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The door was | ow, deep-sunk into the thickness of the wall. Carey knocked and
then he waited, stooped a bit under the lintel stone, fitting his body to the
nmeager shadow as though he could really hide it there. A few yards away,
beyond cracked and tilted paving-bl ocks, the Jekkara Low Canal showed its
still black water to the still black sky, and both were full of stars.

Not hi ng noved al ong the canal site. The town was closed tight, and this in
itself was so unnatural that it nade Carey shiver. He had been here before and
he knew how it ought to be. The chief industry of the Low Canal towns is
sinning of one sort or another, and they work at it right around the cl ock

One m ght have thought that all the people had gone away, but Carey knew t hey
hadn't. He knew that he had not taken a single step unwatched. He had not
really believed that they would | et himconme this far, and he wondered why
they had not killed him Perhaps they remenbered him

There was a sound on the other side of the door

Carey said in the antique H gh Martian, "Here is one who clains the
guest-right." In Low Martian, the vernacular that fitted nore easily on his
tongue, he said, "Let nme in, Derech. You owe me bl ood."

The door opened narrowWy and Carey slid through it, into lanplight and
relative warmh. Derech closed the door and barred it, saying, "Dam you,
Carey. | knew you were going to turn up here babbling about blood-debts. |
swore | wouldn't let you in."

He was a Low Canaller, lean and small and dark and predatory. He wore a red
jewel in his left earlobe and a totally incongruous but confortable suit of
Terran synthetics, insulated agai nst heat and cold. Carey sml ed.

"Si xteen years ago,"
that."

he said, "you'd have perished before you'd have worn

"Corruption. Nothing corrupts like confort, unless it's kindness." Derech
sighed. "I knew it was a mistake to |l et you save ny neck that time. Sooner or
later you'd claimpaynent. Well, now that | have let you in, you mght as well
sit down." He poured wine into a cup of al abaster worn thin as an eggshell and
handed it to Carey. They drank, sonberly, in silence. The flickering |anplight
showed the shadows and the deep lines in Carey's face.

Derech said, "How |l ong since you' ve slept?"

"I can sleep on the way," said Carey, and Derech | ooked at himw th anber eyes
as coldly specul ative as a cat's.

Carey did not press him The roomwas large, richly furnished with the bare,
spare, faded richness of a world that had very little left to give in the way
of luxury. Some of the things were fairly new, nade in the traditional nanner
by Martian craftsmen. They were al nost indistinguishable fromthe things that
had been old when the Reed Kings and the Bee Kings were little boys along the
Ni | e- bank

"What will happen," Derech asked, "if they catch you?"



"Ch," said Carey, "they'll deport ne first. Then the United Wirlds Court will
try me, and they can't do anything but find me guilty. They'll hand nme over to

Earth for punishnent, and there will be further investigations and penalties
and fines and I'Il be a thoroughly broken man when they've finished, and sorry
enough for it. Though | think they'll be sorrier in the long run."

"That won't help matters any," said Derech

"No. "

"Wy, " asked Derech, "why is it that they will not |isten?"
"Because they know that they are right."

Derech said an evil word.

"But they do. |'ve sabotaged the Rehabilitation Project as nmuch as | possibly
could. 1've rechannel ed funds and nisdirected orders so they're al nbst two
years behi nd schedule. These are the things they'Il try me for. But ny rea
crime is that | have questioned Goodness and the works thereof. Mirder they
m ght forgive ne, but not that."

He added wearily, "You'll have to decide quickly. The UWboys are worKking
closely with the Council of G ty-States, and Jekkara is no | onger untouchable.
It's also the first place they'll |ook for ne."

"I wondered if that had occurred to you." Derech frowned. "That doesn't bot her
me. What does bother ne is that | know where you want to go. W tried it once,
renenmber? We ran for our lives across that dammed desert. Four solid days and
ni ghts." He shivered.

"Send me as far as Barrakesh. | can di sappear there, join a southbound
caravan. | intend to go al one.™
"If you intend to kill yourself, why not do it here in confort and anong

friends? Let nme think," Derech said. "Let me count nmy years and ny treasure
and wei gh them agai nst a probable yard of sand."

Fl anes hissed softly around the coals in the brazier. Qutside, the wind got up
and started its ancient work, rubbing the house walls with tiny grains of

dust, rounding off the corners, hollow ng the w ndow places. Al over Mars the
wind did this, to huts and pal aces, to mountains and the small burrow heaps of
animals, laboring patiently toward a day when the whol e face of the pl anet
shoul d be one smooth | evel sea of dust. Only lately new structures of mnetal
and pl astic had appeared beside sone of the old stone cities. They resisted
the wearing sand. They seened prepared to stay forever. And Carey fancied that
he could hear the old wind | aughing as it went.

There was a scratchi ng agai nst the closed shutter in the back wall, followed
by a rapid drumm ng of fingertips. Derech rose, his face suddenly alert. He
rapped twice on the shutter to say that he understood and then turned to
Carey. "Finish your wne."

He took the cup and went into another roomw th it. Carey stood up. Mngling
with the sound of the wind outside, the gentle throb of notors becane audi bl e,
low in the sky and very near.

Derech returned and gave Carey a shove toward an inner wall. Carey renenbered
the pivoted stone that was there, and the space behind it. He craw ed through
t he openi ng.



"Don't sneeze or thrash about," said Derech. "The stonework is | oose, and
t hey'd hear you."

He swung the stone shut. Carey huddl ed as confortably as possible in the
uneven hole, worn smooth with the hiding of illegal things for countless
generations. Air and a few faint gleans of |ight seeped through between the
stone bl ocks, which were set without nortar as in nost Martian construction
He could even see a thin vertical segment of the room

When the sharp knock canme at the door, he discovered that he could hear quite
clearly.

Derech noved across his field of vision. The door opened. A man's voice
demanded entrance in the nanme of the United Wirlds and the Council of Martian
City-States. "Please enter," said Derech

Carey saw, nore or less fragnentarily, four men. Three were Martians in the
undi st i ngui shed cosnopolitan garb of the City-States. They were the equival ent
of the FBI. The fourth was an Earthman, and Carey smiled to see the neasure of
his own inportance. The spare, blond, good-I|ooking man with the sunburn and
the friendly blue eyes m ght have been an actor, a tennis player, or a junior
executive on holiday. He was Howard Wales, Earth's best man in Interpol

Wales let the Martians do the talking, and while they did it he drifted

unobt rusi vel y about, peering through doorways, |istening, touching, feeling.
Carey becane fascinated by him in an unpleasant sort of way. Once he canme and
stood directly in front of Carey's crevice in the wall. Carey was afraid to
breat he, and he had a dreadful notion that Wal es woul d suddenly turn about and
| ook straight in at himthrough the crack

The senior Martian, a mddle-aged man with an able | ook about him was giving
Derech a briefing on the penalties that awaited himif he harbored a fugitive
or withheld information. Carey thought that he was being too heavy about it.
Even five years ago he would not have dared to show his face in Jekkara.

He coul d picture Derech |istening am ably, |ounging agai nst sonethi ng and
playing with the jewel in his ear. Finally Derech got bored with it and said
wi t hout heat, "Because of our geographical position, we have been exposed to
the New Culture." The capitals were his. "W have nmade adjustnments to it. But
this is still Jekkara and you're here on sufferance, no nore. Please don't
forget it."

Wal es spoke, deftly forestalling any comrent fromthe Cty-State. "You' ve been
Carey's friend for many years, haven't you?"

"W robbed tonbs together in the old days."

" Archaeol ogi cal research' is a nicer term | should think."

"My very ancient and perfectly honorable guild never used it. But |I'man
honest trader now, and Carey doesn't come here."

He mi ght have added a qualifying "often," but he did not.
The City-State said derisively, "He has or will cone here now "
"Why?" asked Derech

"He needs hel p. Were el se could he go for it?"



"Anywhere. He has many friends. And he knows Mars better than nost Marti ans,
probably a damm sight better than you do."

"But," said Wales quietly, "outside of the City-states all Earthmen are being
hunted down like rabbits, if they're foolish enough to stay. For Carey's sake,
if you know where he is, tell us. Otherwise he is alnost certain to die."

"He's a grown man," Derech said. "He nust carry his own load."

"He's carrying too much . . ." Wales said, and then broke off. There was a
sudden gabbl e of talk, both in the roomand outside. Everybody noved toward

t he door, out of Carey's vision, except Derech, who noved into it, relaxed and
[ anguid and infuriatingly self-assured. Carey could not hear the sound that
had drawn the others but he judged that another flier was landing. In a few

m nutes Wal es and the ot hers canme back, and now there were sonme new peopl e
with them Carey squirnmed and craned, getting closer to the crack, and he saw
Al an Whodt horpe, his superior, Adm nistrator of the Rehabilitation Project for
Mars, and probably the nost influential man on the planet. Carey knew that he
must have rushed across a thousand niles of desert from his headquarters at
Kahora, just to be here at this nmoment.

Carey was flattered and deeply noved.

Wyodt hor pe i ntroduced hinself to Derech. He was disarmngly sinple and
friendly in his approach, a man driven and wearied by nmany vital nmatters but
never forgetting to be warm gracious, and human. And the devil of it was that
he was exactly what he appeared to be. That was what nade dealing with himso
i mpossibly difficult.

Derech said, snmiling a little, "Don't stray away from your guards."

"Way is it?" Wbodt horpe asked. "Wy this hostility? If only your people would
understand that we're trying to help them"

"They understand that perfectly,” Derech said. "Wat they can't understand is
why, when they have thanked you politely and expl ai ned that they neither need
nor want your help, you still refuse to | eave them al one.™

"Because we know what we can do for theml They're destitute now. W can make
themrich, in water, in arable |l and, in power—we can change their whole way of
life. Primtive people are notoriously resistant to change, but in tine
they'll realize . "

"Primtive?" said Derech

"Ch, not the Low Canallers," said Wodthorpe quickly. "Your civilization was
flourishing, | know, when Proconsul was still wondering whether or not to
climb dowmn out of his tree. For that very reason | cannot understand why you
side with the Dryl anders."

Derech said, "Mars is an old, cranky, dried-up world, but we understand her
W' ve nade a bargain with her. We don't ask too rmuch of her, and she gives us
sufficient for our needs. W can depend on her. W do not want to be nade
dependent on ot her nen."

"But this is a new age," said Wodthorpe. "Advanced technol ogy nakes anyt hi ng
possi bl e. The ol d prejudices, the parochial viewoints, are no |onger "

"You were saying something about primtives."



"I was thinking of the Dryland tribes. W had counted on Dr. Carey, because of
hi s uni que know edge, to hel p them understand us. Instead, he seens bent on
stirring themup to war. Qur survey parties have been set upon with the nost
shocking violence. If Carey succeeds in reaching the Drylands there's no
telling what he may do. Surely you don't want "

"Primtive," Derech said, with a ring of cruel inpatience in his voice.
"Parochial. The gods send ne a wi cked man before a well-neaning fool. M.
Wyodt horpe, the Drylanders do not need Dr. Carey to stir themup to war.
Nei t her do we. W do not want our wells and our water courses rearranged. W
do not want our popul ati on expanded. We do not want the resources that will

| ast us for thousands of years yet, if they're not tanpered with, punped out
and used up in a few centuries. We are in balance with our environnent; we
want to stay that way. And we will fight, M. Wodthorpe. You re not dealing
with theories now You're dealing with our lives. W are not going to place
themin your hands."

He turned to Wales and the Martians. "Search the house. If you want to search
the town, that's up to you. But | wouldn't be too | ong about any of it."

Looki ng pai ned and hurt, Wodthorpe stood for a noment and then went out,
shaki ng his head. The Martians began to go through the house. Carey heard
Derech's voice say, "Wiy don't you join them M. Wl es?"

Wal es answered pleasantly, "I don't like wasting ny tine." He bade Derech good
night and left, and Carey was thankf ul

After a while the Martians left too. Derech bolted the door and sat down again
to drink his interrupted gl ass of wine. He made no nove to |let Carey out, and
Carey conquered a very strong desire to yell at him He was getting just a
touch cl austrophobi c now. Derech sipped his wine slowy, enptied the cup and
filled it again. When it was half enpty for the second tine a girl came in
fromthe back.

She wore the traditional dress of the Low Canals, which Carey was glad to see
because sone of the women were changing it for the cosnopolitan and
featurel ess styles that made all wonen | ook alike, and he thought the old
style was charm ng. Her skirt was a |l ength of heavy orange silk caught at the
wai st with a broad girdle. Above that she wore nothing but a necklace and her
body was slimand graceful as a bending reed. Twi sted around her ankl es and
brai ded in her dark hair were strings of tiny bells, so that she chinmed as she
wal ked with a faint elfin nusic, very sweet and w cked.

"They're all gone now," she told Derech, and Derech rose and cane quickly
toward Carey's hiding place.

"Someone was wat ching through the chinks in the shutters,” he said as he
hel ped Carey out. "Hoping I'd betray nyself when | thought they were gone." He
asked the girl, "It wasn't the Earthman, was it?"

"No." She had poured herself sone wine and curled up with it in the silks and
warm furs that covered the guest-bench on the west wall. Carey saw that her
eyes were green as enerald, slightly tilted, bright, curious and w thout

nmercy. He became suddenly very conscious of his unshaven chin and the gray

t hat was begi nning to be noticeable at his tenples, and his general soiled and
weary condition.

"I don't like that man Wal es," Derech was saying. "He's alnost as good as |
am We'll have himto reckon with yet."



"We," said Carey. "You' ve weighed your yard of sand?"

Derech shrugged ruefully. "You nmust have heard nme tal king nyself into it.

Well, I've been getting a little bored with the peaceful life." He sniled, the
snile Carey renenbered fromthe times they had gone robbing tonbs together in

pl aces where nurder woul d have been a safer occupation. "And it's always irked
me that we were stopped that time. 1'd like to try again. By the way, this is

Arrin. She'll be going with us as far as Barrakesh."

"Ch." Carey bowed, and she smiled at himfromher nest in the soft furs. Then
she | ooked at Derech. "Wat is there beyond Barrakesh?"

"Kesh," said Derech. "And Shun."

"But you don't trade in the Dryl ands,"
why should | be left behind?"

she said inpatiently. "And if you did,

"We're going to Sinharat," Derech said. "The Ever-living."

"Sinharat?" Arrin whispered. There was a long silence, and then she turned her
gaze on Carey. "If | had known that, | would have told them where you were.
woul d have |l et themtake you." She shivered and bent her head.

"That woul d have been foolish," Derech said, fondling her. "You' d have thrown
away your chance to be the |ady of one of the two saviors of Mars."

"I'f you live," she said.

"But my dear child," said Derech, "can you, sitting there, guarantee to ne
that you will be alive tonorrow?"

"You will have to admt,"
better than ours."

said Carey slowy, "that her odds are sonewhat

The barge was | ong and narrow, buoyed on pontoon-like floats so that it rode
high even with a full cargo. Pontoons, hull, and deck were nmetal. There had
not been any trees for shipbuilding for a very long time. In the center of the
deck was a | ow cabin where several people night sleep, and forward toward the
bl unt bow was a fire-pit where the cooki ng was done. The notive power was

ani mal , four of the scaly-hided, bad-tenpered, hissing beasts of Martian
burden pl oddi ng al ong the canal bank with a tow cabl e.

The pace was slow. Carey had wanted to go across country direct to Barrakesh,
but Derech had forbidden it.

"I can't take a caravan. Al ny business goes by the canal, and everyone knows
it. So you and I would have to go alone, riding by night and hiding by day,

and saving no time at all." He jabbed his thunb at the sky. "Wales will cone
when you | east expect himand | east want him On the barge you'll have a place
to hide, and I'Il have enough nen to discourage himif he should be rash

enough to interfere with a trader going about his normal and | awful business."

"He woul dn't be above it," Carey said gloomly

"But only when he's desperate. That will be later."



So the barge went gliding gently on its way southward along the thread of dark
water that was the last open artery of what had once been an ocean. It ran
snowwat er now, nelted fromthe polar cap. There were vill ages beside the
canal, and areas of cultivation where long fields showed a startling green
agai nst the reddi sh-yel |l ow desol ati on. Again there were places where the sand
had nmoved |i ke an armny, overwhelning the fields and occupying the houses, so
that only mounded heaps woul d show where a vill age had been. There were

bri dges, some of them sound and serving the living, others springing out of
nowhere and standing |ike broken rai nbows agai nst the sky. By day there was
the stinging sunlight that hid nothing, and by night the two noons laid a
shifting loveliness on the land. And if Carey had not been goaded by a
terrible inmpati ence he woul d have been happy.

But all this, if Wodthorpe and the Rehabilitation Project had their way,
woul d go. The waters of the canals would be inmpounded behind great dans far to
the north, and the sparse popul ati ons woul d be nmoved and settled on new | and.
Deep- punpi ng operations, tapping the underground sources that fed the wells,
woul d make up the winter deficit when the cap was frozen. The desert would be
transformed, for a space anyway, into a flowering garden. Who woul d not prefer
it tothis bitter margi nal existence? Wio could deny that this was Bad and the
Rehabilitation Project Good? No one but the people and Dr. Matthew Carey. And
no one would listen to them

At Sinharat lay the only possible hope of making themlisten
* * %

The sky remmined enpty. Arrin spent nost of her time on deck, sitting anong

t he heaped-up bal es. Carey knew that she watched hima great deal but he was
not flattered. He thought that she hated hi mbecause he was putting Derech in
danger of his life. He wished that Derech had |eft her behind.

On the fourth day at dawn the wind dropped to a flat calm The sun burned hot,
setting sand and rock to shinmering. The water of the canal showed a surface
i ke polished glass, and in the east the sharp line of the horizon thickened
and blurred and was lost in a yell ow haze. Derech stood sniffing |like a hound
at the still air, and around noon he gave the order to tie up. The crew, ten
of them ceased to |ounge on the bales and got to work, driving steel anchor
pins for the cables, rigging a shelter for the beasts, checking the |ashings
of the deck cargo. Carey and Derech worked beside them and when he | ooked up
briefly fromhis |labors Carey saw Arrin crouched over the fire-pit cooking
furiously. The eastern sky becanme a wall, a wave curling toward the zenith,
sooty ocher below, a blazing brass-color at its crest. It rushed across the

| and, roared, and broke upon them

They hel ped each other to the cabin and crouched knee to knee in the tight
space, the twelve nmen and Arrin, while the barge kicked and rolled, sank down
deep and shot upward, struggling like a live thing under the blows of the

wi nd. Dust and sand sifted through every vent-hole, tainting the air with a
bitter taste. There was a sul furous darkness, and the ear was deafened. Carey
had been through sandstorns before, and he w shed that he was out in the open
where he was used to it, and where he did not have to worry about the barge
turning turtle and drowning himidiotically on the driest world in the System
And while all this was going on, Arrin was grimy guardi ng her pot.

The wind stopped its wild gusting and settled to a steady gale. Wen it
appeared that the barge was going to remain upright after all, the men ate
fromArrin's pot and were glad of the food. After that nobst of them went down
into the hold to sl eep because there was nmore roomthere.

Arrin put the Iid back on the pot and weighted it to keep the sand out, and



then she said quietly to Derech, "Wiy is it that you have to go—where you're
goi ng?"

"Because Dr. Carey believes that there are records there that may convince the
Rehabilitation people that our 'primtives' know what they are talking about."

Carey could not see her face clearly in the gloom but he thought she was
frowni ng, thinking hard.

"You believe," she said to Carey. "Do you know?"

"I know that there were records, once. They're referred to in other records.
Whet her they still exist or not is another matter. But because of the peculiar
nature of the place, and of the people who made them | think it is possible.”

He could feel her shiver. "But the Ramas were so | ong ago."

She barely whi spered the nane. It neant Imortal, and it had been a word of
terror for so long that no anount of time could erase the menory. The Ramas
had achieved their imortality by a systemof induction that m ght have been
liked to the pouring of old wine into new bottles, and though the principle
behi nd the transplanting of a consciousness from one host to another was
purely scientific, the reactions of the people from anmong whom t hey

requi sitioned their supply of hosts was one of sinple enotional horror. The
Ramas were regarded as vanpires. Their ancient island city of Sinharat lay far
and forgotten now in the renotest desol ation of Shun, and the Dryl anders held
it holy, and forbidden. They had broken their own taboo just once, when Kynon
of Shun raised his banner, clainmng to have rediscovered the | ost secret of
the Ramas and pronmising the tribesmen and the Low Canallers both eternal life
and all the plunder they could carry. He had given themonly death and since
then the taboo was nmore fanatically enforced than ever

"Their city has not been |looted," Carey said. "That is why | have hope."
"But," said Arrin, "they weren't human. They were only evil."

"On the contrary. They were conpletely human. And at one tinme they nade a very
great effort to atone."

She turned again to Derech. "The Shunni will kill you."

"That is perfectly possible.™

"But you nust go." She added shrewdly, "If only to see whether you can."
Derech | aughed. "Yes."

"Then I'Il go with you. |1'd rather see what happens to you than wait and wait
and never know. " As though that settled it, she curled up in her bunk and went
to sl eep.

Carey slept too, uneasily, dream ng shadowed dreans of Sinharat and waki ng
fromthemin the dusty claustrophobic dark to feel hopelessly that he would
never see it.

By mid-norning the stormhad blown itself out, but now there was a sandbar
forty feet long blocking the channel. The beasts were hitched to scoops

brought up fromthe hold and put to dredging, and every man aboard stri pped
and went in with a shovel



Carey dug in the wet sand, his taller stature and |ighter skin perfectly
separating himfromthe snaller, darker Low Canallers. He felt obvious and
naked, and he kept a wary eye cocked toward the heavens. Once he got anmpng the
Dryl anders, Wales would have to | ook very hard indeed to spot him At Valkis,
where there was sone trade with the desert nen, Derech would be able to get

hi mthe proper clothing and Carey would arrive at the Gateway, Barrakesh,
already in the guise of a wandering tribesman. Until then he would have to be
careful, both of Wales and the |ocal canal-dwellers, who had very little to
choose between Eart hnen and the Dryl anders who occasionally raided this far
north, stripping their fields and stealing their wonen.

In spite of Carey's watchful ness, it was Derech who gave the alarm About the
m ddl e of the afternoon he suddenly shouted Carey's name. Carey, |aboring now
in a haze of sweat and weariness, |ooked up and saw Derech pointing at the
sky. Carey dropped his shovel and dived for the water. The barge was cl ose by,
but the flier came so fast that by the time he had reached the | adder he knew
he coul d not possibly clinb aboard wi thout being seen

Arrin's voice said calmy fromoverhead, "Dive under. There's room"

Carey caught a breath and dived. The water was cold, and the sunlight slanting
through it showed it thick and roiled fromthe storm The shadow of the barge
made a total darkness into which Carey plunged. Wen he thought he was cl ear
of the broad pontoons he surfaced, hoping Arrin had told the truth. She had.
There was space to breathe, and between the pontoons he could watch the flier
cone in |low and hover on its rotors above the canal, watching. Then it | anded.
There were several men in it, but only Howard WAl es got out.

Derech went to talk to him The rest of the men kept on working, and Carey saw
that the extra shovel had vanished into the water. Wl es kept |ooking at the
barge. Derech was playing with him and Carey cursed. The icy chill of the
water was biting himto the bone. Finally, to Wal es' evident surprise, Derech

i nvited himaboard. Carey swam carefully back and forth in the dark space
under the hull, trying to keep his blood noving. After a long long tine, a
year or two, he saw Wal es wal king back to the flier. It seened another year
before the flier took off. Carey fought his way out from under the barge and
into the sunlight again, but he was too stiff and nunmb to clinb the |adder
Arrin and Derech had to pull himup

"Anyone el se," said Derech, "would be convinced. But this one—he gives his
opponent credit for all the brains and deceitful ness he needs."

He poured l|iquor between Carey's chattering teeth and wrapped himin thick
bl ankets and put himin a bunk. Then he said, "Could Wal es have any way of
guessi ng where we're goi ng?"

Carey frowned. "I suppose he could, if he bothered to go through all ny
nmonogr aphs and papers.”

"I'"msure he's bothered."
"It's all there," Carey said dismally. "How we tried it once and fail ed—and
what | hoped to find, though the Rehabilitation Act hadn't come al ong then
and it was pure archaeological interest. And | have, | know, nentioned the
Ramas to Wbodt horpe when | was arguing with himabout the advisability of al

t hese earth-shatteri ng—fars-shatteri ng—ehanges. Wiy? Did Wal es say sonet hi ng?"

"He said, 'Barrakesh will tell the story.'

"He did, did he?" said Carey viciously. "Gve nme the bottle." He took a | ong



pull and the liquor went into himlike fire into glacial ice. "I wish to
heaven |'d been able to steal a flier."

Derech shook his head, "You re lucky you didn't. They'd have had you out of
the sky in an hour."

"OfF course you're right. It's just that I'min a hurry." He drank again and
then he sniled, a very unscholarly snmle. "If the gods are good to ne, soneday
"Il have M. WAl es between ny hands."

* k%

The [ ocal men canme al ong that evening, about a hundred of themw th teans and
i mpl enents. They had al ready worked all day clearing other blocks, but they
wor ked without question all that night and into the next day, each man
choosing his own tinme to fall out and sl eep when he could no | onger stand up
The canal was their life, and their |aw said that the canal canme first, before
wi fe, child, brother, parent, or self, and it was a hanging matter. Carey
stayed out of sight in the cabin, feeling guilty about not hel ping but not too
guilty. It was backbreaki ng work. They had the channel clear by the m ddl e of
the norning, and the barge noved on sout hward.

Three days later a line of cliffs appeared in the east, far away at first but
closing gradually until they marched besi de the canal. They were high and
steep, colored softly in shades of red and gold. The faces of the rock were
fantastically eroded by a mllion years of water and ten m |l ennia of wind.
These were the rimof the sea basin, and presently Carey saw in the distance
ahead a shimering line of mist on the desert where another canal cut through
it. They were approaching Val ki s.

It was sunset when they reached it. The low light struck in | evel shafts
against the cliffs. Were the angle was right, it shone through the enpty
doors and w ndow holes of the five cities that spraw ed downward over the

| edges of red-gold rock. It seemed as though hearthfires burned there, and
warm | anmplight to wel come home men weary fromthe sea. But in the streets and
squares and on the long flights of rock-cut steps only slow shadows noved wth
t he sinking sun. The ancient quays stood stark as tonbstones, marking the

| evel s where new harbors had been built and then abandoned as the water |eft
them and the high towers that had flown the banners of the Sea-Kings were
bare and broken

Only the lowest city lived, and only a part of that, but it lived fiercely,
defiant of the cold centuries towering over it. Fromthe barge deck Carey

wat ched the torches flare out like yellow stars in the twilight, and he heard
voi ces, and the wild and | ovely nusic of the doubl e-banked harps. The dry w nd
had a snell in it of dusty spices and strange exotic things. The New Cul ture
had not penetrated here, and Carey was gl ad, though he did think that Valkis
could stand being cleaned up just a little without hurting it any. They had
two or three vices for sale there that were quite unbelievable.

"Stay out of sight." Derech told him "till | get back."

It was full dark when they reached their nmooring, at an anci ent stone dock
besi de a broad square with worn old buildings on three sides of it. Derech
went into the town and so did the crew, but for different reasons. Arrin
stayed on deck, lying on the bales with her chin on her wists, staring at the
lights and listening to the noises like a sulky child forbidden to play sone
dangerous but fascinating gane. Derech did not allow her in the streets al one.

Qut of sheer boredom Carey went to sleep



He did not know how | ong he had slept, a few minutes or a few hours, when he
was wakened sharply by Arrin's wldcat scream

There were nen on the deck outside. Carey could hear them scranbling around
and cursing the woman, and someone was sayi ng somet hi ng about an Earthman. He
rolled out of his bunk. He was still wearing the Earth-made coverall that was
all the clothing he had until Derech cane back. He stripped it off in a wld
pani ¢ and shoved it far down under the tunmbled furs. Arrin did not scream
agai n but he thought he could hear muffl ed sounds as though she were trying
to. He shivered, naked in the chill dark

Foot steps came light and swift across the deck. Carey reached out and lifted
fromits place on the cabin wall a |long-handl ed ax that was used to cut |oose
t he deck cargo | ashings in case of energency. And as though the ax had spoken
to him Carey knew what he was going to do.

The shapes of nen appeared in the doorway, dark and huddl ed agai nst the gl ow
of the deck lights.

Carey gave a Dryland war-cry that split the night. He | eaped forward, sw nging
t he ax.

The nmen di sappeared out of the doorway as though they had been jerked on
strings. Carey enmerged fromthe cabin onto the deck, where the torchlight
showed himclearly, and he whirled the ax around his head as he had learned to
do years ago when he first understood both the possibility and the i mense

val ue of being able to go Martian. Inevitably he had got hinself enbroiled in
unschol arly, unarchaeol ogical matters like tribal wars and raiding, and he had
acquired some odd skills. Now he drove the dark, small, startled nmen ahead of
the ax-blade. Yelling, he drove themin the torchlight while they stared at
him five astonished nen with silver rings in their ears and very sharp knives
in their belts.

Carey quoted sone Dryl and sayi ngs about Low Canallers that brought the bl ood
flushing into their cheeks. Then he asked them what their business was.

One of them who wore a kilt of vivid yellow, said, "W were told there was an
Eart hman hi di ng. "

And who told you? Carey wondered. M. Wales, through some Martian spy? O
course, M. WAl es—who el se? He was beginning to hate M. Wales. But he | aughed
and said, "Do |I look Iike an Earthman?"

He nade the ax-blade flicker in the light. He let his hair grow |l ong and
ragged, and it was a good desert color, tawny brown. H s naked body was | ean
and |l ong-nuscled like a desert nman's, and he had kept it hard. Arrin cane up
to him rubbing her bruised nouth and staring at himas surprised as the

Val ki si ans.

The man in the yellow kilt said again, "W were told

O her people had begun to gather in the docksi de square, both men and wonen,
idl e, curious, and cruel

"My name is Marah," Carey said. "I left the Wlls of Tanboina with a price on
nmy head for rmurder." The Wells were far enough away that he need not fear a
fellowtribesman rising to dispute his story. "Does anybody here want to



collect it?"

The peopl e watched him The torch flames blew in the dry wind, scattering the
light across their upturned faces. Carey began to be afraid.

Cl ose beside himArrin whispered, "WIIl you be recogni zed?"

"No." He had been here three tines with Dryland bands but it was hardly likely
t hat anyone woul d renenber one specific tribesman out of the nunbers that
fl oat ed t hrough.

"Then stand steady," Arrin said.

He stood. The peopl e watched him whispering and smling anong thensel ves.
Then the man in the yellow kilt said, "Earthman or Drylander, | don't like
your face."

The crowd | aughed, and a forward novenment began. Carey coul d hear the sweet
small chimng of the bells the wonen wore. He gripped the ax and told Arrin to
get away fromhim "If you know where Derech's gone, go after him [|'Il hold
themas long as | can.”

He did not know whether she left himor not. He was watching the crowd, seeing
the sharp bl ades flash. It seened ridiculous, in this age of space flight and
atomc power, to be fighting with ax and knife. But Mars had had not hi ng
better for a long time, and the UW Peace and Di sarmanment peopl e hoped to take
even those away fromthem soneday. On Earth, Carey renenbered, there were
still peoples who hardened their wooden spears in the fire and ate their

enem es. The knives, in any case, could kill efficiently enough. He stepped
back a little fromthe rail to give the ax free play, and he was not cold any
| onger, but warmwith a heat that stung his nerve-ends.

Derech's voi ce shouted across the square.

The crowd paused. Carey could see over their heads to where Derech, with about
hal f his crew around him was forcing his way through. He | ooked and sounded
furious.

"Il kill the first man that touches hinm" he yelled.

The man in the yellow kilt asked politely, "Wat is he to you?"

"He's nmoney, you fool! Passage noney that | won't collect till | reach
Barrakesh, and not then unless he's alive and able to get it for ne. And if he

doesn't, I'lIl see to himnyself." Derech sprang up onto the barge deck. "Now
clear off. O you'll have nore killing to do than you'll take pleasure in."
Hs men were lined up with himnow along the rail, and the rest of the crew

were comng. Twel ve tough armed nen did not | ook |ike nmuch fun. The crowd
began to drift away, and the original five went reluctantly with them Derech
posted a watch and took Carey into the cabin.

"CGet into these," he said, throwing down a bundl e he had taken from one of the
men. Carey laid aside his ax. He was shaking now with relief and his fingers
stunbl ed over the knots. The outer wapping was a thick desert cloak. I|nside
was a leather kilt, well worn and adorned with cl anking bronze bosses, a w de
bronze collar for the neck and a | eather harness for weapons that was bl ack
with use.

"They came off a dead man," Derech said. "There are sandals underneath." He



took a | ong desert knife fromhis girdle and tossed it to Carey. "And this.
And now, ny friend, we are in trouble."

"I thought | did rather well," Carey said, buckling kilt and harness. They
felt good. Perhaps soneday, if he lived, he would settle down to being the
good gray Dr. Carey, archaeol ogist eneritus, but the day was not yet. "Someone
told themthere was an Earthman here."

Derech nodded. "I have friends here, men who trust nme, men | trust. They
warned nme. That's why | routed nmy crew out of the brothels, and unhappy they
were about it, too."

Carey laughed. "I'mgrateful to them" Arrin had come in and was sitting on

t he edge of her bunk, watching Carey. He swung the cl oak around hi mand hooked
the bronze catch at the throat. The rough warnth of the cloth was wel cone.
"Wales will know now that I'mw th you. This was his way of finding out for
sure. "

"You m ght have been killed," Arrin said.

Carey shrugged. "It wouldn't be a calanity. They'd rather have ne dead than

| ose ne, though of course none of them would dream of saying so. Point is, he
won't be fooled by the masquerade, and he won't wait for Barrakesh. He'll be
on board as soon as you're well clear of Valkis and he'll have enough force
with himto make it good."

"Al'l true," said Derech. "So. Let himhave the barge." He turned to Arrin. "If
you're still hell-bent to come with us, get ready. And renmenber, you'll be
riding for along tine."

To Carey he said, "Better keep clear of the town. 1'll have nounts and
supplies by the time Phobos rises. Were shall we neet?"

"By the lighthouse," Carey said. Derech nodded and went out. Carey went out
too and waited on the deck while Arrin changed her clothes. A few ninutes

| ater she joined him wapped in a |long cloak. She had taken the bells from
her hair and around her ankles, and she noved quietly now, light and lithe as
a boy. She grinned at him "Come, desert man. \What did you say your name was?"

"Marah. "
"Don't forget your ax."

They left the barge. Only one torch burned now on the deck. Sone of the lights
had di ed around the square. This was deserted, but there was still sound and
nmoverrent in plenty along the streets that led into it. Carey guided Arrin to
the left along the canal bank. He did not see anyone watching them or
followi ng them The sounds and the lights grew fainter. The buil dings they
passed now were enpty, their doors and wi ndows open to the wind. Deinos was in
t he sky, and some of the roofs showed noonlight through them shafts of pale
silver touching the drifted dust that covered the floors. Carey stopped
several times to listen, but he heard nothing except the wi nd. He began to
feel better. He hurried Arrin with long strides, and now t hey noved away from
the canal and up a broken street that led toward the cliffs.

The street became a flight of steps cut in the rock. There were roofl ess stone
houses on either side, clinging to the cliffs row on ragged row |like the
abandoned nests of sea-birds. Carey's inmgination, as always, peopled them
hung themwi th nets and gear, livened themwth |ights and voi ces and
appropriate snmells. At the top of the steps he paused to let Arrin get her



breath, and he | ooked down across the centuries at the torches of Valkis
burni ng by the canal

"What are you thinking?" Arrin asked.
"I"mthinking that nothing, not people nor oceans, should ever die."
"The Ranas |ived forever."

"Too | ong, anyway. And that wasn't good, | know. But still it makes me sad to
t hi nk of nen building these houses and working and raising their famlies,

| ooking forward to the future."

"You're an odd one." Arrin said. "Wien |I first net you | couldn't understand
what it was that made Derech | ove you. You were so—quiet. Tonight | could see.
But now you' ve gone all broody and soft again. Wiy do you care so nmuch about
dust and ol d bones?"

"Curiosity. I'll never know the end of the story, but | can at |east know the
begi nni ng. "

They noved on again, and now they were wal ki ng across the basin of a harbor
with the great stone quays towering above them gnawed and rounded by the

wi nd. Ahead on a crunbling pronontory the shaft of a broken tower pointed
skyward. They came beneath it, where ships had used to cone, and presently
Carey heard the jingling and paddi ng of aninmals coning toward them Before the
ri se of Phobos they were mounted and on their way.

"This is your territory," said Derech. "I will nerely ride."

"Then you and Arrin can handl e the pack animals." Carey took the | ead. They
left the city behind, clinbing to the top of the cliffs. The canal showed |ike
a ribbon of steel in the noonlight far bel ow, and then was gone. A range of
nmount ai ns had conme down here to the sea, forming a | ong curving peninsul a.
Only their bare bones were left, and through that skeletal mass of rock Carey
took his little band by a trail he had foll owed once and hoped that he
remenber ed.

They traveled all that way by night, lying in the shelter of the rocks by day,
and three tines a flier passed over themlike a wheeling hawk, searching.
Carey thought nore than once that he had | ost the way, though he never said
so, and he was pleasantly surprised when they found the sea bottom again just
where it should be on the other side of the range, with the ford he renenbered
across the canal. They crossed it by moonlight, stopping only to fill up their
wat er bags. At dawn they were on a ridge above Barrakesh.

They | ooked down, and Derech said, "I think we can forget about our southbound
caravan."

Trade was for times of peace, and now the nmen of Kesh and Shun were gathering
for war, even as Derech had said, wthout need of any Dr. Carey to stir them
toit.

They filled the streets. They filled the serais. They canped in masses by the
gates and al ong the banks of the canal and around the swanpy | ake that was its
term nus. The vast herds of animals broke down the dikes, tranpled the
irrigation ditches and devoured the fields. And across the desert nore riders
were coming, long files of themw th pennons waving and | ances glinting in the
nmorning light. WIld and far away, Carey heard the skirling of the desert

pi pes.



"The m nute we go down there," he said, "we are part of the arny. Any man that
turns his back on Barrakesh now will get a spear through it for cowardice."

H s face becane hard and cruel with a great rage. Presently this horde woul d
roll northward, sweeping up nore men fromthe Low Canal towns as it passed
joining ultimately with other hordes pouring in through the easterly gates of
the Dryl ands. The people of the City-States would fall |ike butchered sheep
and perhaps even the done of Kahora would cone shattering down. But sooner or
| ater the guns woul d be brought up, and then the Drylanders would do the
falling, all because of good nmen |ike Wodthorpe who only wanted to hel p.

Carey said, "I amgoing to Sinharat. But you know how rmuch chance a snal
party has, away fromthe caravan track and the wells."

"1 know," said Derech.

"You know how rmuch chance we have of evadi ng Wal es, without the protection of
a caravan."

"You tell nme how!l can go quietly home, and I'Il do it."
"You can wait for your barge and go back to Valkis."

"I couldn't do that," Derech said seriously. "My men woul d | augh at ne.
suggest we stop wasting time. Here in the desert, tine is water."

" Speaki ng of water,"
getting back?"

Arrin said, "how about when we get there? And how about

Derech said, "Dr. Carey has heard that there is a splendid well at Sinharat."

"He's heard," said Arrin, "but he doesn't know Sane as the records."” She gave
Carey a | ook, only half scornful
Carey snmiled briefly. "The well | have on pretty good authority. It's in the

coral deep under the city, so it can be used w thout actually breaking the
taboo. The Shunni don't go near it unless they' re desperate, but | talked to a
man who had. "

He | ed them down off the ridge and away from Barrakesh. And Derech cast an
uneasy gl ance at the sky.

"I hope Wales did set a trap for us there. And I hope he'll sit a while
waiting for us to spring it."

There was a strict |aw against the use of fliers over tribal |ands w thout
speci al perm ssion, which would be unprocurable now. But they both knew t hat
Wal es would not let that stop him

"The tine could cone," Carey said grimy, "that we'd be glad to see him™"
He led thema long circle northward to avoid the war parties conmng into
Barrakesh. Then he struck out across the deadly waste of the sea bottom

straight for Sinharat.

He lost track of tine very quickly. The days blurred together into one endl ess
hel | wherein they three and the staggering animals toiled across vast slopes
of rock up-tilted to the sun, or crept under reefs of rotten coral with sand
around them as smooth and bright as a burning-glass. At night there was



nmoonl i ght and bitter cold, but the cold did nothing to alleviate their thirst.
There was only one good thing about the journey, and that was the thing that
worried Carey the nost. In all that cruel and enpty sky, no flier ever

appear ed.

"The desert is a big place,"” Arrin said, looking at it with |oathing. "Perhaps
he couldn't find us. Perhaps he's given up."

"Not him" said Carey.
Derech said, "Maybe he thinks we're dead anyway, and why bot her."

Maybe, Carey thought. Maybe. But sonetimes as he rode or wal ked he woul d curse
at Wales out loud and glare at the sky, demanding to know what he was up to.
There was never any answer.

The | ast carefully-hoarded drop of water went. And Carey forgot about Wales
and thought only of the well of Sinharat, cold and clear in the coral

He was thinking of it as he plodded al ong, |eading the beast that was now

al nrost as weak as he. The vision of the well so occupied himthat it was sone
little time before the message from his bl eared and sun-struck eyes got
through it and regi stered on his brain. Then he halted in sudden wild alarm

He was wal ki ng, not on snooth sand, but in the tranpled marks of many riders.

vV

The others canme out of their stupor as he pointed, warning themto silence.
The broad track curved ahead and vani shed out of sight beyond a great reef of
white coral. The wind had not had time to do nore than blur the edges of the
i ndividual prints.

Mounti ng and whi pping their beasts unmercifully, Carey and the others fled the
track. The reef stood high above themlike a wall. Along its base were
cavernous hol es, and they found one big enough to hold themall. Carey went on
alone and on foot to the shoul der of the reef, where the riders had turned it,
and the wind went with him piping and crying in the vast honeyconb of the
coral .

He crept around the shoul der and then he saw where he was.

On the other side of the reef was a dry | agoon, stretching perhaps half a nile
to a coral island that stood up tall in the hard clear sunlight, its naked
cliffs beautifully striated with deep rose and white and delicate pink. A
nobl e stairway went up fromthe desert to a city of walls and towers so
perfectly built from nmany-shaded marbl e and so softly scul ptured by tine that
it was difficult to tell where the work of nmen began and ended. Carey saw it

t hrough a shi mering haze of exhaustion and wonder, and knew that he | ooked at
Si nharat, the Ever-Living.

The trampl ed track of the Shunni warriors went out across the |agoon. It swept
furiously around what had been a parked flier, and then passed on, |eaving
behind it battered weckage and two dark sprawl ed shapes. It ended at the foot
of the cliffs, where Carey could see a sort of orderly turnoil of nen and

ani mal s. There were between twenty-five and thirty warriors, as nearly as he
coul d guess. They were maki ng canp.

Carey knew what that neant. There was soneone in the city.



Carey did not nove for some time. He stared at the beautiful marble city
shimering on its |lovely pedestal of coral. He wanted to weep, but there was
not enough moisture left in himto make tears, and his despair was gradually
repl aced by a feeble anger. Al right, you bastards, he thought. Al right!

He went back to Derech and Arrin and told them what he had seen

"Wal es just came ahead of us and waited. \Why bother to search a whol e desert
when he knew where we were going? This time he'd have us for sure. Water. W
couldn't run away." Carey grinned horribly with his cracked |ips and swollen
tongue. "Only the Shunni found himfirst. War party. They nmust have seen the
flier go over—ane to check if it |anded here. Caught two men in it. But the
rest are in Sinharat."

"How do you know?" asked Derech
"The Shunni won't go into the city except as a last resort. If they catch a
trespasser there they just hold the well and wait. Sooner or |ater he comes

down. "

Arrin said, "How |l ong can we wait? W've had no water for two days."

"Wait, hell," said Carey. "W can't wait. I'mgoing in."

Now, while they still had a shred of strength. Another day would be too late.
Derech said, "l suppose a quick spear is easier than thirst."

"W may escape both," said Carey, "if we're very careful. And very lucky."

He told them what to do.

An hour or so later Carey followed the warriors' track out across the dry

| agoon. He wal ked, or rather staggered, |leading the animals. Arrin rode on
one, her cloak pulled over her head and her face covered in sign of nourning.
Bet ween two of the beasts, on an inprovised litter nade of blankets and pack

| ashi ngs, Derech lay wapped fromhead to foot in his cloak, a too-convincing
imtation of a corpse. Carey heard the shouts and saw the distant riders start
toward them and he was frightened. The snmallest slip, the nost mnor m stake,
could give them away, and then he did not think that anything on Mars coul d
save them But thirst was nore inperative than fear

There was sonething nore. Carey passed the two bodies in the sand beside the
wrecked flier. He saw that they were both dark-haired Martians, and he | ooked
at the towers of Sinharat with wol fish eyes. Wales was up there, still alive,
still between him and what he wanted. Carey's hand tightened on the ax. He was
no |l onger entirely sane on the subject of Howard Wal es and the records of the
Ranas.

When the riders were within spear range he halted and rested the ax head in
the sand, as a token. He waited, saying softly, "For God' s sake now, be
careful . "

The riders reined in, sending the sand flying. Carey said to them "I claim
the death right."

He stood swaying over his ax while they | ooked at him and at the nuffled
worman, and at the dusty corpse. They were six, tall, hard fierce-eyed nen with
their long spears held ready. Finally one of them said, "How did you cone



here?"

"My sister's husband." said Carey, indicating Derech, "died on the march to
Barrakesh. Qur tribal |aw says he nmust rest in his own place. But there are no
caravans now. W had to cone alone, and in a great sandstormwe | ost the
track. We wandered for many days until we crossed your trail."

"Do you know where you are?" asked the Dryl ander

Carey averted his eyes fromthe city. "I know now. But if a man is dying it is
permtted to use the well. W are dying."
"Use it, then," said the Dryl ander. "But keep your ill omen away from our

canp. W are going to the war as soon as we finish our business here. W want
no corpse-shadow on us."

"Qut | anders?" Carey asked, a rhetorical question in view of the flier and the
un- Dryl and bodi es.

"Qutl anders. Who else is foolish enough to wake the ghosts in the Forbidden
Gty?"

Carey shook his head. "Not |I. | do not wi sh even to see it."

The riders left them returning to the canp. Carey noved on slowy toward the
cliffs. It becane apparent where the well nust be. A great arching cave-nouth
showed in the rose-pink coral and men were conming and going there, watering
their aninmals. Carey approached it and began the nonotonous chant that
etiquette required, asking that way be nade for the dead, so that warriors and
pregnant women and persons undergoing ritual purifications would be warned to
go aside. The warriors nade way. Carey passed out of the cruel sunlight into
t he shadow of an irregul ar vaulted passage, quite high and wide, with a floor
that sl oped upward, at first gently and then steeply, until suddenly the
passage ended in an echoing cathedral roomdimlit by torches that picked out
here and there the shape of a fantastic flying buttress of coral. In the
center of the room in a kind of broad basin, was the well.

Now for the first time Arrin broke her silence with a soft angui shed cry.
There were seven or eight warriors guarding the well, as Carey had known there
woul d be, but they drew away and let Carey's party severely alone. Several nen
were in the act of watering their nmounts, and as though in deference to taboo
Carey circled around to get as far away fromthem as possible. In the gl oomhe
made out the foot of an age-worn stairway |eadi ng upward through the coral
Here he stopped.

He hel ped Arrin down and made her sit, and then dragged Derech fromthe litter
and laid himon the hard coral. The aninals bolted for the well and he nade no
effort to hold them He filled one of the bags for Arrin and then he flung

hi nsel f al ongsi de the beasts and drank and soaked hinmsel f in the beautiful
cold clear water. After that he crouched still for a few nmoments, in a kind of
daze, until he remenbered that Derech too needed water

He filled two nore bags and took themto Arrin, kneeling beside her as though
in tender concern as she sat beside her dead. H's spread cl oak covered what
she was doi ng, holding the water bag to Derech's nouth so that he could drink
Carey spoke softly and quickly. Then he went back to the animals. He began to
fight themaway fromthe water so that they should not founder thenselves. The
activity covered what was going on in the shadows behind them Carey |ed them
hi ssing and stanping, to where Arrin and Derech had been, still using them as
a shield in case the guards were watching. He snatched up his ax and the



remai ning water bag and let the animals go and ran fast as he could up the
stairway. It spiraled, and he was stunbling in pitch-darkness around the
second curve before the guards below |l et out a great angry cry.

He did not know whether they would follow or not. Somebody funbled for himin
t he bl ackness and Derech's voice nuttered sonething urgent. He coul d hear
Arrin panting |ike a spent hound. Hi s own knees shook wi th weakness and he

t hought what a fine militant crew they were to be taking on Wal es and his nen
and thirty angry Shunni. Torchlight flickered against the turn of the wall
bel ow and there was a confusion of voices. They fled upward, pulling each
other along, and it seened that the Shunni reached a point beyond which they
did not care to go. The torchlight and the voices vani shed. Carey and the
others clinbed a little farther and then dropped exhausted on the worn treads.

Arrin asked, "Wy didn't they foll ow us?"

"Why should they? Qur water won't last long. They can wait.'
"Yes," said Arrin. And then, "How are we going to get away?"
Carey answered, "That depends on Wales."

"l don't understand."

"On whet her, and how soon, sonebody sends a flier out here to see what
happened to him" He patted the water bags. "That's why these are so
i mportant. They give us tine."

They started up the stair again, treading in the worn holl ows made by ot her
feet. The Ramas nmust have cone this way for water for a very long tine.
Presently a weak daylight filtered down to them And then a man's voice, tight
wi th panic, cried out sonewhere above them "I hear them They're coning

The voi ce of Howard Wal es answered sharply. "Wait!" Then in English it called
down, "Carey. Dr. Carey. |Is that you?"

"It is," Carey shouted back

"Thank Heaven," said Wales. "l saw you, but |I wasn't sure. . . . Conme up, nan,
cone up, and welcone. We're all in the sanme trap now "

\Y

Sinharat was a city wi thout people, but it was not dead. It had a nenory and a
voice. The wind gave it breath, and it sang, fromthe countless tiny
organ- pi pes of the coral, fromthe holl ow nouths of marble doorways and the
narrow throats of streets. The slender towers were like tall flutes, and the
wi nd was never still. Sonetimes the voice of Sinharat was soft and gentle,

mur mur i ng about everlasting youth and the pleasures thereof. Again it was
strong and fierce with pride, crying, You die, but I do not! Sonmetimes it was
mad, | aughing and hateful. But always the song was evil.

Carey coul d understand now why Sinharat was taboo. It was not only because of
an ancient dread. It was the city itself, now, in the sharp sunlight or under
the gliding nmoons. It was a small city. There had never been nore than perhaps
t hree thousand Ranas, and this renote little island had given them safety and
room enough. But they had built close, and high. The streets ran |like topless
tunnel s between the walls and the towers reached inmpossibly thin and tall into



the sky. Some of them had | ost their upper stories and sone had fallen
entirely, but in the main they were still beautiful. The colors of the narble
were still lovely. Many of the buildings were perfect and sound, except that
wind and tine had erased the carvings on their walls so that only in certain
angles of light did a shadowy face | eap suddenly into being, prideful and
nmocking with smiling |ips, or a procession pass solemly toward sone
obliterated worship.

Perhaps it was only the wind and the hal f-seen watchers that gave Sinharat its
feeling of eerie wi ckedness. Carey did not think so. The Ramas had built

somet hing of thenmselves into their city, and it was rather, he imagi ned, as
one of the Rama wonen mi ght have been had one net her, graceful and |ovely but
wi th somet hing wong about the eyes. Even the matter-of-fact Howard Wl es was
unconfortable in the city, and the three surviving City-State nen who were
with himwent about |ike dogs with their tails tight to their bellies. Even
Derech | ost sonme of his cheerful arrogance, and Arrin never left his side.

The feeling was worse inside the buildings. Here were the halls and chanbers
where the Ramas had lived. Here were the possessions they had handl ed, the
carvings and faded frescoes they had | ooked at. The ever-young, the
Ever-living imortals, the stealers of others' lives, had wal ked t hese
corridors and seen thenselves reflected in the surfaces of polished marble,
and Carey's nerves quivered with the nearness of themafter all this long
tine.

There were traces of a day when Sinharat had had an advanced technol ogy equa
to, if not greater, than any Carey had yet seen on Mars. The inevitable
reversion to the primtive had come with the exhaustion of resources. There
was one rather small room where nuch wecked equi prent lay in crystal shards
and dust, and Carey knew that this was the place where the Ramas had exchanged
their old bodies for new. From sone of the frescoes, done with brilliantly
sadi stic hunor, he knew that the victins were generally killed soon, but not
too soon, after the exchange was conpl et ed.

Still he could not find the place where the archives had been kept. Qutside,
Wal es and his nen, generally with Derech's help and Arrin as a | ookout, were
sweating to clear away rubble fromthe one square that was barely |arge enough
for a flier toland in. Wales had been in contact with Kahora before the
unexpected attack. They knew where he was, and when there had been too long a
time without a report fromhimthey would certainly come |ooking. If they had
a landing place cleared by then, and the scanty water supply, severely

rati oned, kept themalive, and the Shunni did not become inpatient, they would
be all right.

"Only," Carey told them "if that flier does cone, be ready to junp quick.
Because the Shunni will attack then."

He had not had any trouble with Howard WAl es. He had expected it. He had cone
up the last of the stairway with his ax ready. Wal es shook his head. "I have a
heavy-duty shocker," he said. "Even so, | wouldn't care to take you on. You
can put down the ax, Dr. Carey."

The Martians were arned too. Carey knew they could have taken him easily.
Per haps they were saving their charges agai nst the Shunni, who played the gane
of war for keeps.

Carey said, "I will do what | cane here to do."

Wal es shrugged. "My assignment was to bring you in. | take it there won't be
any nore trouble about that now—+f any of us get out of here. Incidentally, |



saw what was happeni ng at Barrakesh, and | can testify that you could not

possi bly have had any part in it. I'mpositive that some of ny superiors are
t hunderi ng asses, but that's nothing new, either. So go ahead. | won't hinder
you. "
* * %

Carey had gone ahead, on a mininumof water, sleep, and the dry desert rations
he had in his belt-pouch. Two and a half days were gone, and the taste of
defeat was getting stronger in his nmouth by the hour. Time was getting short,
no one could say how short. And then al nost casually he crawl ed over a great
fallen block of marble into a long roomwith rows of vault doors on either
side, and a hot wave of excitenent burned away his weariness. The bars of
beautiful rustless alloy slid easily under his hands. And he was dazed at the
treasure of know edge that he had found, tortured by the realization that he
could only take a fraction of it with himand mght well never see the rest of
it again.

The Ranmas had arranged their massive archives according to a sinple and
orderly dating system It did not take himlong to find the records he wanted,
but even that little tinme was al nost too nuch.

Derech came shouting after him Carey closed the vault he was in and scranbl ed
back over the fallen bl ock, clutching the precious spools. "Flier!" Derech
kept saying. "Hurry!" Carey could hear the distant cries of the Shunni

He ran with Derech and the cries came closer. The warriors had seen the flier
too and now t hey knew that they rmust conme into the city. Carey raced through
the narrow twisting street that led to the square. Wen he came into it he
could see the flier hanging on its rotors about thirty feet overhead, very

gi nger about com ng down in that cranped space. Wales and the Martians were
frantically waving. The Shunni cane in two waves, one fromthe well-stair and
one up the cliffs. Carey picked up his ax. The shockers began to crackle.

He hoped they would hold the Dryl anders off because he did not want to have to
kill anyone, and he particularly did not want to get killed, not right now
"Cet to the flier!"™ Wales yelled at him and he saw that it was just settling
down, making a great wind and dust. The warriors in the forefront of the
attack were dropping or staggering as the stunning charges hit them sparking
off their nmetal ornanents and the tips of their spears. The first charge was
br oken up, but no one wanted to stay for the second. Derech had Arrin and was
lifting her bodily into the flier. Hands reached out and voices shouted
unnecessary pleas for haste. Carey threw away his ax and junped for the hatch
The Martians crowded in on top of himand then Wal es, and the pilot took off
so abruptly that Wales' legs were | eft dangling outside. Carey caught him and
pulled himin. Wales |aughed, in an odd wild way, and the flier rose up anong
the towers of Sinharat in a rattle of flung spears.

The technicians had had trouble regearing their equipment to the Rama

m crotapes. The results were still far fromperfect, but the United Worlds

Pl anetary Assistance Committee, hastily assenbl ed at Kahora, were not
interested in perfection. They were Al an Wodthorpe's superiors, and they had
a decision to make, and little time in which to make it. The great tide was
beginning to roll north out of the Drylands, noving at the steady marching
pace of the desert beasts. And Wodt horpe could no | onger blane this all on
Car ey.

Looki ng subdued and rather frightened, Wodthorpe sat beside Carey in the
chanmber where the hearing was being held. Derech was there, and Wl es, and
some high brass fromthe City-States who were getting afraid for their
borders, and two Dryl and chiefs who knew Carey as Carey, not as a tribesnan,



and trusted hi menough to cone in. Carey thought bitterly that this hearing
shoul d have been held long ago. Only the Comittee had not understood the
potential seriousness of the situation. They had been told, plainly and often.
But they had preferred to believe experts |ike Wodthorpe rather than nen |ike
Carey, who had sone specialized know edge but were not trained to evaluate the
undert aki ng as a whol e.

Now i n a nmore chastened nood they watched as Carey's tapes went whispering
t hrough the projectors.

They saw an island city in a blue sea. People noved in its streets. There were
ships in its harbors and the sounds of life. Only the sea had shrunk down from
the tops of the coral cliffs. The | agoon was a shallow | ake wi de-rimed with
beaches, and the outer reef stood bare above a feeble surf. A man's voice
spoke in the ancient H gh Martian, somewhat distorted by the reproduction and
blurred by the voice of a translator speaking Esperanto. Carey shut his ears
to everything but the voice, the nan, who spoke across the years.

"Nature grins at us these days, rem nding us that even planets die. W, who
have | oved life so nmuch that we have taken the lives of countless others in
order to retain it, can now see the beginning of our inevitable end. Even

t hough this may yet be thousands of years in the future, the thought of it has
had strange effects. For the first tine some of our people are voluntarily
choosi ng death. O hers demand younger and younger hosts, and change them
constantly. Mst of us have come to have sone feeling of renorse, not for our
imortality but for the nethod by which we achieved it.

"One murder can be remenbered and regretted. Ten thousand nurders becone as
nmeani ngl ess as ten thousand love affairs or ten thousand ganes of chess. Tine
and repetition grind themall to the sane dust. Yet now we do regret, and a
nai ve passion has cone to us, a passion to be forgiven, if not by our victins
t hen perhaps by oursel ves.

"Thus our great project is undertaken. The people of Kharif, because their
coasts are accessible and their young peopl e exceptionally handsome and
sturdy, have suffered nore fromus than any other single nation. W will try
to make sone restitution.”

The scene shifted from Sinharat to a desol ated stretch of desert coastline
besi de the shrunken sea. The | and had once been popul ous. There were the
remains of cities and towns, connected by paved roads. There had been
factories and power stations, all the appurtenances of an advanced technol ogy.
These were now rusting away, and the wi nd bl ew ocher dust to bury them

"For a hundred years," said the Rama voice, "it has not rained."
There was an oasis, with wells of good water. Tall brown-haired men and wonen
wor ked the well -sweeps, irrigating fields of considerable extent. There was a

village of neat huts, housing perhaps a thousand peopl e.

"Mbt her Mars has killed far nore of her children than we. The fortunate
survivors live in 'cities' like these. The |less fortunate . "

A long line of beasts and hooded human shapes noved across a bitter wastel and.
And the Dryland chiefs cried out, "Qur people!”

"W will give themwater again." said the Rama voice

The spool ended. In the brief interval before the next one began, Wodt horpe
coughed uneasily and nmuttered, "This was all long ago, Carey. The w nds of



change .
"Are blowing up a real storm Wodthorpe. You'll see why."

The tapes began again. A huge plant now stood at the edge of the sea,
distilling fresh water fromthe salt. A settlenment had sprung up beside it,
with fields and plantations of young trees.

"I't has gone well," said the Rana voice. "It will go better with time, for
their short generations nove quickly."

The settl ement becane a city. The popul ation grew, spread, built nore cities,
pl anted nore crops. The |and fl ouri shed.

"Many thousands live," the Rama said, "who would ot herw se not have been born.
W have repaid our nurders."

The spool ended.

Whodt horpe said, "But we're not trying to atone for anything. W .

"I'f ny house burns down," said Carey, "I do not greatly care whether it was by
a stroke of lightning, deliberate arson, or a child playing with matches. The
end result is the sane.”

The third spool began

A different voice spoke now. Carey wondered if the owner of the first had
chosen death hinself, or sinply |acked the heart to go on with the record. The
distilling plant was wearing out and netals for repair were poor and difficult
to find. The solar batteries could not be replaced. The stream of water

dwi ndl ed. Crops died. There was fani ne and panic, and then the punps stopped
altogether and the cities were stranded |ike the hulks of ships in dry

har bor s.

The Rana voi ce said, "These are the consequences of the one kind act we have
ever done. Now these thousands that we called into life nust die as their
forebears did. The cruel laws of survival that we caused themto forget are
all to be learned again. They had suffered once, and nmastered it, and were
content. Now there is nothing we can do to help. W can only stand and watch."

"Shut it off," said Wodthorpe.
"No," said Carey, "see it out."
They saw it out.

"Now, " said Carey, "I will rem nd you that Kharif was the honel and from which
nost of the Drylands were settled.” He was speaking to the Conmttee nore than
to Whodt horpe. "These so-called primtives have been through all this before,
and they have long nenories. Their tribal |egends are explicit about what
happened to themthe last time they put their trust in the transitory works of
men. Now can you understand why they're so determned to fight?"

Wyodt hor pe | ooked at the di sturbed and frowning faces of the Conmittee. "But,"
he said, "it wouldn't be like that now Qur resources. "

"Are mllions of mles away on other planets. How | ong can you guarantee to
keep your punps working? And the Ramas at |east had left the natural water
sources for the survivors to go back to. You want to destroy those so they



woul d have nothing." Carey glanced at the men fromthe City-States. "The
City-States would pay the price for that. They have the best of what there is,
and with a large popul ati on about to die of famne and thirst . . ." He
shrugged, and then went on, "There are other ways to hel p. Food and nedi ci nes.
Education, to enable the young people to | ook for greener pastures in other

pl aces, if they wish to. In the neantime, there is an arny on the nove. You
have the power to stop it. You've heard all there is to be said. Now the
chiefs are waiting to hear what you will say."

The Chairman of the Commttee conferred with the menbers. The conference was
quite brief.

"Tell the chiefs,” the Chairman said, "that it is not our intent to create
wars. Tell themto go in peace. Tell themthe Rehabilitation Project for Mars

is canceled. "
* % %

The great tide rolled slowy back into the Dryl ands and di spersed. Carey went
t hrough a perfunctory hearing on his activities, took his reprimnd and
dismissal with a light heart, shook hands with Howard \Wal es, and went back to
Jekkara, to drink with Derech and wal k beside the Low Canal that would be
there now for whatever ages were left to it in the slow course of a planet's

dyi ng.

And this was good. But at the end of the canal was Barrakesh, and the

sout hwar d- movi ng caravans, and the long road to Sinharat. Carey thought of the
vaults beyond the fallen block of marble, and he knew t hat someday he woul d
wal k that road again.



