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AFTER TWO CENTURIES....

The sound came swiftly nearer, rising in pitch and swelling in volume. Then it broke through the

clouds, tall and black and beautifully deadly—the Gern battle cruiser, cometo seek them out
and destroy them.

Humbolt dropped inside the stockade, exulting. For two hundred year s his people had been
waiting for the chanceto fight the mighty Gern Empire...

... with bows and arrows against blaster sand bombs!
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PART 1

For seven weeks the Constellation had been plunging through hyperspace with her eight thousand
colonigts, fleaing like a hunted thing with her communicators slenced and her drives moaning and
thundering. Up in the control room, Irene had been told, the needles of the dids danced againg the red
danger lines day and night.

Shelay in bed and listened to the muffled, ceaseless roar of the drives and fdt the snging vibration of the
hull. We should be almost safe by now, she thought. Athena is only forty days away.

Thinking of the new life awaiting them dl made her too restless to lie dill any longer. She got up, to St on
the edge of the bed and switch on the light. Dale was gone—he had been summoned to adjust one of the
mechinesin the ship's X-ray room—and Billy was adegp, nothing showing of him above the covers but a
crop of brown hair and the furry nose of his ragged teddy bear.

She reached out to sraighten the covers, gently, so as not to awaken him. It happened then, the thing
they had dl feared.

From the stern of the ship came a jaring, degfening exploson. The ship lurched violently, girders
screamed, and the light flicked out.

In the darkness she heard a rapid-fire thunk-thunk-thunk as the automatic guard sysem did
inter-compartment p.6 doors shut agangt sections of the ship suddenly arless. The doors were il
thudding shut when another exploson came, from toward the bow. Then there was slence, a feding of
utter quiet and motionlessness.

Thefingers of fear enclosed her and her mind said to her, like the cold, unpassonate voice of a Sranger:
The Gerns have found us.

Thelight came on again, a feeble glow, and there was the soft, muffled sound of questioning voices in the
other compartments. She dressed, her fingers sheking and dumsy, wishing that Dae would come to
reassure her; to tdl her that nothing redlly serious had happened, that it had not been the Gerns.

It was very 4ill in the litle compartment—sirangely so. She had finished dressng when she redized the
reason; the ar circulation system had stopped working.

That meant the power falure was so great that the ar regenerators, themselves, were dead. And there
were eight thousand people on the Constellation who would have to have air to live....



The Attention buzzer sounded dhilly from the public address system speakers that were scattered down
the ship's corridors. A voice she recognized as that of Lieutenant Commander Lake spoke:

"War was declared upon Earth by the Gern Empire ten days ago. Two Gern cruisers have attacked us
and their blasters have destroyed the stern and bow of the ship. We are without a drive and without
power but for a few emergency batteries. | am the Constellation's only surviving officer and the Gern
commander is boarding us to give me the surrender terms.

"None of you will leave your compartments until ordered to do so. Wherever you may be, remain there.
This is necessary to avoid confuson and to have as many as possible in known locations for future
ingructions. | repeat: you will not leave your compartments.”

The speaker cut off. She stood without moving and heard again the words. | am the Congdlation's only
surviving officer....

The Gerns had killed her father.

He had been second-in-command of the Dunbar expedition p. 7 that had discovered the world of Athena
and his knowledge of Athena was vauable to the colonization plans. He had been quartered among the
ship's officers—and the Gern blast had destroyed that section of the ship.

She sat down on the edge of the bed again and tried to reorient hersdf; to accept the fact that her life and
the lives of dl the others had aoruptly, irrevocably, been changed.

The Athena Colonization Plan was ended. They had known such a thing might happen—that was why
the Constellation had been made ready for the voyage in secret and had waited for months for the
chance to dip through the ring of Gern spy ships, that was why she had raced at full speed, with her
communicators slenced so there would be no radiaions for the Gerns to find her by. Only forty days
more would have brought them to the green and virgin world of Athena, four hundred light-years beyond
the outermost boundary of the Gern Empire. There they should have been safe from Gern detection for
many years to come; for long enough to build planetary defenses againg attack. And there they would
have used Athenas rich resources to make ships and wespons to defend minera-depleted Earth againgt
the inexorably increasing inclosure of the mighty, coldly caculaing colossus that was the Gern Empire.

Success or falure of the Athena Plan had meant ultimate life or death for Earth. They had taken every
precaution possible but the Gern spy sysem had somehow learned of Athena and the Constellation.
Now, the cold war was no longer cold and the Plan was dust....

Billy sghed and dtirred in the little-boy deep that had not been broken by the blasts that had atered the
lives of eight thousand people and the fate of a world.

She shook his shoulder and said, "Billy."

He raised up, so amdl and young to her eyes that the question in her mind was like an anguished prayer:
Dear God—what do Gerns do to five-year-old boys?

He saw her face, and the dm light, and the deepiness was suddenly gone from him. "What's wrong,
Mama? And why are you scared?'

p.8



There was no reason to lieto him.
"The Gerns found us and stopped us”

"Oh," he said. In his manner was the grave thoughtfulness of a boy twice his age, as there dways was.
"Will they—will they kill us?'

"Get dressed, honey,” she said. "Hurry, so well be ready when they let Daddy come back to tdl us what
to do."

They were both ready when the Attention buzzer sounded again in the corridors. Lake spoke, his tone
gim and bitter:

"There is no power for the ar regenerators and within twenty hours we will start smothering to death.
Under these circumstances | could not do other than accept the survivd terms the Gern commander
offered us.

"Hewill speak to you now and you will obey his orders without protest. Deeth is the only dternative.
Then the voice of the Gern commander came, quick and harsh and brittle

"This section of space, together with planet Athena, is an extenson of the Gern Empire. This ship has
deliberately invaded Gern territory in time of war with intent to seize and exploit a Gern world. We are
willing, however, to offer a leniency not required by the circumstances. Terran technicians and skilled
workers in certain fields can be used in the factories we shdl build on Athena. The others will not be
needed and there is not room on the cruisers to take them.

"Your occupation records will be used to divide you into two groups. the Acceptables and the Rejects.
The Regects will be taken by the cruisers to an Earth-type planet near here and Ieft, together with the
persona possessions in ther compartments and additiona, and ample, supplies. The Acceptables will
then be taken on to Athenaand at alater date the cruiserswill return the Rgects to Earth.

"Thisdivison will split families but there will be no resstance to it. Gern guards will be sent immediatdy
to make this divison and you will wait in your compartments for them. You will obey their orders
promptly p. 9 and without annoying them with questions. At the first instance of resistance or rebdlion this
offer will be withdrawn and the cruisers will go their way again.”

In the slence falowing the ultimatum she could hear the soft, wordless murmur from the other
compartments, the undertone of anxiety like a dark thread through it. In every compartment parents and
children, brothers and ssters, were seeing one another for the last time....

The corridor outside rang to the tramp of feet; the sound of a dozen Gerns waking with swift military
precison. She held her breath, her heart racing, but they went past her door and on to the corridor's end.

There she could faintly hear them entering compartments, demanding names, and saying, " Out—out!"
Once she heard a Gern say, "Acceptables will remain ingde until further notice. Do not open your doors



after the Regjects have been taken out.”
Billy touched her on the hand. "lsn't Daddy going to come?”
"He—he can't right now. Well see him pretty soon.”

She remembered what the Gern commander had said about the Rejects being permitted to take their
persona possessions. She had very little time in which to get together what she could carry....

There were two andl bags in the compartment and she hurried to pack them with things she and Dde
and Billy might need, not able to know which of them, if any, would be Regects. Nor could she know
whether she should put in clothes for a cold world or a hot one. The Gern commander had sad the
Reects would be left on an Earth-type planet but where could it be? The Dunbar Expedition had
explored across five hundred light-years of space and had found only one Earth-type world: Athena.

The Gerns were dmogt to her door when she had finished and she heard them enter the compartments
across from her own. There came the hard, curt questions and the command: "Outsde—hurry!"™ A
woman said something in pleading question and there was the soft thud of a blow and the words
"Outsde—do not ask p. 10 questions” A moment later she heard the woman going down the corridor,
trying to hold back her crying.

Then the Gerns were a her own door.

She hdd Billy's hand and waited for them with her heart hammering. She hed her head high and
composed hersdf with dl the determination she could mugter so that the arrogant Gerns would not see
thet she was afraid. Billy stood beside her astdl as his five years would permit, his teddy bear under his
am, and only the way his hand held to hers showed that he, too, was scared.

The door was flung open and two Gerns strode in.

Thewere big, dark men, with powerful, bulging muscles. They surveyed her and the room with a quick
sweep of eyesthat were like glittering obsidian, their mouths thin, crud dashesin the flat, brutd planes of
their faces.

"Your name?"' snapped the one who carried a shesf of occupation records.

"It's'—she tried to swdlow the quaver in her voice and make it cool and unfrightened—"Irene Lois
Humbolt—Mrs. Dae Humbolt."

The Gern glanced at the papers. "Where is your husband?"
"He wasin the X-ray room a—"

"You are a Rgect. Out—down the corridor with the others."
"My husband—will he be a—"

"Outside!"

It was the tone of voice that had preceded the blow in the other compartment and the Gern took a quick
step toward her. She seized the two bags in one hand, not wanting to release Billy, and swung back to
hurry out into the corridor. The other Gern jerked one of the bags from her hand and flung it to the floor.
"Only one bag per person,” he said, and gave her an impatient shove that sent her and Billy sumbling
through the doorway.



She became part of the Regjects who were being herded like sheep down the corridors and into the port
arlock. There were many children among them, the young ones frightened and crying, and often with only
one parent or an older brother or Sgter to take care of them. And there p. 11 were many young ones who
hed no one at dl and were dependent upon strangers to take their hands and tel them what they must do.

When she was passing the corridor thet led to the X-ray room she saw a group of Rejects being herded
up it. Dale was not among them and she knew, then, that she and Billy would never see him again.

"Out from the ship—faster—faster——"

The commands of the Gern guards snapped like whips around them as she and the other Reects
crowded and stumbled down the boarding ramp and out onto the rocky ground. There was the pull of a
terrible gravity such as she had never experienced and they were in a bleak, barren vdley, a cold wind
moaning down it and whipping the dkali dugt in bitter clouds. Around the valley stood ragged hills, their
white tops laying out streamers of wind-driven snow, and the sky was dark with sunset.

"Out from the ship—faster——"

It was hard to wak fast in the high gravity, carrying the bag in one hand and holding up dl of Billy's
weight she could with the other.

"They lied to ud™ aman beside her said to someone. "Let's turn and fight. Let's take——"

A Gern blaster cracked with avivid blue flash and the man plunged lifdessly to the ground. She flinched
indinctivdy and fdl over an unseen rock, the bag of precious clothes flying from her hand. She scrambled
up agan, her left knee half numb, and turned to retrieveit.

The Gern guard was dready upon her, his blaster dill in his hand. "Out from the ship—fadter.”
The barrd of his blaster lashed across the Sde of her head. "Move on—move on!™

She staggered in a blinding blaze of pain and then hurried on, holding tight to Billy's hand, the wind cutting
like knives of ice through her thin clothes and blood running in a trickle down her cheek.

"Hehit you," Billy said. "He hurt you." Then he caled the Gern a name tha five-year-old boys were not
p. 12 supposed to know, with a savagery that five-year-old boys were not supposed to possess.

When she stopped at the outer fringe of Rgects she saw that dl of them were out of the cruiser and the
guards were going back into it. A hdf mile down the vdley the other cruiser stood, the Regjects out from it
and its boarding ramps aready withdrawn.

When she had buttoned Billy's blouse tighter and wiped the blood from her face the fird blast of the
drives came from the farther cruiser. The nearer one blasted a moment later and they lifted together, tharr
roaring filling the valey. They climbed faster and faster, dwindling as they went. Then they disappeared in
the black sky, their roaring faded away, and there was left only the moaning of the wind around her and
somewhere a child crying.

And somewhere a voice asking, "Where are we? In the name of God—what have they done to us?'

She looked at the snow streaming from the ragged hills fdt the hard pull of the gravity, and knew where



they were. They were on Ragnarok, the hdl-world of 1.5 gravity and fierce beasts and raging fevers
where men could not survive. The name came from an old Teutonic myth and meant: The last day for
gods and men. The Dunbar Expedition had discovered Ragnarok and her father had told her of it, of
how it hed killed Sx of the eight men who had left the ship and would have killed dl of them if they had
remaned any longer.

She knew where they were and she knew the Gerns had lied to them and would never send a ship to
take them to Earth. Their abandonment there had been intended as a death sentence for dl of them.

And Dde was gone and she and Billy would die helpless and aone....

"It will be dark—so soon.” Billy's voice shook with the cold. “If Daddy can't find usin the dark, what will
we do?'

"I don't know," she said. "There's no one to help us and how can | know—uwhat we should do——"

She was from the city. How could she know what to do on an dien, hodile world where armed
explorers had died? She had tried to be brave before the Gerns but p. 13 now—now night was at hand
and out of it would come terror and degth for hersdf and Billy. They would never see Dde again, never
see Athena or Earth or even the dawn on the world that had killed them....

Shetried not to cry, and failed. Billy's cold little hand touched her own, trying to reassure her.
"Dont cry, Mama. | guess—I| guess everybody eseis scared, too."
Everyone ese....

She was not done. How could she have thought she was done? All around her were others, as hdpless
and uncertain as she. Her story was only one out of four thousand.

"I guess they are, Billy," she said. "I never thought of that, before.”

She kndlt to put her ams around him, thinking: Tears and fear are futile weapons, they can never
bring us any tomorrows. WEIl have to fight whatever comes to kill us no matter how scared we
are. For ourselves and for our children. Above all else, for our children....

"I'm going back to find our clothes," she said. "You wait here for me, in the shelter of that rock, and |
won't be gone long."

Then she told im what he would be too young to redly understand.

"I'm not going to cry any more and | know, now, what | must do. I'm going to make sure that there is a
tomorrow for you, aways, to the last breath of my life”

The bright blue star dimmed and the others faded away. Dawn touched the sky, bringing with it a
coldness that frosted the sted of the rifle in John Prentisss hands and formed beads of ice on his gray
mustache. There was a dirring in the area behind him as the weary Rejects prepared to face the new day
and the sound of a child whimpering from the cold. There had been no time the evening before to gather
wood for fires——



"Prowlers!"

Thewarning cry came from an outer guard and black shadows were suddenly sweeping out of the dark
dawn.

They were things that might have been hdf walf, p. 14 hdf tiger; each of them three hundred pounds of
incredible ferocity with eyes blazing like ydlow firein their white-fanged tiger-wolf faces. They came like
the wind, in a flowing black wave, and ripped through the outer guard line as though it had not existed.
The inner guards fired in a chattering roll of gunshots, trying to turn them, and Prentisss rifle licked out
pae tongues of flane as he added his own fire. The prowlers came on, breaking through, but part of
them went down and the others were swerved by the fire so that they struck only the outer edge of the
area where the Reects were grouped.

At that distance they blended into the dark ground so that he could not find them in the Sghts of hisrifle
He could only watch helplesdy and see a dark-haired woman caught in their path, trying to run with a
child in her arms and dready knowing it was too late. A man was running toward her, dow in the high
gravity, an axe in his hands and his curang a raging, savage snarl. For a moment her white face was
turned in hdpless apped to him and the others;, then the prowlers were upon her and she fdl,
deliberately, going to the ground with her child hugged in her arms benegth her so that her body would
protect it.

The prowlers passed over her, pausing for an indant to dash the life from her, and raced on again. They
vanished back into the outer darkness, the farther guards firing futildy, and there was a sllence but for the
distant, hysterica sobbing of a woman.

It had happened within seconds; the fifth prowler attack that night and the mildest.

Full dawn had come by the time he replaced the guards killed by the lagt attack and made the rounds of
the other guard lines. He came back by the place where the prowlers had killed the woman, waking
weaily againg the pull of gravity. She lay with her dark hair tumbled and stained with blood, her white
face turned up to the reddening sky, and he saw her dearly for the fird time.

It was Irene.
p. 15
He stopped, gripping the cold sted of the rifle and not feding the rear Sght as it cut into his hand.

Irene.... He had not known she was on Ragnarok. He had not seen her in the darkness of the night and
he had hoped she and Billy were safe among the Acceptables with Dale.

There was the sound of footsteps and a bold-faced girl in a red skirt stopped beside him, her glance
going over him curioudy.

"Thelittle boy," he asked, "do you know if he'sdl right?'
"The prowlers cut up hisface but hell be dl right," she said. "I came back after his clothes.”

"Areyou going to look after im?'



"Someone has to and'—she shrugged her shoulders—"I guess | was soft enough to eect mysdf for the
job. Why—was his mother a friend of yours?'

"She was my daughter,” he said.

"Oh." For a moment the bold, brassy look was gone from her face, like a mask that had dipped. "I'm
sorry. And I'll take care of Billy."

The firg objection to his assumption of leadership occurred an hour later. The prowlers had withdrawn
with the coming of full daylight and wood had been carried from the trees to build fires. Mary, one of the
volunteer cooks, was asking two men to carry her some water when he approached. The smdler man
picked up one of the dumsy containers, hedtily improvised from canvas, and started toward the creek.
The other, abig, thick-chested man, did not move.

"WEell have to have water,” Mary said. "People are hungry and cold and sck.”
The man continued to sgquat by the fire, his hands extended to its warmth. "Name someone ese" he said.
"BlJt n

She looked a Prentiss in uncertainty. He went to the thick-chested man, knowing there would be
violence and welcoming it as something to help drive away the vison of Irene's pae, cold face under the

red sky.
"She asked you to get her some water,” he sad. "Get it."
p. 16

The man looked up a him, sudying him with deliberate insolence, then he got to his feet, his heavy
shoulders hunched chdlengingly.

"Il have to set you draight, old timer," he said. "No one has appointed you the head cheese around here.
Now, there's the container you warnt filled and over theré'—he made a amdl mation with one hand—"is
the creek. Do you know whét to do?'

"Yes" hesad. "l know what to do."

He brought the butt of the rifle smashing up. It struck the man under the chin and there was a sharp
cracking sound as his jawbone snapped. For a fraction of a second there was an expresson of stupefied
amazement on his face then his eyes glazed and he dumped to the ground with his broken jaw setting
askew.

"All right,”" he said to Mary. "Now you go ahead and name somebody dse"

He found that the prowlers had killed seventy during the night. One hundred more had died from the Hell
Fever tha often followed exposure and killed within an hour.



He went the hdf mile to the group that had arrived on the second cruiser as soon as he had esten a
delayed breskfast. He saw, before he had quite reached the other group, that the Constellation's
Lieutenant Commander, Vincent Lake, wasin charge of it.

Lake, atdl, hard-jawed man with pae blue eyes under pale brows, waked forth to meet him as soon as
he recognized him.

"Glad to see youre dill dive™ Lake greeted him. "'l thought that second Gern blast got you dong with the
others"

"I was vigting midship and wasn't home when it happened,” he said.

He looked at Lake's group of Reects, in their misery and uncertainty so much like his own, and asked,
"How wasit lagt night?'

"Bad—damned bad," Lake sad. "Prowlers and Hdl Fever, and no wood for fires. Two hundred died
last night.”

p.17

"I came down to seeif anyone was in charge here and to tdl them that well have to move into the woods
a once—today. Well have plenty of wood for the fires there, some protection from the wind, and by
combining our defenses we can stand off the prowlers better.”

Lake agreed. When the brief discusson of plans was finished he asked, "How much do you know about
Ragnarok?'

"Not much," Prentiss answered. "We didn't stay to study it very long. There are no heavy metds on
Ragnarok's other sun. Its postion in the advance of the resources of any vaue. We gave Ragnarok a
quick survey and when the sSxth man died we marked it on the chart as uninhabitable and went on our

way.

"Asyou probably know, that bright blue star is Ragnarok's other sun. It's postion in the advance of the
ydlow sun shows the season to be early soring. When summer comes Ragnarok will swing between the
two suns and the heat will be something no humean has ever endured. Nor the cold, when winter comes.

"I know of no edible plants, dthough there might be some. There are a few species of rodent-like
animas—they're scavengers—and a herbivore we cdled the woods goat. The prowlers are the dominant
form of life on Ragnarok and | suspect their intdligence is a good ded higher than we would like it to be.
There will be a congtant battle for surviva with them.

"Therés another animd, not as intdligent as the prowlers but just as dangerous—the unicorn. The
unicorns are big and fast and they trave in herds. | haven't seen any here so fa—I hope we don't. At the
lower devations are the swamp crawlers. They're unadulterated nightmares. | hope they don't go to these
higher devations in the summer. The prowlers and the Hel Fever, the gravity and heat and cold and
garvation, will be enough for usto have to fight."

"I see" Lake sad. He gmiled, a gmile tha was as blesk as moonlignt on an arctic glacier.
"Earth-type—remember the promise the Gerns made the Rejects?' He looked p. 18 out across the camp,
a the show whipping from the frodty hills at the dead and the dying, and a little girl trying vanly to
awaken her brother.

"They were condemned, without reason, without a chance to live" he said. "So many of them are 0
young ... and when you're young it's too soon to have to die”



Prentiss returned to his own group. The dead were buried in shdlow graves and inventory was taken of
the promised "ample supplies”” These were only the few persond possessions the Rejects had been
permitted to take plus a smal amount of food the Gerns had taken from the Constellation's stores. The
Gerns had been forced to provide the Rgects with a least a little food—had they openly Ieft them to
garve, the Acceptables, whose families were among the Rejects, might have rebelled.

Inventory of the fireerms and ammunition showed the total to be discouragingly smdl. They would have
to learn how to make and use bows and arrows as soon as possible.

With the firg party of guards and workmen following him, Prentiss went to the tributary valley that
emptied into the centrd valey a mile to the north. It was as good a camp ste as could be hoped for;
wide and thickly spotted with groves of trees, a creek running down its center.

The workmen began the construction of shelters and he climbed up the side of the nearer hill. He reached
its top, his breath coming fagt in the gravity that was the equivadent of a burden hdf his own weight, and
saw what the surrounding terrain was like.

To the south, beyond the barren valey, the land could be seen dropping initslong sweep to the southern
lowlands where the unicorns and swamp crawlers lived. To the north the hills dimbed gently for miles,
then ended under the steeply doping face of an immense plateau. The plateau reached from western to
eastern horizon, gill white with the snows of winter and looming so high above the world below that the
clouds brushed it and haf obscured it.

He went back down the hill as Lake's men appeared. p.19 They started work on what would be a
continuation of his own camp and he told Lake what he had seen from the hill.

"We're between the lowlands and the highlands” he said. "Thiswill be as near to a temperate dtitude as
Ragnarok has. We survive here—or else. There's no other place for usto go.”

An overcast darkened the sky at noon and the wind died down to dmost nothing. There was a feding of
wating tengon in the ar and he went back to the Regjects, to speed their move into the woods. They
were dready going in scattered groups, accompanied by prowler guards, but there was no organization
and it would be too long before the lagt of them were safdy in the new camp.

He could not be two places a once—he needed a subleader to oversee the move of the Regects and
their possessions into the woods and their placement after they got there.

He found the man he wanted aready hdping the Reects get darted: a thin, quiet man named Henry
Anders who had fought wdl againg the prowlers the night before, even though his determination had
been greater than his marksmanship. He was the type people indinctivey liked and trusted; a good
choice for the subleader whose job it would be to handle the multitude of details in camp while he,
Prentiss, and a second subleader he would sdlect, handled the defense of the camp and the hunting.

"I don't like this overcast," he told Anders. "Something's brewing. Get everyone moved and a work
hdping build shelters as soon as you can."”

"I can have mogt of them there within an hour or two,"” Anders said. "Some of the older people, though,
will have to take it dow. This gravity—it's dready getting the hearts of some of them.”



"How are the children taking the gravity?' he asked.

"The babies and the very young—it's hard to tdl about them yet. But the children from about four on up
ot tired quickly, go to deep, and when they wake up they've sort of bounced back out of it."

"Maybe they can adapt to some extent to this gravity." p.20 He thought of what Lake had sad tha
moming: SO many of them are so young ... and when you're young it's too soon to have to die.
"Maybe the Gerns made a misake—maybe Terran children aren't as easy to kill as they thought. It's
your job and mine and others to give the children the chance to prove the Gerns wrong.”

He went his way again to pass by the place where dulia, the girl who had become Billy's foster-mother,
was preparing to go to the new camp.

It was the second time for him to see Billy that morning. The firg time Billy had ill been stunned with
orief, and at the 9ght of his grandfather he had been unable to keep from breaking.

"The Gern hit her," he had sobbed, his torn face bleeding anew as it twisted in crying. "He hurt her, and
Daddy was gone and then—and then the other things killed her——"

But now he had had a little time to accept what had happened and he was changed. He was someone
much older, dmost aman, trapped for awhilein the body of a five-year-old boy.

"I guessthisisdl, Billy," Juliawas saying as she gathered up her scanty possessions and Irene's bag. "Get
your teddy bear and well go."

Billy went to his teddy bear and knelt down to pick it up. Then he stopped and sad something that
sounded like "No." He lad the teddy bear back down, wiping a little dust from its face as in a last
gedture of farewdl, and stood up to face Julia empty-handed.

"I don't think I'll want to play with my teddy bear any more” he said. "I don't think I'll ever want to play
a dl anymore.”

Then he went to walk beside her, leaving his teddy bear lying on the ground behind him and with it
leaving forever the tears and laughter of childhood.

The overcast degpened, and at midafternoon dark storm clouds came driving in from the west. Efforts
were intendfied to complete the move before the sorm broke, both in his section of the camp and in
Lake's. The shelters would be of critical importance and they were being built p. 21 of the materids most
quickly available, dead limbs, brush, and the limited amount of canvas and blankets the Rejects had.
They would be inadequate protection but there was no time to build anything better.

It seemed only a few minutes until the black clouds were overhead, ralling and racing at an incredible
veocity. With them came the deep roar of the high wind that drove them and the wind on the ground
began to dir restlesdy in response, like some mongter awakening to the cdl of its kind.

Prentiss knew dready who he wanted as his other subleader. He found him hard a work heping build
sheters, Howard Craig, a powerfully muscled man with a face as hard and grim as a diff of granite. It
had been Craig who had tried to save Irene from the prowlers tha moming with only an axe as a

weapon.



Prentiss knew him dightly—and Craig il did not know Irene had been his daughter. Craig had been one
of the fidd engineers for what would have been the Athena Geologicd Survey. He had had awife, a frall,
blonde girl who had been the firg of dl to die of Hal Fever the night before, and he Hill had thar three
grdl children.

"WEell stop with the shelters we dready have built," he told Craig. "It will take dl the time I€ft to us to
reinforce them againg the wind. | need someone to hdp me, in addition to Anders. You're the one |
want.

"Send some young and fast-moving men back to last night's camp to cut dl the strips of prowler skins
they can get. Everything about the shelters will have to be lashed down to something solid. See if you can
find some experienced outdoorsmen to help you check the jobs.

"And tdl Anders that women and children only will be placed in the shelters. There will be no room for
anyone dse and if ay man, no matter what the excuse, crowds out a woman or child I'll persondly kill
him."

"You needn't bother," Craig said. He amiled with savage mirthlessness. "I'll be glad to take care of any
such incidents.”

Prentiss saw to it that the piles of wood for the guard fires were ready to be lighted when the time came.
He ordered dl guards to their sations, there to get what rest p. 22 they could. They would have no rest at
dl after darkness came.

He met Lake at the north end of his own group's camp, where it merged with Lake's group and no guard
line was needed. Lake told hm that his camp would be as wdl prepared as possble under the
circumstances within another hour. By then the wind in the trees was growing swiftly stronger, dapping
harder and harder at the shelters, and it seemed doubtful that the sorm would hold off for an hour.

But Lake was given his hour, plus hdf of another. Then deep dusk came, dthough it was not quite
sundown. Prentiss ordered dl the guard fires lighted and dl the women and children into the shdlters.
Fifteen minutes later the sorm findly broke.

It came as a roaring downpour of cold ran. Complete darkness came with it and the wind rose to a
veodity that made the trees lean. An hour went by and the wind increased, amashing at the shelterswith a
violence they had not been built to withstand. The prowler skin lashings held but the canvas and blankets
were ripped into streamers that cracked like rifle shots in the wind before they were torn completely
loose and flung into the night.

One by one the guard fires went out and the rain continued, growing colder and driven in amost
horizonta sheets by the wind. The women and children huddled in chilled misery in what meager
protection the torn shelters gill gave and there was nothing that could be done to hep them.

Theran turned to snow at midnight, a howling blizzard through which Prentiss's light could penetrate but
afew feet as he made his rounds. He waked with dogging weariness, forcing himsdf on. He was no
longer young—he was fifty—and he had had little rest.

He had known, of course, that successful leadership would involve more sacrifice on his part than on the
part of those he led. He could have shunned respongbility and his persona welfare would have benefited.
He had lived on dien worlds dmogt hdf his life with a rifle and a knife he could have lived, until
Ragnarok findly killed him, with much less effort than that required of him as p. 23 leader. But such an
action had been repugnant to him, unthinkable. What he knew of surviva on hodtile worlds might help the
others to survive.



So he had assumed command, tolerating no objections and disregarding the fact that he would be
shortening his dready short time to live on Ragnarok. It was, he supposed, some old indinct that forbade
theindividua to stand asde and let the group die.

The snow stopped an hour later and the wind died to a frigid moaning. The clouds thinned, broke apart,
and the giant star looked down upon the land with its cold, blue light.

The prowlers came then.

They feinted againg the east and west guard lines, then hit the south line in massed, ferocious attack.
Twenty got through, past the daughtered south guards, and charged into the interior of the camp. As they
did so the cdll, prearranged by himin case of such an event, went up the guard lines

"Emergency guards, east and west—closein!"

In the camp, above the triumphant, demoniac yammering of the prowlers, came the screams of women,
the thinner cries of children, and the shouting and cursing of men as they tried to fight the prowlers with
knives and clubs. Then the emergency guards—every third man from the east and west lines—came
plunging through the snow, firing as they came.

The prowlers launched themselves away from their victims and toward the guards, leaving a woman to
sagger amlesdy with blood spurting from a severed artery and splashing dark in the galight on the
blue-white snow. The ar was filled with the cracking of gunfire and the deep, savage snaling of the
prowlers. Half of the prowlers broke through, leaving seven dead guards behind them. The others lay in
the snow where they had fdlen and the surviving emergency guards turned to hurry back to ther sations,
reloading as they went.

The wounded woman had crumpled down in the snow and a fird ad man kndt over her. He
graightened, sheking his head, and joined the others as they searched for injured among the prowlers
vidims

p.24

They found no injured; only the dead. The prowlers killed with grim efficiency.

"\_bhl’"l n

John Chiara, the young doctor, hurried toward him. His dark eyes were worried behind his frosted
glasses and his eyebrows were coated with ice.

"The wood is soaked,” he said. "It's going to be some time before we can get fires going. There are
babies that will freeze to death before then.”

Prentiss looked a the prowlerslying in the snow and motioned toward them. "They're warm. Have ther
guts and lungs taken out."

"WI‘H n
Then Chiaras eyes lighted with comprehension and he hurried away without further questions.
Prentiss went on, to make the rounds of the guards. When he returned he saw that his order had been



obeyed.

The prowlerslay in the snow as before, ther savage faces dill twisted in their dying snarls, but shug and
warm ingde them babies dept.

The prowlers attacked again and agan and when the wan sun lifted to shine down on the white, frozen
land there were five hundred dead in Prentisss camp: three hundred by Hel Fever and two hundred by
prowler attacks.

Fve hundred—and that had been only one night on Ragnarok.

Lake reported over Sx hundred dead. "I hope" he sad with bitter hatred, "tha the Gerns dept
comfortably last night.”

"WEell have to build awdl around the camp to hold out the prowlers,” Prentiss said. "We don't dare keep
usng up what little ammunition we have at the rate we've used it the last two nights™

"That will be abig job in this gravity,” Lake said. "WEell have to crowd both groups in together to let its
circumference be as smdl as possble.”

It was the way Prentiss had planned to do it. One thing would have to be settled with Lake: there could
not p. 25 be two independent |eaders over the merged groups.

Lake, waching him, said, "I think we can get dong. Alien worlds are your specidty rather than mine
And according to the Ragnarok law of averages, there will be only one of us pretty soon, anyway."

All were moved to the center of the camp area that day and when the prowlers came that night they
found aring of guards and fires through which they could penetrate only with heavy sacrifices.

There was warmth to the sun the next morning and the snow began to mdt. Work was commenced on
the stockade wall. It would have to be twelve feet high so the prowlers could not jump over it and, since
the prowlers had the sharp claws and dimbing ability of cats, its top would have to be surmounted with a
row of sharp outward-and-downward projecting stakes. These would be set in sockets in the top ral
and tied down with strips of prowler skin.

The trees east of camp were festooned for a great distance with the remnants of canvas and cloth the
wind had left there. A party of boys, protected by the usud prowler guards, was sent out to dimb the
trees and recover it. All of it, down to the samdlest fragment, was turned over to the women who were
physcdly incapable of heping work on the stockade wadl. They began patiently sewing the rags and
tatters back into usable form again.

The firg hunting party went out and returned with sx of the tawny-ydlow sharp-horned woods goats,
each as large as an Earth deer. The hunters reported the woods goats to be hard to stalk and dangerous
when cornered. One hunter was killed and another injured because of not knowing that.

They dso brought in afew of the rabbit-sized scavenger animds. They were dl legs and teeth and brigtly
fur, the meat dmogt inedible. 1t would be a waste of the limited ammunition to shoot any more of them.

There was a black barked tree which the Dunbar Expedition had cdled the lance tree because of its
dender, draghtly outthrust limbs. Its wood was as hard as hickory and as quringy as cedar. Prentiss



found two amateur archers who were sure they could make efficent bows p.26 and arrows out of the
lance tree limbs. He gave them the job, together with helpers.

The days turned suddenly hot, with nights that ill went below freezing. The Hdl Fever took a constant,
relentless toll. They needed adequate shelters—but the dwinding supply of ammunition and the nightly
prowler attacks made the need for a stockade wal even more imperative. The shelters would have to
wait.

He went looking for Dr. Chiara one evening and found him just leaving one of the makeshift shelters.

A boy lay indde it, his face flushed with Hell Fever and his eyes too bright and too dark as he looked up
into the face of his mother who sat beside him. She was dry-eyed and slent as she looked down a him
but she was holding his hand in hers, tightly, desperately, as though she might that way somehow keep
him from leaving her.

Prentiss walked beside Chiara and when the shelter was behind them he asked, "There's no hope?’
"Nong" Chiara said. "There never iswith Hdll Fever."

Chiara had changed. He was no longer the stocky, cheerful man he had been on the Constellation,
whose brown eyes had smiled at the world through thick glasses and who had laughed and joked as he
assured his patients that dl would soon be wdl with them. He was thin and his face was haggard with
worry. He had, in his quiet way, been fuly as vdiant as any of those who had fought the prowlers. He
hed worked day and night to fight a form of desth he could not see and againgt which he had no weapon.

"The boy is dying," Chiara said. "He knows it and his mother knows it. | told them the medicine | gave
him might help. It was alig, to try to make it a little easier for both of them before the end comes. The
medicine | gave him was a st tablet—that's dl | have."

And then, with the firg bitterness Prentiss had ever seen him display, Chiara said, "You cdl me 'Doctor.’
Everyone does. I'm not—I'm only a first-year intern. | do the best | know how to do but it isnt
enough—it will never be enough.”

"What you have to learn here is something no Earth doctor knows or could teach you," he said. "You
have to p. 27 have time to learn—and you need equipment and drugs™

"If I could have antibiotics and other drugs ... | wanted to get a supply from the dispensary but the Gerns
wouldn't let me go."

"Some of the Ragnarok plants might be of vaue if a person could find the right ones. | just came from a
tak with Anders about that. Hell provide you with anything possible in the way of equipment and
supplies for research—anything in the camp you need to try to save lives. Hell be a your shdter tonight
to see what you want. Do you want to try it?"

"Yes—of course" Chiaras eyes lighted with new hope. "It might take a long time to find a cure—maybe
we never would—but 1'd like to have hdp so | could try. I'd like to be able, some day once again, to say
to a scared kid, "Take this medicine and in the morning youll be better,’ and know | told the truth.”

The nightly prowler attacks continued and the supply of ammunition diminished. It would be some time
before men were silled in the use of the bows and arrows that were being made; and work on the wal
was pushed ahead with dl speed possible. No one was exempt from labor on it who could as much as
carry the pointed stakes. Children down to the youngest worked aongside the men and women.

The work was made many times more exhauding by the 1.5 gravity. People moved heavily at ther jobs



and even a night there was no surcease from the gravity. They could only go into a comalike degp in
which there was no red rest and from which they awoke tired and aching. Each morning there would be
some who did not awaken at dl, though therr hearts had been sound enough for working on Earth or
Athena

Thekilling labor was recognized as necessary, however, and there were no complaints until the morming
he was accosted by Peter Bemmon.

He had seen Bemmon severa times on the Constellation; a big, soft-faced man who had attached much
importance to hisrole as aminor member of the Athena Planning Board. But even on the Constellation
Bemmon had fdt he merited a 4ill higher podtion, and his ingraiating p. 28 attitude when before his
superiors had become one of fault-finding ingnuations concerning their ability as compared with his when
thar backs were turned.

This resentment had taken new form on Ragnarok, where his former podtion was of utterly no
importance to anyone and his lack of any sills or outdoor experience made him only one worker among
others.

The sun was shining mercilesdy hot the day Bemmon chose to chdlenge Prentisss wisdom as leader.
Bemmon was cuitting and sharpening stakes, a job the sometimes-too-lenient Anders had given him when
Bemmon had inggted his heart was on the verge of falure from doing heavier work. Prentiss was in a
hurry and would have gone on past him but Bemmon hated him with a sharp command:

"You—wait aminute"

Bemmon had a hatchet in his hand, but only one stake lay on the ground; and his face was red with
anger, not exertion. Prentiss stopped, wondering if Bemmon was going to ask for a broken jaw, and
Bemmon came to him.

"How long," Bemmon asked, anger making his voice a little thick, "do you think I'll tolerate this absurd
gtuaion?'

"Whéat gtuation?' Prentiss asked.

"This supid ingstence upon confining me to manud labor. I'm the Sngle member on Ragnarok of the
Athena Planning Board and surely you can see that this bumbling confusion of these people'—Bemmon
indicated the hurrying, laboring men, women and children around them—"can be transformed into
efficient, organized effort only through proper supervison. Yet my abilities dong such lines are ignored
and I've been forced to work as a common laborer—a wood chopper!”

He flung the hatchet down vidoudy, into the rocks at his feet, breathing heavily with resentment and
chdlenge. "I demand the respect to which I'm entitled.”

"Look," Prentiss said.

He pointed to the group just then going past them. A sixteen-year-old girl was bent dmost double under
the weight of the pole she was carrying, her once pretty face flushed and sweseting. Behind her two
twelve-year-old p.29 boys were dragging a dill larger pole. Behind them came severa smdl children,
each of them carrying as many of the pointed stakes as he or she could wak under, no matter if it was
only one. All of them were trying to hurry, to accomplish as much as possible, and no one was
complaning even though they were dready staggering with weariness.

"So you think you're entitled to more respect?' Prentiss asked. "Those kids would work harder if you



were giving them orders from under the shade of a tree—is that what you want?"

Bemmon's lips thinned and hatred was like a sheen on his face. Prentiss looked from the sngle stake
Bemmon had cut that morning to Bemmon's white, unblistered hands. He looked at the hatchet that
Bemmon had thrown down in the rocks and at the V notch broken in its keen-edged blade. It had been
the best of the very few hatchets they had....

"The next time you even nick that hatchet I'm going to split your skull withit," he said. "Pick it up and get
back to work. I mean work. Youll have broken blisters on every finger tonight or youll go on the
log-carrying force tomorrow. Now, move”

What Bemmon had thought to be his wrath deserted him before Prentisss fury. He stooped to obey the
order but the hatred remained on his face and when the hatchet was in his hands he made a lagt attempt
to bluger:

"The day may come when well refuse to tolerate any longer your sadigtic displays of authority.”

"Good," Prentiss said. "Anyone who doesn't like my syle is welcome to try to change it—or to try to
replace me. With knives or clubs, rifles or broken hatchets, Bemmon—any way you want it and any time
you want it."

"l——" Bemmon's eyes went from the hatchet in his hdf raised hand to the long knife in Prentisss belt.
He swallowed with a convulsve jerk of his Adam's apple and his hatchet-bearing am suddenly wilted. "I
don't want to fight—to replace you——"

He swalowed again and his face forced itsdf into a Sckly attempt at an ingratiating smile. "l didn't mean
p. 30 to imply any disrespect for you or the good job you're doing. I'm very sorry.”

Then he hurried away, like a men glad to escape, and began to chop stakes with amazing speed.

But the sullen hatred had not been conceded by the ingratiating amile; and Prentiss knew Bemmon was a
men who would aways be his enemy.

The days dragged by in the weary routine, but overworked muscles dowly strengthened and people
moved with alittle less laborious effort. On the twentieth day the wal was findly completed and the camp
was prowler proof.

But the soring wesather was a mad succession of heat and cold and storm that caused the Hell Fever to
take its toll each day and there was no relaxation from the gruding labor. Weatherproof shdlters had to
be built as rapidly as possible.

So the work of condructing them began; wearily, sometimes amost hopelessly, but without complaint
other than to hate and curse the Gerns more than ever.

There was no more trouble from Bemmon; Prentiss had dmogt forgotten him when he was publicy
chdlenged one night by a burly, threstening man named Haggar.

"Youve bragged that youll fight any man who dares disagree with you,” Haggar said loudly. "Wéll, here |
am. Well use knives and before they even have time to bury you tonight I'm goin' to have your stooges
kicked out and replaced with men wholl give us competent leadership ingead of blunderin'



authoritarianiam.”

Prentiss noticed that Haggar seemed to have allittle difficulty pronouncing the last word, as though he had
learned it only recently.

"Il be glad to accommodate you," Prentiss said mildly. "Go get yoursdf a knife”

Haggar aready had one, along-bladed butcher knife, and the dudl began. Haggar was surprisngly adept
with hisknife but he had never had the training and experience in combat that interstellar explorers such
as Prentiss had. Haggar was good, but considerably far from good enough.

p.31

Prentiss did not kill him. He had no compunctions about doing such a thing, but it would have been an
unnecessary waste of needed manpower. He gave Haggar a carefully panful and bloody lesson that
thoroughly banished dl his lugt for conflict without serioudy injuring him. The dud was over within a
minute after it began.

Bemmon, who had witnessed the chdlenge with keen interest and then watched Haggar's defeat with
agitation, became excessvely friendly and flattering toward Prentiss afterward. Prentiss fdt sure, dthough
he had no proof, that it had been Bemmon who had spurred the smple-minded Haggar into chalenging
hmto adud.

If s0, the Sght of what had happened to Haggar mugt have effectivdly dampened Bemmon's desire for
revenge because he became dmost a modd worker.

As Lake had predicted, he and Prentiss worked together well. Lake camly took a secondary role, not at
dl interested in possession of authority but only in the surviva of the Rejects. He spoke of the surrender
of the Constellation only once, to say:

"I knew there could be only Ragnarok in this section of space. | had to order four thousand people to go
like sheep to what was to be their place of execution so that four thousand more could live as daves.
That wasmy lagt act as an officer.”

Prentiss suspected that Lake found it impossble not to blame himsdf subconscioudy for what
circumstances had forced him to do. It was irrationd—but conscientious men were quite often a little
irraiond in their sense of responghility.

Lake had two subleaders: a genid, red-haired man named Ben Barber, who would have been a farmer

on Athena but who made a good subleader on Ragnarok; and a lithe, cat-like man named Karl
Schroeder.

Schroeder damed to be twenty-four but not even the scars on his face could make him look more than
twenty-one. He amiled often, a little too often. Prentiss had seen amiles like that before. Schroeder was
the type who could smile while he killed a marn—and he probably had.

But, if Schroeder was a born fighter and perhaps killer, p.32 they were characteristics that he expended
entirdy upon the prowlers. He was Lake's right hand man; a deadly marksman and utterly without fear.

One evening, when Lake had given Schroeder some indructions concerning the next day's activities,



Schroeder answered him with the half-mocking smile and the words, "I'll see that it's done, Commander.”

"Not 'Commander," Lake said. "I—dl of us—left our ranks, titles and honors on the Constellation. The
past is dead for us™

"I see" Schroeder said. The amile faded away and he looked into Lake's eyes as he asked, "And what
about our past dishonors, disgraces and such?'

"They were left on the Constellation, too," Lake said. "If anyone wants dishonor hell have to earn it dl
over agan.”

"That sounds fair," Schroeder said. "That sounds as far as anyone could ever ask for."

He turned away and Prentiss saw what he had noticed before: Schroeder's black har was coming out
light brown at the roots. It was a color that would better match his light complexion and it was the color
of har that a man named Schrader, wanted by the police on Venus, had had.

Hair could be dyed, identification cards could be forged—buit it was dl something Prentiss did not care
to pry into until and if Schroeder gave him reason to. Schroeder was a hard and dangerous man, despite
his youth, and sometimes men of that type, when the chips were down, exhibited a higher sense of duty
then the soft men who spoke pioudy of respect for Society—and then were afraid to face danger to
protect the society and the people they damed to respect.

A lone prowler came on the eventh night following the wall's completion. It came silently, in the dead of
night, and it learned how to reach in and tear gpart the leather lashings that hed the pointed stakes in
place and then jerk the stakes out of their sockets. It was seen asit was removing the third stake—which
would have made a large enough opening for it to come through—and shot. p.33 It fdl back and
managed to escape into the woods, dthough staggering and bleeding.

The next night the stockade was attacked by dozens of prowlers who smultaneoudy began removing the
pointed stakes in the same manner employed by the prowler of the night before. Ther attack was turned
back with heavy losses on both sides and with adismayingly large expenditure of precious anmunition.

There could be no doubt about how the band of prowlers had learned to remove the stakes: the prowler
of the night before had told them before it died. It was doubtful that the prowlers had a spoken language,
but they had some means of communication. They worked together and they were highly intdligent,
probably about hafway between dog and man.

The prowlers were going to be an enemy even more formidable than Prentiss had thought.

Themissng stakes were replaced the next day and the others were tied down more securdly. Once again
the camp was prowler proof—but only for so long as armed guards patrolled ingde the wals to kill
attacking prowlers during the short time it would take them to remove the stakes.

The hunting parties suffered unusudly heavy losses from prowler attacks that day and that evening, as the
guards patrolled ingde the wals, Lake said to Prentiss:

"The prowlers are so damnably persgtent. It isnt that they're hungry—they don't kill us to eat us. They
don't have any reason to kill us—they just hate us™



"They have areason,” Prentiss said. "They're doing the same thing we're doing: fighting for surviva.”
Lake's pae brows lifted in question.

"The prowlers are the rulers of Ragnarok,” Prentiss said. "They fought their way up here, as men did on
Earth, until they're master of every creature on their world. Even of the unicorns and swamp crawlers.
But now weve come and they're intdligent enough to know that we're accustomed to being the dominant
species, oursaves.

"There can't be two dominant species on the same p. 34 world—and they know it. Men or prowlers—in
the end one is going to have to go down before the other.”

" suppose you'reright,” Lake said. He looked a the guards, a fourth of them dready reduced to bows
and arrows that they had not yet had time to learn how to use. "If we win the battle for supremacy it will
be a long fight, maybe over a period of centuries. And if the prowlers win—it may dl be over within a
year or two."

The giant blue star that was the other component of Ragnarok's binary grew swiftly in Sze as it preceded
the ydlow sun farther each morning. When summer came the blue star would be a sun as hot as the
ydlow sun and Ragnarok would be between them. The ydlow sun would burn the land by day and the
blue sun would sear it by the night that would not be night. Then would come the brief fdl, followed by
the long, frozen winter when the ydlow sun would shine pae and cold, far to the south, and the blue sun
would be a star again, two hundred and fifty million miles away and invisble behind the cold ydlow sun.

The Hell Fever lessened with the completion of the shelters but it Hill killed each day. Chiara and his
helpers worked with unfdtering determination to find a cure for it but the cure, if there was one, duded
them. The graves in the cemetery were forty long by forty wide and more were added each day. To dl
the fact became grimly obvious: they were swiftly dying out and they had yet to face Ragnarok at its
worst.

The old survivd indtincts asserted themsdlves and there were marriages among the younger ones. One of
the firs to marry was dulia

She stopped to tak to Prentiss one evening. She 4ill wore the red skirt, now faded and patched, but her
face was tired and thoughtful and no longer bold.

"Isit true, John," she asked, "that only afew of us might be able to have children here and that most of us
who tried to have children in this gravity would die for it?'

"It'strue” he said. "But you adready knew that when you married.”

"Yes ... | knew it" There was a little slence. "All p.35 my life I've had fun and done as | pleased. The
humen race didn't need me and we both knew it. But now—none of us can be apart from the others or
be afrad of anything. If we're sdfish and afraid there will come a time when the last of us will die and
there will be nothing on Ragnarok to show we were ever here.

"I don't want it to end like that. | want there to be children, to live after were gone. So I'm going to try to
have a child. I'm not afrad and | won't be."

When he did not reply at once she said, dmost sdf-conscioudy, "Coming from me that dl sounds a little



dlly, I suppose.”
"It sounds wise and splendid, Julia" he said, "and it's what | thought you were going to say.”

Full soring came and the vegetation burgt into leaf and bud and bloom, quickly, for its growth ingtincts
knew in their mindless way how short was the time to grow and reproduce before the brown death of
summer came. The prowlers were suddenly gone one day, to follow the spring north, and for a week
men could walk and work outside the stockade without the protection of armed guards.

Then the new peril appeared, the one they had not expected: the unicorns.

The stockade wdl was a blue-black rectangle behind them and the blue star burned with the brilliance of
adozen moons, lighting the woods in blue shadow and azure light. Prentiss and the hunter walked a little
infront of the two riflemen, winding to keep in the garlit glades.

"It was on the other side of the next grove of trees,” the hunter said in a low voice. "Fred was getting
ready to bring in the rest of the woods goat. He shouldn't have been more than ten minutes behind
me—and it's been over an hour.”

They rounded the grove of trees. At fird it seemed there was nothing before them but the empty, grassy
glade. Then they saw it lying on the ground no more than twenty feet in front of them.

It was—it had been—a man. He was broken and stamped p.36 into hideous shapeessness and
something had torn off hisarms.

For a moment there was dead slence, then the hunter whispered, "What did that?"

The answer came in a savage, squeding scream and the pound of cloven hooves. A formless shadow
beside the trees materidized into a mongtrous charging bulk; athing like agigantic gray bull, eght feet tal
a the shoulders, with the tusked, snaling head of a boar and the darlight glinting along the curving,
vidous length of its angle horn.

"Unicorn!" Prentiss said, and jerked up hisrifle

Therifles cracked in aragged volley. The unicorn squealed in fury and struck the hunter, catching him on
its horn and hurling him thirty feet. One of the riflemen went down under the unicorn's hooves, his cry
ending dmog as soon asit began.

The unicorn ripped the sod in deep furrows as it whirled back to Prentiss and the remaining rifleman; not
turning in the manner of four-footed beasts of Earth but rearing and spinning on its hind feet. It towered
above them as it whirled, the tip of its horn fifteen feet above the ground and its hooves swinging around
like great clubs.

Prentiss shot again, his sghts on what he hoped would be avitd area, and the rifleman shot an indant
leter.

The shots went true. The unicorn's swing brought it on around but it collapsed, fdling to the ground with
jarring heaviness,

"Wegat it!" therifleman said. "We——"



It haf scrambled to its feet and made a noise; a cdl that went out through the night like the blast of a
mighty trumpet. Then it dropped back to the ground, to die whileits cal was dill echoing from the nearer
hills

From the east came an answering trumpet blast; a trumpeting that was sounded again from the south and
from the north. Then there came alow and muffled drumming, like the pounding of thousands of hooves.

The rifleman’s face was blue-white in the starlight. "The others are coming—well have to run for it!"
p.37

He turned, and began to run toward the distant bulk of the stockade.

"No!" Prentiss commanded, quick and harsh. "Not the stockade!™

Therifleman kept running, seeming not to hear im in his panic. Prentiss caled to him once more:
"Not the stockade—you'll lead the unicorns into it!"

Agan the rifleman seemed not to hear him.

The unicorns were coming in sght, converging in from the north and east and south, the rumble of their
hooves sweling to a thunder that filled the night. The rifleman would reach the stockade only alittle ahead
of them and they would go through the wall as though it had been made of paper.

For alittle while the area ingde the stockade would be filled with dust, with the squeding of the swirling,
charging unicorns and the screams of the dying. Those indde the stockade would have no chance
whatever of escgping. Within two minutes it would be over, the lagt child would have been found among
the shattered shelters and trampled into lifdess shapelessnessin the bloody ground.

Within two minutes dl humean life on Ragnarok would be gone.
There was only one thing for im to do.

He dropped to one knee so his am would be steady and the sghts of his rifle caught the running man's
back. He pressed the trigger and the rifle cracked vicoudy as it bucked againgt his shoulder.

The man spun and fdl hard to the ground. He twisted, to raise hmsdf up alitle and look back, his face
white and accusng and unbdieving.

"You shot me!"
Then hefdl forward and lay without moving.

Prentiss turned back to face the unicorns and to look at the trees in the nearby grove. He saw what he
dready knew, they were young trees and too amdl to offer any escape for him. There was no place to
run, no place to hide.

There was nothing he could do but wait; nothing he could do but stand in the blue garlight and watch the
p.38 devil's herd pound toward him and think, in the las moments of his life, how swiftly and
unexpectedly death could come to man on Ragnarok.



The unicorns held the Regjects prisoners in their stockade the rest of the night and dl the next day. Lake
had seen the shoating of the rifleman and had watched the unicorn herd kill John Prentiss and then
trample the dead riflemen.

He had dready given the order to build a quick series of fires around the ingde of the stockade wadls
when the unicorns paused to tear their victims to pieces, grunting and squeding in triumph as bones
crushed between ther teeth and they flung the pieces to one side.

The fires were started and green wood was thrown on them, to make them smoulder and smoke for as
long as possible. Then the unicorns were coming on to the stockade and every person ingde it went into
the concealment of the shelters.

Lake had dready given hislagt order: There would be absolute quiet until and if the unicorns left; a quiet
thet would be enforced with fig or dub wherever necessary.

The unicorns were dill outsde when morning came. The fires could not be refuded; the sght of a man
moving ingde the stockade would bring the entire herd charging through. The hours dragged by, the
smoke from the dying fires dwindled to thin streamers. The unicorns grew increesingly bolder and
suspicious, crowding closer to the walls and peering through the openings between the rails.

The sun was satting when one of the unicorns trumpeted; a sound different from that of the cadl to battle.
The others threw up ther heads to ligen, then they turned and drifted away. Within minutes the entire
herd was gone out of sght through the woods, toward the north.

Lake waited and watched until he was sure the unicorns were gone for good. Then he ordered the Al
Clear given and hurried to the south wall, to look down across the barren valey and hope he would not
see what he expected to see.

Barber came up behind him, to sgh with rdief. "That p.39 was close. It's hard to make so many people
day absolutely quiet for hour after hour. Especidly the children—they don't understand.”

"Well haveto leave" Lake sad.
"Leave?' Barber asked. "We can make this stockade strong enough to hold out unicorns”
"Look to the south," Lake told him.

Barber did so and saw what Lake had dready seen; a broad, low cloud of dust moving dowly toward
them.

"Ancther herd of unicorns” Lake said. "John didn't know they migrated—the Dunbar Expedition wasn't
here long enough to learn that. Ther€ll be herd after herd coming through and no time for us to strengthen
the wals Well have to leave tonight.”

Preparations were made for the departure; preparations that conssted manly of providing each person
with as much in the way of food or supplies as he or she could carry. In the 1.5 gravity, that was not
much.

They left when the blue star rose. They filed out through the northern gate and the rear guard closed it
behind them. There was dmost no conversation among them. Some of them turned to take a last ook a



what had been the only home they had ever known on Ragnarok, then they dl faced forward again, to
the northwest, where the foothills of the plateau might offer them sanctuary.

They found thelr sanctuary on the second day; a limestone ridge honey-combed with caves. Men were
sent back at once to carry the food and supplies left in the stockade to the new home.

They returned, to report that the second herd of unicorns had broken down the walls and ripped the
interior of the stockade into wreckage. Much of the food and supplies had been totdly destroyed.

L ake sent them back twice more to bring everything, down to the lagt piece of bent metd or torn cloth.
They would find uses for dl of it in the future.

The cave sysem was extensive, contaning room for severd times their number. The deeper portions of
the p. 40 caves could not be lived in until ventilation ducts were made, but the outer caves were more than
auffident in number. Work was begun to clear them of fdlen rubble, to pry down dl loose materid
overhead and to levd the floors. A soring came out of the ridge not far from the caves and the approach
to the caves was so narrow and steep that unicorns could scramble up it only with difficulty and one a a
time. And should they ever reach the naturd terracein front of the caves they would be too large to enter
and could do no more then stand outside and make targets of themselves for the bowmen within.

Anders was in charge of making the caves livable, his working force restricted dmost entirdly to women
and children. Lake sent Barber out, with a amdl detachment of men, to observe the woods goats and
learn what plants they ate. And then learn, by experimenting, if such plants could be safey eaten by
humans

The need for sdt would be tremendoudy increased when summer came. Having once experienced a
sdtless two weeks in the desart Lake doubted that any of them could survive without it. All hunting
parties, aswdl as Barber's party, were ordered to investigate dl deposits that might contain sdt as wel
as any stream or pond that was white dong the banks.

The hunting parties were of paramount importance and they were kept out to the limits of ther
endurance. Every man physicdly able to do so accompanied them. Those who could not kill game could
carry it back to the caves. There was no timeto spare; dready the unicorns were decreasing in numbers
and the woods goats were ranging farther and farther north.

At the end of twenty days Lake went in search of Barber and his party, worried about them. Ther
misson was one that could be as dangerous as any hunting trip. There was no proof that humans and
Ragnarok creatures were so amilar as to guarantee that food for one might not be poison for the other. It
was a very necessary mission, however; dried meet, done, would bring grave deficiency diseases during
the summer which dried herbs and fruits would help prevent.

When he located Barber's party he found Barber lying p. 41 under a tree, pae and weak from his latest
experiment but recovering.

"l was the guinea pig yesterday," Barber said. "Some little purple berries that the woods goats nibble a
sometimes, maybe to get a touch of some certain vitamin or something. | ate too many, | guess, because
they hit my heart like the kick of amule”

"Did you find anything at dl encouraging?’ Lake asked.



"We found four different herbs that are the most vidlent cathartics you ever dreamed of. And a little
slvay fern that tastes like vanilla flavored candy and paradlyzes you 4iff as a board on the third swallow.
It's an hour before you come back out of it.

"But on the good side we found three different kinds of herbs that seem to be dl right. We've been
digging them up and hanging them in the trees to dry."

Lake tried the edible herbs and found them to be something like spinach in taste. There was a chance
they might contain the vitamins and minerds needed. Since the hunting parties were living exdusvey on
meat he would have to point out the edible herbs to dl of them so they would know what to eat should
any of them fed the effects of diet deficiency.

He traveled done as he visted the various hunting parties, finding such travel to be safer each day as the
dwinding of the unicorns neared the vanishing point. It was a safety he did not welcome; it meant the last
of the game would be gone north long before sufficent meat was taken.

None of the hunting parties could report good luck. The woods goats, swift and dudve a best, were
vanishing with the unicorns. The lagt cartridge had been fired and the bowmen, while improving dl the
time, were far from expert. The unicorns, which should have been their mgor source of mesat, were
invulnerable to arrows unless shot at short range in the Sde of the neck just behind the head. And a short
range the unicorns invariably charged and presented no such target.

He made the long, hard dimb up the plateau’'s southern face, to stand at last on top. It was tredess, afla,
green p. 42 table that stretched to the north for as far as he could see. A mountain range, dill capped with
snow, lay perhaps a hundred miles to the northwest; in the distance it looked like a white, low-lying cloud
on the horizon. No other mountains or hills marred the endless sweep of the high plain.

The grass was thick and here and there were little streams of water produced by the recently meted
show. It was a paradise land for the herbivores of Ragnarok but for men it was a harsh, forbidding place.
At that devation the ar was 0 thin that only a moderate amount of exertion made the heart and lungs
labor painfully. Hard and prolonged exertion would be impossible.

It seemed unlikdy that men could hunt and dare unicorn attacks at such an devation but two hunting
parties were ahead of him; one under the grim Craig and one under the reckless Schroeder, both parties
stripped down to the youngest, strongest men among dl the Regjects.

He found Schroeder early one morning, leading his hunters toward a amdl band of woods goats. Two
unicorns were grazing in between and the hunters were svinging downwind from them. Schroeder saw
him coming and walked back a little way to meet him.

"Welcome to our breathtaking land,” Schroeder greeted him. "How are things going with the rest of the
hunting parties?'

Schroeder was gaunt and there was weariness beneath his dill lithe movements. His whiskers were an
untamed sorrdl brisling and across his cheekbone was the ugly scar of a hdf hedled wound. Another
gash was ripped in his am and something had battered one ear. He reminded Lake of a battle-scarred,
indomitable tomcat who would never, for as long as he lived, want to rdinquish the joy of conflict and
danger.

"Sofar," he answered, "you and Craig are the only parties to manage to tackle the plateau.”

He asked about Schroeder's luck and learned it had been much better than that of the others due to
killing three unicorns by a method Schroeder had thought of.



"Snce the bowmen have to be to one side of the unicorns to kill them,” Schroeder said, "it only cdlsfor a

p. 43 man to be the decoy and let the unicorns chase him between the hidden bowmen. If there's no more
then one or two unicorns and if the decoy doesn't have to run very far and if the bowmen don't miss it
works well."

"Judging from your beat-up condition,” Lake said, "you mugt have been the decoy every time”
"Wedl——" Schroeder shrugged his shoulders. "It was my idea”

"I've been wondering about another way to get in shots at close range," Lake sad. "Take the skin of a
woods godt, giveit the origind shape as near as possible, and a bowman indde it might be able to fake a
grazing woods goat until he got the shot he wanted.

"The unicorns might never suspect where the arrows came from,” he concluded. "And then, of course,
they might."

"Il try it before the day is over, on those two unicorns over there,” Schroeder said. "At this devation and
inthis gravity my own method is jugt alittle bit rough on aman.”

Lake found Craig and his men severd milesto the west, dl of them gaunt and bearded as Schroeder had
been.

"Weve had hdll," Craig said. "It seems that every time we spot a few woods goats there will be a dozen
unicorns in between. If only we had rifles for the unicorns....”

Lake told him of the plan to hide under woods goats skins and of the decoy system used by Schroeder.

"Maybe we won't have to use Schroeder's method," he said. "Well seeiif the other works—I'll give it the
fird try."

Thishe was not to do. Less than an hour later one of the men who helped dry the meat and carry it to the
caves returned to report the camp gricken by a strange, sudden maady that was killing a hundred a day.
Dr. Chiara, who had collapsed while driving himsdf on to care for the sick, was sure it was a deficiency
disease. Anders was down with it, helpless, and Bemmon had assumed command; setting up dally work
quotas for those p. 44 dill on ther feet and refusing to heed Chiaras requests concerning trestment of the
disease.

Lake made the trip back to the caves in a fraction of the length of time it had taken him to reach the
plateau, waking until he was ready to drop and then pausing only for an hour or two of rest. He spotted
Barber's camp when coming down off the plateau and he swung to one side, to tdl Barber to have a
supply of the herbs sent to the caves at once.

He reached the caves, to find haf the camp in bed and the other hdf dragging about lidlesdy at the tasks
given them by Bemmon. Anders wasin grave condition, too weak to rise, and Dr. Chiara was dying.

He squatted down beside Chiaras pdlet and knew there could be no hope for him. On Chiards pde
face and in his eyes was the shadow of his own foreknowledge.

"I findly saw what it was'—Chiaras words were very low, hard to hees—"and | told Bemmon what to
do. It's adeficiency disease, complicated by the gravity into some form not known on Earth.”



He stopped to rest and Lake waited.

"Beri-beri—pelagra—we had deficiency diseases on Earth. But none so fatad—so quickly. | told
Bemmon—ration out fruits and vegetables to everybody. Hurry—or it will be too late

Agan he stopped to rest, the last vestige of color gone from his face.

"And you?' Lake asked, dready knowing the answer.

"For me—too late. | kept thinking of viruses—should have seen the obvious sooner. Just like——"
Hislips turned up alittle a the corners and the Chiara of the dead past amiled for the lagt time at Lake.
"Jud like a damned fool intern...."

That was dl, then, and the chamber was suddenly very quiet. Lake stood up to leave, and to speak the
words that Chiara could never hear:

"Weé're going to need you and miss you—Doctor."

He found Bemmon in the food storage cavern, superviang the work of two teen-age boys with critica
officiousness dthough he was making no move to help p. 45 them. At sght of Lake he hurried forward,
the ingratiating amile diding across his face.

"I'm glad you're back,” he said. "I had to take charge when Anders got sick and he had everything in
such amess. I've been working day and night to undo his mistakes and get the work properly under way

agan."

Lake looked at the two thin-faced boys who had taken advantage of the opportunity to rest. They leaned
wedily agang the heavy pole table Bemmon had had them moving, their eyes aready dull with the
indpient sickness and watching him in mute appedl.

"Have you obeyed Chiaras order?' he asked.
"Ah—no," Bemmon said. "l fdt it best to ignoreit.”
"Why?' Lake asked.

"It would be a sensdless waste of our amdl supply of fruit and vegetable foods to give them to people
dready dying. I'm afrad'—the ingratiating amile came agan—"weve been leting hm exercise an
authority he isnt entitled to. He's redly hardly more than a medicd student and his diagnoses are only
guesses.”

"He's dead,” Lake sad flaly. "His last order will be carried out.”

He looked from the two tired boys to Bemmon, contragting their thinness and weariness with the way
Bemmon's paunch 4ill bulged outward and his jowls ill sagged with their load of fat.

"Il send West down to take over in here" he said to Bemmon. "You come with me. You and | seem to
be the only two in good hedth here and there's plenty of work for usto do.”



Thefanvning expresson vanished from Bemmon's face. "l see” he said. "Now that I've turned Anderss
muddle into organization, youll hand my authority over to another of your favorites and demote me back
to common labor?!

"Sdting up work quotas for sck and dying people isn't organization,” Lake said. He spoke to the two
boys, "Both of you go lie down. West will find someone ds2" Then to Bemmon, "Come with me. We're
both going to work a common |abor."

They passed by the cave where Bemmon dept. Two boys were just going into it, carrying armloads of
dried p.46 grass to make a mattress under Bemmon's pallet. They moved dowly, heavily. Like the two
boys in the food storage cave they were dull-eyed with the beginning of the sickness.

Lake stopped, to look more closdly into the cave and verify something ese he thought he had seen:
Bemmon had discarded the prowler skins on his bed and in their place were soft wool blankets, perhaps
the only unpatched blankets the Rejects possessed.

"Go back to your caves" he sad to the boys. "Go to bed and rest.”
He looked a Bemmon. Bemmon's eyes flickered away, refusng to meet his.

"What few blankets we have are for babies and the very youngest children,” he said. His tone was coldly
unemationd but he could not keep hisfigs from denching at his sides. "Y ou will return them at once and
degp on animd skins, as dl the men and women do. And if you want grass for a mattress you will carry it
yoursdf, as even the young children do.”

Bemmon made no answer, his face a sullen red and hatred shining in the eyes that Hill refused to meet
Lake's.

"Gather up the blankets and return them,” Lake said. "Then come on up to the centrd cave. We have a
lot of work to do."

He could fed Bemmon's gaze burning againg his back as he turned away and he thought of what John
Prentiss had once sad:

"I know hée's no good but he never has guts enough to go quite far enough to give me an excuse to whittle
him down."

Barber's men arrived the next day, burdened with dried herbs. These were given to the srioudy ll as a
supplement to the ration of fruit and vegetable foods and were given, aone, to those not yet sick. Then
came the period of waiting; of hoping thet it was dl not too late and too little

A noticeable change for the better began on the second day. A week went by and the sick were dowly,
Seedily, improving. The not-quite-sick were dready back to normd p.47 hedth. There was no longer
any doubt: the Ragnarok herbs would prevent a recurrence of the disease.

It was, Lake thought, dl so Smple once you knew what to do. Hundreds had died, Chiara among them,
because they did not have a common herb that grew at a dightly higher devation. Not a sngle life would
have been logt if he could have looked a week into the future and had the herbs found and taken to the
caves that much sooner.



But the disease had given no warning of its coming. Nothing, on Ragnarok, ever seemed to give warning
before it killed.

Another week went by and hunters began to trickle in, gaunt and exhausted, to report dl the game going
north up the plateau and not aSngle creature |eft below. They were the ones who had tried and failed to
withgtand the high devation of the plateau. Only two out of three hunters returned among those who had
chdlenged the plateau. They had tried, dl of them, to the best of ther ability and the limits of their
endurance.

The blue star was by then asmdl sun and the ydlow sun blazed hotter each day. Grass began to brown
and wither on the hillsdes as the days went by and Lake knew summer was very near. The lagt hunting
party, but for Craig's and Schroeder's, returned. They had very little meat but they brought with them a
large quantity of something amost as important: sdlt.

They had found a deposit of it in an dmog inaccessible region of diffs and canyons. "Not even the
woods goats can get in there" Stevens, the leader of that party, said. "If the sdt was in an accessible
place there would have been a st lick there and goatsin plenty.”

"If woods goats care for sdt the way Earth animds do,” Lake said. "When fdl comes well make a sdt
lick and find out.”

Two more weeks went by and Craig and Schroeder returned with therr surviving hunters. They had
followed the game to the eastern end of the snow-capped mountain range but there the migration had
drawn away from them, travding farther each day than they could travel. They had dmog waited too
long before turning back: the p. 48 grass at the southern end of the plateau was turning brown and the
streams were dry. They got enough water, bardly, by digging seep holesin the dry stream beds.

Lake's method of gaking unicorns under the concealment of a woods goat skin had worked wdl only a
few times. After that the unicorns learned to swing downwind from any lone woods goats. If they smdled
aman indde the goat skin they charged him and killed him.

With the return of the last hunters everything was done that could be done in preparation for summer.
Inventory was taken of the totd food supply and it was even smdler than Lake had feared. It would be
far from enough to lagt until fal brought the game back from the north and he indtituted rationing much
gricter than before.

The heat increased as the ydlow sun blazed hotter and the blue sun grew larger. Each day the vegetation
was browner and amorning came when Lake could see no green wherever he |ooked.

They numbered eeven hundred and ten that morning, out of what had so recently been four thousand.
Eleven hundred and ten thin, hungry scarecrows who, aready, could do nothing more than st liglesdy in
the shade and wait for the hdl that was coming. He thought of the food supply, so pitifully smdl, and of
the monthsit would have to last. He saw the grim, inescapable future for his charges: famine. There was
nothing he could do to prevent it. He could only try to forestal complete starvation for dl by cutting
rations to the bare existence leve.

And that would be bare existence for the stronger of them. The weaker were aready doomed.

He had them dl gather in front of the caves that evening when the terrace was in the shadow of the ridge.
He stood before them and spoke to them:

"All of you know we have only a fraction of the amount of food we need to see us through the summer.
Tomorrow the present ration will be cut in haf. That will be enough to live on, just bardly. If that cut isnt



meade the food supply will be gone long before fdl and dl of uswill die.

"If anyone has any food of any kind it must be turned in to be added to the totd supply. Some of you
may p.49 have thought of your children and kept a little hidden for them. | can understand why you
should do that—but you mug turn it in. There may possbly be some who hid food for themseves,
persondly. If so, | give them the fird and last warning: turn it in tonight. If any hidden cache of food is
found in the future the one who hid it will be regarded as atraitor and murderer.

"All of you, but for the children, will go into the chamber next to the one where the food is stored. Each
of you—and there will be no exceptions regardless of how innocent you are—will carry a bulkily folded
coth or garment. Each of you will go into the chamber done. There will be no one in there. You will
leave the food you have folded in the cloth, if any, and go out the other exit and back to your caves. No
onewill ever know whether the doth you carried contained food or not. No one will ever ask.

"Our survivd on this world, if we are to survive a dl, can be only by working and sacrificing together.
There can be no sfishness What any of you may have done in the past is of no consequence. Tonight
we gtart anew. From now on we trust one another without reserve.

"Therewill be one punishment for any who betray that trust—desth."

Anders set the example by being the firg to carry a folded doth into the cave. Of them dl, Lake heard
later, only Bemmon voiced any red indignation; warning dl those in his section of the line that the order
was the firg step toward outright dictatorship and a police-and-spy system in which Lake and the other
leaders would deprive them dl of freedom and dignity. Bemmon indsted upon exhibiting the emptiness of
the doth he carried; an action that, had he succeeded in persuading the others to follow his example,
would have mercilesdy exposed those who did have food they were returning.

But no one followed Bemmon's example and no harm was done. As for Lake, he had worries on his
mind of much greater importance than Bemmon's enmity.

The weeks dragged by, each longer and more terrible p. 50 to endure than the one before it as the hegt
geadily increased. Summer solgtice arrived and there was no escape from the hesat, even in the deepest
caves. There was no night; the blue sun rose in the east as the ydlow sun set in the west. There was no
life of any kind to be seen, not even an insect. Nothing moved across the burned land but the swirling
dust devils and shimmering, distorted mirages.

The death rate increased with gppdling swiftness. The smal supply of canned and dehydrated milk, fruit
and vegetables was reserved exdusvdy for the children but it was far insuffident in quantity. The
Ragnarok herbs prevented any recurrence of the fata deficiency disease but they provided virtudly no
nourishment to help fight the heet and gravity. The stronger of the children lay wasted and ligless on their
pdlets while the ones not so strong died each day.

Each day thin and hollow-eyed mothers would come to plead with him to save ther children. "... it would
take =0 little to save hislife.... Please—before it's too late...."



But there was 0 little food Ieft and the time was yet so long until fal would bring rdief from the famine
that he could only answer each of them with a grim and find "No."

And watch the lagt hope flicker and diein their eyes and watch them turn away, to go and St for the last
hours beside their children.

Bemmon became increasingly irritable and complaining as the rationing and heat made existence amisay;
ingging that Lake and the others were to blame for the food shortage, that their hunting efforts had been
bungling and faint-hearted. And he implied, without actudly saying so, that Lake and the others had
forbidden him to go near the food chamber because they did not want a competent, honest man to check
up on what they were doing.

There were 9x hundred and three of them the blazing afternoon when the girl, Julia could stand his
constant, vindictive, fault-finding no longer. Lake heard about it shortly afterward, the way she had turned
on Bemmon p. 51 in aflare of temper she could control no longer and sad:

"Whenever your mouth is dill you can hear the children who are dying today—»but you don't care. All
you can think of is yoursdlf. You dam Lake and the others were cowards—but you didn't dare hunt with
them. You keep ingnuating that they're cheeting us and egting more than we are—but your bdly is the
only one that has any fat left on it——"

She never completed the sentence. Bemmon's face turned livid in sudden, wild fury and he struck her,
knocking her againg the rock wal so hard that she dumped unconscious to the ground.

"Shelsalia!" he panted, glaing at the others. "She's arotten liar and anybody who repeats what she said
will get what she got!"

When Lake learned of what had happened he did not send for Bemmon a once. He wondered why
Bemmon's reaction had been so quick and violent and there seemed to be only one answer:

Bemmon's bly was ill alittle fat. There could be but one way he could have kept it so.

He summoned Craig, Schroeder, Barber and Anders. They went to the chamber where Bemmon dept
and there, dmogt a once, they found his cache. He had it buried under his palet and hidden in cavities
dong the wdls, dried mest, dried fruits and milk, canned vegetables. It was an amount amazingly large
and many of the items had presumably been exhausted during the deficiency disease attack.

"It looks" Schroeder sad, "like he didnt waste any time feathering his nest when he made himsdf
leader.”

The others said nathing but stood with grim, frozen faces, waiting for Lake's next action.
"Bring Bemmon,” Lake said to Craig.

Craig returned with him two minutes later. Bemmon giffened at the Sght of his unearthed cache and color
drained away from his face.

"Wel?' Lake asked.

"I didn't"—Bemmon swalowed—"I didn't know it was there." And then quickly, "You can't prove | put
it there. p.52 You can't prove you didn't just now bring it in yoursalves to frame me"

Lake stared a Bemmon, waiting. The others watched Bemmon as Lake was doing and no one spoke.
The slence deepened and Bemmon began to sweat as he tried to avoid their eyes. He looked again at



the damning evidence and his defiance broke.

"It—if | hadn't taken it it would have been wasted on people who were dying," he said. He wiped at his
swedting face. "'l won't ever do it agan—I swear | won't."

Lake spoke to Craig. "You and Barber take him to the lookout point.”

"What——" Bemmon's protest was cut off as Craig and Barber took him by the ams and walked him
swiftly away.

Lake turned to Anders. "Get arope,” he ordered.
Anders paed alittle. " A—rope?”’

"What ese does he deserve?’

"Nothing,” Anders said. "Not—not after what he did.”

On the way out they passed the place where Julia lay. Bemmon had knocked her againg the wal with
such force that a sharp projection of rock had cut a deep gash in her forehead. A woman was wiping the
blood from her face and she lay limply, sill unconscious; a fral shadow of the bold girl she had once
been with the new life she would try to give them an dmog unnaticeable little bulge in her starved
thinness

The lookout point was an outjutting spur of the ridge, sx hundred feet from the caves and in full view of
them. A lone tree stood there, its dead limbs thrust like white arms through the brown fdliage of the limbs
thet dill lived. Craig and Barber waited under the tree, Bemmon between them. The lowering sun shone
hot and bright on Bemmon's face as he squinted back toward the caves at the approach of Lake and the
other two.

He twisted to look a Barber. "Whét isit—why did you bring me here?' There was the tremor of fear in
hisvoice. "What are you going to do to me?'

Barber did not answer and Bemmon turned back toward p.53 Lake. He saw the rope in Anders hand
and his face went white with comprehension.

"No!"
He threw himsdf back with a violence that dmost tore him loose. "No—no!"

Schroeder stepped forward to hep hold him and Lake took the rope from Anders. He fashioned a
noose in it while Bemmon sruggled and made panting, animd sounds, his eyes fixed in horrified
fascination on the rope.

When the noose was finished he threw the free end of the rope over the white limb above Bemmon. He
released the noose and Barber caught it, to draw it snug around Bemmon's neck.

Bemmon stopped sruggling then and sagged weskly. For a moment it appeared that he would faint.
Then he worked his mouth soundlesdy urtil words came:

"You won't—you cant—tedly hang me?'



Lake spoke to him:

"Weé're going to hang you. What you stole would have saved the lives of ten children. You've watched
the children cry because they were so hungry and you've watched them become too weak to cry or care
any more. You've watched them die each day and each night you've secretly eaten the food that was
supposed to be theirs.

"We're going to hang you, for the murder of children and the betrayd of our trust in you. If you have
anything to say, say it now."

"You can't! | had a right to live—to eat what would have been wasted on dying peoplel” Bemmon
twisted to apped to the ones who hed him, his words quick and ragged with hysteria. "You can't hang
me—I don't want to dig!"

Crag answered him, with a smile that was like the thin snarl of awalf:
"Neither did two of my children."

Lake nodded to Craig and Schroeder, not waiting any longer. They stepped back to saize the free end of
the rope and Bemmon screamed at what was coming, tearing loose from the grip of Barber.

Then his scream was abruptly cut off as he was jerked into the air. There was a cracking sound and he
kicked p.54 spasmodicdly, his head setting grotesquely to one Side.

Craig and Schroeder and Barber watched him with hard, expressonless faces but Anders turned quickly
away, to be suddenly and vidently sick.

"Hewas the fird to betray us" Lake said. "Snub the rope and leave him to swing there. If there are any
others like him, they'll know whét to expect.”

The blue sun rose as they went back to the caves. Behind them Bemmon swung and twirled amlesdy on
the end of the rope. Two long, pae shadows swung and twirled with him; ayelow one to the west and a
blue one to the east.

Bemmon was buried the next day. Someone cursed his name and someone spit on his grave and then he
was part of the dead past as they faced the suffering ahead of them.

Julia recovered, dthough she would dways wear a ragged scar on her forehead. Anders, who had
worked cdosdy with Chiara and was trying to take his place, quieted her fears by assuring her that the
baby she carried was dill too amdl for there to be much danger of the fdl causing her to loseit.

Three times during the next month the wind came roaring down out of the northwest, bringing a gray dust
that filled the sky and enveloped the land in a hot, smothering gloom through which the suns could not be
Seen.

Once black clouds gathered in the distance, to pour out a cloudburst. The 1.5 gravity gave the wal of
water that swept down the canyon a far greater force and velocity than it would have had on Earth and
boulders the 5ze of amdl houses were tossed into the air and shattered into fragments. But dl the rain fell
upon the one smdl area and not a drop fdl at the caves.

One dngle factor was in their favor and but for it they could not have survived such intense, continua
heat: there was no humidity. Water evaporated quickly in the hot, dry ar and swesat glands operated at
the highest possible degree of efficiency. As a result they drank enormous quantities of water—the
average adult needed five gdlons a day. All canvas had been converted p.55 into water bags and the



same principle of cooling-by-evaporation gave them water that was only warm instead of sckeningly hot
asit would otherwise have been.

But despite the lack of humidity the heat was dill far more intense than any on Earth. It never ceased, day
or night, never let them have a moment's reief. There was a limit to how long humean flesh could bear up
under it, no matter how vaiant the will. Each day the tall of those who had reached that limit was greater,
like a swiftly rigng tide.

There were three hundred and forty of them, when the fird rain came; the rain that meant the end of
summer. The ydlow sun moved southward and the blue sun shrank steadily. Grass grew again and the
woods goats returned, with them the young that had been born in the north, dready hdf the sze of thar
mothers.

For a while there was mesat, and green herbs. Then the prowlers came, to make hunting dangerous.
Femades with pups were seen but dways at a great distance as though the prowlers, like humans, took no
chances with the lives of their children.

The unicorns came close behind the firs prowlers, their young amezingly large and aready weaned.
Hunting became doubly dangerous then but the bowmen, through necessity, were learning how to use
their bows with increasing skill and deadliness.

A st lick for the woods goats was hopefully tried, dthough Lake fdt dubious about it. They learned that
st was something the woods goats could ether take or leave done. And when hunters were in the
vidnity they left it aone.

The game was followed for many miles to the south. The hunters returned the day the fird blizzard came
roaring and screaming down over the edge of the plateau; the blizzard that marked the beginning of the
long, frigid winter. By then they were prepared as best they could be. Wood had been carried in great
quantities and the caves fitted with crude doors and a ventilation sysem. And they had meat—not as
much as they would need but enough to prevent starvation.

p. 56

Lake took inventory of the food supply when the last hunters returned and held check-up inventories at
irregular and unannounced intervas. He found no shortages. He had expected none—Bemmon's grave
had long since been obliterated by drifting snow but the rope ill hung from the dead limb, the noose
swinging and turning in the wind.

Anders had made a Ragnarok calendar that spring, from data given him by John Prentiss, and he had
marked the corresponding Earth dates on it. By a coincidence, Chrismas came near the middle of the
winter. There would be the same rationing of food on Christmas day but little brown trees had been cut
for the children and decorated with such ornaments as could be made from the materids at hand.

There was another blizzard roaring down off the plateau Christmas morning; a white degth that thundered
and howled outsde the caves a a temperature of more than eghty degrees below zero. But ingde the
caves it was warm by the fires and under the little brown trees were toys that had been patiently whittled
from wood or sewn from scraps of cloth and animd skins while the children dept. They were crude and
humble toys but the pale, thin faces of the children were bright with delight when they beheld them.



There was the laughter of children a play, a sound that had not been heard for many months, and
someone snging the old, old songs. For a few flegting hours that day, for the fird and lagt time on
Ragnarok, there was the magic of an Earth Chrigmas.

That night a child was born to Julia, on a palet of dried grass and prowler skins. She asked for her baby
before she died and they let her haveit.

"l wasn't afraid, was |?* she asked. "But | wish it wasn't SO dark—I wish | could see my baby before |
go."

They took the baby from her arms when she was gone and removed from it the blanket that had kept her
from learning that her child was till-born.

p.57

There were two hundred and fifty of them when the firg vidlent storms of spring came. By then eighteen
children had been born. Sixteen were still-born, eight of them deformed by the gravity, but two were like
any normd babies on Earth. There was only one difference: the 1.5 gravity did not seem to affect them as
much asit had the Earth-born babies.

Lake, himsdf, married that spring; atal, gray-eyed gil who had fought alongside the men the night of the
gorm when the prowlers broke into John Prentisss camp. And Schroeder married, the last of them dl to
do so.

That oring Lake sent out two classes of bowmen: those who would use the ordinary short bow and
those who would use the longbows he had had made that winter. According to hisory the English
longbowmen of medieva times had been without equd in the range and accuracy of their arrows and
such extra-powerful weapons should diminate close range staking of woods goats and afford better
protection from unicorns.

The longbows worked so wel that by mid-goring he could detach Craig and three others from the
hunting and send them on a prospecting expedition. Prentiss had said Ragnarok was devoid of metals but
there was the hope of finding amdl veins the Dunbar Expedition's indruments had not detected. They
would have to find metd or else, in the end, they would go back into aflint axe stage.

Craig and his men returned when the blue star was a sun again and the heat was more than men could
wak and work in. They had traveled hundreds of milesin their circuit and found no metas.

"I want to look to the south when fdl comes” Craig said. "Maybe it will be different down there.”

They did not face famine that summer as they had the firg summer. The diet of meat and dried herbs was
rough and plain but there was enough of it.

Full summer came and the land was again burned and lifdess. There was nothing to do but st weserily in
the shade and endure the heat, drawing what psychologicd comfort they could from the fact that summer
soldtice was past and the suns were creeping south again p.58 even though it would be many weeks
before there was any lessening of the heat.

It was then, and by accident, that Lake discovered there was something wrong about the southward
movement of the suns.

He was returning from the lookout that day and he redlized it was exactly a year since he and the others
hed walked back to the caves while Bemmon swung on the limb behind them.



It was even the same time of day; the blue sun risng in the east behind him and the yelow sun bright in his
face as it touched the western horizon before him. He remembered how the ydlow sun had been like the
front dght of arifle, set in the deepest V' notch of the western hills—

But now, exactly a year later, it was not in the V' notch. It was on the north side of the notch.

He looked to the eadt, at the blue sun. It seemed to him that it, too, was farther north than it had been
dthough with it he had no landmark to check by.

But there was no doubt about the yelow sun: it was going south, as it should at thet time of year, but it
was lagging behind schedule. The only explanaion Lake could think of was one that would meen ill
another threat to their surviva; perhaps greater than dl the others combined.

The ydlow sun dropped completely behind the north dope of the V notch and he went on to the caves.
He found Craig and Anders, the only two who might know anything about Ragnarok's axid tilts, and told
them what he had seen.

"I made the calendar from the data John gave me" Anders said. "The Dunbar men made observations
and computed the length of Ragnarok's year—I don't think they would have made any mistakes."

"If they didn't," Lake said, "we'rein for something.”
Craig was watching him, closdly, thoughtfully. "Like the Ice Ages of Earth?" he asked.
Lake nodded and Anders said, "'l don't understand.”

"Each year the north pole tilts toward the sun to give us summer and away from it to give us winter,"
Lake p.59 said. "Which, of course, you know. But there can be dill another kind of axid tilt. On Earth it
occurs & intervas of thousands of years. The tilting that produces the summers and winters goes on as
usud but as the centuries go by the summer tilt toward the sun grows less, the winter tilt avay from it
greater. The north pole leans farther and farther from the sun and ice sheets come down out of the
north—an Ice Age. Then the north pol€'s progression away from the sun stops and the ice sheets recede
asit tilts back toward the sun.”

"I 32" Anders said. "And if the same thing is happening here, we're going away from an ice age but a a
rate thousands of times faster than on Earth.”

"I don't know whether it's Ragnarok's tilt, done, or if the orbits of the suns around each other add effects
of their own over a period of years" Lake sad. "The Dunbar Expedition wasn't here long enough to
check up on anything like that."

"It seemed to me it was hotter this summer than lag,” Craig said. "Maybe only my imagination—but it
won't be imagination in afew yearsif theftilt toward the sun continues.”

"Thetime would come when we'd have to leave here" Lake said. "Wed have to go north up the plateau
esch spring. There's no timber there—nothing but grass and wind and thin air. We'd have to migrate
south each fdl."

"Yes ... migrae” Anderss face was old and weary in the harsh reflected light of the blue sun and his hair
hed turned dmaost white in the past year. "Only the young ones could ever adapt enough to go up the
plateau to its north portion. The rest of us ... but we haven't many years, anyway. Ragnarok is for the
young—and if they have to migrate back and forth like animds just to stay dive they will never have time
to accomplish anything or be more than stone age nomads."



"I wish we could know how long the Big Summer will be that were going into," Craig said. "And how
long and cold the Big Winter, when Ragnarok tilts away from the sun. It wouldn't change anything—but
I'd like to know."

"WEell start making and recording daily observetions” p.60 Lake said. "Maybe the tilt will start back the
other way beforeit's too late.”

Fal seemed to come alittle later that year. Craig went to the south as soon as the weather permitted but
there were no minerds there; only the metal-barren hills dwinding in Sze until they became a prairie that
doped down and down toward the southern lowlands where dl the creatures of Ragnarok spent the
winter.

"Il try again to the north when saring comes”" Craig said. "Maybe that mountain on the plateau will have
something.”

Winter came, and Elaine died in giving him a son. The loss of Elaine was an unexpected blow; hurting
more than he would ever have thought possible.

But he had a son ... and it was his responghility to do whatever he could to insure the survivd of his son
and of the sons and daughters of dl the others.

His outlook altered and he began to think of the future, not in terms of years to come but in terms of
generations to come. Someday one of the young ones would succeed him as leader but the young ones
would have only childhood memories of Earth. He was the last leader who had known Earth and the
avilization of Earth as a grown man. What he did while he was leader would indine the destiny of a new
race.

He would have to do whatever was possible for hm to do and he would have to begin a once. The
years |eft to him could not be many.

He was not aone; others in the caves had the same thoughts he had regarding the future even though
none of them had any plan for accomplishing what they spoke of. West, who had held degrees in
philosophy on Earth, said to Lake one night as they sat together by thefire

"Have you noticed the way the children lisen when the talk turns to what used to be on Earth, what might
have been on Athena, and what would be if only we could find away to escape from Ragnarok?"

"I've noticed," he said.

"These stories dready contain the god for the future generations,” West went on. "Someday, somehow,
they p.61 will go to Athena, to kill the Gerns there and free the Terran daves and reclam Athena as thelr

He had ligened to them tak of the interstdlar flight to Athena as they sat by their fires and worked at
meking bows and arrows. It was only a dream they held, yet without that dream there would be nathing
before them but the vison of generation after generation living and dying on aworld that could never give
them more than existence.

The dream was needed. But it, done, was not enough. How long, on Earth, had it been from the
Neolithic age to advanced civilization—how long from the time men were ready to leave their caves until



they were ready to go to the stars?
Twelve thousand years.

There were men and women among the Regjects who had been specidigts in various fidds. There were a
few books that had survived the trampling of the unicorns and others could be written with ink made from
the black lance tree bark upon parchment made from the thin inner skin of unicorn hides.

The knowledge contained in the books and the learning of the Rejects ill living should be preserved for
the future generations. With the hdp of that learning perhaps they redly could, someday, somehow,
escape from ther prison and make Athenatheir own.

He told West of what he had been thinking. "Weéll have to dsart a school,” he sad. "This
winter—tomorrow."

West nodded in agreement. "And the writings should be commenced as soon as possible. Some of the
textbooks will require more time to write than Ragnarok will give the authors.”

A schoal for the children was started the next day and the writing of the books began. The parchment
books would serve two purposes. One would be to teach the future generations things that would not
only hep them survive but would help them create a culture of their own as advanced as the harsh
environment and scanty resources of Ragnarok permitted. The other would be to warn them of the
danger of a return of the Gerns and p.62 to teach them dl that was known about Gerns and their

weapons,

Lake's man contribution would be a lengthy book: terran spaceships, types and operaion. He
postponed its writing, however, to firg produce a much smdler book but one that might wel be more
important: interior features of a gern cruiser. Terran Intdligence knew a little about Gern cruisers and as
second-in-command of the Constellation he had seen and studied a copy of that report. He had an
excdlent memory for such things, dmost photographic, and he wrote the text and drew a multitude of
sketches.

He shook his head ruefully &t the result. The text was good but, for clarity, the accompanying illudrations
should be accurate and in perspective. And he was definitdy not an artist.

He discovered that Craig could take a pen in his scarred, powerful hand and draw with the neet precision
of a professond artist. He turned the sketches over to him, together with the mass of specifications.
Since it might someday be of such vitd importance, he would make four copies of it. The text was given
to a teen-age girl, who would make three more copies of it....

Four days later Schroeder handed L ake a text with some rough sketches. Theftitle was: operation of gern
blagters.

Not even Intdligence had ever been able to examine a Gern hand blaster. But a man named Schrader, on
Venus, had killed a Gern with his own blaster and then disappeared with both infuriated Gerns and
Gernrintimidated Venusan police in pursuit. There had been a high reward for his capture....

He looked it over and said, "'l was counting on you giving us this™

Only the barest trace of surprise showed on Schroeder's face but his eyes were intently watching Lake.
"So you knew dl thetimewho | was?"

"I knew."



"Did anyone ese on the Constellation know?'

"You were recognized by one of the ship's officers. Y ou would have been tried in two more days.”
p.63

"l see" Schroeder said. "And since | was guilty and couldn't be returned to Earth or Venus I'd have been
executed on the Constellation.” He amiled sardonicaly. "And you, as second-in-command, would have
been my execution's master of ceremonies.”

Lake put the parchment sheets back together intheir proper order. "Sometimes” he said, "a ship's officer
has to do things that are contrary to dl his own wishes”

Schroeder drew a deep breath, his face sombre with the memories he had kept to himsdf.

"It was two years ago when the Gerns were dill taking friendship to the Earth government while they
shoved the colonigts around on Venus. This Gern ... there was a girl there and he thought he could do
what he wanted to her because he was a mighty Gern and she was nothing. He did. That's why | killed
him. | had to kill two Venugan police to get away—that's where | put the rope around my neck."

"It's not what we did but what we do that well live or die by on Ragnarok,” Lake said. He handed
Schroeder the sheets of parchment. "Tdl Craig to make at least four copies of this Someday our
knowledge of Gern blasters may be something se welll live or die by."

The school and writing were interrupted by the spring hunting. Craig made his journey to the Plateau's
snow-capped mountain but he was unable to keep his promise to prospect it. The plateau was perhaps
ten thousand feet in eevation and the mountain rose another ten thousand feet above the plateau. No
humen could dimb such amountainin a 1.5 gravity.

"I tried," he told Lake wearily when he came back. "Damn it, | never tried harder a anything in my life. It
was just too much for me. Maybe some of the young ones will be better adapted and can do it when they
grow up."

Crag brought back severd sheets of unusudly transparent mica, each sheet a foot in diameter, and a
dozen large water-clear quartz crysals.

"Hoat, from higher up on the mountain,” he said. "The micaand crysas are in place up there if we could
only p. 64 reach them. Other minerds, too—I panned traces in the canyon bottoms. But no iron."

Lake examined the sheets of mica "We could make windows for the outer caves of these" he said.
"Have them double thickness with a wide air space between, for insulation. As for the quartz crysals...."

"Opticd indruments,” Craig said. "Binoculars, microscopes—it would take us along time to learn how to
make glass as clear and flawless as those crystds. But we have no way of cutting and grinding them.”

Craig went to the east that fdl and to the west the next oring. He returned from the trip to the west with
atwisted knee that would never let im go prospecting again.

"It will take years to find the metds we need," he said. "The indications are that we never will but |
wanted to keep on trying. Now, my damned knee has me chained to these caves...."



He reconciled himsdf to his lameness and confinement as best he could and finished his textbook:
geology and minerd identification.

He dso taught a geology class during the winters. It was in the winter of the year four on Ragnarok that a
nine-year-old boy entered his class; the slent, scar-faced Billy Humbolt.

He was by far the youngest of Craig's students, and the most atentive. Lake was present one day when
Craig asked, curioudy:

"It's not often a boy your age is so interested in minerdogy and geology, Billy. Is there something more
then just interest?"

"I have to learn dl about minerds” Billy said with matter-of-fact seriousness, "so that when I'm grown |
can find the metds for us to make a ship.”

"And then?' Craig asked.

"And then we'd go to Athena, to kill the Gerns who caused my mother to die, and my grandfather, and
Julig, and dl the others. And to free my father and the other davesif they're ill dive”

"I see" Craig sald.

He did not amile. His face was shadowed and old as p.65 he looked at the boy and beyond him; seeing
agan, perhaps, the frall blonde girl and the two children that the firs quick, violent months had taken
from him.

"I hope you succeed,” he said. "l wish | was young so | could dream of the same thing. But I'm not ... O
let's get back to the identification of the ores that will be needed to make a ship to go to Athena and to
make blasters to kill Gerns &fter you get there.”

Lake had a corrd built early the following spring, with camouflaged wings, to trap some of the woods
goats when they came. It would be an immense forward step toward conquering their new environmen if
they could domesticate the goats and have goat herds near the caves dl through the year. Gathering
enough grass to last a herd of goats through the winter would be a problem—but first, before they
worried about that, they would have to seeif the goats could survive the summer and winter extremes of
heat and cold.

They trapped ten goats that spring. They built them brush sunshades—before summer was over the
winds would have stripped the trees of mogt of their dry, brown leaves—and a stream of water was
diverted through the corral.

It was dl work in vain. The goats died from the heet in early summer, together with the young that had
been born.

When fdl came they trapped sx more goats. They built them shelters that would be as warm as possible
and carried them alarge supply of the tdl grass from dong the creek banks; enough to lagt them through
the winter. But the cold was too much for the goats and the second blizzard killed them dl.

The next soring and fdl, and with much more difficulty, they tried the experiment with pairs of unicorns.
The results were the same.

Which meant they would remain a race of hunters. Ragnarok would not permit them to be herdsmen.



The years went by, each much like the one before it but for the rapid aging of the Old Ones, as Lake and
the others cdled themsdlves, and the growing up of the p.66 Young Ones. No woman among the Old
Ones could any longer have children, but Sx more norma, hedthy children had been born. Like the first
two, they were not affected by the gravity as Earth-born babies had been.

Among the Young Ones, Lake saw, was a diginguishable difference. Those who had been very young
the day the Gerns Ieft them to die had adapted better than those who had been afew years older.

The environment of Ragnarok had struck at the very young with merciless savagery. It had subjected
them to a test of survivd that was without precedent on Earth. It had killed them by the hundreds but
among them had been those whose young flesh and blood and organs had resisted death by adapting to
the greatest extent possible.

The day of the Old Ones was dmost done and the future would soon be in the hands of the Y oung Ones.
They were the ninety unconquerables out of what had been four thousand Rejects; the firg generation of
whet would be anew race.

It seemed to Lake that the years came and went ever fagter as the Old Ones dwindled in numbers a an
accderating rate. Anders had died in the sixth year, his heart faling him one night as he worked patiently
in his crude little laboratory a carrying on the work started by Chiara to find a cure for the Hdl Fever.
Barber, trying to develop a drain of herbs that would grow in the lower evation of the caves, was killed
by a unicorn as he worked in histest plot below the caves. Craig went limping out one spring day on the
aghth year to look a anew mingrd a hunter had found a mile from the caves. A sudden cold rain blew
up, chilling im before he could return, and he died of Hdll Fever the same day.

Schroeder was killed by prowlers the same year, dying with his back to a tree and a bloody knife in his
hand. It was the way he would have wanted to go—once he had said to Lake:

"When my times comes | would rather it be againgt the prowlers. They fight hard and kill quick and then
they're through with you. They don't tear you up after you're dead and dobber and gloat over the pieces,
the way the unicorns do."
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The springs came a little earlier each year, the fdls a little later, and the observations showed the suns
progressing steadily northward. But the winters, though shorter, were ssemingly as cold as ever. The long
summers reached such a degree of heat on the ninth year that Lake knew they could endure no more
then two or three years more of the increasing hedt.

Then, in the summer of the tenth year, the tilting of Ragnarok—the apparent northward progress of the
suns—stopped. They were in the middle of what Craig had called Big Summer and they could endure
it—just barely. They would not have to leave the caves.

The suns started their drift southward. The observations were continued and carefully recorded. Big Fdl
was coming and behind it would be Big Winter.

Big Winter ... the threet of it worried Lake. How far to the south would the suns go—how long would
they stay? Would the time come when the plateau would be buried under hundreds of feet of snow and
the caves enclosed in gladid ice?



There was no way he could ever know or even guess. Only those of the future would ever know.

On the twelfth year only Lake and West were left of the Old Ones. By then there were eighty-three left
of the Young Ones, eght Ragnarok-born children of the Old Ones and four Ragnarok-born children of
the Young Ones. Not counting himsdf and West, there were ninety-five of them.

It was not many to be the beginnings of a race that would face an ice age of unknown proportions and
have over them, dways, the threat of a chance return of the Gerns.

Thewinter of the fifteenth year came and he was truly aone, the last of the Old Ones. White-haired and
aged far beyond his years, he was dill leader. But that winter he could do little other than st by his fire
and fed the gravity dragging at his heart. He knew, long before spring, that it was time he chose his
SUCCESSOY .

He had hoped to live to see his son take his place—but Jm was only thirteen. Among the others was one
he had been watching snce the day he told Craig he p. 68 would find metas to build a ship and kill the
Gerns Bill Humbolt.

Bill Humbolt was not the oldest among those who would make leaders but he was the most versdtile of
them dl, the most thoughtful and stubbornly determined. He reminded Lake of that fierce old man who
had been his grandfather and had it not been for the scars that twisted his face into grim ugliness he would
have looked much like him.

A vioent gorm was roaring outside the caves the night he told the others that he wanted Bill Humbolt to
be his successor. There were no objections and, without ceremony and with few words, he terminated
hisfifteen years of leadership.

He left the others, his son among them, and went back to the cave where he dept. His fire was low,
down to dying embers, but he was too tired to build it up again. He lay down on his pdlet and saw, with
neither surprise nor fear, that histime was much nearer than he had thought. It was dready at hand.

Helay back and let the lasstude enclose him, not fighting it. He had done the best he could for the others
and now the weary journey was over.

His thoughts dissolved into the memory of the day fifteen years before. The roaring of the sorm became
the thunder of the Gern cruisers as they disappeared into the gray sky. Four thousand Rejects stood in
the cold wind and watched them go, the children not yet understanding that they had been condemned to
die. Somehow, his own son was among them——

He tried fegbly to rise. There was work to do—allot of work to do....
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PART 2

It was early morning as Bill Humbolt sat by the fire in his cave and studied the map Craig had made of
the plateau's mountain. Craig had |eft the mountain nameess and he dipped his pen in ink to write: Craig
Mountains.



"Bill——"
Ddmont Anders entered very quietly, what he had to tdl aready evident on his face.
"He died lagt night, Bill."

It was something he had been expecting to come at any time but the lack of surprise did not diminish the
sense of loss. Lake had been the lagt of the Old Ones, the lagt of those who had worked and fought and
shortened the years of ther lives that the Young Ones might have a chance to live Now he was
gone—now a brief era was ended, avdiant, bloody chapter written and finished.

And he was the new leader who would decree how the next chapter should be written, only four years
older than the boy who was looking a him with an unconscious appedl for reassurance on hisface....

"Youd better tdl IJm," he said. "Then, alittle later, | want to talk to everyone about the things well start
doing as soon as spring comes.”

"You mean, the hunting?' Delmont asked.
"No—more than just the hunting."

He sat for a while after Demont left, looking back down the years that had preceded that day, back to
that fird morning on Ragnarok.
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He had sat a god for himsdf that morning when he left his toy bear in the dust behind him and walked
beside Julia into the new and perilous way of life He had promised himsdf that some day he would
waich the Gerns die and beg for mercy as they died and he would give them the same mercy they had
given his mother.

As he grew older he redized that his hatred, aone, was a futile thing. There would have to be a way of
leaving Ragnarok and there would have to be weapons with which to fight the Gerns. These would be
things impossible and beyond his reach unless he had the hdp of dl the others in united, coordinated
effort.

To make certain of that united effort he would have to be their leader. So for even years he had studied
and trained until there was no one who could use a bow or spear quite as wel as he could, no one who
could travel as far in a day or spot a unicorn ambush as quickly. And there was no one, with the
exception of George Ord, who had studied as many textbooks as he had.

He had reached hisfirs god—he was leader. For dl of them there existed the second god: the hope of
someday leaving Ragnarok and taking Athena from the Gerns. For many of them, perhaps, it was only
wighful dreaming but for im it was the prime driving force of hislife

There was so much for them to do and their lives were so short in which to do it. For so long as he was
leader they would not waste a day in ide wishing....

When the others were gathered to hear what he had to say he spoke to them:
"Weé're gaing to continue where the Old Ones had to leave off. We're better adapted then they were and



we're going to find metas to make a ship if there are any to be found.

"Somewhere on Ragnarok, on the northwest sde of a range Smilar to the Crag Mountains on the
plateau, is a deep vdley that the Dunbar Expedition caled the Chasm. They didn't invedigate it closdy
gnce thar ingruments showed no metds there but they saw Srata in one place that was red; an iron
discoloration. Maybe we can find a vein there that was too amdl for them to have p. 71 paid any atention
to. So well go over the Craigs as soon as the snow mdts from them.”

"That will be in early summer," George Ord said, his black eyes thoughtful. "Whoever goes will have to
time their return for either just before the prowlers and unicorns come back from the north or wait until
they've dl migrated down off the plateau.”

It was something Humbolt had been thinking about and wishing they could remedy. Men could €ude
unicorn attacks wherever there were trees large enough to offer safety and even prowler attacks could be
warded off wherever there were trees for refuge; spears holding back the prowlers who would dimb the
trees while arrows picked off the ones on the ground. But there were no trees on the plateau, and to be
caught by a band of prowlers or unicorns there was certain death for any amdl party of two or three. For
that reason no samd| parties had ever gone up on the plateau except when the unicorns and prowlers
were gone or nearly so. It was an inconvenience and it would continue for aslong as thelr weagpons were
the dow-to-reload bows.

"You're supposed to be our combination inventor-craftsman,” he said to George. "No one €se can
compare with you in that respect. Besdes, you're not exactly enthusadtic about such hard work as
mountain dimbing. So from now on youll do the kind of work you're best fitted for. Your fird job is to
make us a better bow. Make it like a crossbow, with a diding action to draw and cock the gtring and
with a magazine of arrows mounted on top of it."

George studied the idea thoughtfully. "The generd principleissmple” he said. "I'll see what 1 can do.

"How many of uswill go over the Craig Mountains, Bill?* Dan Barber asked.

"You and I," Humbolt answered. "A three-man party under Bob Craig will go into the Western Hills and
another party under Johnny Stevenswill go into the Eastern Hills"

He looked toward the adjoining cave where the guns had been stored for so long, coated with unicorn
tdlow to protect them from rust.
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"We could make gun powder if we could find a deposit of saltpeter. We dready know where ther€'s a
little sulphur. The guns would have to be converted to flintlocks, though, since we don't have what we
need for cartridge priming materid. Worse, wed have to use ceramic bulletis They would be
inefficient—too light, and destructive to the bores. But we would need powder for mining if we ever
found any iron. And, if we can't have metd bullets to shoot the Gerns, we can have bombs to blast them
with."

"Suppose,” Johnny Stevens said, "that we never do find the metds to make a ship. How will we ever
leave Ragnarok if that happens?!

"Theré's another way—a possible way—of leaving here without a ship of our own. If there are no metals
well haveto try it."

"Why wait?' Bob Craig demanded. "Why not try it now?"



"Because the odds would be about ten thousand to onein favor of the Gerns. But well try it if everything
dsefals”

George made, dtered, and rejected four different types of crossbows before he perfected a reoading
bow that met his criticd approval. He brought it to where Humbolt stood outside the caves early one
soring day when the grass was sending up the fird green shoots on the southern hillsdes and the long
winter was findly dying.

"Hereitis" he said, handing Humbolt the bow. "Try it."

He took it, nating the fine balance of it. Projecting down from the center of the bow, at right angles to it,
was a stock shaped to fit the grip of the left hand. Under the crossbar was a diding stock for the right
hand, shaped like the butt of a pistol and fitted with a trigger. Mounted dightly above and to one side of
the crossbar was a magazine containing ten short arrows.

The pigal grip was in pogtion near the forestock. He pulled it back the length of the crossbar and it
brought the dring with it, stretching it taut. There was a dick as the trigger mechaniam locked the
bowstring in place p. 73 and at the same time a concealed Soring arrangement shoved an arrow into place
agang the string.

He took quick am a a distant tree and pressed the trigger. There was a twang as the arrow was g ected.
He jerked the diding pistal grip forward and back to reload, pressng the trigger an ingtant later. Another
arrow went its way.

By the time he had fired the tenth arrow in the magazine he was shooting at the rate of one arrow per
second. On the trunk of the digtant tree, like a bristle of diff whiskers, the ten arrows were driven deep
into the wood in an area no larger than the chest of a prowler or head of a unicorn.

"Thisis better than | hoped for," he said to George. "One man with one of these would equa Sx men
with ordinary bows."

"I'm going to add another feature," George said. "Bundles of arrows, ten to the bundle in specid holders,
to carry inthe quivers. To reload the magazine you'd just dap down a new bundle of arrows, in no more
time than it would take to put one arrow in an ordinary bow. | figured that with practice a man should be
able to get off forty arrows in not much more than twenty seconds.”

George took the bow and went back in the cave to add his new feature. Humbolt stared after him,
thinking, If he can make something like that out of wood and unicorn gut, what would he be able
to give usif he could have metal?

Perhaps George would never have the opportunity to show what he could do with metd. But Humbolt
dready fdt sure that George's genius would, if it ever became necessary, make possible the dternate plan
for leaving Ragnarok.

The weeks dragged into months and a last enough snow was gone from the Craigs that Humbolt and



Dan Barber could start. They met no opposition. The prowlers had long since disappeared into the north
and the unicorns were very scarce. They had no occasion to test the effectiveness of the new automatic
crosshows in combat; a lack of opportunity that irked Barber.
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"Any other time, if we had ordinary bows," he complained, "the unicorns would be popping up to charge
usfrom dl directions.”

"Dont fret," Humbolt consoled him. "Thisfal, when we come back, they will be."

They reached the mountain and stopped near its foot where a creek came down, its water high and
muddy with mdting snows. There they hunted until they had obtained dl the mesat they could carry. They
would see no more game when they went up the mountain's canyons. A poisonous weed replaced most
of the grassin dl the canyons and the animas of Ragnarok had learned long before to shun the mountain.

They found the canyon that Craig and his men had tried to explore and started up it. It was there that
Craig had discovered the quartz and micaand so far as he had been able to tdl the head of that canyon
would be the lowest of dl the passes over the mountain.

The canyon went up the mountain diagondly so that the dimb was not steep dthough it was congtant.
They began to see mica and quartz crystdsin the creek bed and a noon on the second day they passed
the last stunted tree. Nothing grew higher than that point but the thorny poison weeds and they were
scarce.

Thear was naoticegbly thinner there and their burdens heavier. A short distance beyond they came to a
gmd| rock monument; Craig's turn-back point.

The next day they found the quartz crystasin place. A mile farther was the vein the mica had come from.
Of the other minerds Craig had hoped to find, however, there were only traces.

The fourth day was an eternity of Sruggling up the now-steeper canyon under loads that seemed to weigh
hundreds of pounds; forcing their protesting legs to carry them fifty steps at a time, at the end of which
they would stop to rest while their lungs labored to suck in the thin air in quick, panting breaths.

It would have been much easier to have gone around the mountain. But the Chasm was supposed to be
like a huge cavity scooped out of the plateau beyond the mountain, rimmed with sheer diffs a mile high.
Only on the p. 75 Sde next to the mountain was there a dope leading down into it.

They stopped for the night where the creek ended in a smdl spring. There the snow dill dung to the
canyon's wals and there the canyon curved, offering them the promise of the summit just around the bend
asit had been doing dl day.

The sun was hot and bright the next moring as they made their dow way on again. The canyon
sraightened, the steep wdls of it flattening out to make a pair of ragged shoulders with a saddle between
them.

They dimbed to the summit of the saddle and there, suddenly before them, was the other side of the
world—and the Chasm.

Far below them was a plateau, dretching endlesdy like the one they had left behind them. But the chaam
dominated dl else. It was a gigantic, sheer-walled valey, a hundred miles long by forty miles wide, sunk
deep in the plateau with the tops of its mile-high wals levd with the floor of the plateau. The mountain
under them dropped swiftly away, doping down and down to the levd of the plateau and then on, down



and down again, to the bottom of the chasm that was so deep its floor was hdf hidden by the moming
shadows.

"My God!" Barber said. "It must be over three miles under us to the bottom, on the verticd. Ten miles of
thirty-three per cent grade—if we go down well never get out again.”

"You can turn back hereif you want to," Humbolt said.
"Tumn back?' Barber's red whiskers seemed to brigtle. "Who in hdl said anything about turning back?"
"Nobody,” Humbolt said, amiling alittle a Barber's quick flash of anger.

He studied the chasm, wishing that they could have some way of cutting the quartz crystals and making
binoculars. It was along way to look with the naked eye....

Here and there the chasm thrust out arms into the plateau. All the arms were short, however, and even at
thar heads the diffs were vertica. The morning shadows p. 76 prevented a clear view of much of the
chasm and he could see no 9gn of the red-stained strata that they were searching for.

In the southwest corner of the chasm, far away and dmost imperceptible, he saw a faint cloud risng up
from the chasm's floor. 1t was impossible to tdl what it was and it faded away as he watched.

Barber saw it, too, and said, "It looked like smoke. Do you suppose there could be people—or some
kind of intdligent things—living down there?'

"It might have been the vapor from hot springs, condensed by the cool morning air,” he said. "Whatever it
was, well look into it when we get there.”

The dimb down the steep dope into the chasm was swifter than that up the canyon but no more pleasant.
Carrying a heavy pack down such a grade exerted a torturous strain upon the backs of the legs.

The heat increased teadily as they descended. They reached the floor of the valey the next day and the
noonday heat was so0 great that Humbolt wondered if they might not have trapped themsdlves into what
the summer would soon transform into a monstrous oven where no life at dl could exis. There could
never be any choice, of course—the mountains were passable only when the westher was hot.

Thefloor of the vdley was slt, sand and grave—they would find nothing there. They set out on a dircuit
of the chasm's walls, following dong close to the base.

In many places the mile-high wals were without a Sngle ledge to break their verticd faces. When they
came to the first such place they saw that the ground near the base was riddled with queer little pits, like
tiny craters of the moon. As they looked there was a crack like a cannon shot and the ground beside
them erupted into an exploson of sand and graved. When the dust had cleared away there was a new
crater where none had been before.

Humbolt wiped the blood from his face where a flying fragment had cut it and said, "The heat of the sun
loosens rocks up on the rim. When one fdls amilein a one poaint five gravity, it's traveing like a meteor.”
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They went on, through the danger zone. As with the peril of the chasm's heat, there was no choice. Only
by obsarving the materid thet littered the base of the diffs could they know what minerds, if any, might
be above them.

On the fifteenth day they saw the red-stained stratum. Humbolt quickened his pace, hurrying forward in



advance of Barber. The sratum was too high up on the wdl to be reached but it was not necessary to
examineit in place—the base of the diff was piled thick with fragments from it.

He fdt the firg touch of discouragement as he looked a them. They were a sandstone, light in weght.
Theiron present was only what the Dunbar Expedition had thought it to be; a mere discoloration.

They made their way dowly dong the foot of the diff, examining piece after piece in the hope of finding
something more than iron gains. There was no variation, however, and amile farther on they came to the
end of the red stratum. Beyond that point the rocks were gray, without a vestige of iron.

"So that," Barber said, looking back the way they had come, "is what we were going to build a ship out
of—iron gand"

Humbolt did not answer. For him it was more than a disappointment. It was the deeth of a dream he had
held since the year he was nine and had heard that the Dunbar Expedition had seen iron-stained rock in a
deep chasm—the only iron-stained rock on the face of Ragnarok. Surdly, he had thought, there would be
enough iron there to build asmdl ship. For deven years he had worked toward the day when he would
find it. Now, he had found it—and it was nothing. The ship was as far awvay as ever....

But discouragement was as usdless as iron-stained sandstone. He shook it off and turned to Barber.
"Let'sgo," he sad. "Maybe well find something by the time we circle the chasm.”

For seven days they risked the danger of desath from downward plunging rocks and found nothing. On
the eighth day they found the treasure that was not treasure.
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They stopped for the evening just within the mouth of one of the chasm'’s tributaries. Humbolt went out to
get a drink where a trickle of water ran through the sand and as he kndt down he saw the flash of
something red under him, amost buried in the sand.

Helifted it out. It was a sone hdf the sze of his hand; darkly tranducent and glowing in the light of the
setting sun like blood.

It was a ruby.

He looked, and saw another gleam a little farther up the stream. It was another ruby, dmog as large as
the firg one. Near it was a flawless blue sapphire. Scattered here and there were smdler rubies and
sapphires, down to the Sze of grains of sand.

He went farther upstream and saw specimens of dill another stone. They were colorless but burning with
internd fires. He rubbed one of them hard across the ruby he dill carried and there was a gritting sound
asit cut a deep scratch in the ruby.

"Il be damned," he said doud.

There was only one stone hard enough to cut a ruby—the diamond.

It was dmost dark when he returned to where Barber was resting beside their packs.



"What did you find to keep you out so laie?' Barber asked curioudly.
He dropped a double handful of rubies, sapphires and diamonds a Barber's feet.

"Take alook," he said. "On advilized world what you see there would buy us a ship without our having
to lift afinger. Here they're just pretty rocks.

"Except the diamonds™" he added "At least we now have something to cut those quartz crystals with.”

They took only a few of the rubies and sgpphires the next moming but they gathered more of the
diamonds, looking in particular for the gray-black and ugly but very hard and tough carbonado variety.
Then they resumed their drding of the chasm's walls.

The heat continued its steady increase as the days p. 79 went by. Only at night was there any rdief from it
and the nights were growing swiftly shorter as the blue sun rose earlier each morning. When the yelow
aun rose the chasm became a blazing furnace around the edge of which they crept like ants in some

gigantic oven.

There was no lifein any form to be seen; no animd or bush or blade of grass. There was only the barren
floor of the chasm, made a harsh green shade by the two suns and writhing and undulaing with heet
waves like a nightmare sea, while above them the towering diffs shimmered, too, and sometimes seemed
to be leening far out over their heads and dready fdling down upon them.

They found no more minerds of any kind and they came at last to the place where they had seen the
smoke or vapor.

There the wdls of the chasm drew back to form a little valey a mile long by hdf a mile wide. The wdls
did not drop verticdly to the floor there but doped out at the base into a fantastic formation of natura
roofs and arches that reached dmogt to the center of the vadley from each sde. Green things grew in the
shade under the arches and sparkling waterfdls cascaded down over many of them. A andl creek
carried the water out of the valey, going out into the chasm allittle way before the hot sands absorbed it.

They stood and watched for some time, but there was no movement in the valey other than the waving of
the green plants as a breeze gtirred them. Once the breeze shifted to bring them the fresh, sweet scent of
growing things and urge them to come closer.

"A place like that doesn't blong here” Barber said in alow voice. "But it's there. | wonder what dse is
there?"

"Shade and cool water,” Humbolt said. "And maybe things that don't like strangers. Let's go find out.”

They watched warily as they walked, tharr crossbows in their hands. At the closer range they saw that
the roofs and arches were the outer remains of a system of natura caves that went back into the vdley's
wadls The green vegetaion grew wherever the roofs gave part-time p.80 shade, conssing manly of a
hally-leafed bush with purple flowers and atal plant resembling corn.



Under some of the roofs the corn was mature, the orange colored grains vishle. Under others it was no
more than haf grown. He saw the reason and said to Barber:

"There are both warm and cold springs here. The plants watered by the warm springs would grow dmost
the year around; the ones watered by the cold springs only in the summer. And what we saw from the
mountain top would have been vapor rigng from the warm springs.”

They passed under arch after arch without seeing any life. When they came to the valey's upper end and
dill had seen nothing it seemed evident that there was little danger of an encounter with any
intelligent-and-hodtile creatures. Apparently nothing &t dl lived in the little valey.

Humbolt stopped under a broad arch where the breeze was made cool and moist by the spray of water it
hed come through. Barber went on, to look under the adjoining arch.

Caves led into the wall from both arches and as he stood there Humbolt saw something lying in the mouth
of the nearest cave. It was alittle mound of orange corn; lyingin a neet pile as though whatever had left it
there had intended to come back after it.

He looked toward the other arch but Barber was somewhere out of Sght. He doubted that whatever had
left the corn could be much of a menace—dangerous animas were more apt to eat flesh than corn—but
he went to the cave with his crossbow ready.

He stopped a the mouth of the cave to let his eyes become accustomed to the darkness ingde it. As he
did so the things ingde came out to meet him.

They emerged into full view; six little animds the sze of squirrels, each of them a different color. They
walked on short hind legs like miniature bears and the dark eyes in the bear-chipmunk faces were fixed
on himwith intense interest. They stopped five feet in front of him, p. 81 there to stand in a nest row and
continue the fascinated staring up a him.

Theyelow onein the center scratched absently at its somach with afurry paw and he lowered the bow,
feding alittle foolish a having bothered to raise it againg animas so amdl and harmless.

Then he hdf brought it up again as the ydlow one opened its mouth and said in a tone that held digtinct
anticipation:

"I think well eat you for supper.”

He darted glances to right and left but there was nothing near him except the six little animas. The ydlow
one, having spoken, was staring slently a him with only curiogty on its furry face. He wondered if some
miasma or some scent from the vegetation in the valey had warped his mind into sudden insanity and
asked:

"You think youll do what?"
It opened its mouth again, to stutter, "I—l——" Then, with a note of darm, "Hey...."

It sad no more and the next sound was that of Barber hurrying toward him and cdling,
"Hey—Bill—where are you?'

"Here" he answered, and he was dready sure that he knew why the little animd had spoken to him.

Barber came up and saw the 9x chipmunk-bears. "Sx of them!" he exclamed. "Therés one in the next
cave—the damned thing spoke to mel™



"I thought s0," he replied. "You told it we'd haveit for supper and then it said, 'Y ou think youll do what?
didnt it?'

Barber's face showed surprise. "How did you know that?'

"They're telepathic between one another,” he said. "The yedlow one there repeated what the one you
spoke to heard you say and it repeated what the ydlow one heard me say. It has to be teepathy
between them.”

"Tdepathy——" Barber stared at the 3x little animas, who stared back with thelr fascinated curiogty
undiminished. "But why should they want to repeat doud what they receive teepathicaly?’
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"I don't know. Maybe a some stage in their evolution only part of them were telepaths and the telepaths
broadcasted danger warnings to the others that way. So far as that goes, why does a parrot repeat what
it hears?'

There was a scurry of movement behind Barber and another of the little animds, a white one, hurried
past them. It went to the ydlow one and they stood close together as they stared up. Apparently they
were mates....

"That's the other one—those are the two that mocked us" Barber said, and thereby gave them the name
by which they would be known: mockers.

The mockers were fresh meat—but they accepted the humans with such friendliness and trust that Barber
log dl his desire to have one for supper or for any other time. They had a limited supply of dried meet
and there would be plenty of orange corn. They would not go hungry.

They discovered that the mockers had living quartersin both the cool caves and the ones warmed by the
hot springs. There was evidence that they hibernated during the wintersin the warm caves.

There were no minerdsin the mockers valey and they set out to continue ther circuit of the chasm. They
did not get far until the heat had become so great that the chasm's tributaries began going dry. They
turned back then, to wait in the little valey until the fal rains came.

When the long summer was ended by the fird rain they resumed their journey. They took a supply of the
orange corn and two of the mockers; the yelow one and its mate. The other mockers watched them
leave, ganding slent and solemn in front of ther caves as though they feared they might never see thar
two fellows or the humans again.

The two mockers were pleasant company, riding on their shoulders and chattering any nonsense that
came to mind. And sometimes saying things that were not a dl nonsense, making Humbolt wonder if
mockers could p. 83 partly read human minds and dimly understand the meaning of some of the things

they said.



They found a place where sdtpeter was very thinly and erraticdly distributed. They scraped off dl the
films of it that were vishle and procured a amdl amount. They completed their circuit and reached the
foot of the long, steep dope of the Craigs without finding anything more.

It was an awesome dimb that lay before them; up a grade so steep and barred with so many low ledges
that when their legs refused to carry them farther they crawled. The heat was il very serious and there
would be no water until they came to the spring beyond the mountain's summit. A burning wind, born on
the blazing floor of the chasm, followed them up the mountain dl day. Their lesther canteens were dmost
dry when night came and they were no more than a third of the way to the top.

The mockers had become slent as the devation increased and when they stopped for the night Humbolt
saw that they would never live to cross the mountain. They were breathing fadt, their hearts racing, as
they tried to extract enough oxygen from the thin air. They drank a few drops of water but they would
not touch the corn he offered them.

The white mocker died a midmorning the next day as they stopped for a rest. The ydlow one crawled
fecbly to her sde and died afew minutes |ater.

"So that's that,” Humbolt said, looking down at them. "The only things on Ragnarok that ever trusted us
and wanted to be our friends—and we killed them.”

They drank the last of ther water and went on. They made dry camp that night and dreams of cold
sreams of water tormented their exhausted deep. The next day was a hdlish eternity in which they
walked and fdl and crawled and walked and fdl again.

Barber weakened steadily, his breathing growing to a rattling panting. He spoke once that afternoon, to
try to amile with dry, swollen lips and say between his panting gasps, "It would be hdl—to have to
die—so thirdy like this"
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After that hefdl with increesing frequency, each time dower and weaker in getting up again. Haf amile
short of the summit hefdl for the last time. He tried to get up, faled, and tried to crawl. He faled at that,
too, and collapsed face down in the rocky soil.

Humbolt went to him and said between his own labored intakes of breath, "Wait, Dan—I'll go on—bring
you back waeter."

Barber raised himsdf with a great effort and looked up. "No use" he said. "My heart—too much——"

Hefdl forward again and that time he was very dill, his desperate panting no more.

It seemed to Humbolt that it was hdf a lifetime later that he findly reached the saring and the cold, clear
water. He drank, the most ecdtatic pleasure he had ever experienced in hislife. Then the pleasure drained
away as he seemed to see Dan Barber trying to amile and seemed to hear him say, "It would be hdl—to
have to die—so thirdy like this"

He rested for two days before he was in condition to continue on his way. He reached the plateau and
saw that the woods goats had been migrating south for some time. On the second morning he dimbed up
agentle ral in the plain and met three unicorns face to face.



They charged at once, squeding with anticipation. Had he been equipped with an ordinary bow he would
have been killed within seconds. But the automatic crossbow poured arain of arrows into the faces of
the unicorns that caused them to swing aside in pain and enraged astonishment. The moment they had
swvung enough to expose the area just behind their heads the arrows became fatal.

One unicorn escaped, three arrows brigling in its face. It watched him from a distance for a little while,
queding and shaking its head in baffled fury. Then it turned and disappeared over a swell in the plan,
running like a deer.

He resumed his southward march, hurrying faster than before. The unicorn had headed north and thet
could p. 85 be for but one purpose: to bring enough reinforcements to finish the job.

He reached the caves a night. No one was up but George Ord, working late in his combinaion
workshop-laboratory.

George looked up at the sound of his entrance and saw that he was aone. "So Dan didn't make it?' he
asked.

"The chasm got him," he answered. And then, wearily, "The chasm—we found the damned thing."
"The red stratum——"
"It was only iron gains”

"I made alittle pilot smelter while you were gone™ George said. "I was hoping the red sratum would be
ore. The other prospecting parties—none of them found anything."

"WEell try again next soring,” he said. "Weéll find it somewhere, no matter how long it takes."
"Our time may not be so long. The observations show the sun to be farther south then ever.”

"Then welll make double use of the time we do have. Well cut the hunting parties to the limit and send
out more prospecting parties. We're going to have a ship to meet the Gerns again.”

"Sometimes”" George said, his black eyes sudying him thoughtfully, "I think that's dl you live for, Bill: for
the day when you can kill Gerns™

George sad it as a datement of a fact, without censure, but Humbolt could not keep an edge of
harshness out of his voice as he answered:

"For aslong as I'm leader that's dl were dl going to live for."

He followed the game south that fall, taking with him Bob Craig and young Anders. Hundreds of miles
south of the caves they came to the lowlands, a land of much water and vegetation and vast herds of
unicorns and woods goats. It was an exceedingly dangerous country, due to the concentration of
unicorns and prowlers, and only the autometic crosshows combined with never ceasing vigilance enabled
them to survive.

There they saw the crawlers; hideous things that p. 86 crawled on multiple legs like three-ton centipedes,
their mouths set with Sx mandibles and dripping a ginking sdiva The bite of a crawler was poisonous,



ingantly parayzing even to a unicorn, though not ingantly killing them. The crawlers ate ther victims at
once, however, ripping the hdpless and il living flesh from its bones.

Although the unicorns feared the crawlers, the prowlers hated them with a fanaticd intensty and made
use of their superior quickness to kill every crawler they found; ripping at the crawler until the crawler, in
an insanity of rage, bit itsdf and died of its own poison.

They had taken one of the powerful longbows with them, in addition to ther crossbows, and they killed a
crawler with it one day. Asthey did so a band of twenty prowlers came suddenly upon them.

Twenty prowlers, with the advantage of surprise at short range, could have daughtered them. Insteed, the
prowlers continued on their way without as much as a chdlenging snarl.

"Now why," Bob Craig wondered, "did they do that?"

"They saw we had jugt killed a crawler,” Humbolt said. "The crawlers are ther enemies and | guess
letting us live was their way of showing ppreciation.”

Thar further explorations of the lowlands reveded no minerds—nothing but dluvid materid of unknown
depth—and there was no reason to ay longer except that return to the caves was impossible until spring
came. They built attack-proof shdtersin the trees and settled down to wait out the winter.

They started north with the firsg wave of woods goats, nothing but lack of success to show for ther
months of time and effort.

When they were dmog to the caves they came to the barren valey where the Gerns had herded the
Regects out of the cruisers and to the place where the stockade had been. It was a londy place, the
stockade walls fdlen and scattered and the graves of Humbolt's mother and dl the others long since
obliterated by the hooves of the unicorn legions. Bitter memories were reawakened, tinged p.87 by the
years with nogtdgia, and the stockade was far behind them before the dark mood Ieft him.

The orange corn was planted that Soring and the number of prospecting parties was doubled.

The corn sprouted, grew feebly, and died before maturity. The prospecting parties returned one by one,
each to report no success. He decided, that fall, that time was too precious to waste—they would have
to use the dternate plan he had spoken of.

He went to George Ord and asked himif it would be possble to build a hyperspace tranamitter with the
materids they had.

"It's the one way we could have a chance to leave here without a ship of our own,” he said. "By luring a
Gern cruiser here and then taking it away from them.”

George shook his head. "A hyperspace trangmitter might be built, given enough years of time. But it
would be usdess without power. It would take a generator of such size that wed have to mdt down
evary gun, knife, axe, every piece of sted and iron we have. And then weld be five hundred pounds
short. On top of that, we'd have to have at least three hundred pounds more of copper for additiona
wire"

"I didn't redize it would take such alarge generator,” he said after asllence. "I was sure we could have a
trangmitter.”

"Get me the metd and we can,” George said. He sghed restlesdy and there was dmogt hatred in his eyes
as he looked at the indosng walls of the cave. "You're not the only one who would like to leave our



prison. Get me eight hundred pounds of copper and iron and I'll make the transmitter, some way."
Eight hundred pounds of metd.... On Ragnarok that was like asking for the sun.

The years went by and each year there was the same determined effort, the same lack of success. And
each year the suns were farther south, marking the coming of the end of any efforts other than the one to
urvive,

In the year thirty, when fdl came earlier than ever before, he was forced to admit to himsdf the bleak and
bitter fact: he and the others were not of the generaion p. 88 that would escape from Ragnarok. They
were Earth-born—they were not adapted to Ragnarok and could not scour a world of 1.5 gravity for
metals that might not exig.

And vengeance was aluxury he could not have.

A question grew in his mind where there had been only his hatred for the Gerns before. What would
become of the future generations on Ragnarok?

With the question a scene from his childhood kept coming back to him; a late summer evening in the first
year on Ragnarok and Julia sitting beside him in the warm gtarlight....

"You're my son, Billy,” she had said. "Thefird | ever had. Now, before so very long, maybe I'll have
another one”

Hestantly, not wanting to believe, he had asked, "Wha some of them said about how you might die
then—it won't redly happen, will it, Julig?"

"It ... might." Then her am had gone around him and she had said, "If | do I'll leave in my place a life
that's more important than mine ever was.

"Remember me, Billy, and this evening, and what | said to you, if you should ever be leader. Remember
that it's only through the children that we can ever survive and whip thisworld. Protect them while they're
gmdl and helpless and teach them to fight and be afraid of nothing when they're a little older. Never,
never let them forget how they came to be on Ragnarok. Someday, even if it's a hundred years from
now, the Gernswill come again and they mugt be ready to fight, for thelr freedom and for ther lives"

He had been too young then to understand how truly she had spoken and when he was old enough his
hatred for the Gerns had blinded him to everything but his own desires. Now, he could see....

The children of each generation would be better adapted to Ragnarok and full adaptation would
eventudly come. But dl the generations of the future would be potentid daves of the Gern Empire, free
only so long as they remained unnoticed.

It was inconceivable that the Gerns should never pass p.89 by Ragnarok through dl time to come. And
when they findly came the dow, uneventful progression of decades and centuries might have brought a
fase sense of security to the people of Ragnarok, might have turned the stories of what the Gerns did to
the Regects into legends and then into myths that no one any longer believed.

The Gerns would have to be brought to Ragnarok before that could happen.



He went to George Ord again and said:

"Therés one kind of tranamitter we could make a generator for—a plan normal-space transmitter,
dot-dash, without a receiver.”

George lad down the diamond cutting whed he had been working on.

"It would take two hundred years for the Sgnd to get to Athena at the speed of light," he said. "Then,
forty days after it got there, a Gern cruiser would come hell-bent to investigete.”

"I want the ones of the future to know that the Gerns will be here no later than two hundred years from
now. And with aways the chance that a Gern cruiser in space might pick up the sgnd at any time before
then."

"l see" George said. "The sword of Damocles hanging over their heads, to make them remember.”

"You know what would happen to them if they ever forgot. You're as old as | an—you know what the
Gernsdid to us”

"I'm older than you are," George said. "I was nine when the Gerns Ieft us here. They kept my father and
mother and my sister was only three. | tried to keep her warm by holding her but the Hell Fever got her
that first night. She was too young to understand why | couldn't help her more...."

Hatred burned in his eyes a the memory, like some fire that had been banked but had never died. "Yes, |
remember the Gerns and what they did. |1 wouldn't want it to have to happen to others—the tranamitter
will be made o that it won't."

The guns were medted down, together with other items p. 90 of iron and stedl, to make the castings for the
generator. Ceramic pipes were made to carry water from the spring to a waterwhedl. The long, dow job
of converting the miscdlany of eectronic devices, many of them broken, into the components of a
tranamitter proceeded.

It was five years before the tranamitter was ready for testing. It was early fdl of the year thirty-five then,
and the water that gushed from the pipe splashed in cold drops againg Humbolt as the waterwhed was
Set in mation.

The generator began to hum and George observed the output of it and the transmitter as registered by the
various meters he had made.

"Week, but it will reach the Gern monitor station on Athena" he said, "It's ready to send—what do you
want to say?'

"Makeit something short," he said. "Make it, 'Ragnarok calling.'™

George poised his finger over the trangmitting key. "This will set forces in motion that can never be
recaled. What we do here thismorning is going to cause alot of Gerns—or Ragnarok people—to die”

"It will be the Gerns who die" he said. "Send the sgnd.”

"Likeyou, | believe the same thing," George said. "I have to bdieveit because that's the way | want it to



be. | hope we're right. 1t's something well never know.”

He began depressing the key.

A boy was given the job of operating the key and the sgnd went out daily until the freezing of winter
stopped the waterwhed tha powered the generator.

The sending of the sgnas was resumed when soring came and the prospecting parties continued their
van search for metds.

The suns continued moving south and each year the sorings came later, the fdls earlier. In the spring of
forty-five he saw that he would have to make hisfind decision.

By then they had dwindled until they numbered only sixty-eight; the Young Ones gray and rapidly
growing old. There was no longer any use to continue the prospecting—if p.91 any metds were to be
found they were at the north end of the plateau where the snow no longer medted during the summer.
They were too few to do more than prepare for what the Old Ones had feared they might have to
face—Big Winter. That would require the work of dl of them.

Shests of mica were brought down from the Craigs, the summits of which were deeply buried under
show even in midsummer. Stoves were made of fireclay and mica, which would give both heat and light
and would be more efficdet than the open fireplaces. The innermost caves were prepared for
occupation, with multiple doors to hold out the cold and with laborioudy excavated ventilation ducts and
smoke outlets.

There were gxty of them in the fal of fifty, when dl had been done that could be done to prepare for
what might come,

"There aren't many of the Earth-born left now,” Bob Craig said to him one night as they sat in the
flickering light of a stove. "And there hasn't been time for there to be many of the Ragnarok-born. The
Gerns wouldn't get many davesif they should come now."

"They could use however many they found,” he answered. "The younger ones, who are the best adapted
to this gravity, would be exceptiondly strong and quick on a one-gravity world. There are dangerous
jobs where a strong, quick dave is a lot more effident and expendable than complex, expensive
mechines”

"And they would want some specimens for scientific sudy,” Jm Lake said. "They would want to cut into
the young ones and see how they're built that they're adapted to this one and a hdf gravity world."

He amiled with the cold mirthlessness that dways reminded Humbolt of his father—of the Lake who had
been the Constellation's lieutenant commander. "According to the books the Gerns never did try to
make it a secret that when a Gern doctor or biologist cuts into the muscles or organs of a non-Gern to
see wha makes them tick, he wants them to be dill dive and ticking as he does s0."

p. 92



Seventeen-year-old Don Chiara spoke, to say dowly, thoughtfully:

"Savery and vivisection.... If the Gerns should come now when there are so few of us, and if we should
fight the best we could and lose, it would be better for whoever was the last of usleft to put a knife in the
hearts of the women and children than to let the Gerns have them.”

No one made any answer. There was no answer to make, no dternative to sugges.

"In the future there will be more of us and it will be different,” he said at last. "On Earth the Gerns were
adways stronger and faster than humans but when the Gerns come to Ragnarok they're going to find a
race that isnt redly humen any more. They're going to find a race before which they'll be like woods
goats before prowlers.”

"If only they don't come too soon,” Craig said.
"That was the chance that had to be taken," he replied.

He wondered again as he spoke, as he had wondered so often in the past years, if he had given them 4l
their desth sentence when he ordered the transmitter built. Yet, the future generations could not be
permitted to forget ... and sted could not be tempered without firg thrudting it into the fire.

He was the lagt of the Young Ones when he awoke one night in the fdl of fifty-ax and found himsdf
burning with the Hell Fever. He did not summon any of the others. They could do nothing for him and he
hed aready done dl he could for them.

He had done dl he could for them ... and now he would leave forty-nine men, women and children to
face the unknown forces of Big Winter while over them hung the sword he had forged; the increesing
danger of detection by the Gerns.

The question came again, sharp with the knowledge thet it was far too late for him to change any of it.
Did | arrange the execution of my people?

Then, through the red haze of the fever, Julia spoke p. 93 to him out of the past; Stting again beside hm in
the summer twilight and saying:

Remember me, Billy, and this evening, and what | said to you ... teach them to fight and be afraid
of nothing ... never let them forget how they came to be on Ragnarok....

She seemed very near and red and the doubt faded and was gone. Teach them to fight ... never let
them forget.... The men of Ragnarok were only fur-clad hunters who crouched in caves but they would
grow in numbers as time went by. Each generation would be stronger than the generation before it and he
hed set forces in mation that would bring the last generation the trid of combat and the opportunity for
freedom. How wdll they fought on that day would determine their destiny but he was certain, once agan,
what that destiny would be.

It would be to wak as conquerors before beaten and humbled Gerns.



It was winter of the year eighty-five and the temperature was one hundred and Sx degrees below zero.
Walter Humbolt stood in front of the ice tunnd that led back through the glacier to the caves and looked

up into the sky.

It was noon but there was no sun in the garlit sky. Many weeks before the sun had dipped below the
southern horizon. For alittle while adim hao had marked its passage each day; then that, too, had faded
away. But now it wastime for the halo to appear again, to herdd the sun's returning.

Frost filled the sky, making the stars flicker as it swirled endlesdy downward. He blinked againg it, his
eydashes trying to freeze to his lower eydids at the movement, and turned to look & the north.

There the northern lights were a gigantic curtain thet filled a third of the sky, rippling and waving in folds
that pulsated in red and green, rose and lavender and violet. Their reflection gleamed on the glecier that
doped down from the caves and glowed softly on the other glacier; the one that covered the tranamitter
dation. The trangmitter p. 94 had long ago been taken into the caves but the generator and waterwhed
were dill there, frozenin atomb of ice.

For three years the glacier had been growing before the caves and the plateau's southern face had been
buried under snow for ten years. Only afew woods goats ever came as far north as the country south of
the caves and they stayed only during the brief period between the last snow of spring and the firgt snow
of fal. Ther winter home was somewhere down near the equator. What had been caled the Southern
Lowlands was a frozen, lifdess waste.

Once they had thought about going to the valey in the chasm where the mockers would be hibernating in
their warm caves. But even if they could have gone up the plateau and performed the incredible feet of
crossing the glacier-covered, blizzard-ripped Craigs, they would have found no food in the mockers
valey—only alittle corn the mockers had stored away, which would soon have been exhausted.

There was no place for them to live but in the caves or as nomads migrating with the animas. And if they
migrated to the equator each year they would have to leave behind them dl the books and tools and
evaything that might someday have given them a dvilized way of life and might someday have shown
them how to escape from their prison.

He looked again to the south where the hao should be, thinking: They should have made their decision
in there by now. I'm their leader—but | can't force them to stay here against their will. | could only
ask them to consider what it would mean if we left here.

Snow creaked underfoot as he moved restlesdy. He saw something lying under the blanket of frost and
went to it. It was an arrow that someone had dropped. He picked it up, carefully, because the intense
cold had made the dhaft as brittle as glass. It would regain its normd srength when taken into the
caves——

There was the sound of steps and Fred Schroeder came out of the tunnd, dressed as he was dressed in
bulky p.95 furs. Schroeder looked to the south and said, "It seems to be garting to get a little lighter
there”

He saw that it was, a smdl, fant paling of the black sky.

"They talked over what you and | told them,” Schroeder said. "And about how weve sruggled to say
here thislong and how, even if the sun should stop drifting south this year, it will be years of ice and cold
a the caves before Big Spring comes.”

"If we leave here the glacier will cover the caves and fill them with ice” he said. "All we ever had will be



buried back in there and dl well have left will be our bows and arrows and animd skins. Well be taking
aone-way road back into the stone age, for oursalves and our children and their children.”

"They know that," Schroeder said. "We both told them.”

He paused. They watched the sky to the south turn lighter. The northern lights flamed unnoticed behind
them as the pae hdo of the invishle sun dowly brightened to its maximum. Ther faces were white with
near-freezing then and they turned to go back into the caves. "They had made ther decison,” Schroeder
went on. "I guess you and | did them an injustice when we thought they had lost their determination, when
we thought they might want to hand their children aflint axe and say, 'Here—take this and let it be the
symboal of dl you are or dl you will ever be.'

"Thar decison was unanimous—well stay for aslong asit's possible for us to survive here”

Howard Lake listened to Teacher Morgan West read from the diary of Walter Humbolt, written during
the terrible winter of thirty-five years before:

"Each morning the light to the south was brighter. On the seventh morning we saw the sun—and
it was not due until the eighth morning!

"It will be years before we can stop fighting the enclosure of the glacier but we have reached and
passed the dead of Big Winter. We have reached the bottom and the only direction we can go in
the future is up.

p. 96

"And 0," West said, dosing the book, "we are here in the caves tonight because of the stubbornness of
Humbolt and Schroeder and dl the others. Had they thought only of ther own wefare, had they
conceded defeat and gone into the migratory way of life, we would be stting beside grass campfires
somewhere to the south tonight, our way of life containing no plans or aspirations greater than to follow
the game back and forth through the years.

"Now, let's go outside to finish tonight's lesson.”

Teacher West led the way into the darlit night just outsde the caves, Howard Lake and the other
children fallowing him. West pointed to the sky where the star group they called the Athena Congellation
blazed like a huge arrowhead highin the east.

"There" he said, "beyond the top of the arrowhead, is where we were going when the Gerns stopped us
ahundred and twenty years ago and left us to die on Ragnarok. It's so far that Athenas sun can't be seen
from here, so far that it will be another hundred and fifteen years before our firs 9gnd gets there. Why is
it, then, that you and al the other groups of children have to learn such things as history, physics, the Gern
language, and the way to fire a Gern blagter?”

The hand of every child went up. West selected eight-year-old Clifton Humbolt. "Tdl us, Clifton," he
sad.

"Because" Clifton answered, "a Gern cruiser might pass by afew light-years out at any time and pick up
our sgnas. So we have to know dl we can about them and how to fight them because there aren't very
many of usyet.”



"The Gernswill cometo kill us” little Marie Chiara said, her dark eyes large and earnest. "Theyll come
to kill us and to make daves out of the ones they don't kill, like they did with the others a long time ago.
They're avful mean and awful smart and we have to be smarter than they are.”

Howard looked again a the Athena congdlation, thinking, | hope they come just as soon as I'm old
enough to fight them, or even tonight....

"Teacher,” he asked, "how would a Gern cruiser look p. 97 if it came tonight? Would it come from the
Athena arrowhead?'

"It probably would,” West answered. "You would see its rocket blag, like abright trail of fire——"

A bright trail of fire burst suddenly into being, coming from the constelation of Athena and lighting up the
woods and hills and their gartled faces as it arced down toward them.

"It's them!" atreble voice exdamed and there was a quick flurry of movement as Howard and the other
older children shoved the younger children behind them.

Then the light vanished, leaving a dimming glow where it had been.

"Only a meteor,” West said. He looked at the line of older children who were stlanding protectingly in
front of the younger ones, rocksin therr hands with which to ward off the Gerns, and he amiled in the way
he had when he was pleased with them.

Howard watched the meteor trall fade swiftly into invishility and fet his heartbeats dow from the firg
wild thrill to gray disappointment. Only a meteor....

But someday he might be leader and by then, surely, the Gerns would come. If not, he would find some
way to make them come.

Ten years later Howard Lake was leader. There were three hundred and fifty of them then and Big
Soring was on its way to becoming Big Summer. The snow was gone from the southern end of the
plateau and once again game migrated up the valeys east of the caves.

There were many things to be done now that Big Winter was past and they could have the chance to do
them. They needed a larger pottery kiln, a larger workshop with a wooden lathe, more diamonds to
make cutting wheds, more quartz crysas to make binoculars and microscopes. They could agan
explore the fidd of inorganic chemidry, even though results in the past had produced nothing of vaue,
and they could, within a few years, resume the metd prospecting up the plateau—the most important
project of al.

Thar wegpons seemed to be as perfect as was possble p. 98 but when the Gerns came they would need
some quick and certain means of communication between the various units that would fight the Gerns. A
leader who could not communicate with his forces and coordinate their actions would be hepless. And
they had on Ragnarok a form of communication, if trained, that the Gerns could not detect or interfere
with dectronicaly: the mockers.

The Craigs were dill white and impassable with snow that summer but the snow was receding higher
eech year. Fve years laer, in the summer of one hundred and thirty-five, the Craigs were passable for a
few weeks.



Lake led a party of eight over them and down into the chasm. They took with them two smal cages,
congtructed of wood and glass and made artight with the strong medusabush glue. Each cage was
equipped with asmple ar pump and a pressure gauge.

They brought back two pairs of mockers as interested and trusting captives, together with a supply of the
orange corn and alarge amount of diamonds. The mockers, in thelr pressure-maintained cages, were not
even aware of the increase in devation as they were carried over the high summit of the Craigs.

To Lake and the men with him the dimb back up the long, steep dope of the mountain was a diff dimb
to makein one day but no more than that. It was hard to believe that it had taken Humbolt and Barber
amog three days to dimb it and that Barber had died in the attempt. It reminded him of the old
crossbows that Humbolt and the others had used. They were thin, with a light pull, such as the present
generation boys used. It mugt have required courage for the old ones to dare unicorn attacks with bows
50 thin that only the amdl area behind the unicorn's jaws was vulnerable to their arrows....

When the caves were reached, a very gradud reduction of pressure in the mocker cages was started;
one that would cover a period of weeks. One pair of mockers survived and had two young ones thet fal.
The young mockers, like the firg generation of Ragnarok-born children p.99 of many years before, were
more adapted to their environment than their parents were.

The orange corn was planted, usng an adaptation method somewhat smilar to that used with the
mockers. It might have worked had the orange corn not required such a long period of time in which to
reach maturity. When winter came only a few grains had formed.

They were saved for next year's seeds, to continue the dow adaptation process.

By thefifth year the youngest generation of mockers was well adapted to the devation of the caves but
for a susceptibility to a quickly fatd form of pneumonia which made it necessary to keep them from
exposng themsdves to the cold or to any sudden changes of temperature.

Thar intdligence was surprisng and they seemed to be patidly receptive to human thoughts, as Bill
Humbolt had written. By the end of the fifteenth year ther training had reached such a stage of perfection
that a mocker would tranamit or not tranamit with only the unspoken thought of its master to tdl it which it
should be. In addition, they would transmit the message to whichever mocker their master's thought
directed. Presumably dl mockers received the message but only the mocker to whom it was addressed
would repest it aloud.

They had their method of communication. They had their automatic crossbows for quick, close fighting,
and their long range longbows. They were fully adapted to the 1.5 gravity and ther reflexes were dmost
like those of prowlers—Ragnarok had long ago separated the quick from the dead.

There were eight hundred and nineteen of them that year, in the early soring of one hundred and fifty, and
they were ready and impatient for the coming of the Gerns.

Then the tranamitter, which had been in operation again for many years, failed one day.

George Craig had finished checking it when Lake arived. He looked up from his ingruments,
remarkably amilar in appearance to a sketch of the old George Ord—a p. 100 resemblance that had been
passed down to him by his mother—and said:



"The entire dircuit is either gone or ready to go. It's dready operated for alot longer than it should have."

"It doesn't matter," Lake said. "It's served its purpose. We won't rebuild it.

George watched him questioningly.

"It's served its purpose,” he said again. "It didn't let us forget that the Gernswill come again. But that isn't
enough, now. The firs 9gnd won't reach Athena until the year two thirty-five. It will be the dead of Big
Winter again then. They'll have to fight the Gerns with bows and arrows that the cold will make as brittle
as glass. They won't have a chance.”

"No," George said. "They won't have a chance. But what can we do to change it?'

"It's something I've been thinking about,” he said. "Well build a hyperspace transmitter and bring the
Gerns before Big Winter comes.™

"Wewill?" George asked, lifting his dark eyebrows. "And what do we use for the three hundred pounds
of copper and five hundred pounds of iron we would have to have to make the generator?’

"Surdy we can find five hundred pounds of iron somewhere on Ragnarok. The north end of the plateau
might be the best bet. As for the copper—I doubt that well ever find it. But there are seams of a
bauxite-like day in the Western hills—they're certain to contain duminum to at least some extent. So
well make the wires of duminum.”

"The ore would have to be refined to pure duminum oxide before it could be smdted,” George said.
"And you can't smdt duminum ore in an ordinary furnace—only in an dectric furnace with a generator
that can supply a high amperage. And we would have to have crydlite ore to serve as the solvent in the
andting process."

"There's a seam of cryalitein the Eastern Hills according to the old maps” said Lake. "We could make a
larger generator by mdting down everything we have. 1t wouldn't be big enough to power the hyperspace
p. 101 transmitter but it should be big enough to smdt duminum ore.”

George consdered the idea. "I think we can do it."
"How long until we can send the 9gnd?' he asked.

"Given the extra metd we need, the building of the generator is a Smple job. The trangmitter is what will
take years—maybe as long asfifty."

Fifty years....
"Can't anything be done to make it sooner?' he asked.

"I know," George said. "You would like for the Gerns to come while you're dill here. So would every
men on Ragnarok. But even on Earth the building of a hyperspace tranamitter was a long, dow job, with
dl the materids they needed and dl the specid tools and equipment. Here well have to do everything by
hend and for materids we have only broken and burned-out odds and ends. It will take about fifty
years—it can't be helped.”

Hfty years ... but that would bring the Gerns before Big Winter came again. And there was the rapidly
increesing chance that a Gern cruiser would at any day intercept the firg Sgnas. They were aready more
then hdfway to Athena



"Médt down the generator,” he said. "Start making a bigger one. Tomorrow men will go out after bauxite
and cryoalite and four of uswill go up the plateau to look for iron.”

Lake selected Gene Taylor, Tony Chiara and Steve Schroeder to go with him. They were wdl on ther
way by daylight the next morning, on the shoulder of each of them a mocker which observed the activity
and new scenes with bright, interested eyes.

They traveled light, since they would have fresh meet dl the way, and carried herbs and corn only for the
mockers. Once, generations before, it had been necessary for men to eat herbs to prevent deficiency
diseases but now the deficiency diseases, like Hdl Fever, were unknown to them.

They carried no compasses since the radiations of the two suns congtantly created magnetic sorms that
caused compass needles to swing as much as twenty degrees p. 102 within an hour. Each of them carried
a par of powerful binoculars, however; binoculars that had been diamond-carved from the ivory-like
black unicorn horn and set with lenses and prisms of diamond-cut quartz.

The foremost bands of woods goats followed the advance of spring up the plateau and they followed the
woods goats. They could not go ahead of the goats—the goats were dready pressng close behind the
mdting of the snow. No hills or ridges were seen as the weeks went by and it seemed to Lake that they
would walk forever across the endless ralling floor of the plain.

Ealy summer came and they walked across aland that was green and pleasantly cool a a time when the
vegetation around the caves would be burned brown and lifdess. The woods goats grew less in number
then as some of them stopped for the rest of the summer in their chosen latitudes.

They continued on and & last they saw, far to the north, wha seemed to be an dmogt infinitesmd bulge
on the horizon. They reached it two days later; a land of rdling green hills scarred here and there with
ragged outcroppings of rock, and aland that dimbed dowly and steadily higher as it went into the north.

They camped that night in a little vae. The floor of it was white with the bones of woods goats that had
tarried too long the fdl before and got caught by an early blizzard. There was 4ill flesh on the bones and
scavenger rodents scuttled among the carcasses, feasting.

"Well split up now,” he told the others the next morning.

He assigned each of them his pogtion; Steve Schroeder to pardle his course thirty miles to his right,
Gene Taylor to go thirty milesto hisleft, and Tony Chiarato go thirty milesto the left of Taylor.

"WEell try to hold those distances,” he said. "We can't look over the country in detall that way but it will
give us a good generd survey of it. We don't have too much time Ieft by now and well make as many
milesinto the north as we can each day. The woods goats will tdl us when it's time for us to turn back.”

They parted company with casud farewells but for p. 103 Steve Schroeder, who smiled sardonically at the
bones of the woods goats in the vale and asked:

"Who's supposed to tdl the woods goats?



Tip, the black, white-nosed mocker on Lake's shoulder, kept twiding his neck to watch the departure of
the others until he had crossed the next hill and the others were hidden from view.

"All right, Tip," he said then. "Y ou can unwind your neck now."

"Urnwind—dl right—dl right," Tip said. Then, with a sudden burst of energy which was characteristic of
mockers, he began to jiggle up and down and chant in time with his movements, "All right dl right al right
dl right—"

"Shut up!" he commanded. "If you want to tak nonsense | don't care—but don't say 'dl right' any more."
"All right,” Tip agreed amiably, sattling down. "Shut up if you want to talk nonsense. | don't care.”

"And don't daughter the punctuation like that. Y ou change the meaning entirely."

"But don't say dl right any more," Tip went on, ignoring him. ™Y ou change the meaning entirely.”

Then, with another surge of animation, Tip began to fish in his jacket pocket with little hand-like paws.
"Tip hungry—Tip hungry.”

L ake unbuttoned the pocket and gave Tip a herb ledf. "I notice there's no nonsenscd chatter when you
want to ask for something to egt.”

Tip took the herb leef but he spoke again before he began to eat; dowly, as though trying serioudy to
express a thought:

"Tip hungry—no nonsenscd.”

"Sometimes” he said, turning his head to look at Tip, "you mockers give me the peculiar feding that
you'e right on the edge of becoming a new and intdligent race and no fooling.”

Tip wiggled hiswhiskers and hit into the herb lesf. "No fooling,” he agreed.

He stopped for the night in a steep-walled hollow and p. 104 built a small fire of dead moss and grass to
ward off the chill that came with dark. He cdled the others, thinking fird of Schroeder so tha Tip would
tranamit to Schroeder's mocker:

"Seve?"

"Here" Tip answered, in a detectable imitation of Schroeder's voice. "No luck.”

He thought of Gene Taylor and called, "Gene?"

There was no answer and he called Chiara. "Tony—ocould you see any of Gene's route today?"
"Part of it," Chiara answered. "l saw a herd of unicorns over that way. Why—doesn't he answer?'
"No."

"Then," Chiara said, "they mugt have got him."

"Did you find anything today, Tony?" he asked.



"Nothing but pure andesite. Not even an iron gain.”

It was the same kind of barren formation that he, himsdf, had been waking over dl day. But he had not
expected success so soon....

He tried once again to cdl Gene Taylor:
"Gere ... Gene ... are you there, Gene?'

There was no answer. He knew there would never be.

The days became weeks with dismaying swiftness as they penetrated farther into the north. The hills
became more rugged and there were intrusons of granite and other formations to promise a chance of
finding meta; a promise that urged them on faster as their time grew shorter.

Twice he saw something white in the distance. Once it was the bones of another band of woods goats
that had huddled together and frozen to death in some early blizzard of the past and once it was the
bones of a dozen unicorns.

The nights grew chillier and the suns moved faster and faster to the south. The animds began to migrate,
an dmaost imperceptible movement in the beginning but one that increased each day. The firg frost came
and the migration began in earnest. By the third day it was a hurrying tide.

Tip was drangdly slent that day. He did not speak p. 105 until the noon sun had cleared the cold, heavy
migs of morning. When he spoke it was to give a message from Chiara:

"Howard ... last report ... Goldieisdying ... pneumonia...”

Goldie was Chiaras mocker, his only means of communication—and there would be no way to tdl him
when they were turning back.

"Tum back today, Tony," he said. "Steve and | will go on for afew days more.”
There was no answer and he said quickly, "Turn back—turn back! Acknowledge that, Tony."
"Tuming back ..." the acknowledgment came. "... tried to save her...."

The message stopped and there was a silence that Chiara's mocker would never break again. He walked
on, with Tip gtting very amdl and quiet on his shoulder. He had crossed another hill before Tip moved, to
press up close to him the way mockers did when they were londy and to hold tightly to him.

"What isit, Tip?" he asked.

"Goldieisdying," Tip said. And then again, like a soft, sad whisper, "Goldieis dying...."
"She was your mate.... I'm sorry."

Tip made a little whimpering sound, and the man reached up to stroke hisslky side.

"I'm sorry,” he said again. "I'm sorry as hell, little fdlow."



For two days Tip sat londy and slent on his shoulder, no longer interested in the new scenes nor any
longer rdieving the monotony with his chatter. He refused to eat until the morning of the third day.

By then the exodus of woods goats and unicorns had dwindled to dmost nothing; the sky a leaden gray
through which the sun could not be seen. That evening he saw what he was sure would be the last band
of woods goats and shot one of them.

When he went to it he was dmogst afraid to bdieve what he saw.
p. 106
The hair above its feet was red, discolored with the stain of iron-bearing clay.

He examined it more closdy and saw thet the goat had gpparently watered at a oring where the mud
was materid washed down from an iron-bearing van or formation. It had done so farly recently—there
were dill tiny particles of day adhering to the hair.

The wind stirred, cold and damp with its warning of an approaching storm. He looked to the north,
where the evening had turned the gray clouds black, and caled Schroeder:

"Steve—any luck?'
"Nong" Schroeder answered.

"I just killed agoat,” he said. "It hasiron sainson itslegsit got a some spring farther north. 1'm going on
to try to find it. Y ou can turn back in the morning.”

"No," Schroeder objected. "'l can angle over and catch up with you in a couple of days."

"Youll turn back in the morning,” he said. "I'm going to try to find this iron. But if | get caught by a
blizzard it will be up to you to tdl them at the caves tha | found iron and to tdl them where it is—you
know the mockers can't tranamit thet far.”

There was a short slence; then Schroeder said, "All right—I see. I'll head south in the morning.”

Lake took a route the next day that would mogt likdy be the one the woods goats had come down,
stopping on each ridge top to study the country ahead of him through his binoculars. It was cloudy dl day
but at sunset the sun appeared very briefly, to send its last rays across the hills and redden them in
mockery of the iron he sought.

Far ahead of him, amdl even through the glasses and made vishble only because of the postion of the sun,
was a spot at the base of ahill that was redder then the sunset had made the other hills.

He was confident it would be the red day he was searching for and he hurried on, not stopping until
darkness made further progress impossible.

Tip dept indde his jacket, curled up agang his chest, while the wind blew raw and cold dl through the
night. p. 107 He was on hisway again at the firg touch of daylight, the sky darker than ever and the wind
gpinning random flakes of snow before him.

He stopped to look back to the south once, thinking, If | turn back now I might get out before the



blizzard hits.

Then the other thought came: These hills all ook the same. It | don't go to the iron while I'm this
close and know where it is, it might be years before | or anyone ese could find it again.

He went on and did not look back again for the rest of the day.

By midafternoon the higher hills around him were hidden under the clouds and the snow was coming
harder and faster as the wind drove the flakes againg his face. It began to snow with a heaviness that
brought a hdf darkness when he came findly to the hill he had seen through the glasses.

A soring was at the base of it, bubbling out of red clay. Aboveit the red dirt led a hundred feet to a dike
of granite and stopped. He hurried up the hillsde that was rgpidly whitening with snow and saw the vein.

It set againg the dike, short and narrow but red-black with the iron it contained. He picked up a piece
and fdt the weight of it. It was heavy—it was pure iron oxide.

He cdled Schroeder and asked, "Are you down out of the high hills Steve?!

"I'minthe lower ones" Schroeder answered, the words coming alittle muffled from where Tip lay ingde
hisjacket. "It looks black as hdl up your way."

"I found the iron, Steve. Listen—these are the nearest to landmarks | can give you...."

When he had finished he said, "That's the best | can do. You can't see the red day except when the sun
islow in the southwest but 1'm going to build a monument on top of the hill to find it by."

"About you, Howard," Steve asked, "what are your chances?'

The wind was rigng to a high moaning around the p. 108 ledges of the granite dike and the van was
dready invisble under the snow.

"It doesn't look like they're very good,” he answered. "Youll probably be leader when you come back
next soring—I told the coundil | wanted thet if anything happened to me. Keep things going the way |
would have. Now—I'll have to hurry to get the monument built in time™

"All right,”" Schroeder said. "So long, Howard ... good luck."

He dimbed to the top of the hill and saw boulders there he could use to build the monument. They were
large—he might crush Tip againg his chest in picking them up—and he took off his jacket, to wrap it
around Tip and leave him lying on the ground.

He worked until he was panting for breath, the wind driving the snow harder and harder againgt him until
the cold seemed to have penetrated to the bone. He worked until the monument was too high for his
numb hands to lift any more boulders to its top. By then it was tdl enough that it should serve its purpose.

He went back to look for Tip, the ground aready four inches deep in snow and the darkness dmost
complete.

"Tip," he called. "Tip—Tip——" He walked back and forth across the hillsde in the area where he
thought he had left him, sumbling over rocks buried in the snow and invishle in the darkness, cdling
agang the wind and thinking, | can't leave him to die alone here.

Then, from a bulge he had not seen in the snow under him, there came a frightened, londy wail:



"Tip cold—Tip cold——"

He raked the snow off his jacket and unwrapped Tip, to put him indde his shirt next to his bare skin.
Tip's paws were like ice and he was shivering violently, the firg symptom of the pneumonia that killed
mockers so quickly.

Tip coughed, awrenching, raitling little sound, and whimpered, "Hurt—hurt——"
"I know," he said. "Y our lungs hurt—damn it to hdll, | wish | could have let you go home with Steve.”

He put on the cold jacket and went down the hill. p. 109 There was nothing with which he could make a
fire—only the short haf-green grass, aready buried under the snow. He turned south at the bottom of the
hill, determining the direction by the wind, and began the stubborn march southward that could have but
one ending.

He waked until his cold-numbed legs would carry him no farther. The snow was warm when he fdl for
the last time; warm and oft as it drifted over him, and his mind was clouded with a pleasant drowsiness.

This isn't so bad, he thought, and there was something like surprise through the drowsiness. | can't
regret doing what | had to do—doing it the best | could....

Tip was no longer coughing and the thought of Tip was the only one that was tinged with regret: | hope
he wasn't still hurting when he died.

He fdt Tip ill very fegbly againg his chest then, and he did not know if it was hisimagination or if in that
lagt dreamlike state it was Tip's thought that came to him; warm and close and reassuring him:

No hurt no cold now—all right now—we seep now....

p.110
PART 3

When soring came Steve Schroeder was leader, as Lake had wanted. It was a duty and a responghbility
that would be under circumstances different from those of any of the leaders before him. The grim fight
was over for a while They were adapted and increasing in number; going into Big Summer and into a
renascence that would last for fifty years. They would have hdf a century in which to develop their
environment to its fullest extent. Then Big Fal would come, to destroy dl they had accomplished, and the
Gerns would come, to destroy them.

It was his job to make certain that by then they would be stronger than either.

He went north with nine men as soon as the weather permitted. It was hard to retrace the route of the
summer before, without compasses, among the hills which looked dl the same as far as their binoculars



could reach, and it was summer when they saw the hill with the monument. They found Lake's bones a
few miles south of it, scattered by the scavengers as were the little bones of his mocker. They buried
them together, man and mocker, and went slently on toward the hill.

They had brought a little hand-cranked diamond drill with them to bore holes in the hard granite and
black powder for blagting. They mined the vein, sorting out the ore from the waste and saving every

particle.

The van was narrow at the surface and pinched very p.111 rgpidly. At a depth of 9x feet it was a
knife-blade seam; at ten feet it was only a red discoloration in the bottom of their sheft.

"That seems to be dl of it," he said to the others. "Well send men up here next year to go deeper and
farther dong its course but | have an idea we've just mined dl of the only iron vein on Ragnarok. It will

be enough for our purpose.”

They sewed the ore in strong rawhide sacks and then prospected, without success, until it was time for
the last unicorn band to pass by on itsway south. They trapped ten unicorns and hobbled their legs, with
other ropes reaching from horn to hind leg on each sde to prevent them from swinging back ther heads
or even lifting them high.

They had expected the capture and hobbling of the unicorns to be a difficult and dangerous job and it
was. But when they were finished the unicorns were helpless. They could move avkwardly about to
graze but they could not charge. They could only stand with lowered heads and fume and rumble.

The ore sacks were tied on one frosty morning and the men mounted. The horn-leg ropes were loosened
S0 the unicorns could travel, and the unicorns went into a frenzy of bucking and rearing, squeding with
rage as they tried to impae ther riders.

The short spears, stabbing at the sengtive spot behind the jawbones of the unicorns, thwarted the
backward flung heads and the unicorns were dowly forced into submisson. The last one conceded
temporary defeat and the long journey to the south started, the unicorns going in the run that they could
maintain hour after hour.

Each day they pushed the unicorns until they were too weary to fight at night. Each morning, rested, the
unicorns resumed the battle. It became an expected routine for both unicorns and men.

The unicorns were released when the ore was unloaded at the foot of the hill before the caves and
Schroeder went to the new waterwhed, where the new generator was dreedy in place. There George
Craig told him of the unexpected obstacle that had appeared.

p. 112

"We're suck," George said. "The duminum ore isnt what we thought it would be. It's scarce and very
low grade, of such acomplex nature that we can't refine it to the oxide with what we have to work with
on Ragnarok.”

"Have you produced any duminum oxide at dl?" Schroeder asked.
"A little. We might have enough for the wirein a hundred yearsif we kept at it hard enough.”
"What else do you need—was there enough cryolite?' he asked.

"Not much of it, but enough. We have the generator set up, the amdting box built and the carbon lining
and rods ready. We have everything we need to smet duminum ore—except the duminum ore.”



"Go ahead and finish up the detalls, such as inddling the lining," he said. "We didn't get this far to be
stopped now."

But the prospecting parties, meking full use of the time Ieft them before winter closed down, returned late
that fal to report no 9gn of the ore they needed.

Spring came and he was determined they would be smdting duminum before the summer was over even
though he had no idea where the ore would be found. They needed duminum ore of a grade high enough
that they could extract the pure duminum oxide. Specificaly, they needed duminum oxide....

Then he saw the answer to their problem, so obvious that dl of them had overlooked it.

He passed by four children playing a game in front of the caves that day; some kind of a checker-like
gamein which differently colored rocks represented the different children. One boy was usng red stones,
some of the rubies that had been brought back as curios from the chasm. Rubies were of no use or vdue
on Ragnarok; only pretty rocks for children to play with....

Only pretty rocks?—rubies and sapphires were corundum, were pure aluminum oxide!

He went to tdl George and to arrange for a party of men to go into the chasm after dl the rubies and
sapphires they could find. The last obstacle had been surmounted.

p. 113

The summer sun was hot the day the generator hummed into life The carbon-lined smdting box was
ready and the current flowed between the heavy carbon rods suspended in the cryadlite and the lining,
transforming the cryalite into a liquid. The crushed rubies and sgpphires were fed into the box, glowing
and dlittering in blood-red and sky-blue saintillations of light, to be deprived by the current of their life
and fire and be changed into something entirely different.

When the time came to draw off some of the meta they opened the orifice in the lower corner of the box.
Molten duminum flowed out into the ingot mold in a little stream; more beautiful to them than any gems
could ever be, bright and gleaming in its promise that more than Sx generations of imprisonment would
soon be ended.

The duminum andting continued until the supply of rubies and sapphires in the chasm had been
exhausted but for amdl and scattered fragments. It was enough, with some duminum above the amount
needed for the wire.

It was the year one hundred and fifty-two when they smdted the duminum. In eight more years they
would reach the middle of Big Summer; the suns would gtart their long drift southward, not to return for
one hundred and fifty years. Time was passing swiftly by for them and there was none of it to waste....

Themeaking of ceramics was developed to an art, as was the meking of different types of glass Looms
were huilt to pin thread and cloth from woods goat wool, and vegetable dyes were discovered.
Exploration parties crossed the continent to the eastern and western seas: sty and lifeless seas that were
bordered by immense deserts. No trees of any kind grew dong their shores and ships could not be built
to cross them.

Efforts were continued to develop an inorganic fidd of chemigry, with discouraging results, but in one



hundred and fifty-nine the orange corn was successfully adapted to the devation and dimete of the caves.

There was enough that year to feed the mockers dl winter, supply next year's seeds, and leave enough
that it could be ground and baked into bread for dl to taste.

p. 114

It tasted strange, but good. It was, Schroeder thought, symbolic of a great forward step. It was the firgt
time in generations that any of them had known any food but mest. The corn would make them less
dependent upon hunting and, of paramount importance, it was the type of food to which they would have
to become accustomed in the future—they could not carry herds of woods goats and unicorns with them
on Gern battle cruisers.

The lack of metas hindered them wherever they turned in ther efforts to build even the smplest machines
or weapons. Despite its dubious prospects, however, they made arifle-like gun.

The barrd of it was thick, of the hardest, toughest ceramic materid they could produce. It was a
cumbersome, heavy thing, firing with a flintlock action, and it could not be loaded with much powder lest
the charge burgt the barrel.

Theflintlock ignition was not ingtantaneous, the lightweight porcdain bullet had far less penetrating power
than an arrow, and the thing boomed and belched out a cloud of smoke that would have shown the
Gerns exactly where the shooter was located.

It was an interesting curio and the firing of it was something spectacular to behold but it was a weapon
got to be much more dangerous to the man behind it than to the Gern it was amed a. Automdtic
crossbows were far better.

Woods goats had been trapped and housed during the summers in shelters where sprays of water
maintained a temperature cool enough for them to survive. Only the young were kept when fdl came, to
be shdltered through the winter in one of the caves. Each new generation was subjected to more hest in
the summer and more cold in the winter than the generation before it and by the year one hundred and
axty the woods goats were wdl on their way toward adaptation.

The next year they trapped two unicorns, to begin the job of adgpting and taming future generations of
them. If they succeeded they would have utilized the resources of Ragnarok to the limit—except for what
should be their p. 115 most vduable dly with which to fight the Gerns: the prowlers.

For twenty years prowlers had observed a truce wherein they would not go hunting for men if men would
day away from their routes of travel. But it was a truce only and there was no indication that it could ever
evolve into friendship.

Three times in the past, haf-grown prowlers had been captured and caged in the hope of taming them.
Each time they had paced their cages, looking longingly into the distance, refusing to eat and defiant until
they died.

To prowlers, as to some men, freedom was more precious then life. And each time a prowler had been
captured the free ones had retdiated with a resurgence of savage attacks.

There seemed no way that men and prowlers could ever meet on common ground. They were dien to
one another, separated by the gulf of an origin on worlds two hundred and fifty light-years apart. Their
only common heritage was the will of each to battle.

But in the soring of one hundred and sixty-one, for alittle while one day, the guif was bridged.



Schroeder was returning from a trip he had taken done to the east, coming down the long canyon that
led from the high face of the plateau to the country near the caves. He hurried, glancing back at the black
clouds that had gathered so quickly on the mountain behind him. Thunder rumbled from within them, an
amaog continuous rall of it as the clouds poured down their dduge of water.

A cloudburgt was coming and the sheer-walled canyon down which he hurried had suddenly become a
death trap, its aunlit quiet soon to be transformed into roaring destruction. There was only one place
aong its nine-mile length where he might dimb out and the time was dready short in which to reach it.

He had increased his pace to a trot when he came to p.116 it, a tdus of broken rock that doped up
geeply for thirty feet to a shdf. A ledge deven feet high stood over the shdf and other, lower, ledges set
back from it like dimbing steps.

At the foot of the taus he stopped to listen, wondering how close behind him the water might be. He
heard it coming, a sound like the roaring of a high wind up the canyon, and he scrambled up the taus of
loose rock to the shdf at its top. The shdf was not high enough above the canyon's floor—he would be
killed there—and he followed it fifty feet around a sharp bend. There it narrowed abruptly, to merge into
the sheer wdl of the canyon. Blind aley....

He ran back to the top of the tdus where the edge of the ledge, ragged with projections of rock, was
unreechably far above him. As he did so the roaring was suddenly a crashing, booming thunder and he
saw the water coming.

It swept around the bend at perhaps a hundred miles an hour, stretching from wal to wall of the canyon,
the crest of it seething and dashing and towering forty sheer feet above the canyon's floor.

A prowler was running in front of it, running for itslife and losing.

There was no time to watch. He leaped upward, as high as possible, his crossbow in his hand. He caught
the end of the bow over one of the sharp projections of rock on the ledge's rim and began to pull himsdf
up, afraid to hurry lest the rock cut the bowstring in two and drop him back.

It held and he stood on the ledge, safe, as the prowler flashed up the taus below.

It darted around the blind-dley shef and was back a moment later. It saw thet its only chance would be
to legp up on the ledge where he stood and it tried, handicapped by the steep, loose dope it had to jump
from.

It faled and fdl back. It tried agan, hurling itsdf upward with dl its strength, and its claws caught
fletingly on the rough rock afoot below the rim. It began to dide back, with no timeléft it for athird try.

It looked up at the rim of safety that it had not quite reached and then on up at him, its eyes bright and
cold p. 117 with the knowledge thet it was going to die and its enemy would wetch it.

Schroeder dropped flat on his somach and reached down, past the massve black head, to seze the
prowler by the back of the neck. He pulled up with dl his strength and the claws of the prowler tore a
the rocks as it climbed.

When it was coming up over the ledge, safe, he rolled back from it and came to his feet in one swift,
wary mation, his eyes on it and his knife dready in his hand. As he did so the water went past below



them with a thunder that deafened. Logs and trees shot past, boulders crashed together, and things could
be seen surging in the brown depths; shapeless things that had once been woods goats and the battered
gray bulk of aunicorn. He saw it dl with a sdeward glance, his atention on the prowler.

It stepped back from the rim of the ledge and looked at him; warily, as he looked at it. With the wariness
was something like question, and amogt disbelief.

The ledge they stood on was narrow but it led out of the canyon and to the open land beyond. He
moationed to the prowler to precede him and, hestating a momert, it did so.

They climbed out of the canyon and out onto the grassy dope of the mountaingde. The roar of the water
was a digant rumble there and he stopped. The prowler did the same and they watched each other
agan, each of them trying to understand what the thoughts of the other might be. It was something they
could not know—they were too dien to each other and had been enemies too long.

Then agust of wind swept across them, bending and rippling the tal grass, and the prowler svung away
to go with it and leave him standing done.

His route was such that it diverged gradudly from that taken by the prowler. He went through a grove of
trees and emerged into an open glade on the other side. Up on the ridge to his right he saw something
black for a moment, dready far away.

He was thirty feet from the next grove of trees when p. 118 he saw the gray shadow waiting Slently for his
coming within them.

Unicorn!

His crossbow rattled as he jerked back the pistal grip. The unicorn charged, the underbrush crackling as
it tore through it and a vine whipping like a rope from its lowered horn.

Hisfirg arrow went into its chest. It lurched, fatdly wounded but dill coming, and he jerked back on the
pistal grip for the quick shot that would stop it.

The rock-frayed bow gring broke with a snging sound and the bow ends snapped harmlesdy forward.

He had counted on the bow and its falure came a fraction of a second too late for him to dodge far
enough. His sdeward legp was short, and the horn caught him in midair, ripping across his ribs and
breeking them, shattering the bone of hisleft am and tearing the flesh. He was hurled fifteen feet and he
struck the ground with a sunning impact, pain washing over himin a blinding wave.

Through it, dimly, he saw the unicorn fdl and heard its dying trumpet blast as it cdled to another. He
heard an answering cal somewhere in the distance and then the faraway drumming of hooves.

He fought back the blindness and used his good arm to lift himsdf up. His bow was usdless, his spear lay
broken under the unicorn, and his knife was gone. His left aram swung helplesdy and he could not dimb
the limbless lower trunk of a lance tree with only one arm.

He went forward, limping, trying to hurry to find his knife while the drumming of hooves raced toward
him. It would be a battle dready logt that he would make with the short knife but he would have blood
for hisgoing....

The grass grew tdl and thick, hiding the knife until he could hear the unicorn crashing through the trees.
He saw it ten feet ahead of him as the unicorn tore out from the edge of the woods thirty feet away.



It squedled, dhill with triumph, and the horn swept up to impae him. There was no time |eft to reach the
knife, no time left for anything but the last flegting sight of sunshine and glade and arching blue sky——
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Something from behind him shot past and up a the unicorn's throat, a thing that was snarling black
savagery with ydlow eyes blazing and white fangs dashing—the prowler!

It ripped at the unicorn's throat, swerving its charge, and the unicorn plunged past him. The unicorn
swung back, dl the triumph gone from its squed, and the prowler struck again. They became a swirling
blur, the horn of the unicorn swinging and stabbing and the attacks of the prowler like the swift, reentless
thrugting of arapier.

He went to his knife and when he turned back with it in his hand the battle was aready over.

The unicorn fell and the prowler turned away from it. One fordleg was bathed in blood and its chest was
heaving with a panting so fadt that it could not have been caused by the fight with the unicorn.

It must have been watching me, he thought, with a strange feding of wonder. It was watching from
the ridge and it ran all the way.

Its ydlow eyes flickered to the knifein his hand. He dropped the knife in the grass and walked forward,
unarmed, wanting the prowler to know tha he understood; thet for them in that moment the gulf of two
hundred and fifty light-years did not exit.

He stopped near it and sguatted in the grass to begin binding up his broken arm so the bones would not
grate together. It watched him, then it began to lick at its bloody shoulder; standing so close to him that
he could have reached out and touched it.

Agan he fdt the sense of wonder. They were done together in the glade, he and a prowler, each caring
for his hurts. There was a bond between them that for a little while made them like brothers. There was a
bridge for alittle while across the gulf that had never been bridged before....

When he had finished with his arm and the prowler had lessened the bleeding of its shoulder it took a
step back toward the ridge. He stood up, knowing it was going to leave.

" suppose the score is even now," he said to it, "and p. 120 well never see each other again. So good

hunting—and thanks."

It made a sound in its throat; a queer sound that was neither bark nor growl, and he had the feding it was
trying to tdl him something. Then it turned and was gone like a black shadow across the grass and he
was done again.

He picked up his knife and bow and began the long, painful journey back to the caves, looking again and
agan a the ridge behind hm and thinking: They have a code of ethics. They fight for their
survival—but they pay their debts.

Ragnarok was hig enough for both men and prowlers. They could live together in friendship as men and
dogs of Earth lived together. It might take a long time to win the trust of the prowlers but surdly it could
be done.

He came to the rocky trall that led to the caves and there he took a last ook at the ridge behind him;
feding a poignant sense of loss and wondering if he would ever see the prowler again or ever agan know
the strange, wild companionship he had known that day.



Perhaps he never would ... but the time would come on Ragnarok when children would play in the grass
with prowler pups and the time would come when men and prowlers, sde by side, would face the Gerns.

In the year that followed there were two incidents when a prowler had the opportunity to kill a hunter on
prowler territory and did not do so. There was no way of knowing if the prowler in each case had been
the one he had saved from the cloudburst or if the prowlers, as a whole, were respecting what a human
hed done for one of them.

Schroeder thought of again trying to capture prowler pups—very young ones—and decided it would be
asupid plan. Such an act would destroy dl that had been done toward winning the trust of the prowlers.
It would be better to wait, even though time was growing short, and find some other way.

The fdl of one hundred and sixty-three came and the suns were noticegbly moving south. That was the
fdl p.121 thet his third child, a girl, was born. She was named Julia, after the Julia of long ago, and she
was of the lagt generation that would be born in the caves.

Pans were dready under way to build a town in the vdley a mile from the caves. The unicorn-proof
stockade wdl that would enclose it was dready under construction, being made of stone blocks. The
houses would be of diamond-sawed stone, thick-walled, with dead-air spaces between the double walls
to insulate agang heat and cold. Tdl, wide canopies of lance tree poles and the pdm-like medusabush
leaves would be built over dl the houses to supply additiona shade.

The woods goats were fully adapted that year and domesticated to such an extent that they had no desire
to migrate with the wild goats. There was a amd| herd of them then, enough to supply a limited amount of
milk, cheese and wool.

The adaptation of the unicorns proceeded in the following years, but not their domestication. It was their
nature to be ill-tempered and treacherous and only the threat of the spears in the hands of ther drivers
forced them to work; work that they could have done easlly had they not diverted so much effort each
day to trying to turn on their masters and kill them. Each night they were put in a massve-walled corrd,
for they were dmog as dangerous as wild unicorns.

The dow, paindaking work on the tranamitter continued while the suns moved farther south each year.
The move from the caves to the new town was made in one hundred and seventy-nine, the year that
Schroeder's wife died.

His two sons were grown and married and Julia, a Sixteen, was a woman by Ragnarok standards;
blue-eyed and black-haired as her mother, a Craig, had been, and drikingly pretty in a wild, reckless
way. She married Will Humbolt that spring, leaving her father donein the new house in the new town.

Four months later she came to him to announce with pride and excitement:

"I'm going to have a baby in only sx monthd If it's a boy hell be the right age to be leader when the
Gerns p. 122 come and we're going to name him John, after the John who was the first leader we ever had
on Ragnarok.”

Her words brought to his mind a question and he thought of what old Dde Craig, the leader who had
preceded Lake, had written:



We have survived, the generations that the Gerns thought would never be born. But we must
never forget the characteristics that insured that survival: an unswerving loyalty of every
individual to all the others and the courage to fight, and die if necessary.

In any year, now, the Gerns will come. There will be no one to help us. Those on Athena are saves
and it is probable that Earth has been endaved by now. We will stand or fall alone. But if we of
today could know that the ones who meet the Gerns will still have the courage and loyalty that
made our survival possible, then we would know that the Gerns are already defeated....

The era of danger and violence was over for alittle while. The younger generation had grown up during a
time of peaceful development of ther environment. It was a peace tha the coming of the Gerns would
shatter—but had it softened the courage and loydty of the younger generation?

A week later he was given his answer.

He was dimbing up the hill that morning, high above the town below, when he saw the blue of Julids
wool blouse in the distance. She was Stting up on a hillade, an open book in her lgp and her short spear
lying beside her.

He frowned a the sght. The main southward migration of unicorns was over but there were often lone
sragglers who might appear at any time. He had warned her that someday a unicorn would kill her—but
ghe was reckless by nature and given to restless moods in which she could not stand the confinement of
the town.

She jerked up her head as he watched, as though at a faint sound, and he saw the fird movement within
the trees behind her—a unicorn.

It lunged forward, its stedth abandoned as she heard it, and she came to her feet in a swift, smooth
movement; the spear in her hand and the book sailling to the ground.

p. 123

The unicorn's squed rang out and she whirled to face it, with two seconds to live He reached for his
bow, knowing his hep would come too late.

She did the only thing possible that might enable her to survive: she shifted her balance to take advantage
of the fact that a human could jump to one side alittle more quickly than a four-footed beast in headlong
charge. As she did so she brought up the spear for the thrugt into the vulnerable area just behind the
jawbone.

It seemed the needle point of the black horn was no more than an arm's length from her somach when
she jumped aside with the lithe quickness of a prowler, swinging as she jumped and thruging the spear
with dl her strength into the unicorn's neck.

The thrust was true and the spear went deep. She rdeased it and flung hersdf backward to dodge the
flying hooves. The force of the unicorn's charge took it past her but its legs collapsed under it and it
crashed to the ground, diding a little way before it stopped. It kicked once and lay ill.

She went to it, to retrieve her spear, and even from the distance there was an ar of pride about her as
she walked past her bulky victim.

Then she saw the book, knocked to one side by the unicorn's hooves. Tatters of its pages were blowing
inthe wind and she diffened, her face growing pale. Sheran to it to pick it up, the unicorn forgotten.



She was trying to smooth the torn leaves when he reached her. It had been one of the old textbooks,
printed on redl paper, and it was fragile with age. She had been trusted by the librarian to take good care
of it. Now, page after page was torn and unreadable....

She looked up a him, shame and misery on her face.
"Father," she said. "The book—I——"

He saw that the unicorn was a bull consderably larger than the average. Men had in the past killed
unicorns with spears but never, before, had a sixteen-year-old girl done so....

He looked back at her, keeping his face emotionless, and asked gernly, "Y ou what?!
p. 124

"I guess—I guess | didn't have any right to take the book out of town. | wish | hadn't...."

"You promised to take good care of it," he told her coldly. "Your promise was bdieved and you were
trusted to keep it."

"But—but | didn't mean to damage it—I didn't mean to!" She was suddenly very near to tears. "I'm not
a—a bemmon!"

"Go back to town," he ordered. "Tonight bring the book to the town hdl and tdl the council wha
happened to it."

She swdlowed and said in afant voice, "Yes, fahe"

She turned and gstarted dowly back down the hill, not seeing the unicorn as she passed it, the bloody
spear tralling disconsolately behind her and her head hanging in shame.

He watched her go and it was safe for him to amile. When night came and she stood before the coundil,
ashamed to lift her eyes to look at them, he would have to be grim and stern as he told her how she had
been trusted and how she had betrayed that trust. But now, as he watched her go down the hill, he could
amilewith his pride in her and know that his question was answered; that the younger generation had logt
neither courage nor loyalty.

Julia saved a child'slife that spring and dmost lost her own. The child was playing under a half-completed
canopy when a sudden, vidlent wind struck it and transformed it into a death-trap of cracking, fdling
timbers. She reached himin time to fling him to safety but the collgpsing roof caught her before she could
make her own escape.

Her chest and throat were torn by the jagged ends of the broken poles and for a day and a night her life
was a feebly flickering spark. She began to rdly on the second night and on the third morning she was
able to speak for the fird time, her eyes dark and tortured with her fear:

"My baby—what did it do to him?"

She convaesced dowly, haunted by the fear. Her son p. 125 was born five weeks later and her fears
proved to have been groundless. He was perfectly normd and hedthy.



And hungry—and her dowly hedling breasts would be dry for weeks to come.

By a coincidence that had never happened before and could never happen again there was not a Sngle
feeding-time foster-mother available for the baby. There were many expectant mothers but only three
women had young babies—and each of the three had twins to feed.

But there was a amdl supply of frozen goat milk in the ice house, enough to see young Johnny through
until it was time for the goat herd to give milk. He would have to live on short rations until then but it
could not be helped.

Johnny was a month old when the opportunity came for the men of Ragnarok to have their ultimate dly.

The lagt of the unicorns were going north and the prowlers had long since gone. The blue star was lighting
the night like a amdl sun when the breeze coming through Schroeder's window brought the distant
squeding of unicorns.

He listened, wondering. It was a sound that did not belong. Everyone was safdy in the town, most of
themin bed, and there should be nathing outside the stockade for the unicorns to fight.

He armed himsdf with spear and crossbhow and went outside. He let himsdf out through the east gate
and went toward the sounds of battle. They grew louder as he approached, more furious, as though the
baitle was reaching its dimax.

He crossed the creek and went through the trees beyond. There, in a amdl dearing no more than hdf a
mile from the town, he came upon the scene.

A lone prowler was making a stand againg two unicorns. Two other unicorns lay on the ground, dead,
and behind the prowler was the dark shape of its mate lying lifdesdy in the grass. There was blood on
the prowler, purplein the blue starlight, and gloating rang in the squedls of the unicorns as they lunged at
it. The leaps p. 126 of the prowler were fdtering asit fought them, the last desperate defiance of an animad

dready dying.

He brought up the bow and sent avalley of arrows into the unicorns. Ther gloating squedl's died and they
fdl. The prowler staggered and fdl beside them.

It was breathing its last when he reached it but in the way it looked up & him he had the feding that it
wanted to tdl him something, that it was trying hard to live long enough to do so. It died with the strange
apped in its eyes and not until then did he see the scar on its shoulder; a scar such as might have been
meade long ago by the rip of a unicorn's horn.

It was the prowler he had known nineteen years before.

The ground was trampled dl around by the unicorns, showing that the prowlers had been besieged dl
day. He went to the other prowler and saw it was a femde. Her breasts showed that she had had pups
recently but she had been dead at least two days. Her hind legs had been broken sometime that spring
and they were dill only hdf hedled, twisted and dmost useless.

Then, that was why the two of them were so far behind the other prowlers. Prowlers, like the wolves,
coyotes and foxes of Earth, mated for life and the mae helped take care of the young. She had been
injured somewhere to the south, perhapsin afight with unicorns, and her mate had stayed with her as she



hobbled her dow way dong and killed game for her. The pups had been born and they had had to stop.
Then the unicorns had found them and the femae had been too crippled to fight....

He looked for the pups, expecting to find them trampled and dead. But they were dive, hidden under the
roots of asmdl tree near ther mother.

Prowler pups—alive!

They were very young, smdl and blind and helpless. He picked them up and his dation drained away as
he looked at them. They made little sounds of hunger, dmost inaudible, and they moved feebly, trying to
find their mother's breasts and aready so weak that they could not lift their heads.

Smdl chunks of fresh mest had been left beside the p. 127 pups and he thought of what the prowler's
emotions mugt have been as his mate lay dead on the ground and he carried meet to their young, knowing
they were too smdl to edt it but hdpless to do anything else for them.

And he knew why there had been the appedl in the eyes of the prowler asit died and what it had tried to
tdl him: Save them ... as you once saved me.

He carried the pups back past the prowler and looked down at it in passing. "Il do my best," he said.

When he reached his house he lad the pups on his bed and built a fire. There was no milk to give
them—the goats would not have young for at least another two weeks—but perhaps they could eat a
soup of some kind. He put water on to boil and began shredding meet to make them arich broth.

One of them was amale, the other afemde, and if he could save them they would fight beside the men of
Ragnarok when the Gerns came. He thought of what he would name them as he worked. He would
name the femde Sigyn, after Loki's fathful wife who went with him when the gods condemned him to
Hel, the Teutonic underworld. And he would name the mde Fenrir, after the mongter walf who would
fight beside Loki when Loki led the forces of Hel in the find battle on the day of Ragnarok.

But when the broth was prepared, and cooled enough, the pups could not eet it. He tried making it
weaker, tried it mixed with corn and herb soup, tried corn and herb soups done. They could eat nothing
he prepared for them.

When gray daylight entered the room he had tried everything possible and had faled. He sat wesily in
hischar and watched them, defeated. They were no longer crying in their hunger and when he touched
them they did not move as they had done before.

They would be dead before the day was over and the only chance men had ever had to have prowlers as
their friends and dlies would be gone.

The firg rays of sunrise were coming into the room, p. 128 reveding fully the frail thinness of the pups,
when there was a step outsde and Julids voice:

"Father?'
"Comein, Julia™ he said, not moving.

She entered, dill a pale shadow of the reckless gil who had fought a unicorn, even though she was
dowly regaining her norma hedth. She carried young Johnny in one arm, in her other hand his little bottle
of milk. Johnny was hungry—there was never quite enough milk for him—but he was not crying.
Ragnarok children did not cry....



She saw the pups and her eyes went wide.

"Prowlers—baby prowlers Where did you get them?"

Hetold her and she went to them, to look down at

them and say, "If you and ther father hadn't helped each other that day they wouldn't be here, nor you,
nor 1, nor Johnny—none of usin this room.”

"They won't live out the day," he said. "They have to have milk—and there isnt any.”

She reached down to touch them and they seemed to sense that she was someone different. They stirred,
meking tiny whimpering sounds and trying to move ther heads to nuzzle at her fingers.

Compassion came to her face, like a soft light.
"They're S0 young," she said. "So terribly young to have to die...."
She looked a Johnny and at the little bottle that held his too-small morming ration of milk.

" Johnny—Johnny——" Her words were amogt a whisper. "You're hungry—but we can't let them die.
And someday, for this, they will fight for your life"

She sat on the bed and placed the pupsin her 1gp beside Johnny. She lifted a little black head with gentle
fingers and alittle pink mouth ceased whimpering as it found the nipple of Johnny's bottle.

Johnny's gray eyes darkened with the sorm of gpproaching protest. Then the other pup touched his
hand, crying in its hunger, and the protest faded as surprise and something like sudden understanding
cameinto his eyes.

Julia withdrew the bottle from the first pup and transferred it to the second one. Its crying ceased and
Johnny p. 129 leaned forward to touch it again, and the one beside it.

He made his decison with an gpproving sound and leaned back againgt his mother's shoulder, patiently
awaiting his own turn and their presence accepted as though they had been born his brother and sigter.

The golden light of the new day shone on them, on his daughter and grandson and the prowler pups, and
init he saw the bright omen for the future.

His own role was nearing its end but he had seen the people of Ragnarok conquer their environment in so
far as Big Winter would ever let it be conquered. The last generation was being born, the generation that
would meet the Gerns, and now they would have ther find dly. Perhaps it would be Johnny who led
them on that day, as the omen seemed to prophesy.

He was the son of aline of leaders, born to a mother who had fought and killed a unicorn. He had gone
hungry to share whét little he had with the young of Ragnarok's most proud and savage species and
Fenrir and Sigyn would fight beside him on the day he led the forces of the hdl-world in the battle with
the Gerns who thought they were gods.

Could the Gerns hope to have a leader to match?



p. 130
PART 4

John Humbolt, leader, stood on the wide stockade wal and watched the lowering sun touch the western
horizon—far south of where it had set when he was a child. Big Summer was over and now, in the year
two hundred, they were aready three yearsinto Big Fall. The Craigs had been impassable with snow for
five years and the country a the north end of the plateau, where the iron had been found, had been
buried under never-mdting snow and growing glaciers for twenty years.

There came the oft tinkling of ceramic bdls as the herd of milk goats came down off the hills Two
children were falowing and Sx prowlers walked with them, to protect them from wild unicorns.

There were not many of the goats. Each year the winters were longer, requiring the stocking of a larger
supply of hay. The time would come when the summers would be so short and the winters so long that
they could not keep goats a dl. And by then, when Big Winter had closed in on them, the summer
seasons would be too short for the growing of the orange corn. They would have nothing left but the
hunting.

They had, he knew, reached and passed the zenith of the development of therr environment. From a low
of forty-nine men, women and children in dark caves they had risen to atown of Sx thousand. For a few
years they had had away of life that was dmaogt a divilization but the inevitable decline was dready under
way. The years of frozen Serility of Big Winter were coming and no amount p. 131 of determination or
ingenuity could dter them. Six thousand would have to live by hunting—and one hundred, in the firg Big
Winter, had found barely enough game.

They would have to migrate in one of two different ways they could go to the south as nomed
hunters—or they could go to other, fairer, worlds in ships they took from the Gerns.

The choice was very easy to make and they were amost ready.

In the workshop &t the farther edge of town the hyperspace tranamitter was nearing completion. The little
andter was waiting to recelive the lathe and other iron and sted and turn them into the castings for the
generator. Their weapons were ready, the mockers were trained, the prowlers were waiting. And in the
massve corra beyond town forty haf-tame unicorns trampled the ground and hated the world, wanting
to kill something. They had learned to be afrad of Ragnarok men but they would not be afrad to kill
Gerns....

The children with the goats reached the stockade and two of the prowlers, Fenrir and Sigyn, turned to
see im gtanding on the wal. He made a little motion with his hand and they came running, to legp up
beside him on the ten-foot-high wall.

"S0 you've been checking up on how well the young ones guard the children?' he asked.

Sgyn lolled out her tongue and her white teeth grinned a him in answer. Fenrir, dways the grimmer of
the two, made a sound in his throat in reply.

Prowlers devel oped something like a telepathic rapport with their masters and could sense their thoughts
and undergtand rdaivdy complex ingructions. Ther intdligence was greater, and of a far more mature



order, than that of the litle mockers but their vocal cords were not capable of meking the sounds
necessary for speech.

He rested his hands on thar shoulders, where thar ebony fur was frosted with gray. Age had not yet
affected their quick, flowing movement but they were getting old—they were only a few weeks short of
hisown age. He could not remember when they had not been with him....
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Sometimes it seemed to him he could remember those hungry days when he and Fenrir and Sigyn shared
together in his mother's lgp—but it was probably only hisimagination from having heard the story told so
often. But he could remember for certain when he was learning to walk and Fenrir and Sigyn, full grown
then, walked tal and black beside him. He could remember playing with Sigyn's pups and he could
remember Sgyn watching over them dl, sometimes giving her pups a bath and his face a washing with
equd disregard for their and his protests. Above dl he could remember the times when he was amost
grown; the wild, free days when he and Fenrir and Sgyn had roamed the mountains together. With a
bow and a knife and two prowlers beside him he had fdt that there was nothing on Ragnarok that they
could not conquer; that there was nothing in the universe they could not defy together....

There was aflicker of black movement and a young messenger prowler came running from the direction
of the coundil hdl, a speckle-faced mocker dinging to its back. It legped up on the wal beside him and
the mocker, one that had been trained to remember and repeat messages verbatim, took a breath so
deep that its cheeks bulged out. It spoke, in a quick rush like a child that is afraid it might forget some of
the words:

"You will please come to the council hdl to lead the discusson regarding the last preparations for the
medting with the Gerns. The trangmitter is completed.”

The lathe was torn down the next day and the smdlter began to roar with its forced draft. Excitement and
anticipation ran through the town like a fever. It would take perhaps twenty days to build the generator,
working day and night so that not an hour of time would be log, forty days for the Sgndl to reach Athena,
and forty days for the Gern cruiser to reach Ragnarok——

In one hundred days the Gerns would be there!

The men who would engage in the fight for the cruiser quit trimming thelr beards. Later, when it was time
for the Gerns to appear, they would discard ther woolen p. 133 garments for ones of goat skin. The
Gerns would regard them as primitive inferiors at best and it might be of advantage to heighten the
impression. It would make the awakening of the Gerns a little more shocking.

An underground passage, leading from the town to the concedlment of the woods in the distance, hed
long ago been dug. Through it the women and children would go when the Gerns arrived.

There was alevd area of ground, just beyond the south wal of town, where the cruiser would be dmost
certain to land. The town had been built with that thought in mind. Woods were not far from both sides of



the landing Ste and unicorn corrals were hidden in them. From the corras would come the rear flanking
attack againg the Gerns.

The prowlers, of course, would be scattered among dl the forces.

The generator was completed and indaled on the ningteenth night. Charley Craig, a giant of a man
whose red beard gave him a genidly murderous appearance, opened the vave of the water pipe. The
new wooden turbine stirred and belts and pulleys began to spin. The generator hummed, the needles of
the dids climbed, flickered, and steadied.

Norman Lake looked from them to Humbolt, his pae gray eyes coldly satisfied. "Full output,” he said.
"We have the power we need thistime"

Jm Chiara was a the tranamitter and they waited while he threw switches and sudied dids. Every
component of the tranamitter had been tested but they had not had the power to test the complete
assembly.

"That'sit" he sad at lagt, looking up at them. "She's ready, after dmost two hundred years of wanting
her."

Humbolt wondered what the sgnd should be and saw no reason why it should not be the same one that
hed been sent out with such hope a hundred and sixty-five years ago.

"All right, Jm," he said. "Let the Gerns know we're waiting for them—make it ‘Ragnarok cdling agan.”

The transmitter key rattled and the all-wave Sgndl p. 134 that the Gerns could not fall to receive went out
a avdoaty of five light-years a day:

Ragnarok calling—Ragnarok calling—Ragnarok calling—

It was the longest summer Humbolt had ever experienced. He was not done in his impatience—among
dl of them the restlessness flamed higher as the dow days dragged by, meking it dmost impossible to go
about thar routine duties. The gentle mockers sensed the anticipation of ther masters for the coming
battle and they became nervous and apprehensive. The prowlers sensed it and they paced about the
town in the dark of night; watching, ligening, on ceaseless guard againg the myderious enemy ther
madters waited for. Even the unicorns seemed to sense what was coming and they rumbled and squedled
intheir corras at night, red-eyed with the lugt for blood and sometimes attacking the log wals with blows
that shook the ground.

The intermingble days went thelr dow successon and summer gave way to fdl. The hundredth day
dawned, cold and gray with the approach of winter; the day of the Gerns.

But no cruiser came that day, nor the next. He stood again on the stockade wadl in the evening of the
third day, Fenrir and Sgyn beside him. He lisgtened for the first dim, distant sound of the Gern cruiser and
heard only the moaning of the wind around him.

Winter was coming. Always, on Ragnarok, winter was coming or the brown desth of summer. Ragnarok
was a harsh and barren prison, and no amount of desire could ever make it otherwise. Only the coming
of aGern cruiser could ever offer them the bloody, violent opportunity to regain their freedom.



But what if the cruiser never came?

It was a thought too dark and hopeless to be hed. They were not asking a large favor of fate, after two
hundred years of griving for it; only the chance to chalenge the Gern Empire with bows and knives....

Fenrir dtiffened, the fur lifting on his shoulders and a muted growl coming from him. Then Humbolt heard
the firg whisper of sound; afant, faraway roaring that was not the wind.
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He watched and listened and the sound came swiftly nearer, rigng in pitch and swdling in volume. Then it
broke through the clouds, tal and black and beautifully deadly. It rode down on its rockets of flame,
filling the vdley with its thunder, and his heart hammered with exultation.

It had come—the cruiser had comel

He turned and dropped the ten feet to the ground indde the stockade. The warning Sgnd was being
sounded from the center of town; a unicorn horn that gave out the cdl they had used in the practice
dams. Already the women and children would be hurrying dong the tunnds that led to the temporary
safety of the woods beyond town. The Gerns might use therr turret blasters to destroy the town and dl in
it before the night was over. There was no way of knowing what might happen before it ended. But
whatever it was, it would be the action they had dl been wanting.

He ran to where the others would be gathering, Fenrir and Sgyn loping beside him and the horn ringing
wild and savage and triumphant as it announced the end of two centuries of waiting.

The cruiser settled to earth in the area where it had been expected to land, towering high above the town
with its turret blasters looking down upon the houses.

Charley Craig and Norman Lake were wating for him on the high steps of his own house in the center of
town where the devation gave them a good view of the ship yet where the fringes of the canopy would
conced them from the ship's scanners. They were heavily armed, their prowlers beside them and their
mockers on their shoulders.

Elsawhere, under the connected rows of concedling canopies, amed men were hurrying to ther
prearranged stations. Most of them were accompanied by prowlers, bristling and snarling as they looked
a the dien ship. A few men were ddiberatdy meking themseves visble not far away, going about
unimportant tasks with only occasiond and carefully disinterested glances toward the ship. They were the
bait, to lure the firg detachment into the center of town....

p. 136

"WdI?' Norman Lake asked, his pae eyes restless with his hunger for violence. "There's our ship—when
do we take her?'

"Jud as soon as we get them outside it," he said. "Weéll use the plan we firs had—uwait until they send a
full force to rescue the first detachment and then hit them with everything we have."

His black, white-nosed mocker was standing in the open doorway and watching the hurrying men and
prowlers with worried interest: Tip, the great-great-great-great grandson of the mocker that had died



with Howard Lake north of the plateau. He reached down to pick him up and set him on his shoulder,
and sad:

"Jm?'

"The longbows are ready,” Tip's treble imitation of Jm Chiards voice answered. "Well black out therr
searchlights when the time comes.”

"Andy?' he asked.
"Theladt of usfor this section are comingin now,” Andy Taylor answered.
He made his check of dl the subleaders, then looked up to the roof to ask, "All set, Immy?"

Jmmy Stevens grinning face appeared over the edge. "Ten crossbows are cocked and waiting up here.
Bring us our targets.”

They waited, while the evening deepened into near-dusk. Then the airlock of the cruiser did open and
thirteen Gerns emerged, the one leading them wearing the resplendent uniform of a subcommander.

"There they come," he said to Lake and Craig. "It looks like well be able to trap them in here and force
the commander to send out afull-szed force. Well dl attack at the sound of the horn and if you can hit
their rear flanks hard enough with the unicorns to give us a chance to split them from this end some of us
should make it to the ship before they redize up in the control room that they should close the airlocks.

"Now"—he looked at the Gerns who were coming straight toward the stockade wal, ignoring the gete to
their right—"you'd better be on your way. Well meet again before long in the ship.”
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Fenrir and Sgyn looked from the advancing Gerns to him with question in their eyes after Lake and Craig
were gone, Fenrir growling restlesdly.

"Pretty soon," he said to them. "Right now it would be better if they didn't see you. Wait ingde, both of
you." They went rductantly ingde, to merge with the darkness of the interior. Only an occasond yelow
gleam of their eyes showed that they were crouched to spring just ingde the doorway.

He cdled to the nearest unarmed man, not loud enough to be heard by the Gerns
"Cliff—you and Sam Anders come here. Tdl the rest to fade out of Sght and get armed.”

Cliff Schroeder passed the command dong and he and Sam Anders approached. He looked back at the
Gerns and saw they were within a hundred feet of the—for them—unscaable wdl of the stockade. They
were coming without hesitation——

A pae blue beam lashed down from one of the cruiser's turrets and afifty foot section of the wal erupted
into dust with a sound like thunder. The wind swept the dust aside in a gigantic cloud and the Gerns came
through the gap, looking neither to right nor |eft.

"That, | suppose” Sam Anders said from beside him, "was Lesson Number One for degenerate savages
like us Gerns, like gods, are not to be hindered by man-made barriers.”

The Gerns waked with a peculiar gait that puzzled him until he saw what it was. They were trying to
come with the arrogant military stride affected by the Gerns and in the 1.5 gravity they were succeeding

in achieving only a heavy dumping.



They advanced steadily and as they drew closer he saw that in the right hand of each Gern soldier was a
blaster while in the left hand of each could be seen the metdlic glitter of chains.

Schroeder amiled thinly. "It looks like they want to subject about a dozen of us to some panful
questioning.”

No one dse was any longer in Sght and the Gerns came draight toward the three on the steps. They
stopped forty feet awvay at a word of command from the officer p.138 and Gerns and Ragnarok men
exchanged dlent stares; the faces of the Ragnarok men bearded and expressionless, the faces of the
Gerns hairless and reflecting a contemptuous curiogty.

"Narth!" The communicator on the Gern officer's belt spoke with metdlic authority. "What do they look
like? Did we come two hundred light-years to view some animated vegetables?'

"No, Commander,” Narth answered. "I think the discard of the Regects two hundred years ago has
produced for us an unexpected reward. There are three natives under the canopy before me and their
physcd perfection and complete adaptation to this hdlish gravity is astonishing.”

"They could be used to replace expensve machines on some of the outer world mines™ the commander
sad, "providing ther inteligence isn't too abysmadly low. What about that?'

"They can surely be taught to perform smple manud labor,” Narth answered.

"Get on with your job," the commander said. "Try to pick some of the mogt intdligent looking ones for
questioning—I| can't believe these cattle sent that message and they're going to tdl us who did. And pick
some young, strong ones for the medica gaff to examine—ones that won't curl up and die after the first
few cuts of the knife

"WEell chain these three firg," Narth said. He lifted his hand in an imperious gesture to Humbolt and the
other two and ordered in accented Terran: "Come herel™

No one moved and he said again, sharply, "Come here!”

Agan no one moved and the minor officer besde Narth said, "Apparently they can't even understand
Terran now."

"Then well give them some action they can understand,” Narth snapped, his face flushing with irritation.
"Well drag them out by their hedd™

The Gerns advanced purposefully, three of them holdering ther blasters to make ther chains ready.
When they had passed under the canopy and could not be seen from the ship Humbolt spoke:
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"All right, Jmmy."

The Gerns froze in midstride, suspicion flashing across ther faces.

"Look up on the roof," he said in Gern.

They looked, and the suspicion became gaping dismay.

"You can be our prisoners or you can be corpses,” he said. "We don't care which."

The urgent hiss of Narth's command broke ther indecison:



"Kill them!™

Six of them tried to obey, bringing up their blasters in movements that seemed curioudy heavy and dow,
as though the gravity of Ragnarok had turned ther arms to wood. Three of them dmog lifted thar
blagters high enough to fire at the steps in front of them before arrows went through ther throats. The
other three did not get that far.

Narth and the remaining Sx went rigidly motionless and he said to them:
"Drop your blasters—quick!"

Thar blasters thumped to the ground and Jmmy Stevens and his bowmen did off the roof. Within a
minute the Gerns were bound with thar own chains, but for the officer, and the blasters were in the hands
of the Ragnarok men.

Jmmy looked down the row of Gerns and shook his head. "So these are Gerns?' he said. "It was like
trapping a band of woods goats.”

"Young ones" Schroeder amended. "And amogt as dangerous.”

Narth's face flushed at the words and his eyes went to the ship. The Sght of it seemed to restore his
courage and hislips drew back in a snarl.

"You fools—you stupid, megaomaniac dung-heaps—do you think you can kill Gerns and live to boast
about it?"

"Keep quigt,” Humbolt ordered, sudying hmwith curiosity. Narth, like dl the Gerns, was different from
what they had expected. It was true the Gerns had strode into their town with an attempt a arrogance
but they were harmless in appearance, soft of face and bdly, and p. 140 the snaling of the red-faced
Narth was like the bluster of a cornered scavenger-rodent.

"I promise you this" Narth was saying vicioudy, "if you don't release us and return our weapons this
indant Il persondly oversee the extermination of you and every savage in this village with the most
panful desth science can contrive and I'll——"

Humbolt reached out his hand and flicked Narth under the chin. Narth's teeth cracked loudly together
and his face twisted with the pain of a bitten tongue.

"Tiehim up, Jess" he said to aman near him. "If he opens his mouth again, shove your foot init.”

He spoke to Schroeder. "Well keep three of the blasters and send two to each of the other front groups.
Have tha done."

Dusk was degpening into darkness and he cdled Chiara again. "Theyll turn on therr searchlights any
minute and make the town as light as day," he said. "If you can keep them blacked out until some of us
have reached the ship, | think well have won."

"Theyll be kept blacked out,” Chiara said. "With some flint-headed arrows left over for the Gerns.”
He cdled Lake and Craig, to be told they were ready and waiting.
"But we're having hl keeping the unicorns quiet,” Craig said. "They want to get to killing something.”

He pressed the switch of the communicator but it was dead. They had, of course, transferred to some
other wave length so he could not hear the commands. It was something he had aready anticipated....



Fenrir and Sigyn were dill obediently ingde the doorway, dmogt frantic with desire to rgoin him. He
spoke to them and they bounded out, snarling at three Gerns in passng and causing them to blanch to a
dead-white color.

He st Tip on Sgyn's shoulders and said, "Sigyn, there's a job for you and Tip to do. A dangerous job.
Lisen—both of you...."

Theydlow eyes of Sigyn and the dark eyes of the little mocker looked into his as he spoke to them and
accompanied p. 141 his words with the strongest, clearest menta images he could project:

"Sgyn, take Tip to the not-men thing. Leave him hidden in the grass to one Sde of the big hole init. Tip,
you wait there. When the not-men come out you ligten, and tdl what they say.

"Now, do you both understand?'

Sgyn made a sound that meant she did but Tip clutched at his wrigt with little paws suddenly gone cold
and walled, "No! Scared—scared——"

"You have to go, Tip," he said, gently disengaging his wrig. "And Sgyn will hide near to you and wetch
over you." He spoke to Sigyn. "When the horn cdls you run back with him."

Agan she made the sound sgnifying understanding and he touched them both in what he hoped would
not be the last farewd|.

"All right, Sgyn—go now."

She vanished into the gloom of coming night, Tip hanging tightly to her. Fenrir stood with the fur lifted on
his shoulders and a hdf snarl on his face as he watched her go and watched the place where the not-men
would appesr.

"Where's Freckles?' he asked Jmmy.
"Here" someone said, and came forward with Tip's mate.

He set Freckles on his shoulder and the firg searchlight came on, shining down from high up on the
cruiser. It lighted up the area around them in harsh white brilliance, its reflection reveding the black
shadow that was Sigyn just vanishing behind the ship.

Two more searchlights came on, to illuminate the town. Then the Gerns came.

They poured out through the airlock and down the ramp, there to form in columns that marched forward
as dill more Gerns hurried down the ramp behind them. The searchlights gleamed on their battle hdmets
and on the blades of the bayonets &ffixed to ther riflelike long range blasters. Hand blasters and
grenades hung from their belts, together with stubby flame guns.

They were a s0lid mass reaching hdfway to the stockade p. 142 before the lagt of them, the commanding
officers, appeared. One of them stopped at the foot of the ramp to watch the advance of the punitive
force and give the frightened but faithful Tip the firs words to tranamit to Freckles:

"Thefull forceis on its way, Commander.”
A reply came, in Freckles amulation of the metdlic tones of a communicator:

"The key numbers of the confiscated blasters have been checked and the disturbance rays of the master
integrator set. Youll probably have few natives |eft dive to take as prisoners after those thirteen charges



explode but continue with a mopping up job that the survivors will never forget.”

So the Gerns could, by remote control, set the total charges of stolen blasters to explode upon
touching the firing stud? It was something new since the days of the Old Ones....

He cdled Chiara and the other groups, quickly, to tdl them what he had learned. "Well get more
blasters—ones they can't know the numbers of—when we attack,” he finished.

He took the blagter from his belt and laid it on the ground. The front ranks of the Gerns were dmost to
the wdl by then, a column wider than the gap that had been blasted through it, coming with glent

purposeful ness.

Two blagter beams lanced down from the turrets, to smash at the wal. Dugt billowed and thunder
rumbled as they swept dong. A full three hundred feet of the wall had been destroyed when they stopped
and the dust hid the ship and made dim glows of the searchlights.

It had no doubt been intended to impress them with the might of the Gerns but in doing so it hid the
Ragnarok forces from the advancing Gerns for a few seconds.

"Jm—black out ther lights before the dust clears" he cdled. "Joe—the horn! We attack now!"

The firg longbow arrow struck a searchlight and its glow grew dimmer as the arrow's burden—a thin
tube of thick lance tree ink—splattered againg it. Another followed——

Then the horn rang out, harsh and commanding, and p. 143 in the distance a unicorn screamed in answey.
The savage cry of a prowler came, like a sound to match, and the attack was on.

He ran with Fenrir beside him and to hisleft and right ran the others with their prowlers. The lead groups
converged as they went through the wide gap in the wall. They ran on, into the dust cloud, and the
shadowy forms of the Gerns were suddenly before them.

A blaster beamn cut into them and a Gern shouted, " The natives!" Other beams sprang into life, winking
like pae blue eyes through the dust and killing dl they touched. The beams dropped as the firg volley of
arrows tore through the massed front ranks, to be replaced by others.

They charged on, into the blue winking of the blasters and the red lances of the flame guns with the
crossbows rattling and grumming in answer. The prowlers lunged and fought beside them and ahead of
them; black hell-creatures that struck the Gerns too swiftly for blasters to find before throats were torn
out; the sound of battle turned into a confusion of raging snarls, frantic shouts and dying screams.

A prowler shot past him to join Fenrir—Sigyn—and he fdt Tip dart up to his shoulder. She made a
sound of greeting in passing, a sound that was gone as her jaws closed on a Gern.

The dust cloud cleared a little and the searchlights looked down on the scene; no longer brilliantly white
but shining through the red-black lance tree ink as a blood red glow. A searchlight turret did shut and
opened a moment later, the light wiped clean. The longbows immediatdy transformed it into a red glow.

The beam of one of the turret blasters stabbed down, to blaze a trall of desath through the battle. It
ceased as its own light revedled to the Gern commander that the Ragnarok forces were so intermixed
with the Gern forces that he was killing more Gerns than Ragnarok men.

By then the fighting was so hand to hand that knives were better than crossbows. The Gerns fdl like
harvested corn; too dow and awkward to use their bayonets againg the faster Ragnarok men and killing
as many of one another p. 144 as men when they tried to use thar blasters and flame guns. From the rear



there came the command of a Gern officer, shouted high and thin above the sound of bettle:
"Back to the ship—leave the natives for the ship's blasters to kill!"
The unicorns arrived then, to cut off ther retreat.

They came twenty from the east and twenty from the west in a thunder of hooves, squeding and
screaming in their blood lust, with prowlers a black wave going before them. They struck the Gerns, the
prowlers dashing lanes through them while the unicorns charged behind, trampling them, ripping into them
with their horns and smashing them down with their hooves as they vented the pent up rage of ther years
of confinement. On the back of each was a rider whose long spear flicked and stabbed into the throats
and bdlies of Gerns.

The retreat was hdted and transformed into milling confusion. He led his own groups in the find charge,
the prearranged wedge attack, and they split the Gern force in two.

The ship was suddenly just beyond them.
He gave the last command to Lake and Craig: "Now—into the ship!"

He scooped up a blaster from beside a fdlen Gern and ran toward it. A Gern officer was dready in the
arlock, hisface pae and strained as he looked back and his hand on the dosng switch. He shot him and
ran up the ramp as the officer's body rolled down it.

Unicorn hooves pounded behind him and twenty of them swept past, ther riders legping from ther backs
to the ramp. Twenty men and fifteen prowlers charged up the ramp as a waning Sren shrieked
somewhere ingde the ship. At the same time the airlocks, operated from the control room, began to dide
swiftly shut.

He was through firgt, with Fenrir and Sigyn. Lake and Craig, together with Sx men and four prowlers,
sgueezed through bardly intime. Then the airlocks were closed and they were seded in the ship.

Alarm bels added therr sound to the ghrieking of the Sren and from the multiple-compartments shafts
came p. 145 the whir of eevators dropping with Gern forces to kill the humans trapped ingde the ship.

They ran past the eevator shafts without pausing, light and swift in the atifida gravity that was only
two-thirds that of Ragnarok. They Folit forces as long ago planned; three men and four prowlers going
with Charley Craig in the attempt to take the drive room, Lake and the other three men gaing with himin
the attempt to take the control room.

They found the manway ladder and began to dimb, Fenrir and Sgyn impatiently crowding their hedls.

There was nothing on the control room levd and they ran down the short corridor that their maps had
showed. They turned left, into the corridor that had the control room at its end, and into the concentrated
fire of ninewaiting Gerns.

Fenrir and Sgyn went into the Gerns, under their fire before they could drop the muzzes of their blasters,
with an attack so vicious and unexpected that what would have been a certain and lethd trap for the
hurmans was suddenly a fighting chance.

The corridor became an inferno of blaster beams that cracked and hissed as they met and crossed,
throwing little chips of metd from the walls with sngpping sounds and going through flesh with sounds like
soft tappings. 1t was over within seconds, the last Gern down and one man dill ganding beside him, the
blond and nerveless Lake.



Thomsen and Barber were dead and Billy West was bracing himsdf againg the wal with a blaster hole
through his stomach, trying to say something and diding to the floor before it was ever spoken.

And Sgyn was down, blood weling and bubbling from a wound in her chest, while Fenrir stood over her
with his snarling a raging scream as he swung his head in search of a dill-living Gern.

Humbolt and Lake ran on, Fenrir raging beside them, and into the control room.

Six officers, one wearing the uniform of a commander, were ggping in astonishment and bringing up their
blagtersin the way that seemed so curioudy dow to Humbolt. p. 146 Fenrir, in his fury, killed two of them
as Lake's blaster and his own killed three more.

The commander was suddenly alone, his blaster hdlf lifted. Fenrir legped a his throat and Humbolt
shouted the quick command: "Disarm!”

It was something the prowlers had been taught in their training and Fenrir's teeth clicked short of the
commander's throat while his paw sent the blaster spinning across the room.

The commander stared at them with his swarthy face a dark gray and his mouth il gaping.
"How—how did you do it?" he asked in heavily accented Terran. "Only two of you——"
"Dont tak until you're asked a question,” Lake said.

"Only two of you...." The thought seemed to restore his courage, as Sght of the ship had restored Narth's
that night, and his tone became threatening. "There are only two of you and more guards will be here to
kill you within aminute. Surrender to me and I'll let you go free——"

Lake dapped him across the mouth with a backhanded blow that snapped his head back on his
shoulders and split hislip.

"Dont tak," he ordered again. "And never lieto us"
The commander pit out a tooth and held his hand to his bleeding mouth. He did not spesk again.

Tip and Freckles were holding tightly to his shoulder and each other, the racing of ther hearts like a
vibration, and he touched them reassuringly.

"All right now—adl safe now," he said.
He cdled Charley Craig. "Charley—did you make it?'
"We made it to the drive room—two of us and one prowler,” Charley answered. "What about you?'

"Norman and | have the control room. Cut ther drives, to play safe. Il let you know as soon as the
entire ship isours.”

He went to the viewscreen and saw that the battle was over. Chiara was letting the searchlight burn again
and prowlers were being used to drive back the unicorns from the surrendering Gerns.

"I guess we won," he said to Lake.
p. 147

But there was no feding of victory, none of the dation he had thought he would have. Sgyn was dying
donein the dien corridor outsde. Sigyn, who had nursed beside him and fought beside hm and lad



down her lifefor him....
"l want to look at her," he said to Lake.

Fenrir went with him. She was il dive, waiting for them to come back to her. She lifted her head and
touched his hand with her tongue as he examined the wound.

It was not fatd—it need not be fatd. He worked swiftly, gently, to stop the bleeding that had been
draining her life away. She would have to lie quietly for weeks but she would recover.

When he was done he pressed her head back to the floor and said, "Lie 4ill, Sgyn girl, until we can
come to move you. Wait for us and Fenrir will stay here with you."

She obeyed and he I&ft them, the feding of victory and dation coming to himinfull then.
Lake looked at him questioningly as he entered the control room and he said, "Shéll live”
He turned to the Gern commander. "Fird, | want to know how the war is going?'
"l——" The commander looked uncertainly at Lake.

"Jud tdl the truth,” Lake said. "Whether you think well likeit or not.”

"We have dl the planets but Earth, itsdf," the commander said. "Well have it, soon.”
"And the Terrans on Athena?'

"They're dill—working for us there."

"Now," he said, "you will order every Gern in this ship to go to hisdeeping quarters. They will leave their
weapons in the corridors outside and they will not resist the men who will come to take charge of the
ship."

The commander made an effort toward defiance:
"And if | refuse?"

Lake answered, aniling at im with the amile of his that was no more than a quick showing of teeth and
with the savage eagernessin his eyes.

"If you refuse I'll start with your fingers and break p. 148 every bone to your shoulders. If that isn't enough
Il start with your toes and go to your hips. And then I'll break your back."

The commander hesitated, swest filming his face as he looked at them. Then he reached out to switch on
the dl-gtations communicator and say into it:

"Attention, dl personnd: Y ou will return to your quarters a once, leaving your weapons in the corridors.
You are ordered to make no resistance when the natives come...."

There was a slence when he had finished and Humbolt and Lake looked at each other, bearded and clad
inanima skins but ganding & last in the control room of a ship that was theirs in a ship that could take
them to Athena, to Earth, to the ends of the gdaxy.

The commander watched them, on his face the blankness of unwillingnessto bdlieve.

"The airlocks—" he said. "We didn't close them in time. We never thought you would dare try to take the



ship—not savagesin animd skins.”
"I know," Humbolt answered. "We were counting on you to think that way."

"No one expected any of you to survive here" The commander wiped a his swollen lips, wincing, and an
amog child-like petulance came into histone. "Y ou weren't supposed to survive"

"I know," he said again. "Weve made it a point to remember that."
"The gravity, the heat and cold and fever, the animas—why didn't they kill you?'

"They tried,” he said. "But we fought back. And we had a god—to meet you Gerns again. You left us on
aworld that had no resources. Only enemies who would kill us—the gravity, the prowlers, the unicorns.
So we made them our resources. We adapted to the gravity that was supposed to kill us and became
stronger and quicker than Gerns. We made dlies of the prowlers and unicorns who were supposed to be
our executioners and used them tonight to help uskill Gerns. So now we have your ship.”

"Yes ... you have our ship." Through the unwillingness to believe on the commander's face and the
petulance p. 149 there came the triumph of vindictive anticipation. "The savages of Ragnarok have a Gern
cruiser—but what can they do with it?"

"What can we do with it?' he asked, dmost kindly. "Weve planned for two hundred years wha we can
do with it. We have the cruiser and sxty days from now well have Athena. Tha will be only the
beginning and you Gerns are going to help us do it."

For gx days the ship was a scene of ceaseless activity. Men crowded it, asking questions of the Gern
officers and crew and camly bresking the bones of those who refused to answer or who gave answers
that were not true. Prowlers stalked the corridors, their cold yelow eyes waiching every move the Gerns
made. The little mockers began roaming the ship at will, unable any longer to retrain their curiosity and
confident thet the men and prowlers would not let the Gerns harm them.

One mocker was killed then; the speckle-faced mocker that could repeat messages verbatim. It
wandered into a storage cubicle where a Gern was working adone and gave him the opportunity to safely
vent his hatred of everything associated with the men of Ragnarok. He broke its back with a stedl bar
and threw it, screaming, into the disposa chute that led to the matter converter. A prowler heard the
scream and an indant later the Gern screamed; a sound that died in its meking as the prowler tore his
throat out. No more mockers were harmed.

One Ragnarok boy was killed. Three fanaticad Gern officers stole knives from the gdley and held the boy
as hogtage for ther freedom. When their demands were refused they cut his heart out. Lake cornered
them a few minutes later and, without touching his blaster, disemboweled them with their own knives. He
gmiled down upon them as they writhed and moaned on the floor and their moans were heard for a long
time by the other Gernsin the ship before they died. No more humans were harmed.

They discovered that operation of the cruiser was rdaively Smple, bascdly amilar to the operation of
p.150 Terran ships as described in the text book the origind Lake had written. Most of the operations
were performed by robot mechanisms and the manua operations, geared to the dower reflexes of the
Gerns, were eedly mastered.



They could spend the forty-day voyage to Athenain further learning and practice so on the Sixth day they
prepared to depart. The unicorns had been given the freedom they had fought so wdl for and
reconnai ssance vehicles were loaned from the cruiser to take their place. Later there would be machinery
and supplies of dl kinds brought in by freighter ships from Athena

Time was precious and there was along, long job ahead of them. They blasted up from Ragnarok on the
maorning of the seventh day and went into the black sea of hyperspace.

By then the Gern commander was no longer of any vaue to them. His unwillingness to believe that
savages had wrested his ship from him had increased until his compartment became his control room to
him and he spent the hours laughing and giggling before an imaginary viewscreen whereon the cruiser's
blasters were destroying, over and over, the Ragnarok town and dl the humansinit.

But Narth, who had wanted to have them tortured to death for daring to resst capture, became very
cooperative. In the control room his cooperation was epecidly eager. On the twentieth day of the
voyage they let him have what he had been trying to gain by subterfuge: access to the tranamitter when no
men were within hearing distance.

After that his manner abruptly changed. Each day his hatred for them and his secret anticipation became
more evident.

The thirty-fifth day came, with Athena five days ahead of them—the day of the execution they had let him
arrange for them.

Starsfilled the transdimensiond viewscreen, the sun of Athenain the center. Humbolt watched the space
to the lower left and the flicker came again; a tiny red dot p.151 that was gone agan within a
microsecond, so quickly that Narth in the seat beside him did not seeit.

It was the quick peek of another ship; a ship that was running invisble with its detector screens up but
which had had to drop them for an indant to look out at the cruiser. Not even the Gerns had ever been
able to devise a polarized detector screen.

He changed the course and speed of the cruiser, creating an increase in gravity which seemed very dight
to him but which caused Narth to dew heavily in his seat. Narth straightened and he said to him:

"Within a few minutes well engage the ship you sent for."
Narth's jaw dropped, then came back up. "So you spied on me?'

"One of our Ragnarok dlies did—the little animd that was Stting near the transmitter. They're our means
of communication. We learned that you had arranged for a ship, en route to Athena, to intercept us and
capture us"

"So you know?' Narth asked. He smiled, an unplessant twiding of his mouth. "Do you think that
knowing will help you any?"

"We expect it to," he answered.

"It's a battleship,” Narth said. "It's three times the gze of this cruiser, the newest and most powerful
battleship in the Gern fleet. How does that sound to you?'



"It sounds good,” he said. "Well makeit our flagship.”

"Your flagship—your ‘flagship'!" The lagt trace of pretense left Narth and he let his ful and rankling
hatred come through. "You got this cruiser by trickery and learned how to operate it after a fashion
because of an animd-like reflex abnormdity. For forty-two days you accidenta mutants have given
orders to your superiors and thought you were our equals. Now, your fool's paradise is going to end.”

Thered dot came again, closer, and he once more dtered the ship's course. He had turned on the course
andyzer and it clicked as the battleship's postion was correlated with thet of its previous appearance. A
short p. 152 yelow line appeared on the screen to forecast its course for the immediate future.

"And then?' he asked curioudy, turning back to Narth.

"And then well take dl of you I€ft dive back to your village. The scenes of what we do to you and your
village will be televised to dl Gern-held worlds. It will be a vauable reminder for any who have forgotten
the pendlty for ressting Gerns."

The red dot came again. He punched the battle stations button and the board responded with a row of
reedy lights

"All the other Gerns are by now in ther acceleration couches” he said. "Strgp yoursdf in for high
accd eration maneuvers—well make contact with the battleship within two minutes.”

Narth did so, taking histime as though it was something of little importance. "There will be no maneuvers.
They'll blast the stern and destroy your drive immediady upon attack.”

He fastened the lagt strap and gmiled, taunting assurance in the twisted unpleasantness of it. "The
appearance of this battleship has very much disrupted your plans to strut like conquering heroes among
the daves on Athena, hasn't it?'

"Not exactly,” Humbolt replied. "Our plans are a little broader in scope then that. There are two new
cruisers on Athena, ready to leave the shops ten days from now. Well turn control of Athena over to the
humans there, of course, then well take the three cruisers and the battleship back by way of Ragnarok.
There well pick up dl the Ragnarok men who are nather too old nor too young and go on to Earth.
They will be given training en route in the handling of ships. We expect to find no difficulty in bresking
through the Gern lines around Earth and then, with the addition of the Earth ships, we can easlly capture
dl the Gern shipsin the solar sysem.”

"Easly!" Narth made a contemptuous sneer of the word. "Were you actudly so stupid as to think that
you hiologica freaks could equa Gern officers who have made a career of space warfare?'

"WEell far exceed them," he said. "A space battle is p. 153 one of trying to keep your blaster beams long
enough on one area of the enemy ship to break through its blaster shidlds at that point. And at the same
time try to move and dodge fast enough to keep the enemy from doing the same thing to you. The ships
are capable of accelerations up to fifty gravities or more but the acceeration limitetor is the safeguard that
prevents the ship from going into such a high degree of accderaion or into such a sudden change of
direction that it would kill the crew.

"We from Ragnarok are accustomed to a one point five gravity and can withstand much higher degrees
of acceleration than Gerns or any other race from a one gravity world. To enable us to take advantage of
thet fact we have had the acceleration limitator on this cruiser disconnected.”

"Disconnected?" Narth's contemptuous regard vanished in frantic consternation. ™Y ou fool—you don't



know what that means—you'll move the acceleration lever too far and kill usall'™

Thered dot flicked on the viewscreen, trembled, and was suddenly a gigantic battleship in full view. He
touched the acceleration control and Narth's next words were cut off as his digphragm sagged. He swung
the cruiser in a curve and Narth was dammed sideways, the straps cutting into him and the flesh of his
face pulled lopsided by the gravity. His eyes, bulging, went blank with unconsciousness.

The powerful blasters of the battleship blossomed like a row of pae blue flowers, concentrating on the
dern of the cruiser. A warning Sren screeched as they started breeking through the cruiser's shidds. He
dropped the detector screen that would shidd the cruiser from sght, but not from the blaster beams, and
tightened the curve until the gravity dragged heavily at his own body.

The warning dren stopped as the blaster beams of the battleship went harmlesdy into space, continuing
to folow the probability course plotted from the cruiser's lagt visble postion and course by the
battleship's robot target tracers.

He lifted the detector screen, to find the battleship dmogt exactly where the cruiser's course andyzers
hed p. 154 predicted it would be. The blasters of the battleship were blazing their full concentration of
firepower into an area behind and to one Sde of the cruiser.

They blinked out at Sght of the cruiser inits new position and blazed again a moment later, boring into the
gern. He dropped the detector screen and siwung the cruiser in another curve, spirding in the opposite
direction. As before, the screech of the darm dren died as the battleship's blasters followed the course
gven them by course andyzers and target tracers that were built to presume that dl enemy ships were
accd eration-limitator equipped.

The cruiser could have destroyed the battleship a any time—but they wanted to capture ther flagship
unharmed. The maneuvering continued, the cruiser drawing closer to the battleship. The battleship, in
desperation, began usng the same hide-and-jump tactics the cruiser used but it was of little avall—the
battleship moved a known accderation limits and the cruiser's course andyzers predicted each new
position with sufficient accuracy.

The cruiser made itsfind dash in atightening spird, its detector screen flickering on and off. It struck the
battleship at a matched speed, with a thump and ringing of metd as the magnetic grapples fastened the
cruiser like aleech to the battleship's side.

In that pogtion neither the forward nor stern blasters of the battleship could touch it. There remained only
to convince the commander of the battleship that further resistance was futile.

This he did with a Smple ultimatum to the commander:

"This cruiser is firmly attached to your ship, its acceleration limitator disconnected. Its drives are of
auffident power to thrust both ships forward at a much higher degree of acceleration than persons from
one-gravity worlds can endure. Y ou will surrender & once or we shdl be forced to put these two ships
into a curve of such short radius and at an acceleration so great that dl of you will be killed."

Then he added, "If you surrender well do somewhat p. 155 better by you than you did with the humans
two hundred years ago—well take dl of you on to Athena"

The commander, aready sck from an acceleration that would have been negligible to Ragnarok men,
hed no choice.

Hisreply came, choked with acceleration sickness and the greater sickness of defeat:



"Wewill surrender.”

Narth regained consciousness. He saw Humbolt gtting beside him as before, with no Gern rescuers
crowding into the control room with shouted commands and drawn blasters.

"Where are they?' he asked. "Where is the battleship?’
"We captured it," he said.
"You captured—a Gern bettleship?'

"It wasn't hard," he said. "It would have been easier if only Ragnarok men had been on the cruiser. We
didn't want to accelerate to any higher gravities than absolutely necessary because of the Gerns on it.”

"You did it—you captured the battleship,” Narth said, his tone like one dazed.
He wet hislips, saring, as he contemplated the unpleasant implications of it.

"You're freek mutants who can capture a battleship. Maybe you will take Athena and Earth from us.
But"—the animation of hatred returned to his face—"What good will it do you? Did you ever think about
that?'

"Yes" he sad. "Weve thought about it."

"Have you?' Narth leaned forward, his face shining with the mdice of his gloating. "You can never
escape the consequences of what you have done. The Gern Empire has the resources of dozens of
worlds. The Empire will build a fleet of specid ships, aforce againg which your own will be nothing, and
send them to Earth and Athena and Ragnarok. The Empirewill smash you for what you have done and if
there are any survivors of your race left they will cringe before Gerns for a hundred generations to come.

"Remember that while you're posturing in your little hour of glory on Athena and Earth.”
p. 156

"You ingg in thinking well do as Gerns would do,” he said. "We won't delay to do any posturing. Well
have a large flest when we leave Earth and well go at once to engage the Gern home fledt. | thought you
knew we were going to do that. Were going to cripple and capture your flegt and then we're going to
destroy your empire.”

"Degtroy the Empire—now?" Narth stared again, dl the gloating gone as he saw, a lagt, the quick and
inexorable end. "Now—Dbefore we can stop you—before we can have a chance?

"When a race has been condemned to die by another race and it fights and druggles and manages
somehow to survive, it learns a lesson. It learns it must never again let the other race be in postion to
destroy it. So thisis the harvest you reap from the seeds you sowed on Ragnarok two hundred years

ago.

"You understand, don't you?' he asked, dmog gently. "For two hundred years the Gern Empire has
been a menace to our surviva as a race. Now, the time has come when we shdl remove it."



He stood in the control room of the baitleship and watched Athenas sun in the viewscreen, blazing like a
white flame. Sigyn, fully recovered, was stretched out on the floor near him; twitching and snarling a little
in her deep as she fought again the battle with the Gerns. Fenrir was pacing the floor, svinging his black,
meassve head restlessy, while Tip and Freckles were examining with fascinated curiosty the collection of
bright medds that had been cleaned out of the Gern commander's desk.

Lake and Crag left thar gations, as impaient as Fenrir, and came over to watch the viewscreen with
him.

"One day more" Craig said. "We're two hundred years late but we're coming in to the world that was to
have been our home."

"It can never be, now," he said. "Have any of us ever thought of that—that we're different to humans and
theré's no human world we could ever cal home?!

"I've thought of it," Lake said. "Ragnarok made us different physicaly and different in the way we think.
We p. 157 could live on human worlds—but we would dways be a race apart and never redly belong
there”

"I suppose weve dl thought about it," Craig said. "And wondered what well do when we're finished with
the Gerns. Not settle down on Athena or Earth, in alittle cottage with a fenced-in lavn where it would be
adventure to watch the Three-D shows after each day a some safe, routine job."

"Not back to Ragnarok,” Lake said. "With metds and supplies from other worlds they'll be able to do a
lot there but the battle is dready won. There will be left only the peaceful development—building a town
a the equator for Big Winter, levding land, planting crops. We could never be satisfied with that kind of
alife”

"No," he said, and fdt his own restlessness ir in protest at the thought of settling down in some safe and
secure environment. "Not Athena or Earth or Ragnarok—not any world we know."

"How long until we're finished with the Gerns?' Lake asked. "Ten years? Well ill be young then. Where
will we go—all of us who fought the Gerns and dl of the ones in the future who won't want to live out
their lives on Ragnarok? Where is there a place for us—a world of our own?"

"Where do we find a world of our own?' he asked, and watched the star clouds creep toward them in
the viewscreen; tumbled and blazing and immense beyond conception.

"Therés agdaxy for usto explore,” he said. "There are millions of suns and thousands of worlds waiting
for us. Maybe there are races out there like the Gerns—and maybe there are races such as we were a
hundred years ago who need our help. And maybe there are worlds out there with things on them such as
no man ever imagined.

"WEell go, to see what's there. Our women will go with us and there will be some worlds on which some
of uswill want to stay. And, dways, there will be more restless ones coming from Ragnarok. Out there
are the worlds and the homes for dl of us”

"Of course" Lake said. "Beyond the space frontier ... where e'se would we ever belong?’

p. 158



It was dl settled, then, and there was a Slence as the battleship plunged through hyperspace, the cruiser
running beside her and their drives moaning and thundering as had the drives of the Constellation two
hundred years before.

A voyage had been interrupted then, and a new race had been born. Now they were going on again, to
Athena, to Earth, to the farthest reaches of the Gern Empire. And on, to the wild, unknown regions of

space beyond.

There awaited their worlds and there awaited ther destiny; to be a race scattered across a hundred
thousand light-years of suns, to be an empire such as the gdaxy had never known.

They, the restless ones, the unwanted and forgotten, the survivors.
TheEnd
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