbeard.

She dl d so.

"Go now to the kitchen of the hall,"” said he. "In th,e fi.re there, burn your cl othing,
conpletely."”

"Yes, lvar Forkbeard," she said.

"Qunnhild will acconpany you," he said. "Wen you

he sai d.
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have burned your garnments, every bit of them then beg Gunnhild to set you about your duties.”
"What duties, ny Jarl," asked Gunnhild.

"Tonight we feast," said |var Forkbeard. "The feast nust be prepared.”

"She is to help prepare the feast?" asked Gunnhil d.

"And serve it," said the Forkbeard

"I see, then, the nature of her duties," said Gunnhild, sniling.

"Yes," said Ivar Forkbeard. He regarded H lda. "You will beg Gunnhild to set you about the duties
of a bond-maid."

"Yes," said she, "lvar Forkbeard."

"Hurry now," | aughed he.

Weepi ng, clutching her clothing, she ran to the hall. The nen and bond-nai ds | aughed rnuchly. |
too, roared with laughter. Hilda the Haughty, daughter of Thorgard of Scagnar, had been taught to
obey.

The shrieking of Pouting Lips, as she yielded to Gorm supine, kicking in the furs, rang through
the | ow, snoking hall

I thrust Thyri fromnmny |lap, and seized A ga by the wist, as she hurried past, throwi ng her across
ny knees. She, l|aughing, was fleeing Qtar who, drunkenly, was stunbling after her. | pulled
Oga's face to mine and our lips nmet, | forcing ny kiss to her teeth. Her naked body, coll ared,
suddenly responded to mine, and she reached for ne with her hands. "MyJarl!" she whi spered. But |
thrust her up, holding her by the arns, into the hands of Qtar, who, |aughing, tbrew her lightly
over his shoulder and turned about. | saw her head and shoul ders, and her body, to the waist, over
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his shoul der, her small fists poundi ng nmeaningl essly on his back. He carried her into the darkness
and threw her to the furs. "MyJarl," whi npered Thyri, crouching beside me, touching ne. Wth a

| augh, she crying out with pleasure, | took again the young | ady of Kassau, the bond-nmaid, Thyri,
in nm arns.

Pretty Ankles hurried past, carrying a great trencher of roast neat on her small shoul der
"Mead!" called Ivar Forkbeard, from across from ne.

"Mead!" He held out the great, curved horn, with its rimfillgreed gold.

Puddi ng and Gunnhild knelt on the bench, snuggli~ against him one on either side. But they did
not run to fet~ his mead. That duty, this night, befell another

Hi | da t he Haughty, ~daughter of Thorgard of Scagnar, stripped as any bond-maid, froma |large
bronze vess~ poured nead for the Forkbeard.

The men | aughed.

She, though free, poured nmead as a bond-maid. The h~ roared with pleasure. Mghty insult had thus
been wroug] upon Thorgard of Scagnar, eneny of |var Forkbeard. H daughter, stripped, poured mead
in the hall of his eneme

Too, they had taught her to heel and obey. Rich was tl pleasure of Ivar Forkbeard.

He reached out his hand, to touch the daughter of Tho gard of Scagnar

She shrank back, terrified.

The Forkbeard | ooked upon her, anused. "Wuld you n care to play in the furs?" he asked her
"No," she said, shuddering.

"Let me play," whinpered Pudding. "Let nme play," whi pered Gunnhild.

"Do not m sunderstand ne, |var Forkbeard," whispere Hilda. If you order ne to the furs | shal
obey you, an swiftly. | will conply with your slightest wi sh, exactly an pronptly. | will do
whatever | amtold."

Puddi ng and Gunnhil d | aughed.

Otar stunbled up, putting his hand on one of the post~ By a length of ship's rope, he had tied
Oga to his belt. Sh | ooked at me; her eyes shone; her |ips were parted; she pu out her hand; |
paid her no attention; she | ooked down, fis clenched, and whinpered. | smled. I would use her
befor the ni ght was done.

"It is said," intoned tar, "that Hilda the Haughty daughter of Thorgard of Scagnar, is the

col dest of wonen.'

"Do you find nmen of interest?" asked the Forkbeard c

"No," she said. "I do not."

O tar |aughed.

"Are you not curious," asked Ivar of the daughter of Thorgard of Scagnar, "what it would be to
feel on your body their hands, their nouths?"

'sMen are beasts!" she cried.

"Their teeth?" he asked.

"Men are hateful," she wept. "They are terrible beasts, using girls as their prey!" She | ooked
about at the bondmaids. "Resist them" she cried. "Resist them"

Puddi ng threw bac~ her head and | aughed. "Resistance is not pernitted," she |aughed.

"Throw her in the furs,"” cried Pretty Ankles. "Then she will |earn whether she knows what she is
taL~i ng about or not.

"Throw her in the furs," cried another bond-maid. "Thr~w her in the furs,
"Throw her in the furs," cried the bond-naids.

Hi | da shuddered, terrified.

"Silence!" called out Ivar Forkbeard.

There was sil ence.

"What ," asked |var Forkbeard of Hilda, "if | should order you to the furs?"

"I would obey you imediately,"” she said. "I have felt the whip," she expl ai ned.

"But of your own free will you would be unlikely to enter upon the furs?" asked lvar.

"Of course not," she said.

~CGorm who had now di sentangl ed hinself from Pouting Lips, joined the circle about the table,
where we sat, others standing. She was behind him conbing her hair with a comb of horn.

"She is Hilda the Haughty," laughed OQtar. "She is the col dest of wonen!"

Hi | da stood straight, her head high

"Otar, Gorm" said the Forkbeard. "Take her to the ice shed. Leave her there, bound hand and
foot."

The bond- nai ds shrieked with pleasure. Men pounded 156

cal l ed yet anot her.
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their left shoulders with the palms of their right hand ~ome pounded their plates on the heavy

boards of t~ wooden table.

Qtar delayed only I ong enough to untie Oga fromh belt. He had tied her there by ship's rope,
knotted about h~ stomach. He |eft the rope about her stomach, but, with i free end, pulling her
arns about one of the roof posts, tie her hands together

He then left, following Gorm who had dragged Hild fromthe hall

She tried futilely to free herself. She | ooked at nme, agc nized. "Untie ne," she begged.

| 1 ooked at her.

"My body wants you, Tarl Red Hair," she wept. "M- body needs you!"

| |1 ooked away from her, paying her no nore attention. ] heard her npan, and rub her body on the

post. "I need you Tarl Red Hair," she whi npered.
I would | et her snolder for another Ahn or two. By thal tine her body woul d be ready. To ny
slightest touch it would | eap, helpless, squirmng, in ny arms. | would use her tw ce, the second

time in the lengthy use of the Gorean master, that use in which, over an Ahn, the femal e slave or
bond-maid is shown no nercy.

"Mead!" | called. Pretty Ankles rushed to serve ne. | again bent to kiss the lips of Thyri

Late and fully were we feasting when the thrall-boy, tugging on the sleeve of Ivar ~orkbeard, said
to him "MJarl, the wench in the ice shed begs to be freed."

"How | ong has she begged?" asked the Forkbeard.

"For nmore than two Ahn," said the boy, grinning. He was nale.

"Good boy," said the Forkbeard, and tore hima piece of neat.

"Thank you, nyJarl," said the boy. The boy, unlike the adult nmale thralls, was not chained at
~ight in the bosk shed Ivar was fond of him He slept, chained, in the kitchen

"Red Hair, Gorrn," said the Forkbeard. "Fetch the littl~ Ubara of Scagnar."

We smi | ed.

"Gorm" said the Forkbeard. "Before she is freed, see that her thirst is assuaged."

"Yes, Captain," said Gorm

We carried a torch to the ice shed. W opened the heavy door, lined with leather, and lifted the
torch, closing the door behind us.

In the light of the torch we saw H | da. W approached nore cl osely.

She lay on her side, in msery, across great blocks of ice; she could lift her head and shoul ders
no nore than six inches fromthe ice; she could draw her ankles toward her body no nore than six
i nches; small chips of wood, in which the ice is packed, clung about her body; she was bound, hand
and foot, her wists behind her, her ankles crossed and tied. Two ropes prohibited her from
struggling to either a sitting or kneeling position, one running fromher right ankle across the
ice toaring in the side of the shed, the other runnin,~ fromher throat across the ice to a
simlar ring on the other side of the shed.

"Pl ease," she wept.

Her teeth chattered; her |ips were bl ue.

She | ay before us, on her back

"Pl ease," she wept, piteously, "I beg to be pernmitted to run to the furs of Ivar Forkbeard."

We | ooked down on her. "I beg!" she cried. "I beg to be pernmitted to run to his furs!"

Gor m unbound the rope from her ankle, that which hadhel d her |egs straight, and that on her
throat, which had prevented her fromlifting her shoul ders and head.

He did not unbind her wists and ankles. He |ifted her to a sitting position. She trenbled with
col d, whinpering. "I have brought you a drink," he said. 'Drink it eagerly, Hlda the Haughty."
"Yes, yes!" she whispered, her teeth chattering.

Then, hol di ng her head back, and lifting the cup to her

158

nmout h, he gave her of the drink he had brought with him

And eagerly, whinpering, shuddering with cold, did Hilda tke Haughty drink down the slave w ne.

Gor m unbound her and threw her over his shoulder; so stiff and trenbling with cold, and stiff from
the ropes, was she that she could not stand.

I put nmy hand on her body; it was |ike ice. She was whinpering with cold, her head hangi ng down,
over CGorm s back; her long hair fell to the back of his knees.

I lit the way with the torch, and we took her to the hall of the Forkbeard.

We carried her through the darkness and snoke of the hall, between the posts.

The Forkbeard was sitting on the end of his couch, his boots on the fioor

Gormthrew her, on her knees, at the feet of the Forkbeard. Her head was down; her hair was over
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his boots. She trenmbled with cold.

Men and bond- mai ds gat hered about .

The left side of her body was illum nated dully, redly, fromthe coals of the fire pit. The right
side of her body was in darkness.

"Who are you?" demanded the Forkbeard.

"Hilda," she wept, "daughter of Thorgard of Scagnar."

"Hil da the Haughty?" he asked.

"Yes," she wept, head down, "Hilda the Haughty."

"What do you want?" he asked.

"To share your furs," she wept.

"Are you not a free woman?" he asked.

"I beg to share your furs, lvar Forkbeard," she wept.

He rose to his feet and shoved back a long table, and a bench, on the other side of the fire pit.
Wth his heel he drewin the dirt of the floor a bond-maid circle.

She | ooked at him

Then he gestured that she mght enter his couch. Gratefully, she craw ed upon the couch, his
section of that furcovered, dirt sleeping level, and, trenbling, shuddering with cold, draw ng her
body up, drew the furs about her. She lay

159

huddl ed in the furs. Her body shook beneath them W heard her nopan.

"Mead!" called Ivar Forkbeard, returning to the table. Pudding was first to reach him wth a horn
of mead.

"Pl ease cone to ny side, lvar Forkbeard!" wept Hilda. "I freeze! Hold ne! Please hold ne!"

"Let that be a lesson in passion to you other bond-naids,"” |aughed OQtar

There was nuch | aughter, and nost fromthe beautiful, nude slaves of the nmen of Torval dsland, hot,
collared, and eager in their brawny arns.

The Forkbeard, |aughing, drained the horn. "Mead!" he cried. Gunnhild served him

After this second horn of mead the Forkbeard, wiping his mouth with his arm turned about and went
to his furs.

He how ed with m sery.

"She is the col dest of wonen!" |aughed Otar

"Hold me, Forkbeard!" she wept. "Hold ne please!"

"WIIl you serve ne well?" asked the Forkbeard.

"Yes," she cried. "Yes! Yes! Yes! Yes!"

But the Forkbeard did not nmake her serve himthen but, firmy, held her body, |ocked in his arns,
that of his prisoner, to his, warmng her. After half of an Ahn | saw her, delicately, eyes
frightened, Iift her head and put her lips to his shoulder; softly, timdly, she kissed him and
then | ooked into his eyes. Suddenly she was flung on her back and his huge hand, roughened from
the hilt of the sword, the handle of the ax, was at her body. "Ch no!" she cried. "No!"

Bets were made at the table. | bet on Ivar Forkbeard. Wthin an Ahn, Hilda the Haughty, to the
jeers of men, the taunts of bond-maids, on her hands and knees, head down, hair falling forward,
crept to the circle of the bond-maid, which Ivar Forkbeard had drawn in the dirt of the hall floor

bet ween the posts. The coals of the fire pit illunminated the left side of her body. She craw ed
bef ore the bond-nai ds the oarsnen. She entered the circle, and then, within the circle, stood up
She stood very straight, and her head was up. "I amyours, |var Forkbeard," she said. "I am
yours!"

160

He gestured to her, and she fled fromthe circle, to join him to throw herself at his side, to
beg his touch, his bondnaid.

I collected nine tarn di sks and two pi eces of broken plate, plundered two years ago from a house
on the eastern edge of Skjern.

@unnhi | d had been given by the Forkbeard to Gormfor the night. | saw him hol ding her by the arm
and pushing her ahead of himto his furs. This night her ankle would be held by his fetter, -not
that of the Forkbeard. The Forkbeard had of fered nme Pudding, but, generously, thinking to have
Thyri, | had, after using her once, given her for the night to Otar. Even now she was, kneeling
on his furs, being fettered by the keeper of Ivar Forkbeard's farm You can inmagine ny irritation
when | saw Thyri led past me, her left wist in the grip of an oarsman. She | ooked over her

shoul der at ne, agonized. | blew her a kiss in the Gorean fashion, kissing and gesturing, ny
fingers at the right side of my nmouth, alnmost vertical, then, with the kiss, brushing gently

file:/lIF|/rah/John%20Norman/Norman,%20John%...%20Earth%2009%20-%20Marauders%200f%20Gor.txt (63 of 136) [1/20/03 3:30:06 AM]



file://1F|/rah/Iohn%20N orman/Norman,%20John%20-%20Counter%20Earth%2009%20-%20M arauders%6200f %20Gor . txt

toward her. | had no special claimon-the pretty little bond-naid, no nore than any other anong
t ~he Forkbeard's nen. The delicious little thing, |like the other goods of the hall, was, for nost
practical purposes, for the use of us all. | heard the novenents of chain, the nbans of the

bondnaids in the arms of their masters, nen of-Torval dsl and.
| thought | would sleep alone this night.

"Tarl Red Hair," | heard.
| followed the sound of the voice and, to ny delight, as Qttar had left her, she slipping his mnd
apparently, as she had mne, her hands still tied before her, about the post, kneeling in the

dirt, was O ga
"I hate you, Tarl Red Hair," she said.

I knelt beside her. | had intended to permt her to snolder for a tinme, she nuch aroused, and then
| ater, when she had been nmuch heated with need and desire, when, cruelly deprived, she had been
aching to break into flane, throw her to ny furs, but, unfortunately, | had forgotten about her

"I forgot about you," | told her

161

"I hate you, Tarl Red Hair," she said.
I reached out to touch her. She shrank back in fury.
"Whul d you pl ease untie nme?" she asked.

I did not wish to sleep alone. | wondered if the fires in Oga which, earlier, had burned so
deeply, so hotly, could be truly out. | wondered if they nm ght be rekindl ed.
| slipped, kneeling, behind her. | heard her body nove agai nst the post.

| pushed her collar up, under her chin, and, with two fingers of ny right hand and two fingers of
my left, rubhed the sides of her throat.

"Pl ease untie nme," she whispered.

Her hands withed in the bonds; her body pressed against the post; her left cheek was at the right
side of the post~

My hands | owered t hensel ves on her body. And then, her hands tied about the post, we both
kneelingg | caressed her. She tried to resist, in fury, but | was patient. At last | heard her
sob. "You are master," she said, "Tarl Red Hair." | kissed her on the back of the right shoul der.
She put back her head. "Take me to your filrs? ' she begged. | untied her hands fromthe post,
taking, too, the rope fromher b~lly, by which tar had fastened her to his belt, but lett the
rope on her right wist, its free end in ny hand, to |lead her. But | needed not |ead her. She
foll owed eagerly, trying to press her lips to nmy left shoul der

Before ny sl eeping area, ny rude couch, nmy furs, ~ stopped. | stood behind her

She stood very still, facing the couch, at its foot. She was a bond-nai d. She was property. She
was owned. 'CrForce me," she whi spered. Bond-maids know they are chattel, and relish being treated
as such. Deep in the belly, too, of e~ery female is a desire, nore ancient than the caves, to be
forced to yield to the ruthless donmination of a magnificent, unconprom sing nmale, a naster; deep
within themths~y all wish to submt, vulnerably and conpletely. nude, tO such a beast. This is
completely clear in their fantasies; Earth culture, of course, gives little scope to these bl ood
needs of the beauties of our race; accordingly, these needs, frustrated, tend to ex 162

pre~s thensel ves in neurosis, hys~eria and hostility. Technol ogy and social structures, lollow ng
their own dynam cs, in~egral to their devel opment and expansi on, have |eft behind the pitiful
rational animals who are their builders and the~r vlc~ins. W have built our own cage, and de~end
it against those who would shatter its | ocks

M-, lett hand held her left arm with ny right hand I forc.ed her right wist behind her back;
thrust it up. she cried out, suddenly, with nmisery; |I threw her to the furs; scarcf |y had she
struck them crying out, belly down, than I had clasped the tetter of black iron about her ankle;
chai ned, she turned to face nme, sitting on the furs, tears in her eyes, her hands back, her |egs

flexed. | discarded the | eather and tur of Torvaldsland. Wth a novenent of the chain she knelr on
the turs, her head down. | entered up~n the furs. "To your belly," | said, "ankles a foot apart."
"Yes, ny Jarl," she said. | then began to caress her, beneath th~ ,hins, on the inside~ of her

feet, behind the backs ~f her knees~ at the sides of her breasts, high between her thighs. By ~he
~ensility of her muscles, the novenents of her body, sonmetin es her tiny cries, her breathing, she

ir~structed nme in her weakness, which I, as a warrior, mght then exploit. Wen | was satisfied,
threw her to her back.

"I amtold," | told her, "that Oga is one of the best of the bond-nuaids."

She |lifted her body to ne, begging for nmy touch. |I fondled th~ extent o~ her, kissing and |icking.
"What have you done to ny body?" she whispered. "I have never felt this way, this deeply, this

~ully, before."
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"What does your body tell you?' ; | asked.
"Tha~ | will be a marvel to you, Tarl Red Hair," she whispered. "A marvel!"
"Please me," | told her

"Yes, m- Jarl," she wept. "Yes!"
And when she had nuch pleased nme, | finished with her, in the Iirs~ taking.
"Hold ne," she wept.

"I shall hold you," | told her, "and then, in a tinme, bond-maid, you will be again used."
She | ooLed at ne, startled.
"This," | told her, "is the first taking. It's purpose is only to warmyou for the second."

She clutched ne, not speaking.
| held her, tightly.
"Can | endure such pleasure?" she asked, frightened.

"You are bond," | told her. "You will have no choice."

"I~y Jarl," she asked, frightened, "is it the second taking of the Gorean master, to which you
intend to subject nme?"

"Yes," | told her.

"I have heard of it," she wept. "In it," she gasped, "the girl is permtted no quarter, no mercy!"
"That is true," | told her

We |ay together, silently, | holding her, she against nme, chained, for sonething |ike half of an

Ahn. Then | touched
"She lifted her head. "Is it beginning?" she asked.

"Yes," | told her.

"~lay a bond-maid beg one favor of her Jarl?" she asked.

"Perhaps," | said.

She | eaned over ne. | felt her hair brush ny body. "Be nerciless," she whispered. "Be nerciless,"
she begged.

"That is ny intention,”" | told her, and threw her to he

~Never have | yielded as | yielded now," she wept.
jewels on Gor!"

woul d not exchange ny collar for all the

| held her. In time, she slept. |, too, then, slept. It wa t~vo Ahn before dawn. In one Ahn Otar
and the Forkbeard woul d be up, arousing the nmen. The serpent, the afte noon before, had been
readi ed. This norning, at daw- the serpent would | eave the small wharf, dipping oars, gli ing

through fog on the inlet, the result of the cooler |la w nds noving over the somewhat warner water
ol the e croaching Torval dstream |var Forkbeard, not wi sely perhaps, was deternm ned to attend the
Thing. He had there, his opinion, an appointnent to keep, with Svein Blue Toot a great Jarl of
Torval dsl and, who had outl awed hi m

Chapter 10 A Kur will address the Thing

Roped together by the wist, on the turf of the thing-fair, we grappl ed.

H s body slipped in nmy hand. | felt ny right wist drawn back, at the side of mhead, his two
hands closed on it. He grunted. He was strong. He was Ketil, of Blue Tooth's high farm chanpion
of Torval dsl and.

My back began to bend backward; | braced nyself as | could, right |eg back, bent, left leg
forward, bent.

The men about cried out. | heard bets taken, specul ations exchanged.

Then nmy right wist, to cries of wonder, began to lift and straighten; my armwas then straight,
before ny body; | began, inch by inch, to lower it, toward the ground; if he did retain his grip;
he woul d, at ny feet, be forced to his knees. He released ny wist, with a cry of fury. The rope
between us, a yard in length, pulled taut. He regarded ne, astonished, wary, enraged.

| heard hands striking the I eft shoul ders; weapons struck on shi el ds.

Suddenly the chanpion's fist struck toward ne, beneath the rope. | caught the blow, turning, on
the side of ny left thigh

There were cries of fury fromthe watchers.

I took then the right armof the chanmpion, his wist in nmy right hand, ny left hand on his upper
arm and extended the armand turned it, so that the pal mof his hand was up.

Then, at the elbow, | broke it across ny right knee. | had had enough of him

| untied the rope frommny waist and threw it down. He knelt on the turf, whinpering, tears
stream ng down his face.

The hands of nmen pounded on ny back. | heard their cries of pleasure

I turned about and saw the Forkbeard. His hair was wet; he was drying his body in a cloak. He was
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grinning. "Greetings, Thorgeir of Ax Jacier," saidi. "Greetings, Red Hair," said he. Ax d acier
was far to the north, a glacier spilling between two nountains of stone, taking init's path to
the sea, spreading, the formof the ax. The nen of the country of Ax G acier fish for whal es and
hunt snow sl een. They cannot farmthat far to the north. Thorgeir, it so happened, of course, was
the only nan of the Ax dacier country, which is usually taken as the northern border of
Torval dsl and, before the ice belts of Gor's arctic north, who was at the thing-fair. "How went the
swi nmi ng?" | asked him "The talmit of skin of sea sleen is nine!" he laughed. The talnit is a
headband. It is not unusual for the men of Torvaldsland to wear them though none of Forkbeard's
men did.. They followed an outlaw. Sone talmts have special significance. Special talmts
sonetime distinguish officers, and Jarls; or a district's lawren, in the pay of the Jarl; the
different districts, too, sonetines have different styles of talmt, varying in their material and
design; talnmits, too, can be awarded as prizes. That Thorgeir of Ax d acier had won the sw mm ng
nmust have seened strange indeed to those of the thing-fair. Inmersion in the waters of Ax d acier
country, unprotected, will conmonly bring about death by shock, within a matter of Ihn. Sonetines
I wondered if the Forkbeard nmight be mad. H s sense of hurmour, | thought, might cost us all our
lives. There was probably not one man at the thing-fair who took himtruly to be of Ax d acier
nost obviously he did not have the epicanthic fold, which helps to protect the eyes of the nen of
Ax d aci er against extrene cold; further, he was nmuch too large to be taken easily as a man of Ax
G acier; their diet does not produce, on the whole, large bodies; further, their climte tends to
select for short, fat bodies, for such, physiologically, are easiest to maintain in the
therostatic equilibriumin great cold; long, thin bodies, of course, are easiest to mamintain
therostatic equilibriumin great heat, providing nore exposure for cooling. Lastly, his coloring,
though his hair was dark, was surely not that of the far north, but, though swarthy, nore akin to
that of Torval dsland, particularly western Torval dsland. Only a madman, or a fool, night have
taken seriously his claimto be of the Ax @ acier country. Mich specul ati on had coursed anong t he
contest fields as to the true identity of the snooth-shaven Thorgeir.

Prior to his winning the swinmng he had won talmts for clinmbing the "mast", a tall pole of
needl e wood, sone fifty feet high, snoothed and peeled: for junmping the "crevice", actually a
broad junp, on level |and, where marks are nade with strings, to the point at which the back hee
strikes ther earth; wking the "oar", actually, a long pole; and throwi ng the spear, a real spear

I am pl eased to say, both for distance and accuracy; counting the distance and the accuracy of the
spear events as two events which they are, he had thus, prior to the swiming, won five talmts.
He had done less well in the singing contest, though he much prided himself on his singing voice;
he thought, in that one, the judges had been against him he did not score highly either in the
conposition of poetry contest nor in the rhym ng ganes; "I amnot a skald,"” he explained to ne
later; he did nmuch better, | might nmention, in the riddl e guessing; but not well enough to wi n; he
m ssed the following riddle; "Wat is black, has eighty legs and eats gol d?"; the answer, though
it might not seem obvious, was Bl ack Sleen, the ship of Thorguard of Scagnar; the Forkbeard's
answer had been Bl ack Shark, the |egendary ship of Torvald, reputed discoverer and first Jarl of

Torval dsl and; he acknow edged his defeat in this contest, however, gracefully; "I was a fool." He
grunbled to ne. "I should have known!" Though | attenpted to console him he renai ned nmuch put out
with hinself, and for nore than an Ahn afterward.

In spite of his various |osses, he had, even in his own nodest opinion, done quite well in the

contests. He was in excellent hunor.

Per haps the nost serious incident of the contests had occurred in one of the games of bat and
ball; in this contest there are two nmen on each side, and the object is to keep the ball out of
the hands of the other team no one man may hold the ball for nore than the referee's count of
twenty; he may, however, throw it into the air, provided it is thrown over his head, and catch it
again hinself; the ball may be thrown to a partner, or struck to himw th the bat; the bat, of
course, drives the ball with incredible force; the bats are of heavy wood, rather broad, and the

ball, about two inches in dianmeter, is also of wood, and extrenely hard; this is something like a
ganme of "keep away" with two nen in the mddle. | was pleased that | was not involved in the play.
Shortly after the first "knock off", in which the ball is served to the eneny, Gorm who was
Ivar's partner, was struck cold with the ball, it driven fromthe opponent's bat; this, |

gathered, is a common trick; it is very difficult to intercept or protect oneself froma bal
struck at one with great speed froma short distance; it |ooked quite bad for lIvar at this point,
until one of his opponents, fortunately, broke his leg, it comng into violent contact with lvar's
bat. This contest was called a draw. Ilvar then asked nme to be his partner. | declined. "It is all
right," said Ivar, "even the bravest of nen may decline a contest of bat-and-ball." | acceded to
his judgnment. There are various forns of ball gane enjoyed by the men of Torval dsl and; sonme use
bats, or paddles; in the winter, one such game, quite popular, is played, nen running and sli pping
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about, on ice; whether there is any renote connection between this game and ice hockey, | do not
know, it is, however, ancient in Torvaldsland; Torvald hinself, in the sagas, is said to have been
skilled at it. lvar Forkbeard, or Thorgeir of Ax Gacier, as we mght call him had won, all told,
counting the swinming talmt, six talnts.

He was much pl eased.

In the norning talmts would be awarded personally by the hand of Svein Blur Tooth.

"Let us, this afternoon," said |var Forkbeard, "give ourselves to strolling."

That seermed to nme not a bad idea, unless a better m ght have been to flee for our lives.

In the nmorning we might find ourselves chained at the foot of cauldrons of boiling tharlarion oil

But soon I, follow ng the Forkbeard, together with sone of his nen, pressed in anong the throngs
of the thing.

| carried nmy short sword. | carried, too, the great bow, unstrung, wth quiver of arrows.

The Forkbeard, too, and his nen, were arnmed. Blows are not to be struck at the thing, but not even
the law of the thing, with all its might, would have the ternerity to advise the man of

Torval dsland to arrive or nove about unarmed. The nan of Torval dsl and never |eaves his house

unl ess he is arnmed; and, within his house, his weapons are always near at hand, usually hung on
the wall behind his couch, at |least a foot beyond the reach of a bond-nmai d whose ankle is chai ned.
Shoul d she, lying on her back, |ook back and up she sees, on the wall, the shield, the helnet, the
spear and ax, the sword, in its sheath, of her master. They are visible synbols of the force by
whi ch she is kept in bondage, by which she is kept only a girl, whose belly is beneath his sword.
Most of the men at the thing were free farners, blond-haired, blue-eyed and proud, nen with strong
i mbs and wor k-roughened hands; many wore braided hair; many wore talmts of their district; for
the thing their holidy best had been donned; nany wore heavy wool en jackets, scrubbed with water
and bosk urine, which contains anmonia as it's cleaning agent; all were armed, usually with ax or
sword; some wore their helnmets; others had them with their shields, slung at their back. At the
thing, to which each free man rmust cone, unless he work his farm al one and cannot |eave it, each
man must be present, for the inspection of his Jarl's officer, a helnet, shield and either sword
or ax or spear, in good condition. Each man, generally, save he in the direct hire of the Jarl, is
responsi bl e fot the existence and condition of his own equi pnent and weapons. A man in direct fee
with the Jarl is, in effect, a nercenary; the Jarl hinself, fromhis gold, and stores, where
necessary or desirable, arms the man; this expense, of course, is seldom necessary in
Torval dsl and; sonetines, however, a man may break a sword or lose an ax in battle, perhaps in the
body of a foe, falling froma ship; in such a case the Jarl would nmake good the | oss; he is not
responsible for simlar |osses, however, anong free farners. Those farmers who do not attend the
thing, being the sole workers on their farns, nust, nonetheless, nmmintain the regulation arnmanent;
once annually it is to be presented before a Jarl's officer, who, for this purpose, visits various
districts. Wien the war arrow is carried, of course, all free nen are to respond; in such a case
the farmmay suffer, and his conpanion and children know great hardship; in leaving his fanily,
the farmer, weapons upon his shoul der, speaks sinply to them "The war arrow has been carried to
my house,” he tells them

We saw, too, nany chieftains, and captains, and mnor Jarls, in the cromd, each with his retinue
These hi gh nen were sunptuously garbed, richly cloaked and hel mreted, often with great axes, inlaid
with gold. Their cloaks were usually scarlet or purple, long and swirling, and held w th gol den

cl asps. They wore them always, as is conmon in Torvaldsland, in such a way that the right arm
the sword arm is free.

Their nen, too, often wore cl oaks, and, about their arns, spiral rings of gold and silver, and

on their wists, jewel-studded bands.

In the crowd, too, much in evidence, were brazen bond-nmaids; they had been brought to the thing,
generally, by captains and Jarls; it is not unusual for nen to bring such slaves with them though
they are not pernmitted near the [aw courts or the assenblies of deliberation; the voyages to the
thing were not, after all, ventures of raiding; they were not enterprises of warfare; there were
three reasons for bringing such girls; they were for the pleasure of nmen; they served, as display
objects, to indicate the wealth of their masters; and they could be bought and sol d.

The Forkbeard had bought with him too, sone bond-naids. They followed us. Their eyes were bright;
their steps were eager; they had been long isolated on the farm rural slave girls, the

For kbeard's wenches, they were fantastically stinulated to see the crowds; they | ooked upon the
thing-fields with pleasure and excitenent; even had they been pernmtted, sone of them to |ook
upon certain of the contests. It is said that such pleasures inprove a fenale slave. Sonetines, in
the south, fenale slaves are dressed in the robes of free wonen, even veiled, and taken by their
masters to see the tarn races, or games, or songs-dranms; many assune that she, sitting regally by
his side, is a conmpanion, or being courted for the conpanionship; only he and she know that their
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true relation is that of master and slave girl; but when they return hone, and the door to his
conmpartnent closes, their charade done, she imediately strips to brand and coll ar, and kneel s,
head to his feet, once again only an article of his property; how scandalized woul d have been the
free woman, had they known that, next to them perhaps, had been sitting a girl who was only sl ave;
but there were no disguises in Torval dsland; there was no mstaking thatthe girls that foll owed
the Forkbeard, or "Thorgeir of Ax Aacier," were bond; to better display his pets, and excite the
envy of others, the Forkbeard had had his girls drop their kirtles |ow upon their hips, and hitch
them high, that their beauty mght be well exhibited, fromtheir collars to sone inches bel ow
their navels, and, too, that the turns of their calves and ankles mght be sinmlarly displayed;
woul d have thought that they m ght have groaned with humliation and attenpted to hide thensel ves
anong us, but, instead, even Pudding and Thyri, they wal ked as proud, shanel ess bond-nmaid; the
exposure of the fenal es navel, on Gor, is known as the "slave belly"; only femal e sl aves expose
their navels; froma vendor, the Forkbeard bought his girls honey cake; with their fingers they
ate it eagerly, crunbs at the side of their nouths.

"Look!" cried Pudding. "A silk girl!" The expression "silk girl" is used, often, anong bond-mai ds
of the north, to refer to their counterparts in the south. The expression reflects their belief
that such girls are spoiled, excessively panpered, indulged and coddl ed, sleek pets, who have
little to do but adorn thenselves with cosnetics and await their masters, cuddled cutely, on

pl ush, scarlet coverlets, fringed with gold. There is some envy in this charge, | think. Mre
literally, the expression tends to be based on the fact that the brief slave tunic of the south,
the single garnent permitted the female slave, is often silk. Southern girls, incidentally, in my
opi ni on, though scarcely as worked as their northern sisters in bondage, a function of the
econom ¢ distinction between the farmand the city, are often worked, and worked hard,
particularly if they have not pleased their masters. Yet, | think their |abors |Iess than those
often perforned by the wife of Earth. This is a consequence of Gor's sinpler culture, in which
there is literally less to do, less to clean, less to care for , and so on, and also of the fact
that the Gorean master, if pleased with the wench, takes care that she is fresh and ready for the
couch. An overworked, weary woman, despondent and tired, is |less responsive to her nmaster's touch
she does not squirmas well. The Gorean naster, treating her as the animal she is, works and
handl es her in such a way that the responses of his passionate, exciting, hot-eyed, slimlegged
pet are kept honed to perfection. Some nen are better at this, of course, than others. There are
scrolls, books, on Gor, which may be purchased inexpensively, on the feeding, care, and training
of female slaves. There are others who claim as would be expected, that the handling of a slave
girl, in order to get the nost out of her, is an inborn gift. Incidentally, for what it is worth,
t hough the southern girl is, | expect, worked |l ess hard then the northern girl, who is commonly
kept isolated on the farm she is nore often than her northern sister put to the switch or whip;
think she lives under a harsher discipline; southern nasters are harder with their girls,
expecting nore fromthem and seeing that they get it; northern girls, for exanple, are sel dom
trained in the detailed, intricate sensuous arts of the female slave; the southern girl, to her

m sery, must often |learn these to perfection; noreover, upon conmand, she nust perform joyfully
and skillfully.

The silk girl was heeling her master, a captain of Torval dsl and. She wore, indeed, a brief tunic
of the south, of golden silk. She wore a collar of gold, and, hanging in her ears, were |oops of
gol d.

"H gh-farmgirls!" she whi spered, as she passed the bond-maids of |var Forkbeard. In the south the
sout hern slave girl comonly regards her northern counterparts as bunpkins, dolts fromthe high
farns on the slopes of the nountains of Torval dsland; she thinks of themas doing little but
swilling tarsk and dunging fields; she regards themas, essentially, nothing nmore than a form of
bosk cow, used to work, to give sinple pleasure to rude nmen, and to breed thralls.

"Cold fish!" cried out Pudding. "Stick!" cried out Pouting Lips.

The silk girl, passing them did not appear to hear them "Pierced-ear girl!" screaned Pouting
l'ips.

The silk girl turned, stricken. She put her hands to her ears. There were sudden tears in her
eyes. Then weeping, she turned away, her head in her hands, and fled after her naster

The bond-nai ds of |var Forkbeard | aughed delightedly. The Forkbeard reached out and seized Pudding
by the back of the neck. He | ooked at her. He al so | ooked at Pouting Lips, who shrank back. He
turned Puddi ng's head. "You wenches," he said, "nmight |ook well with pierced ears.” "Ch, no, ny
Jarl." Wept Pudding. "No!"™ "No," wept Pouting Lips. "Please, no, nmy Jarl!"

"Perhaps," nused the Forkbeard, "I shall have it done to the batch of you upon ny return. Gautrek
can performthis snall task, | expect."

"No," whinpered the girls, huddl ed together. The Forkbeard turned then, and we continued on our
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way. The For kbeard whistled. He was in an excellent mood. In noments the girls, too, were again

| aughi ng and sporting, and pointing out sights to one another. There was only one of the

For kbeard' s wenches who did not sport and | augh. Her name was Dagmar. There was a strap of binding
fibre knotted about her collar. She was | ed by Thyri. Her hands were tied together, behind her
back. She had been brought to the thing to be sold off.

"Let us watch duels," said the Forkbeard. The duel is a device by which many di sputes, |egal and
personal, are settled in Torvaldsland. There are two general sorts, the formal duel and the free
duel . The free duel permts all weapons; there are there are no restrictions on tactics or field
At the thing, of course, adjoining squares are lined out for these duels. If the conbatants

wi shed, however, they m ght choose another field. Such duels, comonly, are held on wave-struck
skerries in Thassa. Two nen are left alone; later, at nightfall, a skiff returns, to pick up the
survivor. The formal duel is quite conplex, and | shall not describe it in detail. Two nmen neet,
but each is pernmitted a shield bearer; the conbatants strike at one another, and the bl ows,
hopefully, are fended by each's shield bearer; three shields are pernmitted to each conbatant; when
these are hacked to pieces or otherw se rendered usel ess, his shield bearer retires, and he nust
defend hinself with his own weapon al one; swords not over a given length, too, are prescribed. The
duel takes place, substantially, on a |large, square cloak, ten feet on each side, which is pegged
down on the turf; outside this cloak there are two squares, each a foot fromthe cloak, drawn in
the turf. The outer corners of the second of the two drawn squares are marked with hazel wands;
there is this a twelve-foot-square fighting area; no ropes are stretched between the hazel wands.
When the first blood touches the cloak the match may, at the agreenment of the conmbatants, or in
the discretion of one of the two referees, be termnated; a price of three silver tarn disks is
then paid to the victor by the loser; the winner commonly then performs a sacrifice; if the w nner
is rich, and the match of great inportance, he may slay a bosk; if he is poor, or the match is not
considered a great victory, his sacrifice my be | ess. These duels, particularly of the forma
variety, are sonetimes used disreputably for gain by unscrupul ous swordsnen. A man, incredibly
enough, may be challenged risks his |life anmong the hazel wands; he may be slain; then, too, of
course, the stake, the farm the conpanion, the daughter, is surrendered by law to the chall enger
The notivation of this custom | gather, is to enable strong, powerful nen to obtain |and and
attractive wonen; and to encourage those who possess such to keep thenselves in fighting
condition. All in all | did not nuch approve of the custom Commonly, of course, the fornal due

is used for nore reputabl e purposes, such as settling grievances over boundaries, or pernitting an
opportunity where, in a case of insult, satisfaction m ght be obtained.

One case interested us in particular. A young man, not nore than sixteen, was preparing to defend
hi nsel f against a large burly fellow, bearded and richly hel neted.

"He is a fanous chanpion," said Ivar, whispering to me, nodding to the large burly fellow "He is
Bj arni of Thorstein Canp." Thorstein Canp, well to the south, but yet north of Einar's Skerry, was
a canmp of fighting men, which controlled the countryside about it, for sone fifty pasangs, taking
tribute fromthe farns. Thorstein of Thorstein's Canp was their Jarl. The canp was od wood,
surrounded by a palisade, built on an island in an inlet, called the inlet of Thorestein Canp,
formally known as the inlet of Parsit, because of the rich fishing there.

The stake in this challenge was the young nan's sister, a conely, blond |ass of fourteen, wth
brai ded hair. She was dressed in the full regalia of a free woman of the north. The clothes were
not rich, but they were clean, and her best. She wore two brooches; and bl ack shoes. The knife had
been renoved fromthe sheath at her belt; she stood straight, but her head was down, her eyes

cl osed; about her neck, knotted, was a rope, it fastened to a stake in the ground near the dueling
square. She was not ot herw se secured.

"Forfeit the girl," said Bjarni of Thorstein Canp, addressing the boy, "and I will not kill you."

"I do not care nuch for the maki ng wonen of Torval dsl and bond," said lvar. "It seens inproper," he
whi spered to ne. "They are of Torval dsl and!"
"Where is the boy's father?" | asked one who stood next to ne.

"He was slain in an aval anche,” said the man

| gathered then that the boy was then owner of the farm He had becone, then, the head of his
househol d. It was, accordingly, up to himto defend as best he coul d, against such a chall enge.
"Way do you chal |l enge a baby?" asked |var Forkbeard.

Bj arni | ooked upon him not pleasantly. "I want the girl for Thorstein Canp," he said. "I have no
quarrel with children."

"WIl she be branded there, and collared?" asked Ivar

"Thorstein Canp has no need for free wonen."

"She is of Torvaldsland," said Ivar.

"She can be taught to squirmand carry nmead as well as any other wench," said bjarni
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| had no doubt this was true. Yet the girl was young. | doubted that a girl should be put in
collar before she was fifteen

Ivar |l ooked at me. "Wuld you like to carry ny shield?" he asked.

| smled. | went to the young nman, who was preparing to step into the area of hazel wands. He was
quite a brave | ad.

Anot her youngster, about his own age, probably froman adjoining farm would carry his shield for
hi m

"What's your nane, Lad?" | asked the young man preparing to enter the square marked off with the
hazel wands.

"Hrolf," said he, "of the Inlet of Geen diffs."

I then took both of the boys, by the scruff, and threw them stunbling, nore than twenty feet away
to the grass.

| stepped on the leather of the cloak. "I'mthe chanpion,” said I, "of Holf of Inlet of Geen
Aiffs.” | unsheathed the sword | wore at my belt.

"He is nmad," said Bjarni

"Who i s your shield bearer?" asked one of the two white-robed referees.

"I am" called the Forkbeard, striding into the area of hazel wands.

"I appreciate the mad bravery,"” said I, "of the good fellow Thorgeir of Ax dacier, but, as we al

know, the nen of Ax d acier, being of a hospitable and peaceful sort, are unskilled in weapons."

| ooked at the Forkbeard. "W are not hunting whales now," | told him "Thorgeir."

The Forkbeard spl uttered.

I turned to the referee. "I cannot accept his aid,” | told him "It would too nuch handi cap ne," |
expl ai ned, "being forced, doubtless, to constantly |ook out for, and protect, one of his presuned
i nept ness. "

"I nept ness!" thundered the Forkbeard.

"You are of Ax G acier, are you not?" | asked him innocently. | smled to nyself. | had, |

t hought, hoi sted the Forkbeard by his own petard.

He | aughed, and turned about, taking his place on the side.

"Who wi Il bear your shield?" asked one of the referees.

"My weapon is nmy shield," | told him lifting the sword. "He will not strike nme."

"What do you expect to do with that paring knife?" asked Bjarni of Thorstein Canp, |ooking at ne
puzzl ed. He thought me mad.

"Your long sword,” | told him "is doubtless quite useful in thrusting over the bal warks of ships,
fastened together by grappling irons, as mine would not be, but we are not now, ny dear Bjarni
engagi ng i n conbat over the bul warks of ships."

"I have reach on you!" he cried.

"But nmy blade will protect me," | said. "Mreover, the arc of your stroke is w der then nine, and
your bl ade heavier. You shall shortly discover that | shall be behind your guard."

"Lying sleen!"™ cried out the nman of Thorstein Canp.

The girl, the rope on her throat, |ooked wildly at nme. The two boys, white-faced, stood behind the
hazel wands. They understood no nore of what was transpiring than nost others of those present.
The chief referee | ooked at ne. His office was indicated by a golden ring on his arm To his
credit, he had, obviously, not rmuch approved of the former match.

"Approve nme," | told him

He grinned. "I approve you," said he, as the chanpion of Holf of Inlet of Geen diffs." Then
he said to ne, "As you are the chanpion of the challenged, it is your right to strike the first
bl ow. "

| tapped the shield of Bjarni of Thorstein Canp, it held by another ruffian fromhis canp, with
the point of nmy sword.

"It is struck," | said.

Wth a cry of rage the shield bearer of Bjarni of Thorstein Canp rushed at ne, to thrust ne back
stunbling, hopefully to put me off ny balance, for the follow ng stroke of his swordsnan.

| stepped to one side. The shield bearer's charge carried himal nost tot he hazel wands. Bjarni
sword high, had followed him | now stood beside Bjarni, the snall sword at his neck. He turned
white. "Let us try again," | said. Quickly he fled back, and was joined by his shield bearer. In
t he second charge, though | do not knowif it were elegant or not, given the properties of the
formal duel, | tripped the shield bearer. One is not supposed to slay the shield bearer but, as
far as | knew, tripping, though perhaps not in the best of form was acceptable. | had, at any
rate, seen it done in an earlier match. And, as | expected, neither of the referees warned ne of
an infraction. | gathered, fromthe swift |ooks on their faces, that they had thought it rather
neatly done, though they are supposed to be objective in such matters. The fell ow went spraw ing.
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Bjarni, quite wisely, he obviously brighter than his shield bearer, had not followed himso
closely this tine, but had hung back. Qur swords nmet tw ce, and then | was under his guard, the
poi nt of ny sword under his chin. "Shall we try again?" | asked.

The shield bearer |eaped to his feet. "Let us fight!" he cried.

Bj arni of Thorestein Canp | ooked at ne. "No," he said. "Let us not try again." He took the point
of his sword and made a cut in his own forearm and held it out, over the leather. Drops fell to
the leather. "My blood," said Bjarni of Thorstein Canp, "is on the leather." He sheathed his
sword.

The girl and her brother, and his friend, and others cried with pleasure.

Her brother ran to her and untied the rope from about her neck

Hs friend, though she was but fourteen, took her in his arns.

Bj arni of Thorstein Canp went to the boy whom he had chall enged. Fromhis wallet he took forth
three tarn disks of silver and placed them one after the other, in the boy's hand. "I am sorry,
Hrolf of the Inlet of Geen Aiffs,” he said, "for having bothered you."

Then Bjarni cane to ne and put out his hand. W shook hands. "There is fee for you in Thorstein
Canp," said he, "should you care to share our kettles and our girls."

"My thanks," said |I. "Bjarni of Thorstein Canp." Then he, with his shield bearer, |eft the |eather
of the square of hazel wands.

"These | give to you, Chanpion," said the boy, trying to push into ny hands the three tarn disks
of silver.

"Save them" Said I, "for your sister's dowy in her conpanionship.”
"Wth what then," asked he, "have you been pai d?"
"Wth sport," | said.

"My thanks, Fighter," said the girl.

"My thanks, too, Chanpion," said the boy who held her

| bowed ny head.

"Boy!" cried the Forkbeard. The boy | ooked at him The Forkbeard threw hima gol den tarn disk.
"Buy a bosk and sacrifice it," said the Forkbeard. "Let there be nuch feasting on the farns of the
Inlet of Geen diffs!™"

"My thanks, Captain!" cried the boy. "M/ thanks!"

There was cheering fromthe nen about, as |, the Forkbeard, some of his nen, and sone of his bond-
mai ds, |left the place of dueling.

We passed one fell ow, whomwe noted seized up two bars of red hot nmetal and ran some twenty feet,
and then threw them from him

"What is he doing?" | asked.

"He is proving that he has told the truth," said the Forkbeard.

"Ch," | said.

I noted that the bond-naids of Ivar Forkbeard attracted nore then their expected share of
attention. They were quite beautiful, fromcollars to low bellies, and the turn of their |egs.
"Your girls walk well." | told Ivar.

"They are bond-nmids," said he, "under the eyes of strange nen."

| snmiled. The girls wore their kirtles as they did not sinmply that the riches owned by |var

For kbeard mi ght be well displayed, the better to excite the envy of others and brighten his
vanity, but for another reason as well; the femal e slave, knowi ng she is slave, finds it

stimul ating to be exposed to the inspection of unknown nmen; do they find her body pleasing; do
they want it; is she desired; she sees their |ooks, their pleasure; these things, for exanple, do
they wish they owned her, she finds gratifying; she is female; she is proud of her allure, her
beauty; further, she is stinmulated by knowi ng that one of these strange men might buy her, night
own her, and that then she would have to please him and well; the eyes of a handsone free man and
a slave girl neet; she sees he wonders how she would be in the furs; he sees that she, furtively,
specul ates on what it would be like to be owned by him she smiles, and, in her collar, hurries
on; both receive pleasure.

"When we return to Forkbeard's Landfall," said the Forkbeard, "they will be better, for having

| ooked, and havi ng been | ooked upon."”

In the south, a girl is sonetines sent to the market clad only in her brand and collar; not

i nfrequently, upon her return honme, she begs her master for his touch. To be seen and desired is
stimulating to the femal e sl ave.

A girl must be careful, of course; should she in anyway irritate, or not please, her master she
may be switched or whi pped.

In sone cities, once a day, a girl nmust kneel and kiss the whip which, if she is not sufficiently
pl easing to her naster, will be used to beat her
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A farner, in the crowd, reached forth. Hi s heavy hand, swiftly, fromher left hip to her right
breast, caressed Thyri, lingering nomentarily on her breast. She stopped, startled. Then she
darted away. "Buy me, ny Jarl!" she | aughed. "Buy ne!"

The Forkbeard grinned. His girls, he knew, were good. Few who | ooked upon them would not have
liked to own them

W saw thralls, too, in the crowd, and rune-priests, with long hair, in white robes, a spiral ring
of gold on their left arnms, about their waist a bag of omens chips, pieces of wood soaked in the
bl ood of the sacrificial bosk, slain to open the thing; these chips are thrown |ike dice,

sonmeti mes several times, and are then read by the priests; the thing-tenple, in which the ring of
the tenple is kept, is nade of wood; nearby, in a grove, hung from pol es, were bodies of six verr
in past days, it is my understanding, there m ght have been decided, however, a generation ago, by
one of the rare neetings of the high council of rune-priests, attended by the high rune-priests of
each district, that thralls should no | onger be sacrificed; this was not defended, however, on
grounds of the advance of civilization, or such, but rather on the grounds that thralls, like urts
and tiny six-toed tharlarion, were not objects worthy of sacrifice; there had been a fam ne and
many thralls had been sacrificed; in spite of this the fam ne had not abated for nore than four
growi ng seasons; this period, too, incidentally, was noted for the |arge nunber of raids to the
south, often involving entire fleets from Torval dsl and; it had been further speculated that the
gods had no need of thralls, or, if they did, they m ght supply this need thensel ves, or make this
need known through suitable signs; no signs, however, luckily for thralls, were forthcoming; this
was taken as a vindication of the judgenent of the high council of rune-priests; after the
council, the status of rune-priests had risen in Torvaldsland; this may al so have had sonmething to
do with the fact that the famine, finally, after four seasons, abated; the status of the thrall
correspondi ngly, however, such as it was, declined; he was now regarded as nuch in the sane
category with the urts that one clubs in the Sa-Tarna sheds, or are pursued by small pet sleen
kept there for that purpose, or with the tiny, six-toed rock tharlarion of southern Torval dsl and,
favored for their legs and tails, which are speared by children. If the thrall had been nothing in
Torval dsl and before, he was now | ess than nothing; his status was now, in effect, that of the

sout hern, male work slave, found often in the quarries and m nes, and, chained, on the great

farns. He, a despised aninmal, nmust obey instantly and perfectly, or be subject to i mediate

sl aughter. The Forkbeard had bought one thrall with him the young nman, Tarsk, who, even now,
followed in the retinue of the Forkbeard; it was thought that if the Forkbeard should purchase a
crate of sleen fur or a chest of bog iron the young man, on his shoulders, mght then bear it back
to our tent, pitched anong other tents, at the thing; bog iron, incidentally, is inferior to the
iron of the south; the steel and iron of the weapons of the nen of Torvaldsland, interestingly, is
al nost uniformy of southern origin; the iron extracted frombog ore is extensively used, however,
for agricultural inplenments.

In the crowd, too, | saw sone nerchants, though few of them in their white and gold. | saw, too,
four slavers, perfumed, in their robes of blue and yellow silk, come north to buy women. | saw, by
the cut of their robes, they were fromdistant Turia. Forkbeard' s girls shrank away fromthem
They feared the perfuned, silken slavery of the south; in the south the yoke of slavery is much
heavier on a girl's neck; her bondage is nuch nore abject; she is often little nore than a

pl easure plaything of her nmaster; it is conmon for a southern master to care nore for his pet
sleen than his girls. In the north, of course, it is conmon for a master to care nore for his ship

than his girls. | saw, too, in the crowd, a physician, in green robes, fromAr and a scribe from
Cos. These cities are not on good terns but they, civilized nmen, both in the far north, conversed
af fably.

"Send that one to the platform " cried out a farmer, indicating Gunnhild.

"To the platform " roared |Ivar Forkbeard.

He tore away her kirtle. Soon she, barefoot, was clinbing the wooden steps to the platform

This is a wooden wal kway, about five feet wi de and one hundred feet |ong. On the wal kway, back and
forth, smling, |ooking one way then the other, turning about, parade stripped bond-naids. They
are not for sale, though many are sold fromthe platform The platformis instituted for the

pl easure of the free nen. It is not unanalogous to the talmt conpetitions, though no talnt is
awar ded. There are judges, usually nminor Jarls and slavers. No judge, incidentally, is fenale. No
fermal e is regarded as conpetent to judge a fenale's beauty; only a nan, it is said, can do that.
"Smle, you she-sleen!" roared the Forkbeard.

@unhil d smiled, and wal ked.

No free worman, of course, would even think of entering such a contest. Al who wal k on such a
platformare slave girls.

At last only Gunnhild and the "silk girl", she who had worn earrings, wal ked on the platform
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And it was @Gunnhild who was thrown the pastry, to the delight of the crowds, shouting, pounding
their spear blades on their wooden shi el ds.

"Who owns her?" called the chief judge.

"I do!" called the Forkbeard.

He was given a silver tarn disk as prize.

Many were the bids on Gunnhild, shouted fromthe crowd, but the Forkbeard waved such offers aside.
The man | aughed. Clearly he wanted the wench for his own furs. @unnhild was very proud.

"Kirtle yourself, wench," said the Forkbeard to Gunnhild, throwi ng her her kirtle. She fixed it as
it had been before, |Iow on her hips, hitched above her cal ves.

At the foot of the steps |eading dowmn fromthe platform the Forkbeard stopped, and bowed | ow. I,
too, bowed. The slave girls fell to their knees, heads down, Qunnhild with them

"How shameful!" said the free woman, sternly.

The slave girls groveled at her feet. Slave girls fear free wonen nuchly. It is alnost as if there
were some unspoken war between them alnost as if they might be nortal enemies. In such a war, or
such an enmity, of course, the slave girl is conpletely at the nercy of the free person; she is
only slave. One of the great fears of a slave girl is that she will be sold to a woman. Free wonen
treat their female slaves with incredible hatred and cruelty. Wiy this is | do not know Sone say
it is because they, the free wonen, envy the girls their collars and wi sh that they, too, were
collared, and at the conplete mercy of masters.

Free wormen view the platformwith stern disapproval; on it, fermale beauty is displayed for the

i nspection of men; this, for some reason, outrages them perhaps they are furious because they
cannot display their own beauty, or that they are not thensel ves as beautiful as wonmen found fit,
by lusty men with discerning eyes, for slavery; it is difficult to know what the truth is in such
matters; these matters are further conplicated, particularly in the north, by the conviction anong
free women that free wonen are above such things as sex, and that only | ow and | oose girls, and

sl aves, are interested in such matters; free wonen of the north regard thensel ves as superior to
sex; many are frigid, at least until carried off and collared; they often insist that, even when
they have faces and figures that drive men wild, that it is their m nd on which he mnust
concentrate his attentions; sone free nmen, to their misery, and the perhaps surprising irritation
of the female, attenpt to conply with this inperative; they are fools enough to believe what such
worren claimis the truth about thenselves; they should listen instead to the dreans and fantasies
of women, and recall, for their instruction, the responses of a free woman, once coll ared,
squirmng in the chains of a bond-maid. These teach us truths which many wonen dare not speak and
whi ch, by others, are denied, interestingly, with a nost psychologically revealing hysteria and
vehenmence. "No wonan," it is said, "knows truly what she is until she has worn the collar." Sone
free women apparently fear sex because they feel it lowers the woman. This is quite correct. In
few, if any, human rel ationships is there perfect equality. The subtle tensions of doni nance and
subni ssion, universal in the animal world, remain ineradicably in our blood; they may be thwarted
and frustrated but, thwarted and frustrated, they will remain. It is the nature of the nale, anong
the manmal s, to domi nate, that of the female to submt. The fact that hunmans have m nds does not
cancel the truths of the blood, but permits their enrichnent and enhancenent, their expression in
physi cal and psychol ogi cal ecstasies far beyond the reach of sinpler organisns; the femal e slave
subnits to her nmaster in a thousand di nensions, in each of which she is his slave, in each of

whi ch he domi nates her

"Shaneful " cried the free wonan.

In the lowering of the woman, of course, a commopn consequence of her hel plessness in the arnms of a
power ful male, her surrenderings, her being forced to submt, she finds, incredibly to sone

per haps, her freedom her ecstasy, her fulfilment, her exaltation, her joy; in the Gorean mnd
this matter is sinple; it is the nature of the female to subnit; accordingly, it is natural that,
when she is forced to acknow edge, accept, express and reveal this nature, that she should be

al rost deliriously joyful, and thankful, to her naster; she has been taught her womanhood; no

Il onger is she a sexless, conpetitive pseudonman; she is then, as she was not before, fenale; she
then finds herself, perhaps for the first time, clearly differentiated fromthe male, and

vul nerably, joyfully, conplenentary to him she has, of course, no choice in this matter; it is

not permtted her; collared, she submts; | know of no group of wonmen as joyful, as spontaneous,
as loving and vital, as healthy and beautiful, as excited, as free in their delights and envoti ons,
as Corean slave girls; it is true they must live under the will of nen, and nust fear them and

the lash of their whips, but, in spite of these things, they walk with a sensuous beauty and
pride; they know thensel ves owned; but they wear their collars with a shanel ess audacity, a joy,
an insolent pride that would scandalize and frighten the bored, depressed, frustrated wonmen of
Eart h.
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"I do not approve of the platform" said the free woman, coldly.

Forkbeard did not respond to her, but regarded her with great deference.

"These fenal es,” she said, indicating the Forkbeard's girls, who knelt at her feet, their heads to
the turf, "could be better enployed on your farm dunging fields and making butter."

The free woman was a tall wonan, |arge. She wore a great cape of fur, of white sea-sleen, thrown
back to reveal the whiteness of her arns. Her kirtle was of the finest wool of Ar, dyed scarlet,
with black trinmngs. She wore two brooches, both carved of the horn of kailiauk, nmounted in gold.
At her waist she wore a jewell ed scabbard, protruding fromwhich |I saw the ornanmented, tw sted

bl ade of a Turian dagger; free wonen in Torval dsl and commonly carry a knife; at her belt, too,
hung her scissors, and a ring of many keys, indicating that her hall contained many chests or
doors; her hair was worn hi gh, wapped about a conb, natching the brooches, of the horn of
kailiauk; the fact that her hair was worn dressed indicated that she stood in conpani onship; the
number of keys, together with the scissors, indicated that she was nmistress of a great house. She
had gray eyes; her hair was dark; her face was cold, and harsh.

"But 1| amof Ax dacier," said the Forkbeard. In Ax dacier country, of course, there were no
farns, and there were no verr or bosk, there being insufficient grazing. Accordingly there would
be little field dunging to be done, there being no fields in the first place and no dung in the
second; too, due to the absence of verr or bosk, butter would be in scarce supply.

The free woman, | could see, was not much pleased with the Forkbeard' s response.

"Thorgeir, is it not?" she asked.

"Thorgeir of Ax Gacier," said the Forkbeard, bow ng.

"And what," asked she. "would one of Ax G acier need with all these niserable slaves?" She

i ndi cated the kneeling girls of Forkbeard.

"In Ax d acier country," said the Forkbeard, with great seriousness, "the night is six nonths

l ong. "

"I see," sniled the woman. Then she said, "You have won talmts, have you not, Thorgeir of Ax

d aci er?"

"Six," said he, "Lady."

"Before you claimthem" she said, "I would recomend that you recall your true nane."

He bowed.

Her recomrendation did not nuch pl ease ne.

She lifted the hemof her kirtle of scarlet wool about the ankles of her black shoes and turned
away. She | ooked back, briefly, once. She indicated the kneeling slaves. "Kirtle their shanme," she
said. Then strode away, followed by several nen-at-arns.

"Kirtle your shame!" cried the Forkbeard.

Hs girls, quickly, frightened, tears in their eyes, drew about themas well as they could their
kirtles. They covered, as well as they could, their bodies, having been shanmed by the free wonan.
It is a common practice of free wonen, for some reason, to attenpt to nake femal e slave ashaned of
her body.

"Who was that?" | asked

"Bera," said he, "conpanion of Svein Blue Tooth."

My heart sank.

"He should put her in a collar," said the Forkbeard. | was scandalized at the very thought.

"She needs the whip," he said. Then he | ooked at his girls. "Wat have you done?" he asked. "Drop
your kirtles, and hitch themup!"

Laughi ng, once nore proud of their bodies, the girls of the Forkbeard insolently slung their
kirtles low on their hips, and hitched them high over their calves, even half way up their
del i ghtful thighs.

Then, we again continued on our way, |eaving the place of the platform the place of Gunnhild's
triunph, where she had received a pastry, and where her naster, the Forkbeard, had nade a silver
tarn di sk on her beauty. She gave the other girls crunbs of the pastry and perm tted Dagmar, who
was to be sold off, to lick frosting fromher fingers

In the bond-nmaid shed there was a rustle of chain, as the girls | ooked up

Light filtered into the shed fromw ndows cut high in the wall on our right. The girls at, or
knelt or laid on straw along on our right. The shed is sone two hundred feet |ong, about ten feet
wi de, and eight feet in height.

An officer of Svein Blue Tooth, assisted by two thralls, quickly assessed Dagmar, stripping her
feeling her body, the firmess of her breasts, |ooking in her nouth.

"Atarn disk of silver," he said.

Dagnar had, two nonths ago, stolen a piece of cheese fromPretty Ankles; she had been beaten for
that, at the post; fastened there by Otar and switched by Pretty Ankles, until Pretty Ankles had
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tired of switching her, too; she had not been found sufficiently pleasing by several of the

For kbeard's oarsnen; she was, accordingly, to be sold off, as an inferior girl.

"Done, " said the Forkbeard.

Dagnar was sol d.

There were sone one hundred bond-maids for sale in the shed. They all wore collars of the north,
with the projecting iron ring. They were fastened by a single chain, but it was not itself run
through the projecting loop on their collars; rather, a heavy padl ock, passing through a |ink of
the chain and the projecting | oop, secured them in this way the chain, when a girl is taken from
the chain, or added to it, need not be drawn through any of the loops; the girls may thus, with
conveni ence, be spaced on the chain, renoved fromit, and added to it.

The Forkbeard was given the tarn disk, which he placed in his wallet. It had been taken froma
sack slung about the right wall. There, fromone of several small wooden boxes projecting an
intervals fromthe wall, he took an opened padl ock. He then wal ked across the shed, still holding
Dagnmar by the arm and threw her to her knees. He then lifted the chain and, by neans of the

padl ock, passing it through the | oop on her collar and a link in the chain, secured her

The Forkbeard, neanwhile, was | ooking at the bond-naids.

They were, of course, stripped for the view of buyers.

Behi nd the Forkbeard were nyself, his men, those bond-maids who had acconpani ed us, and the
thrall, Tarsk, who had been bought al ong, should the Forkbeard have nmade any heavy purchases.

"My Jarl," said Thyri.

"Yes," said the Forkbeard.

"Should this thrall,"” she asked, indicating Tarsk, once Wil fstan of Kassau, "be permtted to | ook
upon t he beauty of the bond-naids?"

"What do you nean?" asked |var Forkbeard.

"He is, after all," said thyri, "only a thrall."
I wondered that she would deny the young man this pleasure. | recalled that she had said she hated
him 1, personally, had no objection tohis presence in the shed. Thralls, | expected, had few

pl easures. It mght have been nore than a year since he had been pernmtted a female.

The young nman | ooked upon the proud Thyri with great bitterness.

She |ifted her head, and | aughed.

"I think," said Ivar Forkbeard, "that | will send himback to the tent."

"Excellent," she said. She smiled at the thrall.

"Chain!" said the Forkbeard. One of his nen took fromover his shoul der a | ooped chain. At each
end it termnated in a nmanacle. It had been held, |ooped, by these nmanacl es being | ocked into one
another. He renoved it fromhis shoul der and opened the nmanacles. The chain itself was about a
yard long. He handed it to the Forkbeard.

The young nman woul d go chained to the tent.

"Wist," said the Forkbeard.

The young man extended his wists. Thyri watched, delighted.

The Forkbeard cl osed the manacl e about the young man's left wrist.

Thyri | aughed.

Then the Forkbeard took Thyri's right wist and closed it in the other fetter

"My Jarl!" she cried

"She is yours until norning," the Forkbeard told the young thrall. "Use her behind the tent."
"My thanks, ny Jarl!" he cried.

"My Jarl!" wept Thyri.

Tarsk seized the length of chain in his right fist, about a foot fromher fetter. He jerked it.
The fetter was |l arge on her wist, but she could not slip it. She was held. She |ooked at himwith
horror. "Hurry, Bond-nmaid!" he cried. He turned about, dragging her by the right wist, and,

al nost running, pulled her, stunbling, crying out, after him

The Forkbeard, and |, and his men, |aughed. W had not been nuch pl eased at the insol ence of the
bond-maid with respect to the young thrall; once, we recalled, her taunting of him had al nbst cost
himhis life; | had intervened, and he had only been whipped instead; | had little doubt that
Wil f stan of Kassau, the thrall, Tarsk, had nmany scores to settle with the pretty little she-sleen
once a fine young |l ady of Kassau; too, | recalled, she had once refused his suit, he supposedly
not bei ng good enough for her. "I hope," said the Forkbeard, "he will not nake her scream al

ni ght behind the tent. | wish to obtain a good night's rest."

"It would be a shanme,"” said |, "to interfere with his pleasure.™

"If necessary," said the Forkbeard, "I will sinply have himgag her with her own kirtle."
"Excellent," | said.

The Forkbeard then turned his attention to the chai ned femal e slaves in the shed.
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Sone extended their bodies to him some turned, to display thenselves, provocatively; for he was
obviously a desirable master; but others affected not to notice him though |I noticed that their
bodi es were held beautifully as he passed, particularly should he pause to regard theny other
girls, perhaps newer to their collars, shrank back agai nst the boards, trying to cover thenselves;
sonme regarded himwith tears in their eyes; some with fear; sone with open hostility; others with
sullen resentnment; all knew that he might, |ike any man, own them conpletely.

To ny surprise, he stopped before a dark-haired girl who sat with her |egs drawn up, her arms
about them her ankles crossed; her cheek was aid across her knees; she seened startled that the
For kbeard stopped before her; she | ooked up at him frightened, and then put her face down again
across her knees, but now her eyes were frightened, and every inch of her seened tense.

She | ooked up at him but then could not neet his eyes. She seened a shy, introverted girl, one
who might, before her capture, have been nuch al one.

The she had been caught by sl avers.

"I woul d make a poor slave, ny Jarl," she whispered.

"What do you know of this girl?" asked the Forkbeard of the officer of Svein Blue Tooth, who was
acconpanyi ng him

"She peaks little and, as she can, when not chained, as in the exercise pen, she keeps to

hersel f."

The Forkbeard reached his hand toward her knee, but, she watching, terrified, did not touch it,
and then withdrew it.

She took a deep breath, closed her eyes, then opened them She had feared to be touched.

VWhere as fear inhibits sexual performance in a male, rendering it inpossible, because neutrali zing
aggression, essential to nmale power, fear in a wonan, sone fear, not terror, can, interestingly,

i mprove her responsiveness, perhaps by facilitating her abject subm ssion, which can then lead to
mul ti ple orgasnms. This is another reason, incidentally, why Goreans favor the enslavenent of
desirabl e wonen; the slave girl knows that she nust please her master, and that she will be

puni shed, and perhaps harshly if she does not; this naked her not only desperate to pl ease the
brute who fondles her, but al so produces in her a genuine fear of him this fear on her part
enhances her receptivity and responsiveness; also, of course, since fear stinulates aggression
which is intimately connected with nal e sexuality, her fear, which she is unable to help, to her
master's anusenment, deepens and augnents the very predation in which she finds herself as quarry;
and if she should not be afraid, it is no great matter; any wonan, if the master wi shes, can be
taught fear.

After the Forkbeard had wi thdrawn his hand he studied her eyes intently. |, too, detected that for
whi ch he had sought, the object of his experinent. Though she had feared his touch, yet, when he
had wi thdrawn his hand, there was, nonentarily, disappointnment in her eyes. She both feared to be
touched, and desperately yearned for the touch

"I's she heal thy?" asked the Forkbeard.

"Yes," said the officer of Svein Blue Tooth.

I had seen such wonen, sonetinmes on Earth. They were often studious, quiet girls, keeping nuch to
thensel ves, lonely girls, yet with brilliant m nds, narvel ous inmgi nations, and fantastic,
suppressed |l atent sexuality. They were often anong the greatest surprises, and bargains, in the
CGorean sl ave nmarkets. Viginia Kent, whom| had known in Ar, years ago, who had becone the
conpani on of the warrior Relius of Ar, been such a girl. On Earth she had taught acient history
and cl assical |anguages at a small college on Earth; to many she night then have seened a rather
bl ue-stocking, forbidding girl; CGorean slavers, however, with greater perception perhaps then her
fellow Earthlings, had seen her potential; she had been, one of several such itens of cargo,
abducted to Gor; on Gor, given no choice, suitably trained, she had becone one of the nost
exquisite and delicious fenale slaves it had ever been ny pleasure to see in a collar. Relius,
given her, had freed her; his friend, Ho-Sorl, given another Earth girl, Phyllis Robertson, had
kept the latter in a collar; Relius was younger that Ho-Sorl, and a romantic. Ho-Sorl, doubtless,
was nore experienced in the handling of females; | wondered if Virginia, to her astonishnent,
perhaps after a quarrel or after a night of depriving Relius in order to obtain sone whi m of

her had awakened one norning recollared, again the slave of a master.

"Kneel ," said the Forkbeard to the girl, "legs apart, palns of your hands on your thighs."

Wth a nmovenent of the chain, she did so.

He crouched before her

"l may wish to use you to breed thralls,” he said. "You nmust be healthy for the farm Put your
head back, close your eyes and open your nouth."

She did as she was told, that the Forkbeard m ght exanine her teeth. Much nmay be told of the age
and condition of a female slave, as of a kaiila or bosk, from her teeth.
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But the Forkbeard did not |ook into her mouth. His left hand slipped to the small of her back,
hol di ng her, and his right hand went suddenly to her body. She cried out, trying to pull back, but
could not, and then, her eyes closed, whinpering, she thrust forward, withing and then, sobbing,
hel d herself inmobile, teeth gritted, eyes screwed shut, trying not to feel. Wen his hands |eft
her body she tried, sobbing, to strike him but he caught both her small wists, holding them She
struggled futilely, held kneeling.

"Put your head back," he said. "Open your mouth.”

She shook her head, wldly.

"1 am hol di ng your hands," he pointed out.

Warily, eyes open, she opened her nouth. He | ooked at her teeth.

"I may wish to use you to breed thralls," he said. "You nust be healthy for the farm"

He stood up
"What do you want for her ?" he asked the officer of Svein Blue Tooth.
"I had her for a broken coin," he said, "half a silver tarn disk of Tharna. | will let you have

her for a whole coin.”

The Forkbeard returned tot he man the tarn di sk of silver which he had received for Dagnmar
The officer of Svein Blue Tooth, with a key at his belt, unlocked the padl ock which held the
girl's collar to the comon chain. He tossed the padl ock, open, into one of the wooden boxes
projecting fromthe wall.

The girl, kneeling, |ooked up at the Forkbeard. "Wy did my Jarl buy me?" she asked.

"You have excellent teeth,” said the Forkbeard.

"For what will ny Jarl use ne?" she asked

"Doubt| ess you can learn to swill tarsks," he said.

"Yes ny Jarl," she said. Then she put her cheek, to our suprise, to the side of his leg, and
| owering her head, holding his boot, kissed it.

It was very delicately, and lovingly, done.

"What is your name?" he asked.

"Peggi e Stevens," she said. | smled. It was an Earth nane.
"You are an Earth female," | told her

"Once," she said. "Now | amonly fenale."

"Ameri can?" | asked.

"Prior to nmy enslavenent," she said.

"From what state?" | asked.

"Connecticut,"” she said.

Since the Nest War the probes of aliens had grown nore bold, even on Gor; they had little
difficulty in taking fenmal e slaves on Earth; gold, exchangeable for naterials essential to their
enterprises, was well guarded on Earth; it could sel dom be obtained in quantities w thout
attracting the attention of the agents of Priest-Kings; on the other hand, the wonen of Earth,

di spersed, abundant, many of them beautiful, superb slave stock, the sort a Gorean master enjoys
training to the collar, were, generally, unguarded; Earth took greater care to guard her gold than
her fenml es; accordingly, the wonen of Earth, unprotected, vulnerable, like luscious fruit on wld
trees, were free for the pickings of Gorean slavers; a network, | gathered, existed for their

sel ection and acquisition; Earth was hel pless to prevent the taking of their nost beautiful wonen;
they were eventually sold naked from bl ocks in Gorean markets. | suppose that the governnents of
Earth, or some of them were aware of the slaving; perhaps merchants of M ddle Eastern countries
wer e suspected; there were, however, delicate negotiations concerning oil to be respected; it
woul d not be well to be too bold in pressing accusations; what were a few beautiful wonen, taken
as slave girls into harens of M ddl e Eastern businessnen and potentates, to the commpdity which
supported civilization and turned the wheels of industry; but the evidence would not point to the
M ddl e East; further, the small anount of slaving, if any, which m ght be done comercially in
Western Europe or on the Eastern Seaboard of the United States would not account for the nunbers
of m ssing beauties; hundreds a year, | surmsed, turned up in Gorean markets. | specul ated that
Earth governnents, or sonme og them were reasonably well aware that their planet nust now be the

| ocus of frequent alien slave raids; but why would alien power not make itself known and openly
demand their jewels anong the fenal e resourses of the planet; the governnments woul d not know of
the power of the Priest-Kings, which the agents of the Kurii profoundly and wisely feared; what
could these governnents of Earth do; they could do nothing; could they, wisely, informtheir

popul ations that their planet |lay under the attacks of technol ogically advanced aliens, w th which
their own primtive technol ogi es were incapable of copying; that they, and all of Earth, seenmed to
lie at the mercies of invaders fromouter space; such an announcenent could only bring about the

| oss of confidence in governnments, panic, hoarding, crime, perhaps a breakdown in comuni cation
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per haps anarchy, perhaps a shattering of trust and civilizations thenselves. No. It was better to
say not hing. Accordingly, | supposed, this very night, on Earth, there were conpletely
unsuspecting beautiful girls, thinking it a night like any other, who woul d undress thensel ves and
snap off the light, and retire, not know ng that they had been, perhaps for weeks, scouted by
slavers; | wondered if they would awaken in terror, the slavers rope on their throat, hi needle,
with it's drug, thrusting into their side; or if, days later, perhaps weeks, they woul d awaken

sl uggi shly, then suddenly alert to the change of gravity, and find thenselves in a barred,
cenmented sl ave kennel, on their left ankles, |ocked, the steel identification device of the agents

of the Kurii, that their nmanifests be correct, their records precise.
"How did you cone to the north?" | asked the slave girl, Mss Stevens.
"I was sold in Ar," she said, "to a nmerchant from Cos. | was chained in a slave ship, with many
other girls, on tiers in the hold. The ship fell to four raiding vessels of Torvaldland. | have

been, by ny reckoning, eight nonths in the north."

"What did your last Jarl call you?" asked the Forkbeard.

"Butter Pan," she said.

The Forkbeard | ooked to Gunnhild. "Wat shall we call this pretty little slave?" he asked.

"Honey Cake," suggested Gunnhil d.

"You are Honey Cake," said the Forkbeard.

"Yes, ny Jarl," said Mss Stevens.

The Forkbeard then left the bond-maid shed. W all followed him He did not restrain Honey Cake in
any way. She, nude, in her collar, back straight, acconpanied him Her head was high. She was a
bought girl. The other girls, still on the chain, regarded her with envy, with resentnent,
hostility. She had paid them no attention. She had been purchased. They renai ned unbought girls,
wenches |l eft on the chain; they had not yet been found desirabl e enough to be purchased.

Few suspected, on this day, in the thing, that something unprecedented woul d occur

After we had left the bond-maid shed | had |let the Forkbeard and his retinue return to their tent.
Honey Cake, when last | saw her, dared to cling to his arm her head to his shoulder. He, with a

| augh, thrust her back witht he other girls that she, as they, might heel him Happily she did so.
| wat ched them di sappear anong the crowds.

Ivar had won siv talnmits. He had done quite well.

Honey Cake, too, | thought, would make hima delicious little slave.

We woul d all enjoy her.

| was at the archery range when the announcenent was made.

I had not intended to participate in the conpetition. Rather, it had been ny plan to buy sone
smal| gift for the Forkbeard. Long had | enjoyed his hospitality, and he had gi ven nme many things.
I did not wish, incidentally, even if | could, to give hima gift comensurate with what he had,
in his hospitality, bestowed upon ne; the host, in Torval dsland, should nmake the greatest gifts;

it is, after all, his house or hall; if his guest should nake hima greater gifts than he nakes
the guest this is regarded as something in the nature of an insult, a betrayal of hospitality;
after all, the host is not running an inn, extending hospitality Iike a nmerchant, for profit; and

the host nust not appear nore stingy than the guest who, theoretically, is the one being wel coned
and sheltered; in Torvaldsland, thus, the greater the generosity is the host's prerogative; should
t he Forkbeard, however, have cone to Port Kar then, of course, it would have been ny prerogative
to make himthe greater gifts than he did me. This is, it seenms to ne, an intelligent custom the
host, giving first, and knowi ng what he can afford to give, sets the limt to the giving; the
guest then nakes certain that his gifts are less than those of the host; the host, in giving nore,
wi ns honor as a host; the guest, in giving | ess, does the host honor. Accordingly, | was concerned
to find a gift for the Forkbeard; it nmust not be too valuable, but yet, of course, | wanted it to
be sonmet hing that he would appreciate.

I was on ny way to the shopping booths, those near the wharves, where the best nerchandise is
found, when | stopped to observe the shooting.

"Wn Leah! Wn Leah, Master!" | heard.

| | ooked upon her, and she | ooked upon ne.

She stood on the thick, rounded bl ock; it was about a yard high, and five feet in dianeter; she
was dark-haired, |ong-haired; she had a short, |uscious body, thick ankles; her hands were on her
hips. "Wn Leah, Mster!" she chall enged. She was naked, except for the Torval dsland collar of

bl ack iron on her neck, with its projecting ring, and the heavy chain padl ocked about her right
ankl e; the chain was about a yard long; it secured her, by neans of a heavy ring, to the block
She | aughed. "Wn Leah, Master!" she challenged. She, with the archery talnmt, was the prize in

t he shooti ng.

| noted her brand. It was a southern brand, the first letter, in cursive script, of Kajira, the
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nost common expression for a CGorean fenale slave. It was entered deeply in her left thigh

Further, | noticed that she had addressed ne as "Master," rather than "ny Jarl." | took it, from
these indications, that she had | earned her collar in the south; probably originally it had been a
|l ock collar, snugly fitting, of steel; now, of course, it had been replaced with the riveted
collar of black iron, with the projecting ring, so useful for running a chain through, or for

padl ocki ng, or linking on an anvil, with a chain. The southern collar, comonly, |acks such a
ring; the southern ankle ring, however, has one, and sonetinmes two, one in the front and one in

t he back.

"WIl you not try to win Leah, Master?" she taunted.

"Are you trained?" | asked.
She seened startled. "In Ar," she whispered. "But surely you would not nake ne use nmy training in
the north."

| |1 ooked upon her. She seened the perfect solution to my problem The gift of a female is
sufficiently trivial that the honor of the Forkbeard as my host would not be in the |east
threatened; further, this was a desirabl e wench, whose cuddly slave body would be nmuch relished by
the Forkbeard and his crew, further, being trained, she would be a rare and exquisite treat for
the rude giants of Torval dsl and; beyond this, of course, comranded, she would inpart her skills to
the best of her abilities to his other girls.

"You will do," | told her.

"I do not understand," she said, stepping back. The chain slid on the wood.
"Your name, and accent," | said, "bespeak an Earth origin."

"Yes," she whi spered.

"Where are you fron?" | asked

"Canada, " she whi spered.

"You were once a worman of Earth," | said.

"Yes," she said.

"But now you are only a Gorean slave girl," | told her

"I amwell aware of that, Mster," she said.

| turned away fromher. The target in the shooting was about six inches in width, at a range of
about one hundred yards. Wth the great bow, the peasant bow, this is not difficult work. Many
mar ksnen, warriors, peasants, rencers, could have nmatched my shooting. It was, of course, quite
unusual in Torvaldsland. | put twenty sheaf arrows into the target, until it bristled with wood
and the feathers of the Vosk gull

VWien | retrieved my arrows, to the shouting of the nmen, the pounding of their bows on their
shields, the girl had been already unchained fromthe bl ock

| gave ny nanme to the presiding official. Talmts would be officially awarded tonorrow. | accepted
hi s congratul ati ons.

My girl prize knelt at nmy feet. | |ooked down upon her "What are you?" | asked.

"Only a CGorean slave girl, Master," she said.

"Do not forget it," | told her

"I shall not, Master," she whispered.

"Stand," | told her

She stood and | |ashed her wists tightly together behillc her back

It was then that the announcenent was heard. It swept like oil, aflame in the wind, through the
crowmds of the thing Men | ooked at one another. Many grasped their weapons nore tightly.

"A Kur," it was said, "One of the Kurii, would address the assenbly of the thing!"

The girl | ooked at me, pulling against the fiber that bound her wists. "Have her delivered to the
tent of Thorgeir of Ax Jacier," | told the presiding official. "Tell himthat she is a gift to

himfrom Tarl Red Hair."

"I't will be done," said the official. He signaled two burly thralls, each of whom seized her by
one arm

"Deliver her to the tent of Thorgeir of Ax Gacier," he told them "Tell himthat she is a gift to
himfrom Tarl Red-Hair.'

The girl was turned about, each of the thralls holding one of her arns. She | ooked once over her
shoul der. Then, between the thralls, npaning, crying out, stunbling, a gift being delivered, she
was thrust toward the tent of he who was known at the thing as Thorgeir of Ax d acier.

My eyes and those of the official who had presided at the archery contest net.

"Let us hasten to the place of the assenbly,"” he said. Together we hurried fromthe field where
had won the talmt in archery, and a girl, to the place of the assenbly.

Chapter 11 The Torval dsberg
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It lifted its head.

It stood on the small hill, sloping above the assenbly field. This hill was set with stones,

rather in the manner of t-~rraces. On these stones, set in semcircular lines, |like terraces, stood
high nen and minor jarls, and rune-priests, and the guard of Svein Blue Tooth. Just below the top
of the small hill, cut into the hill, there was a | evel, stone-paved platform sone twelve feet by
twelve feet in dimension

On this platformstood Svein Blue Tooth, with two high nen, officers, lieutenants, to the jarL

The thing, its head lifted, surveyed the assenbly of free nen. The pupils of its eyes, in the
sunlight, were extrenely small and black. They were like points in the yellow sh green cornea. |

knew t hat, in darkness, they could swell, like dark noons, to fill alnpbst the entire optic
orifice, sone three or four inches in width. Evolution, on sone distant, perhaps vanished world,
had adapted this Iife formfor both diurnial and nocturnal hunting. Doubtless, like the cat, it
hunted when hungry, and its efficient visual capacities, |like those of the cats, meant that there

was no tine of the day or night when it might not be feared. Its head was approximately the w dth
of the chest of a large man. It had a flat snout, with wide nostrils. Its ears were |large, and
pointed. They lifted fromthe side of its head, listening, and then |ay back against the furred
sides ofthe head. Kurii, | had been told, usually, in neeting nen, laid the ears back agai nst the
sides of their heads, to increase their resenblance to humans. The ears are often |l aid back, also,
incidentally, in hostility or anger, and, always, in its attacks. It is apparently physiologically
i mpossible for a Kur to attack without its shoul ders hunching, its claws energing, and its ears

| yi ng back agai nst the head. The nostrils of the beast drank in what information it w shed, as
they, like its eyes, surveyed the throng. The trailing capacities of the Kurii are not as superb
as those of the sleen, but they were reputed to be the equal of those of larls. The hearing,
simlarly, is acute. Again it is equated with that of the larl, and not the sharply-sensed sleen
There was little doubt that the day vision of the Kurii was equivalent to that of men, if not

superior, and the night vision, of course, was infinitely superior; their sense of snell, too, of
course, was inccnparably superior to that of nmen, and their sense of hearing as well. MNoreover,
they, like nmen, were rational. Like nen, they were a single-brained organism |inmted by a spina

colum. Their intelligence, by Priest-Kings, though the brain was nuch |arger, was rated as
equivalent to that of nmen, ar.d showed sinilar random di stributions throughout gene pools. Wat
made t hem such dreaded foes was not so nmuch their intelligence or, on the steel worlds, their
technol ogi cal capacities, as their aggressiveness, their persistence their enotional conmtnments,
their need to popul ate and expa nd, their innate savagery. The beast was approxi nmalely nine feet
in height; | conjectured its weight in the nei ghborhood of eight or nine hundred pounds.
Interestingly, Priest-Kings, who are not visually oriented organisns, find little difference
between Kurii and nen. To nme this seens preposterous, for ones so wise as Priest-Kings, but, in
spite of its obvious falsity, Priest-Kings regard the Kurii and nen as rather sirnilar, alnost
equi val ent species. One difference they do remark between the human and the Kur, and that is that
the human, comonly, has an inhibition against killing. This inhibition the Kur | acks.

"Fellow rational creatures!"” called the Kur. It was difficult at first to understand it. It was
horrifying, too. Suppose that, at some zoo, the tiger, in its cage, should |l ook at you, and, in
its runbles, its snarls, its growls, its half roars, you should be able, to your horror, to detect
crude approxi matl ons of the phonenes of your native tongue, and you should hear it speaking to
you, | ooking at you, uttering intelligible sentences. | shuddered.

"Fellow rational creatures!" called the Kur

The Kur has two rows of fangs. Its nmouth is |arge enough to take into it the head of a full-grown
man. Its canines, in the front row of fangs, top and bottom are long. Wien it closes its nouth

t he upper two canines project over the lower |ip and jaw. Its tongue is |ong and dark, the
interior of its nouth reddish

"Men of Torvaldsland," it called, "I speak to you."

Behind the Kur, to one side, stood two other Kurii. They, like the first, were fearsone creatures.
Each carried a wide, round shield, of iron, some four feet in dianmeter. Each, too, carried a
great, double-bladed iron ax, which, fromblade tip to blade tip, was sone two feet in width. The
handl e of the ax was of carved, green needl e wood, round, sone four inches in dianmeter. The axes
were some seven or eight feet in height. The speaker was not arnmed, save by the natural ferocity
of his species. As he spoke, his claws were retracted. About his left arm which was sone seven
feet in length, was a spiral golden armet. It was his only adornment. The two Kurii behind him
each, had a gol den pendant hangi ngfromthe bottom of each ear. The prehensile paws, or hands, of
the Kurii are six-digited and multiple jointed. The legs are thick and short. In spite of the
shortness of the legs the Kur can, when it w shes, by utilizing its upper appendages, in the
manner of a prairie siman, |like the baboon, nove vvith great rapidity. It becomes, in running,
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what is, in effect, a four-footed animal. It has the erect posture, permitting brain devel opnent
and facilitating acute binocular vision, of a biped. This posture, too, of course, greatly

i ncreases the scanning range of the visual sensors. But, too, its anatony pernmits it to function
in flight and attack, much as a four-legged beast. For short distances it can outrun a full grown
tarsk. It is also said to possess great stamina, but of this | amnmuch | ess certain. Few aninals,
whi ch have not been trained, have, or need, stami na. An exception would be pack hunters, l|ike the
wol ves or hunting dogs of Earth.

"W come in peace," said the Kur

The nen of Torvaldsland, in the assenbly field, |ooked to one another

"Let us kill them | heard one whi sper to anot her

“In the north, in the snows," said the Kur, "there is gathering of ny kind."

The men stirred uneasily. | listened intently. | knew that Kurii did not, for the nost part,

i nhabit areas frequented by men. On the other hand, the Kurii on the platform and other Kurii
had encountered, had been darkfurred, either brownish, or brownish red or black. | wondered if it
were only the darker furred Kurii that roaned southward. But if these Kurii on the platformwere
snowadapted, their fur did not suggest this. | wondered if they mght be fromthe steel ships,

either recently, or within too few generations for a snow adapti on pattern to have been devel oped.
If the Kurii were sufficiently successful, of course, there would be no particular |ikelihood of
evol ution selecting for snow adaption. Too, it could be that, in sumer, the Kurii shed white fur
and devel oped, in effect, a sumer coat. Still | regarded it unlikely that these Kurii were from
as far north as his words m ght suggest.

"How many gat her?" asked Svein Blue Tooth, who was on the platformwith the Kurii.

Bl ue Tooth was a | arge nman, bearded, wth a broad, heavy face. He had bl ue eyes, and was bl ond
haired. His hair cane to his shoulders, There was a knife scar under his |left eye. He seened a
shrewd, highly intelligent, conmpetent, avaricious man. | thought himprobably an effective jarl.
He wore a collar of fur, dyed scarlet, and a | ong cloak, over the |eft shoul der, of purple-dyed
fur of the sea sleen. He wore beneath his cloak yell ow wool, and a great belt of glistening black
with a gold buckle, to which was attached a scabbard of oiled, black |leather; in this scabbard was
a sword, a sword of Torvaldsland, a long sword, with a j ewel ed pormel, with double guard.

"W cone in peace," said the Kur

"How many gat her?" pressed Bl ue Tooth

About his neck, froma fine, golden chain, pierced, hung the tooth of a Hunjer whale, dyed blue.
"As many as the stones of the beaches,” said the Kur "as many as the needles on the needle trees.”
"What do you want?" called one of the men fromthe field.

"W cone in peace," said the Kur

"They do not have white fur,"” said | to |var Forkbeard, standing now beside ne. "It is not likely
that they conme fromthe country of snows."

"Of course not," said the Forkbeard

"Shoul d this information not be brought to the attention of Svein Blue Tooth?" | asked.

"Blue Tooth is no fool," said the Forkbeard. "There is not a nman here who believes Kurii to gather
in the country of snows. There is not enough game to support many in such a place.'

"Then how far would they be away?" | asked

"I't is not known," said the Forkbeard.

"You know us, unfortunately," said the Kur, to the assenbly, "only by our outcasts, wetches
driven fromour caves, unfit for the gentilities of civilization, by our diseased and our nisfits
and our insane, by those who, in spite of our efforts and our kindness, did not manage to | earn
our ways of peace and harnony."

The men of Torval dsl and seened st unned.

I looked at the great axes in the hands of the two Kurii who acconpani ed the speaker.

"Too often have we nmet in war and killing," said the speaker. "But, in this, you, too, are much to
bl ame. You have, cruelly, and w thout conpunction, hunted us and, when we sought conradeship with
you as brothers, as fellow rational creatures, you have sought to slay us."

"Kill them" nuttered nore than one nman. "They are Kurrii."

"Even now," said the Kur, the skin drawing back fromits fangs, "there are those anbng you who

wi sh our death, who urge our destruction."

The nmen were silent. The Kur had heard and understood their speech, though he stood far fromus

and above us, on the platformof the assenbly, that platformcut into the small, sloping hill over
the assenbly field. | admired the acuteness of its hearing.

Again the skin drew back fromits fangs. | wondered if this were an attenpt to sinulate a hunan
smle. "It is in friendship that we conme."” It | ooked about. "W are a sinple, peaceful folk," it
said, "interested in the pursuit of agriculture
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Svein Blue Tooth threw back his head and roared with laughter. | regarded himthen as a brave man.
Besi de nme, |var Forkbeard, too, laughed, and then others. | wondered if the stomach or stomachs of
the Kurii could digest vegetabl e food.

The assenbly broke into laughter. It filled the field. The Kur did not seemangry at the

| aughter. | wondered if it understood l|aughter. To the Kur it might be only a human noise, as
nmeani ngl ess to himas the cries of whales to us.

"You are anused," it said.

The Kurii, then, had sone understanding of |augher Its own |ips then drew back, revealing the
fangs. | then understood this clearly as a snile.

That the Kurii possessed a sense of hunor did not nuch reassure ne as to their nature. | wondered

rather at what sort of situations it would take as its object. The cat, if rational, night find
anusenment in the twitching and trenbling of the nouse which it is destroying, particle by
particle. That a species |aughs bespeaks its intelligence, its capacity to reason, not its
goodness, not its harrnlessness. Like a knife; reason is innocent; like a knife, its application
is a function of the hand that grasps it, the energies and will which drive it.

"W were not always sinple farners," said the Kur. It opened its nouth, that horrid orifice, |ined
with its double rows of white, heavy, curved fangs. "No," it said, "once we were hunters, and our
bodi es still bear, as rem nders, the stains of our cruel past." It dropped its head. "W are by
these," it said, and then it lifted its right paw, suddenly exposing the claws, "and these,

rem nded that we nust be resolute in our attenpts to overconme a sonetinmes recalcitrant nature."
Then it regarded the assenbly. "But you must not hold our past against us. Wat is inmportant is
the present. Wiat is inportant is not what we were, but what we are, what we are striving to
beconme. W& now wish only to be sinple farners, tilling the soil and |leading lives of rustic
tranquility."

The men of Torval dsl and | ooked at one anot her

"How many of you have gat hered?" asked Svein Bl ue Tooth again.

"As many," said the Kur, "as the stones on the beaches, as nmany as the needl es on the needle
trees.”

"What do you want ?" he asked.

The Kur turned to the assenbly. "It is our wish to traverse your country in a nmarch southward."
"I't would be madness," said the Forkbeard to ne, "to permt |arge nunbers of Kurii into our

| ands. "

"W seek enpty lands to the south, to farm" said the Kur. "We will take only as nuch of your |and
as the width of our march, and for only as long as it takes to pass.

"Your request seens reasonable,” said Svein Blue Tooth. "W shall deliberate.”

The Kur stepped back with the other Kurii. They spoke together in one of the |anguages of the
Kurii, for there are, | understood, in the steel worlds, nations and races of such beasts. | could
hear little of what they said. | could detect, however, that it nore resenbled the snarls and
growing of larls than the converse of rational creatures.

"What crop," asked Ivar Forkbeard, who wore a hood, of the platform "do the Kurii npbst favor in
their agricultural pursuits?"

| saw the ears of the Kur lie swiftly back against its head. Then it relaxed. Its |lips drew back
fromits fangs. "Sa-Tarna" it said.

The men in the field grunted their understanding. This was the staple crop in Torvaldsland. It was
a likely answer.

Ivar then spoke swiftly to one of his nen.

"What will you pay us to cross our |and?" asked one of the free nen of Torval dsl and.

"Let us negotiate such fees," said the beast, "when such negotiations are apt.

It then stepped back.

Various free men then rose to address the assenmbly. Sone spoke for granting the permission to the
Kurii for their march, many against it. Finally, it was decided that it was indeed gernmane to the
deci sion to understand what the Kurii would offer to obtain this perm ssion

I, inthis tine, now came to understand that Torval dsl and stood, in effect, as a wall between the
Kurii and the nore southern regions of Gor. The Kur, noreover, tends to be an inveterate |and

ani mal . They neither swimwell nor enjoy the water. They are uneasy on ships. Mreover, they knew
little of the craftsmanship of building a seaworthy ship. That now, suddenly, |arge nunbers of
Kuru were conjoi ned, and intent upon a march southward could not be a coincidence in the wars of
such beasts with Priest-Kings. | supposed it quite probable this was, in effect, a probe, and yet
one within the laws of the Priest-Kings. It was Gorean Kurii that were clearly, substantially,

i nvol ved. They carried primtive weapons. They did not even use a translator. In the | aws of
Priest-Kings it was up to such species, those of Kurii and nmen, to resolve their differences in
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their owmn way. | had little doubt but what the Kurii, perhaps organized by Kurii tromthe stee
worl ds, were to begin a march in Torval dsland, which might extend, in a generation to the

sout hern pole of Gor. The Kurii were now ready to reveal thenselves. At last they were ready to
march. | f they were successful, | had little doubt that the invasion fromspace, inits ful
power, would follow. In their nmercy or disinterest, Priest-Kings had spared nmany Kurii who had
been shi pwrecked, or shot down, or nmarooned on Gor. These beasts, over the centuries grown
nunerous and strong, mght now be directed by the Kurii of the steel worlds. Doubtless they had
been in contact with them | expected the speaker hinself was of the steel ships painfully taught
Gorean. The Kurii native to Gor, or which had been permtted to survive and settle on Gor, would
surely not be likely to have this facility. They and nmen seldom net, save to kill one anot her
The Kuriu, | gathered, did not wish to fight their way to nore fertile |lands south, but to reach
them easily, thus conserving their nunbers and, in effect, cutting Torval dsland fromthe south.
There was little to be gained by fighting an action the length of Torvaldsland, and little to be
| ost by not doing so, which could not be I ater recouped when power in the south had been
consolidated. | had strong doubts, of course, as to whether a Kur invasion of the south was
practical, unless abetted by the strikes of Kur ships fromthe steel worlds. The point of the
probe, indeed, might be to push Kur power as far south as possible, and, perhaps, too, for the
first time, result in the engagenent of the forces of Priest-Kings to turn them back. This would
permt an assessnent of the power of Priest-Kings, the extent and nature of which was | argely
unknown to the Kurii, and, perhaps, to lure theminto exposing thenselves in such a way that a
space raid mght be successfully launched. Al in all, | expected the invasion of the south was,
at this point, primarily a probe. If it was successful, the Priest-Kings, to preserve nmen on the
pl anet m ght be forced to intervene, thus breaking their own laws. |If the PriestKings did not do
this, perhaps for reasons of pride, their |aws having been given, then, in effect, Gor m ght
becone a Kur world, in which, given local allies, the Priest-Kings might finally be isolated and
destroyed. This was, to nmy know edge, the bol dest and nbst dangerous nove of the Qthers, the
Kurii, to this date. It utilized |large forces on Gor itself, largely native Kurii in its schenes.
Kurii fromthe ships, of course, as organizers, as officers, mght be anong them And doubtl ess
there woul d be communi cation with the ships, sonehow. This nmarch mght be the first step in an
invasion, to culmnate with the beaching of silver ships, in their thousands, raiders fromthe
stars, on the shores of Cor.

It was possible, of course, that the Kurii would attack Torval dsl and when well within it, wthout
| arge forces narshal ed against them Once within the country, before an arny could be massed
agai nst them they mght cut it to pieces, farmby farm

It was possible, too, of course, that the Kurii had becone gentle beasts, fond of farmng
renouncing their warlike ways, and turning hunbly to the soil, and the |abors of the earth,
setting perhaps therein an excellent exanple for the still half-savage human ani mals of Gor, so
predatory, so savage, so nuch concerned with wars, and their codes and honor. Perhaps we could

I earn much fromthe Kurii. Perhaps we could learn fromthemnot to be nmen, but a nore benign
animal, nore content, nore bovine; perhaps they could teach us, having overcone their proud,
restless natures, to beconme, too, a gentler, sweeter formof being, a nore pleasant, a softer, a
happi er animal. Perhaps, together with them tilling the soil, we could construct a nore placid
world, a world in which discipline and courage, and curiosity and adventure, and doi ng what

pl eases one, woul d becorme no nmore than the negl ected, scorned, half-forgotten anachroni sns of
renote barbarians. W would then have overconme our manhood, and become one with the snails, the
Kurii and the flowers.

"What will you pay," asked Svein Blue Tooth, "for permission to traverse our |land, should that
perm ssi on be granted?"

"W will take little or nothing," said the Kur, "and so nmust be asked to pay nothing."

There was an angry murmur fromthe nmen in the field.

"But," said the Kur, "as there are many of us, we will need provisions, which we will expect you
to furnish us."
"That we will furnish you?" asked Svein Blue rooth. | saw spear points |ifted anbng the crowd.

"W will require," said the Kur, "for each day of the march, as provisions, a hundred verr, a
hundred tarsk, a hundred bosk, one hundred healthy property-females, of the sort you refer to as
bond- mai ds. "

"As provisions?" asked the Blue Tooth, puzzled.

Among the Kurii, in their various | anguages, were words referring to edible neat, food. These
general terns, in their scope, included human beings. These terns were sonetines best ranslated as
"meat animal" and sonetinmes "cattle" or, sonetines, sinply "food." The hunman bei ng was regarded,
by Kurii, as falling within the scope of application of such terns. The termtranslated "cattle"
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was sonetines qualified to discrimnate between four-legged cattle and two-legged cattle, of which
the Kurii were familiar with two varieties, the bounding Hurt and the hunman

"Yes," said the Kur.

Svei n Bl ue Tooth | aughed.

The Kur, this time, did not seem anused. "W do not ask for any of your precious free females," it
sai d.
The soft flesh of the human fermale, | knew, was regarded as a delicacy anong the Kurii.

"W have better uses for our bond-maids," said Svein Blue Tooth, "than to feed themto Kurii."
There was great |aughter in the field.

I knew, however, that if such a levy was agreed upon, the girls would be sinply chained and, like
the cattle they would be given to the Kurii narch canps. Fenmle slaves are at the nercy of their
masters, conpletely.

But | did not expect men of Torvaldsland to give up fermal e slaves. They were too desirable. They
woul d el ect to keep them for thensel ves.

"W will require, too," said the Kur, "one thousand mal e sl aves, as porters, to be used, too, in
their turn, as provlslons.

"And if all this be granted to you," asked Svein Blue Tooth, "what will you grant us in return?"
"Your lives," said the Kur

There was nuch angry shouting. The bl ood of the men of Torval dsl and began to rage. They were free
men, and free men of Cor.

Weapons wer e brandi shed.

"Consi der carefully your answer, ny friends,"” said the Kur. "In all, our requests are reasonable."
He seenmed puzzled at the hostility of the men. He had apparently regarded his terns as generous.
And | supposed that to one of the Kurii, they had i ndeed been generous. Wuld we have offered as

much to a herd of cattle that nmight stand between us and a desired destination?

| saw then the man of |var Forkbeard, whom he had earlier sent fromhis side, clinbing to the
platform He carried a wooden bucket, and another object, wapped in |leather. He conferred with
Svein Blue Tooth, and the Blue Tooth sniled.

"I have here," called Svein Blue Tooth, "a bucket of Sa-Tarna grain. This, in token of

hospitality, | offer to our guest."

The Kur | ooked into the bucket, at the yellow grain. | saw the claws on the right paw briefly
expose thenselves, then, swiftly, draw within the softness of the furred, multiple digited
appendage.

"l thank the great Jarl," said the beast, "and fine grain it is. It will be our hope to have such
good fortune with our own crops in the south. But | nust decline to taste your gift for we, like
nmen, and unlike bosk, do not feed on raw grain."

The Jarl, then, took, fromthe hands of I|var Forkbeard's man, the |eather-wapped object.

It was a round, flat, six-sectioned |oafof Sa-Tarna bread.

The Kur | ooked at it. | could not read his expression

"Feed," invited Svein Blue Tooth.

The Kur reached out and took the loaf. "I shall take this to ny canp," it said, "as a token of the
good wi Il of the nen of Torval dsl and."

"Feed," invited Svein Blue Tooth.

The two Kurii behind the speaker growl ed, soft, like irritated larls.

It made the hair on my neck rise to hear them for | knew they had spoken to one another.

The Kur | ooked upon the |oaf, as we m ght have | ooked on grass, or wood, or the shell of a turtle.
Then, slowy, he put it in his nouth. Scarcely had he swallowed it than he howl ed with nausea, and
cast it up.

| knew then that this Kur, if not all, was carnivorous.

It then stood on the platform its shoulders hunched; | saw the claws expose thensel ves; the ears
were back flat against its head; its eyes bl azed.

A spear cane too close to it. It seized it, ripping it fromthe nan, and, with a single snap of
its teeth, bit the shaft in two, snapping it like |I night have broken a dried twig. Then it lifted
its head and, fangs wild, like a maddened larl, roared in fury. | think there was not a nan in the
field who was not, for that instant, frozen in terror. The roar of the beast nust have carried
even to the ships.

"Do we, free nmen of Torvaldsland," called our Svein Blue Tooth, "grant permission to the Kurii to
traverse our |land ?"

"No!" cried one nan

"No," cried others.

Then the entire field was aflame with the shouts of angry nen.
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"A thousand of you can die beneath the claws of a single Kur!" cried the Kur

There were nore angry shouting, brandi shing of weapons. The speaker, the Kur, with the gol den
spiral bracelet, turned angrily away. He was followed by the two others.

"Fal | back!" cried out Svein Blue Tooth. "The peace of the thing is upon them"

Men fell back, and, between them shanbling, swiftly noved the three Kurs.

"We are done with them" said |Ivar Forkbeard.

"Tormorrow, " called Svein Blue Tooth, "we will award the talmts for excellence in the contests."
He | aughed. "And tonorrow ni ght we shall feast!"

There was nuch cheering, much brandi shing of weapons.

"I have won six talnmits," |var Forkbeard rem nded ne.

"WIIl you dare to claimthen?" | asked.

He | ooked at ne, as though |I might be mad. "OF course," said he, "I have won them"

In leaving the thing field | saw, in the distance, a high, snow capped nmountain, steep, sharp

al rost i ke the blade of a bent spear.

I had seen it at various times, but never so clearly as fromthe thing field. | suppose the thing
field mght, partly, have been selected for the aspect of this nmountain. It was a remarkabl e peak
"What nmountain is that?" | asked.

"It is the Torval dsberg," said |van Forkbeard.

"The Torval dsberg?" | asked.

"In the legends, it is said that Torvald sleeps in the mountain," smled Ivar Forkbeard,
awaken when, once nore, he is needed in Torval dsland."

Then he put his arm about ny shoulder. "Cone to ny canp,” said he. "You nust still learn to break
thedarl's Ax ganbit."

I snmiled. Not yet had | mastered a defense against this powerful ganbit of the north.

to

Chapter 12 | var Forkbeard introduces hinself to Svein Blue Tooth

About ny forehead were bound two talnits, one which | had won in westling, the other in archery.
The men of the Forkbeard, and many others, clapped nme on the back. | was much pleased. On the
other hand | was not certain that | had nmuch longer to live. Soon it would cone the tinme to award
the talmts to the nysterious Thorgeir of Ax d acier

Two men of Svein Blue Tooth rose to their feet and silenced the crowd with two blasts on curved,
bronze signal horns, of a sort often used for conmunication between ships. The men of Torval dsl and
have in common a code of sound signals, given by the horns, consisting of some forty nessages.
Messages such as "Attack," "Heave to," "Regroup,” and "Comunication desired" have each their
speci al conbination of sounds. This sort ofthing is done noreeffectively, in nmy opinion, in the
south by neans of flags, run comonly fromthe prow cleats to the height of the stern castle.

Fl ags, of course, are useless at night. At night ship's lanterns nay be used, but there is no
standardi zation in their use, even anong the ships of a given port. There are shield signals, too,
however, it might be nentioned, in Torval dsland, though these are quite linited. Two that are

uni versal in Torvaldsland are the red shield for war, the white for peace. The nen of
Torval dsl and, hearing the blasts on the bronze horns, were silent. The bl asts had been the signal
for attention.

On the wooden dais, draped in purple, set on the contest fields, in heavy, carved chairs, sat
Svein Blue Tooth and his wonan, Bera. Both wore their fnery. About them sone on the dais, and
sone below it, stood his high officers, and his nmen of law, his counselors, his captains, and the
chief men fromhis scattered farns and hol di ngs; too, nmuch in evidence, were nore than four
hundred of his nmen-at-arns. In the crowd, too, in their white robes, were rune-priests.

Svein Blue Tooth rose to his feet, standing before the heavy, carved wooden chair. Bera remnai ned
sitting. About his neck, on its golden chain, hung the tooth of the Hunjer whale, dyed bl ue.
"Never in the history ofthe thing," called Svein, "has there been so high a winner in the
contests as he whom we now proceed to honor."

I was not surprised that this was true.

I var Forkbeard had won six talmts.

He had won a talnmit for clinbing the "nast,"” a tall pole of needle wood; it was sone fifty feet

hi gh, and was peel ed and snoot hed; he had won one for "leaping the crevice," which was actually a
br oadj unp, perforned on |evel ground; one for wal king the "oar," which was actually a |ong pol e;
two in contests of the spear, one for distance and one for accuracy; and one in swiming. He had
done less well in singing, poetry conposition, rhymng and riddl e guessing. He had cone in,
however, in second place in riddle guessing.

"This man," called out Svein Blue Tooth, obviously inpressed, "has earned in these contests six
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talmts. Never in the history of the thing has there been so high a winner." Svein Blue Tooth was
of Torval dsland hinself. He well understood the m ghtiness of the winner's exploits. It was rare
for one man to win even two talmts. Thousands entered the contests. Only one, in each contest,
could achieve the winner's talmt. "I distinguish nyself, and enter into the history of our |and,"
said the Blue Tooth, "in being the high Jarl to award these talmts in the ganes. As we honor this
man we, in doing this, simlarly do honor unto ourselves." This was cultural in Torval dsland. One
i s regarded as being honored when one rightly bestows honor. It is not |ike one man taking sone
thing fromanother, so nuch as it is |ike an exchanging of gifts. To a somewhat |esser extent, it
m ght be nentioned, this is also cultural in the south.
Svein Blue Tooth was obviously pleased that it had been in hisJarlship that six talrnits had been
won at the thing by a single, redoubtable chanpion.
I var Forkbeard, large, robed in gray, hooded in gray, stood beside nme. His features could not be
wel | seen.
From a | eather box, proffered to himby a high officer, who, too, had been the presiding official
at the contests, Svein Blue Tooth lifted a fistful of talnmts.
There was nuch cheering, nuch shouting, much lifting of weapons. Spear bl ades struck the surfaces
of the round, painted, wooden shi el ds.
There were steps leading to the dais.
"He who calls hinself Thorgeir of Ax dacier," proclained Svein Blue Tooth, "let him approach!"
I var Forkbeard eagerly bounded up the stairs toward the dais. There was not one of his men who did
not tense, and reach to his weapons, reassuring hinmself as to their readi ness, | |ooked about,
considering the nost opportune paths of flight.
If one is immersed in boiling tharlarion oil one dies quickly. On the other hand, if it is heated

slowy, over atiny fire, this same process consunes several hours. | studied the face of Svein
Bl ue Tooth. | had little doubt that he was a patient nan
| shudder ed.

I var Forkbeard, Thorgeir of Ax @ acier, now stood, hooded, on the top stair of the dais, before
his eneny. | hoped that Svein Blue Tooth would sinply hand himthe talmts and he mght rapidly
back down, and we mght run for the ship.

My heart sank.

It was obviously the intent of Svein Blue Tooth, hinmself, to honor this great winner, to bind on
his forehead, with his own hands, the talnits.

The Bl ue Tooth reached to brush back the hood. Ivar drew back his head.

Svein Blue Tooth | aughed. "Do not fear, Chanpion,"” said he. "There is none here who believes your
nane, truly, to be Thorgeir of Ax dacier."

I var Forkbeard shrugged and spread his hands, as though he had been found out, as though his ruse
had fail ed.

| felt like beating his head in with the handl e of an ax.

"What is your name, Chanpion?" asked Bera, the woman of Jarl Svein Blue Toot h.

Ivar was silent.

"That you have disgui sed yourself tells us," said the Blue Tooth, "that you are outlaw "

Ivar | ooked at him as though startled at his perception

"But the peace of the thing is upon you," said Svein Blue Tooth. "You are safe anong us. Do not
fear, great Chanpion. W neet here not to threaten you, but to do you honor. Be not afraid, for
the peace of the thing is upon you, as on all men here."

"Great Jarl," said Ivar Forkbeard, "will you swear upon nme the oath of peace, for the tinme of the
thing, your personal oath, sworn upon the ring of the tenple of Thor?"

"I't is not necessary," said the Blue Tooth, "but, if you wish, this oath | will swear
The Forkbeard bowed his head in hunble petition

The great ring of the tenple of Thor, stained in the blood of the sacrificial ox, was brought. It
was held in the hands of the high rune-priest of the thing. Svein Blue Tooth grasped it in both

hands. "l swear upon you the peace of the thing," said he, "and | make this oath of peace, for the
time of the thing, mne ow as well."
| breathed nore easily. | saw the Forkbeard's nmen about me visibly relax. Only the Forkbeard did

not seem sati sfi ed.

"Swear, too," he suggested, "by the side of the ship, by the shield s rim by the sword' s edge."
Svein Blue Tooth | ooked at him puzzled. "I so swear," he sald.

"And, too," begged the Forkbeard, "by the fires of your Ilearth, by the tinbers of the hall and
the pillars of your high seat.”

"Conme now " said Svein Blue Tooth.

"MyJarl -" begged the Forkbeard.
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"Very well," said the Blue Tooth, "I swear by the ship's side, the shield' s rim the sword's edge,
the fires of nmy hearth, the tinmbers of ny hall and the pillars of the high seat in ny house."

He then nade ready to brush back the hood, but the Forkbeard drew back once nore.

"WIIl you swear, too," he asked, "by the grains of your fields, the boundary stones of your
hol di ngs, the | ocks on your chests and the salt on your table?"

"Yes, yes!" said Svein Blue Tooth, irritatedly. "I so swear

The Forkbeard seenmed | ost in thought. | assumed he was trying to think of ways to strengthen the
Blue Tooth's oath. It seenmed to ne a mghty oath already. | thought it quite sufficient.

"And, too, | swear," said Svein Blue Tooth, "by the bronze of ny l|adles and the bottons of ny
butter pansl”

"That will not be necessary," said the Forkbeard, generously.

"What is your nane, Chanpion?" asked Svein Blue Toot h.

I var Forkbeard threw back his hood. "My nane is |var Forkbeard," he said.

Chapter 13 Visitors in the hall of Svein Blue Tooth

I he hall of Svein Blue Tooth was of wood, and magnificent. The interior hall, not counting roons
leading fromit on various sides, or the balcony which lined it, leading to other roons, was sone
forty feet high, and forty feet in width, some two hundred feet in length. It, on the western
side, was lined with a great, long table. Behind this table, its back to the western wall, facing
the length of the hall, facing east, was the high seat, or the rightful seat, the seat of the
master of the house. It was wi de enough for three or four nmen to sit together on it, and, as a
great honor, sonetimes others were invited to share the high seat. On each side of this high seat
were two pillars, about eight inches in diameter, and sone eight feet high, the high-seat pillars,
or rightful-seat pillars. They marked the seat, or bench, which m ght be placed between them as
the high seat, or rightful seat. These pillars had been carved by craftsnen in the tinme of Svein
Bl ue Tooth's great grandfather, and bore the luck signs of his house. On each side of the high
seat were | ong benches. Opposite, on the other side of the table, too, were |ong benches. A seat
of honor, incidentally, was that opposite the high seat, where one m ght converse with the host.
The hi gh seat, though spoken of as "high," was the sane hei ght as the other benches. The nen of
Torval dsl and, thus, |ook across the table at one another, not one down upon the other. The seat is
"high" in the sense of being a seat of great honor. There was, extending alnost the | ength of the
hall, a pit for a "long fire" over which food was prepared for retainers. On the |ong sides of
the hall, on the north and south, there were long tables, with benches. Salt, inits bows on the
tabl es, divided nmen into rankings. Those sitting above the salt were accorded greater prestige
than those sitting belowit. If one sat between the salt and the high seat, one sat "above" the
salt; if one sat between the salt and the entrance to the hall, one sat "below' the salt. At the
hi gh-seat table, that at which the high seat sat, all counted as being "above the salt."

Simlarly, at the tables parallel to the highseat table, smaller tabies flanking the long fire on
both sides, the tables nearest the high seat counted as being above the salt, those farthest away
bei ng bel ow the salt. The division, was made approximately at the third of the hall closest to the
hi gh seat, but could shift, depending on the nunbers of those in attendance worthy to be above the
salt. The line, so to speak, inmaginary to be sure, but definitely felt as a social reality,

di vidi ng those above fromthose below the salt, was uniformy "drawn" across the width of the
hall. Thus, it was not the case that one at a |ong side table, who was above the salt, would be
farther away fromthe high seat than one at one of the center tables, who was "below' the salt. In
I var Forkbeard's hall, incidentally, the salt distinctions were not drawn; in his hall all being
conmrades in arms, all were "above the salt.” Svein Blue Tooth's hol dings, on the other hand, were
quite large and conplexly organi zed. It would not have seened proper, at least in the eyes of
Svein Blue Tooth and others, for a high officer to sit at the sane table with a fell ow whose nmain
occupation was supervising thralls in the tending of verr. Salt, incidentally, is obtained by the
men of Torval dsl and, nost commonly, from sea water or fromthe burning of seaweed. It is also,
however, a trade commodity, and is sonmetines taken in raids. The red and yellow salts of the
south, sonme of which | saw on the tables, are not domestic to Torval dsl and. The arrangenents of
tables, incidentally, varies in different halls. | describe those appointnments characterizing the
hal| of Blue Tooth. It is comon, however, for the entrance of the hall to be oriented toward the
norni ng sun, and for the high seat to face the entrance. None nmay enter without being seen from
the high seat. Similarly, none are allowed to sit behind the high seat. In a rude country, these
def ensi ve neasures are doubtl ess a sensible precaution. About the edges of the hall hung the
shields of warriors, with their weapons. Even those who sat conmonly at the center tables, and
were warriors, kept their shields and spears at the wall. At night, each man would sleep in his
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furs behind the tables, under his weapons. Hi gh officers, of course, and the Blue Tooth, and
menbers of his family, would retire to private roons.

The hall was ornately carved, and, above the shields, decorated with cunningly sewn tapestries and
hangi ngs. On these were, usually, warlike scenes, or those dealing with ships and hunting. There
was a |ovely scene of the hunting of tabuk in a forest. Another tapestry, show ng nunerous ships,
inawar fleet, dated fromthe time of the famne in Torval dsl and, a generation ago. That had been
atine of great raids to the south.

Svein Blue Tooth had not been much pl eased on the fields of the contests, on his purple-draped
dai s, when Ivar Forkbeard had announced his identity.

"Seize himand heat oil!" had been the first cry of the Blue Tooth.

"Your oath! Your oath!" had cried the horrified, startled rune-priests.

"Seize him" screaned the Blue Tooth, but his men had, forcibly, restrained him they glaring at

I var Forkbeard with ill-disguised di sapproval
"You tricked nme!" cried out the Bl ue Tooth.
"Yes," adrnitted the Forkbeard. "It is true."

Svein Blue Tooth, held in the arns of his nen, struggled to unsheath his great sword of bl ued

st eel

The high rune-priest of the thing interposed hinmself between the violent Blue Tooth and the

For kbeard, who was, innocently, regarding cloud fornations.

The rune-priest held up the heavy, golden ring of Thor, the tenple ring itself, stained in- the
bl ood of the sacrificial ox. "On this ring you have sworn!" he cried.

"And by many other things as well," added the Forkbeard, unnecessarily to ny m nd.

The veins stood out on the forehead and neck of Svein Blue Tooth. He was a powerful man. It was
not easy for his officers to restrain him At |ast, eyes blazing, he subsided. "W will hold
parley," he said.

He, with his high officers, retired to the back of the dais. Many heated words were passed between
them Mre than one cast a rather dark look in the direction of the Forkbeard, who, then, his

di sgui se cast off, was cheerily waving to various acquai ntances in the crowd.

"Long live the Forkbeard!" cried a man in the throng. The nen-at-arns of Svein Blue Tooth stirred

uneasily. They edged nore closely about the dais. | ascended the steps of the dais and stood at
the back of the Forkbeard, hand on the hilt of the sword, to protect himif necessary. "You are
insane," | informed him "Look," he said, "there is Hafnir of the Inlet of Iron Vlls. | have not
seen himsince | was outlawed." "Good," | said. He waved to the man. "Ho, there, Hafnir!" he
cried. "Yes, it is |, lvar Forkbeard!" The nen-at-arnms of Svein Bl ue Tooth were now uncornfortably
close. | pushed away spear points with my |left hand.

Meanwhi | e the debate at the back of the dais went on. The issues seened reasonably clear, though
could catch only snatches of what was said; they concerned the pleasures of boiling the Forkbeard
and his retinue alive as opposed to the dangerous precedent which rnight be set if the peace of
the thing was sundered, and the | oss of credit which m ght accrue to Svein Blue Tooth if he
reneged on his pledged oaths, deep oaths publicly and voluntarily given. There were al so
considerations to the effect that the rune-priests would be distressed if the oaths were broken
and that the gods, too, might not look lightly upon such a violation of faith, and mght, too,
nmore seriously, evidence their displeasure by such tokens as blights, plagues, hurricanes and

fam nes. Agai nst these considerations it was argued that not even the gods thernselves could

bl arne Svein Blue Tooth, under these circunstances, for not honoring a piddling oath, extracted
under fal se pretenses; one bold fellow even went so far as to insist that, under these specia
circunstances, it was a solem obligation incunbent on the Blue Tooth to renounce his oath and
commit the Forkbeard and his followers, with the exception of slaves, who would be confiscated, to
the oil pots. Fortunately, in the nidst of his eloquence, this fell ow sneezed, which omen at once,
deci sively, w ped away the weightiness of his point.

At last the Blue Tooth turned to face the Forkbeard. Svein's face was red with rage.

The high rune-priest lifted the sacred tenple ring.

"The peace of the thing," said the Blue Tooth, "and the peace of ny house, for the time of the
thing, is upon you. This |I have sworn. This | uphold."

There was nuch cheering. The Forkbeard beanmed. "I knew it would be so, ny Jarl," he said. The high
rune-priest |owered the tenple ring.

| rather admired Svein Blue Tooth. He was a man of his word. By his word he woul d stand, even
though, as in the present case, any objective observer woul d have been forced to admit that his
provocation to betray it, his tenptation to betray it, nust have been unusual in the extrene. In
honor such a high jarl nmust set an exanple to the nen of Torvaldsland. He had, nobly, if not
cheerfully, set the exanple.
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"By tonorrow night," said he, "when the thing is done, be free of this place. My oath is for the
time of the thing, and for no | onger."

"You have six talmts of mne, | believe," said the Forkbeard.

Svein Blue Tooth | ooked at himin rage.

"There is one for swinming," said the Forkbeard, "one for clinbing the nmast, one for |eaping the
crevice, one for wal king the oar, and two for prowess with the spear."

Bl ue Tooth was speechl ess.

"That is six," said the Forkbeard. "Never before in the history of the thing has a chanpi on done
this well."

The Blue Tooth thrust the talmts toward the Forkbeard But the Forkbeard, hunbly, inclined his
head.

Then Svein Blue Tooth, as high jarl in Torval dsland, one by one, tied about the forehead of I|var
Forkbeard the six talmts.

There was much cheering. |, too, cheered. Svein Blue Tooth was, in his way, not a bad fell ow

"By tomorrow night," repeated Svein Blue Tooth to the Forkbeard, "when the thing is done, be free
of this place My oath is for the time of the thung, and for no | onger."

"You frown upon nme, and would put ne below the salt," said Ivar Forkbeard, "because | am outl aw. "
"I frown upon you, and would not let you within the doors of ny hall, said Svein Blue Tooth,
"because you are the greatest scoundrel and rogue in Torval dsland!"

I could see that this conplinment nuch pleased the Forkbeard, who, a vain fellow, was jeal ous of
his reputation.

"But | have," said the Forkbeard, "the neans wherewith to buy nyself free of the outlawy you

your sel f pronounced upon ne.

"That is preposterous!" snorted the Blue Tooth. Several of his men | aughed.

"No man," said the Blue Tooth, |ooking suddenly at |var Forkbeard, "could pay such wergild as |

set for you."

"You have heard," inquired Ivar Forkbeard, "of the freeing of Chenbar, the Sea Sleen, fromthe
dungeons of Port Kar?" He snmiled. "You have heard,"” he inquired, "of the sack of the tenple of
Kassau?"

"You!" cried the Blue Toot h.

| saw the eyes of the Blue Tooth suddenly gleamw th avarice. | knew then, surely, that he was of
Torval dsl and. There is a streak of the raider in themall.

"The wergild | set you," said he slowy, "was such that no man, by ny intent, could pay it. It was
one hundred stone of gold, the weight of a grown nman in the sapphires of Schendi, and the only
daughter of ny eneny, Thorgard of Scagnar."

"May | pay ny respects to you this night in your hall?" asked the Forkbeard.

Svein Blue Tooth |ooked at him startled. He fingered the heavy tooth, on its chain, which hung
about his neck, that tooth of a Hunjer whale, dyed bl ue.

Bera, his woman, rose to her feet. | could see that her mnd was noving with rapidity.

"Cone tonight to our hall, Chanpion,” said she.

The Bl ue Tooth did not gainsay her. The wonan of the Jarl had spoken. Free wonen in the north have
much power. Thedarl's Wbnan, in the Kaissa oit the north, is a nore powerful piece than the Ubara
in the Kaissa of the south. This is not to deny that the Ubara in the south, in fact, exercises as
much or nore power than her northern counterpart. It is only to recognize that her power in the
south is iess explicitly acknow edged.

The Forkbeard | ooked to Svein Blue Tooth. Svein fingered the tooth on its chain.

"Yes," said he, "cone tonight to ny hall-Chanpion."

There had then been again nmuch cheering. Svein Blue Tooth, high jarl of Torvaldsland, followed by
hi s woman, and high officers and counselors, and other followers, then took his way fromthe

dai s.

We had fed well in the hall of Svein Blue Tooth.

Many were the roast tarsk and roast bosk that had roasted over the long fire, on the iron spits.
Splendid was the quality of the ale at the tables of the Blue Tooth. Sweet and strong was the
mead.

The snoke fromthe fire found its way high into the rafters, and, eventually, out of the holes cut
in the peaked roof. Some of these were eighteen inches square. Light was furnished fromthe
cooking fire but, too, fromtorches set in rings on the wall, backed with nmetal plating; too, here
and there, on chains fromthe beans, high above, there hung large tharlarion oil |anps, which
could be raised and |l owered fromthe sides. At places, too, there were bowls, with oil and w cks,
with spikes on their bottons, set in the dirt floor, sone six inches fromthe floor, others as
high as five feet; this node of lanp, incidentally, is nore common in the private chanbers. It was
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not unusual, incidentally, tha the floor of the great hall, rich as it was, was of dirt, strewn
with rushes. This is common in the halls of Torval dsland When the Forkbeard, and |, and other
foll owers, many oi them bearing riches, entered the hall , we had been given a roomto one side,
in which we mght wash and dry oursel ves before the feast. In this room unusual in halls, was a
wi ndow. | had put nmy finger against it, and pressed outward. | was not paned with glass, but with
some sort of menbrane but the nmenbrane was al nbst as clear as glass. "Wat is this?" | had asked
the Forkbeard. "It is the dried afterbirth nmenbrane of a bosk fetus," he said. "It will last nany

nmont hs, even agai nst rain." Looking out through the window | could see the palisade about the hal
and its associated buildings. The palisade inclosed some two acres; within it were nany shops and

storage houses, even an ice house; in the center, of course, reared the great hall itself, that
rude hi gh-roof ed pal ace of the north, the house of Svein Blue Tooth. Through the nmenbrane, hardly
distorted, | saw the palisade, the catwal k about it, the guards, and, over it, the noons of GCor.

In the far distance, the noonlight reflected fromits snow heights | saw, too, the Torval dsberg,
in which the | egendary Torvald was reputed to sl eep, supposedly to waken again if needed once nore
i n Torval dsl and.

| smled.

| turned to lIvar Forkbeard. | saw that treasures, borne by his nen, had been placed in this side
room

He grinned

The Forkbeard was in a good nood. The last night had been quite a pleasant one for him He had
handed of f Puddi ng and Gunnhild to his men, for the night, and had ordered to his furs Honey Cake,
the former Mss Stevens of Earth, and the wench, Leah, the Canadian girl, whom| had won at
archery and given to himas a gift. Honey Cake, |ike many shy, introverted, timd girls, fearing
her own sexuality and fearing that of nen, sensing themin terror as her natural masters, was the
m stress of secret, incredi ble depths of repressed sexual enotion and feeling; the Forkbeard, of
course, a rude barbarian, was not in the |least concerned with the walls which she had, carefully,
over years, built to conceal her own needs and desires fromherself; he sinply shattered them he
had forced her, unable to resist, as only a bond-nmaid w thout choice, to | ook deeply and openly on
her own naked needs and desires; then he had used her as a slave; she had yielded to him

hel pl essly, wondrously, |aughing, weeping, crying out with joy; the wench, Leah, whom | had won at
archery, had tried to resist the Forkbeard; he had her beaten and thrown back to his furs; soon
she, too, in her turn, was nmoaning wth pleasure; helplessly; she was respondi ng beautifully to
him by norning both girls, on and about him fighting one another, jeal ous of one another, were
beggi ng for his touch; at dawn he had ordered one of his nen, that he m ght get some sleep, to
chain them prone head to foot, the right ankle of each chained to the projecting ring on the
collar of the other; the Forkbeard did not rise until afternoon; he was then much refreshed;

had, in nmy turn, with several of the other of the Forkbeard' s nen, enjoyed Pudding and Gunnhild;
both were superb; toward norning, too, | had felt Aga's small fingers at ny ankle; she was, |ike
several of the other bond-nmids, chained by the right ankle, the chain sone eight feet in Iength,
to a stake driven into the earth near the center of the Forkbeard' s tent; she had crawmed to the
extent of her chain, her right |eg extended behind her, and had stretched her right hand toward
me; | took the furs to her side, wapped her within themw th ne, and had nuch pl easure with her
we fell asleep two Ahn afterwards, she still held in ny arns, her head on ny shoul der. Wen the
For kbeard hinmself rose, of course, the canp becane quite active, and the slaves were put about
many nenial |abors; the thrall, Tarsk, was unchained from Thyri, and set about the sawi ng of wood,
Thyri herself, her kirtle thrown to her, was ordered to pound grain to make fl our; she could not
even | ook Tarsk in the face, | noted; she | ooked down, shyly; fromher cries the night before
knew that she had, behind the tent, yielded to him the other girls nuch teased her for vyielding
to athrall; "I would have been beaten had | not yielded," she said in defense; then she | ooked
down once nore, and sniled; she did not seem discontent.

| saw her, late in the afternoon, unbidden, secretly bringing himwater at his work.

"Thank you, bond-nmid," said he.

She put down her head.

"You are pretty, bond-naid," he said.

"Thank you, ny Jarl," she said.

He | ooked after her, as she sped away. He grinned. He then, whistling, worked with gusto. He did
not then seemto nme unlike a free man

"If you are washed and readied," said a young thrall, collared, in a kirtle of white wool, "it is
perm ssible to present yourselves before the high seat of the house, before ny nmaster, Svein Blue
Tooth, Jarl of Torval dsl and."

"We are honored," had said the Forkbeard. He designated four of his nen to guard the treasures.
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We | ooked at one anot her

"I feel," | said, "as though | were walking into the jaws of a larl."

"Do not fear," said lvar. "I, Forkbeard, amat your side."

"Were you not at ny side," | said, "I doubt that | should feel as | do."

"I see," said the Forkbeard.

"Could we not," | suggested, "sinply |eap naked into a pit of venonous osts, or, perhaps, race

madl y across the plains of the Wagon Peoples during a lightning storm our swords raised over our
heads?"

"The trick," said the Forkbeard, "is not sinply to walk into the jaws of a larl. Any fool can do
that."

"I amwell aware of that," | said.

"The trick," said the Forkbeard, w nking, but not thereby nmuch reassuring me, "is to wal k back out
agai n!"

"You have sone intention, then," | asked, "of emerging fromthis escapade alive?"

"That is a portion of nmy plan," acknow edged the Forkbeard. "And, failing that, we will die nobly,
agai nst heavy odds. Thus, ny plan is fool proof."

"You have reasoned it out well," | admtted. "Lead on."

The Forkbeard lifted his head boldly and, smling, energed fromthe side room at the entrance to
whi ch he stopped and raised his hands, saluting the tables. He was greeted with warmh fromthe
many warriors there. He had won six talmits. "The Forkbeard greets you!" shouted lIvar. | blinked
The hall was light. | had not understood it to be so large. At the tables, lifting ale and knives
to the Forkbeard were nore than a thousand nmen. Then he took his way to the bench opposite the
hi gh seat, stopping here and there to exchange pl easantries with the nmen of Svein Blue Tooth. I,
and his nen, followed him The Blue Tooth, | noted, did not | ook too pleased at the Forkbeard's
popul arity with his men. Near him beside the high seat, sat his worman, Bera, her hair worn high
on her head, in a kirtle of yellow wool with scarlet cape of the fur of the red sea sleen, and,
about her neck, neckl aces of gol d.

W had fed well in the hall of Svein Blue Tooth. During the neal, for Svein was a rich man, there
had been acrobats, and jugglers and mnstrels. There had been nuch | aughter when one of the
acrobats had fallen into the long fire, to leap scranbling fromit, rolling in the dirt. Two other
men, to settle a grievance, had had a tug of war, a bosk hide stretched between them across the
long fire. When one had been pulled into the fire the other had thrown the hide over him and
stonped upon him Before the fellowin the fire could free hinself he had been nmuch burned. This
elicited much laughter fromthe tables. The jugglers had a difficult tilne, too, for their eyes on
the cups and plates they were juggling, they were not infrequently tripped, to the hilarity of the
crowd. More than one nminstrel, too, was driven fromthe hall, the target of barrages of bones and
pl at es.

The Forkbeard was, at one point, so furious at the ineptness of the nusicians, that he inforned ne
of his own intention to regale the tables with song. He was extrenely proud of his singing voice

I prevailed upon himto desist. "You are a guest,” | told him "it would not be seemy for you, by
your talents, to shane the entertainers, and thereby perhaps reflect upon the honor of your host,
who doubt| ess has provided the best he can." "True," admitted the Forkbeard. | breathed nore
easily. Had Ivar Forkbeard broken into song | would have given little for our chances.

Male thralls turned the spits over the long fire; fenale thralls, bond-maids, served the tables.
The girls, though collared in the manner of Torval dsland, and serving nen, were fully cl othed.
Their kirtles of white wool, snudged and stained with grease, fell to their ankles; they hurried
about; they were barefoot; their arns, too, were bare; their hair was tied with strings behind
their heads, to keep it free fromsparks; their faces were, on the whole, dirty, snudged with dirt
and grease; they were worked hard; Bera, | noted, kept nuch of an eye upon them one girl, seized
by a warrior, her waist held, his other hand sliding upward from her ankle beneath the single
garment pernitted her, the |l ong, stained woolen kirtle, nmaking her cry out with pleasure, dared to
thrust her lips eagerly, furtively, to his; but she was seen by Bera; orders were given; by nale
thralls she was bound and, weeping, thrust to the kitchen, there to be stripped and beaten;
presuned that if Bera were not present the feast night have taken a different turn; her frigid,
col d presence was, doubtless, not nuch wel coned by the nmen. But she was the worman of Svein Bl ue

Tooth. | supposed, in tinme, nornally, she would retire, doubtless taking Svein Blue Tooth wth
her. It would be then that the men m ght thrust back the tables and hand the bond-nai ds about. No
Jarl | knew can hold nmen in his hall unless there are anple wonen for them | felt sorry for Svein
Bl ue Tooth. This night, however, it seened Bera had no intention of retiring early. | suspected

this mght have accounted sonewhat for the ugliness of the men with the entertainers, not that the
men of Torval dsl and, under any circunstances, constitute an easily pleased audi ence. Generally
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only Kaissa and the songs of skalds can hold their attention for [ong hours, that and stories told
at the tables.

After the entertainers had been driven fromthe hall and nmuch food had been eaten, Svein Blue
Toot h, who had showed nuch patience, said to Ivar Forkbeard, "It is my understanding that you
bel i eve yourself to have that wherewith your deed's wergild nmight be net."

"Perhaps," adnmitted the Forkbeard.

Svein Blue Tooth's eyes gleaned. He fingered the tooth of the Hunjer whale, on its golden chain

sl ung about hi s neck

"The wergild was high," said the Blue Tooth.

The Forkbeard stood up. "Bring gold and sapphires,” said he, "and bring scales."

To the astonishnment of all those in the hall, fromthe side room boxes and sacks of gold were
brought forth by the Forkbeard' s men, and, too, a |large, heavy sack of leather, filled with tiny
obj ect s.

Men left the back tables; nmen crowded about; even the thralls and the bond-maids, astonished,

di sbel i evi ng, crowded near.

"Rooml Make room here!" called the Forkbeard.

For nore than two Ahn gold was wei ghed, on two pairs of scales, one furnished by the Forkbeard,
the other by the house of Svein Blue Tooth. To ny relief the scales, alrnost perfectly, agreed.
The gol d accunul at ed.

The eyes of Svein Blue Tooth and Bera, narrow, shining, were filled with pleasure.

"There is forty weight of gold here,' said Svein Blue Tooth's nman, al nost as though he coul d not
believe it, "four hundred stone of gold."

There was a gasp fromthe throng.

The Forkbeard then went to the heavy | eather sack and ripping the |eather away at its throat,
poured onto the dirt, lustrous, scintillating, a shower of jewels, nostly a deep blue, but sone
were purple, and other white and yellow, the carved sapphires of Schendi, each in the shape of a
tiny panther.

"Aiii!" cried the throng. Svein Blue Tooth | eaned forward, his fists clenched. Bera, her eyes

bl azing could not speak

The Forkbeard shook his sack further. Mre jewels fell forth, sone anong them nore unusua
varieties of sapphire, pale pink, orange, violet, brown and even green

"Ah," cried the throng. "How beautiful!" cried a bondmaid, who did not, herself, own even her
collar of iron

"Weigh them" said the Forkbeard.

I had not, nyself, realized there were so many varieties of sapphires. Until this time | had been
famliar only with the bluish stones.

| had little doubt, however, that the stones were genui ne. Chenbar, the Sea Sl een, would have
insisted on the fee for his rescue being paid in genuine stones, as a matter of pride. Too, the
Forkbeard, in dealing with his Jarl, Svein Blue Tooth, would not use fal se stones. He woul d be
above that. It is one thing to cheat one not of Torvaldsland, quite another to attenpt to defraud
one of one's own country, particularly one's Jarl. | had no doubt that the spilled glory heaped
gleaming in the dirt of the hall of Svein Blue Tooth was what it seened, true stones, and an

i ncredi bl e treasure.

The jewels, like the gold, were patiently wei ghed.

There were many exclamations fromthe warriors present, and others in the throng. The wei ght of
the stones was nore than that of a full-grown rman.

I var Forkbeard stood behind these riches, and grinned, and spread his hands.

"I did not think there were such riches in all of Torval dsland,"” whi spered Bera.

Svein Blue Tooth was nmuch inpressed. He could scarcely speak. Wth such riches there would be no
Jarl in Torval dsl and who could even renotely conpare to him H's power would be the equal of that
of a Ubar of the south.

But the nen of Torval dsland are not easily pleased. The Bl ue Tooth | eaned back. "There was,
Forkbeard," said he, smling, "a third condition to the wergild."

"Ch, ny Jarl?" asked lvar.

"It seens | nust keep this treasure," said he, "and you renmain outlaw. It may, however, count as
the first two installnments of a conpleted transaction. | shall revoke your outlawy when, and only
when, too, you deliver to nme the daughter of ny eneny, Thorgard of Scagnar."

The Blue Tooth's men, not pleased, murnured angrily. "The Forkbeard, surely, has nore than paid
wergild," cried one. "What nman has been set such a price and has paid it?" cried another.
"Silence!" cried Svein Blue Tooth, standing behind the table. He scowl ed at his nen.

"No one, not an arny or a fleet," cried another, "could take the daughter of so powerful a Jarl as
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Thorgard of Scagnar!"

"You seemto ask the inpossible, nmy Jarl," observed |var Forkbeard.

"l do ask the inpossible,"” said Svein Blue Tooth. "OF you, ny friend, |var Forkbeard, | choose to
ask the irnpossible."

The Forkbeard's nmen nuttered angrily. \Wapons were grasped.

Even the nen of Svein Blue Tooth, perhaps a thousand in the hall, were angry. Yet the Blue Tooth,
boldly, their Jarl, matched his will to theirs. Wich one of themwould dare to challenge the wll
of their Jarl?

| admired the Blue Tooth in his way. He was courageous. In the final analysis, | had little doubt
that his nen would abi de by his decision

The Bl ue Tooth sat down again in the high seat. "Yes, friend Forkbeard," said he, "of you, as is
my right, | ask what cannot be done, the inpossible."

The Forkbeard turned and, facing the entrance of the hall, called out, "Bring forth the female."
There was no sound in the great hall, save the crackle of the fires and torches.
The nen, and the thralls and bond-naids, parted. Fromthe doors to the hall, swung w de, now

approachi ng, cane four figures, Otar, who had acconpani ed the Forkbeard to the thing, two of the
Forkbeard's nmen, with spears, and, between them clad in rich robes of conceal nent, such as are
worn in the south, even to the veils, the figure of a girl.

These four stopped before the table, opposite the high seat of Svein Blue Tooth. The girl stood
anong the gold, and the heaped sapphires. Her robes were marvously wought, subtle, soft, seem ng
almost in their sheens, like the jewels, to shift their colors in the light of the lanps and the
flickering torches. The robes were hooded; she was twi ce veiled, once in white silk and, under it,
in purple silk.

"What nockery is this?" demanded the Blue Tooth, sternly.

"No nockery, my Jarl," said the Forkbeard. He extended his hand toward the girl. "May | present to
my Jarl," he asked, "Hlda, daughter of Thorgard of Scagnar?"

The girl reached to her hoods and brushed them back, freeing her hair, and then, pin by pin, she
unfastened the two veils, one after the other, and dropped them -

"It is she," whispered a nan at the table of Svein BlueTooth. "I was once in the hall of Thorgard.
It is shel'

"Are you-are you," asked Svein Blue Tooth, "the daughter of Thorgard, Thorgard of Scagnar?"

"Yes, ny Jarl," she said

"Before Thorgard of Scagnar had the ship Black Sleen," said Svein, slowy, "he had another ship
VWhat was its nane ?"

"Horned Tharlarion," she said. "He still has this ship, too," she added, "but it does not now
serve as his flagship."

"How many oars has it?" he asked.

"Ei ghty," said she.

"Who keeps the fisheries of Thorgard?" asked a man

"Gim once of Hunjer," she said.
"Once in battle,"” said Svein Blue Tooth, "I wounded Thorgard of Scagnar."
"The scar," she said, "is on his left wist, conceal ed unde a studded wistlet."

Svei n | eaned back.

"In this same engagenent," she said, "he wounded you, and nore grievously. You will bear the scar
in your left shoul der."

Bera fl ushed.

"It is true," said Svein Blue Toot h.

"I tell you," cried the man at the table, "it is Hilda, daughter of Thorgard of Scagnar. | have
been in his hall. It is shel™

The wonen of the north, commonly, do not veil thenselves.

"How were you taken?" asked Svein Bl ue Toot h.

"By trickery, ny Jarl," said she. "In ny own conpartnments was | taken, bracel eted and hooded."
"How were you conveyed past guards?" asked the Blue Tooth.

"Fromthe wi ndow of ny conpartnents, braceleted and hooded, |ate at night, helpless, in darkness.
| was hurled into the sea, nore than a hundred feet below A boat was waiting. Like a fish I was

retrieved and made prisoner, forced tolie on ny belly in the boat, like a conmon maid. My captors
foll oned. "
There was a great cheer fromthe nmen in the hall, both those of Ivar Forkbeard and those of Svein
Bl ue Toot h.

"You poor, miserable girl," cried Bera.
"I't could happen to any fenale," said Hlda, "even you, great |ady."
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"Men are beasts,"” Bera cried. She regarded lIvar, and me, and his nmen, with fury. "Shane be upon
you, you beasts!" she cried.

"Svein Blue Tooth, Jarl of Torval dsland, neet Hilda, daughter of Thorgard of Scagnar,"
"Hi | da, daughter of Thorgard of Scagnar, neet Svein Blue Tooth, Jarl of Torvaldsland."

Hilda inclined her head in deference to the Jarl.

There was another great cheer in the hall

"Poor girl," cried Bera, "how you nust have suffered!"

H |1 da | owered her head. She did not respond to Bera. | thought she snil ed.

"Never had | thought to have Hilda, daughter of Thorgard of Scagnar, stand prisoner before ne,
before the high seat of ny house," said Svein Blue Tooth.

"Before you | stand nore than prisoner, ny Jarl," said she.

"l do not understand," said Svein Blue Tooth.

She did not raise her head.

"You need not address nme as your Jarl, ny dear," said Svein Blue Tooth. "I am not your Jarl."

"But every free man is ny Jarl," she said. "You see, ny Jarl," said she, lifting her head proudly
and pulling her rich, glistening robes sone i nches down upon her shoulders, "I wear the collar of
I var Forkbeard. "

The collar of black iron, with its heavy hinge, its riveted closure, its projecting ring of iron,
for a chain or padl ock, showed bl ack, heavy, against the whiteness of her lovely throat.

"You have dared to collar the daughter of Thorgard of Scagnar!" cried Bera to |Ivar Forkbeard.

"My naster does what he pleases, Lady," said Hilda.

I wondered what Bera would say if she knew that Hilda had been put at the oar, and taught to heel
that she had been whi pped, and taught to obey; that she had been caressed, and taught to respond.
"Silence, Bond-nmid!'" cried Bera.

Hi | da put down her head.

"To think," cried Bera, "that | expressed solicitude for a collar-girl!"

Hi | da dared not speak. For a bond-maid to speak in such a situation mght be to invite a sentence
of death. She shuddered.

said lvar.

In fury, Bera, lifting her skirt from about her ankles, took her way fromthe long table, retiring
to her own quarters.
"You collared her!" |aughed Svein Bl ue Toot h.

"Of course," said the Forkbeard.

"Superb!" [ aughed Svein Blue Tooth, rubbing his hands together

"Lift your head, Wench," he said. His attitude toward Hilda had changed, conpletely.

She did so.

She had a beautiful face, blue eyes, long, |oose blond hair

"I's she pretty?" asked Svein Blue Tooth.

"Rermove your slippers," said the Forkbeard.

The girl did so. She stepped fromthem She did not wear stockings. Roughly the Forkbeard, then,
hi s hands at her shoulders, tore away the robes of conceal nment.

The nmen, and the bond-maids, cried out with pleasure, with adm ration

Hi | da stood proudly, her head high, amidst the heaped gold, jewels, sapphires, in the dirt about
her feet. She had been branded. It had been done by the hand of |var Forkbeard hinself, before
dawn, some days ago, shortly before the ship had left for the thing. She had been carried weeping,
over his shoulder, her brand fresh, aboard his ship, The collar, too, before the brand, that very
nmor ni ng, had been cl osed about her neck, and riveted shut.

| observed the brand. She was now only another girl whose belly lay beneath the sword, a property-
girl, acollargirl, a slave, a bond-nmaid.

The eyes of Svein Blue Tooth, and those of his nen, glistened as they feasted upon her bared

beauty.

"It seens," said Svein Blue Tooth, "that the wergild has been well nmet."

"Yes," said the Forkbeard, "it mght seemso."

"In the norning | shall proclaimthe lifting of your outlawy," said the Blue Toot h.

I relaxed. It seened we would cone alive, after all, out of the hall of the Blue Tooth. | had only

feared sone treachery, or trickery, upon his part, sone northern trick. Yet he had now, before his
men, spoken. And | knew him by this time, to be one who stood with his word, and stood well with
it, and proudly. H's word was to himas his land, and his sword, as his honor and his ship; it
woul d be kept; it would be neither deneaned nor broken.

"I think there is sone nmistake," said |var Forkbeard.

Inwardly | groaned.

"How i s that?" asked the Blue Toot h.
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"How is it that the wergild is met?" asked |var Forkbeard.

The Bl ue Tooth | ooked puzzled. He pointed to the jewels, the gold, the girl. "You have that here
wherewith to neet the wergild," said he.

"That is true," said the Forkbeard. Then he drew hinselfup to a not inconsiderable full height.
"But who has told you that | choose to neet it?"

Suddenly the nen in the hall, both those of the Forkbeard and of Svein Blue Tooth, began to cheer
I, too, was on ny feet anong them None of us had suspected it, and yet it was what one should
have expected of such a nman as the Forkbeard. Never in the north had there been such a coup of

honor! Though it m ght nean the death of us all, those who foll owed the Forkbeard, and that of
per haps hundreds of the nen of Svein Blue Tooth, we cheered. My heart bounded, ny bl ood raced. |
struck, again and again, ny left shoulder with the palmof ny right hand. | heard swords cl ashing

agai nst the sides of plates, spear blades clattering on shields, and ringing, one against the

ot her.

Slowmy Svein Blue Tooth rose to his feet. He was livid with rage.

There was not a man in the hall but knew that his kinsman, a distant cousin, Finn Broadbelt, whom
the Forkbeard had slain, had fallen in fair duel, and that wergild should not have been |evied;
and there was not a man in that hall but knew that the Blue Tooth had decreed, even were such
justified, a wergild to the deed of the Forkbeard whose conditions were outrageous, deliberately
formul ated to preclude their satisfaction, a wergild contrived to nake inpossible the nmeeting of
its own ternms, a wergild the intent of which was, in its spiteful ness, to condemm the Forkbeard to
perpetual outlawy. Then, to the astonishnent of all Torval dsland, and nobst to that of Svein Blue
Tooth, the Forkbeard, redoubtable, after earning six talmts in the contests, delivered to his
hall the very wergild no man had supposed it possible to pay, and had then, arrogantly, before the
hi gh seat of the Blue Tooth itself, refused to pay!

“In this land," said Ivar Forkbeard, "rather than accept pardon at the hands of such a Jarl, one
such as you, Svein Blue Tooth, | make what choice a free man nmust. | choose the sleen, the forest
and the sea!"”

Svein Blue Tooth regarded him

"I do not pay the wergild," said the Forkbeard. "I choose to remain outlaw"

Once again there was nuch cheering. | clapped the Forkbeard about the shoulders. Gorm and Qtar
too, stood with him and his other men. Hilda knelt at his feet, anong the gold, the jewels, her
lips pressed to his furred boots. "My Jarl! My Jarl!" she wept.

Then there was silence in that high-roofed hall.

Al eyes turned to Svein Blue Tooth.

He stood before the high seat of his house, standlng before the Iong table; behind him on each
side, were the high-seat pillars of his house.

He prepared to speak. Suddenly he lifted his head. I, too, and several of the others, at the sane
time, detected it. It was snoke. "The hall is afire!" cried one man. Fl ames, above and behind us,
crept at the southeast corner of the interior roof, above and, as we faced it, to the right of the
doors. Snoke, too, began to drift in fromone of the side roons. W saw sonething nmove within it.
"What is going on?" cried a man at one of the tables.

The doors behind us, both of them great, carved doors, suddenly thrust open

In the doorway, silhouetted against flanes behind them we saw great, black, shaggy figures.

Then one leapt within the hall. In one hand it carried a gigantic ax, whose handl e was perhaps

ei ght feet |ong, whose blade, fromtip to tip, mght have been better than two feet in length; on
its other armit carried a great, round, iron shield, double strapped; it lifted it, and the ax;
its arnms were incredibly | ong, perhaps sone seven feet in length; about its left armwas a spira
band of gold; it was the Kur which had addressed the assenbly.

It threw back its head and opened its jaws, eyes blazing, and uttered the blood roar of the
aroused Kur; then it bent over, regarding us, shoul ders hunched, its claws leaping fromits soft,
furred sheaths; it then laid its ears back flat against the sides of its great head.

No one coul d nove.

Then, other Kurii behind it, crowding about it, past it, it shrieked, |ips drawn back, with a

hi deous sound, which, sonehow, fromits lips and men, and nostly fromits eyes, | took to be a
sign of pleasure, of anticipation; | would learn later that this sound is instinctively uttered by
Kurii when they are preparing to take blood. This cry, like a stinulus, acted upon the others, as
well; alnmost instantly, with the velocity that the stranger signal can course through a pack of

urts, this shriek was picked up by those with it; then, the hall filled with their horrid how i ng,
eyes blazing, led by the Kur with the golden band, frenzied by the bl ood shriek, they |eaped
forward, great axes flailing.
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Chapter 14 The Forkbeard and | depart fromthe hall of Svein Blue Tooth

| saw half of the body of a nman spinning crazily past.

Kurii | eapt down the long sides of the hall, slashing, cutting nen down as they fled to their
weapons The wooden shi el ds of Torval dsland no nore stopped the great axes than dried skins of
larma fruit, stretched on sewing frames, night have resisted the four-bl aded dagger cestus of
Anango or the hatchet gauntlet of eastern Skjern.

More than once the bl ades of the Kurii axes bit through the spines of nmen, reaching for their
weapons, and splintered, gouging, in the beans of the hall

| choked in the snoke. My eyes stung. Near ne a nman screaned. | was knocked fromny feet, buffeted
in the crowd. For an instant | was conscious only of the dirt floor, the reeds strewn upon it, the
mad forest of running feet. My left liand slipped in the dirt, in blood. | was knocked again, but
then managed to force ny way to my feet. | was carried in the panic-stricken throng a dozen yards
in one direction, then, meaninglessly, carried back in the other. | could not even draw nmy weapon.
The Kur axes fel] again and again. The hall rang with their howing. | saw a man-at-arns |ifted,
back broken, in the black, furred, tentacled hand of one of the nmarauders. The thing roared, head
back. The white fangs seenmed scarlet in the light of the fires fromthe roof. Then it threw the
man nmore than a hundred feet against the back ot the Ilall. | saw another nman-at-armnms hangi ng from
the jaws of a Kur. He was still alive. H's eyes betrayed shock, staring blindly outward. | do not
think he saw. | suspect he was in pain. He was alive, but I did not think he any |longer felt. He
doubt | ess understood what was occurring but, to him sonehow, it did not seem of concern. It was
as though it were happening to soneone else. Then the Kur's jaws closed. For the |east instant
there was a terrifying recognit:ion in the eyes. Then he was bitten through

| briefly saw Ivar Forkbeard. He was trying to thrust Hilda, held by the arm toward one of the
side rooms, between killing Kurii. He was shouting orders to his nen, who clustered about him
Svein Blue Tooth stood on the |Iong table, behind which was his high seat. | could not hear himin
the shouting, the screans, the howing of the frenzied Kurii

A great Kur ax swept near nme. Four nen, trying to back away, but held as though against a wall by
the throng, were cut down.

Those nearest the Kurii tried to crawl back within the throng.

The Kurii axes, in their sweeps, at the edges of the throng, kept us hel pl ess, crowded together
Few nen could as rmuch as draw t heir weapons.

Sone nen, behind Kurii, fled away, out of the great, opened, double doors of the hall. | saw them
fleeing, outlined briefly against the fires outside. But outside, too, | saw, silhouetted against
the flames, waiting Kurii. Many fled into the axes of the Kurii in the yard of the hall. Then

Kurii stood before the threshold, snarling, axes lifted.

Men cane before themand threw t henmsel ves to their knees, that they might be spared, even were it
but for the Ahn, but these, l|ike others, no differences drawn between them were cut down,
destroyed by strokes of the swift axes. Kurii take prisoners only when it pleases them

| saw several of the Forkbeard's nen nanage to slip into one of the side rooms. Gorm and OQtar
were anong them

I hoped they nmight make good their escape. Perhaps they could tear out trhe nmenbrane in one of the
wi ndows and crawl through and, in the confusion outside, make away.

The Forkbeard, to ny surprise, nmonmentarily reappeared tromwithin the room |ooking about. H's
face looked red in the fires. He carried his sword.

| did not see Hilda. | assuned she had, with the nmen, entered the small room It was ny hope that
she, and the others, could manage to slip away sonmehow, perhaps clinbing to the catwal k, and
droppi ng over the side of the palisade to the ground bel ow.

| saw then the Forkbeard, one hand on the arm of the strange giant, Rollo, leading himto the door

of the small room Rollo, though the room about himwas frenzied wwth Kurii and their killing, did
not seemdisturbed. Hs eyes were vacant. He was led like a child to the snmall room | noted that
his ax, which he always carried, was bloodi ed. The blood of Kurii, like that of nmen, is red, and

of simlar chemical conposition. It is another simlarity adduced by Priest-Kings when they w sh
to argue the equival ence of the warring species. The najor difference between the bl ood content of
the Kur and of nmen is that the plasma of the Kur contains a greater percentage of salt, this
acting in water primarily as a protein solvent. The Kur can eat and di gest quantities of mneat

whi ch would kill a man

Rol | o di sappeared within the small room

Fromny right | heard the screamof a bond-naid. | saw a Kur |eash her. He pulled her struggling,
by the neck, choking, to a place to the left of the door. There there waited another Kur, who held
in his tentacled hand the | eashes of nore than twenty bond-rmai ds, who knelt, terrified, about its
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| egs. The Kur who had | eashed his catch then handed the | eash to the other Kur, who accepted it,
addng it to the others. The girl knelt swiftly anong the others. | knew human femal es were
regarded as delicacies by Kurii. The Kur who had taken the girl then took another |eash fromthe
interior of his shield, where there were several w apped about the shield straps; and surveyed the
hall A girl, kneeling in the dirt, near the long fire, saw him and ran screani ng away.

Met hodi cal Iy, noving her toward a corner of the hall, |eash swi nging, he followed her

Behind me | heard the blows of axes. | fought to free nmyself of the throng.

The axes behind nme were the axes of nmen, and strikin on wood. Turning | saw Svein Blue Tooth and
four others trying to splinter their way fromthe hall. They had difficulty, though, for many nen

pressed agai nst them

| saw lvar Forkbeard nearby. He had not chosen to escape.

H s sword was drawn, but it would prove of little efficacy against the great netal shields, the
sweepi ng axes of the Kurii. They could cut a man down before he could approach them even with the
| ong bl ade of the North.

The Forkbeard | ooked about.

There had been nore than a thousand nen in the hall Surely at |east two or three hundred | ay dead,
nost at the walls, at the foot of the walls, under the weapons which, for the nost part, they had
been unabl e to touch

1 saw the Kur who had pursued the bond-naid now again gong toward that hol ding area near the door
On her back, then on her side, then on her stomach, rolling and squirmng eyes wild, her fingers
hooked inside the collar, trying to keep it from choki ng her, was dragged the bond-mai d. Then her
| eash was surrendered into the keeping of the Kur who held the others, and then the first Kur

|l eaving his prize in the care of the other, turned about, to hunt yet another delicacy fromthe
herd within the hal

The Kurii now, on both sides, stood between us and the weapons. The side doors, |eading fromthe
hall, were now all closed to us. Kurii, too, stood before the entrance to the hall, axes ready,
eyes fiam ng. W were, sone six or seven hundred nmen, crowded together, effectively surrounded. At
our backs was the western wall of the hall. "Clear room" cried Svein Blue Tooth. "Let us use our
axes!"

Trying to draw back fromthe Kurii, approaching slowy great, blood axes ready, terrified nen
pushed back, further and further.

I managed to free nyself fromthe crowmd, and take a position on its fringe, between nmen and Kurii
If I were cut down | would prefer it to be in a situation where | mght nove freely. | unsheat hed
my sword.

| saw the lips of one of the Kurii draw ng back

"Your blade is useless," said |var Forkbeard, now standing at ny side.

The Kurii crept closer

| heard a scream from a height, and, |ooking up, saw a human thrown from the bal cony which ringed
the hall, sonme thirty feet above the dirt floor, sonme ten feet bel ow the roof beans. | saw then
that Kurii held the bal cony.

I did not think they would |ong delay finishing us. The snmoke was thick in the hall. Men choked.

Men coughed. | saw, too, the nostrils of the Kurii closing to narrow slits. Sparks fell in their
fur.
| brushed as; de one of the hanging vessels of bronze, a tharlarion-oil lanp which, on its chain

hung fromthe ceiling, some forty feet above. It is such that it can be raised ancl |owered by a
si de chai n.

"Spears!" cried lvar. "W need spears!”

But there were few spears in the fear-maddened, terrified crowd of men cringing back fromthe
beasts. Wat spears there were could not be thrown because of the press.

To one side | saw the Kur with the golden band on its arm At the side of its nouth were saliva
and bl ood, the fur matted.

It looked at nme. | knew then it was ny eneny. W had found one anot her

An ax struck toward ne. It had been wielded by the Kur whose |ips had drawn back. | darted to one
side, the ax buried itself in the dirt, | found nyself within the beast's guard, | thrust the
blade, to its hilt, into the chest of the beast. It gave a puzzled snarl which | heard, jerking
the blade free, only as | |eaped back. The other Kurii |ooked at it, puzzled; then it fell into
the dirt.

There was silence, save for the crackling of flanes.

The horror of what | had done then was understood by the | eader of the Kurii.

A Kur has been kill ed.

"Attack!" cried lIvar Forkbeard. "Attack! Are you docile tarsk that you dare not attack? Men of
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Torval dsl and, attack!"

But no man noved

Mere humans, they dared not set thenselves aganst KurlL They woul d rather, helpless, await their
sl aughter.

They could not nove, so struck with terror they were.

The body of the dead Kur, inert, |lay heavy, crooked, in the dirt. The bl oodied ax was to one side.
The shield armwas twisted in one of the straps. The other strap was broken

The eyes of the |l eader of the Kurii, whom| knew to be nmy eneny, blazed upon nme. His horror
seeing his fallen brother of the killing blood, had now becone rage, outrage. 1|, one of the herd,
of the cattle, had dared to strike one of the master species, a superior formof life. A Kur had
been kil l ed.

| set nyself.

Again in the hall of Svein Blue Tooth rang the bl ood shriek of the Kurii. On each side of the
| eader, plunging toward us, howling, swept Kurii. Too, they pressed in fromthe sides, axes
falling.

I do not choose to speak in detail of what followed. Kurii thenselves, axes like sheets of iron
rain, shattered that fearful throng, splitting it into hundreds of scream ng fragments of terror.
A man not nore than a yard fromnme was cut half in tw, fromthe head to the belt, in one stroke
I managed, as the Kur was twisting his ax, trying to free it of the body, to drive ny bl ade
through its neck, under the left ear. | saw |Ivar Forkbeard, his sword gone, lost in the body of a
nearby Kur, his knife in his hand, one hand thrusting away and upward the jaws of a Kur,
repeatedly plunge his knife into the huge chest of the beast. There was uneven footing in the
hall. We slipped in the blood. It filled the pit of the long fire. It was splashed about our
trousers and turucs. Near one wall | yanked a spear free fromthe hands of a fallen nan-at-arns.
Momentarily | sickened at the sight of the exposed lungs, sucking air, the hand scratching at the
wal |l beside him | hurled the spear. It had a shaft of seven foot CGorean, a head of tapered
bronze, sone eighteen inches in length. At close range it can pierce a southern shield, shatter
its point through a seven-inch beam It passed half through the body of a Kur. Its ax fell. My act
had saved a man. But, in the next instant, he had fallen beneath the ax of another. | pressed ny
back against the wall. A beamfell, burning, fromthe roof at the southeastern corner of the hall
| heard bond-mai ds screaming. Kurii |ooked upward. Their nostrils were shut against the snoke. The
eyes of many of them commonly bl ack-pupiled, yellowi sh in the cornea, seenmed red, swollen,
veined. | saw one, suflering in the snoke and sparks, |ook up from feeding, and then again thrust
his head down to the neat, clothes torn away fromthe chest, on which it was feeding. | saw lvar
Forkbeard, with a spear, set hinself against the charge of an unarned Kur. He set the butt of the
spear deep in the earth behind him The spear's shaft gouged a trench six inches deep behind him
and then stopped, and the Kur, biting in the air, eyes like fire, backed away, and fell backward;
| var | eaped away as anot her ax sought him

| saw, across the room the |eader of the Kurii, it with the golden band on its arm

| recalled its words on the platformof the assenbly, in the field of the thing. In rage it had
cried, "A thousand of you can die beneath the claws of a single Kur!"

There were perhaps now no nore than a hundred or a hundred and fifty nen left alive in the hall
"Follow nme!" cried Svein Blue Tooth. Hi s ax, and those of his nen, had shattered through the rear
of the hall. Like panic-stricken urts thirty-five or forty nen thrust through the hole, sonetines
janm ng thenmsel ves nonentarily within it, some tearing the flesh fromtheir bodies and the sides
of their faces on the splintered wood. "Hurry! Hurry!"™ cried the Blue Tooth. His garnments were
half torn fromhimbut, still, about his neck, on its chain, was the tooth of the Hunjer whal e,
dyed bl ue, by which nmen in Torval dsl and knew him Svein thrust two nore of his nen through the
aperture. Kurii were between ne and the opening. |var Forkbeard, and others, too, were simlarly
cut off. Another beamfell, flanming and snoking fromthe roof, striking into the dirt floor, and
| eani ng agai nst the wall. The hangi ngs whi ch had decorated the hall were now gone, burned away,
the walls scorched behind them The only portion of the wall that was clearly afire, however, and
threatening to cave in, was the eastern edge of the southern wall.

| saw ten Kurii leap to the back of the hall, to where Svein Blue Tooth and his nen had nade their
opening, to prevent the escape of others.

They stood before the opening, axes lifted, snarling. One man who approached too cl osely was

sl ashed to the spine with a sweep of the bluish ax. One who begged nercy in the center of the
hall was cut in twain, the blade of the ax driving into the very dirt itself, energing covered
with dirt and bl ood, streaked with ash.

"The lanps!" cried the Forkbeard to ne. "Red Hair," he cried, "the |anmps!"

Anot her beam from t he roof, burning, dropped heavily to the floor of the hall
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| saw the Kur who held the | eashes of the caught bondmaids dragging the girls fromthe hall. He
hel d the | eashes, several in each hand, of nore than forty catches. The collars were of thick

|l eather, with netal insert |locks, flat tnetal bolts slipping, |ocking, into spring catches; when
closed, two rectangular netal plates adjoined; sewn into each collar was a |light, welded neta
ring; about this was closed the | eash snap; the action of the | eash snap was nechani cal but,
apparently, it was beyond the strength of a woman to open it. The | eashes were sone fifteen feet
in length, allowing in this radius one Kur to hold several captives at once. The Kur left the
hal | . Scream ng, stunbling, helplessly, the caught wonen followed their beast master.

| saw Kurii, methodically, blow after blow, striking the fallen, |est any m ght have sought to

hi de anong the dead. Sone nen, tangled in the bodies, screaned, the axes falling upon them The
wounded, too, were nethodically dispatched. | observed the patterns; they were regular, linear, of
narrow wi dth; no body was nissed. The Kurii, | realized, were efficient; they were, of course,
intelligent; they were, of course, like nmen, rational animals. One man | eaped screanming to his
feet and ran. He was cut down inmediately, running al nost headlong into a Kur, one of the Kuri

set before the killing line, to intercept such fugitives. Men, it seened to ne, could be no match
for such ani mal s.

Kurii now encircled the group of nen near the western wall of the hall. Mst of them npaned,
crying out with nmisery; many fell to their knees.

| saw two Kurii turn in ny direction

| saw lvar Forkbeard standi ng anong the huddl ed men near the western waJl of the hall. He was
easily visible, being one of the few standing. He looked red and terrible in the reflection of the
flames; the veins on his forehead | ooked like red cables; his eyes, alnost like those of the Kuri
t hensel ves, blazed. H's long sword, now again in his hand, which he had recovered fromthe body of
the Kur in which he had left it, was again bloodied, and freshly so; his left sleeve was torn
away; there were claw marks on his neck. "On your feet!" he cried to the men. "On your feet! Do
battle!" But even those who stood seemed nunb with terror. "Are you of Torval dsl and?" he asked.
"Do battle! Do battle!"™ But no man dared to nove. In the presence of Kurii they seemed only
cattle.

| saw the lips of Kurii draw back. | saw axes lift.

Then again the Forkbeard's voice, through the snoke, the sparks, suddenly half choking, drifted
across the hall to ne.

"The | anps!" he cried again, as he had before. "Red Hair," he cried, "the lanps!"

Then | understood him as | had not before. The tharlarion-oil |anps, on their chains, hanging
fromrings on the roof beans! The apertures in the ceiling of the hall, through which snoke m ght
pass! He had intended that | woul d escape.

But | had played Kaissa with him

"First," | called, "the Forkbeard!" | would not |eave without him W had played Kai ssa.
"You are a fool!" he cried.

"I have not yet learned to break thedarl's Ax's ganbit,"” | reJdoined.

I sheathed ny sword. | |eaned back, casually against the wall. My arns were fol ded.
"Fool!" he cried.

He | ooked about, at the nmen who could not fight, who could not nove, who could not stir. He
slanmed his sword into its sheath and | eaped up, seizing one of the lanps on its chain.

The two Kurii who had turned toward ne now lifted their axes.

| turned over the table, behind which | stood. The two axes hit the heavy beans sinmultaneously,
expl oding wood in great chunks between the walls, shattering it as high as the ceiling itself.
| vaulted the table.

| heard the startled snarls of the Kurii

Then | had ny hands on one of the |large, sw nging, bronze lanps. O spilled, flamed fromthe

wick. | swung, wildly. My right sleeve caught afire.
| heard a Kur below me screamwi th pain; | |ooked down, and haul ed myself up to avoid the stroke
of an ax; one Kur reeled about; the left side of its furred head, wet, drenched in oil, was

afl ane; it screanmed hideously; it clawed at its |left eye. Hand over hand | crawl ed up the chain
then the chain shook, wildly; | struggled to hold it; the fire at ny right sleeve snapped back and

forth; | lost ny breath; | feared ny neck woul d break; blood was on the chain; | held it; Kuri
howl ed beneath me; | noved further up the chain; then the chain stretched down, taut; an ax flew
wheel i ng past, half cutting into one of the crossbheans in the roof; | clinbed higher; then
suddenly, | realized why the chain had been pulled taut; the beam above ne, creaked; the chain
was now tight, like a cable; the links strained, grating on one another; it now bore, besides

m ne, the weight of a Kur, rapidly clinbing; the ring above ne, through which the chain passed,
pull ed part way fromthe wood; | scranbled up the last few feet of the chain; | threw ny arm over
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the beam | felt claws seize at my leg, then close about it; | released the beam scream ng the
war cry of Ko-ro-ba, falling tearing and ripping with fingers and teeth about the neck and head of
the startled Kur; stiffened fingers, |ike daggers, drove at its eyes; ny teeth tore at the veins
inits wist, inthe armthat held the chain; in that instant the Kur realized, and, | realized,
too, for the first tinme, that there were on the surface of Gor animals as savage as its Kkind,
slighter animals, smaller, weaker, but no less vicious, in their way no less terrible; fending ne

away, screaming, biting, it released ne, but | clung about its shoul ders and neck; | bit through
hal f of its ear; | pulled nyself up to the beam an orifice, red, projecting fangs |ike white
nails, stretched below ne; | drew the sword and, as it clinbed, eyes bleeding, ear torn, after ne,
| cut amay its hand; it fell back, growing smaller, until it struck heavily on the reeded earth,
stained with its churned, reddish nud, forty feet below, it broke its neck; | tore away the
flarning sl eeve of nmy garnent and thrust it, on the sword point, into the face of the next Kur
the hand of the first still clung to the chain, with its six nultiple jointed fingers; the Kur

with a shake of its head, dislodged the burning cloth and pulled its pierced face fromthe sword;
it bit at the sword, cutting its nouth; it reached to the beam | cut at the fingers; it lost its
bal ance; it, too, fell backward. "Cone!" | heard. | saw the Forkbeard on a nearby beam "Hurry!"
he cried. | choked in the snoke. | thrust at the next Kur, driving the blade through its ear into
the brain. Part of the roof fell away, tunmbling burning to the ground below. "Hurry!" | heard, as
though fromfar away. | cut down at the next Kur. It snarled, grasping for ne. The ring, through
whi ch the chain passed, unable to bear |onger the weight of Kurii, splintered free of the wood. |
saw the ring and chain dart downward. Four Kurii clinmbing, two leaping free, two clinging to the
chain, fell to the earth bel ow. Another portion of the roof fell, not nore than twenty feet from
me. Bel ow, covered with sparks scarcely visible in the snoke, | saw Kurii |ooking up, cheated of
their prey. A beamfell, not nore than a dozen fee fromthem Their |eader uttered some sound to
them H s eyes, blazing, |ooked up at nme. About his left armwas the spiral golden band. Then he,
with the others, turned abou and, sw ftly shanbling, some |ooking back, fled the hall. | sheathed
my sword. "Hurry!" cried the Forkbeard. | |eaped frombeamto beamto join him After him |
squeezed t hrough one of the snoke holes in the roof of the burning hall. Then we were standing on
t he wooden-shingled blaz I ng roof of the hall of Svein Blue Tooth. | |ooked up and saw the stars
and noons of Gor. "Follow ne," cried Ivar. |In the distance | saw the Torval dsberg. There was
moonl i ght reflecting fromits snows. He sped to the northwesl corner of the hall. He di sappeared
over the edge of the roof | |ooked over and saw him in the nmoonlight, making his way downward,
hand by hand, foot by foot, using the clefts projections and niches in the ornate carvings of the
exterior corner beans of the Blue Tooth's hall. Swiftly, my arm scorched fromthe fire which had
torn at ny sleeve, hear pounding, breathing heavily, | followed him

Chapter 15 On the Height of the Torval dsberg

It was noon, on the snowy slopes of the Torval dsberg.

Ivar and | | ooked behind us. W could see themfollow ng, four of them I|ike black dots.

"Let us rest," said lvar.

| shut ny eyes against the glare of the sun on the snow. He sat down, with his back against a
rock. |, too, sat down, crosslegged, as a warrior sits.

We had clinbed down fromthe roof of the Blue Tooth's burning hall, using the projections and
relief of the ornately carved corner beans. Cinbing down, | had seen Kurii noving about, but near
the front of the hall. In the light of the burning hall, here and there, scattered in the dirt of
the courtyard, we saw sprawl ed, scattered bodies, and parts of bodies. Some Kurii, squatting anobng
them fed. In one corner of the stockade, huddl ed together, their white bodies, now stripped, red
inthe light of the flames, were the bond-maids, in their |eather collars, |eashed, the straps in
the furred fists of their master. Several Kurii, not feeding, carrying shields, axes, noved to and
fro. W dropped to the courtyard, unseen. W slipped behind the hall, keeping, where possible,
bui | di ngs between us and the yard. W reached the palisade, clinbed to its catwal k and, unnoti ced,
| eaped over.

| opened mnmy eyes, and | ooked down into the valley. The four dots were |arger now.

The Forkbeard, after our escape fromthe stockade of Svein Blue Tooth, had been intent upon
reaching his canp. It had been dangerous, furtive work. To our astoni shnent the countryside was
swarmng with Kurii. | could not conJecture their nunbers. There night have been hundreds; there
m ght have been thousands. They seened everywhere . Twice we were pursued, but, in the mdst of
the scents, and distracted by fresh blood, our pursuers turned aside. W saw, at one point, two
Kurii fighting over a body. Sonetimes we threw ourselves to the ground, anong the fallen. Once a
Kur passed within a yard of ny hand. It howed with pleasure at the noons, and then was gone. As
many as four or five times we crept within yards of feeding Kurii, oblivious to our presence. The
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attack had been sinultaneously |aunched, obviously, on the hall and the surrounding thing-canps.

Even nore to our astonishnent than the Kurii, and their nunbers, about, was the presence of men,
wearing yell ow scarves, anong them nen whomthey did not attack. My fists clenched in rage.
Kurii, as is often the case, had enlisted human allies.

"Look," had said the Forkbeard, pointing froma height, on which we |ay prone, to the beach

O fshore, sonme few yards, anong the other ships, lay new ships, nmany of them strange ships. They
I ay bl ack, rocking, on the sparkling water. One ship was pronminent anmong them It was |large. It
had eighty oars. "Black Sleen," said Ivar, "the ship of Thorgard of Scagnar!"

There were hundreds of Kurii between us and the ships.

Ivar and | had | ooked at one anot her

We now understood the neaning of the Kur we had seen on Black Sleen, |ong ago, who had acconpani ed
Thorgard of Scagnar into his holding. W had seen the beast fromthe darkness, from our |ongboat,
when we were escapi ng Scagnar. Thorgard's daughter hooded and secured, bound hand and foot, |ying
bet ween our feet.

Kurii are land anins, not fond of water. In their march south, the fleet of Thorgard of Scagnar
woul d cover their western flank. More inportantly, it would give themthe neans of communication
with the Gorean islands, and, if desirable, a neans whereby their invasion night be acconpli shed.
The fleet, further, could, if necessary, provision the advancing horde and, if necessary, if
danger should threaten, evacuate |large portions of it. The Kurii nmarch would have its sea arm its
naval support. Kurii, as | have indicated, are rational animals. The strategi es seenmed el enentary,
but sound. The full extent of the strategy, however, | suspected, was known only on the stee

worl ds, the steel worlds in space on which it had doubtl ess been constructed and from which,
perhaps, it mght be conducted. If Kurii native to Gor could, within the |laws of Priest-K;ngs, not
viol ating technol ogy restrictions, much advance the Kurii cause on the planet, those on the ships
had little to |l ose and much to gain. It was even possible that Priest-Kings, a usually consistent
formof life, mght pernmit the Kurii conquest of Gor rather than surrender their accustoned
neutrality. | could inmagine the words on Msk's translator, one after the other, ticked off
mechani cally, "W have given our word.” But if Priest-Kings, eventually, should halt the

i nvasion, that, too, mght be of interest to the Kurii of the steel ships, renote, prowing
outside the fifth ring, that of the planet on Earth called Jupiter, that on Gor called Hersius,
after one of Ar's |egendary heroes. Not only would the decision to halt the invasion be in
violation of the practices and comitnents of Priest-Kings, which would doubtl ess create

di ssension in the Nest, producing a |leverage the Kurii mght be able to exploit, but, if the

i nvasion were halted, it being a | arge novenent, conplex, its term nation m ght provide usefu
data on the nature and disposition of the powers of the Priest-Kings. It mght provide the

equi val ent of drawing a sniper'sfire, using a dupe or fool to do so, in order to ascertain his
position. In the Nest War, when the Priest-Kings had been | ocked in internecine warfare, their
powers had been severely reduced and disrupted. The Nest itself had been severely damaged. | knew
that ships of Priest-Kings flew, but | knewlittle of their numbers, or power, or of the retained
power in general of the delicate, tall, golden masters of Gor. | thought it quite likely that they
woul d be unable to resist a full-scale invasion. Probes, | had | earned from M sk, had becone
increasingly frequent. Slave raids on Earth, | recalled, had becone a matter of course, routine.
These were snmall nmatters in the scope of planetary politics but were indicative. In just the past
few days we had encountered, even in far Torval dsland, two Earth fenal es, suitably collared, Peggy
St evens of Connecticut, Honey Cake, and the girl, Leah, of Canada. The novenments of Kurii and
their allies were becom ng bolder. Their bol dest nove had begun nost recently, the gathering of
the Gorean Kurii, the initiation of the march to the south, the incursion into |ands of human

habi tati on, the beginning of the invasion fromthe north. This was the bol dest and nost fearfu
probe of the Kurii of the ships, directed toward humans but doubtless, in fact, a testing of the
will and nature of Priest-Kings their true foes. If Priest-Kings pernmitted the conquest of Cor,
per haps over a generation or two, by Kurii, they would have lost the security of their own base;
they woul d becone an island in the mdst of a hostile sea; it would then be a matter of tirne
until the end, until adequate weaponry could be snuggled to Gor, or built upon it, to destroy
them This would now be no sinple matter of policing printive weapons, crude attenpts at the art
of gunnery or explosives, but of protecting thensel ves agai nst perfected weapons of great
technol ogi cal power. Sooner or later, if Gor fell to native Kurii, those of the ships would
destroy the denizens of the Sardar. Earth, too, then, would inevitably fall. Earth was so proud.
It had managed to put a handful of nmen, for a few hours, on the surface of its nmoon. The Kurii,
for nore than twenty thousand years at | east, had possessed deep-space capability.

I var had notioned ne to silence.

We lay still. Wthin yards of us, strung out, approaching, was a colum of pairs of nmen, each

file:/lIF|/rah/John%20Norman/Norman,%20John...20Earth%2009%20-%20Marauders%200f%20Gor.txt (101 of 136) [1/20/03 3:30:07 AM]



file://1F|/rah/Iohn%20N orman/Norman,%20John%20-%20Counter%20Earth%2009%20-%20M arauders%6200f %20Gor . txt

wearing a yellow scarf Sone carried torches. Kurii were not anong them They were led by a | arge
man in swirling cape, and horned hel met, a bearded man. It was Thorgard of Scagnar. He, too, tied
at his shoulder, wore a yellow scarf.

They passed.

"Whuld we not nove about nore freely," inquired Ivar Forkbeard, "if we, too, sported scarves of
yel | ow?"

"It is not inpossible," | said.

"Let us borrow sonme then," suggested he.

"Very well,” | agreed.

Two shadows envel oped the last two nen in the colum of pairs | ed by Thorgard of Scagnar

Ivar had thrust the yellow scarf into his belt; | |ooped mne over the right shoul der, fastening

it loosely at the left hip; we left Thorgard' s two nmen for the Kurii.

In the journey to lvar's tent a Kur |oonmed before us, snarling.

"Fool i sh beast, stupid aninmal," said Ivar, brandishing his scarf, "can you not see the yell ow
scarf?"

He then brushed past the Kur. | felt its fur as | noved by it. It was snooth, not unpleasant to
the touch, sone two inches or so in depth. Its body, beneath the fur, was hot, |arge.

The Kur, doubtless, could not understand Gorean. If it had it might have slain us both. It could
see the scarf, however. Reluctantly, snarling, it let us pass it.

Shortly thereafter lvar, fists clenched, stood on the site of his canp. The tent had been hal f
burned, and poles were down. It was deserted. There was no sign of life. Boxes |ay about. An
overturned pan lay in ashes. W saw spilled coins. A piece of rope, cut, lay to one side. The
stake, to which the chains of the bond-mai ds had been fixed, had been torn fromthe ground.

"Look," | said to him throwi ng back a part of the tent. lvar joined me. We | ooked down on the
carcass of a dead Kur, its jaws opened, its eyes staring at the noons. Its head was half cut from
its body.

"Some man of mine did well," said the Forkbeard. Then he | ook about.

"In the norning," | said, "we will be recognized as not being of Thorgard' s forces. In the
nmorning, we will be hunted."

"It is quite possible,". said lIvar, |looking at ne, "that we are being hunted now, by those from
the hall."

"Qur scent is known," | said. "Yellow scarves will not protect us fromthose fromthe hall."

"What do you propose?" asked |var.

"We nust flee,” | told him

"No," said lvar. "W nust go to the Torval dsberg."

"l do not understand," | said.

"It is tine," he said. He | ooked about hinself, at the ruins of his canp. In the distance we could
see buring tents. Too, in the distance, there was a great redness in the sky. Beneath this redness
blirned the hall of Svein Blue Tooth. Far off, we could hear the hows of Kurii. "It is tine,"
said Ivar Forkbeard, turning away fromne, "to go to the Torval dsberg."”

He strode fromhis canp. | followed him

It was shortly past noon, on the snowy sl opes of the Torval dsberg.

| 1 ooked down into the valley. W could not nake out clearly the lineanents of the Kurii pursuing
us. They noved rapidly.

They were perhaps a pasang and a hal faway. They carried shlelds, axes.

"Let us continue our journey," said |lvar.

"Shall we neet them here?" | asked
":No," said lvar, "let us continue our journey "
I looked up at the |oomi ng crags of the Torvaidsberg. "It is nmadness to attenpt to clinb," |

said. "W do not have ropes, equipnent. Neither of us are of the nountain people

| |1 ooked back. The Kurii were now a pasang away, on the rocky, |ower slopes, scranbling upward.
They had slung thelr shields and axes on their backs. Wen they cane to a sheet of steep ice they
did not go around it but, extending thelr claws, clinbed it rapidly. The Forkbeard and | had | ost

several Ehn in circling such obstacles. In snow the Kurii, spreading their large, six-digited
appendages, dropped to all fours. For their weight, they did not sink deeply. It had taken the
Forkbeard and ne an Ahn, wadi ng through crusts of snow, to reach our present position. Kurii, it

was evident, would acconplish the sane distance in a nuch shorter tine.

When snow gave way to patches of rock they woul d pause, nonentarily, nostrils | owered, reading
signs that would have been undetectable to a human. Then they would Iift their heads, scan the
rocks above them and proceed sw ftly.

| var Forkbeard stood up. There was no cover now for us between our present position and the
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begi nni ng of the steeper heights.

Bel ow us we heard Kurii, seeing him howl wth pleasure. One pointed us out to a fourth who had
not yet seen us. Then all of them stood below, |eaping, lifting their armns.
"They are pleased," | said.

The Kurii then. with redoubl ed speed, began to nove toward us.
"Let us continue our journey," suggested the Forkbeard.

My foot slipped, and | hung by the hands, fromthe rocky |edge. Then |I had ny footing again.
The sun struck the cliff. My fingers ached. My feet were cold fromthe ice, the snow But the
upper part of ny body sweated.

"Move only one hand or a foot at a tine," said lvar

It was now the twelfth hour, two Ahn past the Gorean noon. | would not | ook down.
A rock struck near ne, shattering into the granite of the nmountain, scarring it. It nust have
been the size of a tarsk. Startled | alnost lost ny grip. | tried to remain calm | heard a Kur

cli mbi ng bel ow ne.

The Torval dsberg is, all things considered, an extrenely dangerous nountain. Yet it is clearly not
unscal able, as | |earned, without equipnment. It has the shape of a spear blade, broad, which has
been bent near the tip. It is sonething over four and a half pasangs in height, or sonething over
sevent een thousand Earth feet. It is not the highest nountain on Gor but it is one of the npst
dramatic, and nost inpressive. It is also, inits fearful way, beautiful

| followed, as closely as | could, the Forkbeard. It did not take ne long to understand that he
knew wel I what he was dol ng. He seened to have an uncanny sense for locating tiny | edges and cuts
in the stone which were alnost invisible fromeven two or three feet bel ow

Kurii are excellent climbers, well fitted for this activity with their multiple jointed hands and
feet, their long fingers, thelr suddenly extendable claws, but they followed us, nonetheless, with
difficulty.

| suspected why this was.

It rmust have been about the fourteenth Ahn when Ivar reached down and helped nme to a | edge.

| was breathing heavily.

"Kurii," he said, "cannot reach this | edge by the sanme route.
"Why?" | asked.

"The hand holds,"” said he, "are too shallow, their weight
"Hand hol ds?" | asked.

"Yes," said he. "Surely you have noticed their convenence.'

I looked at him Mre than once | had al nost slipped down the escarpnent.

"And you have noticed how they have becone shal | ower ?"

"I noticed the clinbing was nore difficult " |I admitted. "You seemto know the mountain well, " |
told him

Ivar sm | ed.

It had been no accident that he had seened to have an uncanny knack for |ocating an ascent path,
where none seened to pronise

"You have been here before,” | told him

"Yes," he said. "As a boy | clinmbed the Torval dsberg."

"You spoke of hand holds,"” | said.

"l cut them" he said.

It then seened to nme no wonder that he had nmoved with such confidence on the escarpnent. | had
suspected earlier that he knew the nountain, this facilitating our ascent, and that this explained
why the pursuing Kurii, natively better clinbers than nen, could do little better than keep our
pace, if that. | had not suspected, however, that the Forkbeard was taking advantage of a

previ ously wought path, and one which, in part at |east, he had made for hinself in years past.
The Forkbeard | eaned back, grinning. He rubbed his hands. His fingers were cold. W heard, sone
sixty feet below us, a Kur scraping with its claws on the nountain below us, feeling for crevices
or chi nks.

"This |l edge," said the Forkbeard, "is a Kur trap. In ny youth I was hunted by a Kur in this
vicinity. It had trailed ne for two days. | took to the nountain. It was sufficiently unwi se to
follow me. | chose, and cut, a path which it nmight follow, to the |last twenty feet; for the I|ast
twenty feet I cut shallow holds in the surface, adequate for a man, clinmbing carefully, but too
shal low for the fingers of a Kur."

Bel ow us | heard a snarl of frustration

"As a boy, thus," said Ivar, "I slewny first Kur." He rose to his feet. He went to a corner of
the | edge where, heaped, there were several |arge stones. "The stones | then gathered are stil
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here," he said. "I found several on the |edge, some | found higher."
| did not envy the Kur bel ow
I | ooked over the edge. "It is still clinbing,” | whispered. | drew ny sword. It would not be

difficult to prevent the animal fromreaching the | edge by any direct route.

"It is stupid," said the Forkbeard.

Behind the first Kur, sonme feet below, was a second. Two others were far down the slope, where it
was | ess sheer. The two closest to us had left their weapons below, with the others.

The first Kur was sone eight or ten feet bel ow us when, suddenly, it slipped on the rock and, with
a wild shriek, scratching at the stone, slid sonme four feet downward and then plunged backward,
turning in the air, howing, and, sone five Ihn later, struck the rocks far bel ow.

"The hand holds," said Ivar, "were not cut to be deep enough to support the weight of a Kur."

The second Kur was sone twenty-five feet below It |ooked up, snarling.

The rock hurled by Ivar struck it fromthe al nost vertical wall of stone.

It, like its confrere, fell to the rocks bel ow

The trap, laid for an eneny by a boy of Torval dsl and many years ago, was still effective. |

adm red lvar Forkbeard. Even in his youth he had been resourceful, cunning. Even as a boy he had
been a dangerous foe, in guile and wit the match even for an adult Kur

The other two Kurii crouched bel ow on the slopes, |ooking up. They carried their shields, their
axes, on their back

They made no attenpt to approach us.

Qur position was not, now, a desirable one. W were isolated on a | edge. Here there was not food
nor water. W could, with some clinbing, obtain ice or snow, but there was no food. In tine we

woul d weaken, be unable to clinmb well. As hunters Kurii were patient beasts. |If these had fed well
before taking up our pursuit, they would not need food for days. | had little doubt they had fed
wel |l . There had been much available neat. There was little possibility of |eaving the |edge

undet ected. Kurii have superb night vision. Furthernore, it would be extrenely dangerous to
attenpt to nove on the Torvaldsberg in the night; it was extrenely dangerous even in ful

dayl i ght.

| rubbed my hands together, and blew on them M feet too, were cold. The sweat in ny shirt, now
that I was not clinmbing, was frozen. The shirt was stiff, cold. In the night on the Torval dsberg,
even in the mddle of the sumer, wi thout warm garnments, a nman night freeze. The wi nd then began
to rise, sweeping the | edge. From where we stood we could see the black ruins of Svein Blue
Tooth's hall and hol di ngs, the desolated thing fields, the sea, Thassa, with the ships at the
beach.

| | ooked at the Forkbeard.

"Let us continue our journey," he said.

"Let us descend and neet the Kurii, while we still have strength," | said.

"Let us continue our journey," he said.

Movi ng carefully, he began to clinb. | followed him After perhaps half an Ahn, | |ooked back. The
two Kurii, by a parallel route, were follow ng.

That night on the Torval dsberg we did not freeze.

W huddl ed on a | edge, between rocks, sheltered fromthe wind, shivering with cold, m serable,
listening for Kurii

But they did not approach

We had chosen our | edge well.

Twi ce rocks rained dowmn to the | edge, but we were protected by an overhang.

"Wul d you like to hear nme sing?" asked Ivar

"Yes," | said, "it might drive the Kurii away."

Undeterred by ny sarcasm brilliant though it was, |var broke into song. He knew, it seenmed, a
great nany songs.

No nore rocks rained down to the | edge.

"Song, you see," said lvar, "soothes even Kurii."

"More likely," | said, "they have wi thdrawn from earshot."
"You jest delightfully," acknow edged the Forkbeard, "I had not thought it in you.
"Yes," | adnmitted

"I will teach you a song," he said, "and we shall sing It together." The song dealt with the
problems of a man attenpting to content one hundred bond-naids, one after the other, it is rather
repetitious, and the nunber of bondnmai ds decreases by one in each round. Needless to say, it is a
song which is not swiftly dispatched. | have, incidentally, a very fine singing voice.

In singing, we little noticed the cold. Yet, toward dawn, we took turns napping. "W will need our
strength," said the Forkbeard.
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How marvel ous in the norning seemed the sun

"If the Kurii are above us," | said, recalling the rain of stones, "is this not out opportunity to
descend?"

"Kurii corner their pray," said the Forkbeard. "In the light, they will be below us. They w ||
wi sh to keep between us and escape. Further, we would have little opportunity to escape, even if
they were above us. The descent is difficult." |I recalled the two Kurii, precariously clinging to
the wall of rock, one of which had fallen attenpting to reach us, the other of which Ivar had
struck fromthe wall with a heavy stone. | shuddered

"There they are," said Ivar, |ooking over the brink. He waved to them Then he turned, cheerily,
to ne. "Let us continue our journey," he said.

"You speak," | said, "as though you had sone objective."

"l do," said the Forkbeard.

Agai n we began clinbing. Not |long after we had again taken to the rocks, we heard and saw the
Kurii, some two hundred feet bel ow and to one side, follow ng us.

It was shortly after the tenth hour, the Gorean noon, that we reached the peak of the

Tor val dsber g.

Al t hough there is much snow on the heights of the Torval dsberg, there were al so, on the peak, nany

areas of bare rock, swept by the wi nd which, on the peak, seens al nbst constant. | crossed a patch
of snow, ankle deep, crusted, to ascend a snowfree, rounded rock

| cannot express the beauty of the view fromthe Torval dsberg. | have clinbed it, | thought. And
am here.

There had been danger, there had been the struggle, the challenge, and then, here, suddenly,
torturously purchased, hunbling nme, exalting ne, was a victory which | felt was not nmine so nuch
as that of a world, that of vision, that of beauty. | had not conquered a nountain; the nountain
when | had paid its price, that | night understand the value of the gift, had lifted me to where
m ght see how insignificant | was and how beautiful and precious was reality and life, and the sun
on a bleak, cold land. Ivar stood beside me, not speaking.

"You were here once," | said, "as a boy."
"Yes," said Ivar. "I have never forgotten it."
"Did you cone here to die?" | asked.

"No," he said. "But | have been unable to find it."

| looked at him puzzled.

"I could not find it before,"he said. "I cannot find it now " "Wat?" | asked.

"It does not matter now, "he said.

He turned about.

Approaching were the two Kurii. We watched them They, too, interestingly, stopped. They stood
together, in the snow, |ooking out, over the world.

Then they regarded us. W | oosened our weapons. The Kurii unslung their shields, their axes. W
drew our swords. The Kurii fixed on their |left arms the heavy, rounded iron shields, took the
great axes, seven feet in length, grasped sonme two feet fromthe bottomof the handle, in their
massive right fists. | had never thought nuch of it before, but Kurii, |ike nen, were donminantly
right handed. | conjectured then, that Iike men, the left hem sphere of their brains were

domi nant .

Ivar and | |eaped fromthe rock; the two Kurii, one to each of us, approached. Their ears were

| ai d back; they we-re cautious; they |eaned slightly forward, shanbling, crouching.

Priest-Kings, | recalled, regarded Kurii and nmen as rather equival ent species, simlar products of
simlar processes of evolution, simlar products of sinmlarly cruel selections, though on worlds
renote from one anot her

"Kur," | wondered, "are you ny brother?"

The great ax swept toward me. | rolled over it, hitting the snow, slipping. | tried to drive in to
thrust with ny blade. | slipped again. The ax fell where | had been. A piece of granite,
shattered fromthe rock, stung ne. | stunbled backward. The Kur, not hurrying, ax ready, stalked
me. | saw its eyes over the shield, the ax light in its great fist. "Hah!" | cried, feinting as
though to charge. The ax tensed, but did not swing. Then it snarled and drew back the ax, to the
full length of its long arm | knew the blade could not reach ne in tine. | charged. It was what
the Kur desired. | had been outwitted. The heavy shield, with fantastic force, with a sidel ong
motion, a sweep, struck ne, fending me away, hurtling ne for forty feet through the air. | struck
snow rol ling, half-blinded. The ax fell again, shattering granite. | was on ny feet. Again the
shield struck ne, like a hammer, the striking surface of which is nore than a yard across Again |
was hurled to one side. | stunbled to ny feet. | could not nove ny left arm | thought it broken
The shoul der was |i ke wood. The ax swung again. | stunbled back. Crying out | lost ny bal ance,
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turning, and plunged fromthe peak. | fell to a |l edge twenty feet below The ax, |ike a pendul um
swept down. | hugged the surface of the | edge. The ax swept past ne. | saw, to ny right, a small
dark opening, irregular, jagged, about a foot in width and height | leaped to ny feet and ran to
the brink of the edge. There was no descent. The lips of the Kur drew back, revealing the fangs.
saw lvar, on the flat above, wild-eyed. "lvarl" | cried. "lvar!" | heard the blood shriek of an
unseen Kur. lvar turned and | eaped to the | edge below, joining ne. The two Kurii stood on the flat
above, snarling. "Look!" | cried to him indicating the opening. Hs eyes saw the openi ng. They
glinted. | noved the fingers of ny left hand. There was feeling. | did not know if the armwere
broken or not. | thrust the sword into its scabbard. Ivar nodded. One of the Kurii, snarling,

| eaped to the ledge with us. | hurled a rock at it. The rock struck the shield, bounding with a

cl ang away, down into the abyss. | thrust the Forkbeard toward the hole. He |eaped to it, and

squi rmed through. The second Kur dropped to the |edge. | threw another rock, weightier than the
first. It, too, with a sound of granite on nmetal, was fended away, this tinme by the shield of the
second Kur. | leaped to the hole and forced ny body through the opening. The Forkbeard caught ny
hand and dragged ne inside. One of the long arns of a Kur thrust inside, reaching for us. The
Forkbeard thrust at it with his sword but the blade was diverted, his armstriking agai nst stone
The Kur withdrewits arm W craw ed back further in the tiny opening. Qutside, we could see the
heads of the two Kurii, peering within. Their tentacled paws felt the width of the opening. One of
themthrust his head within and half a shoul der. The Forkbeard, sword poised, cramed to thrust at
it. The Kur withdrew. Then, both of them squatted down, sonme feet out on the ledge. Kurii are

pati ent hunters. They would wait. | rubbed ny left armand shoulder. | lifted the arm and noved
it. It was not broken. | had | earned that the Kur shield could be as devastating a weapon as the
war hammrer of Hunjer. | wondered how many who had | earned that had |ived.

| 1 ooked outside. The Kurii were waiting.

"Conme with ne," said Ivar. His voice was excited. | turned to face him | wondered how deep m ght
be this little cave. | expected not nore than twenty or thirty feet at nost. On ny hands and knees

| crawled to join him

"Here," said lvar. "On the wall!"

He took ny fingers and pressed themto the wall. | felt marks, rather vertical, w th angul ar
ext ensi ons.

"You have found it!" he cried. "You have found it, Tarl Red Hair!"

"l do not understand," | said.

"Fol | ow me!" whi spered |var Forkbeard. "Follow ne!"

Chapter 16 The war arrow

Fol | owi ng the Forkbeard, on hands and knees, | crawl ed down the narrow passage, at one point
turning to ny left side to slide through a narrow aperture. Wthin this aperture, | extended mny
hands and then, carefully, hands held up feeling, |I stood up. To one side | heard the Forkbeard
funbling about in the darkness. | heard the strike of two small pieces of iron pyrite on one

anot her, taken fromthe Forkbeard' s belt wallet, and saw a scattering of sparks. Then it was dark
again. "There is cut nopss against the edge," said the Forkbeard. There was another scattering of

sparks . This time the sparks fell into a heap, one of several, each about five inches high and
four inches wide, of miniscule, |acelike nmoss twigs. This tinder flared imediately into flanme. In
that instant | saw we were in a |large, squared passage. | saw a torch in a ring, one of others.

There was carving in the passage, rune letterings and pictographs, in linear borders Before the
bit of flaring noss turned to a mllion red pin points the Forkbeard took one of the torches and

thrust it to the noss. | saw that, near some of the patches of nbss, were pieces of flint and
steel, near others tiny piles of iron pyrites. | shivered.
The Forkbeard lifted the torch. I, too, took a torch

Nei t her of us spoke.

The passage extended beyond us, disappearing in the darkness beyond the |ight of our torches. It
was about eight feet in height and width. It was carved fromthe living rock. Along its edges,
spaced sone twelve feet fromone another, on both sides, were torch rings, with unlit torches,
which mght be Iit. The piles of tinder and flint and steel, or iron pyrites, |ay now behind us,
or to one side. | lifted the torch to the borders, running linearly down the chanber, disappearing
into the darkness before us. The lettering was in the high, angular script of the north; the

pi ct ographs seened primtive.

"These are old runes," said lvar

"Can you read then?" | asked.

"No," said lvar.

My hair rose on the back of ny neck. | |ooked at one of the pictographs. It was a man astride a
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guadr uped

"Look," said | to the Forkbeard.

"Interesting,"” said the Forkbeard. "It is a representation of a man riding a nythol ogi cal beast,
doubtl ess an illustration based upon sonme saga with which | amunfamliar."

He continued on

| lingered by the pictograph. | had seen nothing like it on Cor.

"Fol l ow me, " said the Forkbeard.

I left the pictograph to follow him | wondered on the nan who had carved it. It was indeed ol d,
perhaps ancient. It was drawn by one who had been familiar with a world unknown to |Ivar Forkbeard.
There was no nistaking the quadruped on which the rider was nounted. It was a horse.

The passage now enlarged. We felt lost init. It was still squarish, sonme twenty feet in height
and width. It was now nuch nore decorated and carved than it had been, and, in the light of the
torches, we could see that rmuch color had been used in its decoration. Pictographs were rmuch nore
nunerous now, and, instead of being linearly bordered the walls were now decorated in colums of
runes and designs, and pictographs. Torches, unlit, in wall rings, were still illumnated as we
passed near them WMany of the columms carved, with painted surfaces, on the walls, rem nded ne of
rune stones. These stones, incidentally, are normally quite colorful, and can often be seen at
great distances. Each year their paint is freshened, comonly on the vigil of the vernal equinox,
which, in the north, as commonly in the south marks the new year. Religious rune stones are

repai nted by rune-priests on the vigil of the fest-season of Qdin, which on Gor, takes place in
the fall. If the stones were not tended either by farmers on whose lands they lie, or by villagers
in whose locales they lie, or by rune-priests, in a few years, the paint would be gone, |eaving
only the plain stone. The nobst fanobus rune stone in the north is that on Einar's Skerry, which
mar ks the northland' s southern border

"Can you not read these runes?" | asked lvar, again
"I am not a rune-priest," he said.
Ivar's reply was not a little belligerent. | knew himable to read sone rune narkings. | gathered

that these, perhaps because of antiquity or dialect, were beyond him Ivar's attitude toward
readi ng was not unlike that of many of the north. He had been taught sone rune signs as a boy,
that he coul d understand inportant stones, for in these stones were the nanes of mighty nen and
songs of their deeds, but it had not been expected of himthat he would be in any sense a fluent
reader. lvar, like many of those in the north, was a passable reader, but took care to concea
this fact. He belonged to the class of nen who could hire their reading done for them mnuch as he
could buy thralls to do his farmng. It was not regarded as dignified for a warrior to be too
expert with letters, such being a task beneath warriors. To have a scribe's skills would tend to
enbarrass a man of arms, and tend to |ower his prestige anmong his peers. Many of the north, then
were rather proud of their illiteracy, or sem-illiteracy. It was expected ofthem It honored
them Hi s tools were not the pen and parchnment, but the sword, the bow, the ax and spear. Besides
simple runes, the boy in the north is also taught tallying, counting, addition and subtraction,
for such may be of use in trading or on the farm He is al so taught wei ghing. Mich of his
education, of course, consists in being taken into a house, and taught arns, hunting and the sea

He profits, too, fromthe sagas, which the skalds sing, journeying fromhall to hall. In the fest-
season of Odin a fine skald is difficult to bring to one's hall. One rnust bid high. Sonetines
they are ki dnapped, and, after the season's singing, given nmuch gold and freed. | had not, of

course, intended to insult the Forkbeard.
"There is one sign here, of course,” said the Forkbeard, "which any fool mght read."”
He pointed to the sign

I had seen it frequently in the witings. Naturally, | could not read it.

"What does it say?" | asked.

"Do you truly not know?" he asked.

"No," | said, "I do not know "

He turned away, and, again, | followed him

We it new torches fromthe wall rings and di scarded our old ones. W then continued on our

j our ney.

Now, to one side and the other, we passed opened chests, in which we could see treasures, the
spillings and tangles of coins and jewelries, rings, bracelets.

We canme then to a great arch, which marked the entrance to a vast room |ost in darkness beyond
the flickering spheres of our uplifted torches.

We st opped.

Over the arch, deeply incised in the stone was the single, mghty sign, that which the Forkbeard
had not expl ained to ne.
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W stood in silence, in that dark, lofty threshold. The Forkbeard was trenbling. | had never seen
hi m so. The hair on the back of ny neck lifted, short, stiff. I felt cold. | knew, of course, the
| egends.

He Iifted his torch, to the sign over the door. "Do you not know that sign?" he asked.

"I know what sign it nust be," | said.

"What sign?" asked he.

"The sign, the name-sign, of Torvald."

"Yes," said he.

| shudder ed.

"Torvald," | said to the Forkbeard, "is only a figure of |egend. Each country has its |egendary
heroes, its founders, its discoverers, its nythic giants."

"This," said the Forkbeard, |ooking up at the sign, "is the chanber of Torvald." He | ooked at ne.
"We have found it," he said.

"There is no Torvald," | said. "Torvald does not exist."

"This," said the Forkbeard, "is his chanber." H s voice shook. "Torvald," said he, "sleeps in the
Torval dsberg, and has done so for a thousand years. He waits to be wakened. Wen his | and needs
him he shall awake. He shall then lead us in battle. Again he will |lead the nen of the north."
"There is no Torvald," | said

The Forkbeard | ooked within. "For a thousand years," he whispered, "has he slept."

"Torval d does not exist," | said.

"We nust waken him" said the Forkbeard.

Ivar Forkbeard, lifting his torch, entered the great chanber.

| felt grief. It seemed to ne not inpossible that, at the root of the | egends, the sagas, of
Torval d, there nmight be some particles of truth. | did not think it inmpossible that there had once

been a Torval d, one who had cone to this land, with foll owers perhaps, nore than a thousand years
ago. He might have been a great |eader, a mghty warrior, the first of the jarls of the north, but
that had been, if it had ever been, nore than a thousand years ago. There was now no Torvald. |
felt grief at what msery, what disappoint nment, what disillusionment nust now fall to ny friend,
t he Forkbear d.

In his hope to find one strong enough to stand against Kurii, one who could rally the nmen of the
north, he was bound to be disillusioned.

The myth, that dream of succor, of final recourse, would be shown barren, fraudul ent.

This chanmber, | knew, had been built by men, and the passages carved fromthe very stone of the
mountain itself. That must be accounted for. But it was not difficult to do so Perhaps there had
once been a Torvald, hundreds of years ago. If so, it was not inpossible that it had been his w sh
to be interred in the great nountain. W stood, perhaps, within, or at the brink, of the tonb of
Torval d, lost for long ages until now, until we two, fleeing fromKurii, from beasts, had stunbl ed
upon it. Perhaps it was true that Torvald had been buried in the Torval dsberg, and that the tonb,
the funeral chanber, had been concealed, to protect it fromthe curious or fromrobbers. And, in
such a case, legends m ght well have arisen, |egends in which the nystery of the | ost tonb m ght
figure. These would have spread fromvillage to village, fromrenote farmto renote farm from
hall to hall. One such legend, quite naturally, m ght have been that Torvald, the great Torvald,
was not truly dead, but only asleep, and woul d waken when once again his | and had need of him
"Wait!" | called to the Forkbeard.

But he had entered the chanber, torch high, noving quickly. |I followed him swiftly, tears in ny
eyes.

When he | ooked down, torch lifted, upon the bones and fragile cloths of what had once been a hero,
when the nyth had been shattered, the crystal of its dream beneath the iron of reality, | wanted
to stand near him | would not speak to him But | would stand behind him and near him

The Forkbeard stood at the side of the great stone couch, which was covered with black fur

At the foot of the couch were weapons; at its head, hanging on the wall, under a great shield,
were two spears, crossed under it, and, to one side, a mighty sword in its scabbard. Near the head
of the couch, on our left, as we | ooked upon the couch, was, on a stone platform a |arge hel net,
hor ned.

The Forkbeard | ooked at nme. The couch was enpty.

He did not speak. He sat down on the edge of the couch, on the black fur, and put his head in his
hands. His torch lay on the floor, and, after some tinme, burned itself out. The Forkbeard did not
move. The men of Torval dsl and, unli ke nost Gorean nen, do not pernit thenselves tears. It is not

cultural for themto weep. But | heard himsob once. | did not, of course, let himknow that | had
heard this sound. | would not shane him
"W have lost," he said, finally, "Red Hair. W have lost." | had |lit another torch, and was
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exam ni ng the chamber. The body of Torvald, | conjectured, had not been buried in this place. It
did not seemlikely that robbers would have taken the body, and left the various treasures about.
Not hing, it seenmed, had been di sturbed.

Torvald, | conjectured, doubtless as cunning and wi se as the | egends had nade hi mout, had not
elected to have hinmself interred in his own tonb.
It was enpty.

The wiliness, the cunning, of a man who had lived nore than a thousand years ago nmade itself felt
inits effects a millenniumlater, in this strange place, deep within the living stone of a great
mountain in a bl eak country.

"Where is Torval d?" cried out |var Forkbeard.

| shrugged.

"There is no Torvald," said the Forkbeard. "Torvald does not exist."

I made no attenpt to answer the Forkbeard.

"The bones of Torvald," said the Forkbeard, "even the bones of Torvald are not here.”

"Torvald was a great captain,” | said. "Perhaps he-was burned in his ship, which you have told ne
was call ed Black Shark." | |ooked about. "It is strange though," | said, "if that were the case,
why this tonb would have been built."

"This is not a tonb," said |var Forkbeard.

| regarded him

"This is a sleeping chanber," he said. "There are no bones of aninmals here, or of thralls, or
urns, or the remains of foodstuffs, offerings.” He | ooked about. "Wy," he asked ne, "woul d
Torval d have had carved in the Torval dsberg a sl eepi ng chanber ?"

"That men might cone to the Torval dsberg to waken him" | said.

I var Forkbeard | ooked at ne.

From anmong the weapons at the foot of the couch, fromone of the cylindrical quivers, still of the
sort carried in Torvaldsland, | drew forth a long, dark arrow. It was nore than a yard long. Its
shaft was alnost an inch thick with iron, barbed. Its feathers were five inches |long, set in the
shaft on three sides, feathers of the black-tipped coasting gull, a broad-wi nged bird, with black
tips onits wings and tail feathers, simlar to the Vosk gull. | lifted the arrow. "Wuat is this?"
| asked the Forkbeard. "It is a war arrow," he said. "And what sign is this, carved on its side?

| asked. "The sign of Torvald," he whispered. "Wiay do you think this arrowis in this place?"
asked. "That men might find it?" he asked.

"I think so," | said.

He reached out and put his hand on the arrow. He took it from ne.

"Send the war arrow," | said.

The Forkbeard | ooked down on the arrow

"I think," | said, "I begin to understand the neaning of a man who |ived nore than a thousand

winters ago. This man, call him Torvald, built within a nountain a chanber for sleep, in which he
woul d not sl eep, but to which men would cone to waken him Here they would find not Torvald, but
t hensel ves, thensel ves, lvar, alone, and an arrow of war."

"l do not understand," said |var

"I think," | said,'that Torvald was a great and a w se nan.
I var | ooked at nme.
"In building this chanber," | said, "it was not the intention of Torvald that it should be he who

was awakened within it, but rather those who cane to seek hirn."

"The chanber is enpty,"” said lvar.

"No," | said, "we are withinit." |I put ny hand to his shoulder. "It is not Torvald who nust
awaken in this chanber. Rather it is we. Here, hoping for others to do our work, we find only
oursel ves, and an arrow of war. Is this not Torvald s way of telling us, froma thousand years
ago, that it is we on whom we nust depend, and not on any other. If the land is to be saved, it is
by us, and others like us, that It nust be saved. There are no spells, no gods, no heroes to save
us. In this chanber, it is not Torvald who nust awaken It is you and I." | regarded the Forkbeard
evenly. "Lift,' said I, "the arrow of war."

| stood back fromthe couch, nmy torch raised. Slowy, his visage terrible, the Forkbeard lifted
his arm the arrowin his fist.

I am not even of Torvaldsland, but it was I who was present when the arrow of war was lifted, at
the side of the couch of Torvald, deep within the living stone of the Torval dsberg.

Then the Forkbeard thrust the arrowin his belt. He crouched down, at the foot of the couch of
Torval d. He sorted through the weapons there. He selected two spears, handing ne one. "W have two
Kurii to kill," he said.
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Chapter 17 Torval dsl anders visit the canp of Kuri

It was very quiet.

The nen did not speak.

Bel ow us, in the valley, spread out for nore than ten pasangs we saw t he encanpnent of Kurii.
At the feet of Ivar Forkbeard, head to the ground, nude, waiting to be conmanded, knelt Hilda the
Haughty, daughter of Thorgard of Scagnar.

"Co," said lvar to her

She lifted her head to him "May | not have one |last kiss, ny Jarl?" she whispered.

"CGo," said he. "If you live, you will be nore than kissed."

"Yes, ny Jarl," she said, and, obediently, slipped away into the darkness.

The ax | carried was bloodied. It had tasted the blood of a Kur guard.

W stood downwi nd of the encanpment.

Not far fromme was Svein Blue Tooth. He stood, not noving. It was cold. | could see the outline
of his helnet, the rimof the shield, the spear, dark agai nst darkness.

Near us, behind us, stood Gorm Otar and Rollo, and others of Forkbeard' s Landfall. It was sone
Ehn before the Gorean dawn. On a distant world, lit by the sane star, at a conparable tine, nen

turned in their beds, nercury vapor |anps burned, |lonely, heavy lorries runbled down streets,
keeping their delivery schedul es, parts of yesterday's newspapers fluttered down |onely sidewal ks.
Wth us stood Bjarni of Thorstein Canp, and with himhe who had in the formal duel carried his
shield. At Bjarni's shoul der, too, stood the young nan, scarcely nore than a boy, whom he had in
that duel intended to fight. Wth the boy, too, was his friend, who woul d have carried the shield
for him The war arrow had been carried. It had been carried to the Inlet of Geen diffs, to
Thorstein Canp, fromAx Gacier to Einar's Skerry; it had been carried to the high farns, to the

| akes, to the coast; it had been carried on foot and by swift ship; a thousand arrows, each
touched to the arrow of Torvald, had been carried, and where the arrow had been carried, nen had
touched it, saying "I will come." They came. Captains and rovers, farnmers, fishernen, hunters,
weavers of nets, smiths, carvers of wood, tradesnen and traders, nmen with little nore than | eather
and an ax to their nane, and jarls in purple cloaks, with golden ponmels on their swords. And
anong them stood, too, thralls. Their heads were not |ower than those with whomthey stood. Anpbng
themwas the lad called Tarsk, fornerly Wil fstan of Kassau, to whom Thyri had once been given for
the night. In the night of the attack he, at the Forkbeard' s encanmpnent near the thing field, with
an ax, had slain a Kur. | remenbered finding the carcass of the aninmal beneath the fallen, half-
burned canvas of the Forkbeard' s tent. Thralls are not permtted to touch the war arrow, but they
are permtted to kneel to those who have. Wil fstan had handed the Forkbeard the ax, disarm ng

hi nsel f, and had then knelt before him putting his head to his feet. Thralls may be slain for so
much as touching a weapon. He had taken dirt frombeneath the feet of the Forkbeard and, kneeli ng,

had poured it on his head. "Rise, Thrall," had said the Forkbeard. The young man had then stood,
and straightly, head high, before the Forkbeard. The Forkbeard threw hi mback the ax. "Carry it,"
said the Forkbeard. On another world, lit by the sane star, in another place, dawn, too, drew

near. The distant light in the great cities, unknow ng, soon to be occupied with the concerns of
their days, piercing the haze of daily, custonmary poisons, first struck the heights of the lofty
bui l dings, reflecting fromthe rectangular wi ndows, |ike sheets of burnished copper reflecting the
fire of the sun. Men would soon be up and about their duties, hurrying fromone nothing to

anot her, to conpronises, to banal degradations, anxious lest they fail to be on time. They would
not care for the bl ackened grass growi ng between the bricks; they would take no note of the
spider's architecture, nor nmarvel at the flight of a wen darting to its nest anong the snoke-

bl ackened, carved stones. There would be no tinme. There would be no time for them no tinme for
seeing, or feeling, or touching, or loving or finding out what it might be to be alive. O ouds
woul d be strangers to them rain an inconveni ence; snow a nui sance; a tree an anachronism a
flower an oddity, cut and frozen in a florist's refrigerator. These were the nmen w t hout neaning,
so full and so enpty, so crowded, so desol ate, so busy, so needl essly occupi ed. These were the
gray nen, the hurrying nen, the efficient, smug, tragic insects, noiseless on soft feet, in the
billion iron hills of technol ogy. How few of them gazed ever on the stars. |s grandeur so fearfu
that men nust shield thenselves with pettiness fromits glory; do they not understand that in

t hensel ves, and in perhaps a thousand other intelligences, reality has opene,el its eyes upon its
own i mrensity; do they shut their eyes lest they see gods? W could see now a glimrer of |ight on
the peak of the Torval dsherg.

I wondered how many nen would die. | wondered if | nyself, this norning, in Torvaldsland, in bleak
light, would die. |I gripped the ax. It had good wei ght. The bal ance was apt.

Across the valley, there were others, nen, waiting, too. The signal would be a shield signal
taki ng the nmorning sun, a flash, and then the attack. Hundreds of war cries would be mingled as

file:/lIF|/rah/John%20Norman/Norman,%20John...20Earth%2009%20-%20Marauders%200f%20Gor.txt (110 of 136) [1/20/03 3:30:07 AM]



file://1F|/rah/Iohn%20N orman/Norman,%20John%20-%20Counter%20Earth%2009%20-%20M arauders%6200f %20Gor . txt

nmen poured down the slopes. There were nen here, too, even from Hunjer, Sjkern, Helnmutsport and
Scagnar itself, on whose cliffs Thorgard's fortress rul ed.

Never before, to nmy know edge, had nmen attacked Kurii

| gazed at the giant, Rollo. H's eyes seened vacant. He stood as a child, with his great ax. About
his neck was a golden nedallion. H's chest was bare, beneath a | eather vest.

Svein Blue Tooth fingered the tooth of the Hunjer whale, dyed blue, on its chain about his neck

He was a good jarl. He had been the third, after Ivar Forkbeard and Tarl Cabot a warrior of Ko-ro-
ba, to lift the arrow of Torvald. Not far away from himwas even Ketil, of his high farm the
wrestler whose arm| had broken. It was splinted with a third of a spear shaft. In his left hand
he carried a sword. Anong the nen, too, was a large fellow, as large as, or larger than, Rollo,
whom | did not know. He was fiercely bearded, and carried a spear. He had told us he was Hrolf,
and fromthe East. None had questioned him

Bel ow us, in the valley, we could see the coals of thousands of fires in the canp of the Kurii.
They slept, curled, several in each shelter. The field shelters of the Kurii are made of skins and
furs, arched over bent saplings. Each is little nore than four or five feet high, with a
conparable width, but is fifty or sixty feet in length, some being as long as a hundred feet in

| ength. These shelters, too, are often curved and irregular in outline; sonetinmes they adjoin one
another, with entrances giving nmutual access. They resenbl e caves, sonetines networks of caves,
constructed in the open. Kurii drop to all fours to enter and | eave them No Kur enjoys sl eeping
exposed. If in a field they will sometimes even burrow into the ground, alnost |ike a sleen, and
cover the opening with grass and sticks fromthe bottom It always sleeps with its head toward the
openi ng.

The Kurii herds were quiet. There was little stirring in them | could see the white herd of verr
hundreds of the aninmals, penned in the northwest quadrant of the canp; in the northeast quadrant
were the tarsk pens. | could snmell themin the early norning air. | could snell, too, the odors of
Kurii, and the tranped dung of bosk. The bosk were at the south of the canp. They woul d,
effectively, prevent the Kurii fromslipping free on the south. The herd nunbered sone severa
thousand. The northern pole of the canp would be left free, as a seem ng avenue of escape, to lure
enbattled Kurii, should the tide of the war turn against them into flight northward. It would be,
in the | anguage of Gorean strategists, the bridge of jewels, beckoning, alluring, pronising
safety, prophetic of escape.

Near the center of the canp, but somewhat to the south and east of the center, like the verr, the
tarsk, the bosk, was another herd of Kurii animals; it, too, resided in its pen, a w de pen, nore
than a quarter of a pasang in diameter, formed of poles and crossbars, |ashed together; this pen
however, waspatrolled by prowing, donesticated sleen; the aninmals huddl ed together, within the
pen, hundreds of them terrified of the sleen; these were herd sleen, trained to group and contro
ani mal s.

To the north and west of the canp's center | could see the tents of Thorgard of Scagnar and his
nen.

I smled.

The Kurii had been in no hurry to initiate their march to the south. They had failed, several days
ago, in the Thing Assenbly, to intimdate the men of Torvaldsland into furnishing them provisions
for their march. After their devastating victory of the night of Svein Blue Tooth's feast, in
whi ch his hall was burned, and the thing encanpnents |aid waste, they had formed their own canp,
and set methodically about gathering supplies for their southern march. Hundreds of sorties had
penetrated the hills and valleys, burning farns, and gathering goods, generally tools and weapons,
and |ivestock. There were collection points to which such materials were brought, from which, by
short marches, they were conveyed to the canp. During this tinme, a hundred pasangs to the south,
Svein Blue Tooth had set the rallying point of the nen of Torval dsl and.

In these days | had nuch spied on Kurii, living on the land, returning nore than once to the Bl ue
Tooth's war canp. It is nothing for a warrior to cover ninety pasangs on foot in a day. This is
usually done by alternating the warrior's pace with the warrior's stride, and allow ng for periods
of rest. Few who have been invested in the scarlet of the warriors cannot match this
acconplishnent. |, and nany ot hers, can considerably inprove upon it.

A typical Kurii foraging squad consists of six aninmals, called a "hand," with its "eye," or

| eader. Two such "hands" with their "eyes," constitutes a "Kur," or "Beast." The mlitary Kur, in
this sense a unit, is commanded by a "Blood" This seens peculiar perhaps but is explained by
ancient Kurii belief, that thought is a function of the blood. One "thinks" thus with one's entire
body, not just the brain. Contenporary Kurii understand, naturally, that cognitive processes brain-
centered, or largely brain-centered, but the anc term nology, in their songs, poetry, and even
mlitary 1 con, remains. Anal ogously, humans continue to speak of affairs of the heart, a nman of
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good heart, that soneone h; big heart, etc., which ternminol ogy perhaps lingers fromti when the
heart was regarded not as a chenonechani cal punp but as the throne and honme of the enotions.

The commander of a mlitary Kur, thus, might better be thought of as the "brain" or "mnd," but
continues, in their |anguages, to be spoken of as the "blood." A "blood" thus commands the two
eyes and the two hands. Twelve "Kurs,' the sense of military units, constitutes one "Band." This
one hundred and ei ght animals, including subalterns |eaders, and is itself commanded by a "Bl ood,"
whose rank is indicated by two rings on the left arm Twelve of these Bands constitutes a March. A
March thus consists of 2160 animals, or, counting the comranders of each Band, 2,172 animals. A
March is commanded by a Bl ood, whose rank is indicated by one ring on the left arm The ring rank
are quite plain, being of some reddish alloy, and are distinguished from decorative rings, of

whi ch nmany Kurii are fond. Kurii, generally, |ike nen, seemvain beasts, there appears to be an

i nverse correlation between height of rank and intricacy and variety of ornanentation. The higher
the rank the sinpler is likely to be the ornanentation

The conmander, or Blood, of a March wears only a single, sin reddish ring. Wiether or not this

sinplicity is honored duty, so to speak, or in their privacy, | do not know | fur do not know the
full significance of the rings. | do not understand how they are earned, or what is involved in
moving fromthe "second ring" to the "first ring." | do know that rings are wel ded on the wists

of the beasts. The iron files of the Goreans, incidentally, will not cut the alloy. They may be

obt ai ned, of course, by the severing of the arm Wy the conjunction of bands is spoken of as a

"March" is also unclear. This may refer to a mlitary march, of course, but, | suspect, the term
bei ng apparently ancient, that it may also refer to nigrations in the remote history of the Kurii
on their own world, putatively no |longer existent or viable. There is sonme indirect evidence that
this may be the case, because twelve "Marches" are referred to not as a Division or Arny, or sone
such unit, but rather as a "People". A People would be commanded by a "Bl ood" of the People. Such

a commander is said to stand "outside the rings." |I do not fully understand the neaning of this
expression. The Kurii, as | may have nentioned, consist of several "Peoples." Not all of these
"Peopl es"” speak the sanme | anguage, and, | gather, there are differences anong, and within, each

Peopl e. For exanple, differences in marking, in texture of fur, in tenperanent, in tooth
arrangenent, in ear shape, and so on. These differences, negligible fromthe point of view of
humans, are apparently of considerable inportance anong the Kurii thenselves. The human, pursued

by such an animal, is not likely to be concerned about the width of its ears or the nottling of
its fur. Kurii, in their past, at |least, were apparently torn by internecine strife, disrupted by
"racial" and 'civil" wars anmpong thenselves. It is not inpossible that the defertilization or
destruction of their former home was a consequence of such altercations. No Kur, however, | am

told, of whatever race or type, will eat the neat of another. This is interesting, considering the
ferocity of their carnivorous dispositions. They hold the human, unfortunately, in no such regard.
It will be noted that the nmilitary arrangenments of the Kurii are based on the nunber twelve or
divisors and nmultiples of twelve. Kurii use, | understand, a basetwelve mathematics. The
prehensi bl e, appendage of the normal Kur is six digited.

Sonetimes the foragi ng squads of the Kurii had been acconpani ed by trai ned sleen, often four of
them Twice, in my reconnoitering, | had had to kill such beasts. The sl een have various uses;
sonme are nerely used as watch aninmals or guard aninals; others are used as points in the advance
of squads, sone trained to attack putative enemies, others to return to the squad, thus alerting
it to the presence of a possible eneny; others are even nore highly trained, and are used to hunt
humans; of the human-hunting sleen, sone are trained nmerely to kill, and others to hurry the
quarry to a Kurii holding area; one type of sleen is trained to destroy males and herd fenal es,

di stingui shing between the sexes by scent. A sleen may bring a girl in, stunbling and weepi ng,
from pasangs away, driving her, as Kurii take little notice, through their very canp, until she is
entered into a herd. Four days ago | had seen a girl drive, in which several sleen, fanning out
over a large area of territory, had scented out scattered, hiding slave girls and, fromvarious
points, driven theminto a blind canyon, where a waiting Kur had swng shut a wooden gate on them
fastening theminside. Sleen are also used to patrol the large return nmarches of groups of
foragi ng expeditions, those nmarches between the tenporary holding areas and the main canp. The
order of such a march is typically as follows: captured humans, in single file, formits center
These humans are usually thralls and bond-nai ds, but not always. The spoils are carried by the
captured mal e humans, unless there are too many, and then the residue is divided anmong t he bond-
mai ds. Kurii burden the nales heavily; they can think of little nore than the weight they carry,
and the next step; furthernore, their wists are usually tied to the straps of their inprovised
backpacks. Kurii, unlike Goreans, do not subject bond-nmaids to heavy | abor; it toughens their
nmeat; the bond-mai ds are separated fromthe nales, that they be deprived of |eadership;
furthermore, the techni que of keeping prisoners in single file, separating themby sonme feet, and
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preventi ng speech between them tends to nmake conjoint action between themunlikely. Prowing the
long single-file of prisoners, male and fermale, in alternate groups, bond-nmaids thus used to
separate files of men fromone another, will be sleen. Should any individual, either nale or
fermal e, depart by so nmuch as a yard fromthe line of march, or attenpt to close the gap between
hinself and a fellow prisoner, the sleen prevent this. Once | saw a girl stunble and two sl een

i mredi ately, snarling and hissing, sprang toward her. She | eaped, weeping, to her feet and darted
to her precise place in the line, keeping it perfectly, casting terrified glances at the vicious
predators. The line of prisoners and sleen is, on both sides, flanked by the Kurii foragers. There
are thus five lines, the center line of prisoners and spoils, its flanking Iines of sleen, and, on
either side, the flanking lines of the Kur foragers. Human prisoners of Kurii, incidentally, are
usual |y stripped; Kurii see no reason to give aninals clothing.

I glanced to the Torval dsberg.

The sun now glinted nmore fully on its height.

Bel ow us, in the broad valley, the canp of the Kurii lay still in darkness. W heard, below, the
how ing of a sleen, lonely. | wondered if Kurii dreamed. | supposed they did.

"It is alnost tinme," said |var Forkbeard to mne.

| nodded.

Then, from below, we heard the hunting cry of a sleen, and then of two others, then others.

| did not envy Hilda, Ivar's slave. The Kurii would take little note of the sleen. Their cries
were neither of alarmnor offury. They were only gathering in another animal, perhaps a new one,
wandered too close to the canp, or a stray, to be expeditiously returned to its herd. The first
light then began to touch the valley. Fromthe noises of the sleen we could detect the progress of
their hunt, and the location of the inbonded daughter of Thorgard of Scagnar

"There," said |var, pointing.

They caught her north of the bosk herd. W could see her white body, and the dark, sinuous, furred
shapes converging upon it. Then she was surrounded, and she stopped. Then the spl een opened a
passage for her, indicating to her which direction she was to go. Were el se she turned she was
met with the fangs and hi sses of the acconpanying ani mals. Wen she tried to nove in any direction
other than that of the opened passage they snapped at her, viciously. A single snap could tear off

a hand or foot. Then two of the sleen fell in behind her and, snarling and snapping at her heels,
drove her before them W saw her fleeing before them trying to escape the swift, terrible jaws.
We feared, nore than once, that they would kill her. A fermal e who cannot be herded is destroyed by

t he herdi ng sl een.

In the northwest quadrant of the canp was the herd of verr; in the northeast quadrant were the
tarsk pens. The bosk were penned at the southern end of the canp. Near the center of the canp but
somewhat to the south and east of the center, behind its poles and crossbars, |ashed together, was
a different herd of Kurii livestock. It was to this pen that the daughter of Thorgard of Scagnar,
runni ng before the snapping, snarling sleen, was driven. She darted between the crossbars and, in
a monent, no |l onger harried by sleen, found herself on the tranpled turf wi thin, another nmenber of
the herd. It was as we had pl anned. The sl een now resuned their rounds, patrolling the perineter
of the pen. The new ani mal had been added to the herd. They were no longer interested init,
unless it should attenpt to |l eave the pen. W saw Hilda, a speck in the grayish light, hurrying to
the herd within, it huddled on the danp, soiled, tranpled turf.

"I wish," said Ivar Forkbeard, "that | had such a herd.'

The herd, indeed, consisted of sleek, beautiful animals, fair and two-|egged. There must have been
three or four thousand chattels confined in the great pen

"Some of the girls are yours," | rem nded him

"And | intend to have them back," he said. In that herd, | surmised, were several of our wonen,
Thyri, Aelgifu or Pudding, GQunnhild, Oga, Pouting Lips, Pretty Ankles, the former Mss Stevens of
Connecti cut, now Honey Cake, the girl named Leah, from Canada, whose | ast name was of no interest,
and others. Too, anbng them now, prisoner, was Hilda, perhaps Ivar's preferred sl ave.

Hi | da, even now, woul d be conveying our instructions to the frightened girls, for the nost part,
bond- mai ds. W woul d soon see if such feared sleen and Kurii nore, or Gorean nales, their

masters. |f they did not obey, they would be slain. As slaves, they were conmanded; as slaves, did
they fail to comply, they would be put to death. They had no choice. They woul d obey.

The sun was now sharp and beautiful on the heights of the Torval dsberg.

"Tie on the scarves," said Svein Blue Tooth. The word slipped fromman to man. On the other side
of the valley, too, men would be perfornming the sane action. Each of us tied about our |eft

shoul der a yellow scarf. It was by such a device that the Kurii had recogni zed t heir confederates
in the nen of Thorgard of Scagnar. W would, too, wear such scarves. This was our vengeance on

t hose who had betrayed their kind.
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"Loosen your weapons," said Svein Blue Tooth. The nen shifted. Swords were wthdrawn from
scabbards; arrows were fitted to the string, spears nore firnmy gripped.

It seened strange to nme that nmen, only nmen, would dare to pit thenselves against Kurii. | did not
know t hen, of course, about the fury.

Svein Blue Tooth had his head down.

| sensed it first in the giant, Rollo. It was not a human noise. It was a snarl, a grow, like the
sound of a larl, awakening fromits sleep. The hair on ny neck stood on end. | turned. The giant
head was slowy lifting itself, and turning. Its eyes were closed. | could see bl ood beginning to

move through the veins of its forehead. Then the eyes opened, and no | onger were they vacant, but
deep within them as though beginning fromfar away, there seened the glint of sone terrible
light. | saw his fists close and open. Hi s shoul ders were hunched down. He half crouched, as

t hough waiting, tense, while the thing, the frenzy, the nadness, began to burn within him

"It is beginning," said Ivar Forkbeard to ne.

"l do not understand," | said.
"Be quiet," said he. "It is beginning."
| saw then Svein Blue Tooth, the mghty jarl of Torvaldsland, lift his own head, but it did not

seem then, to be him

It seened rather a face | had not seen before. The eyes did not seemthose of the noble Blue
Toot h, but of sonething el se, unaccountable, not understood. | saw himsuddenly thrust his |eft
f orearm agai nst the broad bl ade of his spear. To ny horror | saw hi m sucking at his own bl ood.

| saw a man, fighting the frenzy, tear handfuls of his own hair fromhis head. But it was com ng
upon him and he could not subdue it.

O her men were restless. Sone dug at the earth with their boots. O hers | ooked about thensel ves,
frightened. The eyes of one nan began to roll in his head; his body seened shaken, trenbling; he
nmuttered i ncoherently.

Anot her man threw aside his shield and jerked open the shirt at his chest, looking into the
val | ey.

I heard others noan, and then the npbans give way to the sounds of beasts, utterances of

i nconti nent rage.

Those who had not yet been touched stood terrified among their conrades in arns. They stood anong
nonst ers.

"Kurii," | heard someone say.

"Kill Kurii," I heard. "Kill Kurii."

"What is it?" | asked lvar Forkbeard.

| saw a man, with his fingernails, blind hinmself, and feel no pain. Wth his one renaining eye he
stared into the valley. | could see foamat the side of his nouth. Hi s breathing was deep and
terrible.

"Look upon Rollo," said the Forkbeard.

The veins in the neck, and on the forehead, of the giant bul ged, swollen wth pounding blood. H s
head was bent to one side. | could not |ook upon his eyes. He bit at the rimof his shield,
tearing the wood, splintering it with his teeth.

"It is the frenzy of Qdin," said the Forkbeard. "It is the frenzy of Qdin."

Man by man, heart by heart, the fury gripped the host of Svein Blue Tooth.

It coursed through the thronged warriors; it seened a tangible thing, conmmunicating itself from
one to another; it was al nost as though one could see it, but one could not see it, only its
effects. | could trace its passage. It seened first a ghastly infection, a plague; then it seened
like a fire, invisible and consumng; then it seened |like the touching of these nmen by the hands
of gods, but no gods | knew, none to whoma wonman or child m ght dare pray, but the gods of nen,
and of the nmen of Torval dsland, the dread, harsh divinities of the cruel north, the gods of
Torval dsl and. And the touch of these gods, like their will, was terrible.

I var Forkbeard suddenly threw back his head and, silently, screaned at the sky.

The thing had touched him

The breathing of the nen, their energy, their rage, the fury, was all about ne.

A bowstring was being drawn taut. | heard the grinding of teeth on steel, the sound of nen biting
at their own flesh.

I could no longer ook on Ivar Forkbeard. He was not the man | had known. In his stead there stood
a beast.

| | ooked down into the valley. There were the | odges of the Kurri. | recalled them Wll did
renenber their treachery, well did | renenber the nassacre, hideous, nerciless, in the hall of
Svei n Bl ue Toot h.

"Kill Kurii," | heard.
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Wthin me then, irrational, like lava, | felt the beginning of a strange sensation

"I must consider the beauty of the Torval dsberg,” | told nmyself. But | could not |ook again at the
cold, bleak beauty of the nmountain. | could look only into the valley, where, unsuspecting, |ay

t he eneny.

"I't is nadness," | told nyself. "Madness!" In the | odges bel ow slept Kurii, who had killed, who

had massacred in the night. In my pouch, even now, there lay the golden armet, which once had
been worn by the woman, Telina.

Bel ow, unsuspecting, they lay, the eneny, the Kurii

"No," | said. "l nust resist this thing."

| drew forth the golden arnml et which had been worn by Tel i na.

On a bit of fiber | tied it about ny neck. | held it. Below |lay the eneny.

I closed nmy eyes. Then | sucked in the air between ny teeth.

Somewhere, far off, on another world, lit by the sane star, rnen hurried to work.

I fought the feelings which were rearing within me. As well might |I have fought the eruption of
the vol cano, the shifting of the strata of the earth.

| heard the growing, the fury, of those about ne.

Bel ow us lay the Kurii.

| opened ny eyes.

The valley seened to me red with rage, the sky red, the faces of those about me. | felt a surge of
frenzy building within nme. | wanted to tear, to cut, to strike, to destroy.

It had touched nme, and | stood then within its grip, in that red, burning world of rage.

The bowstring was taut.

There was foam at the nouth of Svein Blue Tooth. H's eyes were those of a madnan

I lifted ny ax.

The thousands of the men of Torval dsland, on either side of the valley, nade ready. One could
sense their seething, the unbearable power, the tenseness.

The signal spear, in the hand of the frenzied Blue Tooth, its scarlet talnmt wapped at the base
of its blade, was lifted. The breathing of thousands of men, waiting to be unleashed, to plunge to
the valley, for an instant was held. The sun flashed on the shield. The signal spear thrust to the
val | ey.

Wth one frenzied cry the host, inits fury, fromeither side of the valley, plunged downward.
"The men of Torval dsland," they cried, "are upon you!"

Chapter 18 What then occurred in the canp of the Kuri

The Kur dropped back fromthe blade. Howing | |eapt upon another, striking it before it could
rise, and then anot her.

Simul taneously with the attack fromthe slopes the girls in the cattle pen, followi ng the orders
of masters, conveyed to themby Hilda, crying out, fled in their hundreds fromthe pen, streani ng
t hroughout the canp. The herd sl een rushed anong them but, confused in the nunmbers, found It
diffcult to single out wonen for returning to the pen. Simlarly the marine predator attacking a
school of shimrering flashing bodies nakes fewer successful strikes than he would if he were abl e,
undi stracted, to single out individual quarries. A sleen would no sooner mark out a girl for
return to the pen than three or four others would constantly enter and di sappear from his ken
often luring himinto their pursuit, while the first slips free, in her turn |ater perhaps to save
another simlarly. Furthernore, when a sleen would fasten on a given girl she would pernit

herself, rapidly, to be returned to the pen. Thus the sleen, obedient to its training, would not
harm her. As soon as she was back in the pen, of course, she would leave it again, escaping froma
different sector. Any girl found remaining in the pen by a nman of Torval dsl and, seeking her own
safety, unless she had been ordered there by a free attacker, was to be sumarily slain. | was

pl eased to note that the wonen feared nore the nen of Torval dsland than even sleen and Kurii.
Danger to themwas of no interest to us. Their lives were uninportant. They were sl aves.
Accordingly, we used themto create a diversion. Many Kurii, springing fromtheir tents, energing
fromthe | eather and fur shelter tunnels, confused, first saw only the sleek, two-1egged cattle
streamnmi ng past, until perhaps axes fell upon them The nature of the attack, and its extent, would
not be clear to them

A Kur lifted its great ax. | charged him ny ax swift before he could strike.

I wrenched free the blade of the ax, as it slunped down, breaking it free fromits jawbone and
shoul der.

"Tarl Red Hair!" | heard cry. It was the voice of a girl, wild, slender. | turned. | realize now
it was Thyri, but | did not recognize her at the tine. | stood nighty and terrible, the ax ready,
my cl othes drenched with blood, the Kur rolling and jerking at nmy feet. She put her hand before
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her nouth, her eyes terrified, and fled away.
| saw a Kur seize a man of Thorgard of Scagnar's canp and tear his head from his body.
The attackers, as well as the nen of Thorgard of Scagnar, wore yellow scarves at their shoul ders.

Many Kurii, confused in the beginning, had fallen to the axes of scarved nen, putatively their
allies. Now, however, indiscrimnately, they sought to destroy all arned nal e humans. Many were
the men of Thorgard who fell beneath the teeth and steel of Kurii, and several were the Kurii who

fell to the weapons of Thorgard' s nen, as they fought madly to defend thensel ves.

Once | saw Thorgard of Scagnar and |var Forkbeard trying to reach him But |var was bl ocked by
Kurii and warriors, and joined in their conbat.

| heard the screaning of slave girls.

| saw two Kurii converging on Gorm Twice , from behind, the ax swept laterally, once to the left,
the second time to the right, chopping through the spines.

A sleen, nore than eleven feet in length, six-legged, slid past, its fur w ping agai nst ny thigh.
Gorm in his nadness, was cutting at the bodies of the Kurii fallen now before him shrieking.
Shoul der to shoul der, fighting, | saw Bjarni of Thorstein Canp and the young nan, whom | had

chanpi oned on the dueling ground in the thing. | snelled fire. There was the howing of Kurii.

| saw a Kur, barred with brown, turning, backing away, snarling, linmping, fromQtar, who kept the
Forkbeard's farm Otar pursued it, heedless of his safety, his eyes wild, killing it, cutting its
body then in two with repeated bl ows of his ax.

| saw the huge, little-known man of Torval dsl and, who had joined the host late, calling hinself

Hrol f, fromthe East, who had cone fromthe direction of the Torval dsherg. Wth a cry he thrust
hi s spear through the chest of a Kur.

He fought magnificently.

A Kur charged. | side-stepped, catching it in the belly with the ax.

| saw another Kur, undecided, startled. | slipped in gut. It charged. | reared the handl e of the
ax, catching it in the stonmach, turning it to one side. It grunted. | |eapt up, catching it in the
side of the neck before it could rise. Its head half to one side it rose to its feet and ran for a
dozen yards before it slipped, falling sideways, rolling into the fur and burning | eather of one
of their | odges.

"Protect ne!" | heard. A female threw herself to nmy feet, putting her head to ny ankle. "Protect
me!" she wept. | | ooked down. She lifted her face, terrified, tear-stained. She had dark hair,
dark eyes. | saw the iron collar, dark, on her white throat. It was Leah, the Canadian girl. Wth

my foot | thrust her, weeping, to one side. There was nen's work to do.

I nmet the attack of the Kur squarely. The handle of its ax snbte down across the handle of mne
forcing me to one knee. Slowy | reared up, forcing the handle, now held in the two paws of the
Kur, upward and backward. It again thrust down, with its full weight and strength, certain that it
could crush the puny strength of a human. | held it only long enough to satisfy nyself that I
could, then | withdrew the handle swiftly, twisting to one side and lifting the ax. It fel
forward, startled. | stepped on the handle of the ax. It tried to dislodge it. My ax was raised.
It rolled wildly to one side. My blow fell against its left shoulder blade, dividing it. Howing,
it leapt to its feet, backing awmay fromne, baring its fangs. | followed it. It turned suddenly
and | eapt away. | caught it before the opening of a pavilion tent, one of those of Thorgard of
Scagnar, perhaps his own. The tent was striped. The Kur, turning, now facing nme, noved backward;
it stunbled against a tent rope, jerking loose its peg. | |eaped forward, striking it again, at
the left hip. The side of its furred | eg was drenched w th bl ood. Hunched over, snarling, it
backed into the tent, where | followed it. There was screaming fromw thin the tent, the scream ng
of Thorgard's silken girls, many of them short, plunp, lusciously bodied. Sone were chai ned by the
| eft ankle. The silks they wore, clinging and di aphanous, were designed not to conceal their
beauty but to reveal it, to enhance and accentuate it, to expose it sensuously to the survey of a
master. They, collared, shrank back, cowering on the cushions, drawi ng back to the side of the
tent. | scarcely glanced at them They would belong to the victors.

The Kur, backing away, with its right arm reaching across its body, tore up one of the tent
poles, wenching it free of the earth, the tent. The tent sagged near him He snarled. He thrust
out with the tent pole, using the spike at its top |ike a spear. Then he swung the pole, striking

at me. | waited. It was weak fromthe | oss of blood. It turned about again and fled to the
opposite wall of the tent. It tried to tear the silk, and it was at the wall of the tent that |
caught it. | lifted nmy ax fromthe body, and turned to face the wonmen. | strode to them They

knel t, huddl ed together, holding one another, at the side of the tent. They put down their eyes,
trenbling. | left the tent.

"Where is Thorgard of Scagnar?" asked lvar Forkbeard. H's shirt was half torn away. There was Kur
bl ood on his chest and against the side of his face.
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"I do not know," | told him

Behi nd | var Forkbeard, naked, wearing his collar, | saw Hilda, Thorgard' s daughter

"There is a rallying of Kurii by the verr pens!" cried a nan.

Qui ckly lvar and nyself hurried to the verr pens.

The rally was ill fated. Spears fell anong the determined Kurii. Several fell in the nmud and filth
of the verr pens thenselves, the bleating aninals, frightened, darting about, |eaping over the
bodi es.

Near the verr pens we found chai ned nal e sl aves, picked up by Kurii on foraging expeditions, and
used as porters. There were nore than three hundred such wetches.

Svein Blue Tooth was at the pens, |leading the attack that had broken the rally. The rally had been
| ed by the Kur who had been forenbst in the attack on his hall. This Kur, it seened, had

di sappeared, scattering with the others. The Bl ue Tooth stepped over the body of a fallen Kur. He
gestured to the chained nmale slaves. "Free them" he said, "and give them weapons. There is yet
work to do." Eagerly the slaves, when their rmanacles had been struck away, picked up weapons and
sought Kurii.

"Do not permt Kurii to escape to the south,"” said Svein Blue Tooth to Ketil, keeper of his high
farm who had been famed as a westler.

"The bosk herd bl ocks their escape in nunbers," said Ketil. "Sone have even been tranpled."

"We have been tricked!" cried a man. "Across the canp is the true rally, hundreds of Kurii! Al

falls before them This was a ruse to draw nmen here, pernmitting Kurii to regroup in nunbers
el sewhere!"
My heart | eaped.

No wonder the commander of the Kurii had left his forces here, disappearing. | wondered if they
knew his real intent had been el sewhere. | admired him He was a true general, a nost dangerous
and | ethal foe, unscrupulous, brilliant.

"It seens," grinned |var Forkbeard, "we have a worthy adversary."
"The battle turns against us!" cried a man.

"They rmust be held!" said |var Forkbeard. W heard the howing of Kurii, fromal nost a pasang
away, on the other side of the canp. Drifting to us, too, were the cries of nen. "Let us join the
fray, Tarl Red Hair," invited the Forkbeard.

Fl eei ng nen rushed past us. The Forkbeard struck one, felling him

"To the battle," said he. The man turned, and, taking his weapon, fled back to the fighting. "To
the battle!" cried the Forkbeard. "To the battle!"

"They cannot be held!" cried a man. "They will sweep the canp!”

"To the battle!" cried the Forkbeard.

W ran madly toward the fighting.

There, already lifted, we saw the signal spear of Svein Blue Tooth. About it swept Kurii. It was
like a flag on an island. At its foot stood the mighty Rollo, striking to the left and right with
his ax. No Kur who approached the signal spear did not die. Hundreds of men, in ragged, scattered
lines, strung out laterally, acconpanied us. Kwii, overextended, neeting this new resistance, to
piercing hows, fell back, to regroup for another charge.

"Formlines!" cried Svein Blue Tooth. "Formlines!" The Blue Tooth, their Jarl, was with them Men
fought to take their place, under his eyes, in the first line.

The Bl ue Tooth hinself now stood with Rollo, his own hand on the signal spear.

We saw the overl apping shields of the Kurii line, the axes. There nmust have been better than two
thousand Kurii formed.
Then, to our surprise, fromwithin the Kurii Iines we saw two or three hundred slave girls whipped

forth. They were bound together in fours and fives. Sone were bound together by the wists, others
by the ankles, sonme by the waist, many by the throat. They were cattle, caught and tethered in the
canp, in the confusion, by Kurii. They were to be used to break our lines. | saw Ael ~gifu

Puddi ng, anmong them Her wrists were pulled out fromthe side of her body, bound to the wist of a
girl on either side, as they thenmsel ves were fastened. W heard the cracking of whips, and the
cries of pain. Faster and faster ran the girls toward us, fleeing the whips. Behind them rapidly,
the Kurii advanced.

"Charge!" cried the Svein Blue Tooth. The lines of nen, too, hurtled forward.

Not ten yards before the clash took place, Svein Blue Tooth and his lieutenants before the running
line, as the girls, under the whips of Kurii, fled, terrified, seeing the axes, the |eveled
weapons, toward them nade a sign no bond-nmaid of the north m stakes, the belly sign. Al nobst as
one the girls, crying out, flung thenselves to their bellies anong the bodies and the charge of
the men of Torval dsland, mssing not a step, took its way over them striking the startled Kuri
with an uni npeded inmpact. | cut down one of the Kurii with its whip. "Wien the whip is put to the
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back of slaves,"” | told it, "it is we who shall do so." There was, instantly, fierce fighting, in
and anmong, and over, the bodies of the tethered bond-maids. Those who coul d covered their heads
with their hands. Bodies, human and Kur, fell bloodied to the grass. Bond-naids, half crushed,
sonme with broken bones, screaned. They struggled, sonme to rise, but, tethered, few could do so.
Most |ay prone, trenbling, as the feet shifted about them weapons clashing over their heads. The
Kurii, some seventeen or eighteen hundred of them fell back
"Cut the wenches free," ordered Svein Blue Tooth. Blades swiftly freed the prone, hysterical bond-
mai ds. Many were covered with bl ood. Svein Blue Tooth, and others, by the hair, hurled bond-
wenches to their feet. "Get to the pen!" he cried. They stunbled away, hurrying to the pen. "Help
her!" ordered the Blue Tooth to two frightened girls. They bent to lift and support one of their

sisters in bondage, whose | eg was broken, binding fiber still knotted about the ankle. "Tarl Red
Hair!" wept Gunnhild. My blade flashed at her throat, cutting the tether that bound her, on either
side, to two other girls. "Get to the pen,”" | told her. "Yes, ny Jarl!" she cried, running toward

the pen. The girls, those who could, fled the field, to return to the pen in which the Kurii had
originally confined them Those who could not wal k were, under the orders of-nen, by other bond-
mai ds, carried or aided to the pen. | saw Pretty Ankles put out her hand to Ivar Forkbeard
Severed binding fiber was knotted tight about her belly. "To the pen,"” commanded the Forkbeard.
Weepi ng, she hurried to the pen

"They charge!" cried a nan.

Wth a great howing, again Kurll ran toward us. Qur |ines buckled but, again, after ninutes of
terrible fighting, they fell back

On one side of ne fought the mghty Rollo, his |ips foanming, his eyes wild, on the other side he
who called hinself Holf, fromthe East, the bearded giant with bl oodi ed spear. Wll| did he acquit
hi nsel f. Then others stood with ne. Rollo went to the signal spear. He who spoke of hinself as

Hr ol f di sappear ed.

Twi ce nore were there charges, once by Kurii, once by men. W were thrown back fromthe shield
wall with devastating |osses. Had it not been for the force of Svein Blue Tooth, the power of his
voi ce, the mghtiness of his presence, Kurii mght then have taken the initiative. "Formlines!"
he cried. "Regroup! Spears to the second line!" A hedge of spears, projecting fromthe |ines of

men, nen with axes between them waited for Kurii, should they try to press their advantage.
Then the spear line faced the shield wall. A hundred yards of bl oodied grass, of bodies, of nen
and Kurii, separated two species of warring aninmal

Kurii fromw thin the canp, where they could, streaned to join their conrades. Men, too, where
they could break away fromsnmall battles, individual conmbats, found their way to our |ines.

It seenmed startling to ne that we had stood agai nst Kurii, but we had.

The Kurii showed no signs of emerging fromthe shield wall. It consists of two |lines, one on the
ground, the other at chest level, of overlapping shields. The shields turn only for the bl ows of
axes. W could see the two front lines, one kneeling, one standing, of Kurii. Similar lines,

fierce, obdurate, protective, extended about the formation, on all sides, form ng the edges of the
Kurii war square. Wthin the square, forned into ragged "Hands," "Kurii," and "Bands," with their
appropriate | eaders, were nassed a considerabl e nunber of Kurii, ready to charge forth should the
shield wall open, or to support it if it seened in danger of weakening. It was ny supposition that
their square contained, now, better than twenty-three hundred beasts.

"Let us again attack the square!" cried a man

"No," said Svein Blue Tooth. "W cannot break the square."

"They will wait for night," said Ivar Forkbeard.

Men shuddered. The Kur has excellent night vision. Men would, for practical purposes, be blind.
"They will slaughter us with the fall of night," said a man.

"Let us withdraw now, " said anot her.

"Do you not think they will hunt us in the darkness?" asked Svein Blue Tooth. He | ooked up. "It is
past noon," he said. Then he said, "I am hungry." He |ooked to sonme of his men. "Go to Kuri

fallen. Cut nmeat. Roast it before our lines.”

"Good," said lIvar Forkbeard. "Perhaps they will break the square for us."

But the square did not break. Not a beast nobved. Svein Blue Tooth threw Kur neat into the dirt, in
di sgust .

"Your plan has failed," said |Ivar Forkbeard.

"Yes," said Svein Blue Tooth grimy, "they are waiting for night."

| saw the general within their square, the huge Kur whom | had seen before, in the hall of Svein
Bl ue Tooth, it with the golden ring on the left arm The ring of gold, as far as | knew, had no
mlitary significance. Many Kurii wear such rings, and neckl aces and earrings. That no ring of
reddi sh all oy was worn, which would distinguish the | eader of a Band or March was of interest. The
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| eader of a Band wears two wel ded, reddish rings, the | eader of the March, which contains twelve
Bands, only one. The general in the formtion against which we stood wore not even one reddish rin
Surely he was not a "Bl ood" of a "People.” Yet there wlittle doubt of his authority, or his right
to such authority expected he stood as a commander from one of the stcworlds thensel ves, sent to
unite and command native Kur

"Sonetines," said |. "Kurii react to blood, reflexively.'

"They have had their fill of blood," said Ivar Forkbeard. "The air is heavy with it." Even |
could snell blood, mxing with the snoke of fires, where Kurii | odges burned.

But the Kurii square held. It did not nove.

"They are patient," said Svein Blue Tooth. "They wait for night."

At the sane tine |Ivar Forkbeard and nyself | ooked one another. | smiled. He grinned.

"W shall break the square," | told Svein Blue Tooth, "W shall do so in one Ahn. Find what food
and water you can. Feed the nen. Gve themdrink. Be ready."

He | ooked at us, as though we m ght be mad. "I shall," he said, fingering the stained tooth of the
Hunj er whal e whi ch hung about his neck

Kurii lifted their heads, apprehensive. They heard 1 bellow ng, before it came to the ears of nen.
The earth began to trenble.

Dust, |ike snmoke, like the earth was burning, rolled in the air.

They | ooked to one anot her.

Then the air was filled with the thunder of hoofs, bellow ng of the bosk. The bosk, in their
char gi ng hundreds, heads down, hooves poundi ng, naddened, relentless, driven, struck the square.
We heard, even from behind the herd, lvar, and I, and a hundred nen, scream ng and shouting, the
how ing, the startled shrieks of Kurii, the enraged roars of Kurii. W heard the scraping of
horns on metal, the screans of gored Kurii; the hows of Kurii fallen beneath the hoofs. Nothing
on Gor withstands the charge of the naddened bosk. Larls thenselves will flee before it. The herd
thrust through the square and, half mlling, half still running, emerged fromits other side,
maki ng for the slopes of the valley. Dazed, injured Kurii, their formations disrupted, reeled,
only to find, anong them screanm ng nen, the | aunched horde of Svein Blue Tooth. Hi s charge was
unl eashed while the last of the bosk were still striking the western edge of the square, and other
ani mal s were stream ng, bellow ng, goring, through it. Screani ng nen, axes raised, energed from
the dust, running, falling upon the devastated Kurii. Not an instant had they been given to
regroup themselves. Kurii, howing, fled, knots of nen foll ow ng individuals.

"Press them Press them " screanmed the Blue Tooth. "No quarter. No quarter!”

Once again the canp becane a nelee of snmall conbats, only now the Kurii, where they could, fled.
If they fled north, they were permtted to do so, for north lay the "bridge of jewels." Since
nmorning this "bridge" had lain in wait, nore than four hundred archers surmounting the pass. That
there is an apparent avenue of escape serves to nmake the eneny think in terns of escape; a
cornered foe, desperate, is doubly dangerous; a foe who thinks he may, by swi ft decision, save
hinself, is less likely to fight with ferocity; he is quicker to abandon his |ines, quicker to
gi ve up the conbat.

Ivar and | strode through the burning canp, axes in our hand. Men followed us.

Wiere we came on themwe killed Kurii.

We passed the poles of the vast pen. Wthin it, [ooking through the bars, not daring to leave it,
wer e hundreds of bond-mai ds. We saw Pouting Lips within. Behind her was Leah, the Canadian girl.
Ivar blew Pouting Lips a kiss, in the Gorean fashion, brushing the kiss with his fingertips toward
her. She extended her hands through the poles but we turned away, |eaving her, and the Canadi an
girl, behind them

We saw a sleen herding a girl back to the pen. She was turning about, crying, scolding it, but it,
snarling, relentless,snapped at her, cutting at her heels with its fangs. She: before it, weeping,
running to the pen

Ivar and | | aughed. "They are useful beasts in herding wonen," he observed.

"My Jarl," said a voice. W turned about. Hilda knelt before |var Forkbeard, her hair to his
feet. "May | not follow ny Jarl?" she begged. "A lowy bond-naid begs to heel her Jarl."
"Then, heel," said lvar, good-naturedly, turning away

"Thank you, ny Jarl!" she wept, leaping to her feet, falling into step on his left, tw steps
behi nd him

We heard, behind a tent, the snarl of a Kur. Ivar and | swiftly, circled the tent.

It was a large Kur, brownish, with blazing eyes, rings its ears. In its right hand it dragged a
human female. It was Thyri. lvar notioned ne back. Blocking the path of the Kur was a nan, in a
kirtle of white wool, a collar of black iron at his throat. He held his ax lifted. The Kur

snarl ed, but the man, Tarsk, Thrall of the Forkbeard, once Wil fstan of Kassau, did not nove. Mre
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than once today had | seen the fellow Tarsk at work in the fighting. In the Iines of Svein Bl ue
Toot h, once he had fought not nore than six men fromny right. Hs ax, and his kirtle, were nuch
bl oodied. Many tinmes had his ax in the ferocities of conbat drunk the bl ood of Kurii

The Kur threw the girl to one side. In her collar she f whinpering, her eyes filled with terror
The Kur cast about and suddenly darted its great hand down and clutched an ax, a Kur ax.

Wil fstan did not strike. He waited. The lips of the Kur drew back. He now had the ax firmly in his
two heavy fists. He snarled.

Thyri lay on her side, the palms of her hands on the ground, her right |eg under her. She watched
the two beasts contesting her, the Kur and the human beast, terrible with the bl oodied ax,
Wil f stan of Kassau. The fight was swift and sharp. lvar was pleased. "You did well," he told the
young man. "You did well earlier today, and now. You are free

At his feet lay the bloodied Kur. He stood over it, a free man. "Wl fstan," cried Thyri. She
sprang to her feet and ran to him burying her head, weeping, in her hair against his chest. "I

| ove you," she wept. "I |love you!"

"The wench is yours," laughed |var Forkbeard.
"I love you," wept Thyri.

"Kneel ," said Wil fstan

Startled, Thyri did so. "You are nine now, " said Wl fstan
"But surely you will free ne, Wil fstan!" she cri ed.
Wil fstan lifted his head and uttered a long, shrill whistle, of the sort with which Kurii sunmon
herd sl een. One of the aninmals nust have been within a hundred yards for it canme i mediately.
Wil fstan lifted Thyri by one armand threw her before the beast. "Take her to the pen," said

Wil fstan to the animal. "Wl fstan!" cried Thyri. Then the beast, snarling, half-charged her
stoppi ng short, hissing, eyes blazing. "Wl fstan!" cried Thyri, backing away fromthe beast,
shaki ng her head. "No, Wil fstan!"™ "If | still wish you later," he said, "I will retrieve you from

the pen, with others which | mght claimas nmy share of the booty." "Wl fstan!" she cried,
protesting. The sl een snapped at her, and, weeping, she turned and fled to the pen, the beast

hi ssing and biting at her, driving her before it.

The three of us laughed. Ivar and | had little doubt that Wil fstan, upon reflection, would indeed
retrieve his pretty Thyri, vital and slim fromthe pen, and, indeed, perhaps others as well. Once
the proud young | ady of Kassau had spurned his suit, regarding herself as being too good for him
Now he woul d see that she served himconpletely, deliciously, helplessly, as a bond-maid, an
article of his property, his to do with as he wi shed, and perhaps serve himas only one of several
such oWy wenches. W | aughed. Thyri would wear her collar well for a nmaster such as Wil fstan
once of Kassau, now of Torval dsland. W |ooked after her. W saw her, furious, running hel plessly
for the pen, the sleen at her heels.

| var Forkbeard, followed by Tarl Red Hair and Wil fstan of Torval dsl and, heel ed by the bond- naid,

Hi | da, picked his way toward the burned, |looted tents of Thorgard of Scagnar. |In the valley there
burned, still, a thousand fires. Here and there, nounted on stakes, were the heads of Kurii. W
st epped over broken axes, shattered poles, torn leather, fromthe |l odges of the Kurii. W passed a

dozen nmen enptying kegs of ale. It had becone cloudy. W heard a ship's song fromtwo hundred
yards to our right. W passed a group of men who had captured a Kur. A heavy block of wood had
been thrust into its jaws and, with | eather, bound there. It was bleeding at the left side of its
face. Its paws had been tied together at its belly and its legs tied in |eather ankle shackles.
They were beating it back and forth between them with the butts of spears. "Down! Roll over!"
commanded one of the nen. It was beaten to its knees and then belly. Prodded by spears it rolled
over. Agirl fled past us, a sleen, brown and black, padding at her heels. | slipped once. The
dirt, in many places, was soft, fromthe blood. W picked our way anong bodies, nostly those of
Kurii, for the sur prise, the fury, had been ours. W passed five nen, about fire, roasting a
haunch of Kur. The snell was heavy, and sweet, like blood. In the distance, visible, was the

hei ght the Torval dsberg. | saw Holf, fromthe East, the bearded gi ant who had joi ned our forces,
asking only to fight with wus, l|eaning on his spear, soberly, surveying the field. In a other

pl ace we saw a framework of poles set on the field. Fromthe crossbar, hung by their ankles, were
the bodies five Kurii. Two were being dressed for the spit; twd, as yet had been untouched; bl ood
was being drained into a helmfromthe neck of the fifth.

"lvar Forkbeard!" cried the man holding the helmet. He lifted the helnmet to Ivar. Over the hel net
Ivar doubled a nd held his fist, naking the sign of Thor. Then he drank, a handed to nme the
helmet. | poured a drop fromthe helmto the reddi sh, nmuddi ed earth. "Ta-Sardar-Cor," said I, "
the Priest-Kings of Gor." | looked into the blood. | saw nothing. Only the blood of a Kur. Then
drank. "May the ferocity of the Kur be in you!" cried the man. Then, taking the hel met back, and
throwi ng his head back, he drained it, blood running at the side of his nouth, trickling to the
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fur at the collar of his jacket. Men about cheered. "Come," said Ivar to us. "Look," said a nan
nearby. He was cutting, with a ship's knife, a ring of reddish alloy fromthe armof a fallen Kur.
The knife could not cut the ring. He lifted it, obdurate and bloody. It was the only ornanment the
beast wore. "A high officer," said Ivar. "Yes," said the man. Be hind him stood a bl ond sl ave
girl, naked, her hair falling to her waist. | gathered she belonged to him "W are victorious!"
said the man to her, brandishing the ring. Over her iron collar she wore a heavy | eat her Kur
collar, high, heavily sewn, with its large ring. He thrust her two wists, before her body, into
the ring he had cut fromthe Kur. He then tied theminside, and to, the ring. He then, fromhis
belt, took a long length of binding fiber and, doubling it, | ooped it, securing it at its center
to the ring, leaving two |long ends. He then threw her, on her back, over the body, head down, of
the fallen Kur. He took the two | cose ends of the binding fiber and, taking them under the body of
the fallen Kur, dragged her wists, el bows bent, over and above her head; he then, bending her
knees, tied one of the |oose ends about her left ankle, and the other about her right. It was the
CGorean | ove bow. He then, regarding her, cut the Kur collar fromher throat with the ship's knife.
He threw it aside. She now wore only one collar, his. She closed her eyes. She noved, |ying across
it, on the body of the Kur. It was still warm "It is we who are victorious," said he. She opened
her eyes. "It is you who are victorious, Master," she said. Already her hips were noving. "l am
only a slave girl," she wept. Wth a roaring |augh he fell upon her

"lvar! lvar!" cried a voice

We heard the slave girl cry out with pleasure.

"Ivar!" cried a voice.

I var Forkbeard | ooked up, to see Ottar up the slope of the valley, waving to him

We made our way toward Ottar, who stood near the burned, fallen tents of Thorgard of Scagnar
"Here are prisoners and nmuch loot," said Ottar. He gestured at sone el even nmen of Thorgard of
Scagnar. Thewere stripped of their helnets, belts and weapons. The stood, chained by the neck
their wists shackl ed befor them

"I see only loot," said the Forkbeard.

"Kneel !'" ordered Otar.

"Sell themas slaves in Lydius," said the Forkbeard. He turned away fromthe nen.

"Heads down!" conmanded Cttar

They knelt, their heads to the nmuddied dirt.

The Forkbeard | ooked at many of the boxes and chests and sacks, of wealth. | had seen this, or
much of it, earlier in the norning, when | had pursued the Kur to the tent of Thorgard of Scagnar
To one side knelt the silken girls | had seen in the tent. There were seventeen of them Under
the dark sky, kneeling in the mud, they | ooked nuch different than they had in the tent. Their

sil ks were soiled, their legs and the bottomof their feet stained with mre. Their hands were
tied behind their backs. They were fastened to one another by binding fiber in throat coffle.
Those that had been wearing chains had had the | ocks unfastened, the keys found in one of the
chests in a nearby tent. Over them proud and regal, a switch in her hand, stood O ga. She waved
the switch at them "I took themall for you, ny Jarl!" she elated. "I sinply ordered them wth
confidence and authority, to kneel in a line, facin away fromne, to be bound. They did so!" The
For kbeard | aughed at the lovely chattels. "They are slaves," he said None of the girls even dared
to lift her eyes to him W saw too, to one side, the former Mss Peggy Stevens of Earth, now
Honey Cake. Her eyes were joyous, seeing the Fork beard, seeing that he lived. She ran to the

For kbeard, kneeling, putting her head to his feet. She, too, like Pretty Ankle had severed binding
fi ber knotted about her belly. By the ring of the Kur collar which she wore Ivar Forkbeard jerked
he to her feet, so that she stood on her tiptoes, looking up a him He grinned. "To the pen with
you, Slave," he said. Sh |ooked at him adoringly. "Yes, Mster," she whispered.

"WAit," said AOga. "Do not pernmit her to go alone."

"How i s this?" asked Ivar.

"Recol | ect you, my Jarl," asked A ga, "the golden girl, she with ringed ears, fromthe south, who
lost in the assessnments of beauty to Gunnhil d?"

"Well do | do so," responded Ivar, licking his lips.

"Behol d," laughed A ga. She went to a piece of tent canvas, which, casually, |oosely, was thrown
over sone object. She threw it back. Lying in the dirt, her legs drawn up, her wists tied behind
her back, was the deliciously bodied little wench, dark-haired, in gold silk, nowdirtied and
torn, in golden collar, and gold earrings, who had exchanged words with Ivar's wool -kirtled
wenches at the thing. She was the trained girl, the southern silk girl. In fury, she squirned to
her feet.

"I amnot a Kur girl," she cried. Indeed, she did not wear the heavy leather collar, with ring and
| ock, which Kurii fastened on their fenale cattle. She wore a collar of gold, and earrings, and,
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torn and nuddied, a slip of golden silk, of the sort with which masters sonetinmes display their

girl slaves. It was incredibly brief. "I have a human nmaster," she said, angrily, "to whom|
dermand to be inmrnediately returned.™

"W took her, Honey Cake and I," said Qga

"Your master," said Ivar, thinking, recollecting the captain behind whom he had seen her heeling
at the thing, "is Rolf of Red Fjord." Rolf of Red Fjord, | knew, was a nminor captain. He, and his

nmen, had participated in the fighting.

"No!" laughed the girl. "After the contest of beauty, in which, through the cheating of the
judges, | lost, | was sold to the agent of another, a nmuch greater one than a nmere Rolf of Red
Fjord. My master is truly powerful! Release ne this instant! Fear him"

Oga, tothe girl's outrage, tore away her golden silk, revealing her to the Forkbeard. "Ch!" she
cried, in fury. Gnnhild had won the contest, and won it fairly. But | was forced to adnit that

t he wench now before us, struggling to free her wists, now revealed to us, |uscious, sensuous,
short, squirmng, infuriated, was incredibly desirable; we considered her body, her face, her
obvious intelligence; she would bring a high price; she would make a delicious arnful in the furs.
"How is it that you have dared to strip ne!" denmanded the girl

"Who is your master?" inquired |var Forkbeard.

She drew herself up proudly. She threw back her shoulders. In her eyes, hot with fury, was the
arrogance of the high-owned slave. She sniled insolently, contenptuously. Then she said, "Thorgard
of Scagnar."

"Thorgard of Scagnar!" called a voice, that of Gorm W turned. Thorgard of Scagnar, rainment torn
bl oodi ed, a broken spear shaft bound behi nd his back and before his arnms, his wists pulled
forward, held at the sides of his rib cage, fastened by a rope across his belly, herded by nen
with spears, stunbled forward. A length of sinple, coarse tent rope, sone seven feet in |ength,
had been knotted about his neck. By this tether Gorm dragged hi m before |var Forkbeard.

The gol den girl regarded Thorgard of Scagnar with horror. Then, eyes terrified, she regarded |var
For kbeard, of Forkbeard's Landfall. "You are mne now," said the Forkbeard. Then he said to Honey
Cake, "Take nmy new slave to the pen.”

"Yes, Master," she |aughed. Then she took the golden girl, the southern girl, by the hair. "Coneg,

Sl ave," she said. She dragged the bound silk girl, bent over, behind her. "I think," said Ivar
Forkbeard, "I will give her for a nonth to Gunnhild, and ny other wenches. They w |l enjoy having
their own slave. Then, when the nmonth is done, | will turn her over to the crew, and she will be,

then, as ny other bond-nmaids, no nore or less."

Ivar turned to regard Thorgard of Scagnar. He stood proudly, bound, feet spread.

Hi | da, naked, in her collar, knelt to one side and behind the Forkbeard. She covered herself wth
her hands as best she could, her head down.

The Forkbeard gestured to the several captive slave girls, oot from Thorgard's tent, kneeling,
wrists bound behind their backs, in their brief, mred silk, in throat coffle, those girls O ga
light-heartedly, had secured for him "Take themto the pen," he said to O ga. dga slapped her
switch in the palmof her hand. "On your feet, Slaves," she said. The girls struggled to their
feet. "To the pen, hurry!" she snapped. "You will be given to nen!" The girls began to run. As
each one passed O ga, she, below the small of the back, was expedited with a sharp stroke of the
switch. Then A ga, nmuch pleased, |aughing, trotting beside them herded the running, weeping,
stunbling coffle toward the pen

Now t he Forkbeard returned his attention to Thorgard of Scagnar, who regarded hi mevenly.

"Sone of his nmen escaped,” said Gorm Then Gormsaid, "Shall we strip hinP"

"No," said the Forkbeard.

"Kneel ," said Gormto Thorgard of Scagnar, roughly. He prodded himw th the butt of a spear

"No," said the Forkbeard.

The two nmen faced one another. Then the Forkbeard said, "Cut himloose."

It was done.

"G ve hima sword, "said the Forkbeard.

This, too, was done, and the nen, and the girl, too, Hlda, stepped back, clearing a circle for
the two men. Thorgard gripped the hilt of the sword. It was cloudy. "You were always a fool," said
Thorgard to the Forkbeard.

"No nman is without his weakness," said Ivar

Suddenly, crying with rage, his beard wild behind him Thorgard of Scagnar, a mighty foe, now
armed, rushed upon the Forkbeard, who fended away the blow. | could tell the weight of the stroke
by the way it fell on the blade, and how t he Forkbeard's bl ade responded to it. Thorgard was an

i Mmensely strong man. | had little doubt that he could beat the armof a nman to weakness, and
then, when it was slowed, tired, no |longer able to respond with sureness, with reflexive
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swiftness, in a great attack, he would hack through to the body. | had seen such men fight
before. Once the sheer weight of the attacker's blows had turned and driven, interposed, his
opponent's sword half through the man's own neck. But | did not think the Forkbeard would weary.
On his own ship he, not unoften, drew oar. He accepted the driving blows, like iron thunderbolts,
on his own blade, turning themaside. But he struck little. Hilda, her hand before her nobuth, eyes
frightened, watched this war of two so m ghty conbatants. Too, of course, the weight of such

bl ows, particularly with the |ong, heavy swords of Torval dsland, take their toll fromthe striking
arm as well as the fending arm

Suddenly Thorgard stepped back. The Forkbeard grinned at him The Forkbeard was not weakened.
Thorgard stepped back another step, warily. The Forkbeard followed him | saw stress in the eyes
of Thorgard, and, for the first tine, apprehension. He had spent nuch strength.

"I't is | who amthe fool," said Thorgard.

"You coul d not know," said the Forkbeard.

Then |var Forkbeard, as we followed, step by step, drove Thorgard back. For nore than a hundred
yards did he drive himback, blow foll ow ng bl ow.

They stopped once, regarding one another. There seened to be now little doubt as to the outcone of
the battle.

Then we followed further, even up the slope of the valley, and to a high place, cliffed, which
over| ooked Thassa.

It puzzled ne that the Forkbeard had not yet struck the final blow.

At last, his back to the cliff, Thorgard of Scaghar could retreat no further. He could no | onger
lift his arm

Behind him green and beautifill, stretched Thassa. The sky was cloudy. There was a slight wi nd,
whi ch noved his hair and beard.

"Strike," said Thorgard.

On Thassa, sonme hundreds of yards offshore, were ships. One of these | noted was Bl ack Sleen, the
ship of Thorgard. Gormhad told us that some of his men had escaped. They had managed to flee to
the ship, and nake away.

Besi de ne, agonized, | saw the eyes of Hilda.

"Strike," said Thorgard.

It woul d have been a sinple blow The men of |var Forkbeaard were stunned.

Ivar returned to us. "I slipped," he said.

Gorm and others ran to the cliff. Thorgard, seizing his opportunity, had turned and plunged to the
waters bel ow. W could see himsw nmng. From Bl ack Sleen we saw a snall boat being | owered,

rowi ng toward him

"I't was careless of ne," admitted the Forkbeard.

Hilda crept to him and knelt before him She put her head softly to his feet, and then lifted her
head and, tears in her eyes, |ooked up at him "A girl is grateful," she said, "-ny Jarl."

"To the pen with you, Wench," said the Forkbeard.

"Yes," she said, "ny Jarl! Yes!" She |eapt up. Wien she turned about, the Forkbeard dealt her a

m ghty blow, swift and stinging, with the flat of his sword. She was, after all, only a conmpbn
bond-nai d. She cried out, startled, sobbing, and stunbled nore than a dozen steps before she
regai ned her bal ance. Then she turned and, sobbing, laughing, cried out joyfully, "I love you, ny
Jarl! | love you!" He raised the weapon again, flat side threatening her, and she turned and,

| aughi ng, sobbing, only one of his girls, fled to the pen.

The Forkbeard and I, and the others, returned to the tents of Thorgard of Scagnar

Svein Blue Tooth was there. W saw, in a long |ine, shackled, fur matted, Kurii being herded with
spear butts through the canp. "The bridge of jewels worked well," said Svein Blue Tooth to |var
For kbeard. "Hundreds, fleeing, were slain by our archers. Arrows of Torval dsland found the

sl aught er pleasing."

"Did any escape?" inquired |var
The Bl ue Tooth shrugged. "Several,'
little the return of any Kur army."

| thought what he said doubtless true. Single, or scattered, Kurii mght, as before, forage
south, but | did not think they would again regroup in vast nunbers. They had | earned and so, too,
had the nen of Torval dsland, that men could stand against them This fact, red with blood of both
beasts and nen, had been denonstrated in a renote valley of the north. |I snmiled to nyself. The
denmonstration woul d not have been |ost, either, on the advanced Kurii of the steel worlds. It was
ironic. |, Tarl Cabot, who had abandoned the service of Priest-Kings, had yet, in this far place,
been instrumental in their work. The Forkbeard and I, it had been, who had found the arrow of war
in the Torval dsberg, who had touched it to other arrows, which, in hundreds of villages and canps,

he said, "but | think the nmen of Torval dsl and now need fear
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over thousands of square pasangs of rugged, inlet-cleft terrain, had been carried to the free nmen
of the north, that they nmight fetch their weapons, rally and, shoul der to shoul der, do battle.
And, too, | had fought. It was strange, as it seened to ne, that it should be so. | thought of

gol den M sk, the Priest-King, of once, |long ago, when his antennae had touched the palns of ny
uplifted hands, and Nest Trust had been pl edged between us. Then | dism ssed the thought.

| saw, to one side, large Holf, fromthe East, who had fought with us, he | eaning on his spear
W knew little of him But he had fought well; What el se need one know of a man?

"What is to be done with these captive Kurii?" | asked Svein Blue Tooth, indicating the Iine of

i npri soned beasts, sone wounded, being driven past us, survivors of the slaughter on the Bridge of
Jewel s.

"We shall break the teeth fromtheir jaws," he said. "W shall tear the claws fromtheir paws.
They, suitably chained will be used as beasts of burden."

The great plan of the Gthers, of the Kurii of the steel worlds, their nmpost profound and brilliant
probe of the defenses of Priest-Kings, had failed. Native Kurii, bred fromship's survivors over
centuries, would not, it seenmed, if limted to the primtive weapons permtted nen, be capabl e of
conquering Gor, isolating the Priest-Kings in the Sardar, until they could be destroyed, or
alternatively, be used to lure the Priest-Kings into a position where they would be forced to
betray their own weapons | aws, arm ng nen, which would be dangerous, or utilizing their own
significant technol ogy, thereby, perhaps, revealing the nature, location and extent oftheir power,
informati on that might then be exploited at a |ater date by the strategists of the steel worlds.
The plan had been brilliant, though careless of the value, if any, placed on Kurii life.

supposed native Kurii did not command the respect of the educated, trained Kurii of the ships.
They were regarded, perhaps, as a different, lesser, or inferior breed, expendable in the
strategens of their betters. The failure of the Kurii invasion, of course, noved the struggle to a
new di mensi on. | wondered what plans now, alternate plans doubtless forned years or centuries ago,
woul d now be inpl emented. Perhaps, already, such plans were afoot. | |ooked at the ragged |ine of
def eated, shackled Kurii. They had failed. But already, | suspected, Kurii, fresh, brilliant,
calculating, nmasters in the steel worlds, in their conmand roons, their map roons and strategy
roons, were, even before the ashes in this renote valley in the north had cool ed, engaged in the
i ssuance of orders. | |ooked about at the field of battle, under the cloudy sky. New coded

i nstructions, doubtless, had al ready been exchanged anong the distant steel worlds. The Kur is a
tenaci ous beast. It seens well equipped by its renote, savage evolution to be a dominant life
form Ivar Forkbeard and Svein Blue Tooth night congratul ate thenselves on their victory. |
nmyself, nmore famliar with Kurii, with the secret wars of Priest-Kings, suspected that nen had not
yet heard the | ast of such beasts.

But these thoughts were for others, not for Bosk of Port Kar, not for Tarl Red Hair

Let others fight for Priest-Kings. Let others do war. Let others concern thenselves with such
struggles. If | had had any duty in these matters, long ago | had discharged it.

Suddenly, for the first time since | had left Port Kar, nmy left arm ny left leg, the left side of
my body, felt suddenly cold, and nunb. For an instant | could not nove them | nearly fell. Then
it passed. My forehead was covered with sweat. The poison of the blade of Tyros lurked yet in ny
system | had conme north to avenge the slaying of the wench Telima. This resolution, the hatred,
had driven me. Yet it seemed | had failed. In ny pouch now lay the armet, which Ho-Hak had given

me in Port Kar, that found where Telim had been attacked. | had fail ed.

"Are you all right?" asked Ivar

"Yes," | said.

"I have found your bow, and your arrows," said Gorm "They were anong weapons in the |oot."

"I amgrateful," | said. | strung the bow and drew it, and unstrung it. | slipped the quiver, with

its arrows, flight and sheaf, over ny left shoul der

"I'n four days, when supplies can be gathered," said Svein Blue Tooth, "we shall have a great
feast, for this has been a great victory."

"Yes," | said, "let us have a great feast, for this has been

a great victory."

Chapter 19 The note

The Kur cane that night, the night of the battle, in the light of torches, ringed by nmen with
spears. It held, in sign of truce, over its head, the two parts of a broken ax.

Many nen stood about, armed, several with torches. Down a hall of nen, standing in the field, cane
t he Kur.

It stopped before Svein Blue Tooth and I|var Forkbeard, who, on seats of rock, awaited it. lvar,
chewing on a vulo wi ng, nmotioned Hilda, and Gunnhild, Pudding and Honey Cake, who, naked and
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collared, his girls, knelt about him to withdraw. They crept back, bond-maids, behind him Their
flesh was in the shadows. They knelt.
At the feet of the two | eaders the Kur laid the pieces of the broken ax. Then it surveyed the
groupi ng. To the astonishnent of all the beast did not address itself to the two | eaders.

It cane and stood before ne.
Wth one hand | thrust Leah to one side. | stood. The lips of the beast drew back fromits teeth.
It towered over ne.

It did not speak. It reached into a pouch, slung over its shoul der, and handed nme a paper, roll ed,
bound, incongruously, with a ribbon
Then the beast went to Svein Blue Tooth and |var Forkbeard, and there, fromthe ground at their
feet, lifted again the two parts of the ax.
There were angry cries fromthe nen. Spears were | owered.

But Svein Blue Tooth, regal, stood. "The peace of the canp is on him he sai d.
Again the lips of the Kur drew back fromits teeth. Then, holding the pieces of the ax over his
head, he departed, escorted by arned nen fromthe fire, to the edge of the canp, past the guards.
The eyes of those of the canp, in the torchlight, were upon ne. | stood, holding the piece of
paper, rolled, bound with its ribbon

| | ooked at Leah, standing back, the light of the torches felicitous and provocative on her flesh

Her eyes were terrified. She trembled. Her breasts, in her agitation, rose and fell, her hand at
them | snmiled. Wmen fear Kurii, terribly I was pleased that | had not given her clothing. She
| ooked at ne. Her collar becane her. "Kneel, Slave," | said. Swiftly, Leah, the slave girl, obeyed

the word of a free man

| opened the note, and unrolled it.

"Where is the Skerry of Vars?" | asked.

"It is five pasangs to the north," said Ivar Forkbeard, "and two pasangs offshore."
"Take me there," | said.

"Very well," he said.

I crunpled the note. | threwit away. But inside the note curled within it, was a length of hair
long and blond. It was the hair of Telirna. | put it in my pouch

Chapter 20 What occurred on the Skerry of Vars

The girl approached ne.
She wore a | ong gown, white. She threw back the hood. She shook | oose the long, blond hair.

"I have been a fool," | said. "I have cone to the north, thinking you slain. | had conme north, in
fury, tricked, to avenge you."

It was near dusk. She faced ne. "It was necessary," she said.

"Speak," | told her.

The Skerry of Vars is roughly a hundred foot, Gorean, square. It is rough, but, on the whole,
flat. It rises sone fif teen to twenty feet fromthe water. It is grayish rock, bleak, upthrust,
i gneous, forbidding.

We stood al one, facing one another

"Are you unarned?" she asked

"Yes," | told her.

"l have arranged this neeting," she said.

"Speak," | told her.

"It is not |I," she smled, "who wish to speak to you."

"l had supposed as nuch," | said. "Does Sanbs know of this?" | asked.

"He knows nothing," she said.

"You are acting, then, independently?" | asked.

"Yes," she said, drawing herself up, beautifully. | wondered if she were wise, to stand so
beautifully before a Gorean warrior.

"You fled ny house," | said. "You returned to the nmarshes."

She tossed her head. "You sought Tal ena," she said.

"Tal ena, once," | said, "was ny comnpanion."”

Telima shrugged. She | ooked at ne, irritably. | had forgotten how beautiful she was.

"When |, in the hall of Sanpbs, before leaving for the northern forests to seek Tal ena, |earned of
your flight, I wept."

"Al ways," she said, "you were weak." Then she said, "W have nore inportant things to discuss."
| regarded her.

"I'n the marshes," she said, "I was contacted by Kurii." She |ooked at ne. "They desire peace,"
she sai d.
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| sniled.

"It is true," she said, angrily. "Doubtless," she said, "you find it difficult to believe. But
they are sincere. There has been war for centuries. They weary of strife. They need an envoy, one
known to Priest-Kings, yet one independent of them one whomthey respect, a nman of valiance and
judgrment, with whomto negotiate, one to carry their proposals to Priest-Kings."

"I thought you knew little of these nmatters," | said.

"What little | know," said Telima, "is nore than enougn. In the marshes was | contacted by a

m ghty Kur, but one courteous, one strong and gentle. It would be difficult to speak directly with
you. It would be difficult to begin this work if Priest-Kings understood our enterprise.”

"And so," | said, "you pretended to be slain in the marshes. A Kur was seen. Your screans were
heard. A bloodied armet, bloodied hair, was found on the rence. The Kur departed north. |, as
expected, inforned of this deed, took pursuit."”

"And now," she sniled, "you are here. It is the first act in the drama wherewith peace will be
pur chased between warring peoples."”

"Your plan," said |, "was brilliant."

In the gown, long and white, flow ng, Telinma straightened, gl ow ng.

"Your rainent," said I, "is of high quality. There is little like that in the rence."

"The Kurii, msunderstood," she said, "are a gentle people. They have treated ne as a Ubara."

I |1 ooked now beyond Telima. | saw now, head first, then shoul ders, then body, a Kur, clinbing to

the surface of the skerry. It was large, even for a Kur, sone nine feet in height. Its weight,
conj ectured, was some eight or nine hundred pounds. Its arnms were sone seven feet mlength. About
its left armwas a spiral band of gold. It carried, on its shoulder, a large, long, flattish
object, wapped in purple cloth, dark in the dusk. |I knew the Kur. It had been he who had
addressed the assenbly. It had been he who had been first in the hall of Svein Blue Tooth, the
night of the attack. It had been he who had rallied the Kurii in the raid on their canp, in the
ensuing battle. It had been he, doubtless a Kur fromthe steel worlds thensel ves, who had
commanded the Kurii armnmy, who had been the | eader of their forces.

I inclined ny head to it. "W have net before, have we not?" | asked.

The Kur rested back on its haunches, sone twenty feet fromme. It laid the large, flattish object,
wrapped in dark cloth, on the stone before him

"May | present," inquired Telim, "Rog, emnissary of peace fromthe Kurii."

"Are you Tarl Cabot?" asked the beast.

"Yes," | said.

"Have you cone unarned?" it asked.

"Yes," | said.

"W have sought you before," it said, "once in Port Kar, by poison."

"Yes," | said.

"That attenpt failed," it said.

"That is true," | said

He unw apped the object which ay before him "The woman has told you nmy nane is Rog. That is
sufficient. Yet ny true nane could not be pronounced in your nmouth. Yet, you shall hear it." It
then, regarding nme, uttered a sound, a nodul ated enmanation fromthe cords in its throat, which |
could not duplicate. It was not a human noise. "That," it said, "is whomyou face. It is
unfortunate that you do not know the ways of Kurii, or the dynasties of our clans. In ny way, to
use concepts you may grasp, | ama prince anong ny people, not only in blood, but by battle, for
in such a way only does one becone prince anong the Kurii. | have been trained in | eadership, and
have, in assum ng such a | eadership, killed for the rings. | say this that you may understand that

it is much honor that is done to you. The Kurii know you, and, though you are a human, an animal,
this honor they do to you."

He now lifted the object fromthe cloth. It was a Kur ax, its handle sone eight feet in Iength,
the broad head better than two feet in sharpened w dth.

"You are a brilliant foe," said |I. "I have admred your strategies, your efficiency and skills.
The rally at the canmp, misdirecting our attention by a diversion, was nasterful. That you should
stand first anmong such beasts as Kurii says much for your worth, the terribl eness of your power,
your intellect. Though | amonly human, neither Kur nor Priest-King, | give you salute."

"I wish," it said, "Tarl Cabot, | had known you better."

It stood there, then, the ax inits right fist. Telinma, eyes wide with horror, screamed. Wth his
| eft paw the beast brushed her, rolling and sprawing, twenty feet across the stone.

It lifted the ax, now over its right shoulder, gripping it in both hands.

"Had you known ne better," said I, "you would not have cone to the skerry."

The ax drew back to the terrnination of its arc, ready for the flashing, circular, flattish sweep
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that would cut ne in two. Then the beast stopped, puzzled. Scarcely had it seen the flash of
Tuchuk steel, the saddle knife, its blade bal anced, nine inches in I ength, which had slipped from
my sl eeve, turned, and, hurled, struck him It tottered, eyes w ld, not understanding, then
understanding, the hilt protruding fromits chest, stopped only by the guard, the blade fixed in
the vast eight-valved heart. It took two steps forward. Then it fell, the ax clattering on the
stone. It rolled on its back. Long ago, at a banquet in Turia, Kanthak of the Tuchuks had taught
me this trick. Wiere one may not go arned, there it is well to go arned.

The huge chest shook. | saw it rise and fall. Its eyes turned toward me.

"1 thought," it said, "humans were honorable."

"You are mistaken," | said.

It reached out its paw toward ne. "Foe," it said. "Yes," | said. The paw gripped ne, and | it.

Long ago, in the Sardar, Msk, the Priest-King, had told ne that Priest-Kings see little

di fference between Kurii and nen, that they regarded them as equival ent species.

The lips of the Kur drew back. | saw the fangs. It was, | suppose, a frightening expression
terrifying, but I did not see it that way.

It was a Kur smle.

Then it died.
I rose to ny feet and regarded Telima. She stood sone ten feet away, her hand before her nouth.
"I have something for you," |I told her. Frommnmy pouch |I w thdrew the golden arm et which had been

hers. It had been that which, presented to ne in Port Kar, bloodied, had lured ne to the north,
seeking to avenge her.

She pl aced the gol den arm et on her upper left arm "I shall return to the rence,” she said.

"I have sonething else for you," | told her. "Cone here.

She approached nme. Fromny pouch | drew forth a leather Kur collar, with its | ock, and, sewn in
| eather, its large, rounded ring. "Wat is it?" she asked, apprehensively. | took it behind her

neck, and then, closing it about her throat, thrust the large, flattish bolt, snapping it, into
the | ocking breech. The two edges of netal, bordered by the |leather, fitted closely together. The

collar is sonme three inches in height. The girl nmust keep her chin up. "It is the collar of a Kur
cow," | told her.
"No!" she cried. | turned her about and, taking a pair of the rude iron slave bracelets of the

north, black and common, which which bond-nai ds are cormonly secured | ocked her wists behind her
back. | then, with the bl oodi ed Quiva, the Tuchuk saddl e knife, cut her clothes fromher Then, by
a length of binding fiber, |ooped double in the ring of her collar, tied her on her knees to the
toot of the Kur Then, with the knife, | knelt at the Kur's throat.

"Tarl! Tarl Red Hair!" | heard call. It was |Ivar Forkbeard. | could see the |ongbhoat, four torches
uplifted init, nen at the oars, putting in to the skerry.

| stood on the surface of the skerry.

Then | went down to neet the boat, finding my way anong the rocks.

On the tiny rock promontory, footing the skerry, sone eight or nine feet in width, | met Ivar

For kbeard, and his men Wth himwere Gorm Otar and Wil fstan of Torval dsl and

The torches were lifted.

The men lifted. | lifted the head of the Kur in nmy right hand over ny head. In ny belt was thrust
the spiral ring of gold, taken fromits arm To ny belt, too, |ooped twi ce about it, was the

I ength of binding fiber which went to the ring on Telima's collar. She knelt to ny left, a bit
behind rne, on the stone. "I have here three objects,"” | said, "acquired on the skerry, the head
of a Kur, he who was conmander of the Kur armny, a spiral ring of gold, taken as loot fromhis
carcass, and a slave girl." | threw the head into the longboat. | then threwthe ring after it.
Then, unl ooping the bindng fiber fromny belt, but leaving it |ooped, double, in her collar ring,
with its | oose ends, | crossed Telima's ankles and tied themtogether. Her wists were stil
confined behmd her back in the rude, black bracelets of the north, with their one heavy link. |
carried her, wading on the stones, to the side of the Iongboat. She | ooked at ne. Then | threw her
into the boat, between the feet of the oarsnen.

Chapter 21 1 drink to the honor of Tyros

"Permit me to kiss you, Master," begged Leah. She snuggl ed agai nst ne. She was naked on the rough
bench of the north. My right armwas about her, holding her to ne, in nmy right hand, held inits
grip of golden wire, was a great horn of steami ng nead. The girl, in her need, pressed herself
agai nst the coarse wool en tunic of Torvaldsland. | |ooked down into her uplifted eyes, pleading.
It was the need of a slave girl. | turned fromher and drank. She sobbed. | |aughed, and turned
toward her. | looked into the large dark eyes, noist. About her throat she wore the north s collar
of black iron, riveted. Then our lips net.
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Mead was repl enished in the drinking horn by a darkhaired bond-nmaid, who filled it, head down,
shyly, not |ooking at me. She was the only one in the hall who was not stripped, though, to be
sure, her kirtle, by order of her master, was high on her hips, and, over the shoulders, was split
to the belly. Like any other wench, on her neck, riveted, was a sinple collar of black iron. She
had worn a Kur collar before, and, with hundreds of others, had been rescued fromthe pens. The
fixing of the Kur collar, it had been decided by Svein Blue Tooth, was equivalent to the fixing of
the nmetal collar and, in itself, was sufficient to reduce the subject to slavery, which condition
deprives the subject of |egal status, and rights attached thereto, such as the right to stand in
conpani onshi p. Accordingly, to her astoni shnent, Bera, who had been the conpani on of Svein Bl ue
Toot h, di scovered suddenly that she was only one wench anong others. Froma line, as part of his
spoils, the Blue Tooth picked her out. She had displeased himnightily in recent years. Yet was
the Blue Tooth fond of the arrogant wench. It was not until he had switched her, |ike any other
girl, that she understood that their relationship had undergone a transformati on, and that she
was, truly, precisely what she seened to be, now his bond-maid. No | onger would her dour presence
deprive his feasts of joy. No |longer would she, in her free woman's scorn, shower contenpt on
bondmai ds, trying to nmake them ashaned of their beauty. She, too, now, was no nore than they. She
now had new tasks to which to address hersel f, cooking, and churning and carrying water; the

i mprovenent of her own carriage, and beauty and attractiveness; and the giving of inordinate
pleasure in the furs to her master, Svein Blue Tooth, Jarl of Torvaldsland; if she did not do so,
wel|l she knew, as an inbonded wench, that others would; it was not, indeed, until her reduction to
sl avery that she realized, for the first tinme, how fine a male, how attracti ve and how powerful,
was Svein Blue Tooth, whom she had for years taken for granted; seeing himobjectively for the
first time, fromthe perspective of a slave girl, who is nothing herself, and conmparing himwth
other free nmen, she realized suddenly how m ghty how splendid and nmagni ficent he truly was. She
set herself diligently to please him in service and in pleasure, and, if he would permt it, in
|l ove. Bera went to the next man, to fill his cup with nead, fromthe heavy, hot tankard, gripped
with cloth, which she carried. She was sweating. She was barefoot. The bond-nmai d was happy.

| drank.

The wench Leah agai n pressed herself against ne. | |ooked down upon her. "You are a wanton sl ave,"
| said. She |ooked up at me, laughing. "A girl in a collar is not permtted inhibitions," she
said. It was true. Slave girls nust reveal their sexual nature, totally. Do they not do so, they

are beaten. On Earth, Leah had been a primgirl, reserved, even haughty and formal. | had forced
these truths fromher. But on Gor, as with others of her ilk, such lies and false dignities were
not permtted her. On Gor, should the girl be so unfortunate as to fall into slavery, the tota

depth of her needs, her sensations, her deepest and nost conceal ed sensualities, nust expose

t hensel ves hel plessly to the master, even though he may, if he choose, nock her cruelly, to her

nm sery, for her vulnerabilities. An exanple will nmake this clear. Every woman, of gl andul ar
nornmality, has an occasional desire, often frightening her, to withe |asciviously, naked, before
a powerful male. Should she miserably fall to slavery the passion dance of a nude slave girl wll
surely be anpong the | east of what is conmanded of her. Consider then the plight of the girl. She
is forced, to her shane, to do what she has, for years in the secret heart of her, yearned to do
But how hel pl ess, how vul nerabl e, she is! The dance ended, she falls to the sand, or tiles. Has

she pl eased hi n? She can do no nore. She | ooks up. Her pride is gone, |like her clothing, save for
brand and collar, stripped away. There are tears in her eyes. She is at his mercy. If he
repudi ates her, she is shamed; she has failed as a fermale. Probably she will be sold in disgust.

But if she discovers, to her terror, that she has pleased him and he gestures her to him she
knows that she, after such a performance, cannot be respected but can be only a slave in his arns.
She has danced as a slave; she will be used as a slave. She is a slave. Leah |ooked up at ne. |

ki ssed her again, full on her rouged slave nouth. She kissed well, trembling. And earlier, too,
she had danced well. And then, too, later, at first given no choice, then, excited, helplessly
aroused, unrestrainabl e, abandoned, uncontrollable, had perforned superbly, serving ne well, in
the furs. | | ooked down upon her. Eyes npoist, she lifted her |lips, eagerly, to mne. | kissed her
again. | was pleased that the Forkbeard had given her to ne.

"I would speak!" called Svein Blue Tooth, rising to his feet, lifting a horn of nead. "Qutlawy,"
said he, "once proclainmed by the hall of Blue Tooth against the person of |var Forkbeard, he of
Forkbeard's Landfall, is herewith, in this hall, in this place, in the name of Svein Blue Tooth,
Jarl of Torvaldsland, lifted!"

There was a great cheer

"Charges appertaining thereto," roared the Blue Tooth, spilling nmead, "are revoked!"

There were nore cheers anong the ashes, the blackened, fallen tinbers, of the Blue Tooth's razed
hal |, am dst which the benches and tables of the feast were set. Many were the | anps, bow s on
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spears, which burned, and torches, too. And brightly glowed the long fire in the hall, over which
tarsk and bosk, crackling and glistening with hot fat, roasted, turned heavily on spits by eager,
| aughi ng bond- nai ds.
"Svein Blue Tooth and I,
di fferences."

There was nmuch | aughter. The Forkbeard had had a price on his head. The Bl ue Tooth had sought his
life.

"Doubtl ess," said he, "it is possible we shall have them again."

There was agai n nuch | aughter

"For a nan, to be great, needs great enem es, great foes." The Forkbeard then lifted his nead to
Svein Blue Tooth. "You are a great nan, Svein Blue Tooth," said he, "and you have been a great
eneny. "

"I shall now," said the Blue Tooth, "if it be within ny power, prove to be so good a friend."

Then the Blue Tooth clinbed to the table's top and stood there, and the Forkbeard, astonished,
clinbed, too, to the surface of the table. Then the nmen strode to one another, neeting one another
and, weepi ng, enbraced.

Few eyes, | think, in the ruins of that hall, under the torchlight, beneath the stars, the height
of the Torval dsberg in the distance, illunminated in the Iight of the three noons, were dry.

Svein Blue Tooth, his arms about the Forkbeard, cried out, hoarsely. "Know this, that fromthis
day forward, |var Forkbeard stands anong the Jarls of Torval dsl and! ?'

We stood and cheered the fortune, the honor, that the Blue Tooth did unto the Forkbeard.

Ivar, no |onger outlaw, now stood anong the Jarls of the north.

said lvar Forkbeard, rising, spilling Hlda fromhis |lap, "have had our

Spear bl ades rang on shields. | stood proudly, strong in ny happiness for the fortune of ny
friend.
But as the nmen cried out, and cheered, and the weapons clashed on shields, | |ooked to a place in

the hall where, nmounted on a great stake, was the huge, savage head of the Kur, which | had slain
on the Skerry of Vars. For a man to be great, had said |var Forkbeard, he must need great eneni es.
I | ooked at the huge, sonber, shaggy head of the Kur, nobunted on its stake, sone eight feet from
the ground. | wondered if nen, truly, knew how great their enemes were. And | wondered if nen, in
ways so weak, so puny, were adequate to such foes. The Kur, it seemed to nme, in virtue of its

di stant, doubtless harsh evolution, was well fitted to be a dominant formof life. It would prove

indeed to be a great foe. | wondered if man could be so great a foe, if he in his own
terribleness, his ferocity, his intelligence, could match such a beast. On his own worlds, in a
sense, man had no natural enenies, save perhaps hinself. | regarded the huge, sonber head of the

Kur. Now he had one, a predator, a foe. Could man be a match for such a beast? | wondered on what
m ght be the nagnitude of nman.

"G fts!" cried Ivar Forkbeard. Hi s nmen, bearing boxes, trunks, bul ging sacks, cane forward. They
spilled the contents of these containers before the table. It was the |l oot of the tenple of
Kassau, and the sapphires of Schendi, which had figured in the wergild inposed upon him by Svein
Bl ue Tooth in the days of his outlawy. Knee deep in the riches waded Ivar and, |aughing, hurled
untold wealth to those in the hall. Then his nmen, too, distributed the riches. Then, too, naked
slave girls were ordered to the riches, to scoop up sapphires in goblets and carry them about the
tables, serving themto the nen, kneeling, head down, arns extended, as though they m ght be wi ne,
and the warriors, iaughing, reached into the cups and seized jewels. | saw Holf, fromthe East,
the giant, nysterious Torval dsl ander, take one jewel fromthe goblet proffered him kneeling, by a
naked, collared beauty. He slipped it in his pouch, as a souvenir. Ivar Forkbeard hinself canme to
me, and pressed into ny hand a sapphire of Schendi. "Thank you," said "lvar Forkbeard," |, too,
sli pped the sapphire into ny pouch. To me, too, it was rich with neaning.

“Ivar!" called Svein Blue Tooth, when the |oot was distributed, pointing to Hlda, who, in her
collar, stripped cuddl ed at the Forkbeard' s side, "are you not, too, going to give away that
pretty little trinket?"

"No!" laughed the Forkbeard. "This pretty little trink this pretty little bauble, | keep for

mysel f!" He then took Hilda in his arms and, hol ding her across his body, kissed her. She nelted
to him in the fantastic, total yielding of the slave girl.

"Cuests!" shouted a nan. "Guests to enter the hall Svein Blue Tooth!"

W | ooked to where once had stood the nmighty portals the hall of Svein Blue Tooth.

"Bid them wel cone," said the Blue Tooth, and he hinself left the table, taking a bow of water and

towel to nmeet the guests at the portal. "Refresh yourselves,"” said he to them "and enter.”

Two nmen, with followers, acknow edged the greeting Svein Blue Tooth; they washed their hands, and
their faces and they cane foward. | stood.

"W have sought you," said Sanpbs of Port Kar. "I had feared we mght be too late."
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| did not speak
He turned to regard the huge, shaggy head of the Kur nmounted on its stake.
"What is this?" he asked.

"Grendel," | said to him

"l do not understand," he said.

"It is a joke," | said. Beside nme, naked, in her collar, Leah shrank back, her hand before her

mouth. | look at her. "Yes," | said. She had been of Earth, a free girl until brought as a slave
to Gor. She understood ny neani ng. New understandi ng, new recognition, figured in her eyes. The

wars of Priest-Kings and Others, the Kurii, were of an cient standing. | did not know, nor

suppose did others, outside the Nest, when the first contacts had been nade, the first probes
initiated, the first awareness registered on the part of Priest-Kings that there were visitors
within their system strangers at the gates, intruders, dangerous and unwel conme, threatening, bent
upon the acquisition of territories, planetary countries. It seenmed to ne not unlikely that the

G endel of |egend had been a Kur, a survivor perhaps of a forced | anding or a deci mated scouting
party. Perhaps, even, as a punishnent, perhaps for inperm ssible nurder or for violation of ship's
di scipline, he had been put to shore, narooned.

"How is it that you have sought ne?" | asked

"The poison," said he, "that which lay upon the bl ades of the nen of Sarus of Tyros, lurks yet in
your body."

"There is no antidote," | told him "This | had from|skander of Turia, who knew the toxin."
"Warrior," said the man who stood with Sanpos, "I bring the antidote.™

"You are Sarus of Tyros," | said. "You sought ny capture, ny life. W have fought as foes in the
forests."

" Speak," said Sanmpbs to Sarus.

Sarus regarded me. He was a |l ean man, hard, scarred, with clear eyes. He was not of high famly in
Tyros, but had risen through the ranks to captainship in Tyros. Hi s accent was not of high caste;
it had been formed on the jetties of the island Ubarate of cliffed Tyros, where he had for years,

I had | earned, |ed gangs of ruffians; caught, he had been dragged before Chenbar, the Sea Sl een
for sentencing to inpalenent; rather, Chenbar had |iked the | ooks of himand had had hi mtaught
the sword; swiftly, given his skills and intelligence, had the young, rugged brigand risen in the
service of the Ubar; they were as brothers; there was; | was sure, no man in Tyros nore loyal to
her Upbar than Sarus. It was to him as soon as Chenbar, freed of the dungeon of Port Kar, to which
I had seen himconsigned, had returned to Tyros, that the task had been given to hunt and capture
the Ubar of Ar, Marlenus, and an Admiral of Port Kar, Bosk. O these matters | have el sewhere
witten.

"The weapons of ny nen and nyself, unknown to us, before we left Tyros," said he, "were treated
with a toxin of the conmpounding of Sullius Maxinus, once a Ubar of Port Kar." Sullius Maximnmus had
been one of the five Ubars of Port Kar, whose reigns, dividing the city, had been terninated when
the Council of Captains, under the |eadership of Samps, First Captain of Port Kar, had assuned the
sovereignty. The others had been Chung, Nigel, Eteocles, and Henrius Sevarius, the |ast of which
however, had ruled in nane only, the true power being controlled by his uncle, daudius, acting in

the role of regent. Eteocles had fled; | had known himlast to be in terraced Cos, an advisor to
her Ubar, gross Lurius, of the Cosian city of Jad. Nigel and Chung were in Port Kar, though now
only as powerful captains, high in her council. They had fought against the united fleets of Tyros

and Cos and, without their help, doubtless Port Kar could not have won the great victory of the
25th of Se'Kara, in the first year of the reign of the Council of Captains, in the year 10,120
Contasta Ar, fromthe Founding of Ar. C audius, who had been regent for Henrius Sevarius, and had
slain his father, and sought the life of the boy, had been slain by a young seaman, a forner

sl ave, nanmed Fish, in ny house. The whereabouts of Henrius Sevarius, on whose head a price had
been set, were unknown to the Council of Captains. The boy named Fish, incidentally, was still in
my service, in Port Kar. He now called hinself Henrius. Sullius Maxinus, nmost cultured ofthe
former Ubars of Port Kar, a chemi st and poet, and poi soner, had sought refuge in Tyros; it had
been granted him "I swear to you that this is so," said Sarus. "W of Tyros are warriors and we
do not deal in poisons. Upon ny return to Tyros, Sullius inquired if our foes had been wounded,
and | informed himthat indeed we had struck you, drawi ng blood. His laughter, as if denented, he
turning away, alarmed nme. | forced the truth fromhim | was in agony. It was to you that my nen
and nysel f, those who survived, owed their lives. Marlenus would have carried us to Ar for
mutilation and public inpal ement. You were nagnani nous, honoring us as warriors and sword
brothers. | denmanded an antidote. Laughing, Sullius Mxinus, adjusting his cloak, informed ne that
there was none. | deternmined to slay him and then take ship to Port Kar, that you mght then, if
you chose, cut my throat with your own hands. Wen ny blade lay at the heart of the poisoner
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Chenbar, my Ubar, aroused by his weeping, bade nme desists. Swiftly did | informny Ubar of the
shame that Sullius Maxi nus had w ought upon the Ubarate. 'l have ridded you of an eneny!" cried
Sullius. 'Be grateful! Reward ne!"Poison,' said Chenbar, 'is the weapon of wonen, not warriors.
You have dishonored ne!' 'Let ne live!' cried the poisoner. 'Do you, Sarus, retain the poisoned
steel?" inquired ny Ubar. 'Yes, ny UWbar,' replied |. '"In ten days, wetched Sullius,' decreed ny
Ubar, 'your flesh will be cut with the steel of Sarus. On the tenth day, if you would again nove
your body of your own will, it would be well for you to have devised an antidote.' Sullius

Maxi mus, then, shaken, white-faced, tottering, was hurried by guards to his chanbers, his vials
and chemi cals." Sarus sniled. He renbved a vial fromhis pouch. It contained a purplish fluid.
"Has it been tested?" asked Sanps.

"On the body of Sullius Maxinmus," said Sarus. "On the tenth day, on his arns and | egs, and twi ce,
transversely, across his right cheekbone, that his face be scarred and his shane known, | drew the
poi soned bl ade, drawi ng bl ood with each stroke."

| smiled. Sullius Maxi nus was a handsone nman, extrenely vain, even foppish. He woul d not
appreciate the alteration of his physiognony, wought by the blade of Sarus.

"Wthin seconds,"” said Sarus, "the spiteful fluid took its effect. The eyes of Sullius were wld
with fear. 'The antidote! The antidote!' he begged. W sat himin a curule chair, vested as a
Ubar, and left him W wi shed the poison to work, to be truly fixed within his system The next
day, when the bar of noon was struck on the wharves, we administered to himthe antidote. It was
effective. He is now again in the court of Chenbar, nmuch chastened, but serving again as |aureate
and advisor. He is not nuch pleased, incidentally, with the scarring of his countenance. Mich
anusenent on account of it is taken at his expense by his fellows of the court. He holds little
af fection for you, or for ne, Bosk of Port Kar."

"He call ed you 'Bosk of Port Kar, " said Ivar Forkbeard, standing near ne.

| snmled. "It is a name | am sonetinmes known by," | said.

Sarus proffered to ne the vial.

I took it. "There is, | discover, attendant upon its assimlation," said Sarus of Tyros, "delirium
and fever, but, in the end, the body finds itself freed of both poison and antidote. | give it to

you, Bosk of Port Kar, and with it the apol ogies of my Ubar, Chenbar, and those of nyself, a
seaman in his service."

"I amsurprised," | said, "that Chenbar, the Sea Sleen, is so solicitous of ny welfare."

Sarus | aughed. "He is not solicitous of your welfare, Warrior. He is solicitous, rather, of the
honor of Tyros. Little would please Chenbar nmore than to neet you with daggers on the fighting
circle of Tyros. He owes you nuch, a defeat, and chains and a dungeon, and he has a | ong nenory,
my Ubar. No, he is not solicitous of your welfare. If anything, he wants you well and strong, that
he may neet you, evenly, with cold steel."

"And you, Sarus?" | inquired

"I," said Sarus, sinply, "amsolicitous of your welfare, Bosk of Port Kar. You gave, on the coast
of Thassa, freedom and life, to me and ny nen. | shall not, ever, forget this."

"You were a good |eader,"” | said, "to bring your nen, some wounded, from high on Thassa's coast to
Tyros."

Sarus | ooked down.

"There is place in ny house in Port Kar " | said, "for one such as you, if you wish to serve ne."
"My place,” said Sarus, "is in Tyros." Then he said, "Drink, Bosk of Port Kar, and restore the

honor of Chenbar, and the honor of Sarus, and of Tyros."
I renoved the stopper fromthe vial
"It may itself be poison," said Sanos.

| snelled it. It snelled sweet, not unlike a syrup of Turia. "Yes," | said, "it may be." It was
true what Sanpbs had said. It could be, indeed, that | held in nmy hand not an antidote, but a
| et hal dose of sonme unknown toxin. | thought of Turia, of its baths and wi nes. The plan of Tyros

m ght thus, foiled upon the coast of Thassa, be in ef~ect acconplished in the hall of Svein Blue
Tooth, at least with respect to himknown as Bosk of Port Kar

"Do not drink it," said the Forkbeard to ne.

But | had felt, after the battle, again in nmy body the effects of the poison, though briefly. |

had ~ittie doubt but that it still linger~d in my body. | had little doubt but that, in tine, it
woul d again force me to the bl ankets and chair of a recluse in a hall in Port Kar. If not
countered, it would, eventually, doubtless, have its way.

"I shall drink it," I told Ivar Forkbeard.

The Forkbeard | ooked upon Sarus of Tyros. "If he dies," he said, "your death will be neither swft

nor pleasant."
"I amyour hostage," said Sarus.
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"You, you called Sarus of Tyros," said lvar, "you drink first."
"There is not enough," said Sarus of Tyros.

"Chain him" said the Forkbeard. Chains were brought.

"Sarus of Tyros," | said to lvar, "is a guest in the hall of Svein Blue Tooth.'
The chai ns were not placed on Sarus.
I lifted the vial to Sarus of Tyros. "I drink," | said, "I drink to the honor of Tyros."

Then | downed the contents of the vial

Chapter 22 | take ship fromthe north

Slave girls, naked, carrying burdens, |oaded the ship of |Ivar Forkbeard, the Hilda, noored at the
wharf of the Thing Fields. W stood on the wooden boards of the wharf.

"WIIl you not return to Port Kar with Sarus and nysel f?" asked Sanos.

"I think," said 1, smling, "I will take ship south with Ivar Forkbeard, for | have yet to learn
to break the Jarl's Ax's ganmbit. '

"Perhaps," said Sanbs, "when you reach Port Kar, we nmay talk of weighty matters."

| sniled. "Perhaps," | said.

"I think," said Sanpbs, "that | detect a difference in you. |I think that here, sonehow, in the
north, you have found yourself.

I shrugged.

A seaman dragged Telima, by the arm before us. She was stripped. Her hair was before her face.
Her wists were fastened behind her by the rude bracelets of the north. The Kur collar, |eather

sonme three inches in height, holding her chin up, with its ring, was still on her throat. She had
spent the last five days chained in a small, |og slave kennel. She | ooked at Sanbs, and then
swiftly, lowered her eyes.

He | ooked upon the vul nerable, stripped girl with fury. He knew well, now, what had been her role,

her willing role, in the plan of the Kurii
"I will see that she is well punished," he said

"You are speaking of one of ny slave girls," | said.

"Ah!" he sai d.

"I will see that she is punished," | said. She | ooked at nme. There was fear in her eyes. "Put her
on the ship," | said to the seaman. He thrust her, ahead of him stunbling, up the narrow

gangpl ank, and put her on the ship

In Port Kar | would renpve the Kur collar and put her in one of nmy own. | would, too, have her

beaten. Afterwards she would serve in ny house, as one of ny slave girls.

About ny forehead | wore a Jarl's talmit. This norning Svein Blue Tooth, before cheering nen, had
tied it about ny head. "Tarl Red Hair," had said he, "with this talnit accede to Jarlship in
Torval dsland!" | had been lifted on the shields of shouting nmen. In the distance | had seen the
Torval dsberg, and, to the west, gleam ng Thassa. "Never before,” had said Svein Blue Tooth, "has
one not of the north been named Jarl anpbngst us." There had been nuch shouting, much cl ashing of
weapons. Conscious | was indeed of the signal honor seen fit to be bestowed upon nme. | had lifted
my hands to them standing on the shields, a Jarl of Torval dsl and, one who nmight now, in his own
nane if need be, send forth the arrow of war, sumrnoning adherents; one who nmight, as it pl eased
hi m conrnand ships and nen; one who m ght now say to the rough, bold seamen of the north, as it
pl eased him "Follow ne, there is work to be done,"” and whomthey would then follow, gathering
weapons, opening the sheds, sliding their ships on rollers to the sea, raising the nasts,
spreading the striped sails to the wind, saying, "Qur Jarl has summoned us. Let us aid him There
is work to be done."

"I amgrateful," said |l to Svein Blue Tooth.

"I wish you well, Bosk of Port Kar," said Sanos.

"Tarl Cabot," said | to him

He smiled. "I wish you well, Tarl Cabot," he said.

"I wish you well, Sanos," said |

"I wish you well, Warrior," said Sarus.

"I, too, wish you well, Warrior," said |, "Sarus of Tyros." Sanps and Sarus turned about and |eft

the wharf. They were going to the ship of Sanmpbs, on which they had come north.

Coast gulls screamed overhead. The air was sharp and clear. The sky was very bl ue.

I watched the girls | oading the ship. Aelgifu, or Pudding, passed ne, and then Gunnhild and d ga,
bent under boxes carried on their backs. Pouting Lips and Pretty Ankles returned fromthe ship,
down the gangpl ank, barefoot, to fetch nore burdens. Hilda, bent over, a heavy sack of salt over
her shoul ders, staggered up the gangpl ank. Thyri returned down the gangpl ank, a yoke on her

shoul ders, from which dangled two enpty baskets, on ropes. She had been carrying tospits and
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veget abl es to the deck locker, to fill it. Wilfstan, once of Kassau, now of Torvaldsland, in
charge of supplying the ship, |eaned over the rail. "Fetch nore tospits, Slave Grl," he called.
"Yes, Master," said Thyri

| saw Roll o board the ship. He carried a great ax, weapons, a sleenskin bag filled with gear. He
was the first of the oarsnmen to board.

Now cane slave girls bearing skins of water. They wal ked sl ow y, bent over, placing each step
carefully, that they not |ose thelr bal ance, heavy skins, bulging and danp, across their

shoul ders. | saw Honey Cake anobng them and the Forkbeard' s golden girl, the southern silk girl,
too, she laborng as any other bond-maid. | do not think that in the south she had been forced so
to work. She staggered. "Hurry," said the girl behind her, "or we will be beaten!" The girl

nmoaned, and staggered to the gangpl ank, and, slowy, foot by foot, her bare feet pressed by the
wei ght deeply into the rough boards, clinbed, carrying her burden, to the deck of the shlp. Among
the girls, too, | saw Bera, she one of the Blue Tooth's girls, one of several, who had been placed
under the orders of Wilfstan to assist in the | oading. She was naked. The other girls, resenting
the tunic she had been given, had stripped her. Svein Blue Tooth had | aughed Masters do not
interfere in the squabbl es of slaves

| looked up at the sky. It was very blue. For nore than a day | had lain in fever, in delirium
while in nmy body had been fought the battle of poison and antidote. | had sweated, and cried out,
and raged, but, in the end, | had thrown the furs fromne. "I want neat," | had said, "and a
worman. " The Forkbeard, who had sat near me through the hours of the |lonely contest, clasped ne
about the shoulders. He had ordered roast bosk and hot mlk, and then yell ow bread and paga. Then
when | had finished, Leah had been thrown to nmy feet.

| wal ked up the gangpl ank and stood on the decking, |ooking out to sea. There was a sweet w nd on
Thassa.

My deliriumthis tine, interestingly to nme, had been much different than it had when, |ong ago,
the poison had first raged in nmy body. At that time | had been niserable, and weak, even calling
out to a worman, who was only a slave, to |love ne. But, sonehow, in the north, in Torval dsl and,

had changed. This | knew. There was a different Tarl Cabot than ever there had been. Once there
had been a boy by this name, one with sinple dreans, naive, vain, one shattered by a betrayal of
his codes, the discovery of a weakness where he had t hought there was only strength. That boy had
died in the delta of the Vosk; in his place had conme Bosk of Port Kar, ruthless and torn, but
grown into his nmanhood; and now t here was another, one whom| mght, if | wshed, choose to call
again Tarl Cabot. | had changed. Here, with the Forkbeard, with the sea, the wind, in his hall and
in battle, | had becone, sonehow, much different. In the north ny blood had found itself, |earning
itself, in the north I had |earned strength, and how to stand alone. | thought of the Kurii. They
were terrible foes. Suddenly, incredibly, | felt love for them | recollected the head of the
giant Kur. nounted on its stake, in the ruins of the hall of Svein Blue Tooth. One cannot be weak
who neets such beasts. | laughed at the weaknesses instilled into the men of Earth. Only nen who
are strong, w thout weakness, can neet such beasts. One nust match themin strength, in intellect,
interribleness, in ferocity. In the north I had grown strong. | suddenly realized the suprene
power of the united Gorean will, not divided against itself, not weak, not crippled like the wills
of Earth. | telt a surge of power, of unprecedented, unexpected joy. | had discovered what it was
to be Gorean. | had di scovered what it was, truly, to be nale, to be a man. | was Corean

Leah boarded the ship. She was barefoot. | had given her a briei, woolen slave tunic, which cane
hi gh aboul her hips; it was sleeveless; it was split to the belly, belted w th binding 6ber. She
carried, in a sleenskin bag, over her shoul ders, nuch ot ny gear. | indicated to her the bench
beneat h which she mght put it. She wore the black collar of the north She turned and lelt the
shi p, going down the gangplank, to fetch nore of ny things. She wal ked well. She knew nmy eyes were
on her, the sleek she-sleen. | enjoyed owning her

| looked again out to sea. Last summer, in journeying to the forests, to attenpt to rescue Tal ena;
I had, in a tavern in Lydius, encountered a wench once known, Vella, Elizabeth Cardwell. She had
made a delicious paga slave. | recalled her, licking ny lips. Intent on the rescue of Tal ena, not
wi shing to be burdened by another wench, | had not yielded to the entreaties of the girl to buy
her and free her. What a stupid request, | thought, to nmake of a Gorean nale. It would have
occurred only to an Earth girL But if Elizabeth was stupid, or, nore likely, naive, she was at

| east pretty. | thought then, too, of Talena. She had been di sowned by Marlenus of Ar. But she
lived nowin Ar, sequestered. She had insulted me in Port Kar. | smiled. | had left Vella,

El i zabeth Cardwell, slave in Lydius. She had once, against nmy wi shesj fled the Saridar, when | had
wi shed, as a foolish Earthling, to return her to her hone planet, for safety. Such a courageous
act on her part had not been without its risks. She had fallen slave. | had net her in a tavern in
Lydius. Cor is a perilous world, and particularly so, perhaps, for beautiful wonen. It is seldom
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that they, if not protected by a city and a Home Stone, escape the slave collar, the brand, the
chains of a master. Elizabeth's act had been courageous. But she had | ost her wager. | left her
slave in Lydius, to the nmercies of Sarpedon, the tavernkeeper, and his custoners.

It had been, as | now thought, a mstake. It had been a m stake because Elizabeth had been quite
pretty. | would have been a fool to return so pretty a wench to Earth. When | returned to Port Kar
I would arrange for an agent to buy her, if she had not already been sold to one who lusted for
her and could pay her price. | would have been a fool to return so pretty a wench to Earth,

mused. Yes, | would, if it were commercially feasible, buy her, and keep her on Gor as nmy own
slave. | recalled that in mny first delirium fighting the poison, Iong ago, | had wept, and, in
my fevered ragi ngs, had begged for her confort, that she |ove ne. That seened to nme now
incredible, but | recalled it, clearly. But | had changed in the north. This tine, in nmy delirium
the wench, | recalled, had figured quite differently. No longer, this time, did | call out to her
or beg for her confort, or love. This time it had seemed | had seen her on a slave bl ock, naked,
under torchlight, guided by the whip, turning for buyers. | dreaned in the deliriuml had
purchased her. "Do not return me to Earth," she had begged. "I will not,” I told her. Then she
had | ooked at me with horror, and | had, upon ny return to nmy house, thrown her anong ny ot her

sl aves.

| var Forkbeard, with great strides, clinbed the gangpl ank. Then, laughing, giggling, thrilled to
be soon underway, approach;ng between two |ines of seanen, came his slave girls. Wth them |ess
pl eased, was the "golden girl," she with dark hair, and earrings. She dallied. One of the seanen
took her by the back of the neck and thrust her, running, stunbling, half up the gangpl ank. She,
too, then, weeping, boarded the Forkbeard' s ship. "On your back,"” said a seanan to her, "and lift
your |egs, ankles crossed." The girl did so. He put the two piece, hinged, double ankle ring on
her. This is a sinple fetter, without Iinks, holding the ankles crossed. It does not permt the
girl torise to her feet. Wen she had | earned to be nore pleasing, nore radiant, her novenents
woul d be less restricted; | had little doubt that, by the tinme we reached Port Kar, she would be
preci sely what the Forkbeard wanted her to be. | |ooked at her. Qur eyes net.

She | ooked down, tears in her eyes. | had used her. She was quite good. But it had taken |onger to
arouse her than is comnon in a slave girl. The Forkbeard, I, and the crew, would inprove her. The
trip south would be Iong. Wiereas it comnonly takes a third of an Ahn to arouse a free woman
femal e slave is often responsive fromalnost the first touch of the master. Wiy this should be
do not know. | suspec it is due, primarily, to two factors: the first is psychol ogical The collar
itself, and the state of bondage, for no reason clear in ny mnd, comonly transfornms even the
tepid free woman into an orgasm c marvel of a slave. Perhaps the fear to be whipped if they are
not pl easing? Perhaps, be haviorally, given no choice but to act as a passionate femal e sl ave,
they find, suddenly, through sinple psychological relationshlps, they, to their horror, have
become only a passionate fenale slave. Perhaps it is the knowing that they are rightless, owned,
dom nated, which so deeply, so incredibly trlggers the profound web of yielding, piteously
receptive helplessly submtting reflexes; perhaps in the depth of their bodies lies the secret
need to be sexually subjugated, totally w thout which they cannot attain their full sexuality. I
do not know. The second reason is presumably sinple. It is nerely that the femal e slave,
abandoned, responsive, owned constantly at her master's beck and call, ready constantly for his

| east pleasure, is frequently used. Fenal e slaves are sonetines used, when the nmaster's tine
pernmits, three and four, or nore, times a day. It is not unusual to give an entire day to sport
with a fenmal e sl ave, sonething unthinkable with a free woman. The slave girl, of course, has no
rights. She may be used for hours. Wat counts is not her will, bu her nmaster's. Frequent use of
the female slave, | suspect keeps her body honed to subm ssive perfection. Watever be the
reasons, a conmon fenal e slave, and one of no unusual heat for a slave, will be carried through a
series of multiple yieldings, dozens, before the average free wonan can be warned. Then, when the
mast er wi shes, scorning perhaps her hel plessness in his arns, despising perhaps, to her misery,
her vulnerability to him he takes ruthlessly, perhaps contenptuously, his delight with her. As a
note, it mght be added, that the slave female, in her master's arns, must, if he so commands,
under the threat of the whip or death, vocalize her sensations, then ventilating and reinforcing,
mul ti plying, deepening, and increasing and intensifying them Thus, cruelly, she is forced to
hel p arouse herself and contribute to her own pl easures, and consequently, of course, those of the
master. This command, sonetimes, inplicit, sonetinmes a matter of the nmaster's policy with his girl
or girls, under which she is placed, to vocalize her pleasures, and abundantly, as well as, in her
abandon, nudity, and beauty, nanifest them physically, guides, accurately and surely, the master
in the detailed exploitation of her weaknesses, in his depredations practiced on her body. She
nmust betray herself. Do not blanme her. No choice is given her. She is an instrunent of passion on
whi ch he plays, delighting hinmself with the nusic of her expressions, her novenments, her cries,
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even the wild, unrestrainable odors of her collared slave body. She is forced to contribute to her
own sexual subjugation. Do not blanme her. No choice is given her.

Following the rast of the girls, carrying the last of ny gear, came Leah, who stood, snall, beside
me. Otar then, and Gorm and the other nen of the Forkbeard boarded the craft. Thyri, who had
boarded earlier, stood near the bench of Wil fstan, where, already, he gripped an oar. Near the
mast, chained to it by the neck, eyes down, knelt Telina

Moorings were cast off. Poles thrust the Hilda fromthe wharf. Gormheld the tiller, nounted at
the stern on the starboard side. The seamen brought their shields inboard, stowed their gear
beneath their benches, grasped their oars. Slowy the tarnhead prow of the Forkbeard's sleek craft
turned toward the sweep of Thassa. Then oars dipped slowy. The great red and white striped sai
fell, opening, snapping, fromthe spar of needl ewood. | turned back to the wharf.

The Forkbeard and | raised our hands, in salute, to the nen there. W saw Svein Blue Tooth, the
tooth of the Hunjer whale, stained blue, on its chain about his neck. He lifted his hand. Near

him kneeling beside her master, behind the line of his heels, was Bera, one of his girls. | saw,
toc BJarni, of Thorstein Canp, who lifted his spear to nme, an beside him too, the young man, his
friend, he, too, lifting his hand, whom | had, it now seened | ong ago, chanpi one at the dueling

field. There were many nen there, arned, and wenches, too.

One of the seanen lifted the "golden girl," her crossed ankles in the fetter, that she m ght see
Then he threw her back to the deck, where, on her stonach, and el bows, head down, hair falling to
t he deck, she |ay.

| saw Telinma, standing by the nast, to which she wa chained by the neck. | |ooked at her, harshly.
I medi ately she knelt, eyes down.

In ny pouch there was a sapphire fromdistant Schendi There, too, heavy and spiraled, was a ring
of gold, which I had taken fromthe armof the Kur | had slain. In the dis tance, as the ship
moved to sea, the wind in its sail, oar dipping, | saw the bleak, white heights of the

Tor val dsberg

Hrolf, fromthe East, had agreed to return the war arrow to the Torval dsberg

W had given it to him Wen he had left the ruins of the hall of Svein Blue Tooth |I had run after

him and, a pasang fromthe canp, had stopped him "Wat is your true name ?" | had inquired.
He had | ooked at ne, and snmiled. It was strange what he said. "My nane," he said, "is Torvald."
Then he had turned away, | watched himreturn to the nountain. | thought of the stabilization
seruns, "My nanme is Torvald," he had said. Then he had turned away.

"Ho!" cried Ivar Forkbeard, striking ne on the back, clasping ne about the shoulders. "It is a

good wind!" Then he turned away, to his duties on the ship
| wal ked between the benches, to the prow, and, standing on the high decking, at the stem put one

arm about the prow and | ooked out to sea. Leah heeled ne there. | turned to face her. | could see
the lovely curves of the interior cleavage of her breasts, revealed in the parting of the rough
slave tunic. | looked at the collar, her eyes. | pulled the tunic down from her shoul ders, to her
waist. "It is your girl's hope that she pleases you," she said. "Slip fromthe tunic," | told her.
She untied the binding fiber, belting the tunic, and thrust it over her hips, to her ankles, and
then stepped fromit. "To ny feet," |I told her. "Yes, Master," she whispered. She lay on her side,

her head on her arm She did not | ook up at ne.

| turned again to | ook out to sea.

| thought of many things, of Ar, of Marlenus, of Talena, with whom| was not pleased. Wen | had
been crippl ed she had deri ded ne; she had expressed contenpt, pride; she had then held herself too

good for ne. | had had her returned to Ar. | wondered if, sonmehow, sonewhere, we nmight once again
encounter one another. Did we do so | thought now she mght find nme different.
| pondered trying chain luck in Ar. | wondered how she night feel, the gag hood drawn over her

head from behind, |ocked shut behind her neck, stripped, thrown on her back over the saddle of a
tarn, bound, swept away, with a beating of wings, into total bondage. Publius, ny kitchen master

| specul ated, night find use for such a wench in his kitchens; after she had nuch pleased ne, |
woul d see that she was assigned to Publius. | had little doubt that the daughter, or she who had
once been the daughter, of Marlenus of Ar, properly instructed by the switch, would nake an
excel l ent addition to the slaves of the kitchen. Perhaps, before |I chose ny wench for the night,
one of her duties nmight be to scrub the tiles of my chanber. | recalled how, in the forests, |ong
ago, | had sought her. It had been nmy intention to repl edge the conpani onship, and to becone great
on Cor, to raise high the chair of Bosk, clinmbing in riches and power to the heights of the

pl anet, to becone even, perhaps, in tinme, a world s Ubar

I ncredi bly, perhaps, the values, wealth and power, which had driven me in the forest, when |I had
sought Tal ena, no | onger seened of nmuch interest to ne. The sky now seened nore inportant to ne,
and the sea, and the ship beneath ny feet. No |longer did |I dream of becoming a Ubar. In the north
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I found I had changed. What had driven ne in the forests seemed now paltry, irrelevant to the true
needs, the concerns, of nman. | had been blinded by the values of civili zation. Everything that |
had been taught had been false. | had suspected this when | had stood on the heights of the

Torval dsberg, on a wi ndswept rock, |ooking upon the |and beneath, white and bl eak, and beauti ful
Even Kurii, on it height, stunned, had stopped to gaze. | had | earned nuch in the north.

| looked again to sea, and to the sky. There were now white clouds in it. Somewhere, beyond the
fourth ring, mixed in the belt of asteroids, intruding within the perineters refused to them by
Priest-Kings, were the patient, orbiting steel worlds. This |I had from Sanos. They were nearer

now. Sonewhere, above that placid sky with its swift, white clouds, doser now, were Kurii. |
renenbered the huge head, nmounted upon the stake.

When | returned to Port Kar, | nust speak to Sanvs.
| stood long at the prow. Then, after sonme hours, it grew dark. Wth my foot | nudged Leah, at ny
feet. She awoke She knelt, and kissed ny feet. "Take your garnent," | told her, "but do not don

it. Go to the waterproof, sleenskin sleeping bag by nmny bench. Spread it on the deck, between the
benches. Then get within it and await nme." "Yes, Mster," she whispered.

| turned, intine to see her creep feet first, with a turn of her hips, into the bag. | passed
Telima, chained at the nast. The chain was attached to the large, sturdy, circular ring sewn in
the | ocked Kur collar. She did not neet ny eyes. She knelt, turning her head and putting its right

side to the deck. | heard the chain touch the deck. | saw her hair on the sanded boards, in the
light of the three npbons. | passed her.

I renmoved ny tunic. | thrust it beneath the bench. Then, wapping ny sword belt about my scabbard,
the blade within, placed the weapon, belt and scabbard within the bag, that they be protected from
nmoi sture. | then slipped into the bag. "My your slave, Leah," whispered Leah, "attenpt to please
her master?"

"Yes," | told her. She fell to kissing me, with the |ascivious, wanton joy of the slave girl

given no choice but to reveal and liberate, and act upon, conmpletely and with perfection, her
deepest, nost hidden desires, even though she might, in msery, scorn herself for possessing them
Toward nmorning Leah slept, and | held her to me. | |ooked up at the sail, the stars over the mast.
I left the sleeping bag and drew ny cl othes about nme, belting, too, to ny side, the steel sword of
Gor .

The Forkbeard was at the tiller. | went for a time to stand near him Neither of us spoke.

| observed the sea. | |ooked up at the stars.

When | reached Port Kar, | would, | decided, speak to Sanos.

Then, in silence, listening to the water against the hull, | considered again the stars, and the
sea.

1
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