| scranbl ed out of the scrub onto the open, noonlit
crest and strai ghtened, gasping for breath. Then |
heard hooves and turned. A rider had been coning
along the crest in my direction and, seeing me, had
spurred his horse into galloping attack. Ignoring his
| ance, he drew his sword, |eaning sideways to strike.
My hand seened to nmove in slow notion - draw ng ny
stunner, raising it, pointing, thunbing. H s horse
nose-dived, hitting the ground so heavily | swear |
could feel it through nmy feet. The Saracen hurtled
over its head in a billow of robe, noonlight flashing
on sword. | zapped himtoo, as he skidded. He stopped
not ten feet from ne.

He was dead of course. On high intensity at such

close range, 1'd really curdled his synapses. | took
his shield; 1'd need one when daylight cane.
PART ONE

ESCAPE FROM EVDASH
ONE

| wasn't actually undernourished, but we'd been on
tight rations, and nore or |ess hungry, for
fifty-seven days. Wich is sonething you can get used
to, but not what | think of as ideal. In space you
can't stop off at a friendly nearby restaurant or
food store. The nearest planets are likely to be
parsecs* away, and have a couple of Inperial frigates
flying sentry around them wth chase craft ready for
[ aunch. We'd had nore than enough of those.

Now Fanglith lay beautifully blue and white,
primtive and savage, only 40,000 niles off our
starboard wi ndow with, so far no sign of a picket
ship on our instruments. Which were good ones, as
you' d expect on a stolen naval patrol scout.

| wasn't sure what we could hope to acconplish there;
we had no plans. But just then, food was what | was
mainly interested in.



"I never expected to see this place again," | said,
nore to nyself than to Deneen or Bubba or Tarel. W'd
been lucky to get away alive the first tine. But
sonmetines fate-whatever "fate" is-hits you when

you' re | east prepared. And when it does, it can be
with three or four punches, one after another.

W' d been 646 parsecs* from Fanglith, on a w | derness
trek in the Snowy Range Preserve, when the first
punch hit. Bubba was the first to notice. At that
point, all that the rest of us noticed was Bubba. Hs
big wol f's head raised, alert, attention fixed,

| ooki ng of f west.

*A parsec equals 3.258 light-years.

Deneen, ny sister, put down the seared hind leg of a
burrow pig. "What is it, Bubba?" she asked.

He didn't make a sound; didn't |ook at her. H's
attention was all on what he heard, or maybe what he
was receiving tel epathically.

Then the rest of us began to hear it, too. It was so
lowpitched, it was as if we felt it before we heard
it-a deep bass thrunmi ng, barely audible. Yet sonmehow
it seemed very loud-loud but far away. Uncle Piet and
Bubba got to their feet, the rest of us a half second
behi nd, and we all trotted through the trees to the
edge of the cliff a hundred feet away. Fromthere we
coul d see southward across the foothills, toward the
Valrith Plain.

"So it's happened," Piet said softly, as if talking
to hinself.

What we'd heard was a Federation battleship. Mke
that an Inperial battleship-things had changed. |
stood there in ny noccasins, staring. It rmust have
been nore than a quarter mle long, cruising across
the clear nmorning sky two mles or so above the
foothills, and maybe three miles south. It answered a
guestion we'd been tal king about a few days earlier



"Let's go home," Piet said.

It took us very little tine to break canp and | eave,
all without conversation. W had al nbost nothing to
carry-no sl eeping bags, no cooking gear, no tent.
Each of us, except Bubba of course, carried a snall

bl anket, a heavy belt knife, a spark wheel for
starting fires, a tinder box, a sharpening stone, a
sel f - made backpack, woven at Piet's instructions from
the inner bark of a tree, and a water bag nade the
previ ous butchering season fromthe boil ed-out gut of
a fatbuck. W were being as prinmtive as we knew
howor as Piet knew how.

| doused the fire with a mninmumof water-it was a
smal | one-then stirred the coals, wet ashes, and dirt
with a stick to make sure it was out. Tarel w apped
what was left of the burrowpig in its flayed-off
pelt and stashed it in his pack. Jenoor untied the
cords we used to set up shelters, and put themin
hers. Like the packs, the cords were inner bark, cut
into thin strips. They'd be hard to replace if we

| ost them because it was |ate sumer now, and the
bark wouldn't strip off the trees anynore.

W were ready for the trail in about two mnutes,
maybe three. No one needed to ask what next. We'd go
down to Piet's floater and fly home, hopefully to nmom
and dad and Lady and the pups. After that. . . . W'd
see.

The Snowy Range is beautiful, but hiking out, I
didn't pay much attention to aesthetics. The country
was rugged and mostly forest, there was no
established trail where we were, and we were
hurrying. When ny attention wasn't on picking the
route-1 was the pathfinder that day-1 had things on
my mnd. All of us did, | guess.

W' d been three weeks in the Snowy Range on a
survival -training trek-part of the training Piet was
giving us. Piet isn't really our uncle; he's nore of



an "honorary" uncle. He'd worked with our parents
back when dad and nmom had been menbers of the
underground on Mdrn Gebl eu, the executive planet of
the Federation. Dad and nom had taken Deneen and ne
away from Morn Gebl eu when we were little, to bring
us up on Evdash, a world that was safer and a | ot
nore denocratic-an old colony world, well outside
Federati on boundari es.

They' d started training us seriously for the
resi stance after we'd cone back fromour crazy,
uni ntentional - adventure, | guess you could cal
it-on the forgotten prison planet, Fanglith.

Piet had cone to stay with us about a year later
He'd been a | ot of places and done a |l ot of things,
and became another trainer. One of the places he'd
been- he' d hi dden out there a couple of years-was a
worl d where the intelligent species was a two-|egged
felid type with a primtive hunting/fishing culture.
He'd | earned things there about living in w | derness
conditions that the known human worlds had | ost |ong
bef ore, and he'd been teaching us the basics. By
Bubba' s standards, our wilderness skills were stil
pretty poor, of course. Espwol ves had been pack
hunters before their planet banged heads with a
conet. Only a few dozen of them got evacuated with

t he human col oni sts there. Bubba had been pretty mnuch
grown al ready-old enough to have learned the skills
of an adult wolf.

Espwol ves are nore than just telepathic. They're
intelligent, with nmental processes a lot like
humans'. You kind of half forget that sonetines,
because they | ook so nuch like any |arge canid

speci es, and because they don't say mnuch.

That's right-sone of them can tal k. Bubba had taught
hi nsel f to speak Evdashi an, nore or |ess. By
conbining telepathy with intelligence, he'd anal yzed
wor ds and speech patterns, and their meanings. Then
he'd substituted certain sounds he could make for the
human speech sounds he coul dn't.



H s approxi mati on of Evdashi an wasn't easy for him
t hough, so he wasn't nuch for small talk.

Because he belonged to a tel epathic species, his
brain probably didn't even have a speech center, and
his mouth and throat weren't built for talking. H's
grammar was adequate, but rough-anything to keep it
bri ef-and he usually avoi ded words that were hard for
him but with practice you could understand him CQur
fam |y had no trouble at all.

Anyway, a nonth earlier, the news had conme that the
Federation had declared itself "The dondis Enmpire."
That woul dn't make a lot of difference on Federation
pl anets. Since the dondis Party had taken over the
Federati on governnent, a few years before | was born
they'd run it nore and nore as a Party dictatorship.

But the declaration of enpire would nake a big
difference to us. Qur parents and Piet tal ked a | ot
about politics in front of us and to us; it was part
of our continuing education. And they'd agreed that
if it was now formally calling itself an enpire, then
the Party must feel about ready to start taking over
t he outlying i ndependent planets. It would be just a
matter of time before they got to us.

Evdash had been col oni zed by refugees the last tine
the central worlds had been an empire, four centuries
ago. Most of the so-called col ony worlds had been
settled by refugees at one tine or another. The
central worlds have a tendency to go inperial now and
then, and an enpire usually became a dictatorship
after a while, if it wasn't one to start wth.

Qur way out of the wilderness was nostly downhill -
about four thousand feet downhill-but that didn't
mean it was fast or easy. W hiked through old forest
with lots of blown-down tinmber to pick your way over
or around, arid down ravines littered with boul ders
and fallen trees. Toward noon a thunderstorm cane

t hr ough, boonmi ng and bangi ng, and we stopped to wait
it out in a thick dense glaru grove that woul d keep



us dry if it didn't rain too |ong.

As we crouched there, Deneen | ooked at Piet. "The
Empire didn't wait long, did it?" she asked.

It was a statenent nore than a question. A few
evenings earlier, around the cook fire, Jenoor had
asked Piet how |l ong he thought it would be before the
Enpi re took over Evdash, He'd said probably within
two or three years.

"You don't suppose there's been nuch fighting, do
you?" Jenoor asked, |ooking at ne.

| looked at Piet. He was leaving it to ne. "I doubt
it," I told her. "A few skirm shes, nmaybe. Fly a
mllion-ton nonster like that over the largest cities

on Evdash, and ideas about defending the planet
evaporate in a hurry. That battleship has got nore
firepower all by itself than the whol e Evdashi an
navy. I'mjust glad it's down here in the atnosphere
and not out a few hundred miles bonbardi ng the
surface.”

The rain had begun-fat drops in myriads assaulting
t he | eaves above, overlaying the sw sh of

wi nd-ruffled treetops with sibilant rustling;
intermttent rolls of thunder drowned themall.
Cccasi onal shattered droplets touched nmy face with
mst, and the air smelled of ozone.

"Tell us what you're thinking about, Deneen," Piet
sai d.

| turned to | ook at her. She was frowning, nore grim
t han t hought f ul

"I wonder how |l ong they' ve been here. They coul d have
taken over two weeks ago, or |onger, and where we've
been, we woul dn't have known it." She turned to ne.
"And if it's been that long, we won't find nom and
dad at home. They'll have taken off sonewhere to
avoid the political police."

That was obvious. | just hadn't |ooked at it yet. It



was al so food for thought. \Whether we found our
parents or not, the question was where we'd go. There
was probably an Inperial flotilla guarding the pl anet
to keep people fromleaving. And the Enpire would be
devel opi ng an i nformer network, of course; they'd

al ready had a spy network. So if we tried to lie | ow,
we' d probably be uncovered sooner or |ater

O course, the Inperials mght have just arrived, and
our parents mght still be safe at hone. Dad knew the
ropes on this world better than just about anyone-
probably better than Piet. He'd operated as a

busi ness consultant here on two continents, and had a
| ot of underground contacts, too. He had resources
didn't know exi sted.

The rain | asted just | ong enough for Tarel to get out
the burrow pig and pass it around for a few bites
each. Then, not even wet, | led off again. By

m d- afternoon, |andmarks told ne we weren't too far
fromPiet's floater. Bubba assured us there was no
one near it-that was just one advantage of having an
espwol f-and in a quarter hour we were there.

Six of us, with our gear, didn't |l eave a |l ot of room
in the floater's boxy body. Piet raised her above the
trees and started for home. The first thing Deneen
did was turn the radio on. The programi ng was not
the usual. For a few minutes, all we got was
Federation, now Inperial, patriotic nusic, no matter
what station we tuned to. Then sone guy speaking
Standard came on and gave a brief news rundown-nostly
stuff on changes in |aws and regul ati ons.

That told us how the Empire figured to run things-
they weren't even broadcasting in Evdashian. The

| anguages were enough alike that people on Evdash
could pretty nmuch understand Standard, and | woul d
have bet that the Enpire had declared a | aw agai nst
speaki ng our own | anguage.

When Deneen and Bubba and |, and our parents, had
gotten back fromFanglith nore than two years



earlier, we'd resettled on the northern continent.
Federati on spies had found our previous hone. Dad
fixed up an ol d farnmhouse, and about a year |ater
Tarel and Jenoor had cone to live with us. Their
parents had joined the resistance on a Federation

pl anet named Tris CGebl eu, and had them srmuggled to
Evdash, where they'd been placed with us. They were
twi ns Deneen's age-sixteen. Soon after, Piet canme to
live with us. Add Lady and the two pups, and you get
a pretty full house.

Hal f an hour in the floater brought us close to hone,
but Piet didn't sinply land in the yard and punch the
hooter. He flew past about half a mile north at 3,000
feet, while Bubba scanned the place telepathically.
Soneone was hone all right, he said-two soneones-but
they weren't our parents. They were two hunman mal es,
pl aying cards while they waited for their detector to
buzz.

My gut knotted. Had nom and dad escaped or been
haul ed away? If they had been arrested, chances were
that Lady and the pups woul d be hangi ng around
nearby, living in the forest. But if they'd escaped,
they'd probably all have left together

Tel epat hi cal | y, Bubba found no sign of Lady or the
pups around, so ny guts relaxed a little.

Where we lived, the country was three-quarters woods.
Qur house was near the edge of the farm cl earing,
with a sod road going by it. Piet put down in the
woods about a nile away. Leaving the others with the
floater, Bubba and | took off at a trot, his esper
senses alert. \When we got near the clearing, Bubba,
in his rough grunting version of human speech
suggested | stay back. | knew it was good advice, but
| didn't like to | eave everything to him so we
continued together to the clearing' s edge, creeping
on our bellies the Iast hundred feet, keeping to

cover, until | could see the house and our big shed.
The shed doors were open and the cutter was gone, but
the floater was still there.

That could mean that my parents had gotten away, or



it could nmean that the police had inpounded the
cutter. My guess was that they'd gotten away.

O herwise the police, if they were smart, woul d have
left the cutter in the shed to fool us, maybe after
taki ng out the fuel slugs. They probably woul dn't
know our canid was an espwol f. There are |lots of
different kinds of canids fromthe known worlds, and
espwol ves are rare. As far as we knew, ours were the
only ones on the continent. Qur friends thought Bubba
was just another big exotic canid with ordinary
abilities.

In a famly like ours, you learn very young to keep
certain kinds of things a secret.

Bubba started crawl i ng backward, and | did the sane.
When we were out of sight of the house, he got up and
trotted off without saying anything. | knew where he
had to be going, and followed him Wen we'd noved
here, dad had put a waterproof box in a huge old

hol | ow tree, where nessages could be left in
enmergencies like this.

It paid off: there was a package in the nmessage box
and a medkit on top of it. | took themout, and Bubba
and | headed back to the others.

W opened the package at the floater. There wasn't a
lot init-several data cubes and a nessage cube. One
by one we checked the cubes in the floater's
conputer, the nmessage cube first. It was dated seven
days earlier. An Inperial flotilla, standing off
Evdash, had denmanded surrender, and a force of
fifth-colum conmandos, with the collusion of
traitors in the national police, had taken over

nati onal police headquarters. Wth us not due back
for eight days, our parents had no choice but to

| eave without us. "Well try to nmeet you later on

Li zard Island,"” nom had said, "and | eave Evdash from
there." Try. Later. Al in all not very reassuring.
And it didn't say where they were going or for how

| ong- probably for good reason

The ot her cubes were a m xed lot: an astrogation



cube; a "m scell aneous"” cube that included, anong
other things, a learning programand a linguistic
anal ysis program|'d had good use of both of them
before; a couple of library cubes; and a copy of the
fam ly's planetary coordi nates cube with everywhere
we' d ever flown on Evdash.

There was al so one other: a copy of the old
contraband data cube we'd used to find Fanglith. Wen
| saw that one on the nenu, | got goose bunps. | also
became aware that Deneen was | ooking at me. |
wondered if it affected her at all the same way.
She' d al ways been "M ss (bjective Practicality."”

An astrogati on cube and the contraband data cube!
Huh! The knot returned to my gut. "Well," | said, "if
they don't meet us, it looks as if they expect us to
| eave the planet on our own, sonehow or other."

Al t hough, how we could do that wi thout a cutter
"Let's sit here till dark," | suggested. "It'lIl be
safer traveling then. Wth the coordi nates cube, we
won't have any trouble finding Lizard Island at

ni ght."

I could feel part of nmy attention stuck on the
contraband data cube. On Fanglith, actually. And from
Deneen' s expression, hers was too. "lI'mnot going to
be surprised if they don't get to Lizard Island for a
month or nore,"” | went on. "Obviously, they' ve got
something to do first, or they'd have gone there
already, not 'later.' And they'll need to wait unti

t hi ngs qui et down, because a cutter's a |lot nore
conspi cuous than a floater and a ton nore likely to
attract trouble.”

O course, they might not get there at all.

The floater's main door was open, letting in the late
sun. | was sitting in front, with Deneen and Piet.
Tarel was in back, |ooking sober and sayi ng not hi ng.
He was generally pretty quiet and serious. Beside
him Jenoor was quiet, too. She wasn't generally



quiet like he was; in fact, she was often pretty
ani mat ed. But just now she was worried.

Jenoor tended to | ook up to ne because | was ol der
and had the Fanglith experience under ny belt, which
was fine with ne. We'd told people that she and Tare
were our cousins, so of course it hadn't been okay
for me to take her around. But | had it in nmnd to
propose to her after she reached | egal age, and when
| could support her. Looking up to nme the way she
did, it seemed to ne she'd probably say yes. Anyway,
she hadn't shown nuch interest in other guys,

al t hough they'd been pretty interested in her

Meanwhile, living in the same house with her hadn't
al ways been the nost confortable thing in the world.
She was too good- | ooki ng.

Deneen consi dered her pretty special too-had even
asked me once if 1'd ever thought of Jenoor as a
future wife. Wien | admitted | had, she said she was
glad to see her brother showi nhg good taste. Deneen
was nmore critical than our parents about whom | took
out. She didn't issue her seal of approval very
often, even though they were just dates. And as for
getting serious-she said that considering the kind of
future | could expect, | needed "a wife of sinilar
pur poses and conparable ability."

She was right, of course. But how could we know for
sure what soneone's purpose was-one of our friends at
school for exanple. | was sure no one there knew ours.

At the floater we sat around or napped for a couple
of hours, until it got dark. | thought a little about
Li zard Island. That was our famly name for it; al
the chart said was "Great Central Shoal," and showed
a string of dots along it to indicate little islands.
Li zard was inconspicuous, all right. | wondered what
it would be like in a hurricane; hopefully I'd never
find out.

| was in the pilot's seat. Piet sat in the seat next



to mne. He was |like dad-ready to |l et me handl e
things nyself if it was sonething | coul d.

"Let's go," | said. | keyed the Lizard Island
coordinates into the computer, and we took off. At
3,000 feet, | put her on automatic pilot and we

headed sout heast for the broad, shallow Entrilias
Sea, keeping track of the radio and the traffic
nmoni tor, which was on high sensitivity.

The knot was gone from ny gut. For whatever reason,
felt as if everything was going to cone out all right.

TWO

The floater didn't have an infrascanner-it wasn't

i ntended for anything nore than famly-type use-but
the stars give nore than enough light to see Lizard
I sl and when you're right above it at 200 feet. It
appeared to be about two hundred yards |ong and hal f
as wide, but it wasn't really, because part of what
| ooked like island was a fringe of mangrove trees
that stood in the water around its edges.

"It's little, isn't it," Jenoor said.

"Smal | enough that no one pays any attention to it,"

| answered. "Snall and out of the way. It's one of
the biggest in a string of lowislands like this, and
they' re a navigati on hazard-the high points of a |ong
shoal -so ships stay well away."

"How do we | and?" asked Tarel

"Carefully and by daylight. There's no clearing, so
we'll have to slip down between trees."

| could feel that Tarel and Jenoor had nore questions
but were holding off, hoping someone el se woul d ask
them Questions like, how do we |ive down there?
Deneen knew, of course. Qur fam |y had been here once
before, not long after we'd gotten back from
Fanglith, establishing a refuge in case we ever



needed one. We'd stayed for several days, getting a
feel for what it would take to live there

W definitely hadn't set up a vacation hone or
anything like that, but we'd hidden a plastite chest
with a shovel, hanmocks, fishing Sines, hooks and
spears, a pair of books on edible fish and plants of
the Entrih'as region, a little water still and a
good-si zed pail, a couple of insect repellent-field
generators, a pint-size geogravitic power tap (very
expensive), and Rigidite plastic sheeting that was
highly flexible to start with but woul d get

sem -stiff once it was wetted. There was also a snall
beam saw.

Nearby we'd buried a |ightweight skiff about eight
feet long and three feet wide, for fishing.
Meanwhi l e we had an hour or so before dawn-1onger
than that before it would be Iight enough to | and-so
| got in back to catch a nap. | hadn't been sl eepy,
so |'d stood pilot watch nost of the way. | still
didn't feel sleepy, but I was willing to bet I'd go
to sleep, once | lay down.

| was right. | lay down and closed ny eyes, and it
seened like only a minute [ater when | woke up. W
were nmoving, settling downward. It was already |ight,
al nost sunup, and Deneen was at the controls.
Tree-tops were rising past the wi ndows. A couple of
[ight thunps and brushi ng sounds nmarked our passage

t hrough their branches; then there was one | ast
l[ittle bunmp and we were on the ground. Everyone el se

piled out, but | closed ny eyes again, "just for a
few m nutes." When | opened them next tine, the chest
had been uncovered and the shelter built. | got out

of the floater all sleepy-eyed, and Deneen | ooked at
ne.

"Well, brother mne," she said, and handed ne the
shovel. "You're just in tinme to dig up the boat for
us."

After 1'd dug the boat up, | took the beam saw and



cut a little canal through the mangrove prop roots so
she could be floated out to open water. The beam saw
woul dn't cut under nore than a quarter inch of water
so Piet and Tarel and | had to use our heavy survival
knives for a lot of it. It was slow hard work, and
was di sgusted before we were even close to finished.
Then Deneen and Piet went fishing. Fishing was going
to be very inportant. The only food we'd brought with
us was the remains of the burrow pig, and all we'd
find on the island, | knew, was a little fruit, a |ot
of little lizards, and insects that were nmostly too
smal | for food.

Wth Piet and Deneen off in the boat, that left me to
finish setting up canp with Tarel and Jenoor. Deneen
had done well as far as she'd gone. The shelter was a
| arge lean-to, and she'd laid a pole on its sloping
roof to forma sort of groove before splashing water
on the Rigidite to harden it. This would gather the
rain, which would run into the plastite chest-our

ci stern-which we could cover when it wasn't raining,
to keep out the bugs. If it rained. By the | ooks of
things, this was the dry season

Meanwhile, if dad and nom arrived, they'd never be
able to bring the cutter down through the tiny gap
Deneen had coaxed the floater through. Correction,
told nyself-not if, when. Wen they arrived. | mght
as well cultivate a positive attitude, But it didn't
feel very real to nme. When, if, whatever, | thought.
Be prepared. | needed to fell a couple or three
trees, but not where they could fall on the shelter
or where the debris would be a problem O where our
canp could be spotted through the little hole they'd
| eave.

It wasn't as if | had any reason to expect someone to
scrutinize this tiny islet in the mddle of the
Entrilias, but tinme was one thing it |ooked |ike we
had lots of, and it nmade no sense to skip sinple
precauti ons.

So with the beam saw | | opped off a couple of stout



sapl i ngs and sharpened an end on each, for pushing
with. Then | picked trees to cut down-three of them
in arowthat would | eave a thin, inconspicuous gap

| ong enough for the cutter. The forest was thick
enough that a tree cut fromthe stunp would tend to
hang up in other trees instead of falling, so | had
had to shop around a little for one that |ooked as if
it would go all the way down. After seeing which way

it leaned, | had Tarel and Jenoor put their push
pol es against it on the
16

opposite side, digging the points through the nass of
tough vines that coated the bark. Then I cut it with
t he beam saw, and when it started to fail, they both
pushed as hard as they coul d. Brushing through
surroundi ng branches, it picked up nonentum and
smashed to the ground.

The second and third trees were sinpler. Each |eaned
toward the opening made by felling the one before, so
there was a good place for themto fall. Wen al
three were down, | cut theminto pieces small enough
that we could nmove them They weren't what you'd
think of as big trees; the soil here was too sandy
and infertile, But before we were done draggi ng and
throwi ng the pieces out of the way, all three of us
were soaked with sweat, and | knew we'd be stiff in

t he norni ng.

It hel ped that Tarel was as strong as he was. He
wasn't much nmore than average hei ght, but he was
broad and chunky. Overweight, actually-even after

t hree weeks of survival training had nelted of f maybe
twel ve or fifteen pounds. He was one of those people
who tend to be naturally, genetically fat. | knew for
sure he wasn't a big eater. But he was one of the
strongest kids |I've ever seen-quite a | ot stronger
than me-and 1'd been one of the strongest guys in
school when |'d graduated this past spring.

After we'd gotten a | anding place ready, | set up the
geogravitic power tap for our insect repellent field
and, if necessary, our water still. Wen Deneen and



Pi et came back, an hour after we were done, | showed
t hem what we' d acconplished. Meanwhile they hadn't
had a I ot of luck fishing, but the two edible fish

t hey' d caught were big enough to feed all of us,

i ncl udi ng Bubba.

It looked to me as if our problemon Lizard Island
was going to be nostly a matter of coping with
nonot ony.

THREE

| was right about the nonotony, but somehow it wasn't
t hat unpl easant. Two of us would go out in the skiff
each day to fish, and stay out till we had enough. It
could take nost of the day, or only a few mnutes,
but commonly it took |l ess than an hour. A couple of
times, early on, we got nothing, but as we | earned
the fishes' feeding habits, it went a | ot better

Besi des fishing, there were just two other jobs:
Every hour or two, soneone had to fetch a pail of sea
water and pour it in the still. Yes, this was the dry
season, The other job was gathering what fruit there
was. Mst of the tine, there was nothing that needed
doi ng.

The food was the worst part, and even that we got
used to. W ate our fish raw to get the maxi num
vitamins fromthem because there wasn't much edible
fruit in the dry season. Mst of the plants tinmed
their fruiting to take advantage of the rains. Bubba
at least got alittle variety by eating lizards. The
rest of us left the lizards al one. They were too
smal | and bony, and too hard to skin, to be worth it
for humans. Bubba, on the other hand, ate skin and
all. | suppose his stomach acid di ssol ved the bones.

Sonehow or other, it wasn't as bad as it sounds-not
t he boredom or the food.

To pass time, we drilled hand-foot art-both the
conbat and gymmastic parts of it. Piet wasn't willing



to be the drill instructor-he said Deneen shoul d be,
that her techni que was amazi ngly good, I'd known she
was good, | just hadn't realized how good. W' d been
trained init since we were little kids, one reason
we' re both such good all-round athletes.

Tarel and Jenoor had never heard of hand-foot art
till they'd come to live with us. It's been ill egal
and pretty much a secret practice, nost of the tine
for a thousand years or nore. As a result, on nost
wor |l ds, people didn't know there was such a thing,
Jenoor had picked it up fast; |ike Deneen, she was a
natural athlete. Tarel was slower at |earning things
that took coordination, and the necessary flexibility
had come slowy for himtoo. Now, though, with nore
time to work on it, he was starting to get good
enough to really feel sone mastery, and with
confidence, his movements became surprisingly quick
Conmbine that with his strength, and he was turning

i nto someone you'd do best not to fight with. He was
actually getting lean, too, partly fromthe food.

He was still very mild-mannered. | wasn't sure what
it would take to make himviolent, but there was
bound to be sonet hi ng.

You coul dn't practice hand-foot art all day, of
course; it was too strenuous. Two sessions a day,
about an hour each, was plenty, so the first nonth
was about the | ongest, slowest one |'d ever
experienced till then. The closest thing to it had
been traveling to Fanglith two years earlier. That
had been fifty-seven days of reading and sl eeping.
Here we didn't dare use the floater's computer for
recreational readi ng because we needed to conserve
the fuel cell. For some reason known only to
Consol i dated Fl oaters Corporation, conputer operation
required that the whole system be on-at |east on
idle. And, of course, floaters don't have the kind of
fuel slugs that cutters do.

W got so we slept a lot.



| thought about Jenoor nore than | should have. Not
that | got fixated on her or anything, but | couldn't
hel p t hi nki ng, now and then. W fished together a
lot, we were always around one another, and no one
wore much in the way of clothes. It was generally
hot, and a great chance to get a tan. A couple of
times | was pretty close to making a pass at her, but
managed not to.

Partly, | was afraid she'd say yes. And if we got
somet hi ng goi ng, no way could we keep it secret,

whi ch Tarel mght resent, and maybe Deneen-just what
we didn't need in exile on atiny little island. And
| was going on nineteen, with responsibility to nore
than my own druthers.

But partly, maybe | was afraid she'd say no. From
what |'d read about Tris Gebleu in social geography,
peopl e there took a lot of things nore seriously than
we did, including sex, and | didn't want her to think
I was some kind of horny creep

Anyway | kept it cool

It hel ped that she'd told me once | was |ike an ol der
brother to her. She and | had gotten along really
well fromthe tinme they'd cone to live with us; 1'd
al ways enjoyed having her in the famly

Cenerally the five of us would sit around in the
evening and talk while it was getting dark. One of
the topics was what we'd do when dad and nmom arrived
and we | eft Evdash. That was always the stated
situation-when nom and dad arrived. But beneath it
was the unspoken if-if they arrived.

We'd all listened in on discussions between nom and
dad and Pi et about what they m ght do when, soneday,
the Enpire started taking over the col ony worlds.
They woul d check out the nore rempote of the so-called
"lost" colonies, in what was referred to as "the deep
out back" -worlds scattered thinly around the fringes
of known space. The idea was to find the best ones to



establ i sh hi dden rebel bases on. And there was al ways
the inplication that the rest of us would be part of
it if we wanted to.

One of the problenms would be to get the lost-world
locals interested. Generally they wanted nothing to
do with of f-worl ders, beyond maybe getting

repl acements or parts for sonme equi pnent they
couldn't make locally. In the deep outback, people
were self-reliant and not nmuch interested in

of f-worl d problenms-Until maybe those probl ens becane
theirs, too

They were referred to as "lost" col oni es because
shi ps sel domwent there, and nmostly they had no ships
of their own. Some of them may not have been visited
nore than once a generation. They were so poor

econom cally, and so far fromcivilization and trade
routes, that the Federation had been no nore
interested in themthan they were in the Federation.

So they'd have little to contribute to the Inperial
treasury or trade, and hopefully the Enmpire would
decide to ignore them O sonme of them anyway. The
cost/benefit ratio of taking them over and
controlling themwould be high, and the Enpire was
bound to have troubles closer to hone.

O course, we couldn't be sure that that's how the
Empire woul d | ook at it.

On Lizard Island, about the first thing we did each
evening was listen to a newscast on the floater
radio- the only time we turned it on. It was al ways
in Standard. After a couple of weeks, a |loca
announcer was used-we could tell by his accent.
Apparently, the occupation adm nistration was phasing
i n Evdashians they felt they could trust. By the end
of a month, judging by the news, things had settled
into a new routine on Evdash. The nass trials were
over, the public executions had taken place, and

t housands of political prisoners had been shipped
off-world to forced-1abor canps on nining planets and



the |ike.

W didn't hear Klentis and Aven kel Deroop mentioned
anong the nanes of people executed or arrested.
They' d been pronminent in the old days, in the

resi stance back on Morn Gebl eu, and we agreed that
they'd be nentioned if captured.

So for things had gone about the way we'd expect,
with the Aondis Party in charge. Their idea was to
make everyone too scared to resist. But you could
pretty much depend on it that a majority now hat ed
them and in tinme the Enpire woul d expl ode-as soon as
anyone got a good strong revolt rolling somewhere.

O course, that mght take a long time to happen.

W all agreed that our function would be either to
hel p brew the revoit inside the Enpire, or build a
base outside-in one way or another to help bring it
down. The only alternative acceptable to any of us
was that the Enpire mght sonehow evolve into a
decent place to live. History said it wouldn't,
especi ally under something like the Gondis Party.
W' d see what happened, and neanwhile we'd prepare
for the revolution.

After six weeks | began to fret about ny parents. Not
many of the things | could think of that m ght be
keepi ng them were very cheering, given how things
were now on Evdash. So | brought it up one evening
while we digested our raw fish. Actually, the way I
put it was: "Piet, howlong do you think it'll be

bef ore dad and room show up?"

H s eyes turned to me without telling me anything.
"How | ong do you think?" he answered. | shoul d have
known he'd say that.

"Things take as long as they take," | said. "But
knowi ng nom and dad, they won't take any |onger than
they have to. | guess what | was really asking was,

how | ong should we wait before we | eave without thenP"



"Leave for where?" Deneen asked. "This isn't ny
favorite place, but | can stay here a year if | need
to. O anyway as long as the floater's fuel cells
have power enough to take us where we decide to go."

"Right," | answered. "But if dad and nom don't show,
we'll have to make sone kind of nove on our own,
sooner or |later."

| glanced around at the others. Piet was interested
in what 1'd do with the subject. Tarel |ooked sol emn,
his eyes shadowed in the dusk. Jenoor |ooked serious
and neutral. Neither of the two had ever shown any
tendency to get involved in decisions. They were
young, though no younger than Deneen, and in a sense
"out si ders" because they were | atecomers in our
famly

"Have you got any thoughts about this, Tarel?"
asked.

| hadn't really expected a positive answer, but he
surprised nme. "Unl ess your parents get here," he
said, "the only way we'll get a space cutler is to
steal one-a naval cutter of some kind. The occupation
forces probably confiscated all the private cutters
they could find out about."

"There m ght still be sone private cutters around,"”
Jenoor put in, "belonging to Evdashi ans who are part
of the Inperial spy network. And private cutters
ought to be easier to steal than, say, a patrol scout
on the ground for servicing."

I couldn't feel optimnistic about the prospects. It
was one thing to tal k about going out and

est abl i shing rebel bases, but doing it, or even
getting out there, would be something else. | |ooked
at Piet, who' d been sitting there listening and
sayi ng nothing. "Wat do you think?" | asked him I
could swear he | aughed behind those qui et eyes.



"You're doing fine," he said. "Keep tal king. |
woul dn't be surprised if you came up with sonething.”

| didn't, though-that night or any other. | didn't
know what Piet mght have in mnd of course, but none
of the rest of us came up with anything.

I was fishing with Jenoor a few weeks |ater when the
end of the dry season arrived. W found out the hard
way. Fortunately, we were fairly close to the island,
on the west side, usually the upwi nd side when there
was any wi nd. W sel domwent nore than a coupl e of
hundred yards fromit, for safety's sake, and the
water two hundred yards fromthe island was only four
feet deep or so, green in the tropical sunlight. It
was shal | ow enough that we used spears occasionally,
when a fish cane near enough to that strange object
floating on the surface.

W coul d have gotten out and waded, but we woul dn't

of course, because one of the fish species around
there- the javelin fish, which was sonetimes five or
nore feet |ong-was known to attack swinrers. The idea
was for us to eat fish, not vice versa

It was early afternoon, a better time for spotting
fish than when the sun was |ower. Usually we would
see fish fromtinme to tinme-nore often than not, the
fish we caught were ones we saw feeding. W'd cast a
little way in front of themand let them come up on
the lure.

This day we were seeing none at all; it was as if
they'd all noved somewhere el se.

We' d noticed occasional thunderheads for severa

days, building far to the west in the afternoons, but
none had cone near. We'd have wel coned a good rain,
just for the change.

Jenoor and | were both facing east to reduce the
glare effect on our eyes, and hadn't noticed how near
the stormhad gotten until we heard the thunder
Jenoor had just hooked our first fish after two hours



of nothing. W both turned; the thunderhead wasn't
much nore than a mle away, with a thick dark wall of
rain comng down fromit to the sea.

W weren't smart enough to be worried, and returned
our attention to the fish. As she played it, perhaps
forcing it nmore than usual because of the rainstorm
conmng, swells started to raise and | ower the skiff.
I'd already reeled in ny owmn lure, to keep nmy line
out of her way as she worked her fish. Now I picked
up a paddle. The storm was approaching faster than
I'd expected, and | felt ny first msgiving.

"Horse himin," | told her tersely. "If the line
breaks, it breaks. | think we'd beiter get to shore
before that thing hits."

She nodded, raising her rod tip and cranki ng harder
That | asted about ten seconds before the wind hit. It
was col der than | woul d have thought, and al nbst too
hard to be air. Wth the water as shallow as it was,
t he sea responded quickly; within seconds the swells
became waves that threatened to swanp us.

"Break the line and let's get out of here," | yelled,
Jenoor yanked, and the line and rod went sl ack
Gipping the paddle, | began to dig for the island
with it. That's when the first big wave hit, and we
turned over.

The water seemed deeper than usual. The w nd was
piling it up, and it was up to nmy shoul ders. | knew
Jenoor didn't swmvery well, and ny first thought
was to find and get hold of her, but | couldn't see
her. She's on the other side of the boat, | thought,
or under it. Sonehow I'd cone up on its upw nd side.
The next thing | knew, she surfaced a few feet in
front of ne, swimm ng clunsily, as the boat righted
itself. It was full of water.

| struck out for it, and that's when | discovered
that the big wave hadn't been big at all. The next
one was the big one, and steep because the water was



so shallow It lifted us both, but we went up and
down al nost in place, because it wasn't breaking yet.
The skiff, on the other hand, got carried thirty feet
farther fromme. The next wave was cl ose behind and
bigger still, and it was breaking. |I just had time to
grab Jenoor when it crashed over us, carrying us
tunmbl ing and confused in the general direction of the
island. | was scared to death |I'd | ose hold of her

I wasn't even sure the waves woul d take us to the

i sl and, because we'd been on the wi ndward side, but
off toward the south end. Wth ny free arm | tried
to swmto ny left. The next breaker caught us and
drove us forward again, sprawing and out of control
and then we were in waist-deep water. My arm was
around Jenoor. | lurched to ny feet, hel ping her up
W were inside the breaker line now, not nore than a
coupl e of hundred feet fromthe nangroves, about even
with the island's tip. | could see the skiff, awash
but still upright, sideways and seventy or eighty
feet ahead of us. The wind and waves were pushing it
a lot faster than we could wade or swim and unless
we were luckier than | had any right to expect, it
was going to mss the island and go out to sea.

Let it, | thought, and kept wading toward the island
with nmy hand cl anped around Jenoor's wist. There
were, after all, priorities, and | could al ways make
araft.

The rain hit then like a wall, and the w nd sl ammed
our backs, knocking us off our feet for a nmoment,
while a rip current tried to take us past the island.
But the water was shall ow enough that once our feet
found the bottomagain, the rip couldn't sweep us
away. In a minute or two, whipped by hard-bl owi ng
rain, we were clanbering through and over the prop
roots at the edge of the mangroves. W didn't stop
until we were on solid land, scranbling as if
somet hi ng was after us.

Then we just lay on the ground for a minute, holding
on to one another. The rain fell on us as if there



weren't any treetops overhead, and we didn't get up
until | realized | was starting to feel a lot nore
than just protective of Jenoor.

The wind hardly penetrated the forest, but it sure
whi pped the treetops. They were all bending

sout heast. The rain was incredible. Wen we got to
canp, our cistern, the plastite chest, was al ready
full and running over. Al five of us crouched inside
the shelter, no one speaking for a while. Finally
Deneen said two words: "The boat?"

"Gone," | said. "We're lucky we didn't go with it."
She nodded and reached over, squeezing ny hand.

After a few m nutes though, we stopped feeling awed
by the storm O maybe the word is intimdated. "No
boat," Deneen said. "Maybe it is tine to think about

| eaving this place. W could get pretty hungry trying
tolive on lizard."

"We could nake a raft,"” | said. "But maybe this storm
is just the first of a season of them" Again

turned to Piet. "What do you think?"

"W' ve been waiting ten weeks," he said, "al npst
el even. And |I've got a contact or two who m ght have
a lead on a cutter.”

| knew when he said it that he wasn't feeling
optimstic.

"But let's give Klentis and Aven another five days,
at least," he finished. "If they don't get here by
then, we'll try our luck."

FOUR

The storm | asted about an hour, then stopped al nost
as suddenly as it began, |eaving us with sunshine,
and water dripping fromthe trees. If we were to stay
anot her five days, we'd need to keep fishing, so



went out and cut poles to make a raft with. Then, it
still being our day to fish, Jenoor and | went back
out. There were no nore thunderheads to the west, but
we stayed within a hundred yards of the island
anyway. The raft wasn't as quick as the skiff, and we
had only push poles to nove her wth.

W were lucky we'd had four sets of fishing tackle.

If the fish had given us al nost no action earlier
that day, this tine we had nore than we needed within
hal f an hour: a pair of sand nmoochers nore than
thirty-five i nches each

That evening, instead of talking about stealing a
cutter, we tal ked about where we'd go in it. Piet
told us about a planet we night try-one that dad had
favored. He called it Ginder.

"It used to be a mining world," he said. H's voice
was quiet, as soft as the twilight that |let us see
his Face but hid his expression. "There used to be
deposits of very high quality heavy-netal ores in the
crust. But after a few centuries they were m ned out,
and Ginder was too far from anywhere to nake
ordinary ores worth mning. By six hundred years ago
the mines had shut down. Mst of the people |eft

t hen, but sone stayed, hunting and farm ng, and
gradually it turned into a hideout for snugglers."

"You think it would work as a rebel base then?"
Deneen asked.

"It's as promising as any." He paused as if deciding
whet her or not to say what he said next. "Both your
parents favored it, so it's the place they're nost
likely to go if they get off Evdash."

If they get off Evdash. It was the first time Piet
had even inplied an if, and the words ended the
conversation. W sat together in the silent gl oomfor
a mnute or nore |onger before anyone noved. Then
Tarel got up w thout saying anything and went out to



hi s hamock. A nonent |ater Deneen went to hers, and
then Jenoor, mny eyes following her. That left only
Piet and nme squatting in the shelter, and when I
turned to him his eyes were on ne.

"Piet," | nmurnmured, "I need to talk to you
Privately."

"Co ahead."

"I need nore privacy than this," | said, and got up

Piet got up too, and followed ne as | wal ked to the
floater. It was parked outside the repellent field,
so we got in and shut the door quickly to keep nost
of the bugs outside.

"Ckay," he said when we'd both sat down, "let's have
it."

"I want you to marry Jenoor and ne. You're the senior
menber -t he | eader and magi strate in this comunity.
If you say we're narried, we are."

"You' ve tal ked to Jenoor about this?"

"No. | wanted to get your agreement first."

"How ol d is she?" he asked.

"You know how old she is. She's sixteen. And a half."

"What's the |legal nmarriageable age for a girl on
Evdash?"

"Ei ghteen. Seventeen with a parent's consent. Wat's
the I egal age in the Federation? The Enpire?"

"Ei ghteen. Sixteen with a parent's consent."
"Or a guardian's?" | asked.

"Or a guardian's."



"So there's no natural |aw that says eighteen. Only
| egal arbitraries that some past |egislatures passed."

"Not all laws make sense,"” he replied. "But they're
the stuff of civilization. Unless a lawis actually
destructive and can't be changed, it ought to be
obeyed. Decent |aws, even if they seema bit foolish
are what keep a society fromcom ng apart."

H's words surprised nme. | hadn't expected them from
soneone who'd been a rebel nost of his life. |I could
see what he neant though, even if | felt sure it
didn't apply in this case. | sat there waiting for
something to cone to nme that would convince him but
all 1 could think of was how I'd felt when Jenoor and
| had gotten ashore that afternoon, safe fromthe
sea, and I'd lain there with ny arns around her. It
had felt like nmy heart was in ny throat, and I'd
wanted to keep her safe forever. Ampong ot her things.

Piet was the one who broke the silence. "All right.
So let's say |I'mher guardian now, | guess | am @ ve
me a reason it's all right for you two to get
married. "

"Ckay," | answered slowy. "First let's assunme she's
willing; that she wants to. Evdash is part of the
Empire now, so legally, sixteen should be old enough,
if we consider you her guardi an and you give your
perm ssion. And next, we're outside the law, so we
can't go to some courthouse and ask themto marry us.
W couldn't if we were thirty, so age isn't the

i ssue. Only whether she wants to and whether you're
willing."

"Why not wait?" he said. "You re not the kind who
lets his gonads rule his life."

There was no denying that sex was part of it, but
only part, though |I suppose it added a | ot of the
urgency to it. And like |I said, |I felt protective of
her. But | also felt fond, and-1 just wanted to be
with her as her husband. | didn't really have the



| anguage to describe it.

It also occurred to me that now Piet's questions were
nore to nmake sure |'d thought it through nyself. That

probably meant he'd say yes. "Why not wait?" | said,
answering his question. "Because in two weeks there's
a good chance we'll all be dead. And we coul d have

had two weeks together by then."

Piet turned the door handle. "Ask her," he said. "I
hope she tells you yes. Five to one she does."

W shook hands on it and got out. Wen I'd closed the
door, we wal ked together through near night the
twenty yards to canp. | al nbst went over to her
hamrock right then to ask her, but | didn't, Hers was
bet ween Deneen's and Tarel's-they were only about six
or eight yards apart-and | wanted ny proposal to be
private.

Sonetime in the mddle of the night it rained again.
Not a downpour |ike we'd had that afternoon, but a
pretty good rain that chased us all out of our
hamocks and into the shelter. So of course we had to
bunk down on the bare ground-not the nost confortable
sl eeping, especially with Bubba snelling like a wet
canid. He read ny thought and chuckled, a sound so
human you'd have to hear it to believe it

In the norning we could cut vegetation and pile it in
the shelter for beds. The repellent fields would keep
it fromgetting full of insects and ot her arthropods.
But the hammocks, which were nmade of fine-nesh
netting, were cooler and generally nore confortable
than piles of weeds would be. So the best solution
seened to be to keep on sleeping in the hammocks and
only take shelter as needed-hopefully not often. |
couldn't see any practical way of slinging hammocks

i nside the shelter.

Maybe, | told nyself, we'd been too quick to | eave
our hamocks. We didn't wear nuch to sleep in anyway,
and as long as the rain wasn't too cold . . . And the



hammocks were made of "Skin-Soft" synthetic, so they
didn't soak up water.

VWhi ch brought to ny mind the matter of privacy if
Jenoor agreed to marry ne. We had a second repel |l ent
field, so we could have our hamobcks away fromthe
others, but they were too small and unstable for
doubl e occupancy. And as for separate shelter if
needed . . . This definitely seemed to be the rainy
season. The best possibility seened to be the
floater, if we noved it a little farther away. The
floater would get around the problem of hamock
stability, too. At the very beginning, Piet had said
no one would sleep in the floater because everyone
couldn't, not confortably, and he wasn't going to
gi ve anyone, including hinmself, special privileges.
Besi des, hammocks were cool er.

But Jenoor and | would be married. If she said yes.
And he'd treat that as a different situation, | was
sure.

I went back to sleep feeling pretty cheerful

consi deri ng our |ong-range prospects.

The next norning had a good feel to it. It even
snel | ed good-not dusty any |onger, but fresh-and
was gl ad the rainy season had arrived. W all had a
hand-foot workout and then Deneen and Tarel went
fishing. Piet sat on a |log stool-we'd sawed five

bl ocks froma log to use for seats-and began wor ki ng
on a new carving. He was the best of us all at
turning a piece of wood into sonething artistic. It
woul d have been ny day to keep the still supplied
with salt water, except that now we had rai nwater-al
of it we needed.

It was Jenoor's day to collect jonga fruits, beat
them t horoughly with a hamer, and put themto soak
to soften for tonorrow s breakfast. The way to pick
jonga fruits is to take a pole with a heavy survival
knife lashed to it and find sone you can reach from
the ground or from some branch you could clinb on
Then, with the pole and knife, you saw or hack at



their tough stens till they drop off. She had picked
up the pole and her old plaited packsack and was
| eaving camp when | fell in beside her

Bubba had fallen in on her other side. Not all right,
Bubba, | thought to him He knew what | had in nind
This isn't going to be easy for me. If you have to
eavesdrop, do it from sonewhere out of sight, okay?

He flashed ne a quick grin and veered off casually to
expl ore sone interesting snell. As if there was any
spot or critter on Lizard Island that he hadn't

exam ned a dozen tines already.

"Ckay if | walk along with you?" | asked Jenoor
She sm | ed sideways at ne. "Sure. dad to have you."

"I"ve got sonething in particular | want to talk to
you about . "

"Al'l right." She | ooked interested, and something
nmore. | really didn't know what to say next, or
rather, howto say it. WIIl you marry ne woul d nake
sense of course, but it seemed kind of abrupt and

i nel egant .

"What | want to say is-it's a question." | stepped in
front of her. "Jenoor, will you marry ne?"

So rmuch for el egance.

She | ooked at me seriously, not turning her eyes down

shyly or anything like that. "Of course | will, Larn
|'ve been hoping you'd ask one day. | can't imagine
marryi ng anyone el se; | haven't since the first week

Tarel and | cane to live with your fanmly."

"You nmean it!" | said. It seened a wonder. "You
really mean it!" | stepped back from her and | ooked
around for sonething to sit on; ny knees felt a
little weak. But there wasn't anythi ng handy.



"Who' Il marry us?" she asked.

"I asked Piet if he would, |ast night when he and
went to the floater. He's the one we | ook up to here-
sort of the nagistrate of Lizard Island. He
guestioned nme about it pretty closely, and then he
said he would, right here on the island, if you
agreed. He even said he hoped you'd say yes. And |'ve
al ready sol ved the problem of privacy."

It suddenly occurred to nme | was tal king too nuch,
too fast, and | stopped.

She answered slowy. "OF course. The extra repellent
field and the floater. Piet would |l et us use the
floater, under the circunstances."

| nodded.

"When woul d you like the weddi ng?" she asked.

"How about-this evening? Just before supper.™

She nodded thoughtfully. "That sounds good." Then she

| eaned the pole against a tree beside her. "Is there
" This time it was her turn to be a little
enbarrassed, "ls there sonething we should do now to

seal the agreenent?"

| stared. She was so darned pretty. | put out ny
hands. She took them and we stepped together and
ki ssed, long but gently. Then she stepped back

"I"'mgoing to like being married to you," she said.

"And | want it to last a very long tine. Until ... As
I ong as circunstances allow But now | want you to go
back to canp, and I'Il go cut sone jongas. It's best

if we don't spend all day together."

"Right," | said, and started back to canp. She'd
handl ed t he whol e scene as if she was twenty-five
years old, | told nmyself. 1I'd known she was mature

for her age, but she'd been incredible.



Suddenly | flipped out and did a run of three
handsprings right there in the forest.

Back at the shelter | told Piet what Jenoor's answer
had been. He accepted it matter-of-factly and didn't
even smile. To ny surprise, that bothered nme. It was
as if | wanted himto punp ny hand and congratul ate
me or sonething. Then it occurred to me that |I'd once
heard mom nenti on somet hing to dad about someone she
called "Grennith"-as if this Gaennith had been
married to Piet, or anyway been soneone special to
him And as if something had happened. But |'d never
heard anything nmore. In the rebel life he'd led, with
the political police always |ooking for him. . . She
m ght have been killed or inprisoned, or they m ght
have had to separate and never found one anot her
again. | was sure Piet would have been a heck of a
good husband. He had all the qualities.

The t hought bothered me for a while. Then, as if he'd
read ny nmind, Piet put down his whittling and,
smling, reached out a hand to ne. "Congratul ations,"
he said as we shook. "You've got excellent taste in
worren. And she's got excellent taste in nmen. | hope
you have lots of years together."

A woman. That's what she was, a sixteen-year-old
worman. And that 'lots of years" would begin today.
Tonight. If there was anything | wanted, it was to
make her happy. It would help that ny parents had
been the kind of role nodels they'd been

consi derate, sharing, affectionate, willing to talk
things out and to | et each other be thensel ves.

| felt confident, both for the Iong run and about
tonight. In lower middle school 1'd heard a coupl e of
guys describe their dads telling themthe facts of
life. It had ampbunted to a short biology |ecture. But
when dad had told ne the facts of life, he'd included
di scussion of rights, conparative enotions, courtesy
and consi deration, tenderness, and two-way

conmuni cation, so | couldn't imagine things working
out any other way than fine. Maybe-maybe Jenoor and



woul d even settle down on sone world and spend our
whol e lives there, maybe operating a training canmp in
hand-f oot art.

| spent the next hour buil ding daydreans on that
theme, until Deneen and Tarel got back with a string
of fish. The fork-tailed streakers had been feeding.
They were small, but about the tastiest species we
ever caught there. Even Bubba preferred them

Alittle later Jenoor came back too. She'd not only
cut jongas, she'd taken the time and trouble to pick
about three cups of tiny pink thrinmberries-the
closest thing to delicious that Lizard Island had to
of fer. Thrinberries were so snall and so sparse, and
t he bushes so prickly, that none of us had tried to
pi ck any quantity of thembefore. It hadn't seened
worth the trouble. Wen she arrived, we stood
together in front of the others and announced our
engagenent -t he shortest engagenent |1'd ever heard of.

It was Deneen who did the whooping-ol d cool - headed
Deneen, who'd al ways seenmed to take everything

cal Mmy. She whooped and squeal ed and j unped around
i ke an enthused ei ght-year-old, and kissed us both
whil e Tarel stood there watching w thout saying
anyt hi ng. Then she said she was going to bake the
fish they'd brought back-that we'd just have to put
up with heat damage to vitam ns and amino acids for
the sake of festivity. And anyway the thrinberries
woul d nmake up for the vitam n |oss.

It was Piet's and my turn to clean the fish, while
Jenoor and Tarel took clubs and started hanmmrering the
jongas on a flat place I'd cut once on a |arge |og.

Deneen went to the debris of dead branches and tw gs
where 1'd cut the three trees that first day, and
brought back pieces that were dry enough to burn.
Then she dug in her pack and took out her tinder box
and spark wheel. W'd only had fire once or twice
before on Lizard Island; fire nade snoke and |ight,
whi ch theoretically night be seen if anyone was



flying past. Besides which, until yesterday's rain,
the island had been dry and dangerously flammabl e.
But this day was special, and before | ong she'd built
a small fire, piled tall.

When Piet and | had the fish cleaned, he got up and
noved the floater off between the trees to a pl ace
some hundred and fifty feet from canp.

Finally the fish, wapped in |large wet |eaves, were
buri ed beneath coals. Then Piet |ooked at Jenoor and
nme. "Are you ready?" he asked.

| nodded, ny face sober, ny heart starting to thud.
heard Jenoor say "yes" in a small voice.

"All right," Piet said, and stood up. "W'll do this
wi t hout rehearsing. The two of you stand in front of
me."

Ve did.

"Tarel, you stand beside Larn. And Deneen besi de
Jenoor." He watched while we |ined up. Then he | ooked
us over and nodded.

"Good," he said. "Start of a wedding. Larn, Jenoor, a
marriage is a lifetime commtment-a conmtmnent to

| ove and help and care for each other. It is a
two-way arrangenent that beconmes unethical if it is
allowed to get lopsided-if it beconmes too rmuch take
on one side and too rmuch give on the other. Marriage
is also a coomitnent to trust, and to be worthy of
trust. Larn, you nust know what a narriage shoul d be;
you' ve seen how your parents treat each other

Jenoor, | don't know your parents, but |I've seen the
ki nd of people you and your brother are. I'm
confident that you too know what a marriage shoul d
be. A marriage resenbl es any close friendship, but in
addition it has special responsibilities, and it
shoul d have special love. Now. Larn, bearing all this
in mnd, do you pronise to be a good husband to
Jenoor forever?"



My throat felt as if a whole jonga was stuck in it. |
could hardly believe how normally the words came out
when | said, "Yes, | do."

"And Jenoor, bearing all this in mnd, do you pronise
to be a good wife to Larn forever?"
My eyes noved to her as she answered. "Yes, | do."

Piet nodded as if in approval. "Then | pronounce you
man and wife." Hi s serious expression changed; he
grinned. "You may kiss each other."

W did. Softly and not too | ong. Wien we stepped
apart, | looked at Tarel. He | ooked nore serious than
ever. And Deneen? She was grinning a foot w de, even
t hough her eyes were watery.

Then Piet reached into his pocket and handed us what
he'd spent nmuch of the day naking: Two pairs of
hearts, perfectly carved, the hearts in each pair
joined at the edge. And on them engraved with a
strai ghtened, filed-down fishhook point, were our
nanes. He was still grinning at us as we nade
sincerely appreciative noi ses.

W wrapped our gifts together in an old undershirt,
and whil e Jenoor stashed themin a corner of the
shelter, | turned to Tarel again. | couldn't tel
what he was thi nki ng.

"Tarel," | said, holding out ny hand, "I want you to
know I'Il be the best husband to Jenoor that | know
how to be, and that I'mglad to have you as ny

brot her-in-law "

He nodded without smiling. "I know you will. And I'm
glad to have you as ny brother-in-law. You're the
best brother-in-law | can imagine."

I think I nmust have blushed; no one nentioned it, but
that's howit felt. He'd surprised me, and | felt

i ke he nust have gotten nme m xed up with soneone
else, | mean, | generally think I'"mpretty good, but
t he best brother-in-law he could inagine? That was



nore than | was ready for. | didn't know what to say
back, so | gave his hand a couple of extra shakes and
hoped soneone woul d say sonething to get ne off the
hook.

It was Bubba who did. Tail waving slowy, he'd been
standi ng behind Piet watching, as if naking sure

everyt hing was done right. "I think you guys nake
good famly," he said to me now. "When Lady and pups
find us, I tell pups one of them should adopt you."

Deneen appl auded that, and Piet and Tarel joined her
Then, with a stick, Deneen dug the fish out of the
coals and we ate. It had started to get dark when we
finished, so | went and hung Jenoor's and ny hanmmocks
on the other side of the floater, then set up the
second repellent field. Afterward the five of us kept
the fire going for a while and sat around it, talking
wi t hout saying much. | was feeling a little nervous;
not hi ng seri ous.

Finally Deneen stood up and stretched. "I don't know
about anyone else," she said, "but |1'mgoing to bed."

"Sounds like a good idea," said Piet. He too got up
and with him Tarel.

"Yeah," | said, and standing, turned to Jenoor. "Tine
to go, while it's still light enough to find our way."

| hel ped her up, her hand small but strong in nine
Actually, it wasn't going to be a really dark night.
Doni a, the major noon, was close to full, and the
forest roof was |ess than solid. Hand in hand we

wal ked toward the floater. The lunp did not return to
my throat. This evening the world felt right to ne,
even in a sector ruled by the Enmpire.

FI VE
It wasn't one of Evdash's traditional ten-day

new yweds' trips to Paradise Valley and Sky Falls, or
Lake Indigo, Coud Island, and Ccean Cty-anything



like that. We had four days on Lizard Island, with
duties as usual, such as they were. But they were the
happi est four days of a life that had al ready been
happi er than nost. | couldn't believe how |l ucky | was.

Lucky in spite of daily rainstornms, one of them as
violent as the one that alnost killed Jenoor and ne.
Whoever was fishing kept part of their attention on

t he weat her. And where before everything had been
really dry, now everything was dank. The fresh snell
of the first days with rain changed to nold. Even our
cl othes began to snell of mldew

No one was really surprised that our parents hadn't
shown. A cutter flying in the atnmosphere woul d be
detected in mnutes, naybe seconds, and one in
Evdashi an space probably al nmost as quickly. So if
they tried moving around in the cutter, the odds were
they'd be picked up or blown up in a hurry.

To casual eyeball observation, they m ght go
unnoticed for a while in heavy traffic, especially if
there was a nmixture of cargo carriers and public
transport-units rmuch bigger than personal and

fam ly-size floaters. But the police would notice
fast. Even floater traffic had to be way down; the
radi o tal ked about tough travel restrictions and a
limted curfew And judging fromthe newscasts and
the general d ondis way of doing things, they

woul dn't be rel axed soon.

Piet talked with us about the prospects of getting
our hands on a cutter. The resistance novenent in the
ol d Federation had | ong predicted a @ ondis takeover
of the colonies, of which Evdash was one of the nost
prosperous. O course, Evdash had had its own branch
of the Party-a very minor party here then-and the
resistance had infiltrated both the Party and the
Evdashian military, just to keep track of what was
goi ng on.

Pi et had actually been a regional chairman of the
G ondis Party on Evdash! Until he'd made a slip that



was sure to get himuncovered before long. So he'd
arranged an "accident," and di sappear ed.

Sone of that was new to us, especially the part about
Piet. The point was that he had resistance contacts,
or he had had, in the Party, the Evdashian mlitary,
and the public at large. But he didn't know who was
still alive and in place, or whether any of them was
in a position to help.

On the fifth night after the wedding, we all got up
at first dawnlight. After a breakfast of jongas and
raw fish, we | oaded everything we wanted to take with
us into the floater. There wasn't very much. By the
time we lifted through the forest roof, the sun sat
red and swollen on the watery horizon. The treetops
were spotted with flowers nowwhite, pink, yellow,

vi ol et -brought out by the rains. Piet stopped for a
m nute while we took in the view. Then he punched in
a navi gation sequence that would take us to a point
near Delta City, a seaport. There he'd slip us into
the general traffic corridors. If nothing went wong,
we'd head up the Jarf Valley fromthere, for Jarfoss,
the town where Evdash's nmain naval station was

| ocated. He hoped to contact friends there, and get
enough information to plan with.

"Who knows," he said. "Maybe we'll even get a line on
Klentis and Aven there." | didn't allow nmy hopes to
build, but it did make me feel a little better.

It seened to me, when | let nyself |ook at the
situation, that we had al nost no prospects of getting
a space cutter. But then, our chances had | ooked even
bl eaker when Deneen and | had been on Fanglith. Now
we had two and a hal f years' additional experience.
The Fanglith experience was worth about ten years al
by itself, not in data so nmuch as in getting grooved
in on operating in dangerous situations w thout nuch
i nformation. Doing the right thing-or a right
thing-at the right time; or at |east not doing

somet hing fatally wong.



To cut down the risk of detection, Piet ran just
above the water the whole 423 miles to the coast.
There he joined the sparse early norning
traffic-nostly cargo carriers but with a m xture of
public transports and private vehicles. W were a
pretty scruffy bunch. Piet and | had beards,

somet hing rare on Evdash, and Tarel's was starting to
show too. The only cl othes we had, dirty and

m | dewed, hadn't been properly washed since we'd put
them on nore than fourteen weeks earlier. To prepare
ourselves for civilization, we'd used the hairbrushes
Deneen and Jenoor had carried when we'd | eft honeg,

but that was it.

There weren't as many police floaters in traffic as
I'd expected to see though, and none paid any
attention to us.

Finally, near the naval station, Piet turned into an
approach pattern to an outlying officers' housing
area, set in a matrix of dark forest and |ight green
meadows, of recreation grounds and parking lots and
shopping centers, of streets lined with houses whose
roofs were red and green and cobalt, of enerald yards
wi th pal e bl ue sw mm ng pool s.

It was very nice. | wondered what |nperial troops

t hought of it-troops fromthe paved and crowded

hi gh-ri se popul ati on centers of the central worlds.
Presumably the people stationed here were stil
Evdashi ans.

Piet had said the top command positions, with their
personal staifs, would be filled by Inperials now,
and there'd probably be a garrison of Inperial
Marines here for intimdation purposes. But the
principal forces, such as they were, would be

Evdashi an-t he same peopl e as before, acting under new
conmands and policies. There'd have been sone
changes, of course. O ficers thought of as especially
har d- nosed Evdashi an patriots woul d have been shot or
i mprisoned as examples. Their replacenments woul d be
peopl e who seenmed willing to carry out Inperial



intentions. And a few woul d be eager to prove how

| oyal they were to the Empire

O course, sone of them people who seened to just be
trying to adjust and get al ong-would actually be
resi stance people, or potential resistance people.
And so woul d some of the apparent turncoats who were
singing the Inmperial song and giving the Inperial
salute. That's where our hopes |ay.

Qur first contact was going to be critical. We had to
find a friendly who could help us clean up and get
civilized | ooki ng, because the way we | ooked now, we
were ripe for stopping and questioning. If we were
stopped, we'd say we were just getting back froma

hi ki ng vacation, but that would hardly be convincing.
We had no useful identification, and at | east
fourteen weeks' wild growmth of hair to explain.

The streets here were grass, neatly trimmed. Piet
dropped down | ow over one of them then skinmred al ong
as if he knew exactly where he was going. After a few
hundred feet he turned snoothly, pulled into an
attached garage as if he parked there every day, and
put us down on the concrete, |eaving the
floater-field generator on. | didn't know whet her
he'd picked this place just because the garage door
was open, or whether he knew the people who |ived

her e.

"Larn," he said, "take the controls. If anything
happens to ne, you're in command."

"Right," | said.

He got out and | noved into the pilot's seat. Looking
i ke somet hi ng washed up on the beach, he wal ked
casually to the connecting door, but before he could
knock, it opened. Behind it was a wonman in a sunmer
house suit, with a blast pistol in her hands.

For just a noment she stared at Piet, then w thout
saying a word, lowered the gun. He thunbed toward us.
She shook her head and murnured sonmething too quietly
for us to hear, then reached to one side and the



garage door closed behind us. If anything went w ong
now, we couldn't make a qui ck getaway, but that
didn't seemto bother Piet. She di sappeared, closing
t he door behind her, and Piet stepped back over to
the floater.

"She has company,"” he said softly.

"What's she going to do?" | asked.
"Knowi ng Dansee, she'll think of sonething."

The situation felt about as unconfortable as it could
get. Know ng al nost nothing about what was happeni ng
inside, | hadn't the foggi est idea what to do, so
just sat there while Piet stood next to the floater
door. From beside nme, | could feel Jenoor's hand on
my forearm resting lightly, not gripping. Looking
behind me | saw Tarel, his hands fisted. Beside him
Deneen wat ched intently the door the woman had cl osed
behi nd her. Bubba probably knew what was goi ng on

but whi spering wasn't one of his abilities.

Not hi ng happened for the slowest several mnutes on
record. Then we heard voi ces outside the garage door-
worren tal king and laughing. It sounded as if they'd
just come out of the house. One of them seened to
stay in place while two others becanme nore distant.
Then the tal king stopped, and we heard a house door
close. A mnute |ater the woman appeared in the door
again, grinning this tine and without her blaster

"CGet in here," she said, not trying to be quiet now,
and held the door for us. Piet went first, the rest
of us trooping after. As we passed, she |ooked us
over, then closed the door behind us. She cane across
as a nice-looking m ddl e-aged | ady who still did
somet hing or other athletic. She herded us down a
hall and into a kitchen, where we stopped. "Piet,"

she said, "I'd hug you if you looked a little nore
sanitary." She indicated the living roomw th a head
motion. "lI'mreasonably sure ny visitors didn't

suspect anything. They were sitting with their backs



to the window, I was the only one who saw you fl oat
in "

"What did you tell then?"

She chuckl ed. "That Jom had told me not to | eave the
garage door open again. Wich was true, as far as it
went . "

"How did you explain the blaster?"

"They never sawit. It's nmy kitchen gun. Who are your
young friends? O can't you tell nme?"

He hesitated a second. "Wy not? Dansee Jonber, this
is M. and Ms. Larn kel Deroop-Larn and Jenoor
These are Deneen kel Deroop, and Tarel Sentner. And
Bubba. Bubba's a kel Deroop too. Those are their real
nanmes incidentally."

She was studyi ng Bubba. "lIs Bubba an espwol f ?"
"Ri ght."

"Well, that's got to be a big plus-point." She sized
us all up. "I can see what you need first, unless
you' re fam shed. There's a shower in the basement and
a conplete cleaning facility upstairs. Just choose up
who uses what. Wen you're done |I'll have sonething
edible for you and start cutting hair.

"Best you hustle now. |'m not expecting anyone el se
till Jom comes hone about hal f past fifteen, but
then, | wasn't expecting any earlier guests either

Where are your other clothes?"

"Mdam" said Piet, "there are no other clothes.
These are it."

"Mrh! Al right, get at it. Throw what you' ve got on
into the hall 1'll dig up something tenporary and put
your old things in the cleaning drum as soon as



have a chance."

Piet and Tarel went into the main-floor bath, while
Deneen went with Jenoor and | into the basenment guest
apartment. | offered Deneen first chance at the

bat hroom there, and minutes | ater Dansee Jonber cane
down wi th cl ot hi ng.

"These'll do for now, " she said, putting themon the
couch. "We'll worry about fit later." Then she turned
and went back upstairs. Deneen didn't take nore than
six or eight mnutes in the shower, and when she was
done she left, while Jenoor and I got ready and
showered. We scrubbed each ot her pink and then

wi shing we had nore tine, put on the clean clothes
and foll owed the others upstairs.

By that tinme Deneen was giving Bubba a cl eaning.

An hour |ater we'd been fed and herded back to the
basenment-a safety measure in case any unexpected
visitors cane by. We took all our canping stuff with
us fromthe floater. In the basenent we got barbered,
and by that time our own clothes were clean and we
put them back on. They | ooked surprisingly
presentabl e now for field cl othes. Dansee had used
clippers on Piet's and ny faces when she'd cut our

hair, and Piet and |, and Tarel too, debearded with
Jom Jonber's facial kit. After that we killed tine
readi ng and napping until, late that afternoon, we

heard a pair of heavy male feet start down the stairs.

Piet and Jom Jonber didn't discuss very much in front
of us. Instead, after a few mnutes they left in the
Jombers' floater, saying they weren't sure when
they'd be back. | got the idea that they didn't want
us to know anything we didn't need to-the old
"need-to-know principle"-in case we got arrested.
What you don't know, no one can get out of you

After they'd left, Dansee Jonber baked sweetcrisps
and made hot nel oren, and asked us about our weeks on
t he i sl and.



W were so used to sleeping half the clock around
that we went to bed well before m dnight. Jenoor and
| were put in the Jonbers' spare bedroom while Tare
and Deneen slept in the basenment on a bed and a
couch. Bubba was happy with a pallet on the floor

It was sheer luxury to be clean and confortabl e and
al one together. I'mglad | didn't know what woul d
happen before dayli ght.

According to the dresser clock, we'd slept about

t hree hours when Piet woke us. He tossed two
Evdashi an Marine unifornms on the foot of the bed and
told us to get dressed fast. Now was our chance, he
said, and if we missed it, we mght not get another

If they'd been Inperial Mrine uniformnms, what
happened probably woul dn't have. But those weren't
avail abl e-at | east not on short notice.

M ne had a bol stered bl ast pistol and stunner on the
belt. So did Piet's and Tarel's. Piet also carried a
blast rifle and wore a senior sergeant's insignia.
Jenoor and Deneen, besides belt weapons, carried
attache cases attached to chains around their necks.
It was as if we were their escorts.

There was even a guard canid control collar and | eash
for Bubba, barely big enough to fit around his wolfy
neck.

In ten mnutes we were ready. No one told us
anyt hi ng-no one even tal ked except for a few brief,

| ow exchanges between Piet and Jomtill we left in
Piet's floater. As Piet piloted, he briefed us, and
brief was the word. We'd be neeting a guy, an
Evdashi an mari ne noncom who'd be driving a marine
floater. He was a courier with a pass authorizing him
to enter the scout park-the small landing field where
naval scouts were parked when not on station. This
guy knew which craft were ready to fly.



What he would try to do was drive into the scout

pool, sonething his pass didn't authorize. He'd claim
to have high-security packages to put aboard one of
the scouts.

Qur man was waiting for us in the enpl oyee parking
lot at the local utilities central, a civilian
agency. Piet's floater didn't enmit the proper
identification signal and woul d have been shot out of
the air if we'd tried to fly it into the air space of
amlitary installation. Piet parked a hundred feet
fromthe nmarine vehicle, got out, then stood
pretending to talk to us through the rear w ndow.
That was the signal. A few seconds later the marine
floater drifted over, stopped, and we got in.

In the back of the marine floater was a box with a
handl e at each corner. The marine told Tarel and ne
to take out our blast pistols and hold them

conspi cuously in our |aps; that was how courier
escorts would carry them Gate guards woul d check us,
and we were to nake and keep eye contact with them
whil e they | ooked us over; it would be expected of us.

At the field we were stopped at two security gates.
At each, a marine guard came over to the floater
while two others stood nearby with blast rifles
ready, pointed in our direction, guard canids at
heel . After questioning our driver briefly and
exam ning his pass, the guard | ooked into the
floater, taking in our unifornms and weapons. At each
gate the guard's hand | anp paused on Jenoor and
Deneen. In the Evdashi an Marines, wonen were al nost
solely clerical personnel. And besides, both Deneen
and Jenoor | ooked awfully young.

Their attache cases may have hel ped, but | believe it
was Bubba who cleared us. At each gate, after the
guard's | anp beam di pped to exam ne him the guy
waved us through. Qur having an apparent guard canid
made us real to them

Finally we were in the scout pool, noving down a



broad service |l ane a foot or so above the pavenent.
Qur driver stopped about twenty-five yards fromthe
nearest scout, a forty-five-foot patrol scout. The
area was lit nore than | liked, by lights on tal
pol es around the perimeter of the field.

"That's it," the sergeant said, jerking a thumb in
the direction of the scout. "Piet, get out with the
canid and stand about ten yards in the other
direction. Keep |ooking around, but act bored. And
light up a weed; it'll make things | ook rel axed."

"l don't snpoke."

"Have one of nmine. Here's ny lighter.” He turned to
Jenoor and Deneen. "You two walk with me. And you
two," he added to Tarel and ne, "follow us with your
sidearns in your hands, |ooking as if you're guarding
us. But not as if you're worried. Could be no one's
actual ly watching us, but we need to | ook as if what
we're doing is entirely according to regul ations.
Not hi ng sneaky i s going on, and nothing tense-nothing
worth paying attention to. CGot it?"

Tarel and | answered yes in unison, and we started
out. At the scout, our marine put an ID plate in the
sl ot and the door opened. W got aboard. The narine
took a hand lanmp off his belt and, without turning it
on, put it on the deck

"Don't turn on any ship's lights, not even inside,"
he said. "That would draw attention.” He | ooked at
Tarel and me. "And | don't want any needl ess activity
out here either, for the sane reason, so you two stay
aboard." He turned to Jenoor and Deneen. "Cone on."

Wth no nore than that, he stepped down the ramp onto
t he pavenent again, the girls close behind. My guts
ti ght ened; something about this didn't feel right. |
told nyself it was being separated from Jenoor and
Deneen in a situation like this, and | watched them
cross the pavenent to the floater. There the sergeant
apparently said sonething to Piet, because Piet, with



Bubba beside him wal ked over to themw th his
bl aster still at the ready.

The marine got into the floater, then backed out,
pulling the box I'd noticed. Again |I could hear his
voi ce, quiet but fast. He took the handles at one end
and the girls took the handles at the other, and they
started toward the scout.

Besi de nme, Bubba growl ed. Then a floodlight beam
speared through the night to bathe themin

bri ghtness. From across the field a | oud-hailer
called for themto stop. They did, for just a nonent,
then started for the scout, still carrying the box.

The guard tower didn't use its blasters. Maybe they

t hought the package was contraband and didn't want to
destroy it. Instead, projectile weapons ruptured the
silent night with bitter racket. Bullets struck the
side of the scout, and both Tarel and | ducked back
out of the open door. Scant seconds |ater, Deneen and
Bubba came draggi ng the box.

"Cl ose the door!" she yelled as they canme through it.
"Close it now"

"No!" | cried. "The others!"”

She screanmed in ny face. "The others are shot! C ose
t he door!"

Instead | dove for it, blast pistol in hand, and
started down the ranp. Then strong hands grabbed the
back of ny junpsuit. | twisted. It was Tarel holding
me, and | yelled at him The heel of his hand sl anmed
me in the forehead. Lights flashed in the space
behi nd ny eyes, and for a noment there was only

bl ackness. | was vaguely aware that soneone, Tarel
was draggi ng me back into the scout, and that the
projectile weapons were firing again. Inside, Deneen
was sobbing and cursing-1'd never heard her do either
bef ore-and | opened nmy eyes. She had the hand | anp,
and seened to be hunting for the door controls. | got



back up and lunged clunsily for the door, but Tare
slugged nme again, on the back of the neck this tine.

When ny eyes opened, the door had been cl osed and the
power unit activated. A cabin |ight was on, Deneen
was at the controls and Tarel was standing over mne. |
just stared. She must have found the force shield
controls, sonething our famly cutter hadn't had,
because t hrough the wi ndows | could see flashes as

bl aster bolts dissipated their energies in flickering
sheets around us.

The basic controls operated |like those on our fanily
cutter. Abruptly we rose, clinbing in mass-proximty
node, wrapped by the drive field in a mni-space of

our own that divorced us fromany inertia relative to
real space. In seconds, we were beyond bl aster range.

Tarel |ooked at me with the strangest expression |I'd
ever seen on a person. "They're dead, Larn," he said.
"They're dead. There was nothing you could do for
them They're all dead."

Then his face crunpled like plastic nmelting in a
fire, and silently he started to cry. All | could do
was stare, while ny guts wi thered inside ne.

SI X
Jenoon:

When t he shooti ng began, the sergeant went down at
once. | turned and saw Piet stunble to his knees, so
| dropped ny corner of the box to try to help him |
didn't take nore than a step, though, when | felt a
bull et smash into nmy foot, and | fell forward onto

the pavenent. | scranbled the last eight or ten feet
to himon nmy hands and knees, |'m not sure why. Maybe
I thought | still could help himsonmehow, maybe drag

himto the scout.

But by the time | reached him he was lying on his
back. I'"'mpretty sure that he'd been hit some nore;



he'd been shot alnost in tw at the waist. Al
could do was lie there, half on top of him | think I
was crying then. The automatic projectile weapons

were still naking a terrible racket across the field,
their bullets smacking and whining all around. It
seened inpossible that | was still alive, and

expected to be killed any norment. That went on for a
long time-maybe as long as a mnute. The bullets only
st opped when the blaster bolts started sizzling.

Scared as | was, somehow | raised ny head enough to
| ook toward the scout. The ranmp was in, the door was
closed, and | could see that the cabin was lit.
Soneone had activated the force shield, because the
energy of the blaster bolts was flickering around it
like some weird aurora. It seened to nme that they

m ght actually get away-whoever had nade it to the
scout- and | felt jubilant. As | watched, it lifted,
t hen al nost | eaped upward, the blaster fire foll ow ng
it, still sheathing it in flickering light until it
passed out of sight half a mnute later, too high to
see anynore.

Then | was filled by a sense of abandonment nore
terrible than anything I'd ever imagi ned.

But that lasted only seconds, replaced by a sense
of -1 guess resignation is the best word for it, |
closed ny eyes and laid ny head down on Piet's
shoulder. | realized that ny hands were in a pool of
what had to be his blood, and also that my foot
didn't hurt. There was a feeling there, but it wasn't
what you'd call pain yet. | knew there'd be enough of
t hat when the shock wore off. | also knew that
someone woul d come out pretty soon and |'d be
arrested. And executed sooner or |ater

After another mnute | saw a small utility floater

comng out low, and | laid nmy head down again and
closed ny eyes. | heard it settle right beside ne,
and a man spoke in Evdashian. "I saw her move," he

said. "Well put her in on bottomand the other two on
top of her."



Then | felt two men grab ne by the knees arid under
the arns and | oad nme into the open back of the
floater.

"I'f we're caught . . ."I heard the second one say.

"W won't be. Fromthere they don't even know how
many are down out here. She was lying on top of the

big guy."

Then | heard them grunt, and a nonment |ater a heavy
dead wei ght was put down on top of ne. "Sorry," the
first voice said. After another noment there was a
third body. Next | heard a light thunp, and opened ny
eyes enough to see Piet's rifle lying on the deck

The two marines got in the front and drove off,
seeming to keep within a few feet of the pavenent.

"Suppose someone comes out and | ooks?" the second
voi ce asked.

"Then we unload the girl with the other two, like it
was what we had in mnd all along. But they won't.
W'l unload the two dead ones and I'Il get back in
as if that's all, and take her away. You stay there."

The floater slowed and | owered to the pavenent, and
the two nmen canme quickly around and renoved first one
body, then the other. | could hear another voice

com ng toward the vehicle.

"Are they dead?"

"They seemto be, sir. I'Il take the truck over and
cl ean out the back before the blood dries.”

"Al'l right," the new voice said, "do it. But don't
take all night." It sounded as if it was right by the
tailgate. He al nbst had to have seen ne and pretended
not to.

A moment later the floater lifted and noved away. |
opened ny eyes again; the blast rifle was gone, A
mnute later the truck set down. | opened ny eyes and



saw that we were beside a large shed. | heard the
mari ne move away. |n another mnute he was back and

| owered the tailgate. Under one armhe carried a dark
bundl e-a small plastic tarp; in the other hand was a
broom He saw that ny eyes were open

"I"'mgoing to hide you," he told me. "In a waste bin.
You'll have to tough it out the best you can unti
somebody comes to get you. It'lIl be a few hours.”

He fl opped the half-unfolded tarp next to me on the
truck bed, then rolled ne onto it with an apol ogy,
wrapped ne in it, and with a grunt got ne over his
shoul der. He wasn't big, but he was pretty strong.
Inside the tarp | couldn't see a thing. He carried ne
a dozen steps, then | heard a lid rai se on squeaky
hinges. | felt nyself roll off his shoul der, and

| anded on a junbl e of what had to be |ignoplastic
cont ai ners-boxes and bottles. The lid | owered again,
and | wondered if I'd get enough air in there.
decided | probably would; it wouldn't be airtight. If
it seemed like | was going to suffocate, I'd wggle

| oose and prop the lid up alittle with something.
Meanwhile |1'd stay the way | was.

The marine had risked his life to save nme; both of

t hem had. And maybe their officer too. And 1'd

t hought the Evdashi ans were docil e because they'd
given up their world without fighting! | imagined an
enpire sprinkled with people |ike them | earning
better and better how to undercut their masters.

Then | i magi ned hi mhosing the truck bed and
scrubbing it with the broom the blood of Piet and
the mari ne sergeant-and maybe some of mi ne-m xi ng
with the water to flow into a sunp or sonething. Then
he'd drive back as if everything was nornmal.

My foot was beginning to hurt. The shock was starting
to wear off.

| dozed anyway, drifting in and out of sleep w thout
knowi ng for how |l ong, a sleep m xed with pain and



feverish dreanms. But through it all | kept thinking:
I must not groan. | nust not groan. Sonmeone m ght
hear. And that if | was discovered, the two marines
who' d saved ne woul d be execut ed

| didn't cone wi de awake until | felt the bin being
lifted. A mechanism screeched, jerked, and | felt
nysel f being tilted, Then | was sliding, and fel
into what had to be trash. Pain stabbed ny foot |ike
a knife, and | tasted blood where | bit ny lip to
keep from scream ng. Mst of the contents of the
waste bin seemed to land on top of nme, and | passed
out .

The next thing I knew the trash was shifting again.
Not very much; it was as if the trash truck had
tilted, its load sliding. Then the novenent stopped,
and faintly, through the tarp and trash, | could hear
a man tal ki ng.

"Mt or pool trash, eh? You better not have anyt hi ng
in there that'll danage the chopper again."

"Take it easy, Frelky," another voice said. "W just
haul it, we don't pick through it. If someone dunps
an old electric motor in a bin and it busts up your
chopper, that's no fault of ours.”

Next | heard the truck's beeper as it rose and swung
away. A mnute later | felt someone digging the trash
out around nme. Two arns wrapped around nme as if |
were a bundle and pulled ne free, then dragged ne a
little way, which hurt nmy foot. | felt nmy feet drag

over what seened to be a door sill, then | was laid
out on a flat surface and rolled over twice. | could
see.

I was on the floor of a small, unlit office shack. A

heavy, older nmarine corporal in fatigues knelt beside
me. On the other side a voice spoke, and dinmy

could see a sergeant standing there in what seenmed to
be early dawn.

"Check her pulse," he said "See if she's stil

alive."



"She's alive. She's looking at nme right now. "
"Where are you hit?"

| realized he was speaking to me. "In the right
foot," | said. My voice was so weak, | was surprised
he coul d understand ne.

"You' ve got blood all over the front of you."
"lt's Uncle Piet's,"” | told him

He didn't say anything for a few seconds, then: "Wap
her up again."

Whil e the corporal in charge of the trash processor
began to roll nme up in the tarp, the sergeant added,
"I"'mtaking you to a safe house. There'll be somebody
there who'll take care of you."

| felt thempick ne up together and carry ne. They
put me in what seened to be the |uggage space of a
smal |l floater-a staff car or sonething. A minute
later | felt it take off, and | passed out again.

SEVEN
Larn:

Whil e Tarel stood weepi ng above me, ny mnd cl eared.
Four of us were still alive; | include Bubba in ny
count of people. If we could just stay that way,
someday | could find out who did the shooting back

t here.

Tarel turned and stunbled toward the washroom and
got up. 1'd have liked to help himhis hard hands had
saved ne fromnyself twice in maybe a mnute- but
what he needed was a little time al one.

Just aft of the exit door was the gunnery contro
station; | recognized it fromhol odramas |'d seen



But by the time | could hope to figure it out and
learn to use it, we'd be dead or possibly "safe" in
FTL mode. Once in FTL I'd have plenty of time to work
with it. So | wal ked over to Deneen and sat down in
the copilot's seat.

Fromthe side, her jaw | ooked set and her eyes
intent. There was no sign that she knew |'d cone
over, though I'msure she did. | |ooked the

i nstrument panel over; nost of it, though not all
was familiar fromthe cutters dad had owned. Neither
Deneen nor | should have any trouble flying it, and
she was doing fine.

She'd have to take us out the better part of a
mllion niles before shifting to FTL node; ot herwi se,
the stresses would tear the ship apart.

In spite of everything, dying wasn't sonething
wanted to do for a while, and neither did Deneen, |
was sure.

Nei t her had Piet a few m nutes ago, nor Jenoor. Nor
the marine sergeant who'd laid his life on the line
to help us get away, and lost it.

| told nyself |I wouldn't waste the chance they'd
gi ven us.

The array of stars | could see through the w aparound
for'rd wi ndow didn't nmean nuch to ne, so | turned ny
eyes to the instrunent display. W were already 63
mles out; the right-hand digits were a blur, and
even the tens were changing too fast to read. At the
hundreds position, a 4 replaced the 3 al nost at once,
followed quickly by a 5, then a 6. Pretty soon, |
told nysel f, the hundreds woul d be changing too fast
to read, too. Short seconds |ater we turned over

8, 000.

I wondered if it was possible we m ght get away
unattacked. There had to be patrol craft on picket
around Evdash, between the hard radi ation belts,
probably piloted by sone of the nore reliable people



the Inperials could identify, or maybe by Inperials

t hensel ves. They were sure to have been warned by now
that we were outbound fugitives. There were nonitor
screens above the w ndow that ought to show any
approaching hostiles, if | could figure out howto
turn themon. Wthout them we couldn't take evasive
action.

Not that Deneen or | was anythi ng approaching a
fighter pilot, but we ought to be able to do

somet hing. It mght nmake the difference between
getting away and getting bl own out of the sky.
Wthout the nonitor screens on, all she could do was
keep accel erating at maxi mum for mass-proximty node,
t he conputer holding us on the curving course that
gave us the greatest nonentary distance from Evdash

Above the nore familiar console section was a sort of
shel f with key rows that probably controlled things
such as the nonitor screen, but they were narked only
by initials or symbols. Let's see, | thought, if I
can call up a keyboard di agram on the conputer

But first | reached for sonmething | did recognize-
the radio switch-and turned it on. Through the weird
distortion effect of an accelerating mass-proximty
drive, a demandi ng voice spoke fromit, ordering: "

at once, we will destroy you! Fugitive scout! If
you do not "

Deneen's hand reached up and cuffed the switch on her
side, overriding mne and turning it off. She didn't

even glance over at me. "I'mflying this," she said
tightly.
"Right." | could see her point: she didn't need the

di straction. We both knew what our situation was, and
all we could do was try to run through it. Letting
threats pour into our ears wouldn't help, and she
could do anything at the control console that she

t hought needed done.

The accent had been Evdashi an, though. That had been



apparent, even through the distortion And despite the
threatening words, that was at least a little bit
encour agi ng. The pilot mght not be as zealous to
kill or capture us.

| | ooked around for Bubba and didn't see him Had he
run back outside for sonme strange reason before
Deneen got the door closed? It didn't seem possi bl e;
he was one of the nost rational people ever born. But
it was out of character for himto go hide somewhere.
Then | realized-he was with Tarel; he had to be.

Meanwhi l e, if somehow we nanaged to get far enough to
junp to FTL node, the scout would have to be our hone
for as long as it took us to get somewhere. | got up
and started to explore it.

She was a lot larger than our famly cutter. Built
for a patrol crew of six, she actually had two little
restrooms; six tiny cabins, each just big enough to
get in and out of the narrow bunk, a shower; and a
snug little galley. The food storage conpartnment was
alittle worrisome, though. It had been stocked for
maybe a ten- or twelve-day patrol, and anywhere we
decided to go woul d probably be farther than that.
There was an energency store of dried foods, but I
didn't have a good feel for how long stuff Iike that
woul d | ast wus.

VWhile | was snooping through the galley, | felt a
swerve: Deneen had nmade an evasive nove. | junped up
and went back out to the controls area. Tarel cane
out, too. The nonitor screens were on now, and

could see why she was taking evasive maneuvers. The
m d-1ine starboard screen showed a blip that was
trying to center on it-Sock Onto us-and we were
sliding to port to keep it off center. There was al so
a blip on the mdline port screen, but it |ooked a
ot smaller, which should mean a I ot farther away. On
the instrument screen, the hundreds digits were
blurred now, and the thousands digits said

ni nety-seven. Ninety-eight.

For just an instant the nearer blip slid into the



central ring, but apparently it could only lock on us
when it was perfectly centered. At that instant
Deneen swerved us sharply to starboard, and the bogey
slid out. At the speed we were noving, a swerve |ike
that took us miles off line in a second. If the scout
hadn't been encased in its own little quasi-space at
the tine, we'd have been sneared all over the

bul kheads. O actually, we would have been | ong
before, sinmply from accel eration

Tarel and | just stood there, watching. The bogey
woul d get close to the ring, sonetimes actually
getting into it, while Deneen did her best to keep
himfromcentering. It seemed as if a lot of time was
passing, but it wasn't, really. The nil eage on the

i nstrument screen passed 300, 000-di stance from

pl anetary mass, actually. W had a |long way to go yet
before we dared shift into FTL node. Twi ce again the
bogey al nbst centered- once it seemed it nust
have-and we slipped away. | couldn't help but think
that its pilot wasn't trying as hard as he coul d.
He'd hardly dare do any nore than be just slightly

sl ow of reflexes though, a tiny bit short on

coordi nati on. The whol e chase woul d be recorded on
his computer, and if we got away, there'd al npst
surely be a board of review | could imagine the
Imperial Mlitary Administration on Evdash maki ng an
exanpl e of her commander and pil ot-nmaybe her whol e
crew.

That's when | really realized how nuch others were
risking for us. | told nyself silently that if we got
away, we woul dn't disappoint them

By 430,000 mles, |I'd begun to feel al nost

optimstic. That's when | noticed that the second
blip was getting closer. | didn't know how close it
needed to be to have us in range, but it had gotten
cl ose enough to identify as a light cruiser, which
probably nmeant it was Inperial. A light cruiser could
| aunch tw n-seat chasers when he was near enough, and
we couldn't hope to evade themall.



"Any tine you want nme to take over-" | told her

She shook her head without speaking, her hands

sem -rel axed on the control arm |'d expected that,
and she could pilot as well as | could. So | just
stood by, not distracting her anynore. | was ready if

needed, or as ready as | could be, and she knew it.
She kept evadi ng our nearest pursuer, and we kept
getting farther and farther from Evdash, but the
crui ser kept getting nearer

Then the cruiser |aunched three tiny blips-chasers-
and | discovered what it |looked like to be really
gai ned on. Their launch position had al ready been
gaining on us, and to that velocity they added their
own-not too great at first, but it would increase
fast. My glance flicked to the instrunent
screen-614, 000, 615,000, 616, 000-and back to the
nmoni tor. Deneen's principal attention was still on
our original bogey-had to be-as he slipped and
swerved around the ring, but mne was on the chasers.
They were getting closer. And now there were three
rings in the mdline port screen, each with alittle
bogey in or near it. As soon as any one of them was
near enough to lock on us, that would be it. Their

t or pedoes woul d foll ow us unshakeably, even into FTL
if need be.

My eyes had just read 622,000 when Deneen hit the FTL
key. | didn't see her do it, but the nonitors went

bl ank and so did the for'rd wi ndow. And we hadn't
cone apart! The instrunment screen read "all systens
ftl-nmode normal, PSEUDOVELOCI TY i." The chasers
hadn't | aunched torpedoes before we junped; |aunch
woul d have shown on the monitor. VWich neant we were
safe fromthem

Deneen got up as if she could hardly nmove, and

wi t hout | ooking at ne, said, "The old survey cube is
in my attache case." It lay on the deck beside the
pil ot seat, and she poked it with a foot.

"The ol d survey cube?" | stared at her. "You want to



go to Fanglith?"

"Why not? W don't have anywhere el se. Take over. |'m
going to take a shower and lie down for a while. W
can talk later."

Wthout waiting for an answer, she went aft to one of
t he sl eepi ng roons.

Fanglith! Still, this was not the tine to overrule or
argue with her. | slid onto the pilot's seat, took

t he survey cube out of the case, and inserted it in
the conputer. The conputer was standard and the main
menu format famliar. At nmy instruction it gave ne
the nmenu for the survey cube, then read off the
coordi nate equation for Fanglith and wote it into
astrogati on. Deneen was right. W could talk about it
after she'd unwound a bit, and deci de on some ot her
destination, if for no other reason than that we
didn't have enough food to get to Fanglith.

Gi nder maybe-the place Piet had tal ked about- where
dad and momwere likely to go if they got off Evdash

PART TWO
THE MEDI TERRANEAN

El GAT

Deneen's nap was a | ong one-about four hours. Not
that | kept track of the time. Now that the pressure
was off, it was as if I'd been hit by a sandbag, and
for a while | sat around in a sort of daze. |I'd |ost
Jenoor, and Piet, and maybe ny parents to the Enpire,
yet | didn't feel hate or anger or anything with

enough juice in it to call grief. | guess desolation
woul d be the word. Anyway, when Deneen cane back out
and | | ooked at the chronometer, four hours had
passed.

Tarel woke up a little later, and the three of us



di scussed destinations. W decided to go to Fanglith
after all. It wasn't that Deneen argued ne into it;
she'd have preferred Ginder, too, but the ship's
astrogati on cube had nothing on a planet naned
Grinder. Nothing at all. And neither did the one that
dad had left us, nor the old survey cube, of course.
A nicknane, | thought. Ginder was a ni ckname. And
Piet wasn't there to tell us what its real nanme was.
So | ran a conputer search for the name G i nder
hopi ng that somewhere in data storage it m ght be
nmentioned and cross-referenced to an official nane.
But there wasn't a single place in all our cubes
where "grinder" occurred with a capital G

There were coordi nates for probably all the old

col oni es, of course, but we didn't know enough about
themto nmake intelligent guesses on which ones the

I mperials might |eave alone for a while. O where
they m ght already be. Going to any of them would
take time, during which we'd be using up our food
supplies, and we could find ourselves arriving
somewhere to find an Inperial flotilla sitting there.
Whil e Fanglith-Fanglith was probably the |ast place
the Enpire would ever get around to. And while
Fanglith had |l ots of dangers, at |east they were
dangers we knew sonet hi ng about- dangers we were at
| east sonewhat prepared for

Al so, as Deneen pointed out, dad had left us a copy
of the old survey cube, as if he'd wanted us to have
Fanglith as an option. The nmedkit contained a

br oad- spectrum i mmunoserum especially inmportant on a
world like Fanglith that didn't have significant

nmedi cal facilities. It didn't take nore than half an
hour to talk it all out. Then | went aft to sleep
and found out | had juice enough for grief after all.
| don't believe I'd cried since | was ten; now

cried hard enough in five mnutes to nore than nmake
up for it. Then |I slept-for nmore than six hours, and
without a dream so far as | could tell. Wen | woke
up, | was functional again.

Fifty-seven days was a long trip. The library cubes



nmom and dad had left in the package hel ped-especially
Tarel. He studied the files on prinmtive felid worlds
t hat had hel ped Deneen and nme prepare for Fanglith on
our first trip, plus the debrief 1'd recorded-1'd

entitled it Fanglith-describing ny experiences there.

There was the problem of food, of course. Even Tarel
with his "something out of nothing" netabolism
wasn't in any danger of getting fat. The ship's
stocks- ten days of food for six-came out to fifteen
days for four, of course. At normal consunption
rates, plus there were sone dried energency rations.
What nmade the trip feasible was the chest Deneen and
Bubba had dragged aboard-the one we'd supposedly gone
to the landing field to deliver. It had extra marine
field uniforns and a few other things, but also it
had dried field rations. After an hour of reading
packages, recording the data on a note cube, and

i nstructing the conmputer, it came out that we had
about thirty days' worth of dried food to go with the
scout's regul ar rations.

Deneen, Tarel, and | lived pretty much on the dried
rati ons, because whoever had put our field rations

t oget her had overl ooked one thing-canid food. Most of
the dry stuff wasn't suitable for Bubba's system so
he got nost of the regular food-and even that wasn't
really suitable for himwhile none of us ate nore of
anyt hing than we had to.

It could have been worse. The ship's log told us that
the Iife support systens had been inspected and
okayed just the day before we'd stolen her, so air
and water were no problem And there was an exercise
machi ne. Al so, Deneen and | recorded all we could
remenber, which was nost of it, of the m xture of
Nor man French and Provencal we'd used on Fanglith.
Then Tarel, using the learning program |earned to
speak it, too-with our mispronunciations, of course.
One thing that surprised me was how well all of us
stood the trip, especially considering how it had
started. After ny heavy grief surge that first day,
the only time | got really depressed was a coupl e of
days later. That's when it hit me really thoroughly



that Jenoor was truly gone-that |1'd never see her
again. After that, | rarely even fantasized that she
was wth me.

| did fantasize a few good killing sprees though, the
first few days. | butchered the Inperial Council al
the ways | could think of-but not the marine gunners,
Sone Evdashian marines in a gun tower, follow ng
orders, had poured gunfire into sone people they
didn't know strangers a couple of hundred yards away
in the sem dark. They'd had nothi ng agai nst us, and
chances are they'd wi shed they hadn't had to. Maybe
they'd even tried to shoot a little wild. After all
Deneen and Bubba had escaped w t hout even bei ng
wounded, which seenmed to ne to go beyond | uck

What ever. The facts were the facts: Jenoor and Piet
wer e dead; Deneen and Tarel and Bubba and | were
alive. About nom and dad we coul d hope.

Deneen didn't talk nmuch the first day or so out;

after that, she seemed pretty much her usual self.
Tarel did, too, nost of the time. Hs one outsurge
seened to take care of his grief, too, and he'd been
rati onal and deci sive when it was needed-at just the
time 1'd gone nonmentarily crazy. On the trip he'd
been quiet, but no quieter than usual. And although
he'd never seen the controls of a spacecraft before,
he was soon as fam liar with them as Deneen and

were. He did dry runs on flying until he felt at ease
with them And we all familiarized ourselves with the
ship's armanent.

Bubba was the one who surprised me. Before this trip,
his enotions had al ways seened really healthy- nore
so than those of any human |'d ever known. Mostly,
he'd been cheerful ever since dad had brought him
hone to live with us. He'd often been playful, in his
way, and sonber only rarely. Wen necessary, he'd
been tough-all smarts and action-Iike when the Norman
hunters and their hounds had chased himfor hours as
a native wolf on Fangiith. And when, days later, we'd
had the run-in with the Federation political police

i n Nor mandy.



But for the first several days out from Evdash, he
kept to hinself a lot nore than usual, seening
positively mobody. |I'd never seen himthat way before.
He knew when | first noticed, of course, and had gone
into his own cabin and cl osed the door, so I never
asked himabout it. | figured if he ever wanted to
tell me, he would. After about the third day, though
he got back at |east to sem -normal, except that the
diet got to himlike it did the rest of us.

One of the things we got around to tal king about,
after a week or so, was what we'd do when we got to
Fangiith. The surface was really dangerous there; it
seened as if fighting and wars were their nost

i mportant activities, with robbery and nurder pretty
popul ar too. Actually, Fangiith was considerably nore
danger ous than Evdash under the Enpire, a realization
that kind of took me by surprise. On Fangiith it
seened |ike a case of cultural immturity. Wth the
Empire it seemed nore |ike cultural degeneracy.

On Fangiith there was al so the probl em of not
blending in with the people there. Ch, for brief

peri ods maybe, or to sonmeone who wasn't really

| ooki ng, but that was all. Physically we | ooked about
the sane, sure, but we thought and acted differently.
Wthout realizing it, we did things they didn't,
while we didn't know things that everyone el se there
knew. We didn't know how to be peasants or nobles, we

had no skill with their weapons, we'd be in constant
ri sk of saying or doing sonething that m ght outrage
or insult themor mark us as fools . , . And, of

course, every tinme we spoke, we were obviously
f orei gners.

So what could we possibly acconplish there? Qur main
reason for |eaving Evdash, so far as | could see, was
to foment revol ution against the dondis Enpire. But
the nore | | ooked at it, the nore inpossible that
seened on Fanglith. It was the wong kind of world,
with the wong kind of history and the nost prinitive
technol ogy. And actually, fromwhat little |I knew of



it, their governnents were worse than the Enpire-at
| east sonme of them were.

Qperating on Fanglith would be up to ne, nore than to
anyone else. | was the oldest, and the only one with
much experience on the surface there. And | was mal e-
that was inportant on their world. 1'd have to be the
one to | and, get provisions, nake deal s and
arrangemnents.

So naturally, | was feeling pretty overwhel ned by the
responsibility, and | told the others just how | felt
about it. Deneen just leaned on the little galley
table and | ooked nme calmy in the eye.

"Brother mine," she said, "the last tine you
conpl ai ned about how i npossi bl e things were was on
Fanglith. | was a prisoner on a Federation police
corvette, but |I've heard you and nom and dad tal k
about it. And Bubba. You were all stuck down there on
the surface of the planet w th nothing nore than hand
weapons to work with-hand weapons and some Nor man
warriors who'd have happily cut all your throats to
get hold of your pistols.”

Her eyes grabbed nmine and wouldn't let themgo. "And
you pulled that one off."

That was beside the point, | wanted to tell her. That
had been then. The situation had been
different. 1'd been lucky. But all | could answer

was: "Dad had as nuch to do with it as | did."

"Not according to himhe didn't." Her gaze w thdrew
for a mnute. "I can see the difficulties you're
tal ki ng about, and the dangers. But it seens to ne

t hat when we get down to it, having a scout ship wll
make up for a lot. And if things don't shape up for
us there, we can take on fresh provisions and try
anot her world somewhere. The fuel slug on this rigis
good for years and years if we don't run her too |ong
at high speeds in proximty node."



She had a point. |1'd been letting nyself get bogged
down in the difficulties. And al though dad had pl ayed
as big arole as | had in the final showdown on
Fanglith, all in all, it had been my show. So | said
okay, she'd made sense, and we didn't tal k nuch about
it the rest of the way.

Meanwhil e, Tarel and | let our hair grow, to |ook
nore |ike Fanglithans. Al so, we found a drawer with
several remptes-small receiver units you can put in
your ear for confidential radio reception. They
operate on a wireless relay fromyour belt

comuni cator, and with our hair over our ears, no
Fangl it han woul d know we had t hem

Eventual | y, one day near ship's "mdnight," the
scout's honker woke us up. W'd set it to |let us know
when the conputer kicked us down out of FTL node.
Ahead of us we could see the system s prinmary-the sun
that Fanglith circled. Seen fromwhere we were, it
was a glaring, small white gl obul e against a
star-frosted backdrop of deepest black. W were
farther out fromFanglith than we'd expected-part of
the tiny error inherent in servonechani sns and

anci ent equations-but still less than a day away in
mass- proxi mty node

| had flitter bugs in ny stomach. | wasn't sure how
much of it was just plain excitenment and how nmuch was
fear, There'd be enough of both in store for ne on
Fanglith. | took a deep breath. Watever, | told
nmysel f. When we'd taken care of a few prelimnaries,
we'd be eating real food again, all of us, breathing
unrecycled air, and seeing the surface of a pl anet
where surely the Enpire hadn't | anded

NI NE

The first time we'd arrived, |1'd been sixteen and
Deneen fourteen, and we'd known al nost not hi ng about
Fanglith. So we'd | ooked it over pretty carefully.



You m ght think we wouldn't need to a second tine,
but we weren't taking any chances. W nmade several

sl ow swings around it at 40,000 mles, nonitoring for
radio signals just in case Inperials had | anded. W
got not hing, and the radi o nonitoring equi pnent
aboard the Jav-we'd named our scout The Rebe

Javel in-was pretty sensitive. It was certainly a |ot
nore sensitive than nost private craft would carry,
so we could assunme that if we hadn't picked up

anyt hing, there was nothing to pick up.

But to make doubly sure, we noved in bel ow both zones
of heavy radiation and circled at 150 nil es above the
surface. We didn't pick up anything from down there,
either. Meanwhile, 1'd had the computer establishing
a reference grid for the planet, and because the
scout had a recordi ng broad-band EM scanner, | had it
map the surface for us as we flew over it.

Al'l of which used up anot her day-another day of short
and nonotonous rations. By then we were ready to put
down sonewhere, anywhere, to get sonething fit to
eat. So | called a council.

The i medi ate problem | pointed out, was that I
didn't have anything to buy food with, and what |
could think of to trade, they'd have no use for
Except weapons of course-stunners and guns. W had a
| ocker full of them but they weren't anything we
wanted the locals to have. For one thing, they m ght
decide to use them on us.

Whi ch neant 1'd have to trade ny services for food.
The question was, what services?

Deneen eyed nme coolly. "Larn," she said, "you're
thinking like a planner, which is fine when you have
data to plan with, but right now you don't. Wat you
need to do is let me put you down somewhere. Then you
circulate and find out what services people want that
you can give them"

It sounded sinple, the way she said it, but doing it
, . . Minly it bothered ne that she'd pointed it out



to me in front of Tarel, but she was right. | tended
to worry sonetines when | didn't have a plan of
action all figured out ahead. And there
were-are-tines when that just isn't possible. There
are times when a person needs to do whatever cones
next, and figure that sonehow he'll make it cone out
right.

My m nd went back then to sonething our Norman

kni ght, Arno de Courrmeron, had mentioned when we'd
been here before. There was a seaport in Provence, on
t he Mediterranean coast, from which he had planned to
ship horses to-sonewhere. Sicily. The island of
Sicily.

"Ckay," | said, "let's see if we can find a seaport
naned Marseille, in Provence. It's probably as good a
town as any to put down near, and naybe while |I'm at

it, I can get a lead on Arno." | smiled snugly.
"Meanwhil e, you guys will have to nmake do with what's
left of the dry food while I line up sonething down
bel ow. "

Wiich I'd do for themas fast as | coul d.

W didn't know whether it was Marseille or not. But
it was definitely the biggest Mditerranean seaport
west of the high nountains, with a popul ation of
maybe, oh, eight or ten thousand, at a guess. The
river near it seened to be the one Arno had called

t he Rhone-part of the route he'd probably have taken
from Normandy. We'd followed it once, farther north.

Here it divided into a nunber of channels, to flow
into the sea through broad, wild, delta marshes. The
town we were assuming to be Marseill e was the nearest
seaport, lying not many niles east of the river, away
fromthe marshes. If it wasn't Marseille, it would do
for the tine being.

Actually I was enjoying working without a plan. Not
that | considered "no plan" a virtue-1 |ooked forward
to having one. But it was kind of exhilarating,



pl aying by ear, and it wasn't entirely "no plan"-it
was more as if the plan only existed for a step or
two in advance, not all the way to the goal

W' d spied out the terrain fromthree mles up, with
a viewscreen magnification that [ et us exam ne things
in detail when we wanted to. Especially the road that
led fromriver to town. \Were it approached the town,
it ran along not far fromthe sea, with high, rugged
hills close behind it to the north. As a road, it was
mainly the tracks of animals in the stony, nuddy
ground, with the cartwheel ruts nostly broken down by
hooves. It looked as if it had rained a lot lately.

Just then there wasn't nuch nmoving on it. On one
stretch, for exanple, two peasants on foot, with |ong
shar pened sticks, prodded al ong six of Fanglith's
version of cattle. These are big, hoofed ani mals,
with two horns curving out from above their ears.
Behind the two peasants, a heavy-bodi ed man rode on a
"horse," an animal resenbling a gorn. He seemed to be
the nen's boss-their "master," as they call themon
Fanglith.

A quarter mile ahead of themwere three nmen wal ki ng
toget her, carrying stout staffs that could be used
for fighting as well as wal king. Their clothes were
old, dirty, and patched. A hundred yards ahead of
them was a two-wheeled cart pulled by a donkey-a
small, long-eared animal a little |ike a horse. The
cartwheel s | ooked alnost as if they'd been sawed from
tree trunks in single pieces.

That was all the traffic on a half-nile piece of
road. Not what you'd call heavy use or high speed.

Next, there was the question of where to put me down.
From our earlier experience on Fanglith, we'd
concluded it was best to keep our ship secret unti

we needed to exercise some power, because unless we
handl ed t hings right, people would react to it in one
of two ways: either hate and fear, on the assunption
that we were what they thought of as devils or denons



(I"'mstill not sure what the difference is); or with
greed for our ship and weapons. Either reaction was
dangerous to us.

W' d have to cone out in the open sooner or |ater, of
course, to develop a political power base and
acconplish anything. But for now, |'d [ and somewhere
where the ship wouldn't be seen, and blend in with

t he popul ation the best | coul d.

And hopefully get a I ead on Arno de Cour meron.
Al t hough Arno nmight not feel altogether friendly to

us now, | was pretty sure | could work with him

Assumi ng he was still alive. An anbitious knight in
this world mght die anytine. But Arno would take a
ot of killing, and his anbitions had seened to lie

in getting rich, not necessarily in becom ng fanpus
as a warrior.

It wasn't hard to decide on a tinme and pl ace for

| andi ng-j ust before dawn, in a ravine where it opened
onto the narrow coastal rim It was just above the
road, and only about two nmiles fromthe town walls.
The ravine's bottomwas rough and sl opi ng, so we

woul dn't land the scout. Tarel would | ower ne the

| ast dozen feet with a winch and sling, while Deneen
kept the scout steady.

W t hought about | andi ng Bubba with me. Wien we were
around people, he'd be able to nonitor for dangerous
i ntentions. But he'd al so be conspi cuous, and nake ne
conspi cuous, especially if he tried to tell ne

somet hing, so the decision was for a solo | andi ng.

I'"d travel light-stunner, blast pistol, comrunicator
and a pocket recorder 1'd record all conversation on
W' d feed the recordings into the scout's conputer
running it through the linguistics programto inprove
our knowl edge of |ocal |anguage. Then we coul d use
the learning programto help us learn it.

I'd al so wear a crucifix-a local type of religious
artifact-around nmy neck. 1'd cut it froma piece of



steel in the Jav's tiny workshop. Polished, it |ooked
pretty nice, and it could easily be hel pful down
below. I'd nade three crosses, actually-one for each
of us humans. | had a notion that for Bubba to wear
one m ght not be acceptable on Fanglith; their native
canids were not at all on Bubba's intelligence |evel
and were considered sinply ani mal s.

This time, I'd wear a renote in my ear. | remenbered
the trouble 1'd gotten into before on Fanglith when
Deneen's voi ce had conme out of my conmunicator. The
nmonks had thought 1'd had a denon, and | was | ucky
not to be burned at a stake.

| stood there in the harness-like sling, wearing a
navy junmpsuit. It wasn't nmuch |ike what people wore
on Fanglith, but I didn't plan to stay down long this
time, and if | got a chance, 1'd get sonme native
clothes before |I returned to the Jav.

It was noonl ess and cl oudy, and had been showeri ng
of f and on since evening, which cut down a little on
how cl early our infrascope imaged things on the
ground. But Bubba assured us that no one was near
Still, as we |owered, we had our wi ndows on one-way
opaque- sonething you couldn't do with our famly
cutter-so we couldn't be noticed.

Deneen, at the controls, stopped our descent, di med
our lights nearly out, and keyed the door open
Touchi ng anot her control, she swung the w nch out of
its housing above the door and into place in the
openi ng. Tarel hooked its cable to a ring on ny
sling, and | tugged on it, testing, then stood
backward in the door. "Take care, you guys," | said.

"Right," Tarel answered, and reached out. W shook on
it.

"You take care, too," Deneen told me over her
shoul der. "And don't take too long getting that food."

Bubba stood with his tail slowy waving, his brown



eyes fixing me. "Have fun,” he told nme. It was his
standard goodbye, but somehow this tine it didn't
have its usual jauntiness. The food on this trip has
gotten to himnore than any of us, | thought to

nysel f.

| |l eaned back and stepped out into another world.
Until that nonent, Fanglith had been somethi ng we

| ooked out at through the wi ndows or on the screens.
Now | was part of it again, already separated from
the secure space inside the Jav. A little shiver of
excitement went through ne as | lowered the fifteen
feet to the ground. It had stopped raining, but the
air was cool and moist, and clouds cut off al
starlight. Solid ground net ny feet before | even saw
it. It was really dark, and the night snelled
like-well, it didn't snell like recycled ship's air.
It smelled like wet dirt and resinous plants.

| pulled the safety pin and turned the harness

rel ease, and the sling fell away. Then | gave the
cable a triple tug, signaling Tarel that | was free,
and it snaked back up, |eaving me behind. A mnute

| ater the vague, faint light fromthe door closed
of f. Another five seconds and the dimformof the Jav
began to lift; three seconds after that, | couldn't
see it anynore.

Time to get on with it.

| hiked carefully out of the ravine, which was wet
and nuddy but stony-rough enough for good footing. It
was so dark that | kept stepping into the little
rivulet without seeing it. Five mnutes after I'd

backed out the door, | stood on the rough beast trai
that served as the major road to the | argest seaport
of Provence. | knew |l'd found it when ny feet felt

the cattle tracks and stunbled on a wheel rut.

| wasn't worried or even nervous. Sonehow ny chest
felt big, my body strong, and ny self eager.
Because the road was rough and the night so bl ack,
didn't walk very fast. Only the feel of the tracks
beneath ny feet kept me fromlosing it in the



dar kness. After half an hour or so, it was definitely
starting to get light; | could actually see a little
bit. Mnutes later | passed a hut, then nore of them
set back fromthe road. This was the part of town
that was outside the walls. About that tine | made
out the town wall itself, ahead in the |ightening
grayness.

The gate, when | reached it, was closed. The wall was
maybe thirty feet high, nade of stone bl ocks, and had
battl ements on the top. Huddl ed against it were two
soggy- | ooki ng guys with wal ki ng staffs. They | ooked
as if they'd been there nost of the night. One eyed
me dully, the other curiously.

"Hello," said the curious one. Hi s | anguage was
Provengal, as |'d expected it would be here.

"Been wal ki ng all night?"
"Only since the rain stopped,” | said.
"How d you keep dry?"

"Tent," | lied. "But | didn't like who | shared it
wth."

He shrugged.
"When do they open the gate?" | asked.

"Sunrise. Best they can guess on a norning like this.
Cone a | ong way?"

"Pretty far."

"You ain't no Norman, but you been in Normandy, |'l]l
wager, fromyour talk."

| could get nmyself in trouble if | kept answering
guestions, so | just nodded.

"English?" he asked. "I've heard the English are
tall, and | never seen clothes |ike yours before."



I nstead of answering, | asked a question of ny own.
"Ever hear of a Norman naned Arno of Courneron? |'d
like to find him |'ve heard he brings war horses
here, to ship to Sicily."

He shrugged. "Not many Normans take the sea route.
Most go over the Cenis Pass and south through Italy.
Bri gands and barons are nore to their liking than
storns and Saracen pirates.”

| nodded, renmenbering what |'d heard of Saracens.
They were a military people whomthe Nornans had
warred with on Sicily. It was the Saracens whom Arno
had fought in the battle that had won himhis

kni ght hood, at a place called Msilneri.

"But Normans have shi pped horses out of Marseille a
tinme or two," the man went on. "It's faster than
overl and. No doubt they'd do nore of it if horses
were better sailors. They get sicker'n a pregnant
worman at the slightest seas, and are likely to go
down and break a leg."

Marseille, he'd said. W'd hit it right. "Are you a
sailor?" | asked.

"Aye." He gestured at his conpanion. "W both are,

t hough Marco here finds it hard to get hired anynore.
Lost a thunb in a bight, and don't neither row nor
haul ropes so well as he did. Though better'n you'd
maybe thi nk."

| hadn't understood every word he'd said, but enough
The other man renoved his right hand fromhis arnpit,
where he'd been keeping it warm and di spl ayed the
scarred nub, red and ugly, where once a thunmb had
been.

"How can | get sonme food?" | asked. "Quite a |lot of
food. "

The tal kative sailor snorted, and eyed ne even nore
curiously. "How much is a lot? All you can eat and



drink you can buy at an inn, if you' ve got a few
coppers. And the market is in the mddle of town.
VWhile if it's a shipload you want "

"I have no coppers,” | told him "I'Il have to see
what | can do to get sone."

"What do you do?" he asked. "Cearly you're no
farmer, nor no sailor, I'll wager. You're no knight
nor sergeant, nor mercenary neither, going about

wi t hout weapons." Hi s eyes travel ed up and down ne.
"A nmonk, |'d say, except your clothes ain't monkish
And what else is there?" He shook his head. "It's
sure you're no nerchant.”

"Mercenary's closest,” | told him and an idea struck
me. "I'ma bodyguard. If a nerchant wants his person
kept safe, he'll do well to hire ne."

"I's that so?" An eyebrow had raised. "Jesu knows
you're a big one, and nmaybe strong, though | m ght
say you don't |l ook the type. Not a scar to be seen,”
He paused. "Nor any weapon at all, unless you carry
one of themlittle daggers hid in your clothes, and
they be mainly useless in a fight."

| didn't answer, just squatted down beside them I|'d
tal ked too much already. | had no business claimng
to be a fighting man on this world; someone m ght
easily call ny bluff. And unless | was willing to use
nmy stunner or pistol, which was undesirable, | could
be dead in a hurry. Hand-foot art was nothing to face
a trained swordsman with, and the odds woul dn't be
good against a skilled knife fighter either

It was nost of an hour before the gate opened, and by
that time it | ooked as if the weather mght clear

The cl ouds seemned thin again, and in places blue
showed through. | didn't even say goodbye to the two
sailors, just wal ked inside and foll owed the nuddy
road, which becane a nuddy street.

Marseille snelled bad. |"msure that not all the



water in the street was rain. It seened as if these
peopl e didn't have nuch idea of sanitation, and | was
gl ad we'd used the broad spectruminmunoserumin the
nedki t .

There weren't many people on the street yet, but nopst
that | did see seened lively enough and not unhappy.
One young guy, a year or two younger than nme by his

| ooks, was striding along whistling, his step
springy. H's clothes were red and yel | ow beneat h
their grinme.

"Hell o, young sir," | said. "Can | ask you a
guesti on?"
He stopped and | ooked ne over. | stood about a head

taller than him "Ask away," he answered.
"I"'mlooking for a merchant who will hire me. | do
calculations very quickly." It seened to me that that
was a safer thing to advertise than martial skills.

The young guy | ooked interested. "Cal cul ati ons?" he

said. "Well, that can be useful. My own master has a
Saracen slave to do calculations for him H s abacus
is different fromours, and he's very quick."

Qur conversation wasn't as neat and direct as I'm
telling it here. Hi s pronunciations were a bit
different fromthose I'd heard before on Fanglith,
and he used words that were new to nme, while the
Norman French | mixed with nmy Provencal gave hima
certain amount of trouble. So a couple of times we
had to stop and sort out neanings with each other.

Anyway, an idea began to devel op. "Very quick, you

say," | said, referring to the Saracen slave. "I am
qui cker. | calcul ate nore quickly than anyone in
Marseille!l™

H s eyebrows arched. "You think so?"

"I knowit." | took the communicator off my belt, a



mlitary nodel with a nmicroconmputer built in. "Gve
me a problem™

"Add seven to itself nine tines."

| didn't need to use the mcro for that. "N ne sevens
added to seven equal s seventy."

He | ooked inpressed, but also uncertain. It occurred
to me that he couldn't do arithnetic hinmself, so he
couldn't tell whether | was right or not. | cocked an
eye at him "Is your naster's slave faster than that?"

"I think not. Your answer was virtually
i nst ant aneous. "

"Who is the fastest calculator in Marseille?"

"A merchant and shi powner named |saac ben Abraham a
Jew from Val enci a. He uses an abacus of beads upon
rods, like the Saracen, which is nuch swifter than

t he boards and di sks that others use."

"Does he wager?" | asked.

H s face went instantly thoughtful. "Wuld you bet
agai nst hi n?" he asked back.

"If we're going to talk about things like this, we
shoul d know each other's names. Mne is Larn."

"Mne is Reyno. Wuld you? Bet agai nst hin®"

"I have nothing to bet," | answered. "But if you do,
or if others wish to bet, for a percentage of their
wi nnings | woul d contest against this-Isaac?"

"I saac ben Abraham Let ne take you to my master
Carolus the Stonecutter. He sometinmes wagers, but he
will wish first to see the horse run.”

"Of course,” | said. "Take me to him" Meanwhile
was recordi ng our conversation. It would be useful to



speak Provencal better, including speaking it w thout
a mixture of Norman French

He nodded, and we began to walk briskly in the
direction he'd been going. "I could stand to win a
bet," he said. "I amin love with Margareta, the
youngest daughter of Henrico the nmason, and she with
me. W wish to marry. But first | nust have nobney,
and soon, before her father prom ses her to soneone
el se. She is already fifteen, though small for her
age," he went on

"In her famly the wonen mature late."

Already fifteen. Jenoor had been sixteen, would have
been seventeen soon now. Again | had that enpty
feeling. Wiere would we be if she and Piet had
escaped with us? Toget her on some nore or |ess
civilized world, probably Ginder. Conpared to
Fanglith, Ginder would seem|ike hone.

| spent the quarter-nmile walk to Reyno's nmaster's
feeling sorry for myself, hardly aware that Reyno was
whi stling again. The stonecutter's place was two
stories high, and set back fromthe street about
thirty feet. The front yard was partly filled with
bl ocks of rough-cut stones, sone of thempartly
recut, and the ground was littered with chips and
shards. A short stocky nman, wearing a rough | eather
apron and hol ding a hamrer and chi sel, was exani ni ng
one of the blocks as if looking for the right place
to attack it. Reyno tossed hima cheery "good

nmorni ng" and | ed me past; the nan was not Carol us.

As you mi ght expect, the building was made of stone,
its blocks cut to roughly the same size. The stout
pl ank door was open and we went in. There was nore
wor k space inside, with blocks |ying around on the
dirt floor. The wi ndows were | arge, probably for
light, and had no glass; the shutters I'd noticed,
whi ch opened back against the outside walls, were
apparently all there was to close themwth.

Carolus the stonecutter was a tall man for Fanglith,



or at least for the places |I'd been-only a few inches
shorter than me. Even with a bulging m ddle, he

| ooked extrenely strong. He scow ed at us as we cane
in.

"You're late," he snapped to Reyno.

"Yes sir. | nmet this young gentl eman and brought him
with me. H's name is Larn. He has an interesting
proposi tion-one that could be profitable.”

The stonecutter's dark little eyes noved to nme and
stayed for a few seconds before he said anything
more. My junpsuit |ooked a lot different from clothes
in Provence or Normandy, or any |I'd seen at any rate.
For a shirt, they generally wear a thing resenbling a
| oose jacket that covers the upper legs. They call it
a tunic. Instead of pants, nost of the men wear a
sort of leggings, with a kind of undershorts-nore of
a diaper, actually-to cover their genitals. None of

it really fits. Al so, the shoes don't have separate
sol es, and they don't press shut around the foot.

I nstead, they have a | eather thong you draw t hem snug
with and then tie. "Were are you fron?" Carol us
asked nme. So there it was. | was going to have to
tell himsomething, and it had to be a |ie-hopefully,
one that wouldn't trip me up. Renenbering ny
one-night lecture on the world of Fanglith from
Brother diver, nore than two years earlier, |
answered "India." India was a place that everyone had
heard of and apparently no one had been. Things that
were said about it sounded pretty inmaginative.

H s eyes had paused at ny crucifix. "You're
Christian."

"Yes. Although I've not been thoroughly instructed in
it."

He shrugged. |1'd already |earned that nmost Christians
hadn't been. "Wat is this interesting proposition?"
he wanted to know.



"I"'ma nmaster calculator,” | said. "Reyno tells ne
that the swiftest calculator in Marseille is a man
named | saac ben Abraham | amfaster at difficult

cal cul ati ons than he can possibly be, and perhaps at
sinmple ones too. It seens to me we could have a
contest, he and I, and there could be wagers. \Woever
bet on me would win. In reward, | would get part of
their w nnings."

Carol us | ooked thoughtful. "You have not seen the Jew
at his abacus; he is lightning swift. He is a nman
late in niddl e years, who was cal cul ating | ong before
you were born."

This kind of conversation would | ead nowhere. "You
have a slave who does your calculations,” | said. "Is
he fast?"

"Faster than nobst. But not so fast as the jew"
"Let's see how nuch faster | amthan your slave.'
just a monment Carol us stood exam ning ne. Then he
turned toward a staircase that |ed upstairs through a
rai sed trapdoor. "Faid!" he bell owed. "Down here!"

For

A few seconds | ater a slender, dark-conplected nman
cane down the stairs. He might have been thirty or
thirty-five. "Yes, ny lord?"

"I have need of your calcul ations."

"Yes, ny lord." Faid wal ked over to a table beneath
one of the w ndows. Carolus, Reyno, and | foll owed.
There Faid sat down, and with one hand drew a sort of
open-topped small box to him a box with rows of
beads on what seened to be thin wooden rods. He

| ooked questioningly at Carolus.

"Do a difficult problem" Carolus said to him "but
do not say fromwhat roots, or what the answer is."

For just a noment Faid | ooked puzzl ed, then shrugged.
H s fingers nmoved quickly, the beads clicking for a
few seconds. "It is done."



Carolus turned to ne. "Where is your abacus?" he
asked.

| took out ny comunicator, which was also a

m croconputer, and switched it on. "Here," | answered.
He turned to Faid. "State your roots," he said.
"Twenty-ei ght fourfold."

"One hundred twelve,”" | answered. | didn't need ny

conputer for that.

Carol us's eyebrows raised slightly and he turned to
Faid. "lIs that right?" he asked.

"Exactly right." The Saracen | ooked at me with

consi derable interest. "And what are the portions if
you divide 144 into 18 equal parts?" H's fingers
raced as he asked it.

"Nine each," | said. "I need no abacus for that." Cur
mat h teachers in | ower school had drilled us
thoroughly. It looked as if this was going to be easy.

Faid | ooked up at Carolus. "He is right." Then he
turned to me. "Wat sort of question would cause you
to use your abacus?"

"Ch, the square root of sone |arge nunber. Do you
know how to do square roots?"

Faid nodded. "In the main they are problens for
geoneters. | can do them but it takes tine."

"Fine," | said. "Calculate a | arge square; that'll be
easier. Then tell ne what the square is and I'll give

you its roots."

"Stand away then,’
what roots | use."

he answered, "so you cannot see



W noved a few steps away and | turned ny back to
him After a short while he said: "The square is
1,369."

| tapped 1,369 into the computer and asked for the
square root. "The root is 37," | said, and turned to
ook at him It had taken ne about two seconds, which
was about half as long as Paid stared at ne before he
sai d anyt hi ng agai n.

"That is correct." He sounded inpressed, or maybe
awed woul d be nore like it. "You nust be Indian."

Carol us pursed his lips, then made a decision. "Paid,
nmention this to no one. None of it. How fast he is,
that he comes fromlndia, none of it. And you, Reyno:
Keep that glib mouth shut, or 1'll see you

tonguel ess.” Then he turned to ne. "What is your nane
agai n?"

"Larn."

"Larn," he said, "we have things to talk about."

TEN

Carol us sent Reyno to |saac ben Abraham inviting him
to contest with "a youth who is truly marvel ous at

cal cul ati ons." Ben Abraham answered in witing, which
Faid read to his master; reading was sonething el se
the Saracen could do and Carolus couldn't. After
commenting that it was uninportant to hi mwhether
soneone el se could cal culate faster or not, ben
Abraham said it would anuse himto take ne on. He
offered to bet fifty gold bezants or an equivalent in
Pi san solidi.

Carolus the stonecutter was a careful nan who woul d
bet only what he could afford to | ose, even when it
seened al nost certain that he wouldn't. And he felt
very unconfortable at the thought of betting fifty



bezants. He sent back word that he would bet only
twenty. Reyno had al nost nothing of his own to bet,
but borrowed two bezants from his naster, Carolus was
grunpy about lending it, and | suspect he only did it
to keep Reyno fromtrying to borrow el sewhere and
bei ng questioned. He felt uneasy about word of the
contest getting out.

Ben Abraham snelling Carolus's uncertainty, decided
he coul d probably beat nme, and got Carolus up to
thirty against his own sixty. Then, in anmusenent, he
agreed to cover Reyno's small bet at odds of three to
one. All of this was arranged through Reyno as
courier.

Carolus was to pay me a sixth, or ten bezants, if |
won. | wasn't sure what he'd try to do if | lost, but
I couldn't see any chance of that happening.

The contest was to take place in the office of |Isaac
ben Abraham shortly after the hour called

"sext"-local nidday, as far as | could tell. After
eating an early lunch, we wal ked there through spring
sunshine. | was inpressed by ben Abraham s offices.

They were clean, and there were decorative woven
cloths called tapestries on sone of the walls.

| was even nore inpressed with |Isaac ben Abraham He
was the biggest man |1'd seen yet on Fanglith, and the
tall est except for a Norman kni ght named Brislieu
Besi des which, he |ooked as if, under the fat, he'd
be very strong physically. Hs face went with an age
of about fifty or fifty-five, but his Iong black hair
had only scattered threads of gray. He also had a

bi gger, thicker beard than I'd ever inmagi ned, and
wore the richest clothes, topped by a |ong,
far-trimred, brown velvet cape. Al in all, when he
spoke in his rich bass voice, people were likely to
pay attention

And it was obvious that he washed, he and the man who
ushered us into his office. |I'd never seen a cl ean
Fanglithan before. | hadn't realized there were any.



He had his servant pour wine for us. It was weak and
kind of watery-intended for flavor, not to get anyone
tight. After Carolus introduced us, ben Abraham

| ooked me over with eyes that were shiny black
"Larn," he said, as if tasting the name. "What is
your age?"

"I ama few days short of nineteen.”
"And you are already very fast?"
"Very," | answered.

"By the design of your crucifix, | take it you follow
the Church of Rome, yet it appears that you bat he.
How i s that?"

| had no idea what a safe answer m ght be, but | had
to say sonething. "I was told to by the Abbot of St
Stephen at Isere. For a rash | get sonetimes." |
crossed nmyself when I'd said it, the way |I'd | earned
to do at the nonastery, and changed the subject. "I'm
ready to contest when it is tine."

I'd no sooner said it than the cathedral bells began
to ring. A cathedral is a large church-a building in
whi ch the Christians carry out inportant religious
activities. Cathedrals apparently always have a bel
tower. The people of Fanglith don't have cl ocks. They
read the hour by the shadow on an etched netal plate
set in the sun. They al so neasure intervals of tine
by the flow of sand through a narrow openi ng between
adj acent gl ass hem spheres. But nobst people sinply go
by the ringing of bells in the city's cathedral

These are rung several times a day to tell the people
when it's tine to pray.

As soon as the bells had stopped ringing, Carolus and
Key no | owered their heads and began to pray out

loud. | didn't know the prayers, but it was expected
of me so | did the best | could: | recited a poem
"The Greening of Dancer's Desert," in Evdashi an



'Twas on the planet Dancer In the System Farness
Met h, There spread a w ndswept desert Named the
Enpti ness of Death, The director, Kalven Denken,
Wearied by its furnace breath, Swore to plant its
desol ation, End the Enptiness of Death He never
dreamed what it would cost, Nor the kind of coin. In
faith, Had he known, he'd not have sworn To plant the
Enpti ness of Death.

| kept going until the others stopped, and when we
were done, Garolus scowl ed at ne suspiciously. |Isaac
ben Abraham | ooked on with interest, and again wth
that hint of anusenent.

"What heretical tongue was that?" Carolus demanded.

It smelled like trouble for sure. My answer was as
much a surprise to ne as to him and based on what
Arno of Courmeron had said at the nonastery two years
earlier. "That was Aramaic," | told him "The

| anguage of our Lord Jesu Christ."

| could only hope Carolus didn't speak Aranaic. He

frowned. "It sounded |li ke Saracen to ne," he said
suspi ci ously.
It was | saac ben Abraham who answered. "It does

i ndeed. W& Jews speak Aramaic in our churches and
hones, in the reading of the Tal mud. Al so, we speak
it intrade with Jews of other lands. Fromhis

di al ect, obviously Larn learned it in the Holy Land,
from Syrian nonks, whose tongues are not col ored by
any vernacul ar."” He | ooked at me with respect.

"Truly, | aminpressed.”
| was nore than inpressed. | was relieved, but also a
little worried. | couldn't imagi ne what reason |saac

ben Abraham mi ght have had for |ying me out of
troubl e.

After that, the contest was an anticlimax for ne. W
were to calculate in rounds-the best of nine would
win. In each round, ben Abraham woul d pose a problem



and we'd both cal cul ate the answer. Then |'d pose
one. If we tied a round, each of us winning a half,
then we were supposed to replay the round until one
of us won both hal ves.

But of course | won right away. | didn't know what to
expect from lsaac ben Abrahamthen, or his household
guards. | only hoped I wouldn't have to use ny
stunner. But what he did was pay Carol us and Reyno
what they'd won, weighing out the coins to satisfy
Carolus that they hadn't been shaved. Reyno was
practically dancing, and Carolus's usually sour face
was actually smling as he paid nme nmy ten gold
bezants.

Then ben Abraham had w ne poured again. "And what
will you do with your w nnings, young Larn?" he asked.

"I"'mnot sure how nuch | can buy with ten bezants," |
told him "I'd like to buy food-fresh neat, cheese,
fish, and flour. And dried fruit, if | can get any.
And rent a donkey to take it to friends |I know, who
are hungry."

Carolus | ooked at ne as if | was crazy, but didn't
say anything. Ben Abraham | ooked at ne as if he'd
like to know what | was really all about. Reyno

| ooked at ne as if he didn't really see nme; his

t houghts were on the girl he mght be able to marry
now.

By evening | had a donkey | oaded with freshly

but chered beef, a huge round cheese, dried fish
dates, olives, and other foods |'d bought in the
market. Plus two daggers, two short swords, and a set
of cheap local clothes for all three of us. The short
swords were way the npst expensive: a bezant each
Except for a dagger that |1'd fastened to ny belt, al
of it was loaded in tw big baskets slung across the
donkey's back. They al nost hid the donkey.

And | al so owned the donkey! | hoped | could bring
hi m back to the narket and sell himfor what | paid



for him But if | sinply had to I et himloose, that
woul d be okay too, because |I still had two of nmy gold
pi eces left.

ELEVEN

| left the city gate just before it closed at
sundown, and foll owed the road westward, |eading ny
donkey by his rope halter, Of to ny left was the
sea, beautiful in sunlight, and a beach with no one
onit. After alittle while I turned off on a trai
that wound its way down to it.

The beach seened |ike the nearest decent |anding

pl ace, except for the road itself. After unloading

t he baskets onto the sand, | tied the donkey to a
bush a little way above the beach-far enough that the
scout shouldn't scare himout of his wits. Then, when
it was dark, | called Deneen to conme get ne. Wen

t hey | anded, Bubba trotted down the ranp and off into
the brush above the beach without a word. He needed
to get out and stretch his legs and hunt. Know ng
Bubba, | had no doubt he'd catch fresh neat by dawn,
when he was to nmeet us. And no way woul d he bot her ny
donkey, or anyone's livestock. Well-not ny donkey,
anyway. But he was bound to be pretty desperate for a
proper meal .

After Tarel and | got ny purchases |oaded into the
scout, we took off, and Deneen parked us twenty-one
m | es above Marseille. There |I |oaded the contents of
nmy recorder into the conputer, and while Deneen and
Tarel started putting the food away, | had the

| i ngui stics program anal yze the | anguage contents
agai nst the Provencal and Nornman it already knew. It
didn't take long-a few seconds. Then | had the
conputer copy it into the |earning program Wen that
was done, | sat down in the copilot's seat, put on a
| ear ni ng skul |l cap, and proceeded to upgrade ny

know edge of Provencal, running through all we knew
of it nowuntil | had it thoroughly.



That done, | took off the skullcap, got up, and went
back to the little galley. Deneen was bl oody to the
el bows. "Next tinme," she said, |ooking up at ne
grimy, "see if you can get the neat cut up into
pieces that'll fit into storage. This place doesn't
have the facilities for cutting up forty-pound hunks
of beef-especially tough beef!"

| could see what she nmeant. They were trying to work
on a counter fourteen inches wide. And not only were
t hey bl oody, and the counter bl oody, but bl ood was
dripping onto the fl oor and had sneared the wal
behi nd the counter. She and Tarel had taken off their
shoes, and their feet were sneared red. So far,
they'd gotten about a fourth of the beef cut and

wr apped for putting away.

"Sorry," | said.

She held up one of the belt knives we'd had on
Evdash. "This is the biggest thing we have to work
with," she added, a little I ess hostile now "It
woul d help if you bring a butcher knife next tine,
even if you do bring the nmeat in smaller pieces. And
we need rags to wipe blood with. W're trying not to
use paper toweling; we're alnost out of it."

She gestured at the large cleaning drum where
could see the clothes |I'd bought. "I put themin
there on sanitize, in case they' ve got any of those
mean little critters you got infested with our | ast
trip here," She grinned then, sheepishly. "Ch, and
et me thank you for bringing all these tasties,
brother mine. You really did do good work getting
them and | honestly appreciate it. It's just that
the neat needs a few i nprovenents in preprocessing."

"Can | help in here?" | asked.
"There's not roomfor three at once. No, just stand

there and adnmire us, and tell us what you have in
mnd to do next."



So | did. Before dawn |1'd go back to ny donkey. Then
I"d return to Marseille and see if | could have a
long talk with | saac ben Abraham | had the notion I
could learn even nore fromhimthan | had from
Brother diver two and a half years before. Certainly
he coul d expand our know edge of Provencal a lot. And
if it was unusual to transport horses by sea, then

as a shi powner, ben Abraham m ght know of Arno. | had
no i dea how many shi powners there were in Marseille,
or even if Arno had gotten this far with his horse
herd. It was a | ong dangerous di stance from Nor mandy.

"Then," | finished, "we may have enough information
to plan intelligently."

"I"'d like to go with you next tine," Tarel put in.
"I"'d like to get a firsthand feel for what it's like
down there."”

| 1 ooked at that and felt unconfortable with it, but
I couldn't come up with any strong reason why he
shouldn't. He was as old as |1'd been the first tine
I'd | anded al one on Fanglith, and he al ready knew
quite a lot of the I anguage. "All right by ne,"
answered. "It'll probably be safer with two of us.
Tell you what: 1'll help Deneen. You wash up and
spend sone time on the |earning program upgradi ng
your Provencal. Then, after we try on our new
clothes, we'd better get sone sleep. W need to get
down t here before daylight."

Deneen set the scout's honker, and it woke us up an
hour ahead of estimated daybreak. Then, twenty-one

m | es above Marseille, we ate a quick breakfast while
wat ching for the first sign of dawn to touch the

hori zon, which, fromour altitude, was four hundred
mles east. That would give us roughly twenty m nutes
to get down and on the beach and | et Deneen get away
while it was still full night on the surface. Wen
the first touch of dawn showed, far to the east, we
hurriedly finished eating and stowed our dishes in

t he cl eaner. Then Deneen dropped the twenty-one niles



to the beach. As we slowed for |anding, the

i nfrascope showed what had to be Bubba Iying a few
dozen yards fromthe donkey- far enough, and no doubt
downwi nd, not to upset it seriously. Except for those
two, there was nothing | arge and warm bl ooded
anywher e near.

When we | anded and Tarel and | stepped down the ranp,
Bubba was at its foot. "Catch anything worth eating?"
| asked him

He grinned-something he hadn't been doing a | ot of.
"Even rodents good after long tine on ship's food,"
he woofed, then trotted up into the cutter

Even without any overcast, we couldn't see far in the
nmoonl ess night. The cutter was | ost in darkness only
seconds after the door closed.

Not hi ng had happened to ny donkey while | was gone,
but a | ot had happened to the bush I'd tied himto.
He'd eaten nost of the tough little | eaves and a | ot
of the smaller twigs. | untied his halter rope and we
started up the slope fromthe beach. Looking off to
my right, it seened as if there was already a hint of
gray dawn where the land nmet the eastern sky. By the
time we got to the road, there was a distinct wash of
gray along the horizon, and even with lots of stars
still bright above us, we could see a little better

It was pretty nuch daylight when we reached the city
gate, and we squatted there with a few others, backs
to the wall. Mnutes |ater we watched sunlight touch
the hilltops to the northwest, and heard the heavy
gate bar being drawn back. We stood up, getting out
of the way, heard the hinges groan, then the gates
wer e pushed open by the gate guards.

It's not surprising that so many Fanglithans are
burly and strong for their size. Just about
everything seens to be done by nuscle power, and lots
of sinmple things, |ike opening the nassive, tinbered
gates, are heavy labor. O course, not al



Fanglithans are husky and strong, by any neans. Their
genetics dictates that lots of themw Il have slim
buil ds, and | suspect that nost of themweren't
properly nourished as children. That's probably why
they're nostly short by our standards; at least it's
a better explanation than genetics. Their parent
stock hadn't been any different from our own, or not
much different, anyway. They'd been m nd-w ped
political prisoners dunped on Fanglith eighteen

t housand or so years ago by the mad enperor Karkzhuk

Anot her thing about Fanglithans - a surprising nunber
have | ost their teeth. They don't seemto have any

i dea of dental care, and that probably interferes
with proper eating. | suspect that quite a few of

t hem have chroni c physical ailnments that woul d be
easily cured in high-tech societies, or wouldn't have
happened in the first place.

Li ke | said though, a lot of them are husky and
strong-1 ooki ng, even if short, and that included the
gat e guards who watched us enter. But they saw
not hi ng troubl esome in Tarel and ne, even as big as
we were by their standards. W were dressed now in
native clothes, and the shortswords and daggers on
our belts weren't unusual

W went first to the marketplace, where | sold ny
donkey back to the man I'd bought it from He only
offered me half what I'd paid himfor it, and as a
matter of formand principle, | dickered himup to
two-thirds. He wasn't nore than about five feet tall,
but it didn't seemto bother himat all that Tarel
and I, five-ten and six-one, were really big by
Fanglithan standards - or at |east by standards in
Provence and Nor mandy.

From t he marketpl ace we went straight to |saac ben
Abraham s. The arned servant at the door recognized
me, but had us wait in the courtyard while he sent
someone to notify his master. The nman was back in a
m nute, and escorted us to ben Abrahanis office.



The nerchant's eyes, alert and wi se, watched us in.
"You are back quickly," he said, then chuckled. Ben
Abrahami s version of a chuckle was nore of a deep
runble. "If your friend is another rapid calculator,"”
he added, "I amnot in the nmood for nore contests.
What may | do for you?"

I'd thought a bit, in ny bunk before | slept, of how
I woul d answer that question - how |'d open the
conversation to get us the kind of information we
needed. "My lord," | said, "you are a | earned nman,
while in this land | amignorant of nuch | should
know, as you no doubt noticed. Yesterday you saved ne
from possible trouble, with what you said about ny
"Aramaic,' which | believe you knew was not Aramaic
at all.”

"Nor any other |anguage | have ever heard," he
answered. "Not G eek nor Italian nor Spanish nor
Arabic. Nor Arnenian nor Swabian, as far as that's
concerned. Certainly not Hebrew, and definitely not
Aramai c." He paused, his gaxe sharpening. "Your

cal cul ati ons were fast beyond belief. Are you Indian?"

"No, I'mnot Indian, although | told Carolus the
stonecutter that | was. Carolus doesn't care for
things that feel nysterious to him and | needed to
tell him something he could accept. In fact, I'mfrom
a land call ed Evdash, and so far as | know, no one in
this part of the world has heard of it except from ne.

"And that brings me to another matter. | have been in
Provence before, and also in Normandy, two and a half
years ago. At that time | had as a friend and ally a
Nor man kni ght named Arno de Courmeron. | would Iike
to find himagain. Wen we parted, | had provided him
with a herd of war horses, and he intended to drive
them south to Marseille ..."

At that point, |saac ben Abraham s bushy eyebrows
arched. | decided he nmust know Arno, or at |east have
heard of him unless he was reacting to what 1'd said
about providing Arno with a herd of war horses.



fromwhere,” | continued, "he intended to take
themto Sicily by ship. Do you know anyt hi ng about
hi n?"

He nodded. "This Arno has cone through tw ce-the
first time, incredibly, with only two nmercenaries to
help him It seened inpossible that three men could
have brought forty war horses hundreds of dangerous
mles from Normandy, with brigands and barons hungry
for plunder all along the way."

Forty! Unless that was a rough approximation, he'd
actually increased his herd after we'd left him
"Wien was the last tine?" | asked.

"Late |l ast summer. He had three knights and sergeants
with himthat time, and three villeins. And again,
forty horses. All mares this tine-all of the war
horse breed.”

"Did any stories follow hinP" | wondered if he'd nade
a nane for hinmself with the stunner and bl ast pisto
we'd left him

"None that |'ve heard. He came to nme asking for

transport. |'d haul ed Norman war horses before, for
Wl liam of Caen, and your Arno had heard of ne. |
built their stalls so the horses cannot fall in a

storm and break their legs."
"What did you think of hin®"

"OfF Arno de Courneron? A very hard man, |ike every
other Norman |'ve net. And very young for what he was
doing. By all reports, at his age-at any age- nost
Nor mans of noble birth think only of fighting and
plotting. It is that or the clergy. A Norman kni ght
turned nerchant was new to ne.

"What is your interest in hin?" ben Abraham asked
then. "Or in any Nornman? You do not seemwarlike."



| didn't try to think an answer, just let the words
cone. "My own | and, Evdash, has been conquered by the
evil @ ondis Enpire-an enpire that could soneday cone
even to Christendomand try to enslave it. | hope to
buil d a ki ngdom here that is wise and just, and
powerful, that can defeat G ondis when the tine
cones. It seens to me that the Normans coul d hel p,
and Arno de Courneron is the Norman | can best work
with."

Ben Abraham s face had gone unreadabl e. He nodded.
"There is sonething about you that is different," he

said. "I have no idea what it is. You have a power
that is not force, and perhaps you can do what you
say. But | will tell you something that perhaps you

do not realize

"l have talked with nore than a few Normans-even with
the steward of Robert CGuiscard, whomthe Bi shop of
Rorme now has anoi nted Duke of Sicily as well as
Apulia. And | deal with many people from al nost every
part of the known world. | am always interested in
peopl e, and what they have to say, and my hone and
table are not unknown. So they talk to ne-nerchants,
ship's captains, traveling nobles. And sonetines |
travel, for trade. | once spent two weeks in the
court of the Saracen Lord of Pal erno; many w se nen
are his guests, and hold |long discourse there. | have
talked with the secretary of the Bishop of Rone, and
shared wine with the Lonbard mayor of Amalfi. | have
dined with merchant princes in Byzantium and

di scussed comerce with the steward of Philip the
Fair, the Prankish king, in his castle at Paris.

"Al'l of these have had much experience wth Normans,
and | would like to describe for you the inpression |
have gained fromthem The Nornmans are nore than
adventurous: They have an extreme restlessness, and a
reckl essness that often |l eads themto victory,

al t hough sonetines it takes themto their own
destruction. They have a thirst for power that seens
beyond quenching. There is no people in the known
wor |l d who exceeds themin their |ove of fighting-not
even the bloody Vikings, fromwhomthe Normans drew



their founders and their name. They have a courage
that is frequently fool hardy, and a craftiness that
| eads often into treacheries both outrageous and

bl oody.

"And | have heard it said that those who go to Italy
are the worst of themall. Their overlord in Italy,
Robert of Apulia, is even called Cuiscard, 'the
Cunning,' and wears the name with pride."

I wouldn't understand all of ben Abrahanmi s words
until 1'd run themthrough the Iinguistics program
aboard the scout, but | understood enough to make ny
stomach knot.

"You may wish to enlist the help of the Normans," ben
Abr aham went on, "but the Normans help mainly
t hensel ves. To whatever they can take."

| nodded, feeling his black eyes on ne, remenbering
the Norman Baron, Roland de Fal aise, his utter |ack
of honesty, his attenpt to have ne clubbed to death
by trickery. Even Arno had tried treachery agai nst

me, tw ce. Though he'd al so saved ny life, not to
mention hel ping us rescue Deneen fromthe politica
police and capture the Federation corvette. Wich the
Nor mans, with the reckl essness ben Abraham had j ust
nmenti oned, had then blown apart, along with thirty of
their own knights.

Yet ben Abraham made the Normans seem even nore
dangerous than | remenbered them mainly by show ng
themto nme as a culture, not as a few dozen warriors.
And by letting me see themthrough someone's eyes
besi des nmy own.

But | had to start sonewhere, and Arno seened |like a
good somnewhere

"I thank you for your warning," | told ben Abraham

"I have experienced sonme of what you described. It is
why | wish to find Arno; | know himwell enough that

| believe | can work through him" | hope, | added to



nysel f.

"I woul d not dissuade you," ben Abraham said. "Only,
make sure you know what you're dealing with. Your own
anbitions are not |less than any of theirs, and |
sense in you a strength of your own that | suspect
can be fornidable, though not brutal. Yours is an
anbition of a kind that dukes with arm es have
undertaken and failed with, but every kingdom was
begun by soneone, and often agai nst great odds."

It was really enbarrassing to hear himsay it. It
made ne feel like a huge fraud-1 was only Larn ke
Deroop- but this was no time to correct his

i mpressi on of rme.

"Thank you," | said, and noved the conversation on to
ot her things-mainly the geography, peoples, and
princes of the Mediterranean. There wasn't any
guestion that ben Abrahamwas the smartest nan |'d
met on Fanglith-the best inforned and | east given to
statenments that sounded |ike runaway i magi nati on and
superstition.

And a born teacher who'd obviously rather instruct a
coupl e of young strangers |like Tarel and me than
attend to business. A couple of times his secretary
| ooked in at us, as if he had questions that needed
answering, but ben Abraham frowned hi m back fromthe
door.

| recorded all of it. I'd feed it to the conputer
that night and receive it back through the | earning
program the words anal yzed and defined. | have a

darned good nenory, and good logic circuits of ny
own. But for linguistics analysis, the computer was
parsecs ahead of me, and the |earning programwoul d
hel p ne remenber it.

Finally it was lunchtine, and Tarel and | ate with
ben Abraham as his guests. Then | arranged passage
for nyself to Reggio di Calabria, in Italy, on one of
ben Abraham s ships, which was | eaving in four days.
Reggi o was just across the Strait of Messina fromthe



Sicilian port where Arno had taken his horse herd.

When |1'd paid ny fare, | had just one gold piece
left, plus the silver 1'd gotten when |I sold ny
donkey that morning.

Ben Abraham wal ked us to the courtyard, and as we
shook hands, | asked himone | ast question. "MW
lord," | said, "yesterday you told Carolus the
stonecutter an untruth, to shield ny own. Why?"

Hi s face was serious when he answered. "I ama Jew, "
he said. "And in the |ands of Christendom any
non-Christian is always in at |east sone small risk
of his life for being what he is. It seened to ne
that you mi ght be in serious risk of yours unless
spoke for you."

Qur eyes held for a nmonment before | thanked himfor
his courtesies and help. As Tarel and | wal ked away,
it seemed to ne that | was alive only through the
risks, large and small, of strangers-certainly on
Evdash, and perhaps now, here in Marseille. And by
Fat her Drogo and Pierre the tanner in Normandy, as
far as that was concerned-nmen who had no reason
beyond their own ethics to have hel ped ne.

TWELVE

When we | eft |saac ben Abraham there still were
hours to wait before calling Deneen back down. It
seemed to me we might as well spend it |earning
somet hing, so Tarel and | wal ked down to the
waterfront to see what we could see.

The ships weren't much, they | ooked even snaller up
close than they had in large nagnification froma few
nm | es above. The ones we | ooked at had a mast, though
on some of themit was lying in the bottom of the
ship, or in a few cases, on the deck or the dock or

t he beach. Mst of them weren't decked over, though



all they had as decks anmounted to flooring in the
bottom of the ship. Ohers were partially decked
over, fore and aft, with the m dshi ps open, and a few
wer e decked over fromstemto stern.

W tal ked to sone sailors about ships and the places
they' d been-sail ors who spoke Provengal, Their talk
of places was a bit of this and that, and a lot of it
sounded- umm nore or less inmaginative. | got the

i npression that part of the tine they were lying on
purpose, as if they were trying to see how much we'd
believe. W (mainly me-Tarel didn't say very much)

al so questioned them about the names of different
ships' parts and gear. Mstly the nen on different
ships used the sane terns, so | felt they were honest
with us on that. | didn't have Evdashi an equival ents
for nost of their terms, but | recorded brief
descriptions of the parts in Evdashi an-enough to
serve as nenory tags to go with the Provencal words.

Then we wal ked the streets of Marseille, asking
guestions of artisans and shopkeepers. By late
afternoon we were nore than ready to eat di nner and
| eave. The inn we stopped at | ooked better than
others we'd seen, but it wouldn't begin to pass a
heal th departnent inspection on Evdash; they'd board
it up and burn it down. It was even worse than the
dining hall in Baron Roland' s castle in Nornmandy. The
food was edi bl e-a vegetable stew, a chunk of roast
beef, coarse, dark, snelly bread, and snellier
cheese. It was the dirt and grease that bothered us
nmost, and again | was thankful for the imunoserum
we' d taken.

Sone of the customers there didn't |ook very savory,
either. But we were bigger than any of them and we
wore shortswords, so no one bothered us. If they had,
I'd have tried first to bluff our way out of it,
using our stunners only if we couldn't avoid it.
Hand-foot art wasn't promising. Being as big as we
were, we'd hardly be attacked with | ess than swords,
and it seened to me that using our own swords woul d
be suicidal. W had no training, no technique.



In a sense, our swords were a lie, because we weren't
the swordsmen they inplied. But in another sense,
they told a truth in a way these people could accept:
W were arnmed and deadly, our weapons nore dangerous
than swords in anyone's hands. | just didn't want to
use them

W left the city a little before the gates cl osed at
sundown. There was al so a small gate by the main west
gate, no wider than an ordinary door, where we could
have been let out after the big gate was cl osed and
barred. But neither of us had any desire to see what
Marseille was |ike after dark. Together we
backtracked the same route we'd wal ked t hat norning,
endi ng on the beach, where we took off our shoes and
| eggi ngs and waded until it was starting to get dark
It was starting to cloud up, too, the thin sickle of
moon low in the west adding little or no light to the
eveni ng, even when there wasn't any cloud in its way.
I'd call Deneen down as soon as it was full night,
then feed nmy recording to the computer when we were
aboard.

W' d have three days to use the | earning program and
to relax on the surface in some place renmote from
peopl e. Sonewhere we could set the scout down and not
be seen. An awful lot of Fanglith was |ike that.

And that's what we did the next norning-or rather,
what Deneen did. At daybreak she headed north to find
the place we'd first landed, in the high nountains.
But the ground in that district was buried deep in
snow, so she headed westward to islands the

i nfrascanner had charted when we'd been surveying for
signs of Inperial forces.

The island we picked was beautiful -sandy beaches, old
vol cani ¢ nmountains green with forest, and narrow
val l eys that ran down to the ocean. Fromthe air,
there was no sign of people at all, or of l|arge

ani mal s that m ght be dangerous.

The day was as beautiful, and as peaceful, as the



i sl and.

W | anded where a snall streamran into a little

inl et, and Deneen got out and wal ked on the solid
surface of a planet for the first time since that

ni ght on Evdash when she'd run up the ranp in a fury
of gunfire sone sixty days earlier. The sky was a
towering blue vault, and there were none of the bad
snells of Marseille. Nor any threat-at |east nothing
evident and i nmedi ate. A vol cano could erupt, of
course, or a conet could strike the planet, but the
odds were minute. There were no swordsnen or bowren
around, and no reason to expect, say, an Inperial
corvette

W did find the remains of a small stone hut, not a
hundred feet fromwhere we'd | anded, its walls so
tunmbl ed that we didn't recognize it until we al nost
stunbl ed over it. A large and ancient tree had grown
up within the square of fallen walls, hiding it from
the air.

Even so, after an initial walk on the shore of the
inlet, we set a watch schedul e. One of us would stay
in the ship. The radio nonitor was set to detect any
traffic on comunicati on bands, and it would trigger
the honker if it picked up anything.

| started out by insisting that the ship be kept

cl osed, in case there was somnething dangerous we'd
m ssed on our overflight scans. But Bubba hadn't

pi cked up anything telepathically, either, so

backed down on that. W coul d even have activated an
energy shield around the scout, but it would have
been a needl ess drain on the fuel slugs.

| assigned nyself the first watch, and after a half
hour on the | earning program spent the time reading
a long article in one of dad's library cubes, about
naval tactics on primtive field worlds. None of the
wor | ds di scussed had been as primtive as Fanglith,
but it was sonething interesting to do.

Then Tarel replaced ne on watch. They'd hiked inland,



so Deneen and | went for a wal k on the beach, Bubba
was hunting. He preferred his dinner fresh-caught. It
was beautiful, with a light surf breaking, washing up
on the sand, the forest lustrous green in the sun

the sky a deeper blue than | seemed to renmenber over
the Entrilias Sea and Lizard Island.

W didn't talk nuch for a while, just wal ked.

shoul d have been enjoying it, but wal king on the
beach made ne think of Jenoor. | let nyself slide
into a silent swanmp of "if only," and "we shoul d have

| was aware enough, though, to know that Deneen had
somet hing on her mnd, too. But |I'mnot nuch for
aski ng personal questions unless |'ve got a good
reason to, and besides, | was busy feeling sorry for
nmysel f. After a little bit it was Deneen who broke
the sil ence.

"A seething for your thoughts," she said.

| shook ny head. "No point in both of us being
depressed. "

She nodded, and we kept wal ki ng, right about where
the | arger waves reached. The bi ggest washed over our
feet and wi ped out our tracks behind us. "You know
what ?" she asked after a while.

"No. What ?"

"Tarel told ne he |oves ne and wants to nmarry ne."
"Wien was that!?"

"Today. Wiile we were hiking up the stream"”

"What did you tell hinP"

"I told himmybe sonmeday. | do like Tarel, a lot,

but | definitely don't love him And even if | did,
the I evel of medical services on Fanglith has got to



be near zero, we aren't set up to take care of babies
on the Jav, and we don't have any anti-conception
drugs. "

| nodded. That was ny little sister - |look at the
angl es and avoid regrets. \Wat would we have done if
Jenoor had gotten pregnant? But we hadn't planned
then to go to a planet as primtive as Fanglith. W'd
expected to be on Ginder, wherever that was.

"How d he take it?"

"He said he'd already seen the problens, but thought
| ought to know what was going on with him™"

| wal ked along a little troubled. It wasn't
surprising that Tarel was interested in Deneen, and
he was a good guy. | hoped this wouldn't get to be a
probl em for anyone. W definitely didn't need
conplications on a planet like Fanglith.

She broke that train of thoughts, too. "Do you know
what's going on with Bubba?" she asked.

"No. What ?"

"I don't know either. But something is. Now and then
he gets absolutely glum and that's not like him"

"I figured the lousy food' s been getting to him" |
said. "It had to be tougher on a carnivore than on
us. He ought to be getting over it now. "

"It's nmore than the food. He's got sonething on his
mnd. "

"He's worried about Lady," | suggested. "And the
pups. "

"No, we tal ked about that, he and I. He feels they'l
do okay wherever they are. And you know Bubba; he
just files things like that. If you can't do
somet hi ng about sonmething, don't worry about it, and



he's the kind that can really nake that work.

Why are you bringing up these things? | wondered.
just want to enjoy this place for a couple of days

But | knew that wasn't fair. | hadn't been enjoying
it; 1'd been wallowi ng around feeling pathetic. | was
the captain now, | rem nded nyself. Everyone's

probl ems were nmine, at |least to a degree, and
needed to take responsibility for nmy crew and how
t hey were doi ng.

W didn't talk any nore about Tarel's proposal, if
you could call it that. He didn't seeminclined to
make a problemout of it. But she'd opened ny eyes a
bit by telling ne.
Tarel had been attentive to Deneen, hel ping when it
was her turn to fix meals or wash dishes. He really
was a good guy, had been ever since we'd known him
Courteous and considerate, aware and intelligent
Even reasonably good-1ooking. And as | said before,
surprisingly strong-one of those people who seens to
have been born strong. | couldn't help but wonder
what Deneen mght have said if he wasn't so darned
serious about things. He just very seldom | aughed or
even smiled very widely.

As for Bubba, we didn't see much of himtill just
before we were ready to | eave. He seened cheerfu
enough when he got back, but he was different from
the way he'd been at hone on Evdash. There wasn't the
sense of openness |1'd always felt fromhimbefore. It
was as if he was withholding hinmself a little, as if
t here was sonet hing he was keeping to hinself.
Sonetimes it was really noticeable, particularly now
that | was paying attention.

Qur vacation lasted three days and two nights. The
third night we spent parked above Marseille again. At
dawn of the fourth day, a raw, breezy, overcast
nmorning, | was waiting at the town gate.

Two hours later I was on one of |saac ben Abrahanis
shi ps, headi ng east through a choppy sea, a follow ng



wi nd pushing us along. And briskly, considering how
smal | our triangular sail was, and how blunt the
ship's broad bow.

Sonehow, | felt glumrer than Bubba at his gl umest,
as serious as Tarel. And a little seasick fromthe
ship's pitch and roll, although I got over that
pretty quickly. Tormorrow maybe it'll clear up, |

t hought, and we'll have sunshine. Maybe 1'l] fee
better then.

THI RTEEN

The ship had been one of the larger in Marseille, al
of sixty feet long. Loaded as she was, her gunwal es
am dshi ps were only about four feet above the water.
The full length was decked. Bel ow deck there were
dozens of bales of what they call "wool" on Fanglith-
the curly and remarkably thick hair of an ani nal

call ed "sheep." One of the other passengers told ne
the fur is cut off the sheep's entire body, right
down to the skin, and grows back to be recut the next
year. The hairs are so tangl ed together that when
they cut them off, they hang together in a mat.

Bel ow deck were al so thousands of ingots of copper,
silver, and | ead-especially |ead-which were mainly
what made the ship ride so lowin the water. Besides
the cargo of wool and ingots, there were nine
passengers, all nen. W slept on the bales of wool
bel ow deck and ate the same food as the ship's crew

Before long | was sharing my clothes again with
mnute biting insects, called lice and fleas, that
seemto be ever-present pests on Fanglith.

The next day was nicer-clear, though still chilly-
the wind continuing fromthe west. For a while, a
school of very large fish swam al ongsi de us, nore or
less in formati on. Their snoot h-1o00king gray bodies
noved along in a series of arcs, curving clear of the



wat er and then back in. The sailors called them
por poi ses.

In late afternoon we saw a headl and to the southeast,
a high ridge. One of the passengers told ne it was
the north end of a large island naned Corsica, which
the Saracens had once held but had been driven from
years before. Before dark we'd rounded it and were
headi ng south, nmore slowy now, with the wind and the
island on our right. Wth the wind fromthe side we
not only went slower, we also roiled heavily, and for
a whilel felt alittle seasick again.

At dawn the next day we were out of sight of Iand
once nore. The wind had eased quite a lot, but was
still fromthe west, arid our progress was sl ower
yet. | spent a lot of the day asking questions of the
ot her passengers, secretly recording our talks, but I
got tired of that after a while and went bel ow deck
to kill tine napping.

I was wakened by |oud, excited talk. A pirate ship
had been spotted, and | foll owed other passengers up
onto the deck to see what it |ooked |ike. Head on,
couldn't see howlong it was, but even seeing it from
a distance it seemed to be nore sl ender, and probably
rode | ess deeply in the water. It had a sail,
triangular like ours, and | thought | could rmake out
oars hurrying it along. Qur captain had turned us to
run ahead of the light wind, but after watching for a
while it was obvious that the pirate ship was gaining
on us.

I was standing by the rail beside a nerchant
passenger who'd been to sea a lot. "How can you tel
they're pirates?" | asked him

He | ooked at me as if | was dense. "Because they're
using oars. Only warships and pirates use oars. And
because, by their lines, they' re Saracens. Plus, they
changed course toward us as soon as they saw us."

"What happens if they catch us?" | asked.



"They board us." He drew a shortsword and tested its
blade grimy with a thunmb. "And it's not if, it's
when. Qur only chance is that some warship, Pisan or
Genoese, will show up. Don't hold your breath.”

"What happens when they catch us?"

"We fight until either they kill us all or we
surrender. Any of us taken alive will be held for
ransom or made slaves. |If you have no one to ransom
you, you'll do well to die fighting."

"How nmuch is the ranson?"

He | ooked nme over, appraising ny clothes. "Mre than
you have," he said sourly, and turned away to watch
the pirate ship again.

| wat ched, too-long enough to estimate that we had

| ess than an hour, nmaybe hal f an hour, before they
caught us. The sun was al ready down, the |ight
beginning to fade a bit. If we could stay ahead of
them | ong enough, | thought, maybe we could hide in

t he darkness. But no. | scanned the sky and there was
the noon, half full now, pale in the early evening.
The way they were closing the gap, they'd be close
enough to see us by noonlight if they hadn't actually
caught us before dark.

O course, | could always use my blast pistol. |
couldn't inmagine themtrying to board us after 1'd
fired a few charges into them But that woul d make ne
a lot nore conspicuous than | was ready to be-or
rather, the wong kind of conspicuous. Wich didn't

| eave much for me to do but call in my one-ship space
fleet, the biggest in the system

| went down the stern | adder bel ow deck agai n, anong
the ingots. Three of the passengers were down there,
sitting near the | adder, talking quietly. | passed

t hem and sat down ani dshi ps.

They were watching me now, the strange foreigner with



all the dunb questions, so when | put the rempte in
my ear, | made it look as if | was scratching.
Fanglithans do a |lot of that. Then | took ny

conmuni cator off the belt inside my cape, palming it,
and when | took it out, | pretended to raise ny
crucifix with the sane hand and kiss it.

"Jav, this is Larn," | murnured in Evdashian. "Jav,
this is Larn. Come in please. Over."

"Larn, this is the Javelin," It was Deneen's voice in
nmy ear, also in Evdashian. "There seens to be a bogey
chasing you. He's gaining on you. Over."

"Right," | answered. "They're pirates. | don't want
to shoot themup nyself if | can help it; |I'mnot
ready for that kind of publicity. So here's what |
want you to do. If we can stay ahead of themtil

it's pretty rmuch dark, 1'd |ike you guys to sink them
wi th your heavy blaster. Got that?"

"Sure. If you can stay ahead of themtill it's pretty
much dark, we're to sink themw th our nunber one

bl aster. What if they catch you while it's stil
fairly light? Are you going to take care of them
yoursel f then, or do we step in?"

Apparently the three passengers watching me could
hear ne faintly. Two of them crossed thensel ves and
began to pray. They probably assuned that prayi ng was
what | was doing, and decided it was a good idea.

"I"'mnot sure yet," | answered. "I'll have to play it
by ear. 1'm going back up on deck in a mnute to

wat ch, but nmeanwhile, as it stands now, | don't want
you to shoot themup till it's too dark for anyone
down here to see what's doing the shooting. It's al
right if they see something up there, but not what
the sonmething is. Got that?"

"CGot it. Why don't you just call and tell us when to
start?"



An idea had been just out of sight, nudging ny nind
Now | saw it. "CGood idea. I'll call you in Provencal
And listen. ..."

When | finished explaining what | had in mnd, | put
nmy conmuni cat or back inside my cape and went up on
deck. The other three had watched nme the whole tineg,
so | crossed nyself before | left, and nodded at them
soberly as | went to the |adder

The pirate ship had gained quite a bit on us, and the
eveni ng seenmed hardly any darker than when |I'd gone
below. It didn't ook as if we'd stay ahead of them

| ong enough. Besides which, there was no safety or
hope ahead of us that | could see, and it occurred to
me that our captain might decide to turn back and
fight-get it over wth.

So |l went to him He was manning the heavy steering
oar hinmself, his eyes sternward toward the pirates.

"Captain," | said, "lI've been praying to the Ange
Deneen. She told ne that if we stay ahead of the
Saracens till darkness, they' |l be destroyed with

fire from heaven."

H s eyes narrowed. | wasn't sure what he was
t hi nki ng. "Can we?" | asked. "Stay ahead of themtil
dar k?"

"It is in the hands of God," he said after a few
seconds.

"Cood," | told him "W nust leave it there, in the
hands of God, and not defy himby turning to fight,
for he will surely save us."

The captain scow ed wi thout saying anything nore to
me, as if he thought | was crazy. | |eaned agai nst
the rail to watch the pirates gaining on us.

After a fewmnutes it seenmed to nme they weren't
gai ning on us as fast as they had been. | suppose
their oarsmen were getting tired. And the |ight was



noticeably less, though it was still nore like
dayl i ght than night. Maybe it woul d get dark before
t hey caught us.

“Larn."
It was the renote 1'd left in ny ear

"There are nore than forty pirates, not counting the
guys who are rowi ng. And they | ook really tough. If
you change your m nd about when, we're ready to put
t hem out of conmi ssion.”

| didn't take out my communi cator and answer her; it
wasn't the time or place for that. She'd liave to
assune | got it. But | nodded anyway, in case they
had me in the viewer under nagnification

There were eleven in our crew, and ten passengers

i ncludi ng nyself, just about all of us on deck now.
Several had shortswords already in hand, but | doubt
that any one of themwould really qualify as a
warrior. Gadually the distance shrank between the
pirates and ourselves, and gradually it got darker

It began to look as if it might get dark soon enough
after all. And | ooking upward | could see the scout;
it had come down to maybe four or five hundred yards
and was barely visible against the darkening sky. You
had to look for it-knowit was up there-to see it.

The pirate ship was only about two hundred feet
behind us. | stepped away fromthe rail a little and
took out ny pal ned communi cator, raising it as if |
was lifting up my crucifix. Then | bell owed out as
loudly as | could: "Don't be afraid! The Angel Deneen
will save us! She has prom sed!"

Just about everyone on the ship | ooked at ne. None of
them | ooked actually scornful; stories about divine

i ntervention were common on Fanglith. But none of

t hem | ooked very convinced, either. And the pirate
ship came on. After another couple of mnutes

| ooked up again. | could sort of nake out the Jav;
she was maybe two hundred yards up now, and the



pirates not nore than eighty or a hundred feet
behind. | switched on ny commruni cator. "Ange
Deneen!" | shouted. "Save us fromthe Saracens!"

A heavy-caliber blaster thudded once, and a hissing
charge exploded into the pirate ship. W could hear
themyel ling back there. Then a spotlight speared
down from above, draw ng every eye, and someone up
there- Tarel, | learned later-fired four nore single
rounds about a second apart. The pirate ship started
to burn in the thickening dusk as we pulled away from
her, but she apparently sank in a hurry, because the
fl ames di sappeared quickly, as if drowned.

FOURTEEN
Moi se:

Even t hough the sl avenmaster had sl owed the beat

somewhat, | was so tired | thought | would die of it.
But he was pacing the wal kway between us, and | stil
feared his whip nore than death. Besides, | always

felt that way when we were chasing sone nerchant
ship, and hadn't died yet. A man can stand nore than
he t hi nks.

Ahead on the nmerchantman, | heard soneone call out
loudly. W& were that close. Soon we woul d ship our
oars and rest while the Saracens boarded her, but
until then | had to keep on

Cool as the evening was, sweat trickled into ny eyes,
and dripped fromnmny nose and chin to fall on ny bare
thighs. | gasped for breath. Again | heard a shout
from ahead, nearer now and then the world expl oded!
My bench was torn | oose, thrown back, and | fell on
the feet and | egs of the oarsman behind ne, a Tuscan
naned Guittone. | had no idea what had happened. As |
struggl ed to disentangle nyself from Guittone's | egs,
there was another terrible sound, and nore, and

felt water rising rapidly around nme. Men were



scream ng, some of themcalling to Allah to be
nmerci ful . None of them knew none of them could have
known-what had struck us, any nore than | did then

The ship sank quickly-indeed, had broken in two- the
hal ves pulling apart, with one swinging to the left
and one to the right. The half with the nast had
turned onto her side. | was floating free of it,
chained to nmy broken bench. Around ne, many of ny
captors-ex-captors nowwere clinging to weckage or
swi mmi ng toward one of the halves, and it seened well
to nove away fromthem although there was no pl ace
to swmto except into the near-night. The water was
wi nter-cold. | managed to get ny broken bench beneath
me, then kicked and paddl ed away, careful not to
overturn again. Mnutes later | could not see any of
t hem any | onger, although distantly | could hear
injured nen calling for help.

Tarel :

| hadn't |iked shooting into the pirate ship, but it
was necessary. There wasn't nuch question about what
the pirates had in nmnd, but it bothered me to shoot
at people who couldn't defend themnsel ves agai nst us.
There wasn't even anything they could try to do.

On the target screen | could see their ship al nost as
clearly as if it were daylight. It surprised ne to
see it break in two. | suppose it was partly because
it was going along pretty fast, for such a primtive
ship. The blaster bolts nmust have torn enough out of
the hull that

it acted like a scoop, and the pressure broke it
where t he expl osions had weakened it.

Deneen turned off the spotlight, but | could stil

see with the target screen. Guys were swimmng to the
hal ves of the hull, which were still afloat, one ful
of water to the gunwales, the other on its side.
Deneen felt the way | did-wanted to go down and
rescue people-but it would be suicide to take pirates
into the Javelin with us.



What she did instead was |ift to about two hundred
yards again, and we sat there watching, unwilling to
just leave. Then | noticed that one guy was paddling
away fromthe weckage, which seemed peculiar. It
occurred to ne that he m ght have been a prisoner or
somet hi ng- maybe one of the oarsnen. They m ght have
been sl aves; there'd been a guy with a whip nmaking
sure they kept row ng.

"Deneen!" | started, and before |I could get any nore
out, she said, "I see him" She's |ike that
sonmetines, as if she knows what you're thinking. W
wat ched hi m paddl e and kick until he was about a
hundred yards fromthe others. Then he sl owed down,
as if he felt safer now, or maybe tired, and Deneen
started to | ower us toward him

At twenty feet or so she hit the control for the
door. It opened and | went over to it. W were behind
the guy and he hadn't even seen us. It turned out
he'd noticed the light on the water in front of him
fromthe open door, but of course, it never occurred
to himwhat it mght be. Meanwhil e Deneen | owered us
to five feet.

He wasn't nore than a dozen feet fromne, so | spoke
to himin Provencal. "Let ne help you."

He turned, jerking as if he'd been stung, and the
board he was on turned over, dunping himoff. For a
nmonent, when he surfaced, he just stared toward us as
if he didn't see anything there. Then his eyes bugged
out and his nmouth sagged open

"We'| | take you out of the water if you'll let us,"
told him

He started talking in some | anguage | coul dn't
understand, not as if he were talking to ne, but nore
as if he were talking to hinmself. |I'd never heard
anyone pray before-hadn't even heard of praying unti
I'd gotten the concept fromthe conputer when | was

| earning Provencal. Prayers are pretty inmportant on



Fanglith. Meanwhil e, Deneen kept the Jav settling
downward until we weren't nore than twenty inches
above the waves, which weren't very big. | reached
out toward him He shook off the shock of seeing us
then, and started paddling the ten feet or so to ne.

| guess | didn't ook as fierce or mean as the people
who' d had him | ast.

| 1 ooked around for sonething I could reach out with
that he could grab hold of. When | didn't see
anything, | lay down on the deck, grabbed the edge of
the doorway with ny |left hand, and reached out with
my right. \When he got to me, we grabbed each others
wists and | pulled.

There was a problem He was chained to the broken
bench he was on. | hoisted himpartway in, then took
hol d of the chain and pulled the board in too. He
just lay there on the deck then, |ooking around. I
could imagine what it was like for him The scout was
so different, so conpletely unlike anything he'd ever
seen or inmmgined or dreanmed of, that he must have

t hought he was dead or crazy. In fact, he told ne
later that that was just how he felt. And Bubba's big
wol f face was | ooking at himabout thirty inches from
hi s own.

Deneen:

I wanted to foll ow the nmerchant ship and see what was
happeni ng, but Mise's feet were still sticking out
the door. He was al so bl eeding on the deck- not
heavily, but he was injured. | told Tarel to get him
in. Tarel took hold of himunder the arnms and pull ed,
and | closed the door. Then | lifted to a hundred
yards and noved to a position above the merchant man.

It had changed its course fromeast to southeast, the
direction it had been going before they'd spotted the
pirates. It looked to nme as if everyone aboard it was
on deck now. 'l called Larn and he answered ri ght
away, his voice soft and not too far from | aughing.

"I't worked like a charm" he told ne in Evdashi an



"They think I"'mreally something." Then, in
Provengal , he called: "Thank you, Angel Deneen! Thank
you for answering ny request! You have saved us from
the Saracen!"”

"That's all right, brother mine." | said it in
Evdashi an, in case he'd switched on his speaker-which
it turned out he had. "Do you need anything nore just
now?"

"No," he said, in Evdashian hinmself again, "I'Il let
you know i f anything nmore happens.”

| didn't tell himabout our new passenger. | didn't
have enough information yet to make it worthwhile,
and didn't want to worry him | just put the
spotlight on the m dshi ps deck for a nonent,
centering on Larn- one |ast sign fromthe heavens.
Then | switched it off and parked there, invisible
frombelow |In Evdashian | told Tarel to take our
passenger into the head, sluice himoff in the
shower, and do whatever seemed necessary for his

wounds, so far as he could. | also told Bubba to stay
with themin case the guy turned out to be dangerous
after all. (Not that | needed to; Bubba would know,

and he'd do whatever was needed.) Then Tarel could
put our-guest? prisoner?-in one of the suits of navy
fati gues we had on board, and feed him and we'd see
what we coul d | earn about him

Meanwhil e, | made sure ny stunner was set on
mediumlow If | had to use it, | didn't want to
endanger Tarel or Bubba. But for sone reason, | had

the distinct feeling that | wouldn't have to use
it-that we had a new friend and ally on board, not an

eneny.

FI FTEEN

The rest of the trip took four days. Four days that
started out niserably for everyone el se aboard ship,



because they all cane down with diarrhea that night-
every one of themand had it for two or three days.
The ship didn't have any latrines of course, only
buckets and the sea, and at tines there was no tine
to wait for a bucket. | offered my thanks froma

di stance to the inventor of the inmunoserum

Lice and fleas, on the other hand, had no respect at
all for immunoserum or even for people who could
call down angels and lightning fromthe sky, and
foreigners seened to taste as good as native
Fanglithans to them On Fanglith, though, people
hardly thought of themas an affliction; in fact,
they hardly thought of themat all. Everyone |I'd seen
seened to have them and apparently all the tine.
Lice and fleas were |ike breathing and eating-a part
of life.

Maybe Fanglithans would even miss their lice if they
lost themy I'mnot sure. | wouldn't. ltch! True,

was starting to get used to them but life on
Fanglith woul d have been a |l ot nicer wthout them

Anyway, not getting diarrhea fitted ny inmage as
someone speci al -sonmeone protected by an angel. Where
bef ore sonme of the people on board had disliked ne as
a dunbbell full of foolish questions, now everyone
was at |least polite, including the captain. Some of
themwere in absolute awe of me, and at nmeals | even
got larger portions than the others. But no one tried
to hang around with ne.

The day after the pirate incident, Deneen told ne
about the guy they'd rescued. He'd been a galley
slave, forced to help row the pirate ship, and was
about the sane age as she and Tarel were. Hi s nane
was Mi se ben Israel, and |like |Isaac ben Abraham

Moi se was a Jew, a nenber of a different religion and
culture fromChristians. Hi s famly had been novi ng
froma city called Genoa to one called Amal fi, where
Jews were not so badly treated. Wen the Saracens
attacked the ship, his whole fam |y had drowned or
been kil led.



Moi se could read and wite, spoke several |anguages,
and knew a | ot about how things were done on
Fanglith. He seemed to be adjusting well to Deneen
and Tarel and the cutter.

And Bubba approved of himsaid he was a good guy. One
thi ng Bubba didn't miss on was what people were |iKke.

The next to last day was stormy-the wi nd behind us,
the sky and sea two tones of gray. Big waves woul d

| oom above our stern, sone of themfifteen feet high
or higher. They'd raise us up as they caught us, then
we'd seemto slide down their backside as they
passed. And there the next one would be, heaving
itself above us frombehind. To me it was
exhi | arati ng.

The captain had two nen on the steering oar. As he
explained it to me, it was inportant that we stay
headed downwi nd. |If we broached-cane about sideways
to the waves-we could easily turn over. He didn't
seem worried, though, so |I figured the danger wasn't
great.

Sone of the people prayed quite a bit though

i ncludi ng several of the crew, and they |ooked at ne
alot, as if they hoped 1'd pull off another mracle.
The only miracle I could think of was to have Deneen
pick nme up if we foundered, and when the stormgot a
bit worse, | called her. They were keeping an eye on
us, she told ne, and if we foundered, Bubba could
easily identify me anmong the people in the water.

VWhile | was nurnuring to her, of course, people were
wat chi ng hopefully, soon after that, the wind started
easing up. The waves stayed pretty big for a while,
but it felt as if the danger had passed. Judging from
t he sideways gl ances people gave nme, | was getting
the credit for it, which was fine with nme. It was
just the kind of notoriety | wanted.

The | ast day dawned to seas that were a lot smaller



and they got smaller yet through the day. In

m d- afternoon we saw | and ahead. It | ooked |ike a
conti nuous shoreline at first, but as we got closer |
could see an opening that the captain told ne was the
Strait of Messina.

About then | noticed that some of the crew were
starting to look a little nervous, and | asked one of
themif sonething was wrong.

"Charybdis," he said.
"What i s-Charybdi s?"

He used a word that didn't mean anything to ne, but
hi s expl anation, conplete with hand notions (the
Provencal s are great for using their hands to help
themtal k), nade it clear: Charybdis is a whirl pool
In the Strait of Messina. And it could, he told ne,
swal | ow a ship.

| asked the captain about that, and he nodded. "It
could. But many ships go through there every year

and only now and then does the whirl pool take one of
them Perhaps when there is a stormout of the north,
or the ship has a careless master." He shrugged. "Or
maybe wi th soneone on board whom God has decided to
stri ke down-perhaps a heretic. Sone say there is a
monster in it that takes a ship when she is hungry.
But there are nore nonsters told about than exist,
and | do not believe there is one in the whirlpool."

He crossed hinmsel f though, after he said it.

When we passed through the strait, | kept watching
for the whirlpool, but didn't see it. Wiat | did see
on both sides was rough, nountainous country wi thout
much forest, and to the southwest, on the Sicilian
side, an incredible mountain in the distance. It was
broad, clinbing gradually up and up, with mles and
mles of snow The captain told ne its nane was Aetna.

It was starting to get dark when we | anded in Reggio



di Calabria, a town ruled by Normans. | was al npst
out of noney, and the captain agreed to let me sleep
on the ship that night. It brought the ship luck to
have ne aboard, he said; it would bring it still nore
to grant a boon to a holy man.

It took ne a minute to realize that by holy man he
meant me. And from what | understood of the concepts
of holy, I felt alittle enbarrassed. 1'd tricked
him and everyone el se on board, and didn't feel good
about it.

I had the ship alnpst to nyself. The other passengers
had | eft. The mate and anot her sailor sat on guard by
t he gangpl ank while two others, their relief, slept
near by on wool bal es dragged up on deck. A | opsided
noon shone down.

They' d dragged up nore than enough bal es for

t hensel ves, and as | lay down across a coupl e of
extras, scratching and waiting for sleep, | thought
about what 1'd done. So I'd used trickery. It had
been necessary; they'd never accept ne for what |

was. They wouldn't believe. O if they did, they

woul dn't understand. And if the word got around, |

m ght get executed as a denon; that had al nost
happened at the Mnastery of St. Stephen of Isere, ny
first time on Fanglith.

What |1'd done on this ship had hel ped the people on
it-saved them from being killed or enslaved by the
pirates-while what | hoped to do woul d keep them from
bei ng ensl aved by the Enpire.

Because if the Gondis Enmpire | asted | ong enough, it
woul d cone to Fangiith soneday and subjugate it.

And that uncovered the unasked questions that had had
me in the gluns off and on lately. Did | actually
believe we could turn this planet into a rebel world?
And if the Enpire canme to Fanglith, would the
Fang-1lithans be any worse off then they already were?
O might they actually be better off?



But enough of the old | egend was obviously true that
| could assunme the rest was, too. The hunman

popul ation of Fanglith had started out m nd-w ped and
naked, wi thout as much as a knife or even a nenory-a
few t housand political prisoners dunped here 18,000
years ago by the Mad Enperor, Karkzhuk. And with that
m serable start, it was inpressive that they'd
advanced this far. There was no reason to think they
woul dn't soneday be truly civilized, but if the

G ondis Empire took Fanglith over, they'd nmake a

sl ave | abor pool out of it.

O course, the big question was whet her we coul d
acconpl i sh anythi ng here. \Wat was needed was sone
ki nd of superman-soneone out of an adventure
thriller-not Larn Rostik kei Deroop.

| shook off the crud of self-devaluation and | ooked
up at the stars. Evdash was up there somewhere,

t hought to nyself, and then | thought of Jenoor
killed by the Enmpire, and started deliberately to
build up a good hate to toughen nmy mind for the job
we had here. But working up a hate was just a dodge,
and | knew it. It didn't change the way things were;

it was just a way of not |ooking at them | needed to
get ny attention out of nyself, so | took out ny
comuni cator; |1'd talk with Deneen

| didn't use the renote. The guards woul d hear her
voi ce, but that was the kind of thing they expected
of nme now. | was established as soneone who

conmuni cated with the angels.

Deneen:

Mbi se was sonet hing el se, and finding himcould

al nost nake ne believe in fate. Virtually everything
about us was new to him including knowi ng what the
stars really were, and the gal axy, and Fanglith
itself. You'd never imagi ne how the Fanglithans had
envi si oned and explained their world and the

uni verse. Yet he'd adjusted so quickly to us and to
what we'd shown him with so little confusion and not



even a headache, that both Tarel and | were really
i npressed. Mdi se was not only very bright, he was
very adapt abl e.

I wonder if mental adaptability m ght not be the key
t o maxi mum success in this universe.

You m ght think we'd have gotten bored, parked
fifteen mles above the surface with "nothing much to
do." Actually, we were as busy as we coul d be,

i ncl udi ng Mbi se, because after talking with hima
while, |1'd decided he'd make a good consultant, and
perhaps a contact man on the surface. | wasn't sure
about that yet.

So Tarel and | had taken turns questioning him

pi cking his brain-and educating him Recording all of
it, of course, then running it through |inguistic
anal ysis and taking turns using the |earning program
VW were expandi ng our know edge of the | anguage and
of Fanglith both.

In turn, we educated him Over the next Four days we
described to himwhat the universe and gal axy were
really like, gave hima course in the basic
principles of technology, and let himknow a little
about ourselves. Not everything. But that we were
refugees froma far world, and that we wanted to nake
a place for ourselves on Fanglith without attracting
hostile attention fromthe people here.

W'd had to tal k Provencal, of course-the only

| anguage we knew t hat he coul d understand.
Fortunately, Mdise was froma seaport called Genoa,
where the | anguage, Piednontese, was pretty nuch |ike
Provencal . He coul d understand us, and we understood
him wthout a lot of trouble. He told us he al so
spoke Hebrew, Aramaic, and quite a bit of G eek. And
Arabi c, the | anguage of the Saracens. It had been

i mportant in Tarragona, the place where they'd |ived
bef ore going to Genoa. The pirates had spoken Arabic,
too. He'd learned quite a bit of Arabic poetry where
he'd lived in Tarragona; he'd thought they were the
best poens of all. And the poetry had built his



Arabi c vocabul ary well above the street vocabul ary of
the children he'd played wth.

I'd becone aware on our first trip to Fangiith that
there was a bad communi cati on scene on this world,

but now | began to realize how bad. Because all of

t hose | anguages, plus a bunch of others, were spoken
in just the region around the Mditerranean. Wio knew
how many di fferent | anguages there m ght be on
Fanglith? It seemed a safe bet that there were
hundreds of them

Because Arabic was inportant around nuch of the
Mediterranean, it seenmed to ne that it mght be
useful to us. So between tines, | had Mise say
Arabic words into the recorder, discussing in

Pi edmont ese what they neant. Then |I'd load theminto
the conputer. But for the tine being we'd stick with
Provencal / Pi ednont ese. Mi se said we shoul d be able
to make ourselves understood with it, nmore or |ess,

i n Tuscany and Veni ce, which were inportant regions
of ltaly.

Moi se was unusual ly well educated, | realized-even
conpared with nost of the "nobility" of the time. But
it was interesting howlittle he knew of

geogr aphy-even the geography of the Mediterranean. He
knew a | ot about a lot of places and peoples, but a
map he tried to sketch for us, in our first session
was so crude and inconplete that, conparing it with
the one our ship had made, we couldn't figure out
where it was supposed to be. And he had no idea where
it was on our map.

It turned out that on Fanglith they hadn't devel oped
map- meki ng as a technical skill. They hardly even had
t he concept of an overall geographical view of the

pl anet's surface as sonething you could sketch on a
coordinate system If they could get where they
wanted to go fromwhere they already were, that was
enough for them

Briefly we took himout to 5,000 mles-briefly



because that was in one of Fanglith's heavy radiation
belts, and because we couldn't see Larn's ship from
there. Instead of being scared or awed or anythi ng
like that, Mdise was positively enraptured. Later,
had the conmputer print out a map of the whole
Mediterranean region for him and the country north
of it all the way to the northern sea. Fromthe way
he'd reacted, you'd think I'd given himsonething of
fabul ous val ue, which |I guess maybe | had.

When the pirates had attacked the ship his fanmly was
on, his mother and sister had junped into the sea so
they wouldn't be sold as slaves. Neither one of them
could swm His father had ordered Mise to lie on
his face, then died fighting. Mise, because he was
young, and for Fanglith big, had been chained to a
rowi ng bench to replace a slave too sick to row
anynore. The sick slave had then been thrown into the
sea as a lesson to the others not to get sick

Mbi se had never exercised nuch before, and he told us
with a laugh about his first couple of days at the
oar. The skin had rubbed off his hands, and in
general his body had gotten so tired he'd thought he
was dying. Then there'd been a couple of days when
the wind had been right, and they hadn't had to row
That's when his nmuscles, fromlegs to shoul ders and
arms, had gotten so stiff and sore he didn't think
he'd ever be able to nove again.

But he had. Because the next day, when they were
ordered to row again, he'd seen the whip used. He'd
rowed then in spite of his soreness. Three weeks of
sl ave food and rowi ng changed him from ki nd of pudgy
to lean and sinewy. In the nonths since then he'd
added a | ot of nmuscle.

He was lucky, he told us, to have had the captain
he'd had. He'd heard that some pirate captains
underfed their slaves. H s had fed them enough to
keep them strong for rowi ng. He'd even given them
dates and raisins, along with dried and salted neat,
occasi onal stew, and what Mdise called massah-sone



ki nd of bread.

Most of the tine we stayed at fifteen mles, keeping
the vi ewscreen | ocked on Larn's ship, and Bubba kept
some tel epathic attention on what was goi ng on down
there. | checked in with Larn once a day just to stay
in touch. After we'd sunk the pirate ship, he'd only
called once while he was at sea. My brother isn't the
ki nd who needs his hand hel d.

But after they got to the port of Reggio, he called

agai n, soundi ng kind of bumed out. It seened as if

he was wonderi ng what he was down there for. | could
see his problem it was ours too-Tarel's and nine

"Larn," | said, "you're worrying about no workabl e
pl an again." He didn't say anything back right away.

"Can | nmke a suggestion?" | asked.

"Ckay. Sure."

"W've got an intention. Right?"

"l guess so. Yes."

"So what is it, then? The intention."

It took hima mnute-well, ten or fifteen seconds-
bef ore he answered, | suppose because what he was

| ooking at didn't seemdo-able to him "Mke this a
rebel world," he said at |ast.

| was playing it by ear nyself now, and what | said
next surprised me. "Take it back another step,” |
told him "CQur real intention is to rid the Enpire of

tyranni cal rule. R ght?"

There was another |ag, and when he answered, his
voi ce was thoughtful. "Right. That's right."

"So how about this, then: You re down there doing
t hi ngs, maki ng deci sions step by step to suit the



situation-the best you can and with no need to hurry.
And if you keep that intention in nmnd, to rid the
Empire of tyrannical rule, your decisions will nove
us in that direction.

"Does that make any sense to you?"

"Yeah, | guess so. Yeah."

"Good. And we're not in a hurry! We can't nmake a
rebel world out of Fanglith overnight. As far as
that's concerned, maybe it's not even possible. Take
things a step at a tinme, learn, and wait for the
bright idea that you can build a plan on. And if
things don't | ook good in a year or two, maybe we'll
decide to go sonewhere else, to sonme other planet. W
don't have to make it on Fanglith."

| shut up then, to give hima chance. After a minute
t hough, when he hadn't said anything nore, | spoke
again. "Brother nine, are you there?"

I heard himchuckle then, the wel conest sound |'d
heard in a long time. "Yeah, |I'm here. Thanks, sis.
You' re the greatest. This is Larn, over and out."

"This is the Jav, over and out."

| switched off the m ke. Maybe not the greatest,
t hought, but | ampretty good, if |I do say so myself.

Tarel and Moise were already sl eeping. Only Bubba was
awake with me, |ooking at ne and grinning, his tongue
hanging out. I wi nked at him then put on the

| ear ni ng program skull cap and began ny first |esson
in Arabic.

Moi se:

These peopl e who rescued me were clearly not children
of Abraham Nor were they Christian, nor of |slam

Yet if they were heathen, they seemed nonet hel ess
peopl e of honor and nobility. And surely they had
shown ne ki ndness and many wonders. Even their huge



wol f-1i ke dog spoke with themin his own | anguage,
whi ch t hey understood, and they answered him
in-theirs. Deneen says they will start to teach ne
t heir | anguage tonorrow.

Al t hough t hey have knowl edge and power incredibly
beyond nmy own, they treat nme alnmost |ike one of them
True, at first they locked me in nmy room at night,

but that was a reasonabl e precaution. And they showed
me no ot her distrust, though they knew not hi ng about
me except what | told them They have told me their
dog reads the thoughts of nen, and has told them| am
honorabl e, worthy of their trust. Perhaps he does
read thoughts. | will test himwhen | learn to
under st and hi s speech.

Being with them | feel an excitenent |ike none

have i magi ned before. And even though they are goyim
if they ask me to help themin their endeavors, as
expect they will, I will surely agree. For | have no
fam ly, nor anyone else in all this world.

PART THREE
CAPTURED
S| XTEEN
Larn:

A few hours later I woke up, just barely, and feeling
kind of chilly, went below and fell right asleep
again. The next thing | knew, soneone had grabbed ne
and jerked my right armup behind ny back. A second
person was taking the blast pistol, stunner, and
conmuni cator off nmy belt. Someone el se, on deck, was
hol ding a flickering torch down through the hatch

now he backed away.
"Not to struggle." The guy tal king was the one who'd
taken ny weapons. "I w sh not to harmyou."

The words were Evdashi an! Broken Evdashi an! Then



whoever was holding ne jerked me to ny feet, harder
than he needed to. He was strong, with hands I|ike
very | arge cl anps.

| was absolutely wi de awake now, but confused. How
could the Inperials have found me? And woul dn't the
political police have spoken in Standard? Besi des,
someone whose | anguage was Standard woul dn't speak
Evdashian with that accent. It occurred to ne then
that maybe they'd been here ahead of us this tine.
Maybe t hey had native nonitors on Fanglith now, who'd
pi cked up nmy comunicator traffic.

But | couldn't really believe that; it seened
i mpossi ble that this was happeni ng.

The guy who had me in the hamerl ock pushed nme toward
the | adder. There was just enough light that |I could
see the one with ny weapons start up the |adder

The man following me had to rel ease his hanmrer | ock
to clinb the steep steps after ne, but at the top
the guy with my weapons was waiting in the dark with
nmy stunner pointed at ne.

The sailor on watch was standing well back fromthe
gangpl ank, obviously afraid of the guys who'd
captured me. His relief nman was sitting awake on a
woo! bal e, staring, unnoving. The noon, about
three-quarters full, was lighting the scene from
about thirty or forty degrees above the western
hori zon. Considering the geometry of the planet,
nmoon, and sun here, that made it about m dnight.

Then the nman behind ne reached the deck and cl anped
t he hamerl ock on ne again.

The one with my weapons definitely seemed to be the
boss. | could see now that he wore a conical Nornman
helmet, and | was willing to bet he had a hauberk on
beneath his cloak. A knight's outfit. But he was
famliar with civilized weapons, because he turned
and put both the sailors to sleep with my stunner.
hoped it was to sleep; if he'd reset it upward from
the mediumsetting | usually kept it on, at this



range they were probably dead. He hadn't needed to
shoot themat all; they hadn't been about to do
anyt hi ng.

Meanwhi | e the guy behind ne never paused, just kept
wal ki ng across the deck and down the gangpl ank,
pushi ng ne ahead of him The guy with the torch had
started of f ahead; the one with my weapons cane al ong
behind now. Alittle way along the wharf we cane to
several horses, watched by a fourth man. The guy in
charge stepped in front of me and turned, stunner
steady. Now, in the noonlight and torchlight, | could
see his face.

"Brislieu, let go his arm" This tinme he spoke in
Norman French. My arm was rel eased.

"Arno!" | said. This was harder for nme to believe
than ny first idea about Inperials. How had he

| earned to tal k Evdashi an? No wonder | hadn't
recogni zed his voice! Then |I recalled: The |ast day
we'd been with him he'd spent a couple of hours

pl ugged into the | earning program absorbing
Evdashi an-j ust before the Federation corvette had
blown up; a little before we'd left Fanglith. It was
surprising he could speak it at all; that had been
two and a half years earlier, and he'd never had a
chance to use it, even once.

"I"d cone here looking for you!" I told him "But how
did you find ne? How did you even know | was back on
Fanglith?"

He | aughed softly. "Your French has gotten worse," he
said, again in Norman French. "You've been speaking
too much Provencal. W'll talk of how !l found you

and of other things, when we're out of town." He
gestured toward one of the horses. "That one is
yours; get on. We have sone twenty miles to ride. And

do not try to escape. You'll be nore confortable
sitting in the saddle than tied over it on your
belly, and the scenery will be better that way."

| put a foot in the stirrup and swng up onto the



hor se-one of the heavy war horses that the Nornans
call destriers. Arno had swung into the saddle

wi thout letting the stunner nove away from me. Then
we rode off down the dirt street, the horses'

i ron-shod hooves thudding softly in the quiet night.

| hadn't ridden since Nornmandy; the horse's smell and
the roll of its gait felt good to ne. At one point we
encountered a street patrol, but they didn't pay any
attention to us. | suppose they recogni zed Arno and
Brislieu as Norman kni ghts, and Normans were the
nmasters here.

The wal | around Reggi o was hi gher and thicker than
the one at Marseille. One of the gate guards opened a
narrow gate for us, and before long we were in the
moonlit countryside. Here Brislieu took the | ead and
Arno rode beside ne, their squires sharing a horse
behind us. After a few nonents | repeated my earlier
guesti on:

"How did you find nme?"

Arno chuckl ed. "Those who gain fane are easy to find.
| had cone to Reggio to arrange to ship horses to
Palermpb, and in an inn | heard a ship's captain tel

a marvel ous story, about a holy nman who talked to his
crucifix. Or actually to an angel, through his

cruci fix.

And either the crucifix or the angel tal ked back to
him | forget just how he told it."

Arno | aughed again. "The angel sent down |ightning
fromthe sky, which struck and sank a corsair. And
nmonents | ater the eye of GOD shown down as a shaft of
golden light, to fall unerringly on the holy man.
Then, later, when a plague of grippe sickened al

ot hers aboard, this holy man, who was named the

Bl essed Larn, was not touched by it.

"Later still, when a stormthreatened to send one and
all to their deaths, this Larn, who was from | ndi a
incidentally, called on the angel again. Ange



Deneen, he called her. And the water snoothed around
themlike a silver mrror, though at a little

di stance the waves heaved and tossed nore savagely

t han before."

| could see Arno's grin in the noonlight. "Even

al l owi ng for exaggeration,” he continued, "I m ght
have "wondered if it was you, even if he had not
naned you. And indeed | did not catch your nane
clearly when first he said it, for not only was he
speaki ng Provencal, but his nouth was full at the
time. But your sister's nane left no doubt."

He chuckl ed again. He'd changed since I'd seen him
last; his nood was lighter. "Lightning fromthe sky.
That was somnet hing you didn't show us before. O was
that the shipmaster's imagi nati on?"

"He stretched things a little," | said, "but it was
pretty much true."

He | ooked nme over now as we rode. "You' ve grown," he
said. "You were tall already; now you're as tall as
Brislieu. O very nearly. Wat brought you back to-
our world?"

It was hard for himto say "our world," as if he'd
never quite accepted that there were others. In spite
of everything he'd seen

| didn't answer right away-didn't know just how to
start, although I'd thought before about what 1'd say
to Arno when | found him The country air was a
little chilly, an early spring night in a warm
climate. Moonlight |lay a shimering path across the
strait to our right; to our left it lit the rugged
hills, and filled the ravines with inky shadow

"What brought us to Fanglith?" | answered himin
Evdashi an, slowy and carefully, so that hopefully
he'd understand. It seened best that Brislieu and the
ot hers not know what | was saying. "Tyranny and
death. The rulers who had driven us fromour first



hone, our first world, have becone even nore
tyrannical . "

| paused to let himget that nmuch of it, then
continued. "It has naned itself the Gondis Enpire
and begun to conquer nore worlds-including the world
where we'd nade our new home." | peered at Arno,
trying to see his shadowed eyes. "Eventually | expect
they' Il conme here to conquer yours."

He answered in Evdashi an, thoughtfully. "Then why

cone you here, if they will sonmeday follow?"
He still held ny stunner in his hand, pointed at ne.
"Not to hide," I told him "W would find no

satisfaction in hiding."
"Then why?"

What to tell hinP The truth, | decided-the truth in
its sinmplest terns. "W |eft our hone world under
gunfire," | told him still in slow and carefu
Evdashi an. "We were being shot at by powerful

weapons. Three of us were killed-shot down as we ran
to the sky boat. One was ny wife; the @ondis Enpire
does not hesitate to kill wonmen. We had planned to go
to a certain world where we would be wel coned, to
help build a rebellion. But our |eader, the one of us
who knew how to go there, was also killed.

"Your world was the one world we knew the way to,
where we felt the Inperial sky navy had not gone yet,
because you are so very far away here; much farther
than other worlds with people on them™

| had no idea what Arno mght be thinking. Maybe that
| was crazy-possessed by a denon, as the abbot of St
St ephen' s had thought that sumrer day. But Arno had
seen our famly cutter and ridden on it severa

ti mes, which should nake a | ot of other strange and
unlikely clains seemat |east nmarginally possible.

"So we came here with nore intentions than plans,"



I went on. "We will try to set ourselves up as
supporters of some able and powerful man, and help

hi m establish a ki ngdomon this world-a ki ngdom t hat
is too strong for any power here to defeat-then help
himforman enpire that is not evil like the dondis.
And hel p himmanage it; help himnake this world so
strong that if, or when, the dondis Enpire cones
here, they will not be able to enslave you."

As | saidit, it seenmed to ne that we coul d never
make Fanglith that strong. It was too primtive!

"You cane here in a sky boat again?" Arno asked very
matter-of-factly.

"Yes. There's no other way."
"And you have a supply of the weapons you had before?"

"A small supply." Suddenly | felt a light surge of
excitement. | was onto something after all.

"And if we're successful in setting up a kingdom
here, we can go back to our own part of the sky and
find a world where nore such weapons can be gotten
and bring them™

And experienced rebels with assorted skills, to help
build a technical base here, | told nyself. That
m ght possibly work; it just mght.

We kept riding through the night, his eyes on nme, and
| knew he had to be digesting what |1'd said. Maybe

pl anni ng sonet hi ng, too. Wat had | saac ben Abraham
sai d about the Normans? "They have an extrene

restl essness, a reckl essness. " Sonething like
that. And al so sonethi ng about "treacheries bl oody
and outrageous. "

Then Arno quit pointing the stunner at ne, clipping
it on his belt w thout saying anything.
"Where are we goi ng?" | asked, in Norman now.



"To the castle of Roger of Hauteville, at Mleto,
some twenty mles south of here.”
"WIl | neet Roger?"

"Roger and his el der brother Cuiscard, the duke, are
on Sicily, where they captured Pal erno three nonths
ago. Palerno is Sicily's greatest city-one of the

worl d's greatest-and beautiful beyond words. | fought
there. | led a squadron. Then the duke dubbed Roger
the Count of Sicily. Roger will rule the island for
him though Guiscard, as duke, wll keep Pal ernp as
hi s own.

"Roger has said he will keep his castle at Mleto,

where we are going now. It is no stronghold such as

Normans build here, but its walls are thick, and he

has no lack of men to defend it. And he controls the
country far around.

"He has given nme ny own fief outside Palernmo, where
am having a castle built of stone, atop a rocky hill
| have ny own |iege knights and sergeants there now,
looking to it."

Arno had obviously conme a long way in |less than three
years. He was peering at ne as if trying to see what

| thought of all this, but the moon was on the wrong
side; ny face was shadowed. "It is good |land," he
went on. "Mich of it is lowand, nearly flat, with a
mountain streamthat carries water the year round.

But there is no great nmarsh, and therefore, it is
said, no fever. And because the | ower slopes are
northerly, the pasturage grows thicker and stays
green | onger."

"So you're going to remain a warrior after all," |
said, "instead of becom ng a nerchant."

"Not so. | have becone a baron, but | amalso a

nmer chant who raises destriers for our knights and
sergeants. That's why | amhere in Calabria just now,
instead of on my own fief. |I've been grazing ny
breeding herd on the count's land here until | should
have ny own. In town today | arranged to have them
shi pped to Palerno. Late tonmorrow a ship will cone to



the wharf at Mleto, and we will |oad them"

"But most nerchants are free nen, isn't that so?"
asked. "Wiile a baron is a vassal, owng mlitary
service to his liege lord."

For sone seconds there was only the dull plodding of
hooves on dirt, the occasional click of an iron shoe
on stone. Then Arno answered. "No man is truly free.
A merchant nakes agreenents with buyers and others,
and owes them goods or services. He pays in nmoney or
goods for protection, and nore often than not he owes
t he noneyl ender."

W rode a way farther without saying anything, Arno's
eyes ahead. Finally, he |ooked at me again. "As a
younger son | have no inheritance," he told ne, "and
nmy el dest brother is not a man of influence. For ne,
the road to wealth can best begin by swearing fealty
to a great lord, preferably a conqueror, and naking
nmysel f of special value to him Also, both CGuiscard
and Roger are granting fiefs that have little to do
with land. One great noble will build CGuiscard a
fleet with which to conquer G eece or possibly
Africa. In ny owmn case, in Sieu of mlitary service,
| may pay Roger in destriers if | wsh.

"I caught Roger's eye on the battlefield at
Msilmeri, nearly four years since, and happily, he
had not forgotten me when | returned a year later
with ny first herd. Italian horses are not suited to
our Norman tactics; they |lack the weight and
strength. So the destriers | brought were al nost
beyond price. My second herd was nostly brood mares,

with only three great stallions. Wth theml . . .",

Deneen' s voi ce spoke unexpectedly fromthe

conmuni cator at Arno's belt. He was so surprised he
jerked, then reined in his horse. | stopped nine

too. | hadn't remenbered to switch it to renote
reception after 1'd used it the last time on the ship.

"Larn, this is Javelin," she was saying. "Larn, this



is Javelin. Over."
"l should answer her," | said.

He reached to his belt and took off the comruni cator
peering at it. "Howis it used? |I've forgotten."

"It's a different nodel fromthe one | had before.
This one is mlitary. Here," | added, reaching.

He scow ed, holding it away fromne. "Tell me," he
said, "for I will not put it in your power."

"Al'l right," | countered, "hold it in your hand and
et me touch the nmagic places."

"Larn, what's the situation down there?" Deneen's

voi ce went on. Obviously, she thought | had it on
renote and that no one el se was hearing her. She
sounded somewher e between exasperated and worri ed.
"Bubba says you're out in the countryside. | seemto
have you |l ocated on the viewer-1 presune it's you-
with four other men on the road that goes south al ong
the coast. Come in please, if you can. Over."

Whi |l e she was saying that, Arno held the comruni cator

out for me to touch. | opened the transmt switch and
rai sed the volume a bit. "Okay, Arno," | told him
"Talk to her."

"Hello," he said in Evdashian. "I am Arno of

Cour meron. "

"What ? Who are you? | can't understand you."

She coul d understand himall right. She wanted himto
give me the comunicator. But from his expression, he
wasn't about to.

"You understand ne so good as you nmust. | am Arno of
Cour ner on. "

She did sonething with the switch, and the



conmuni cat or made clicki ng noi ses, sharp and rapid.
"Larn, can you hear me?" she said. "Wat's going on
t here? Whose voice was that? Over."

He wasn't very happy with that either, but he held it
out where | could talk into it.

"Hi, Deneen." | was speaki ng Evdashian too, slowy,

so that Arno could nore or |less follow what | said.

"That was Arno of Courneron. And | didn't find him

he found me. He'd heard about ne in an eating place,
and surprised me when | was sl eeping; he and three

ot her Normans. He's got ny stunner and bl ast pisto

and conmuni cat or.

"Don't worry, though. Everything is all right so far
He and | are tal king about things we night do
together. Right now we're going to where he's
staying."

Arno was watching me intently. 1'd need to throw in
some words he didn't know so he woul dn't understand
what | had to say next, "I'll activate the rempte if

the opportunity presents. You palpitate the switch
additionally after | enunciate the appellation of our
t el epat hi ¢ quadr uped. "

| paused. It was desirable that Arno did understand
what | said next, so this tine | spoke sinply. "Arno
is holding nme prisoner, sort of. He doesn't fully
trust nme and | don't fully trust him but | think he
and | can work something out together. Meanwhile, you
foll ow us from above. You can use nagic to know

whet her |'ve been harmed or not." Magic Arno
accepted, nore or |ess, while technol ogy was foreign
to him | paused now for enphasis. "If |I'm harned,"
continued, "you know what to do. And take good care
of Bubba."

As soon as | said "Bubba"-the "appellation of our
tel epat hi ¢ quadruped”-the speaker not only gave

anot her series of clicks, but a loud squeal. | don't
know how she did the squeal part.



"Here," | said to Arno. "I need to fix it."

He hesitated, then noved his horse closer so | could
| ook the conmuni cator over. Reaching, | switched it
to renote. "There," | said. "That may fix it, or it
may make it worse.

"Deneen," | added, "nmy communicator is acting up
again. Same ol d problemclicking noises. |'ve

adj usted the gummox. If you can hear ne, transnit
again and let's see if it's working now Over."

Both Arno and | | ooked at the communicator as if
wat ching woul d help it work. O course it didn't make
a sound that he could hear. "Deneen," | said, "we do

not receive you. Transnit again please. Over."

Her voice murrmured in the privacy of nmy ear canal
"Well, brother mne, was that quiet enough for you?
Cough if your renote is working. Over."

| coughed, cleared ny throat, then | ooked at Arno,
and he at me. "The anulet refuses to talk for now " |
said in Norman, shaking nmy head. "1've had trouble
with it before. It will work for a while, and then
for no apparent reason it quits."

O course Arno, being a Norman, was suspicious. |
could read it in his face, even by noonlight.

| shrugged. "It will probably work all right later
WIl it be all right for me to put it to rest? No use
runni ng down the power cell." The last two words were
i n Evdashi an, of course. "That which gives it power,"
| added in Norman.

To himit was all magic. | could alnost snell his
di strust as he nodded. "Do what you rnust," he said,
"as long as | keep the anmulet.”

"I'f you insist," | answered, and reachi ng again,
switched off the transmtter. The renote woul d
continue to function



As we started down the road, the renote nurnured
again. "Larn, I'mgetting ready to give hima
denonstration. You mght want to prepare himso he
won't think he's being attacked."

| had this natural urge to answer, but didn't.
"Arno," | told him "if | know Deneen, we can expect
her to do sonmething to prove her power to you. I'm
sure she won't harm anyone, because we'd like to be
your allies. But it may be pretty noisy, so be ready."
He nodded, saying nothing. It wasn't nmore than half a
mnute later that a spotlight caught us. Brislieu

t aken by surprise, stopped his horse and drew his
sword, glancing upward for a nmonent. Arno was too
smart to look at the lanp even briefly; it would nmake
his pupils contract. He | ooked only at the
illuminated area of the ground. Their squires halted
behind us; | don't know what they made of all this.

Then the light switched off.

Not hi ng nore happened for a long mnute. | sat
holding the reins tight, waiting. If what | suspected
happened next, my horse mght easily start bucking;

t he average saddl e gorn at home woul d have. Then the
light cane on again. This time it wasn't an intense
and narrow beam but spread to flood a grove of trees
planted in rows not far fromthe road. | tensed,

al nost sensing Tarel at the weapons controls.

The dull "thud thud thud" of the heavy bl aster
punctuated the night, a series of twelve or fifteen
shots in maybe si x seconds. Energy bolts hissed,
trees burst, fragnents of wood whirred and pl unked
around. The horses, well trained, jerked and danced
but settled down quickly. Then it was quiet, and the
floodli ght showed shattered stubs where the nearest
trees had been, two hundred feet away.

After a nonment it switched off again; only the dark
was left. | wondered if any | ocals had seen what had



happened, and what they'd make of it if they had.

The Iight cane back on, its beam narrower again, to
shine on a steep, rocky slope about a quarter nile
away. Qur eyes went to it. The blaster thudded agai n-
one, two, three, four-the bolts slanm ng one after
another into the bedrock. Shards flew, and above the
target point a large slab broke I oose to slide
crashing to the foot of the slope.

Then once nore it was dark

"I think she's done now," | said quietly in Norman.
"We have much nore powerful weapons this tine than
before. And we are harder. We have seen our friends
killed, and we are | ooking for allies."

As | said it | had a kind of feeling I'd never had
before, a sort of dry enptiness that marked sone kind
of change in ne. It wasn't especially bad, but it
wasn't good either. There was a certain flavor of
regret to it, but not a heavy sadness or anything
like that. And with it came a sense of strength as
well. | didn't think I'd ever be awed by Nornans
again. Inpressed by them maybe, but not awed.

"Let us go on," Arno said, also in Norman. "W have
mles to ride yet." H's voice was quiet. He sounded
nore than just inpressed; he sounded as if he had
things to think about.

SEVENTEEN

A Norman sergeant, wearing hel met and hauberk, |et us
into Count Roger's castle at Mleto. |I'd never been
in a Norman-built stone castle, so | couldn't conpare
this with one of them But it was a |ot different
fromthe tinmber castles that were usual in Normandy.
The stone defensive wall was so thick that the small
gate we went through was |ike an inky tunnel



The grounds inside were like a big country estate
with a wall around it. Arno told nme it had been built
for a Byzantine governor. There were no lights, not
even a |anmp by a door, and the noon was all but down,
hi dden by a hill. But even by sinple starlight, the
bui | di ngs were graceful, nore beautiful than any I'd
seen before on Fanglith.

| couldn't tell how many buildings there were. Quite
a few Some had wi ngs, and courtyards of their own.
There were gardens with privacy walls, and trees for
fruit and shade. | could snell something in flower.
But the walls had corner towers, one much | arger than
the others, to remind me that war was a way of life
on Fanglith.

Arno had told ne that Judith of Evreux, Roger's w fe,
really loved the place. | could understand that,
especially if her father's castle in Normandy was
like the castles 1'd seen there. Arno didn't say so,
but I got the idea that he liked this better, too.

W headed for the big stone tower. After Arno had

war ned the squires to say nothi ng about what had
happened that night, they took the horses away to rub
them down and feed them Arno, Brislieu, and | went
into the tower. Qur "bedroont was the | arge dark
hall, lit by a single | anp-a bow of oil with a cloth
wick and a flickering small flame. | could rmake out

ot her men sl eepi ng-kni ghts and sergeants no doubt.
After each of us had gathered together his own little
heap of the dry hay piled in a corner, Arno and
Brislieu stripped off their hauberks. Then we w apped
ourselves in our cloaks and lay down to sleep

They didn't snmell nearly as bad as the Nornman kni ghts
I'd been anong in Normandy, or the nmonks in Provence,
as far as that was concerned. \Wat dom nated ny
nostrils was the hay-a cl ean, pleasant smell. |
wondered if they' d | earned about baths in this new
country they'd conquered.

Ar no:



It had been a | ong enough day, riding in to Reggi o,
arranging for a ship with a horse hold, rinding and
capturing the star man, and riding back to MIeto.
But my mind was roiling like a kettle over a fire,
too full of thoughts just then for sleep

The star nman! He was ignorant, carried no sword,
spoke i nadequately, had only a vague idea what to say
or do. Even with his sorcerous weapons, which on two
occasions 1'd deprived himof, and with his sister
overhead in their sky boat, he should have been dead
| ong before this. Instead, since the first hour 1'd
known him he'd gone from one dangerous situation to
anot her, slipping through each as if, in truth, he
was gui ded by sonme angel, or the Holy Spirit H nself.

| remenbered ny old training master, Walter Ironfist,
telling us that the only lasting luck was the |uck
you made for yourself. And while | accepted that, the
know edge did not seemparticularly useful. But in
the case of this Larn, certainly his luck was beyond
nmere chance.

| could wish I'd never nmet him yet | had. | seened
drawn to him and despite nyself | liked him And if
he, in some way, created luck, one mght do well to
share a project with him

Once 1'd seen Sicily and cone to know it a bit, seen
how weal t hy Saracen princes |lived, and Jew sh and
Byzantine nmerchants, | too wanted wealth. And it
seenmed to nme that | could best becone weal thy by
being a nerchant. Fighting, living in the saddl e,

sl eepi ng among the rocks with one's hauberk on
saddl e for pillow, hand on sword hilt and one eye
open-it all has a certain flavor. Yet while | admt
torelishing it, it was a life | would willingly
sacrifice for wealth.

ot ai ni ng weal th, however, takes nmore than sacrifice,
el se there'd be far fewer poor. But | amnothing if
not smart-smart even for a Norman. | knew | could
learn to be a merchant. | could even see how to
begin, for here was a great denmand for war horses,



while in Normandy there was a good supply. Even the
Pranki sh ani mal s were adequate, and at a | esser

di stance. And like every Norman knight, | knew
destriers; knewthemwell. Al | needed was nmoney to
buy themw th, and the luck and will and toughness to

get them here fromthe north.

The noney to start with, | obtained fromthe Battle
of Msilmeri, where we'd killed Saracens by the
t housands-killed themtill those who yet |ived

surrendered to us. W'd been reeling from exhaustion
by then, hardly able to stay upright in the saddle.
Qur arnms ached, seem ngly beyond our power to raise
for another bl ow

Nonet hel ess we' d di snounted. The nore experienced
anong us sumoned the energy to begin searching the
dead, and as the rest of us watched, our exhaustion
was forgotten. Those of us recently from Normandy
could hardly believe the coins and gens the Saracen
knights carried in their purses to ransomthensel ves
with if captured. We cut pieces fromtheir robes,
made bags of them and enptied their purses into the
bags. And the rings of gold and silver, many set with
preci ous stones! How many fingers were cut free of
how many dead hands that day! W sergeants and

kni ghts chose the richest-1ooking bodies for our
efforts, then left the poorer to the Lonbard
nmercenaries and went to the quarters assigned to us.

And whil e, by Saracen standards, or Byzantine, or
Jewi sh, we were not wealthy, any one of us was
weal thier in gold, silver, and gens than al nost
anyone in Normandy.

| knew then how | coul d buy horses.

But that was not the end of it. For Roger had seen ny
strength and prowess in the battle-indeed, had heard
of me fromskirm shes earlier-and | was kni ghted.
Beyond that, his brother CGuiscard |evied an
unbel i evabl e ransom on our prisoners, knowi ng it
woul d be paid. And when in fact it was paid,



Qui scard, royal in fact and power if not intitle,
distributed it amobng his arny. | began to see nyself
not only with a great horse herd, but al so sl eeping
on a soft bed, on silk sheets, with slaves and
servants to tend ny needs.

When | was able to obtain an audi ence with Roger, and
tell himny plan to rai se horses, he approved at
once. For in every skirmsh we were likely to have
destriers killed or mainmed, and their |ike were hard
to come by in the south. And our Norman style of
fighting depended on their size and strength and
ferocity as nuch as on our heavier mail, our stouter
swords. Wth our ranks cl osed and our great war
horses between our thighs, we Nornmans are the
greatest fighting nen of all, not even excepting

Var angi ans or Swabi ans, for all their fierceness and
great franes.

If I could help solve the problem of enough good
horses, Roger told ne, then he woul d absol ve nme of
the fealty I1'd sworn himand et me go ny way. | felt
nysel f fortunate in having had such a noble lord, and
in fact | was.

Then, on ny way back to Normandy, 1'd nmet the star
man beside the road that comes down fromthe Cenis
Pass into the valleys of Savoie. | could barely
understand hi s speech, which was Provengal poorly
spoken. He had seenmed unarned and as innocent as a
girl- alnmost too innocent to survive beneath heaven
But then | |earned what powers he held, glinpsed what
force | mght gain fromhim and suddenly the life of
a nerchant seened snmall and trivial. Wiile wealth, it
seens, was after all only part of what | wanted. Now
I could see a kingdom even an enpire, waiting to be
grasped by getting his weapons and skyboat into ny
hands. | had but to wait-bide patiently and strike
when the time was right.

But the tinme was never right. And at last it had
seened to nme that ny best chance was to dea
honorably with the star folk-Larn and his father and



the great wolf that seened to think and speak like a
man. And finally | had it in nmy hands-the great

war ship of the sky, taken fromtheir enem es by m ght
of Norman arms, and by the star folk's own cunning
and daring, which even a Norman could adnmire

And then that great fool, Roland de Fal ai se,
destroyed the warship, and with it all our knights
and sergeants except Brislieu, whom| had sent on an
errand. | know it was Roland who did it; no other
coul d have been so perverse. The warship had burst in
the air with a force unbelievable.

Wth that, my dream of enpire had been in tatters. It
seened then that ny only chance was to take the
skyboat fromthe star fol k. But my attenpt was

wi t hout cunning or force, ineffective, and my offer
of fealty to themif they would take ne with themto
their world was both ill-advised and rejected. | was
back to horses again, and to ny earlier dream of
bei ng a merchant.

In time | almpbst convinced nyself again that it was
all I truly wished. And indeed | made nuch progress.
Then | had eaten supper in the Greek inn near the
cat hedral, overheard the captain's tale, and found
the star man once nore.

And there it was again: The dream the possibility,
of enpire! If | could gain their skyboat and their
weapons, and use themcleverly .

Larn:

As late as it was, | didn't feel sleepy at first. For
one thing, nmy thighs and rear end weren't used to
riding horseback. And for another, | was chilly. But

mainly | had stuff on ny mnd.

It seemed to ne that as smart as Arno was, he wasn't
in a position to be ny nunber-one man on Fanglith. He
wasn't the native | eader | needed. The kind of man |
shoul d be | ooking for was soneone al ready established
in power. His Count Roger maybe, or even better, the



duke, Robert QGuiscard. Those guys al ready had arm es,
and rul ed pieces of real estate that apparently were
pretty big and inportant for a planet |ike Fanglith,
wher e conmuni cation and transportati on were so
primtive. Gve them comunicators and air support
and let their enem es see a denmpnstration by a turret
bl aster, and they wouldn't have to fight to conquer

| shifted on nmy grass pile, trying to get nore
confortable. Arno, | told nyself, would be ny front
man, ny introduction to Roger or Robert.

"It sounds as if you're getting it all sorted out."

Deneen's voice in ny ear startled me, and | heard her
laugh. "We're sitting about a hundred yards above you
with the wi ndows opaqued. There are so few people
awake down there that Bubba can follow your thoughts.
He's been giving us a running summary, "l've been

t hi nki ng about possible rescue plans,"” she went on
"I'f you'd like, | can put Tarel down on the roof of
the building you're in; there's a trapdoor in it. He
coul d take a stunner and have a renote in his ear

and Bubba and | could guide himin finding you."

| looked at that. "Bubba, can you read Arno's
t houghts?" | asked with my mind. "It would help to
know nore about what he's thinking."

There was a | ong pause, a minute or |onger. Bubba's
form of speech was hard to understand over a
conmuni cator, and | could picture himgiving his
answer to Deneen

"Arno's still awake," she said at |ast, "but Bubba
hasn't been paying nuch attention to him He's not
used to Norman French, or to the nonverbal mix in
Arno's thoughts. The general tone doesn't fee
threatening, but if you want, he'll nonitor and see
what he gets."

| knew that Bubba does better with peopl e whose
t hought style he's used to. "Fine," | said. "If



Arno's still awake, Bubba can npbnitor himfor a
while, and if he learns anything |I ought to know
about, tell ne.

"Meanwhile, let's |eave things the way they are-at
least for now I'Il play things by ear, and you can
bail ne out later if necessary. |'mpretty sure Arno
plans to take me to Sicily with him and that's where
| need to go anyway. That's where Robert and Roger
are."

That's about all that needed saying just then. W

"tal ked" a minute |onger just for conpany, but | knew
it was hard work for Bubba, so we ended off. Then |
got nyself as confortable as | could and waited,
scratching, for sleep. It seened to nme that, in spite
of the lice and fleas, |I'd rather be down here than
up there: it was nore interesting.

Now there was a different viewpoint for nme! | was
learning to relax and enjoy the situation. Gve ne a
little time and naybe 1'd make a good adventurer
after all!

El GHTEEN

The next day wasn't all that enjoyabl e though. For
one thing, | felt as if | should have slept a few
nore hours. And the weather had changed; it was

begi nning to be wi ndy again, but out of the south
this time-a warmwind gritty with sand. The sirocco,
they called it, out of Africa. By the tine we'd
clinmbed into our saddles to help fetch Arno's horses,
it was a stiff breeze, danmp and al nost hot. We chewed
grit, breathed grit, and got grit in our eyes. Nobody
t here seened very happy about it.

It could last for days, they told me, though it m ght
be gone tonorrow. If it ever canme to a vote, |I'd vote
for gone tonorrow.



The country behind Ml eto was rough, with draws and
little canyons, and Arno's herd was scattered in
several |oose bands with some young | ocal s keepi ng
track of them There were three stallions,
thirty-seven big mares, and thirty-three foals-a |ot
of horses. It took us till afternoon to get them al
down out of the hills and penned near the wharf.
There Arno selected sixty to take to Palerno this
trip. That was all the ship would hol d-the biggest
horse ship avail abl e i n Reggi o.

Then we went back to the tower-the donjon, they
called it-and actually bathed! The Normans were quite
cheerful about it-not only Arno, but Brislieu and
their squires. They even had soap, and what the soap
| acked in quality, the Normans made up for with

scr ubbi ng.

It was the first time I'd had ny clothes off since
before |'d boarded the ship at Marseille. There were
red bl otches-bug bites-all over ny body; it was
pretty inpressive. They didn't bother ne the way they
had at first though. And the Normans didn't have the
bl otches. It was as if the body quit reacting nuch to
themafter a while.

When we'd gotten rid of the grit tenporarily, we had
a neal. Then Arno and | sat alone in the shelter of a
garden wall to talk. I'd thought he m ght present ne
to Roger's wife, but he didn't. | decided that one,
he didn't know how to explain ne; and two, he didn't
want themto know what sort of resource | was.

What we did do was tal k about the kind of kingdom or
enpire he'd run, if he had one. First of all, he
sai d, he would establish his sovereignty over the
Greeks- the Byzantines. Then he'd bring the cleverest
artisans and weapons nakers of Byzantiumto his
court, which would be at Palernmpo. At the same tine,
he'd send ne back to the heavens to get nore of our
power ful weapons, an idea that fitted in with ny own.



Al so, he would not, he said, allow the barons to
build castles; it encouraged themto defy the king.
He'd | et each subject people rule thenselves by their
own | aws and | eaders, after swearing fealty to him as
their sovereign. CGuiscard had begun to do this, and
was finding that it greatly reduced revolts and ot her
unrests.

And again follow ng Guiscard' s exanple, he would
appoi nt Jews and Greeks to adm nister the offices of
government. They had the know edge, could read and
wite and conmpute; and besides, he said, Nornmans had
no genius for the job.

| decided that Arno had the nakings of a good ruler

"But look," I told him "today you won't even trust

me to hold the speaking amulet in nmy hand. Yet |ater
you're going to trust ne to leave this world in the
skyboat ?"

"OfF course," he said. "Things will be different then."

"Di fferent how?"

He didn't answer for a monent, as if decidi ng whether
or not to tell nme. "First, | shall require your
oath," he said at last, "and then |I shall marry your
sister. She and our children should be assurance
enough that your oath will be kept."

| guess ny expression nust have told hi mwhat kind of
jolt that was, because he added: "Do not be
concerned. | shall always treat her honorably and
respect her ways, requiring only that she be
baptized. Admittedly | have scarcely spoken to the

| ady, but | have often thought about her, remenbering
what she | ooked |ike, and how brave she proved in the
teeth of your enem es in Normandy. Thus not only have
| yearned for her in seem ng hopel essness, but |
admre her greatly."

| didn't say anything; it seemed best not to. And



guess Arno decided he'd said too nmuch, because after
a quiet mnute or so, he excused hinself and left. |
don't suppose it ever occurred to himthat Deneen

m ght have other ideas, mght tell himto go junp in
t he whirl pool Charybdis. At the very |east.

The ship fromReggio didn't arrive that afternoon
and I could see why: a south wind was a head wind. It
wasn't practical to sail south in the gritty teeth of
the sirocco. We'd see what tonorrow brought.
Meanwhi | e the servants woul d have to feed the horses
hay.

That evening we ate with the other knights and
sergeants and their squires in the dungeon
twenty-one of us in all. | was the only one who
didn't wear a hauberk at the table. It was a strange
tradition. But at |east no one wore their hel net.

When Roger was at hone, Arno told ne, Roger and his
famly customarily ate dinner with the troops. At
other times his famly ate separately, which
apparently was different from Norman custom In any
case, the food was a |l ot better and nore varied than
it had been at Roland's castle in Normandy.

Al so, there was wine instead of sour beer, and when
the eating had slowed down a little, there was
storytelling. One of the knights, Rollo, wanted ne to
tell about India, but I could see that getting
awkward. | wasn't sure | could lie fast enough, or
convi nci ngly enough, or

keep ny lies consistent. So | told himl could speak
of it only in my own | anguage. Roll o decided that was
an insult, and challenged ne to fight-he'd drunk at

| east three or four big cups of wine, while I'd been
getting through the evening on just one.

| wanted to avoid a fight if at all possible, for two
reasons. Make that three reasons. Even if the fight
started wi thout weapons, | wasn't sure it would stay
that way. Second, | didn't want themto know about
hand-foot art; it was ny secret weapon. And third,



don't like to fight. But Arno handl ed the situation
he got up and said it was unseemly to ask a holy nonk
to fight. And when the nmarshal of the house troops
agreed with him Rollo didn't push it.

Meanwhile it had gotten dark outside, and the
lighting was poor, of course-a dozen of the crude oi
| anps. Sone of the troops went to their sleeping

pl aces and | ay down; | decided that was a good idea
and followed their exanple. After an hour | was stil
awake, still listening. The stories were interesting,
and | was following the Norman with only a little
troubl e now and then where | | acked a key word or
concept. The I anps had burned | ow or out, all that
was |eft of the hearth fire was enbers, and the [ ast
three or four nmen finally gave it up for the night.
| remenber thinking that | wi shed Deneen woul d call
Mnutes later | was asleep

The reason she hadn't called was too nuch nenta
activity in the hall, which made it inpossible for
Bubba to read ny thoughts. |'d been asleep | ong
enough that the lanps and hearth fire were entirely
dark when the renote spoke in ny ear

"Larn! Larn! Wake up. |'ve got something inmportant to
tell you."

Sonething inmportant to tell me? The thought that hit
me was that they'd detected an | nperial cruiser

"Not that bad," she said. "A conplication, not a
cat astrophe. "

"What conplication?" | thought to them

"I was doing a routine check of ship's systens a
whi | e ago, and the fuel slugs have serious periphera
crystallization."

| thought | knew what could have caused it, or at
| east contributed to it: prol onged and const ant
operation in mass-proximty node. | knew for sure



what woul d happen if it wasn't reversed: It would get
worse. And the further crystallization advances, the
faster it advances, until beyond some critical point,
you can't activate FTL node anynore. |f that happened
to us, we could be stuck on Fanghth forever

"A shutdown should reverse it," | thought back at her
"According to the systens nanual ," she answered, "it
will have to be about a six- to ten-day all-systens
shutdown. The only alternative is to head out bound
and go into FTL. Eight or ten hours at FTL would
decrystallize it, but that's too iffy."

Even a day at FTL sounded better to ne than a six-to
ten-day shutdown. "What's iffy about it?" | asked.

"We'd need to get out about 700,000 niles before I'd
try FTL. Fanglith's a little nore nassive than
Evdash. That's 700,000 mles in mass proxinty node,
with crystallization accelerating all the way. The
conputer says it's margi nal whether we could go FTL
when we got out there. The crystallization mght have
gone too far. So | plan to go back to the island we
visited. It's the safest place |I know of on Fanglith,
and we'll get along okay there. After six days, if
the reversal isn't conmplete, maybe then I'l| take her
out and go FTL to finish it.

"Now what | need to know is, do you want me to pick
you up and take you with us? | don't like |eaving you
with no one to bail you out if things come apart down
there. "

To ny surprise, | wasn't even tenpted. "No," | told
her, "I'mpretty safe here, for Fanglith. | doubt if
anyone around here is interested in nmessing with
Arno, and he doesn't want anything to happen to ne.
And as far as the ship ride to Palernp is concerned,
we'll be followi ng the Norman-controlled coast al
the way. | don't think we have anything to worry
about; just get that crystallization reversed.



"Anything el se to report?" | added.

"No, that's it. 1'll say goodbye now and we'll be on
the island before daylight. I'lIl be in touch again in
six or eight days. Ten at nobst." She stopped then for
a nonent, a stop that | knew was just a pause.

"Larn?"
"Yeah?"

"I just want you to know that besides being ny
brother, you're also ny best friend."

Vell 1'Il be darned, | thought. "Thanks, sister nine
That goes both ways." And | meant it.

Wth that she cut off, and | could picture her

accel erating westward toward the island coordi nates.
| lay there savoring our conversation for a mnute or
two before | went back to sleep

PART FQUR
THE VARANG ANS
NI NETEEN

The sirocco began to die down | ate the next norning.
The locals said we were lucky, that usually it |asted
| onger, just before dusk the ship arrived from
Reggi o, probably the biggest ship I'd seen close up
on Fanglith, with a taller, heavier mast than usua
and a square sail instead of the usual triangul ar

one. Tonorrow, Arno said, we would |eave

The next norning we net with the captain in a

steel -gray dawn. The wi nd was out of the north now,
and chilly instead of gritty. It would be best to lie
at the dock a while, he said. The wind would rmake the
Strait of Messina hard to navi gate northbound. But
Arno was a Norman and the captain wasn't. W would
start this nmorning, Arno insisted, and if we had too



much trouble, we could put in at Reggi o or Messina.
Roger had his own docks in both ports, which we could
use without fee; Arno had a letter of authorization

The captain shrugged and agreed. He was G eek, and
his French quite broken, but | got the idea that it
wasn't a big deal to himeither way-sail or lie at
the dock. W started | oading the horses.

Most of the deck could be taken up in sections, like
a nosai ¢ of hatch covers. Each horse stall in the

hol d was just w de enough for a destrier, with a sort
of leather sling so the horse couldn't fall in rough

weat her and maybe break a | eg. The horses were | oaded
i n-you could al nost say they were inserted in their
stalls- with a block and tackle fastened to a boom
That seened to be the reason, or a reason, for the
taller, heavier mast: It served as part of the boom
rig for |oading the horses.

When all sixty horses had been | oaded, we cast off-
Arno, Brislieu, and three sergeants, along with their
squires, nyself, and the ship's crew. The crew kept

gi ving ne sideways | ooks and plenty of room Arno had
spread the word that I was a holy nonk from I ndi a.
didn't know whet her he had sone purpose in this or if
it was his sense of hunor

The breeze was brisk, but nothing like a storm The
captain took us around the point of |land just west of
Mleto and we entered the wide, |ower end of the

| ong, funnel -shaped strait. The wi nd picked up a bit
then, and he tacked northwestward across it. An hour
| ater, though the clouds were breaking up, it was

bl owi ng consi derably harder, and the ship was
pitching pretty badly. Arno agreed that we shoul d
turn sout hwest and rmake for a little bay north of
Taorm na, the harbor of Taorm na still being held by
Saracens. But before long they decided that Catania
was a better choice. It was considerably farther, but
safer; we wouldn't have to sail across the w nd

Then, around mi d-afternoon, the wi nd began to sl ack



of f markedly, and Arno had us turned north again. |
was beginning to get a better idea of how hard it
could be, with sailing rigs as crude as ours, to
travel by sea with nothing nore than wind power. 1'd
be willing to bet that sport sailors back on Evdash
had a I ot fewer problems with wind direction than the
Fangl i t hans di d.

At any rate, after five hours at sea we were quite a
ot farther from Pal erno than when we started. The
swel | continued pretty high, lifting our bow, then
the entire ship, letting it slide down the back side,
but we weren't taking spray across the deck anynore.
The captain had the crew renmove sone of the hatches
so the horses coul d have sunshine and fresh air.

As we zigzagged clunsily northward, we saw a sai
riding the wind southward toward us-a square sai

like our own. The captain told us it was al nost
surely not Mediterranean; Mediterranean vessels
carried triangular sails. Qurs was an exception

desi gned for hauling destriers.

Before I ong we could make out her hull, which was
slender. My first thought was pirates, and that was
Arno's thought too. But the captain said a corsair
woul d have a triangular sail; this |looked Iike a ship
of Norse pilgrins on its way home fromthe Holy Land.

The word "Norse" triggered Arno's interest. The
Norse, he told me, had founded Normandy, and sone of
his ancestors had been from Norse kingdons. Also, the
Varangi an nmercenary reginments in the Byzantine armes
were Norse, and were fampus fighting nmen. He asked
the captain if we could sail near enough for a close
| ook at their ship, and after a nmonment's hesitation
the captain agreed. He changed our tack so that we'd
pass close to her.

The Norse ship noved fast by Fanglithan standards,
riding high in the water, and soon we got a good | ook
at her. Her lines were as snooth as the pirate's had
been, and nore slender. A "long ship," our captain
sai d; he'd never seen one before, but he knew of
them Mst Norse ships were broader, he told us, to



carry cargo. W passed her at a distance of no nore
than two hundred feet, and there seened to be fifty
men or nmore on board her, nost of them watching us.
One of them had clinbed her mast to the spar
presumably to get a better | ook

Then we were past, and our attention left her. No one
was even aware when she began to put about; she was
nmostly through her turn when our steersman noticed
and called out. By that tine her sail was down and
she had oars in the water, her oarsmen pulling hard.
Over the next few minutes, the Normans and | watched
her draw up on us. It took skill to rowin a swell
like that. Qur captain changed our course

nort hwestward, angling toward the Sicilian coast, but
it was obvious that she'd catch us. Wth the
primtive Fanglithan sail rigs, oars worked a | ot
better in a headw nd.

And Deneen was hundreds of miles away with al
systens shut down, which nmeant no radio.

When the |l ong ship had drawn near, | could see one of
her men in the bowwith a grapple in his hand, rope
attached, | could imagi ne the techni que: Wen they

were cl ose enough, he'd throw it and hook us.
Brislieu had strung his bow, but Arno warned him
sharply not to shoot. The Norse, he said, mght al
have bows, many to our few. Instead he drew

hi s-nmy- bl ast pistol.

"Let them draw al ongside,"” he nmuttered. "Do not cut
their lines." He gestured with the blaster. "This
will put the fear of God into them They'll let us go
as if we carried the Devil hinself, and we'll have
their grapples for our own."

The Nor senman began swi nging his grapple around his
head, then released it, its line snaking behind it
across the water. It fell onto our deck, narrowy

m ssing ne, caught the gunwale, and bit deep and hard
into the wood. Then ot her Norsemen threw grappl es,
and strong arns drew the ropes taut. They shi pped
their oars then, the oarsmen | ending their tough



hands to the ropes. | could see themplainly

now wel | -t anned, bearded nen, nostly with brown or
bl ond hair. At about fifteen feet, Arno |eveled the
pi stol at the Norsenen in the bow and pressed the
firing stud.

And not hi ng happened! It flashed through ny m nd that
the safety was on; the double safety on this heavy
mlitary nodel was different fromthat on the police
nodel he'd had before.

"Let me have it!" | shouted at him

But instead, one of the Norsenmen let himhave it-
slung a throwi ng axe spinning toward us. It slamed
hard agai nst Arno's helnet-fortunately end on-sendi ng
hi m sprawl i ng unconsci ous.

The pistol went sliding along the deck, but what |
dove after was the stunner on Arno's belt.

At close quarters, it would stop the Norsenen as well
as the blaster would, and it was closer to hand.
Arno's body was |ying on the stunner, though, and by
the tine I got ny hands on it, the Norsenen were
boarding us. Brislieu and the sergeants and squires,
in true, reckless Norman style, had drawn their
swords, and for maybe half a minute | could hear
their furious fight. If 1'd gotten to nmy feet, or
even to my knees, |'d probably have been killed for
my trouble, so | shoved the stunner and comruni cat or
into ny shirt and | ay beside the unconsci ous Arno,

pl ayi ng dead. Bl ood was spreading across the deck

pl anks- Nor man bl ood, | thought-and the brief noise of
fighting had stopped.

Pilgrins fromthe Holy Land!

Then brown hands with pale hair curling on their
backs turned Arno over and took off first his sword
belt, then his helnmet, collet, and hauberk

Unfam | iar voices were speaking a | anguage |'d never
heard before-a | anguage with a sort of

tonality-al most a singsong quality. There was quite a



bit of laughter. Soneone grabbed ne then and started
to turn me over, and abruptly | scranbled to ny feet.
| didn't want themto take ny stunner and
conmmuni cat or.

One of themdrew his sword, and |I raised my cross,
holding it out at himin ny left hand. My right hand
drew nmy stunner, aimng frombeneath ny cape. As he
hesitated, | started chanting ny school fight song
good and loud, as if it were a prayer, noving ny
cross up and down between us to hold their attention
on it. Then |I pushed the firing stud, and the bl ond
swordsman just sort of sank to his knees and toppled
over on his face.

Tal k about a reaction! For four or five seconds no
one said a thing. After that, they all started

tal king at once, while | slipped the stunner back
inside nmy shirt. | was still holding my cross up
Then the Norseman who seenmed to be the | eader
bel | owed sonething and they all shut up. Wth his
eyes slitted at me, he said something else in a quiet
voi ce and soneone grabbed me around the arns from
behi nd so hard | thought my rib cage woul d break
Anot her put his knife tip to nmy throat. | held very,
very still.

Their | eader was a broad, thick-shoul dered warri or
whose red hair and beard were marked with white. He
turned to our captain and said something that had to
be Geek-it sounded pretty nuch |ike what our captain
and crew tal ked anong t hensel ves, though | could tel
it was accented. Qur captain answered. The Norseman
| ooked at his fallen warrior, then at nme, and said
somet hing nmore in Geek, and again our captain
answered. They tal ked back and forth for a mnute or
so, then the Norseman pursed his lips and frowned,
said something to the man who had hold of ne, and
was | et go.

| sucked in a big breath of air and | ooked around.
Except for Arno, every one of the Normans was dead,
lying in their own bl ood-including the squires, none



of themnore than fifteen years old, | could see

t hree dead Norsemen too, while another was sitting on
a hatch cover having a gashed arm bandaged. He was

bl oody from shoul der to feet-nmust have | ost at | east
a quart of it-but instead of |ooking pale and weak,
he | ooked angry and mean. |'m not sure how | | ooked;
pr obably green.

W were broadside to the swell now, rolling heavily
fromside to side. Some of the Norsenen were down in
our hold, looking at the horses and tal king

ent husiastically. | learned later that the Norsenan
who' d clinbed their mast had seen our rich cargo of
horses. That was what inspired themto turn and
attack us.

The Norse | eader shouted orders, and the nen in the
hold started comi ng back on deck. Sone of themlaid
t he dead bodi es out on the deck boards-Normans and
Nor semen both. Wen they were done, the Norse | eader
stood over the corpses. He called again, sharply, and
two nore of his men cane out of the hold. Then al
the Norsenmen took off their helnmets and stood
quietly. Their | eader wore an ornate gold cross on a
chain around his neck, and he held it up with his
right hand, then raised his eyes to it and started
chanting in his own | anguage. It occurred to ne that
he was prayi ng.

He prayed for about half a minute, then let the cross
fall against his hauberk. Another brief order, and
some of his nen grabbed the dead under the arns and
knees and threw them over the side. He turned to | ook
at me, gave another order, and one of his men grabbed
my armand pointed to their ship, gesturing
forcefully. Hs grip was like a steel pincer, his
hands as fiercely strong as Arno's. The two ships had
been tied snugly agai nst each other, side by side,
and were rolling and wal | owi ng, their gunwal es at

al nost the sane | evel; apparently, they wanted nme to
cross to theirs, so | did. Two of the Norsemen lifted
Arno and carried him across.

Wthin mnutes the ships were separated. The Norse



had left a small prize crew of their warriors on the
horse ship, with her Geek captain and his nmen. Both
shi ps had turned before the wi nd now, and we were
sai ling sout hward toget her about two hundred feet
apart, with the long ship in the |lead, her sai

rai sed again.

| wasn't feeling too pessimstic. If the Norsemen had
been going to kill Arno and me, they probably woul d
have done it already. And | had the conmmunicator. In
six or eight days Deneen woul d be back, and if worst
cane to worst, when the tine came, | could junp over
the side at night and let her fish me out.

It occurred to me then to turn off the renote in ny
right ear. Deneen wasn't around to talk to me, and
even just turned on, it was a constant tiny drain on

t he communi cator's power cell. Wien | needed it,
l[ater on, | didn't want a rundown powercell.
TVEENTY

Arno didn't wake up for half an hour, and when he
did, he was confused. We sat on the bottom decki ng of
t he open Norse ship, talking quietly, his speech
vague and rmunbly at first as he gradual |y renenbered
what had happened. After a while, the Norse | eader
cane over to us with one of the Greek sailors from

t he horse ship

The Norsenan said sonething in Geek, and the G eek
repeated it in Norman French. Hi s Norman was good-a
ot better than his captain's had been-and obviously
t he Norsenman had brought him aboard to interpret.

"He wants you to stand up,"” the Geek said, It was ne
the Norse | eader was | ooking at, so |I got up. The

Nor seman spoke to nme again, the Greek translating. "I
amtold you are a holy nonk."

"That's right."



The Norsenman eyed the cross that hung from my neck
"Do you follow the church of Mklagard, or that of
Rorre?"

Sonehow t he question felt dangerous, so
sidestepped. "India. | ama Christian of India."

"Umh." He thought about that, frowning, then said
somet hing nmore to the Greek and wal ked away.
"What did he tell you?" | asked.

"He had planned to sell all of us, and the ship and
horses, to Saracen nerchants in Spain. But he says he
cannot sell a Christian holy nman, certainly not to
the Saracens, so he will have to take you with himto
hi s honel and. "

Well, | thought, mark one up to being a holy nonk.
"He asked if | followed the way of MKklagard," |
sai d. "Were or what is Mkl agard?"

"These nen are Varangi ans, Mklagard is their nane
for Byzantium"
Var angi ans? "Wat are Varangi ans?" | asked.

He shrugged. "They are barbarian nercenaries who cone
fromthe North. Sonme cone on ships like this, across
the Mediterranean. But nostly they cone, or used to,
across the Black Sea fromthe Rhos | and. They pay no
heed to kings, but bond thensel ves by oaths to

what ever | eaders they choose. Mst of these nen have
been fighting for the Enperor, and are returni ng now
to their honmelands with the gold they have earned.”

The Enperor. That woul d be the Byzantine enperor,
deci ded.

"And they plan to sell you?" | said. "Does that nean
you'll be a slave?"
"Yes. But | ama skilled sailor. I will probably not

be chained to a rowi ng bench or sent to the nines."



He didn't seemall that upset. Resigned was nore |ike
it.

Meanwhil e Arno had gotten to his feet and stood by,
taking it all in. Now he called out in what seened to
be the Norse | anguage! It surprised heck out of nme; |
hadn't known he knew it. The captain, who was
standi ng about thirty feet away in the bow, turned
and stared at him then said something back in Norse.
Halti ngly, Arno answered, and the captain cane over
with an interested expression. They talked for a
couple of minutes, Arno often pausing as if groping
for words. The captain reached out, squeezed Arno's
arnms and shoulders with big hands as if testing his
nmuscl es. Then he | aughed, nodding, said somethi ng
nmore, and drew Arno by an armto the center of the
long ship while calling in Norse to its crew.

Most of them noved toward the middle of the |ong
ship, with Arno in the center, and there seenmed to be
some sort of brief meeting. Everyone was grinning or
even | aughing, then serious for a few nonents, then
cheering. A keg was passed around, which must have
held five gallons, and they all drank, sone frombig
mugs. Those who drank fromthe spout held the keg
above their faces as if it didn't weigh a thing, but
when it got to me, it still nust have wei ghed
twenty-five pounds or nore.

Qur Greek had come over to where | was sitting. He
had no nore idea what was going on than | did. After
a few mnutes, Arno came back. My eyes nust have been
out on stal ks by then.

"What was that all about?" | asked. "What did you say
to hin? How did you know their |anguage?"

Arno chuckled. Wth the wi nd behind us now, no one
was rowi ng, so we noved to adjacent row ng stools. "I
never told you the history of ny people," he said.
"The first Normans were Norse pirates called Vikings.
Most were fromthe ki ngdom of Denmark, though Hrolf,
our first duke, was from Norway. They had been
harrying the coast of France from ships much |ike



this one,

and the Franks were unable to deal with their
ferocity. The Vikings would sail up a river to sone
town or nonastery and capture and loot it, putting
the people to the sword, then setting the place on
fire before they left."

Arno chuckl ed again. It bothered ne that he could
[ augh about it.

"So Charles the Sinple, the Prankish king, offered
Hrol f the duchy now call ed Normandy," Arrio went on
"if he would stop his raiding. Holf was a great
Viking lord, a sea king with many nen sworn to him
And Hrolf, whomthe Franks called Rollo and who |ater
took the Christian name Robert, would be the duke.
Al'l the king required, besides the end of his
raiding, was that Hrolf allow hinmself to be baptized
for the Norse were not Christians then. And Hrolf was
al so to recogni ze the king as his sovereign, but
owing himonly one man's military service for forty
days a year. Wich, the story goes, the king in turn
prom sed not to demand of him though | doubt that
even Charles would pronise that.

"Denmark was crowded in those days, and nany Danes,
as well as certain other Norse, came to Nornmandy then
to take land. The Franks who were there before them
becarme their villeins. Many of the Danes who went
there were drengr-unnmarried nen-and beconi ng

bapti zed, took Frankish wives. Al so they ceased their
seafaring and |l earned to fight on horseback-1ike the
Franks, but nmore skillfully. And they still had the
bol d, fierce, Viking nature, which we Normans keep to
this day."

Al though | followed all of that easily enough, there
was one point of confusion. "But the Greek said that
t hese are Varangi ans. How does that fit with Vikings?
And apparently they not only speak a | anguage of
their own, but Geek."

"Varangi ans are the sanme people as the Vikings.



Var angi ans are Norse who went to Byzantiumto fight
for the Enperor, and the |anguage of Byzantiumis
Greek. Byzantiumis wealthy beyond belief, and its
Enperor pays richly for warriors of skill and val or.
Many Norse go to Byzantium and return to their
honel ands weal t hy by Northern standards."

"And the Normans can al so speak Norse?" | asked.
Arno shook his head. "Al nost none do. I'mthe only
one | know who speaks as rmuch of it as |, although

there may be a few others. Wien | was born, ny
great-grandsire was an old man-seventy. As a snall
boy, | was intrigued by him for he could find his
way around the castle as if he still had the eyes
whi ch had been taken fromhimby a sword stroke,
fighting river pirates on the Seine.

"I'n sutmer, he liked me to sit in the sun with him
when | was small and we would tal k. He taught me the
Nor se | anguage, which as he spoke it then was m xed
with more than a little of our good Norman French

And he told me many stories in Norse, of old days and
old ways. | did not fully understand themthen, of
course, but | remenbered; | heard them often enough
that sometines | told themto him"

Amo smil ed, shaking his head. "I |oved that old man,
although I will tell you that he never entirely
forgot the old gods. Indeed, | believe our priest

suspected as much, for he often told ny nother
should not be allowed with great-grandsire. He dared
not accuse hi mof pagani smthough, for he had no
evidence. And in name, ny great-grandsire was stil
the baron there, though in his blindness, first ny
grandsire and then my father bore the responsibility.

"Great-grandsire-his name was Knut-had been born in
Denmar k, but Haral d Bl uetooth, who in those days was
king there, had beconme Christian. And demandi ng t hat
al | Danes be baptized, and had begun to burn the
shrines of the fal se gods, replacing themwth

chur ches.



"So ny great-grandsire's father, disapproving of
Christian ways, took his wife and children and | eft
the country, going up to Norway, which was pagan
still. It was there ny great-grandsire grew up,
wor shi ping the old gods, and when he was fifteen
went a-viking. In time, the band he was w th took
service with Ethelred of England, and fought Sveinn
For kbeard, who'd since become Denmark's king.

"But the band broke up when its |eader, Gsli

Ketil sson, was baptized and demanded that his
followers do the same. Then ny great-grandsire went
hone to Norway, where he found O af Tryggvesson ki ng,
and the people being baptized left and right. The
shrines of the fal se gods were being burned, there'd
been fighting, and in one fight, ny great-grandsire's
father had been sent to his grave.

"So he went with a Viking band to Nornmandy, where
they took service with Duke Richard in quieting
rebel | i ous freehol ders who were protesting certain
changes fromold Danish [aw to feudal [aw, which they
consi dered a Pranki sh heresy. And the duke, not aware
t hat great-grandsire was pagan, knighted him his

val or and the force and cunning of his sword making
up for indifferent horsemanship."

Arno chuckled. "And in Normandy he was baptized at

| ast, having seen, if not the truth of CGod, at | east
t he daughter of WIIliam of Courneron, who woul d not
give her in marriage to a heathen. When WIIliam died
wi t hout |iving sons, great-grandsire received the
fief fromthe duke. From heathen Viking to Christian
baron in a ten-year! By then he'd learned to ride
with all but the best of them though he swore he'd
been fortunate to survive some of those wild early
hunting rides through the forest.

"Then, when I was six, | was sent to serve at the
castl e of Hugh of Falaise, Roland' s father, a man far
nobl er than his son woul d ever be. At certain
hol i days, we pages and squires woul d go hone.



Great-grandsire had entered his dotage, and sonehow
could no |l onger speak French, but only Norse, which
since grandsire's death, no one else there could
speak except myself. Even fromhis Norse the French
words all had fled, so that | had trouble
understanding himat first. But because | could at

| east sonewhat understand him | spent much of ny
tinme with himwhen | was hone. Until, when | was
twelve, | was called to weep beside his bier."

I'd never thought of Arno weeping, even as a kid. He
wasn't chuckling now, he wasn't even smling.

"They said he'd regained both his French and his ful
wits on his last day, and, calling for the priest,
had been absolved of all his sins, which | doubt not
were | ess nunerous and ful sone than those of many nen
who' d been Christian fromthe wonb."

Arno shook his head as if throwing off a sense of
loss. "I had not heard the Norse | anguage again unti
today, and indeed could speak it only with difficulty
at first."

"What did you tal k about?" | asked.

"The | eader's name is @nnlag Snorrason, and he has
accepted ny oath. I am now one of his nmen. He was a
Var angi an hi nsel f once, and had fought agai nst
Normans in Apulia. Qhers of his nmen had fought
Normans in G eece, or fought beside Nornman

nmer cenari es agai nst the Patzi naks. The Varangi ans
know t he strength of Norman arns, and when they found
that | could speak their tongue, albeit haltingly,
they were pleased to have ne. In fact, it clearly
anused themto have a Norman in their ranks. To them
| ama sport, like a Saracen bishop in God's church.”

He chuckl ed, grinning ruefully. "QGunnlag Snorrason is
no son of Tancred-no Roger de Hauteville, no Robert
Gui scard or WIlliam Fer de Bras-and this vessel is
all there is of his domain. But it is far far better
than the cinnabar mnes of Spain, where it is told



the slaves live short and sickly lives and there is
al ways a demand for nore to replace the dying. And
can |li ke these Varangians, for if they have | earned
to admire Normans in battle, Normans have | earned

t hat Varangi an strength and valor is hardly second to
our own. Were it not for Varangi ans, Guiscard m ght
well rule not fromPalermo but from Byzantiumitself,
and not a dukedom but an enpire."

Later, Arno's cheerful nood turned sonber, and that
eveni ng before we slept, he let ne see what was

bot hering hi m

"Larn," he said.
"Yes?"
"Why didn't your sister drive the Varangi ans away?

Wth her m ghty weapons, she could have sent themto
the bottom"

| lied to him "I don't know why. She has other
things to do than hang around taking care of ne. And
until today, you've had ny speaking amulet. | haven't

been able to keep in touch with her."
"Can you call her now?"

"I tried. She didn't answer." | took ny comuni cator
off ny belt, switched it on, and murrmured into it.
"Deneen, this is Larn. Deneen, this is Larn. Come in,
pl ease. Over."

As | spoke, | had this feeling that she was going to
surprise ne and answer, but she didn't. Shrugging,
switched it off and put it back on ny belt. "It seens
to be working," | told him

"I just don't get an answer. But it only works over a
few hundred niles. She's probably farther away than
that."

He pursed his lips thoughtfully. I wished I was |like
Bubba and coul d read thoughts.



TVENTY- ONE

Late that night | woke up. |I'd been dream ng of

Jenoor, and in ny dream she'd been alive, talking to
me. | couldn't remenber nuch about it, except she'd
been telling ne she was all right. | also renenbered

that in the dreamit seened as if she'd come to nme in
dreans before.

It had been such a joyous dreamj now it was gone. |
lay there for a mnute, trying to renenber nore of

it, but couldn't. Even what | did remenber was
slipping away, and a sl ow wave of despair washed
through me. Getting up, | |ooked around. To the right
of the long ship | could see a | ow coastline not nmany
mles away beneath a fall noon.

One of the Varangi ans had wakened at ny novement and
was watching me. | ignored himand went aft to where
the water casks were | ashed, for a drink, being
careful not to step on anyone. | thought about
talking to the steersman, getting into the Norse

| anguage the way | had Provencal, by gestures and
pointing. | decided that wouldn't work too well wth
hi m handling the steering oar, so | went back and |ay
down agai n, where | dreaned some nore about Jenoor

But the next time | woke up, the sun was rising

behi nd us, which told me we'd changed direction from
south to westerly. The wi nd had shifted, too, coning
out of the northeast. The square sail billowed
roundly, and we were nmoving right along.

The nost surprising change was that we were tow ng

the horse ship now Its own sail was full |ike ours,
but the line was taut; we were adding to her speed,
though it slowed us down. | called to the Geek-his

nane was M chael -and asked if he knew what that was
about .

"We are entering waters where Saracen pirates and



warships are nore likely to be net," he said. "CQur
captai n"-he neant the Varangi an captain now"wants to
pass through themas swiftly as possible w thout
separating fromthe other." He gestured toward the
horse ship sone hundred feet behind us.

And he really did want to get through fast. First we
ate breakfast, which was the sanme as supper had been
the day before: dates, snoked neat, and a hard, flat,
crusty thing that the Norse called flatbraud, al
washed down with watered wi ne. As soon as we'd
finished, men were assigned to the rowi ng stools.
Sliding the oars through the oar holes, they began to
rowin rhythm It had to be in rhythm or they'd have
been bangi ng oars together. An overwei ght Varangi an
with a hand mssing set the rhythm of their stroke by
striking a drum

No question about it-we were going faster now.

| began to see a long, hard day ahead. Not all the
oars were in use; only about half the Varangi ans were
rowing. It didn't take too nuch inagination to see
what woul d happen after they'd rowed a while: The
rest of us would replace them | |ooked at ny hands.
There wasn't a callus on either of them Then

| ooked around for something | could nmake a sun visor
with. | wasn't nearly as tanned as the Varangi ans,
and | didn't want ny face to slough off at the end of
a day on a row ng stool

Sure enough, row |l did. One shift would row for an
hour -t he one- handed bosun had an hourgl ass-then the
ot her woul d take over. At midday we all quit row ng
to eat lunch, which was the sanme as breakfast,

foll owed by a longish rest, during which nost of us
slept. Then the row ng began again. Before ny first
shift I cut cloth pads fromny cape to protect ny
hands, and I'msure it hel ped, but even so, before
t he day was done, ny palnms were raw and oozing. The
only good thing | could say about it, if you could
call it good, was that I'd sort of gotten used to the
pain. At the end of the first shift, | |eaned over



t he gunwal e and scooped up a bucket of salt water
fromthe sea. After each shift | soaked nmy hands in
it, though it stung. | wasn't sure the imunoserum
woul d keep ny blisters fromgetting infected, and a
sal twater soak was the only treatment | could think
of .

To start with, | told the captain I'd never rowed

bef ore, and asked for sone coaching. Instead of a
coach, he gave ne the rearnost starboard oar, with no
one on the next two stools in front of nme. | saw why
qui ckly enough. The long ship was rolling nore than a
little, and for the first couple of mnutes |I kept

m ssing the water every few strokes, fanning the air.
Then | got grooved in and it went pretty decently.
After a while, | was even digging the water about the
sane each stroke

My hands weren't ny only problem By the end of ny
first shift, my legs and back and arns were really
tired. | kind of sem -recovered on the off-shifts,

but by the end of the day | was nore exhausted than
I'd ever been before. When M chael gave nme the good
word that the captain wasn't going to make us row at

night, | was too tired to be ecstatic, just awfully
grateful.
On our first off-shift, Arno came over to nme. "l've

heard what you did to Jon Eriksson," he said.
"Apparently it was you who took ny weapons of power."

| resisted the inmpulse to rem nd himwho "the weapons
of power" actually belonged to, "Just the stunner," |
said. "And |'m keeping it. The blaster went flying
when the ax hit you. It's probably on the other ship
wi th your horses."

He gestured at his belt, with its sword, dagger, and
recharge magazi ne attached, "These were returned to
me," he said, "and even ny purse of gold. But
this"-he indicated the nagazine-"is enpty. Wo woul d
have taken its contents except you? And why woul d you
have taken themif you did not have the bl aster?"



"Arno," | told himwearily, "I may have lied to you a
tinme or two, but not this tine." Wth an effort, |

got to ny feet. "Come on," | said, and headed for the
stem Arno followed, puzzled. | beckoned to M chael
to conme along too, and went to where Gunnl ag stood
with the steering oar under one brawny arm

"Qunnl ag," | said, "when you attacked our ship, A
had a marvel ous device fromlndia which | had given
him | sawit fly fromhis hand when he was struck by
the ax, but it did not go into the sea. It was of
nmetal, and about this long"-1 showed himw th ny
hands-"with a short handle at one end. Wuld you find
out if any of your men have it? It woul d have been
just lying there, and they could not have known t hat
it was his. I1'd like himto have it again if

possi ble."

| said all that in short sentences, M chael
interpreting. Wien | was done, Gunnl ag nodded. "I

will ask at m dday, when we stop rowing to eat."
"And there was sonething else," | added. "Some small
objects that were kept in this." | touched the

magazi ne on Arno's belt. "He thought | had taken them
for safekeeping, but | had not. Perhaps soneone el se
has them ™"

In response, Gunnlag bellowed a name, and one of the
Var angi ans came over. They tal ked briefly in Norse.

"I't was Torkil here who took the strange objects from
Arno's purse," @nnlag said to me through the G eek
"They seenmed useless to him so he threw t hem asi de,
but not into the sea, he thinks. Perhaps they are on
the other craft."

| thanked himthen and returned to the bow. Arno

foll omed, | ooking at | east as unhappy as before. "You
have humiliated ne," he said grimy when we'd sat
down,

"How did | do that?"



"By taking up nmy cause with Gunnlag. It was mne to
do. "

| stared at him "Is that how things are done anong
the Varangi ans? O is that a Norman way? O perhaps
only your own feeling about it? Gunnlag didn't seem
to think there was anything wong

with what | did."

That stopped him "Besides," | went on, "you didn't
believe ne when | told you I didn't have them |
thought if they turned up from sonmeone el se, that
woul d settle it. As far as that's concerned, you'd
practically accused nme of stealing themfromyou
when actually you'd stolen themfromnme. Now Gunnl ag
is your witness that | said | gave themto you. It
seens to ne you don't have rmuch to conpl ain about."

He sat frowning, not really [ooking at ne. | guess he
was thinking. Then he nodded curtly and nmoved a few
feet away where he sat facing aft. | lay back and
closed ny eyes until our shift went on again.

He felt a lot better at m dday break, when one of the
Var angi ans came up with the blast pistol | was glad
it had a so-called "shelf safety"-the second safety
that Arno hadn't known about. O herw se the

Var angi an, poking around in curiosity, mght easily
have shot a hole in the bottomof the ship, or killed
some shipmate. | showed Arno how to disengage it, and
advised himto |l eave it on when he was just wearing
it around.

In turn, Arno was halfway friendly toward me again.

During our other off-shifts, with Mchael's help,
talked with a few of the Norsenen, including Gunnlag
Snorrason. The captain was froma Norse ki ngdom
call ed Sweden, and at sixteen had gone to the Rhos

| and, where the warrior band he bel onged to took
service with a great prince nanmed Jarisleif fromtine
to time. Apparently the Rhos princes fought one
another a lot. Jarisleif hinmself was descended froma



Swede, as were nost of the princes there.

Bet ween hostilities, the Varangi ans occasionally
raided Slav villages, selling their captives as
slaves to the Greeks. Gunnlag | aughed after he told
me that. It had seened, he said, as if the G eeks had
all the gold in the world. So when his chief had a
falling out with Jarisleif, their band had gone south
in boats, down a great river to the Bl ack Sea.

It had been a dangerous trip. The southernnpst end of
the river flowed through grasslands held by the

Pat zi naks-dark fierce horse barbarians who grazed
their herds there. Reaching the Black Sea, the

Var angi ans had rowed to Mklagard to take service
with the Greek Enperor. M klagard had proved
everything nmen said of it.

@unnl ag cocked an eye at nme then. "Surely you have
been to Mkl agard. How could one cone here fromlndia
and not visit M klagard?"

"Through the sky," | told him "Through the sky." And
he believed nme, or that's how it |ooked, anyway,
because after probing ne with his eyes for a nmonent,
he nodded.

He' d fought for the Enperor for eight years, Gunnlag
told me, then had shi pped hone to Sweden. Wth the
gold he took with him he'd had this ship built on a
great |ake called Vanern, then rode it down the river
Cota to the Northern Sea. In his youth, the old man
who'd built it had built ships for the last of the
Vi kings. This one was built nuch like them for ease
of rowing, but a bit broader and deeper of keel for

| ong sea voyages. By having his passengers row when
the winds were not favorable, the trips went faster
and there was | ess quarreling on board.

Thi s had been Gunnlag's third voyage carrying
pilgrims to the Holy Land. But when they had stopped
at Crete, they'd been told by an admral of the
Byzantine Enperor that pilgrinms landing in the Holy



Land recently had been sold into slavery there. The
Enperor was gathering a new arny to punish the
Saracens for it, and surely those who took part would
be rewarded not only with gold in this life but with
Heaven afterward.

Most of the Swedes had planned to go to Mkl agard
anyway, after first visiting the holy city of Jorsala
where the Christ had died. Instead, following this
bad news, they went directly to Mkl agard, where nost
of thementered service in a Varangi an regi nent.
@unnl ag had recrewed his ship with Varangi an veterans
wi shing to return to the lands of their birth. Now,
aboard ship, there were not only nmen from Sweden, but
from Denmar k, Norway, and even distant I|cel and, al
speaki ng di al ects of Norse. There were even two who'd
been born in the Rhos | and and had never seen the
hone of their fathers, though they could speak their
t ongue.

That night, lying chilled in the bottomof the |ong
ship, I couldn't help wondering if the Fanglithans
woul d ever becomne civilized. But then | renenbered
Brother diver and the nonks, and |saac ben Abraham
And back in Normandy, Father Drogo and Pierre the
tanner, each of them a nman of peace. Maybe dom nance
by warlike cultures was just a phase, one that
Fanglith would have to live through

Then what phase was the Federation-turned-Empire in?
Was tyranny just a phase? If it was, it had been
recurring for a long time. And neanwhile, | told
nmysel f, what | needed was warriors. The dondis

Enmpi re nmade sl aves of peaceful people.

TVENTY- TWD

The next norning | was so stiff and sore | couldn't
believe it. M, who'd always been so good at
athletics, who'd been one of the stronger kids in
school! | could hardly close ny hands or pick up food



with them About ny only consol ati on was that |
wasn't the only one. M chael and Arno weren't moving
around too well either. | don't suppose Arno's
sword-cal l used right hand was peeled raw |i ke m ne,
but | wasn't so sure about his left.

One of the Varangi ans grinned at us and said

somet hing in Norse. Arno had been practicing the

| anguage, and seemed to be doing pretty well, so
asked hi mwhat the nman had said.

"He said the oar does that to you, when you're not
used to it. And that the best cure for the oar is the
oar. Yesterday one of themtold ne they were all sore
t he second day out of M klagard."

| exam ned ny hands-an oozing nmess. | got another
bucket of salt water to soak them then just sort of
fl exed and unflexed themto |inber themup before
usi ng the oar again.

The first mnute was the worst, as far as pain was
concer ned.

As | rowed, | thought of the young slave oarsman that
Deneen and Tarel had rescued. He nust be pretty
tough, | decided. | hoped he didn't cause any
problems on their wilderness island. I n Deneen's
description, though, Mise had sounded all right. And
Bubba had approved of him that was the best
assurance | could ask for

By m d-norning my muscles weren't nearly as sore,
although | was tired again, and even ny hands felt
better. As | had the day before, | soaked themin
salt water for a while after each shift. W were
finishing off our |unch when one of the Varangi ans
saw sails to the southwest. They were triangul ar-two
at first, and quickly two nore. If we kept our
present course, we'd just about run into them

@unnl ag began shouting orders. Then, pulling on his
steering oar, he put us into a long turn toward the
north. The other rowing shift noved quickly to their



oars. O ny shift, sone began | owering the spar and
sail, while others hauled furiously on the tow rope,
taking in the slack that formed before the horse
ship's steersman could match our turn. Arno ran to
the stern of the long ship, his expression a m xture
of chagrin and determni nation

I saw M chael questioning a Varangi an, and went over
to him "Wuat is it?" | asked.

"The captain believes the sails are a Saracen fl eet,

and | think he is right. If that is so, we will have
to abandon the prize ship and flee, else we will be
t aken. "

Abandon the horse ship, and Arno's herd! Meanwhil e,
@unnl ag was determned to pick up his nen aboard her
By that time | could see seven or eight sails, and

surely they had seen ours. | grabbed the braided
| eat her rope and hel ped pull; under the
circunmstances, | alnost forgot how sore ny hands were.

When we' d conpl eted our turn, the oarsmen slowed
until we'd pulled the prize ship's bow agai nst our
stern. As soon as they bunped, Arno vaulted across,
and | thought | knew why: He wanted to find the spare
charge cylinders for the blast pistol. Meanwhile the
Varangi an prize crew was scranbling aboard the |ong
ship, but not the Geek crew, they were staying!

Whet her by choi ce or Varangian order, | didn't know.
When the | ast Varangi an was aboard, one of them

rai sed his sword to cut the rope-and Arno wasn't back
aboard yet! | grabbed the Varangian's sword arm and
began yel li ng.

"Arno!" | yelled. "For God's sake, get back herel
They're going to cut the rope!™

The Varangi an stared, bug-eyed and indi gnant, for
just a second, then ainmed a punch at nmy head with his
free hand, but | ducked it. Gunnlag shouted at him
then across at Arno in Norse, and the man | had hold
of stopped trying to shake nme | oose. A noment |ater
Arno came out of the hold and | eaped aboard. Another



Var angi an cleft the rope.

"They were not there!" he said. "Soneone must have

t hrown them overboard, else I'd have found them" H s
eyes were blazing. "If | had them | could drive back
the entire Saracen fleet. Then I'd take over this
ship and nake themrow us to Palerno as my prize!"

| didn't argue with him For one thing, there wasn't
time. By then the mast was lying in the Song ship's
bottomwith the spar and sails, and Gunnl ag ordered
all oars manned. It was plain how things were shaping
up. Maybe twenty sails were visible now, and | had no
reason to think there weren't nore. Five others had
dropped their sails and veered toward us-five of

t hose nearest the front. Cbviously they were being
rowed, which neant they were either warships or
pirates. And | presuned that pirates didn't travel in
large fleets.

One of the Varangi ans was handing oars to ny shift,
and we added our strength to the rowing. The graceful
| ong ship surged, alnost seenming to fly on the water
It occurred to me how relative things are-how nmuch

t hey depend on your |ocal frame of reference. Even in
mass proximty node the Javelin could travel in

m nutes a distance as far as fromFanglith to her
nmoon, and we thought of mass proxinmty node as sl ow
Here we were traveling-what? Not nore than than ten
mles an hour, | thought, and it seened fast.

After a few m nutes, @Qunnlag's big voice called
agai n, and the bosun sl owed our pace a few strokes a
m nute. We night have to stay ahead of our pursuers
for hours, | realized, and it wouldn't do to use
ourselves up at the start. | glanced up to see what |
coul d see, which under the circunstances wasn't rnuch.
They' d struck their nmasts too. | returned ny ful
attention to rowing; | had to keep the stroke and not
mss the water with ny oar

Meanwhi |l e we had spare nmen. There hadn't been oars
for all of nmy shift, and now we had the prize crew



aboard as well. So after a while some of us were

repl aced at our oars to rest, including all three of
us non-Varangi ans. Ordinarily, the Varangians didn't
m nd rowi ng, and considering that this was a matter
of escape or die, they probably wanted the best
oarsmen on the oars. Wich didn't include Mchael and
me, or even Ano.

| took half a minute to try contacting Deneen, on the
of f chance she was sonehow powered up and tuned in,
but got no answer. Then | followed Arno back to
@unnl ag Snorrason in the stern, with M chael behind
me. Most of the Saracen fleet was out of sight again;
apparently they'd continued on their origina
northwesterly course. Judging fromthe sun, we seened
to have veered all the way around to sonewhat east of
nort h.

Only three of our original five pursuers could be
seen. | suppose the other two had turned aside to
capture the horse ship. But the renaining three,
told nysel f, ought to be nore than enough

consi dering that Arno had no repl acenment charges for
his blaster. And their bows had a | ot |onger range
than nmy stunner; it was only effective up close.

Arno was talking to Gunnlag in Norse-he'd gotten
pretty good at it-and of course | couldn't

understand. So | questioned M chael. From what he
said, | got the inpression that a warship was nore of
atroop carrier loaded with infantry than it was a
fighting ship. Lots of naval battles on Fanglith
amounted to boarding the eneny with your troops and
fighting it out with swords. Any one of our pursuers
woul d have two or three tinmes as many fighting nen as
we had, maybe nore.

No, he said, the Saracens were not the fighters the
Var angi ans were. Mstly they were nen of smaller
frame, | ess brawny and not so savage, wearing |lighter
mai | and w el ding |ighter weapons. That much was wel |
known.



But they were brave and skilled, and when they caught
us they'd be fresh, because slaves did their row ng.

Coul d sl aves row as hard as the Varangi ans? | asked.
M chael thought not-Byzantine slaves coul dn't anyway.
But the dronans, the big Saracen warshi ps, had as
many as fifty great oars each, each pulled by two
men, with the whip to inspire any who didn't pul

hard enough.

After a while we sat down at the oars again for about
an hour. The next tine | was relieved, the Saracens
had gained quite a bit. The Varangi ans who weren't
rowi ng were arguing with each other and with Gunnl ag.
M chael expl ai ned that sone of themwanted to stand
and fight while others thought we ought to keep

r unni ng.

It seems that Arno had told themearlier that the

Nor mans held nmost of Sicily now probably including
the part we were headed for. Even if they didn't, a
strong party of determ ned warriors mght nake their
way to Norman territory. And Roger, the Count of
Sicily, who was notoriously generous, would be gl ad
to hire Varangi ans in his arny, or help them continue
hone as Christian pilgrinmns.

Those who wanted to run figured we mght reach
Sicily, and that if we were about to get caught, then
we could stand and fight. Those who wanted to nmake a
stand now figured we didn't have a chance to reach
Sicily, and they wanted to fight before they got any
nore tired fromrow ng. They assuned they were goi ng
to get killed anyway, and they wanted to kill as many
Saracens as they could while they were at it.

M chael told me the Varangi ans were fanous for never
surrendering. According to him the nost dangerous
thing you could do was trap Varangi ans.

Finally, @nnlag had heard enough, and bel | owed one
short command. The argunent thinned down to a few
"l ast words" by sone of his nmen to some of the



ot hers, then stopped. W kept going.

Arno went up to the bow | followed and sat down next
to him "What decided the argunment?" | asked.

He | ooked at me and grinned, reninding ne of the Arno
I'd seen before a few times-happy-go-Iucky.

"I told Gunnlag that if we stopped, the Saracens
woul d cone up on us all at once. But if we kept

runni ng, they'd probably cone up on us one at a tine.
And that one at a tinme | could use the device you
gave nme to sink themor drive them away."

He took it out of its holster and | ooked at it

t houghtfully, slipping the silent safeties off and
on. "It isn't accurate at a distance, and w thout the
recharge cylinders"-he used the Evdashi an words for
them of course-"I nust make each shot count, which
means we nmust be close, within reach of their arrows.
If they cone at us all at once, we'll be under heavy
fire, and these"-he gestured around to indicate the
Var angi ans- "would stop rowing to fight. W would
surely be taken then

"Not that | explained all that to Gunnlag. Best he
thinks of this as thaumaturgy instead of the handwork
of sonme weapons artificer."

That took me by surprise. |1'd assuned that Arno
hinsel f still thought of it as magic.

"I't was then he made up his mnd," Arno finished.

He | ooked nme over. "In your way, you are brave. And
you are one of those who are still alive after the
danger or chase or fight are past. You proved that in
Savoi e and Normandy, nore than once. Nonetheless, if
it cones to it and they close with us, 1'll see that
one of the Varangi ans covers you against arrows with
a shield. Then, just before the ships touch, you rise
up with your stunner and sweep its force along their
rail. Sone of us will cut the ropes.”



He grinned again. "We will arrive at Palerno yet, you
and I."

Bef ore @unnl ag ordered us back to the oars, | tried
t he communi cator once nore, just in case. And once
nore got no answer. Wien | sat down to row again, we
could see Sicilian hills in a faint line along the
hori zon.

At the end of our next shift, the hills were a | ot
closer, but the Saracen dronmans were too. At the end
of the shift after that, the nearest two dromans were
al nost even with each other, and | could inmagi ne them
treating it as a race, with us as the prize.

The bosun qui ckened our pace, and | wasn't sure

could make it through my next shift. Arno wasn't
rowi ng now, he was with Gunnlag in the stern. He nust
have had quite a bit of experience with the bl ast
pistol we'd left with himbefore; | hoped he'd gotten
good with it. Wen at last | was relieved, | could
see nore than the Sicilian hills, which weren't so
hi gh here. | could even nmake out the shore, we were
that cl ose. Maybe three miles, | thought, and turned
and went aft.

Behi nd us, the Saracens were so near, | could easily
see the oars of the nearest two. They'd gotten strung
out at last. There was the nearest, then maybe a
coupl e of hundred yards back the second. The third
was probably a half nmile farther still.

| couldn't tell whether we were going to reach the
shore ahead of themor not. O what we'd do if we
di d. Looking down into the Iong ship's bottom and
then over the side at the water, it seened to me she
couldn't draw nore than four feet of water. But for
seawor t hi ness, she had a keel. And for all 1 knew,

t he keel could be deep enough that we'd hit bottomin
wat er over our heads. Or there night be a reef

of fshore, or a shoal, and we'd pile up on it a
quarter or half mle out.



| supposed the Varangians could swim but not with
hauber ks on, or swords at their belts. And in

Nor mandy, |'d di scovered the hard way that a bl aster
or at least sonme blasters, wouldn't fire after being
subnmerged in water. Did the dromans have small boats
aboard? Wuld they | aunch themto attack us as we
swam or to follow us ashore? Did the Nornmans contro
this part of the island? If they didn't, were there
Saracen troops in the vicinity? Were those hills
wi | d? How far could we travel wi thout being

di scover ed?

I went aft to wait with Arno.

The first droman was cl ose enough now that | could
see the white of her bow wave, and nmake out nen at
her rail. Five would get you ten, | thought, that
they had bows strung and ready. The cadence of their
rowi ng was no faster than ours, but their two-nman
oars gave longer strokes, and their ship, if not as
graceful as the long ship, had lines well built for
speed.

At maybe a hundred yards they shot a fewtria

arrows, which fell close astern of us. The Varangi ans
not rowi ng stood in the wal kway with shields, ready
to protect their oarsmen. One al so stood by Gunnl ag
to protect himwhile he steered. At this point, Arno
and | crouched with only our heads above the
gunwal es. A mnute later the Saracens fired a small
volley, and the first arrow struck the stern; we
heard it thud.

Arno rai sed up enough to level the blaster, holding
it with both hands, wists braced on the gunwal e.
Then he fired, and | saw a flash at the bow of the
droman, but | couldn't see if he'd blasted a piece
out of the bulwark or actually hit a bowran. A
bowran, | decided; | could hear nen yelling, and it
didn't sound like battle cries. By the flash, his
next bolt hit the bowa little above waterline. The
hol e woul d have been a good foot wide, |I'd think, and



hopeful ly | ow enough to be taking water. But the
droman canme on, and a flight of arrows rose visibly
fromher, so Arno fired two nore bolts into the
massed archers in the bow

This time we heard unm st akabl e screani ng. He nust
have killed a couple of them nessily, and the droman
began to veer off. That's when he |ucked out. | nmean,
it may have been what he was trying to do, but he had
to be lucky to do it: As she began to veer, he fired
again and apparently hit the mast, because the mast
and sail fell across the aft oarsnen.

Even with luck though, it had been great shooting at
that distance, with a pistol. | needn't have worried
about Arno's marksmanshi p.

By that tinme, Saracen arrows were falling in and
around our stern. Qur own oarsnen didn't m ss a beat,
but neither did those on the second droman. | don't
know what their captain thought was happeni ng on the
first ship, but it didn't change his nmind about

anyt hing. At about eighty or ninety yards, a volley
of arrows lifted fromher bow, and Arno sent two
bolts into the nass of archers, then several at her
bow.

The last time he touched the stud, nothing happened:
her charge was exhausted. | kept ny head down as the
arrows started to fall-enough of themthat | was
surprised none of us was hit, though several stuck in
Var angi an shi el ds and a nunber had thudded,

vibrating, into the wood of the |ong ship.

| popped ny head up for another |ook. Arno rmust have
hit the droman near the waterline with at |east two
bolts and probably nore. She was definitely

sl owi ng- probabl y scoopi ng wat er

Then @unnl ag bel |l owed an order, and our oarsmnen
stopped! | didn't realize what that was about for a
nmonent. Arno yelled sonething in Norse, and Gunnl ag
| ooked angrily at him Arno started tal king



furiously, and | suddenly realized what was goi ng on
@unnl ag wanted to sl ow down and di sabl e the ot her
droman; he hadn't realized the blaster was out of
charge. Arno was trying to get us row ng again.

When @unnl ag got the picture, he bellowed the rowers
back into action. Meanwhile the third droman was

com ng on, not nore than a quarter nile away now. By
that time we were less than a nmile fromthe beach
and the Varangi ans put their brawny backs into it. At
a half mle, the droman slowed. She was quite a bit
bi gger than we were, and probably rode a few feet
deeper. Apparently her captain wasn't willing to
beach her.

W didn't hit bottomuntil we were less than fifty
yards from shore. Wen the shall ow keel grabbed the
sand; the long ship jerked sharply, throwing ne to
the deck. But our nomentum and the oarsnen's | ast
stroke took us ten yards farther, tilting to the
side. Then we sat on the bottom resting partly on
the keel and partly on the curve of our left side,
the water within two feet of our gunwal e.

The droman was still comi ng, though nore slowy now,
and maybe three hundred yards back. | could picture
her bowren waiting ready. The Varangi ans didn't waste
ti me. G abbi ng weapons and shields, they piled over
t he portside gunwal e i nto wai st-deep water. The surf
was negligible. | followed them holding nmy stunner
and comuni cat or overhead; we were all ashore within
a coupl e of m nutes.

The droman had veered off, out of bowshot. We'd cone
t hrough the whol e thing w thout one casualty. There
wer e seventy-ei ght Varangi ans on the beach, along

wi th one Norman, one Geek, and one holy nonk from

I ndi a.

PART FI VE

THE BATTLE

TVENTY- THREE



Once ashore and satisfied that we weren't about to be
attacked fromthe sea, | |ooked around. The w de
beach sloped up to a screen of trees-trees that
didn't look like any I'd seen before on Fanglith. O
on Evdash either, as far as that's concerned. Their
trunks were like thick rough pillars, wthout any
branches at all. At the top, each of them had a broad
crown of what | ooked like very long | eaves, maybe
twel ve or fifteen feet long, that curved out and
down. Each leaf cane directly fromthe top of the
trunk, which | suppose was maybe sixty or seventy
feet tall.

Arno told nme it was a date orchard, that the trees
were date palms. | knew about dates; |1'd eaten them
aboard the long ship. After |ooking around for a

m nute, we wal ked up the beach and into the orchard,
whi ch was only about a hundred feet wi de. Behind it
was a field of sonething that | ooked |ike grass and

that Arno said was wheat. | renmenbered wheat from
Provence and Normandy, but it had been quite a | ot
taller there. Later in the grow ng season, | suppose.

On the other side of the wheat field was a row of
nore ordinary-|ooking trees.

Eastward about half a nmile was a little ham et of
maybe twenty small houses, plus sheds and ot her
outbuildings. On a knoll a little way back of the
ham et stood a castle, not very big but built of
stone. | would have seen it fromthe long ship if ny
attention hadn't been behind us, while fromthe
beach, the orchard had been in the way.

W all stopped to ook it over, the Varangi ans
talking quietly in their singsong | anguage.

"A Saracen place," Arno said to ne. "Mist of Sicily

i s peopl ed by Saracens, and there is no Christian
church in that hamet. If there was, we could see the
cross. But this could still be Norman territory.
Where Cuiscard or Roger conquer Saracen ground, they
| eave the people to their own laws and religion. It
saves no end of trouble.



"Fromthe tower they nust have seen our vessel being
pursued by Saracen warships, and may have seen us run
aground. That they have not sent cavalry to attack us
gives me hope that this district is Norman."

He went over to Gunnlag and they spoke in Norse. Sone
of the other Varangians entered into the
conversation; | w shed |I could understand what they
wer e sayi ng. When they were done, Gunnlag and Arno
led us off across the wheat field, ignoring the

ham et and the tower, heading toward the hills.

asked M chael to find out what was going on, and he
fell into step with one of the friendlier Varangi ans
who' d been agreeable to his questions before.

The nore ordinary-1ooking trees on the other side of
the wheat field shaded an irrigation ditch. W
stopped there to drink, then started across anot her
wheat field on the other side. As we wal ked, M chael
angl ed over to ne.

"Some of the Varangi ans wanted to sack the hamet,"
he told ne. "Some of the younger ones don't seem very
smart; their notto seens to be, act now and |l et the
consequences take care of thenselves. But Lord Arno
recormmended that we reach the hills before nightfal
and canp in a place easy to defend. And Captain
@unnl ag agreed. They don't want to risk attack in the
open by Saracen knights, or get surrounded, trapped,
in the hamet. O antagonizing the Normans, if this
pl ace has surrendered to them and been granted Norman
protection.

"Lord Arno believes that if there are Saracen knights
in the castle, they are too fewto attack us. But the
Saracens use pigeons-a kind of bird-to carry nessages
fromone place to another. The steward of this castle
could easily have sent word to sonme nearby lord that
a shipload of Christians has conme ashore here.

"Then, by darkness, Lord Arno and sonme other will go
down to the haml et and see what they can | earn- nd



out if this district has i ndeed been conquered by
Nor mans. "

If the district was hostile-still under Saracen rule-
and if the castle's marshal had sent a nmessage to
some governor by bird or nmounted messenger, would we
be attacked that night, | wondered? It seemed to ne
that if a Saracen force cane after us, they'd better
be a large force; seventy-eight Varangians plus a

Nor man kni ght m ght give them nore than they

bar gai ned for.

Pl us one Evdashian rebel with a stunner. That shoul d
be worth sonet hi ng.

I wished I'd been able to raise Deneen, though.
counted back on nmy fingers. This would be the fourth
ni ght since she'd left for our uninhabited island. At
best | couldn't expect her to be powered up again
till the sixth, but I'd still try every now and then

None of us was used to hiking. The Varangi ans and

M chael weren't even used to being on |and-not lately
anyway-and neither was | for that matter. Wile Arno
sel dom wal ked far, and probably never had; he was
born and raised a horseman. So the rugged hills were
pretty hard on us. Probably | ess on the Varangi ans,

t hough. Rowi ng, the way they did it, worked the
thighs hard, and it certainly worked the heart and

| ungs.

O course, the Varangians had a ot nore to carry.
Each of them wore a heavy sword. Some of them carried
a |l ong-handl ed battl e-axe over one shoul der, and
others a bow and a quiver of arrows. Al of them
carried a shield, nost an ornanmented round shield
that Arno told ne was Byzantine. But sone had a | ong,
rectangul ar shield slung over their backs, alnost big
enough to hide behi nd.

If we were attacked, |I'd have to do without, at |east
until 1 could scavenge one from sonmeone who' d been
killed-preferably a Saracen if it came to that. Not
that | had anythi ng agai nst the Saracens; | m ght



like them better than Normans or Varangians. But |'d
committed nyself, and besides, | had an "in" with the
Var angi ans, as a holy nonk.

After drinking our fill at a brook, we nade canp on a
hilltop, where anyone would have to walk or ride up a
steep slope to get at us. If we were surrounded,
sooner or later we'd have to fight our way down to
water, but even | could see that the brook wasn't

def ensi bl e.

One thing we hadn't been able to bring fromthe |ong
ship was food. My stomach was conpl aining already. It
threatened to be a long night, and tonorrow didn't
show much pronise either.

Then Arno started back to spy out the hamet, taking
M chael with himbecause the Greek coul d speak
Arabic. Wth them gone, there wasn't a nman in canp
that | could talk to or understand. | very definitely
hoped t hey cane back

Even as tired as | was, it took me quite a while to
fall asleep. Wich was unusual. The Varangi ans had
bedded down all packed together-for warnmh | suppose.
To nme though, they snelled too bad for such close
quarters, and | slept alittle way off fromthem |
was cold and hungry, and ny nuscles were starting to
stiffen up again. About the time it got dark, the
nmoon came up, too little past full to tell the

di fference just by | ooking. Wien | did get to sleep
| kept waking up or half waking up fromcold and the
stony ground, but | only got up once, to relieve

nysel f.

When it was daylight, nearly sunup, | awoke for good.
I was really stiff again, fromrow ng, and maybe
partly fromhiking up hills and sl eeping on the hard
ground in the cold. For the first time, | really

| ooked around. Four or five nmiles south was the sea,
with no trace of warships, although I coul d nake out
a couple of what | supposed were fishing boats. In
every other direction were rugged hills, nmpstly bare.



Here and there were patches of scrub, and in sone of
the ravine bottons there were trees. To the north,
the hills rose to becone nount ai ns.

Arno and M chael were back, but they were stil

sl eeping so there was no one to tell ne what they'd
found out. It |ooked as if something had happened,

t hough; each was wapped in a blanket. | |inped down
the hill to the brook and took a long drink, then

i nped back up, ny stomach growling. Water didn't
make nmuch of a breakfast. By the tine |1'd gotten back
to the top of the hill, I was warm again, and the
wor st of the soreness was gone. The sun was | ooking
at us over the next ridge east, and Arno and M chael
wer e bot h awake

No one seened in any hurry to get on the trail.
| went over to Arno. "What did you find out?" | asked.

He grinned and, patting the rock next to him invited
me to sit. "W went to the first house," he said. "I
hi d beneath a wi ndow and sent the Geek to the door
with a piece of Saracen silver." Arno hefted the
purse at his belt, which held what m ght be the only
nmoney anmong us now. "He'd lived in Messina when it
was still Saracen-there are many G eeks there. He
knows Saracan ways and | anguage, and sonet hi ng of
their religion-enough to pretend he is one of them a
convert. He told them he'd escaped Varangi an pri ates.
And while the Geek talked with them the Saracans
fed him They'd seen the ship, they said, and later
they'd seen the infidel dogs, perhaps a hundred of
them cross the wheat field. The commander of the
tower garrison had sent men on horseback to Agrigento
and Sciacca to informthe commanders there and ask
themto send knights.

"They also told himthat the Nornmans had captured
Pal ermpb, and that there is fighting in the west, and
over east around Troina."

"How did M chael get away?" | asked. "Wuldn't it



have seened suspicious for himto | eave, under the
ci rcunst ances ?"

"It was no problem They gave hima mat to sl eep on
and went back to bed thenselves. After giving them
time to go to sleep, | slipped inside and killed
them Then | ate ny fill and we left."

From a purse he hadn't had the day before, he took a
few dates and gave themto me. | stared at thema
nmonent before eating, and even as hungry as | was,
they didn't go down easily. | could see why Arno

m ght feel he had to kill them but he'd said it as
casually as if it neant nothing to him And | suppose
it hadn't; he was a Nornan.

"When are we going to start hiking again?" | asked.
"Or aren't we?"

"@unnl ag sent archers out hunting. W'll need food.
Al'l Norsemen | earn archery as boys, and they are used
to hunting on foot. And these hills have many goats."
He pointed northward toward the nountains. "That's
the way to Norman territory, but it seenms to be a

I ong, hard march. W'll do better with meat in our
bellies."

It was on toward m dday when we left. By then we'd
eaten a hal f-grown goat. The shares were small, but

t hey hel ped. Most of the others were footsore-M chael
and Arno the worst of all. The ground was rocky, and
| was the only one with stiff soles on his boots. In
fact, | couldn't see how their soft-bottoned shoes
coul d possibly | ast across the nountains. Maybe they
coul d make sone kind of shoes out of goatskin, I

deci ded.

After the first half hour of hiking, | got |oosened
up enough that it didn't go badly at all, but by late
afternoon | was bushed again, and hungrier than

could believe! So was everyone el se, and we started
taking quite a few breaks. Also, it got a |ot colder
as we got higher up. W'd cone to several stone huts,



but no one was staying in them Arno said they m ght
be for herdsnmen-that sheep had probably been grazed
in these nountains before the Norman invasion.
wonder ed what sheep ate here. By the | ooks of the
bushes, sonething ate tw gs-perhaps the goats.

@unnl ag had sent scout/hunters ahead of us, and two
of them shot a goat each. W cooked them for an early
supper, or half cooked them by a nountain brook, and
ate one of them plus the head of the other. The rest
woul d be breakfast, | was appointed to carry it, in a
snelly bag made of its own skin. Then we pushed on

By dusk, when we nade canp, we'd passed banks of
crusty old snow on sone north slopes, and | was
prepared for a mserable night. Just about everyone
but me was |inping now fromsore feet, though I

didn't hear any conpl aints.

Before | lay down, | went a little way off. "To
pray," | told Mchael. "Tell the Varangians |'m going
of f by nyself to pray to the angel Deneen." | went

out on an outcrop and tried the conmuni cator, but got
no one. Just as |'d expected. Tonorrow ni ght woul d be
the sixth. | could reasonably hope to get her on the
sixth night. If not, then naybe on the seventh.

After that | went "to bed.” This tine | didn't |et
snel ly bodies bother me. | lay down agai nst the jam
of Varangi ans to share warnth. | suppose it hel ped,
but it was the col dest, nost mserable night 1'd ever
spent.

What can | say about the next day? Until late
afternoon it was basically the same as the one
before: hi ke up and down steep slopes and pick your
way al ong ravi nes. The country was high and col d, and
if alittle less rugged, it was still tough going. W
were still in luck with the weather, which was sunny
wi t hout nmuch breeze, but on the other hand, the
scouts only killed one goat. One goat for eighty-one
of us. @Qunnlag stopped early to canp, and a nunber of
men with bows were sent hunting.



If they didn't have sone luck, we'd be hungrier that
ni ght than the first.

While we lay around in the late sun, we heard a horn
off to the south. |I asked Arno what he thought it

was. He said it sounded |ike a Saracen war trunpet,
but they probably used them as hunting horns too. |
asked himwhat they might be hunting in a time of war
i ke this.

He grinned at ne. "They're hunting just what you
think they're hunting," he replied, "Us. And the horn
nmeans they've found our trail."

He got to his swollen feet and, with only a slight
[inp, wal ked over to Gunnlag to talk with himabout
it. By the way Gunnl ag | ooked-standi ng, staring off
toward the sound-he'd cone to the sane concl usion on
his own. | went off to pray to the angel Deneen
again. Maybe this tinme. If not

From what | understand about prayer, what | felt when
| called Deneen that evening wasn't nuch different
fromwhat the Christians felt when they prayed to

their God. Again | didn't get any answer. | began to
wonder if, just possibly, my conmunicator wasn't
wor ki ng. Unlikely. Maybe ... | didn't like to think

about it, but maybe sonet hing was wong with the
Rebel Javelin- sonething worse than fue
crystallization. No, | told nyself, it's just a night
t oo soon.

And tonorrow night could easily be a night too | ate.
| decided it was tine to turn on ny renote again, in
case she called ne

The hunters were back sooner than they m ght have
been. They'd heard the horn too. Anong themthey'd
gotten one goat. She'd been gutted, and given to ne
to carry because we weren't going to stay where we
were. It didn't appeal to @unnlag for a defensive
stand. True, it was a high point on a ridge, but an
eneny could charge along the crest at us fromtwo
sides with only a mld slope to ride up. Wile on the



next major ridge north there was a rounded peak, sort
of a knob, that would be a | ot easier to defend.

It was nearly dark when we reached it. By that tine
we'd heard horns twi ce nore, the |ast sounding as if
it cane fromthe place we'd left two hours earlier. |
wonder ed how many Saracens there were. The Varangi ans
rolled and | ugged the available large rocks into a
crescent at each end of our position. Only the ends
were attackable. The rocks didn't make a wall at all;
you could wal k between them But they'd give a little
cover fromarrows if you knelt behind them

Then we sat and squatted in little clusters at the

t op.

That's when | realized that soneone wasn't with us.
"Where's M chael ?" | murnured to Arno.

"I've sent himnorth," he answered. "To see if he can
find some Nornman force to relieve us. The Saracens
will assune we've sent soneone, but one man is hard
to trail by night."

"Can they track us at night?" | asked.

"Saracen knights are like Norman knights in their
| ove of hunting. And the noon will rise before |ong,
with light enough to track a force the size of ours.”

That seened reasonable to ne. Piet had taught us to
track during our survival training, and we'd foll owed
wel | -beaten animal trails by moonlight.

"How many of them do you think there are?" | asked

Arno shrugged. "They think we are a hundred, so they
may well be twice that. Quite possibly nore. And they
are on horses; do not doubt it."

It occurred to me to wonder what use |'d be up there
on the hilltop. The Saracens had to be pretty smart
about war, or they wouldn't be a power on Fanglith.



And if they were smart, they wouldn't rush us. They'd
sit down the hill and let us get good and thirsty.
They mi ght not even waste arrows on us.

And know ng the Varangi ans, when they got thirsty
enough, after maybe a day without water, they'd go
down after sone. They wouldn't just wait to die. Then
t he Saracen archers and swordsmen woul d get a
wor k- out. And whoever won-probably the Saracens-a | ot
of us would be dead when it was over. Maybe all of us.

The last of the twilight had died, and nmoonrise was

still an hour or two off. It was as dark as a night
i n open nountains can get w thout a good cloud | ayer
Whi ch was pretty dark. "Arno," | said, getting to ny

feet, "wish ne luck."

| unbuckl ed my belt and took my shortsword off of it,
then laid the sword by a boul der. My stunner and
conmuni cator | kept.

"What are you going to do?" Arno asked.

"I'"'mgoing hunting. W hunt on Evdash too, you know. "
Then, after rebuckling ny belt, | slipped out through
the partial crescent of boulders and started south
down t he nountai n.

TVENTY- FOUR

Deneen:

It was still night when we got to the island. | put
the Jav down near the little stream at about where
we'd been before. Alittle farther fromit, actually,
in case a big rainstormcane along and the creek
outgrew its banks.

Wth the power off, we'd be down to basics. And
nmean basics. Mst of our equi pnent, including kitchen
and sanitary equi pnent, operated off ship's power,



whi | e what hand- powered tools we had were desi gned
for working on ship systems and structure. W didn't
have so nuch as a shovel to bury trash with or dig a
latrine.

Sonehow, | hadn't thought about any of this until we
were on the island. Then, for a couple of mnutes, |
consi dered goi ng back to the continent and having
Tarel and Moise get us sone things, but that would
mean bei ng on power again for several hours, and
there was the possibility that they m ght get into
trouble on the ground. Possibly trouble that could

t ake days on power to handle. Unlikely, maybe, but I
wasn't willing to take the risk

Then | remenbered that we had the fire starters from
our packs, and the shortsword and dagger that Larn
had gotten Tarel in Marseille. Plus stunners to hunt
with, and Uncle Piet's survival training. And nore

t han anything el se, Bubba was with us as our super
wat ch-canid and master hunter

W were better off than I'd thought; it wasn't |ike
me to get all shook up with no good reason. That's
when | realized how worried and distracted | was
about Larn. Which was kind of dunmb, because it didn't
do anyone any good-Larn or any of us.

Tarel and | | ooked around for anything I'd m ssed
that m ght be useful and didn't require ship's power.
Then | shut the power off and we all went out and
slept on solid ground-nmore solid than | was used to.

| lay there for a while with Larn on my mind. Both in
Provence and Normandy, and recently on the ship from
Marseille, he'd shown a lot of ability,

resour cef ul ness, and ingenuity, which had hel ped keep
himalive. But an inportant part of it had been-let's
face it-really good luck. And while luck is very good

to have, I'd never felt very confortabl e about
relying onit. It seened to me that you couldn't know
when you'd run out of it-at least, not until it was

too | ate.



O course, ability has its limts too, but you at

| east had sone idea of what those limts were. And
whil e you couldn't neasure ingenuity or
resour cef ul ness, you knew if you had it or not. just
now, Larn's abilities weren't what | could w sh they
were. For exanple, his skill with | ocal weapons was
al nost nonexi stent, and Arno had gotten his stunner
and bl aster away from him Wat he had left was his
ability to do the right thing at the right time-duck
when he needed to. And that's where ability shaded
over into luck, which he might or might not have sone
of at any particular tine.

O was luck another ability-a kind that people didn't
usual |y recogni ze as one?

That's the kind of thing that went through my mnind
for a while after | |lay down beside the Jav. But in
hal f an hour or so I went to sleep anyway.

W got along through five days and five nights, and
it wasn't as bad as | thought it m ght be-at |east

not for ne. | may have been a little bossy at
tines-let's face it, | was-but someone had to be in
charge, and it was my hat. On the norning of the
sixth day, with everyone on board, | powered up and

called for a systens check on the conmputer. |ncluding
a check of the fuel slugs.

It could have been worse. Crystallization was greatly
reduced, but there was still nmore than I was willing
tolive with. I'd have to take her out 700,000 niles
and run her in FTL node for a while-lock her into a

| oop that would bring her back in-systemat the sane
system coordinates. | told Tarel what | was going to
do, and told himto explain as much of it as he could
to Mbise. They'd gotten to be pretty good friends on
t he island- buddi es you could say. And Mi se had

| ear ned consi derabl e Evdashi an through the | earning
program al t hough he didn't understand sone of our
concepts yet.



So far 1'd been inpressed with how calnmy Mise had
reacted to all the strange, and to himfar out,

t hi ngs he'd been exposed to since |I'd put the
spotlight on the pirate ship. I'd wondered a tine or
two if it was partly because, in his world, they
believed in so many supernatural things. Then, when
he ran into something real that seened supernatural
it mght not be as big a shock

Now, of course, he knew we weren't a threat to him
But it nust have been really weird and scary when
strange people had hauled himinside a sort of giant
boat, or big steel flask, and whisked himinto the
sky.

As Tarel started explaining, | headed us outbound and
then called the mai ntenance manual into nmenory. The
entry on fuel crystallization referred to a nunber of
library entries, and nowthat | had tine, it seened
to me | ought to read them The third one | came to
was the one | needed to see. One sequence of events
that could lead to crystallization was rare, but it
fitted all too well what had happened to the Jav.

"Prol onged i npacts by heavy bl aster charges on a
ship's energy shield,"” it said, "can result in weak
magneti zati on of the power transfer system
Subsequent use of the weapons system with its
translation of the gray force into pul se node, will
initiate crystallization in the fuel slugs."

| had no idea what that neant, but for the noment,
kept readi ng, hopeful that | wasn't getting into
nment al qui cksand.

"Once crystallization is initiated,” it went on
"subsequent |owintensity power use, as in
mass-proximty node, and the resulting resistance to
normal matrix function, causes feedback to the fue
slugs, extending crystallization rapidly, "Wen fuel
crystallization occurs, do the followng: | avoid
using the ship's weapons systemuntil the power
transfer nodul e has been changed; 2. decrystallize



the fuel slugs; and 3. change the power transfer
nodul e. "

It fitted. The Jav's energy shield had taken a | ot of
bl aster charges before we'd lifted from Evdash. And
I'd discovered serious fuel cell crystallization
within twenty standard hours of denonstrating the
scout's weapons system for Arno.

Vell, | told nyself, | know what to do about it now.
Fi ngers on the keyboard, | called up parts storage
and asked for a new power transfer nodule. It replied
t hat power transfer nodul es were not part of standard
parts stock on scouts. That was followed by a |ist of
pl aces where | could get one-any of the three
Evdashi an naval stations.

| muttered an expression that nom and dad woul dn't
approve of.

Fromthere |I skimed on through the rest of the
articles, looking for information that m ght be

hel pful . There wasn't any. But it seemed obvious that
I'd better not use the weapons systemagain, and in
trying to establish a political and mlitary power
base on Fanglith, that would be a serious

di sadvant age.

"Tarel!" | called

"What is it?" he asked, com ng over. | brought the
third article back to the screen-the article that
expl ai ned what had happened. He read it over ny
shoul der.

"And there isn't any replacenent nodule,” | told him
"Any suggestions?"

"We've got hand weapons," he said. "lncluding bl ast
rifles. Maybe they' Il be enough, along with our speed
and conmuni cators. "

"I guess they'll have to be," | answered. But |



didn't feel very good about it. W couldn't have too
many advantages, and we'd lost a big one. At 700, 000
mles | shifted into FTL node on a ten-hour |oop, and
before we returned to mass-proximty node, al

residual crystallization was gone. Back at Fanglith |
par ked above the north shore of Sicily at an altitude
of fifty mles. The scanner |ocated the biggest town
there, a good-sized city even by Evdashi an standards.
Pal ernbo was where Larn should be. Fromwhere | sat,

t he noon stood well above the horizon-high enough
that its light paled the island. | turned on the
radi o receiver, checked the conmuni cator channel, and
touched the send sw tch.

"Larn," | said, "this is Rebel Jave-lin. Larn, this
is Rebel Javelin. Over,"

He didn't answer. He doesn't have his rempote on, |
told nyself. That's all. It didn't reassure me a bit.
Way didn't he have his renote on? It was controlled
with a switch on his conmmunicator, and the |ast |
knew, Arno had the comunicator. The likeliest
explanation | could think of for the renote being off
was that Arno had turned it off-whether by accident,
or because he'd | earned about it.

"Bubba!" | called. He cane over to ne, neeting ny
eyes. "lI'mgoing to drop | ow over Palerno,” | told
hi m speaki ng out |oud. "Wen we get there, | want
you to scan around and find Larn. | can't get himon
the radio."

He nodded like a human m ght, and of course he read
the concern in ny mind. | already had a scanner view
of northern Sicily, and asked the computer for a
coordi nate overlay, to get the coordinates of

Pal ermo. Then, using voice node, | ordered the scout
to park above Palerno at an elevation of five mles.
W headed for it.

TVENTY- FI VE



Larn:

When | started down fromthe nmountaintop, | didn't
have any plan, but one started to unfold for me as
went : Backtrack, then anmbush the Saracens with ny
stunner. Not that | could stun many of them besides
its short range, the stunner had a limted charge.

They' d probably send scouts out ahead to find the
way, and to draw fire if they got close to any
Christian bownen. |I'd anmbush them W'd see what they
t hought about paral yzed scouts who didn't have an
arrow or sword slash on them If they were
superstitious, they mght quit till daylight. Maybe
they'd even turn around and go home, though that
seenmed a little much to hope for

In the dark | couldn't see our tracks, but | didn't
need tracks to retrace our route. Wien @unnl ag had
deci ded to nove canp, we'd cone down fromour initial
canpsite, crossed a snmall valley, then clinbed al ong
aravine to its head at a notch in this ridge crest.
Fromthere we'd hiked along the crest till it topped
of f at the knob. Even with the noon not up yet, it
woul d be easy to follow the same route in reverse

The "notch" was an actual sharp one, with a big rock
outcrop on one side. Wen | turned there to start
down the ravi ne, someone grabbed nme from behi nd,

hard, arm around my neck, jerking me back with a
rough strength too abrupt to let ne use hand-f oot

art. It took ne totally by surprise.

Anot her man nmoved in front of me, knife ready, and
peered into nmy face. Recognizing nme, he spoke quietly
in Norse, and the one who had grabbed ne let me go.

@unnl ag had posted | ookouts; | should have realized
he woul d. "1'm goi ng down the ravine to set an
anbush," | said softly in Norman French. They didn't

understand nme, of course; it would have sounded crazy
to themif they had. But it seened as if | should say
something to them One of them said sonething back in
Norse. No one had understood anyone, but | guess it



made us all feel better sonmehow. | nodded and |eft
them starting down the ravine with as little noise
as possible.

As the ravine got deeper, it seenmed to get even

dar ker, probably because it was exposed to | ess sky
and |l ess starlight. Where there were clunps of trees
in the bottom it was darker still. It got stonier
too, with lots of boulders that had rolled down from
above. The upslope on ny right had quite a | ot of

cl unmpy brush and scrubby trees, probably because it
faced away fromthe sun. The other side was pretty
bare, as if it faced into the sun and dried out too
badly during the dry season

About hal fway down the ravine | came to what seened
li ke a good place. When the moon cane up, visibility
woul d be pretty good in the bottomthere-no trees, no
tall boul ders. And on the brushy side of the ravine,
the [ ower slope was clear along there, a slant of
naked rock. | scrambled up it on all fours, to take
cover above it between two clumps of stiff-tw gged
scrub. Fromthere |I'd have an open shot at anyone
riding up the bottom at a range of only about twenty
or twenty-five yards.

O course, | couldn't know for sure that any Saracens
woul d cone along, but it seened as if they would. If
they hadn't shown up by the first Sight of dawn, 1'd
just have to take off for the knob-that or hide out
and try to make it to Norman territory on my own. No
way was | going to tiy ambushing a Saracen scouting
party by daylight, when they'd be able to spot ne.
And any who got out of effective stunner range-naybe
fifty yards- would be able to sit back and shoot
arrows at ne in total safety.

Meanwhil e, | had sonme waiting to do, and somet hi ng
occurred to ne that | hadn't thought about before:
was going to have to stay awake. If | went to sleep
Saracens mght ride past w thout waking ne up. Right
away | started worrying. Turning off ny renote,

took it out of ny ear so it wouldn't interfere with



ny heari ng.

St ayi ng awake turned out to be easier than I'd
expected, because it was getting pretty cold again,
and just sitting there didn't keep ne warmli ke

hi ki ng had. After checking by feel the setting on ny
stunner-at this range, narrow beam and just above
mediumintensity seemed about right-1 shoved ny hands
i nside ny cape to keep themwarmin nmy arnpits.

I wondered what Jenoor would think if she could see
nme here, then imagi ned that she could see nme, and
what we mght say to each other. After a while

dozed in spite of the col d-dozed and wakened, dozed
and wakened-and didn't worry about it. In as shall ow
a sleep as that, | told nyself, I'd wake up if any
horses cane al ong.

Finally I awakened with a start, and thought sure
some sound rmust have done it-nmaybe horseshoes on
rock. | sat still, hardly breathing, but couldn't
hear a thing, and after a couple of ninutes decided
it had just been nerves. The sky down the ravi ne was
lighter, but it didn't seemto be the graying of
early dawn. Besides, | was sure | hadn't slept nearly
that long. Monrise, | told nyself. O course. After
a few mnutes | could see noonlight shining on the
upper sl ope across the ravine; the noon had clinbed
above the next ridge east. Now | could see quite a
bit better, although ny side of the ravine was out of
direct noonlight, in heavy shadow.

If the Saracens were going to nove that night, they'd
probably have started by now If they'd reached our
first stopping place, chance was that they'd foll owed
our trail down off that ridge to canp by the creek in
the little valley belowit; there were even sone
enpty huts there. And if they'd done that, |I told

nmysel f, | shouldn't have to wait too much | onger
So | was ready when, naybe ten minutes later, | heard
fai nt hoof sounds. | lay down on ny stomach and crept

forward a couple of feet so I could | ook farther down



the ravine, | saw novenent, and seconds later a
hor seman rode out of the shadow of sone trees fifty
or sixty yards away.

There were three of them their arnor covered by
robes-advance scouts | suppose. They rode one behind
the other, twenty or thirty feet apart. | Set the
first ride past my position before | pushed the
firing stud. He slunped at once, falling wthout even
grabbing to hold on, and while he was sl umping,
shifted ny aimto the second. That one was falling
too, as | noved for a shot at the third, who had
wheel ed his horse and was spurring it back the way
they'd cone. | pressed the stud a third tine at nmaybe
fifty yards and saw himreel in the saddle, fal
forward, and ride out of sight clinging to his
horse's neck

Then, without even thinking, | let go with ny

i mpression of the wail of a Thargoni an ghost tiger
It was supposed to be the spookiest sound on the
known worl ds. Us kids had |l earned it watching

hol o- dramas when we were, like, ten years old. And
practiced it on shadowy evenings playing "hide from
the tiger," a game that's been big on Evdash for
generations. Woever was "it" woul d make the sound
whil e they hunted for the other kids.

On a still night like this one, | suppose you could
hear it for a quarter nmile or nore. | don't know what
the Saracen thought of it, but I'lIl bet he didn't
slow down. | realized | was grinning |like crazy.

| didn't go down to check the guys |I'd zapped. | was
pretty sure the first two were unconsci ous but
proba-ly not dead. The third one was ny best product.
He knew sonet hi ng had happened to him He was
probably half nunb, and when he cane out of it later
he'd tingle with pins and needles. Yet he hadn't seen
anyt hi ng, no arrow had touched him And there'd been
this terrible noise! Meanwhile the other two horses-
first one, and after a noment the other-had turned
and clattered back down the ravine out of sight,



apparently only buzzed a bit by the stunner

If the Saracens sent another scouting party, it would
probably be bigger, and nmaybe strung out farther
apart. If | was the Saracen comrander, that's what
I'"d tell themto do. But if they were nervous enough
they m ght bunch up anyway.

They bunched up anyway. Maybe half an hour later |
heard their horses. Two had passed ne, fifteen feet
apart, and the third was about even with me, when
zapped them qui ckly, one after another, then got up
in a crouch and stepped out to where | could shoot at
the others. Most were in a confusion of trying to
turn back, getting in each others way. But one was
sitting off to one side, |ooking around, and his eyes
| ocked on ne. | zapped himfirst and he fell like a
sack, till a foot caught in a stirrup. Hi s horse was
turning, and I didn't want it to drag himaway so
flipped the setting to high and zapped it too. It

st opped, shuddered, and | zapped it again. It
collapsed. | turned the stunner on the hindnost of
the others as they galloped off. He fell. The others,
three at |east, had disappeared, with the wail of a
Thar goni an ghost tiger, or a reasonable imtation, in
their ears.

One thing | did not want was the Saracens to know it
had been a man who had anbushed them | wanted them
worri ed about devils and denmons. So | noved al ong
behi nd the shadowed fringe of scrub to where | could
plainly see the man who' d spotted nme. Then, with the
intensity still on high and the beamat its tightest,
| zapped hi m agai n.

| didn't feel very good about it. 1'd killed nen
before, in Normandy, but that had been in self
defense, or to free Deneen. They hadn't been |ying
hel pl ess.

It was tinme to go back to the Varangi ans, but it
didn't seemlike a good idea to go back up the
ravi ne. The Varangi an | ookouts woul d have heard ny



tiger inpression; they had bows, and they'd be
nervous. Wat | did instead was clip ny stunner on ny
belt and start up the steep slope. The top had to be
a spur ridge that would slope upward to join the main
ri dge ahead.

The side of the ravine was al nbst too steep to clinb;
the dirt kept slipping away beneath my boots. In

pl aces | grabbed the scratchy, stiff-branched bushes
to pull nyself along through the dark, squinting and
flinching, hoping | wouldn't get a twig in the eye.

After a while | reached the top, breathing hard from
the exertion. | scrambled out of the scrub onto the
open crest of the spur ridge, then heard hooves and

| ooked up. A rider had been conming along the crest in
nmy direction, and seeing ne, had spurred his horse
into a galloping attack

He wasn't nore than forty yards away, ignoring his

| ance, drawing his sword, leaning to strike.

My hand seened to nove in slow notion, drawi ng ny
stunner, raising it, pointing, not worrying about
settings. H's horse nose-dived, hitting the ground so
heavily | swear | could feel it through nmy feet. The
Saracen hurtled over its head in a billow of robe,
nmoonl i ght flashing on sword, and | zapped himtoo as
he skidded and rolled. He stopped not nore than five
yards fromne. As | scanned around for any nore
riders, | was panting from excitenment as nmuch as from
the clinb.

There weren't any others in sight.

The rider was dead. | didn't need to check himout to
know that. | hadn't thunbed the intensity back from
high after killing the guy in the ravine, and at such
close range, 1'd really curdled his synapses.

Apparently, after the survivor had returned fromthe
first scouting party, the Saracen comander had not
only sent a strong party up the ravine. He'd al so
sent outriders to bypass the ravine and see what they
could see. One at |east, and maybe one on the



opposite ridge, too.

| took the Saracen's shield; 1'd probably need one
when daylight came. As | started al ong the spur ridge
toward where it connected with the main ridge, |
stayed just bel ow the rounded crest, at the edge of
scrub and shadow.

When | reached the main ridge, | kept a careful eye
peel ed for Varangi an | ookouts, and called softly as
approached the notch. They didn't show thensel ves,
but I could feel their eyes, and al nost their strung
bows, their nocked arrows. Nothi ng happened though
and before long I was at the base of the knob

It occurred to me that | probably hadn't acconpli shed
much except to delay the Saracens till daylight. And
maybe make nyself | ook good to the Varangi ans. The
delay wouldn't allow us to nmove on farther north- not
far enough to do us any good. On horseback the
Saracens woul d catch us before another night fell
even if we noved as soon as | reported in. \Were we
wer e canped now was as good a place as any to nake
our stand.

Maybe | shoul d have struck off north alone, | told
nysel f. Maybe | should yet. But instead | started up
the | ast slope toward canp.

TVENTY- SI X

@unnl ag hi nsel f was one of the | ookouts on the knob
and when he saw it was ne hiking up to canmp, he went
to Arno and woke hi mup. Gunnlag was curious and the
boss, and he needed an interpreter to ask questions
through. It turned out that when the | ookouts at the
notch had been relieved, they'd told himl'd passed
t hrough. And | suppose that ny carrying a Saracen
shi el d got himespecially interested.

"What did you do out there?" Arno asked. He was doing



nore than passing on Gunnlag's questions; he was
curious, too.

"l anbushed a Saracen scouting party,” | told him
Arno passed the answer on to Gunnl ag.

"Wth what weapons?"
"Wth a holy anulet.”

@unnl ag' s brows knotted, so | went on. "There were
three Saracens in the first scouting party. | caused
the first two to fall fromtheir horses unable to
nmove. They should still be lying there, alive. The
third I caused only to go nunb, and let himride away
to his arny. | was hidden in shadows, and they were
unable to see me. All he could tell his commander was
that two men had fallen fromtheir horses w thout the
twang of any bowstring, and that he had gone numb and
nearly fallen fromhis saddl e wi thout being struck a
bl ow. And that there had been a terrible sound, as of
a soul in tornent."

| said all that a sentence or two at a tine, so that
Arno could translate. After the |ast sentence,
@unnl ag said sonething and Arno turned to nme again.

"He says his | ookouts at the notch reported a sound
li ke that."

| nodded. "Then, a while |ater, about eight nore
cane. | caused four of themto fall; I'mafraid
killed one of them The rest fled."

When Arno had repeated this in Norse, @nnlag frowned
again and said something nore. Again Arno turned to
me. "He wants to know why you didn't kill themall."

| shrugged. "I ama holy nonk." Arno's eyebrows

rai sed at that, of course, before he passed it on to
t he Norsenman. "And besides,"” | went on, "when the
Saracens find them their commander will be confused

and nystified. Al the Saracens will be. Dead nen



t hey woul d understand about, especially if 1'd killed
themw th arrows, or sword or knife. And from what
|'ve heard, Saracen knights have no great fear of
death or other nmen. But what could it be that

paral yzes them and makes such a terrible sound? That
will put fear in their hearts, at least while it's
dark."

When Arno had finished interpreting, Gunnlag stood,
peering intently at ne.

"Then," | went on, "I clinbed the side of the ravine,
and at the top was attacked by another Saracen
knight. | regret that | had to kill both himand his
horse. There was no tine to use nore delicate magic,
may God forgive ne." | notioned with the shield. "I
took this fromhim" | said. "I may want it when

dayl i ght cones.

"And Arno," | added when he'd finished interpreting,
"tell @Qunnlag that if he sends warriors down the
ravine to see, they should not kill or rob or even

touch the fallen nen they find there. If any of his
warriors go there, they should pretend to be
nmystified at what they see. The paral yzed nmen will
remenber it, and tell their commander."

@unnl ag pursed his lips thoughtfully. Then, w thout
sayi ng anything nore, he went and woke up two of his
men and tal ked to them They left, carrying shields
and swords. Arno and | wal ked over to the mass of

sl eepi ng Varangi ans. One of the di sadvant ages of
going to bed late, in a situation like that, is that
you have to sleep at the edge, where there's not so
much body heat.

When we |ay down, Arno nurnured a question of his
own. "Wy did you do it? Tonorrow it will make little
difference. W are all dead nen then, unless Cod,

t hrough sonme saint, intervenes."

| hadn't even thought about that before. "I didit,"
| said, "because-because tonorrow sone saint may



intervene. O sone angel. And | want us to be alive
if one does."

It struck me then that he'd asked the question as
casually as if he was asking whether | thought it was
going to rain. | don't think he put as mnuch

i mportance as | did on the matter of living or dying.
Then it struck ne that | wasn't making as big a dea
out of it as | would have a nonth earlier, or a week
as far as that's concerned.

| closed ny eyes. It had been an extra-long day, and
I'd hiked a lot of mles. Even cold, and with ny
stomach grunbling about no food, | went right to

sl eep.

The first tine | awakened-just barely-was when a
Varangi an | was |ying agai nst got up. | was vaguely
aware that it was starting to get daylight, then went
right back to sleep. The next time | awakened, the
rising sun was in ny eyes and just about everyone was

up. | thought about a drink of water, then renmenbered
there wasn't any. The nearest water could easily be a
mle awnay.

| got up and stretched, noticing that nost of the
rowi ng soreness was gone. And | renenbered that this
was, would be, the day of reckoning. | went over to
where 1'd left my shortsword the night before and put
it back on ny belt.

That's what | was doing when | heard the distant
hal | oos. Walking to the south side of canp, | |ooked
in the direction the calls had come from Two

Var angi ans, |ookouts, were trotting fromthe
direction of the notch. Apparently the Saracens were
conmi ng up the ravine.

Arno was standi ng near; now he cane over to ne.
"@unnl ag sent nmen down the ravine after you cane
back," he said. "They found two nen dead and four nen
down, unable to nmove. Apparently you used a higher
setting on themthan you did on nme that tine."



He was grinning. | didn't feel like grinning back. A

Nor man might feel cheerful on a norning like this,

but I was no Norman. | recalled the tine he referred

to- our first nmeeting, in Provence, on the road from
the Cenis Pass. That was the first tine he'd tried to
take my weapons from ne.

The Varangi ans didn't ook glumeither. They weren't
sayi ng much, but nostly they | ooked either cheerful

or grim a few | ooked thoughtful. Mst had been
nmercenaries in the Byzantine army, and the others
were probably veterans of battles in other places.
suppose all of them had been close to death at tines.
Besi des that, fromwhat Arno and Gunnl ag had said,
their whole culture was warlike. That woul d nmean
they'd al nost have to feel different about danger and
death than | was used to.

"Do you still have power in your stunner?" Arno asked.
| nodded. "Enough for a few nore shots, | suppose.”

Smiling, he fondled the hilt of his sword. "That is
one advantage of our weapons here," he said. "They

| ast as long as you can wield them Unless, of
course, they break. And Saracen swords are too light
to break Nornman bl ades. "

The | ookouts had reached the foot of the knob now,
and slowed to a walk on its steep slope. At al npst
the sane nonment, the first few Saracens rode up

t hr ough t he notch.

Over the next quarter hour, something nore than two
hundred appeared, maybe as nmany as two-fifty to three
hundred. They trotted their horses easily in a rough
colum of twos toward us, and | wondered if they'd
attack us right now instead of besieging us. \Wen
their lead riders reached the foot of the knob, they
separated, half of them bypassing us on the knob's
steep flanks to the ridge crest on its other side.
This put half of themon the south end and half on
the north. None stayed on our flanks, which were too



steep to ride up, but the Saracens could attack from
both ends if they wanted to.

"What now?" ! asked Arno.

He shrugged. "They'll probably wait and |let us get
thirstier."”

| was already thirstier than | could ever renenber
bei ng.

"And maybe try to get the Varangians to use up their
arrows," he went on. "But | doubt that wll work.
These Varangi ans are no Lonbard peasants called to
war, scarcely knowing a sword froma spade." He gave
me a friendly clap on the shoulder; it was |ike being
hit by a club. "You have never seen a battle like
this will be," he told ne. "Watch well, while you
still live! Breathe deeply of it! Let the sounds fill
your ears! And when you go to neet CGod, keep the
menory of it; it may help to pass the time in heaven
or hell."

I'd settle for watching the Saracens from a di stance.
Their horses were noticeably nmore lightly built and
graceful than the Nornman destriers, and the Saracen
kni ghts were colorful in robes that covered whatever
their armor m ght be.

Then four of themrode partway up the knob, stopping
out of bowshot. One, apparently their commander, rode
anot her few feet and shouted to us in a | anguage 1'd
never heard before. Apparently the Varangi ans didn't
understand it; at |east none of them shouted anything
back. Then he tried another, which I thought m ght be
Greek. And it seenmed to be, because @unnl ag stepped
up on a boul der and call ed back. The Varangi ans

| aughed. The Saracen commander, after staring for a
nonment, turned his horse and trotted back, followed
by the other three.

Arno questioned one of the Varangi ans, got an answer,
and turned to me with another grin. "Gunnlag told him



his father eats pork." | couldn't see why Gunnl ag
woul d say that, or why the Varangi ans had | aughed.
|'d eaten pork in Normandy, and it had seened al
right. In feet, I'd liked it. Arno, seeing that I
didn't get it, explained.

"To a Saracen, that is a terrible insult. Their
religion holds that eating pork is a nortal sin."

Frankly, to me it seened stupid to insult soneone
who's getting ready to kill you. But maybe Gunnl ag
figured it wouldn't nake any difference, and that he
m ght as well enjoy what he could while he coul d.

Arno asked some nore questions. It turned out that
the Saracen commander had offered surrender terms. If
we surrendered, we wouldn't be killed. | suppose that
anyone who wasn't ransomed would be sold into
slavery. They didn't attack though. Not for hours.
The norning wore on, and the afternoon, and | kept
expecting it. | hardly noticed how hungry | was. The
thirst was sonmething else; it | noticed. A few tines
some Saracens rode near enough to shoot arrows into
canp, and | was glad to have a shield. But that was
it. The Varangi ans didn't even shoot back, They were
waiting for the Saracens to get closer, | suppose.

Judgi ng by the sun, it was md-afternoon when
signalled by trunpets, Saracens at both ends of the
knob grouped to attack. Again trunpets blew, and
horsenen fornmed ranks of ten. They bl ew again, and
the ranks started toward us at a wal k. There seened
like an awmful |ot of them The Varangi ans nocked
arrows. At about a hundred yards, the Saracens
spurred their horses to a trot, and at about eighty
yards, at Qunnlag's shout, the Varangi ans sent a
flight of arrows at them followed by another. A few
horsemen and horses fell, some to be ridden over. The
Saracens had spurred to a heavy, uphill gallop. The
Var angi ans dropped their bows, drew swords and picked
up shields, or raised two-handed battl e-axes, then
noved out together to neet the chargi ng eneny.

Several held huge swords that took two hands to use.



| stayed where | was, |eaving ny shortsword in its
scabbard, waiting with ny shield on ny left arm and
nmy stunner in ny right hand.

The Saracens hit.

It woul d have been a lot worse if they hadn't been
riding uphill. As it was, they didn't have a | ot of
nmonentum and the Varangi an swords and axes cut down
horses and nmen in a nelee of violent notion and
sprayi ng bl ood, inpacts and bell ows. Brown dust

bi Il owed; nmen and horses screaned and fell. Three
Saracens broke through, and | zapped each of them
bef ore he could wheel to hit the Varangi ans from
behi nd. After brief mnutes, maybe only one, the
charge broke. A trumpet blared, and the Saracens in
front of us wheeled and rode back down the sl ope.
Sone of the Varangi ans picked up bows and sent arrows
after them

| turned. At the other end of canp the fight was
over, too. Gradually, in the relative stillness, ny
eyes regi stered the shanbles all around. Dead horses,
dead nmen, bloody dirt. Quite a few of the bodies were
Var angi ans, dead or dying, while some of those on
their feet bled fromslashes. Arno's hauberk was
sneared with crinmson, but apparently the bl ood wasn't
hi s.

He | ooked around until he saw me, then grinned in
spite of his thirst. "I saw what you did," he called
to me. H's voice was hoarse and raspy. "Your 'holy
amulet' is a val uabl e weapon."

| looked at my stunner. The indicator was on red; at
the nost it was good for three nore shots-one, at
least. "It's alnost used up,"” | told him

"I'n that case," he said, "I suggest you find a sword
to your liking-sonething longer than that." He
gestured at ny shortsword.

I wasn't sure how rmuch good a sword woul d do me-any



sword-but | hefted a few dropped by the dead. Most of
them had bl ood on the hilts, but | made nysel f pick
them up. The Varangian swords | tried felt heavier
than | could handl e properly. My armwas strong
enough, but not my wist and hand. The Saracen swords
were lighter. | played with one of them testing;
this one I could handle easily.

Then a hand gripped ny shoul der, and | turned around.
It was @unnl ag. He beckoned ne to follow, then led ne
to the body of a fallen Varangi an. Arno cane al ong,
curious. Qunnlag picked up the man's sword-one of the
bi g, two-handed ones-and husked earnestly at me in
dry-throated Norse.

"He's telling you to use that one," Arno said. "For
soneone with little skill, the two-handed sword is
better. It is for berserkers, or for those who are
strong but inept."

I didn't know what a berserker was, or whether | was
strong enough to handl e a weapon |like that one. But
inept fitted ne pretty well, so | took it and tried a
few practice swings. Big as | was by Fanglithan
standards, and strong, it was too heavy for me to use
effectively, even with two hands. Gunnlag saw t hat,
and | ooked around at the bodies, then went to one of
the largest. The sword he picked up was singl e-handed
but big, with a hilt long enough that | had no
trouble gripping it with both hands. | swung it high
and then low, and then in figure eights.

@unnl ag was grinning and noddi ng now, and said
something to Arno. Ot her Varangi ans were | ooking on
nmost of themgrinning too. "He says,"” Arno told ne,
"that he wishes you'd cone to himearlier, when you
were a boy, or even a year ago. He says you'd have
made a fine Varangian."

| nodded. Not that | was agreeing with him | was
just being courteous, and maybe appreciating the
conpliment. | wasn't the kind of warrior who woul d
get kicks out of hacking people up. If I was any kind
of warrior at all, it was the kind that just wanted



to overthrow the Enpire and then retire to sonething
nor e peaceabl e.

So far | hadn't been paying attention to what the

Var angi ans were doing. Now | did. Some were bandagi ng
t he wounds of their buddies with pieces of Saracen
robes. A few were killing the badly wounded of both
sides, sticking themin the neck with their knives. |
coul d understand that; otherwi se they'd lie there and
die slowy. But it was sonething | didn't ofier to
hel p wth.

Sonet hing el se the Varangi ans did was | ook for any
wat er bags the dead Saracens m ght have carried.
There weren't any; they'd probably left them behind
on purpose. After that the Varangi ans started
draggi ng dead horses to forma crescent-shaped
barricade at each end of canp, a little bel ow the
brow of the knob. | went out and hel ped them It was
heavy work. Even as cool as the day was, and as dry
as we were, | was soon sweating fromit. After the
dead horses were all in place, we sort of leveled it
off on the uphill side with the dead humans, Saracens
and Varangi ans bot h.

When we' d finished, Gunnlag prayed over the dead at
both ends of canp. Then we sat around and stood
around, watching. | felt really bushed, and wondered
if we had enough strength to fight oif another
attack, even behind the barrier we'd built. There
were plenty of Saracens left, but only fifty-three
Varangi ans fit to fight. The Saracens didn't seemin
any hurry.

It felt like an hour or nmore that nothi ng happened.
wondered if the Saracens even planned to attack
again. Maybe they'd just sit down there and wait for
us to die or cone to them Then sone of them nade a
big show of riding toward us to drink fromtheir

wat er bags, so sone of the Varangi ans started cutting
t he heads of f dead Saracens and throw ng them down
the hill. Every time they threw one, the rest would
cheer, though not as loudly as they would have if
their throats hadn't been so dry.



If only Deneen would show up, | thought. Then |
realized with a shock that | hadn't tried to call her
since early the evening before! O course she could
be expected to call nme-but 1'd taken the renote out
of my ear in the ravine! Funbling it out of my belt
pouch, | seated it in nmy ear again. Then | spoke into
t he communi cator, mny voice rasping over dry throat
nmenbr anes.

"Rebel Javelin, this is Larn," | said. "Rebe
Javelin, this is Larn. Over."

Not hi ng. How many days had it been? "Damm it, Deneen,
| need you guys! We're in big trouble here! Tonorrow
will be too late!"

Her voice in nmy ear was the nost wel come sound |I'd
ever heard in nmy lifel "Larn! Wat's happeni ng?"

It's amazi ng how nuch calner | got, right away.
"We're somewhere in Sicily," I told her, "inland, in
the mountains. "

Amb was staring at ne, and | switched the sound from
the renote to the hand unit so he coul d hear

"Arno and | and a bunch of Varangi an warriors are on
the top of a nmountain, and a bunch of Saracen kni ghts
have us surrounded. W haven't had anything to drink
since yesterday. They charged us once, and a | ot of
guys are already dead. And the rest of us will be
pretty darned soon. Like maybe in an hour or maybe
five mnutes."

"We're on our way," she snapped. "Keep tal king, and
"Il get a read on your |ocation."

"Right," | said. "W've got a great view from up
here. Mountains all around. | can't see the sea,

t hough; we're too far inland. The flies are starting
to gather around the bodi es. The Varangi ans have been
t hrowi ng Saracen heads down the hill, and it |ooks as
if the Saracens are getting ready to attack again."



It nust have been the head-throwing that got to them
They were form ng ranks again, one behind the other
and | got the notion that this time they woul dn't
quit. There were about ten in each rank, and

counted nine ranks at our end. | suppose the guys at
the other end of canp were | ooking at the sanme sort
of thing.

I switched the receive switch back to renote, so I'd
have ny hands free to fight and still be able to hear

"Hold on!" | shouted to the Varangi ans. "The Ange
Deneen is comng to help us! Hold on until she gets
here!"

The first Saracen rank was starting our way at a sl ow

trot. Then the second. Then the third, the fourth .
The Varangi ans were fitting arrows to their

bowstrings. | hefted the heavy sword.

It looked Iike a race, and | didn't see how Deneen

could get there first.

TVENTY- SEVEN

As we noved out onto the barricade to nmake our stand,
@unnl ag grabbed me by the arm and shook his head,

poi nting back, snapping something in Norse. |
gathered | was supposed to be a backup, along with
several wounded nen.

But by standing on a rock and | ooki ng between

Varangi ans, | could see the charge well enough from
the brow of the hill, a few paces back. As the |ead
Saracens got closer to the barricade, they realized
they couldn't ride over it, while riding uphill the
way they'd had to, they wouldn't have nearly enough
speed to junmp it. So a little short of it. They swing
down fromtheir saddles and came at us with swords.
One probl emthe Varangi ans had was standi ng up. Dead
bodi es, especially the barrel-like bodies of horses,



aren't the best footing for a sword fight. But they
had t he advantage of elevation, and slashed at the
Saracens clanbering up at them It was slaughter, and
for a half mnute or so | thought for sure we'd hold
them even as out nunbered as we were.

But the Saracens weren't stupid. The sides of the
knob were too steep for horses, so we hadn't extended
the barricade very far around. Now, on foot, sone of
the rear ranks started around to flank us, and the
handful of us in reserve-the wounded and nysel f - noved
to keep themout, while a few of the nen on top
dropped back to hel p us.

| can't describe what went on, because after that al
| saw was what was close around me. W still had the
advant age of position, but there were too few of us
and too many of them | didn't even think of finesse,
of strike and parry. | didn't really think of
anything at all. | just swung and sl ashed. Once,

t hrough the fog of desperation, | heard a voice
howing like an aninal, and realized it was ne. And
the how was the Thargoni an ghost tiger. Then nore of
the Saracens were on top with us, and nore, and then

Then | heard screaning, and realized | was al so
hearing the thud! thud! thud! thud! of a heavy

bl aster. But there still were Saracens around us,
striking with their swords. My blade half cleft a
heavy shield, stuck there, and was jerked from ny
hands. Wthout even thinking, | snatched ny stunner
fromny belt and fired, then fired again at another
Saracen, and threw it at another when it failed on
the third shot.

Then Arno was beside me, striding into the mnel ee.
Var angi ans too, nore of them now. Because, it turned
out, the attacks on the barricades had nelted back
under blaster fire and the sight of the scout close
overhead. The Saracens who'd reached the top were
suddenl y out nunber ed.



"Larn!" Deneen's voice spoke in ny ear as | tugged ny
sword free of the Saracen shield.

| straightened, ignoring her, the heavy sword in ny
hands, and | ooked around for nore attackers. | wasn't
about to be distracted when | needed ny attention on
staying alive. But | didn't, really. The Saracens
wer e runni ng now, back down the side slope, several
falling and rolling, unable to stop thensel ves. There
weren't any left to strike.

I blinked, shaking ny head, becom ng aware of things
around ne-other things besides Saracens. It was |ike
com ng out of some kind of bloody trance. Then |
started counting. There seemed to be twenty-six
Varangi ans left on their feet, nobst standing
nmonentarily notionless, staring upward. | knew that
some of them had to be wounded. | was spattered with
bl ood mysel f, but as far as | knew, none of it was
m ne. You m ght not believe how much bl ood gets
sprayed around in a fight like that.

@unnl ag shouted a hoarse order, and we noved back to
the barricade. There were a | ot of dead Saracens
there, but down the hill | could see a lot of live
ones-a |lot nmore than there were of us.

And there was the scout, nmaybe two hundred feet

overhead. | waved at it, then | ooked at Gunnlag. "The
Angel Deneen,”" | told him then crossed nyself. Arno
heard me, and repeated it loudly in Norse; | caught

t he nane "Deneen" when he said it.

A second | ater the | oud-hailer booned out with about
a mnute's worth of talk that was a total nystery to
me. The | anguage wasn't Evdashian or Standard, Norman
or Provencal, or Geek. | didn't even know t he voi ce.

But it sure had the Saracens' attention. And when it
was done, we saw them get on their horses and start
roundi ng up the strays-the horses whose riders
hadn't, or wouldn't, return. \Wen they were done,
they all left, riding along the ridge crest to the



notch, where they turned off out of sight into the
ravi ne.

"Larn," said the voice in ny ear, "I'mthe one who's
got a problemnow. " |I'd never heard Deneen sound I|ike
that. Tired. Mre tired than I was. "I just checked

the fuel system again. Using the weapons system even
| ess than a dozen bolts like that, has begun sone
pretty heavy fuel crystallization. | never inagined
it would happen so fast.

"Now here's what 1'mgoing to do. I'Il put Tarel and
Moi se down with you, each with a blast rifle, pistol
and stunner. And one of each for you. Then I'Il get

to the island again as quickly as |I can, and shut
down for a few days. W can not afford to get

our sel ves stranded. "

"Just a second,” | said. "No rifles. They'll make us
too conspicuous. O just one. Make it one, in case we
need sone | onger range firepower. And a pistol and
stunner for Arno, and belt mmgazines with spare
charges."

"Al'l right ..." she began, but | interrupted.

"And we've had no water for nearly twenty-four hours.
O any food. None of us. Put down a hose; there's one
in a locker in the machine room And send down any
food you can spare, if there's enough of it to share
among thirty men."

"Right. I"'mleaving the pilot's seat to do it."
"CGot ya. Larn holding."

A bunch of the Varangi ans were staring at ne,
i ncl udi ng Gunnl ag, who, like Arno and ne, seened
unwounded.

"The Angel Deneen is going to Set two other holy
nmonks out of the sky ship,”" | told them "wth
special protection for us, to help keep us safe to
Christian territory. She has to go back to the



heavens. "

| figured she'd land and | et them out, but she had a
better idea-one that would hel p keep up our image.
She | owered to about fifty feet and let Tarel down in
a harness. \Wen he was down, she wi nched the harness
back up and |l et down another guy, who had to be

Moise. | realized then who'd been talking on the
| oud- hail er. Like Tarel, Mdise wore a narine junp
suit. He was tall for a Fanglithan; | suspect it was

froma decent diet when he was a ki d.

Deneen' s voi ce spoke in nmy ear again. "There's sone
energency food concentrate in Mise's nmusette bag,"
she told ne. "All we've got left of it. And Tarel's
nmusette bag has extra cells for your conmmunicators.
Water's com ng next."

A minute later a hose came down, with a pail taped to
it. On ny cue, Deneen would rel ease sone water, a few
quarts at atime. 1'd catch it in the pail and pass
it around anong the Varangians. | drank |ast, which
I"mdarn sure the Varangi ans noticed. It tasted |like
hose, but it was good!

When all of us had drunk a bit, | got some of the
cubes of food concentrate from M se's pack and
passed them around, two per man. That wasn't rmuch,

but any nore m ght have nmade us sick on such enpty
stomachs. After that everyone drank again. Then |
retaped the pail to the hose and told Deneen we were
done. The hose drew back up into the hatch and

di sappear ed.

The hatch closed behind it, and in a mnute or so the
Jav started to rise, rose till we couldn't see it
anynor e.

"That's it, brother mine," said Deneen in ny ear
"&od luck. And wi sh nme the sane.”

| raised the comruni cator to my nouth. "Thanks.

You' ve got my best wi shes, for whatever they're
worth." And she did. Not getting stranded here m ght
not be as inportant to nme as staying alive, but it



ran a cl ose second.

Luck! 1t occurred to nme that, everything considered,
we hadn't done too badly on Fanglith, |uck-w se. So
far. Not for a world like this one. Things had gone
wrong, but we were still alive. And that was nore
than | could say for a |ot of Varangi ans and Saracens.

PART SI X

TREACHERY AND CLI MAX

TVENTY- El GHT

Actually there were thirty Varangi ans able to wal k
reasonably well. Five others could hobble w th help.
We'd take themwith us to the nearest water and | eave
themthere on their own. The Varangi ans killed the
nore severely wounded, then all the dead were prayed

over.

It had occurred to Gunnlag that | should do the

praying. After all, | was the holy nonk, the chief of
the holy nonks. But | told himl|l wanted himto do it
because he was our war chief. | also told himthat

t he Angel Deneen would want himto, over the Saracens
and all. And just now what the Angel Deneen wanted
was what we did.

| could have pretended to pray, of course, but these
guys were dead, and they deserved the real thing. And
whil e he was praying, | found nyself feeling really
solemm. |f there actually was some kind of heaven

the way the Christians thought, and maybe the
Saracens, then | wanted themto go there, all of
them That's when | realized that | didn't hate the
Saracens, even though we'd just been chopping at one
another with swords, trying to kill each other.

only hated the Enpire. Interesting.

After the praying, Tarel gave ne ny weapons and



Arno's. | blessed Arno in Evdashian while hol di ng up
my crucifix. Actually, what | recited was part of the
acceptance forrmula for initiates into the mddle
school honor society, nodified a little for the

ci rcunst ances. |

didn't know any Christian fornulas. Then | gave Arno
a pistol and stunner, and a belt magazi ne of

repl acement charges for each.

| kept the blast rifle. It would be ny synbol as
chi ef nonk.

Next | turned to Mise and asked himin Norman French
i f he spoke G eek.

"Yes, sir," he said, in Evdashian at that. "I also
speak your |anguage. Your sister had ne learn it with
the [ earning program and we have practiced it ever
since to develop ny fluency."

"Good. I'massigning you to speak it with Arno. He
needs the practice. But first |I want you to tell
@unnl ag Snorrason sonmething for ne, in Geek." |
pointed. "He's the older Varangian with the red hair.
It's best that Arno not tell him because |I'm
appointing Arno the | eader of this expedition for
now. And @unnl ag should get the word from soneone

el se, not from Arno.

"And another thing: As far as these people are
concerned, Deneen is an angel of God. D you

under st and?"

He nodded soberly.

"Good. And she came down from heaven to bring you to
us. You and Tarel. So while you should be courteous
to the Varangi ans, always act as if you're their
superior. Is that clear?"

"Yes sir."

"Fine. Now |l want you to tell Gunnlag that Arno is a



Norman of inportance, a liege man of the great
| eader, Roger of Sicily. And that we will soon be in
Norman | and. Tell him"

W were the center of the watching and |istening

Var angi ans, GQunnlag the nearest of them Mbise turned
to himand spoke in G eek. Wien he was done, he
turned back to ne for further instructions.

"Tell himthat because of that, Arno will be our
| eader on the march. Gunnlag will still be the chief
of the Varangi ans, but Arno will be the march

| eader-the march | eader of all of us, including us
hol y nonks. Got that?"

Moi se nodded. "Yes sir," he said again, and again he
talked to Gunnlag in Geek. Gunnlag nodded with no
sign of resentnent.

| looked at Arno. "Did you get that too?" | asked in
Nor man French

"Yes," he said. "And | shall treat the old Viking
like a Norman knight. | have seen himfight, and
love himlike a brother."

It seened to me that things just mght go right for a
whil e. For a change.

Progress was sl ow because of the wounded. As we

hi ked, Tarel told me what they'd | earned about fue
crystallization, and approximately what Mise had
said on the loud-hailer. He'd spoken in Arabic, the
Saracen | anguage, telling themthat the vessel from
Al l ah- Al'l ah was the nane the Saracens gave to
Fanglith's god- that the vessel from Allah bore the
Angel Deneen. And the Saracens were not to nol est any
further these people they' d been attacking. They
should et themleave in peace, or risk Allah's
further wath.

"Was that Deneen's idea?" | asked. "Or Mbise's?"



"Deneen knew he speaks Arabic. She does too now, but
hasn't practiced it much. She told himto say

what ever it would take to keep them from attacki ng
you any nore, and he took it fromthere."

"Urm You guys get along all right? You and Mise?"
"Ch sure. W're good friends."

| was glad to hear it. 1'd wondered if maybe they'd
devel oped sone rivalry-if naybe Mise had gotten
interested in Deneen, too.

Dusk was settling when we reached a creek in a small
val l ey, another valley with abandoned huts in it.
@unnl ag agreed with Arno that we shouldn't canp there
t hough- that we needed to reach a high place. So we
drank our fill again, then left the five who needed
help to wal k, and started up the next ridge. Two of

t he Varangi ans keel ed over when the going got steep
and three others couldn't make it, so we waited while
they were hel ped back to the hut where we'd left the
other five. Then we went on again-twenty-five

Var angi ans, Arno, and three "holy nonks fromIndia."
It was bl ack night when we got to the top, chewed and
swal | owed the | ast of the food concentrate, and
bunched up to sleep. The cubes didn't quiet our
stomachs, which grow ed and grunbl ed, but they'd help
us keep goi ng.

The next norning, Arno and Gunnl ag sent our four best
hunters out ahead, after pointing out the course we'd
be taking. Then, after about an hour of |ying around,
the rest of us started out. The nuscles in ny
forearns had gotten surprisingly sore overnight, and
nmy hands stiff-fromusing the sword | suppose.

The hunters would be nmoving slowy, so we noved
slowy too. An hour or so later we cane to one of
them who' d killed and dressed out a hal f-grown goat.
There wasn't any firewood nearby, so we ate nost of
it raw, keeping enough to share with the other
hunters in case they hadn't gotten anything. CGoat is



tough chew ng, especially raw, and bloody raw is the
opposite of appetizing for nme. But when you' re hungry
enough .

Maybe two hours later we canme to another hunter wth
anot her goat. This was near the nouth of a ravine
where there was scrub, with dead branchwood to burn
So we took a break, half-cooked the goat, and ate
some of it, wapping the rest in the hide. Athird
hunter saw the snpke and hi ked over. He hadn't seen
anyt hi ng near enough to shoot at.

Then we lay around for a while, feeling full, napping
in the sun, digesting the half-raw goat nmeat. W
never saw the fourth hunter again. He m ght have
fallen and broken a | eg sonewhere. W yelled, there
and later froma ridgetop, but never heard a thing.

A couple of ridges later | wondered if maybe he'd run
into hostiles. Because when we reached the top of
this ridge, we could see a |ot bigger valley on the
other side. Arno said a valley like that was sure to
have farns and ham ets, and al nbst surely a castle

wi th kni ghts.

And these people wouldn't have heard of the Angel
Deneen, though hopefully they m ght be under Norrman
control

W talked it over and decided that the Varangi ans
woul d hi ke down one of the ravines. It had enough
brush and trees to give cover. Tarel and Amo woul d
stay with themto provide flrepower. Mise and

woul d hi ke al ong the top of one of the spur ridges
that walled the ravine. Fromthere | could provide
blaster fire with nmy rifle, if needed. And while the
two of us could be seen froma distance, the sight of
two hikers shouldn't get anyone excited. Not when
neither of us was visibly a warrior. Neither of us
carried a shield, and 1'd left my |longsword on the
batt| eground.

Tarel turned his comunicator on so we could stay in



t ouch.

It was a warnmer day than we'd been having. Spring was
com ng along, and the country wasn't as high as a | ot
that we'd been through. | was actually enjoying the
hi ke. We paused on a high point, fromwhere we could
see a lot of the valley. And Arno had been right: A
good-si zed hanml et, alnobst a village, was visible,
with a castle nearby. | saw a dust cloud in the
valley's I ower end, and staring, nade out a number of
mounted nen at the head of it. They had to be
mlitary.

| took the comunicator frommy belt. "Tarel," |
said, "this is Larn. Tarel, this is Larn. Over."

"This is Tarel. Over."

"Tell Arno there's a force of cavalry in the valley,
riding toward the castle. | can't tell if they're
Nor mans or Saracens. Ask himwhat he wants to do
about this. Over."

"Hold on; will do."

It was two or three minutes before | heard anything
nmore than faint nurnuring. Then Arno answered. "This

is Arno. W'll continue down the ravine as far as
there's cover for us. Then we'll wait until dark
After dark I'lIl go out and see what | can learn."
"Right," | answered. "Mise and | will keep hiking

the ridgetop to near the end. Maybe we'll be able to
see nore farther on. Larn over and out."

A moment later | heard Tarel's voice again. "GCot
that. This is Tarel out."

A half-mle ahead, the ridge crest started dropping
off nore sharply into the valley, giving us a fuller
vi ew ahead. The cavalry had ridden to a point al nost
inlinewithit. | still couldn't nake out details,
except | was pretty sure they didn't wear robes. They



made ne think of men returning hone though; they
formed a fairly strung out group, about twenty of
them And they weren't naking the dust they had been
as if they'd slowed froma trot to a walk. | let Arno
know. Then Mdise and | sat on the ground and

followed themwith nmy eyes, wishing | had binocul ars.

After a minute, | noticed sonething el se. Another
hor seman, ahead of them and off to one side, had
stopped, as if he had gotten off the road for them

Again | called Tarel, and told Arno what |'d seen

Arno chuckl ed. "The people of the country here are
Saracens. That the horsenman got out of the road
probably nmeans that the cavalry are Normans, and that
the fighting here is past."

"Do you want to go on out into the valley this
afternoon?" | asked.

He didn't answer imediately, and when he did, it was
slowy, thoughtfully. "No. We are fed now, and there
is no great haste. We'll stay under cover till
nightfall."

Moi se and | stayed where we were for a while,
continuing to watch. The castle was far enough away
that we couldn't see what went on when the cavalry
got there. Finally we picked our way down into the
ravi ne, and along the bottomtil! we came to Arno and
Tarel and the Varangi ans.

It was nap tinme again.

TVENTY- NI NE

W did nore waking than dozing. And with danger no

| onger baring its teeth at us, plus the probability
that we were out of eneny territory, sitting around
made the Varangi ans restless and inpatient. So Arno
didn't wait till dark to go scouting; he started out



when sunset was col oring the sky.

Even no nore than that made the Varangi ans nore
cheerful. They liked action-something going on. If
not their action, then soneone else's. At |east
somet hi ng was happeni ng.

Whil e dusk settled, Tarel and | sat side by side

wi t hout saying much. Being with him nade ne renenber
Jenoor, and that nade me introspective. Mise had
gone over to sit by Gunnlag and ask himquestions in
Greek; he found the Varangi ans intriguing. After a
whil e, he came back and sat down by Tarel and ne
again. Gunnlag, he said, had told himl'd surprised
hi mthat he hadn't thought a holy nmonk coul d fight
like | had. 1'd been like a berserker, Gunnlag had
said, howing in battle and wielding my sword with a
fury that would do credit to any warrior he'd seen
Nei t her of us was clear on what a berserker was, but
apparently it was something or someone pretty wild in
battle. Mise was inpressed with the story, and Tare
even nore. As for ne, there wasn't nuch | could say.
Even allowi ng for Fanglithan exaggeration, it sounded
like pretty high praise by Norse standards. |
couldn't remenber nuch of the fight-genera

i npressions, fragments of inmage. But | did remenber
heari ng soneone how and realizing it was me, and
that | had gone at it pretty hard.

I was big by Norrnan standards, of course-even by

Var angi an standards. But the Varangi ans, like the

Nor mans, had al ways seenmed to ne to be a | ot stronger
and a lot nore form dable than | was.

| recalled the tinmes when one or another of them had
grabbed me. Arno, on that first day in Provence, when
he'd grabbed ny wist and hauled ne up onto his
destrier. And Varangi ans a couple of times. They'd
seened terribly strong. Was it because of the way
they did things? Wth hard, abrupt force, the way a
warrior mght learn to do then? Did they actually
think of ne as physically strong-or at least fairly
strong? And was |, in fact, stronger than | thought?
| didn't have the hand and wist strength to handle a



Var angi an sword one- handed, but maybe the rest of ne
conpared better with Normans and Varangi ans than ny
hands and wists did.

One thing | knew for sure: Fighting with swords was
something 1'd gladly do without.

It was sonetime after dark when | woke up. How | ong
after, | don't know The noon wasn't up yet though
and it was really black anong the scrub trees in the
ravi ne bottom GQGuys were noving, talking. Then
recogni zed the plod of hooves, not running or even
wal ki ng, but stanping around, and not just one horse
but several.

"Larn! Gunnl ag!"

It was Arno's voice. | rolled to ny feet and noved
through the dark in his direction. "What is it? \Wat
did you find?" | called.

"You were right!" He said it in Evdashian. "W're
here! They are Normans!"

@unnl ag was beside himbefore | got there, asking
guestions in rapid Norse, and | had to wait for a

m nute before | could get any nore information. Then
t he Varangi an chieftain turned away and began to
shout orders.

Arno turned to me. "The baron holding this district
infief is Glbert de Auletta,” he said. "He has
invited us to stay at his castle, and within a day or

two he will provide us with an escort to Pal erno.
VWhich is no farther than two | ong days' wal k. And for
you and ne, and perhaps a few others, he will provide
hor ses. "

Three of the baron's nmen waited for us outside the
dar ker darkness of the scrub woods, with spare horses
for @Gunnlag and nme. | had one of the wounded ride

nm ne-a Varangi an naned Ketil, froma place called
Janmt |l and. He was a huge man, even by Evdashi an



standards, and one of those who used an oversized,

t wo- handed sword. 1'd noticed himearly on, not only
because of his size, but because of his helnet. It
had a nasal on it to protect the nose, and | ooked to
be Norman, Normans had fought Varangi ans at vari ous
times, and | suspected that Ketil's helnet was a
trophy from some Norman he'd kill ed.

Arno hoisted me up to ride with him He was inpressed
that 1'd give up ny horse to a wounded conrade, and
was surprised that he found it admirable. It showed
me another side of Arno; if |I'd thought about it at
all, 1'd have expected himto consider mny giving up
nmy horse a weakness. The ot her Varangi ans regarded
Ketil as a savage, which fromthem seemed to be a
termreflecting admration as well as caution. They
all seened wary of him as if he was dangerous.
Supposedly, as a youth, he'd been a nmenber of a
bandit troop in Jamland that had preyed on trade
caravans over the nountains there. He'd even broken a
noose to the saddle to ride on, they said. Whatever a
noose was.

It was nearly unbelievable that Ketil had wal ked al
the way fromthe battle site. H s calf had a deep cut
across the nmuscle that nmade it inpossible to flex his
ankl e or push off with the ball of his foot. Try

wal king on hills that way sonetinme! And even tightly
bandaged, it |eaked bl ood off and on. Yet the only
sign of pain he showed was his bad linp. H s grim
lack of words didn't seempart of it; he hadn't

tal ked nmuch before the wound, either

He didn't even say thank you, or anything el se, when
| turned ny horse over to him

Gl bert de Auletta's castle was Saracen-built, of
course. It wasn't as large or |luxurious as Roger's at
Mleto's not by a long way, but it had a bath and
gardens. And a dining hall. Eating was our first
order of business. The Varangi ans ate the same way
they did just about everything-they gave it a hundred
percent. They weren't shy about the w ne, either.



G I bert kept us conpany while we ate, and drank wi ne
with us. And spoke Greek with the Varangi ans. In
fact, as the drinking continued, it was mainly with
t he Varangi ans that he tal ked. He'd been born in
Italy, in Campania, grandson of one of the earliest
Norman nercenaries there. Until the invasion of
Sicily, he told us, he'd spent much of his life in
the Norman effort to drive the Byzantines out of
Italy. And he spoke Greek fluently, or at |east
easily.

Li ke the knights 1'd known in Nornmandy, he wore his
hauberk at the table, but he was different-Iooking
fromany other Norman knight 1'd seen. Even wearing a
hauber k, he had a sl ender, fine-boned |ook-Ilike a
Saracen, Arno whispered. His face was sharp, and his
wrists and hands small. But his hands were extrenely
muscul ar, his bare forearns wel |l -devel oped and

si newy, and when he chewed, the nmuscles in his jaw

| ooked |ike stones.

H s al nost-bl ack eyes seened to actually gleamw th
an intensity that nmade me unconfortable, but I
couldn't fault his friendliness or hospitality.

Arno didn't seemto drink much. He raised his cup

of ten enough, but | never saw him accept a refill. |
deci ded he probably had a reason for that, so | did
the sane, and in Evdashian told Tarel and Mise to
foll ow ny exanpl e.

After supper we bathed. The Varangi ans knew about
bathing. | didn't ask whether it was done in their
honel and or if it was sonething they'd | earned in

M kl agard. In the bath was the only tinme I'd unslung
nmy rifle frommy shoul der, even at the table. And
even in the bath | kept it in reach. The Varangi ans
and G lbert would just have to assune it was sone
religious instrument.

When we'd finished our bath, a servant showed Arno,
Tarel, Mdise, and ne to a separate room wth actua



mattresses, stuffed at least partly with

ni ce-smel ling herbs. The Varangi ans woul d bunk down
in the dining hall on straw. | put ny belt, with its
weapons, on the floor by ny head, and Arno bl ew out
the flame in the bow of oil that was our lanp. It
felt incredibly good to lie on something soft, with
no stones digging nmy back, and my stomach not only
full but happy.

Now that | felt confortable and safe, ny mnd kept ne
awake. Tired though | was. First, nmy attention went
to Jenoor. Fromher it went to the Enpire. Wat was
doing about it? | lay there scratching occasionally
and feeling frustrated. So far, all mnmy attention had
been on surviving; | hadn't acconplished a thing
toward establishing a rebel base. But survival was
somet hi ng, and when we got to Palernmo, |I'd neet

Roger. And Cuis-card, if he was there. And if Arno
didn't volunteer an introduction . . ,

Arno interrupted ny thoughts. "Larn," he murnured.

"Yesg?"

He spoke in slow Evdashian. "I feel ill at ease here,
apart fromthe Varangians. It may be unsafe."

| remenbered ny feeling about G lbert. "Wy?"
"I do not trust this baron."

"Was there sonething he did? O said?" | couldn't
hel p remenbering | saac ben Abrahani s words about
Nor man treachery.

"I"'mnot sure. But this nuch I can say, although it
falls well short of accounting for my feeling.
Glbert de Auletta was born in Italy, and his father
before him | believe you heard himsay it. Sonme of
those early famlies resent greatly the successes of
the sons of Tancred de Hauteville, whomthey consider
upstart | ateconers: They plotted and fought al nost
constantly against Wlliamlron Armuntil his death.



And do agai nst Cuiscard when they dare. Roger arrived
from Normandy only fifteen years ago, and his success
here galls them nost of all

"And finally, they resent those newconers of us
who' ve attached ourselves to Guiscard or to Roger and
have prospered by our loyalty."

Dmy | could see himget to his knees, his face a
lighter blob in the darkness. "Gl bert may not be one
who feels like that, but | do not trust him for

what ever reason. W should go back out ampng the

Var angi ans. "

Nei t her Tarel nor Mdise had gone to sleep yet, so
they'd heard all that. Together we got up, belted on
our weapons, and left to spend the night on straw in
the dining hall. | thought of taking ny mattress, but
decided it wasn't the thing to do. One of the

Var angi ans was awake, sitting on a table, apparently
a guard, and | wondered if Gunnlag was suspi ci ous
too. O whether it was sinply standard practice for
Var angi ans anong strangers in a strange stronghol d.

It was Arno who woke nme up. The sun was shi ni ng

t hrough the wi ndows. 1'd have been glad to sleep for
two or three nore hours, but servants were setting up
for breakfast. By daylight, with the busy, ordinary
sounds of breakfast being put on the table, our fears
of the night before seemed a little silly. To ne at

| east. Breakfast showed ne again how the Normans in
the south had changed fromthose |I'd known in

Nor mandy. We had fruit as well as porridge and
cheese, custard as well as neat and bread and eggs.

| wished I'd brought a toothbrush with ne.

The weat her had turned al nost sumrery-quite warm no
wi nd, bright sun, and only a few fluffy white cl ouds.
After breakfast we | oafed around outside, napped in

t he sunshine, snacked on dates and sone small winkly
fruits called raisins, and occasional little cakes
with a fruit in themcalled figs, which I'd tasted



first in Marseille. They were brought to us by
servants that Arno told ne were Saracens.

Li ke Roger's place at Mleto, and unlike any castles
I'd seen in Normandy, the grounds here were

| andscaped. Like the Byzantines, the Saracens
definitely had a stronger aesthetic sense than
Normans did, but I'd bet ten credits that the Nornmans
woul d pick it up fromthem Like they were picking up
bat hi ng.

Later, some of the Varangians |left on horses to get
the wounded we'd | eft behind in the nountains. Most
of the rest were feeling energetic enough to westle,
and one of them challenged Arno. Arno took himon,
and it seened to me that neither of themwas clearly
the wi nner.

Tarel suggested to nme that he and | spar for them
usi ng hand-foot art, and see what they thought of it.
| turned himdown, and told himwhy. The Varangi ans
westled with lots of energy and viol ence, as well as
quite a bit of skill. They didn't hold back. And
while he and | were supposedly holy nonks, it seened
to me the Varangi ans m ght scorn just sparring. They
m ght | ook down their noses at us for hol di ng back
when we "fought" each other. Besides which, hand-f oot
art was my secret-ny weapon of |last resort.

That afternoon | noticed Arno and Gunnl ag tal ki ng

al one together in a corner of the garden. They seened
pretty serious. Then Arno came over and started
talking to me in Evdashian, piecing it out with

Nor man French where he didn't know a word.

"W may be in trouble here," he told ne. "This
nmor ni ng when Gunnl ag arranged for horses to bring the
wounded, Gl bert said ten Varangi ans should go, with
ten horses. Each of themcould then take one wounded
on his horse to bring himback. And Glbert sent with
them three knights as an escort, a synbol of his
protection. The Varangi ans wore no hauberks nor
carried any shields. Their horses were old, such



animal s as pages learn to ride on. Glbert said he
woul d not have good mounts ridden by nmen other than
Normans trained to ride and care for them and that
ol d horses woul d have troubl e enough carrying two nen
each w thout shields and arnor.

"Qunnlag felt uneasy, a little, but Glbert had been
very friendly last night, so he agreed. Besides, it
all seened reasonabl e enough."

It sounded reasonable to ne, too. These warriors
could be paranoid. But | renmenbered nmy m sgivings of
the night before, and Anb wasn't done yet.

"Then, a little while ago,"” he went on, "I clinbed
the tower to | ook over the countryside. A dozen of
Glbert's knights were riding east down the road, on
destriers, and carrying |ances. But soon they |eft
the road, riding south toward the ravine we came out
of yesterday. They could have been | eaving on patro
of course, but |I have a feeling it is nore than that.

"I told Gunnlag what | saw, and he feels as | do.
Gl bert may have sent themto attack the Varangi ans.™

"Why woul d he do that?"

"Last night, | amtold, Glbert asked many questions
about you. He rnust have heard of your power fromthe
Varangi ans. He may wi sh to take you hostage."

Li ke you did, | thought. But there was a difference
between Arno and G lbert, a difference in character
that 1'd felt the evening before.

"And he knows the Varangi ans woul d defend you," Arno
was saying. "If he kills ten of them there will be
only fifteen left."

| looked at that. "You said a dozen of his knights
seened to have followed them And there were already
three knights riding escort. How many of the knights
woul d the ten Varangians kill, do you think?"



"The Varangi ans do not expect an attack. Not by

Nor mans. And they took neither hauberks nor shields.

If they were tricked, surprised at close quarters
They do not fight skillfully on horseback, it is

not their way. They could be killed wi thout killing

any of Glbert's nmen, or maybe two or three, if they

are |ucky."

It could happen that way. On the other hand,
G lbert's knights could very well have gone out on
patrol, with no idea of attacking the Varangi ans.

"Let me ask you a question," | said. "Wuld you be
willing to get hold of a horse-steal one if
necessary- follow Glbert's men with your bl ast

pi stol and stunner, and attack themif they attacked
t he Varangi ans?"

Arno didn't have a quick answer for that. | thought
of making himan offer that occurred to ne, but
decided against it. I'd et nmy question be a test.

After a long ten seconds, he passed it, "I will see
about a horse," he said. "A hunting horse. They are
faster, and with this"-he patted the hol ster on his
belt-"1 do not need a destrier. I'Il let them believe
I'"ve come out to join them I'Il tell themthat

G lbert and | have tal ked things over."

| unslung ny blast rifle and handed it to him "Then
take this," | told him "It is accurate at a
di stance. "

He | ooked at me without expression, then nodded. |

wi shed | knew what he was thinking. Not because
feared treachery just now, but because |I'd like to
understand himbetter. Maybe this would hel p ensure
an introduction to Quiscard or Roger. Wether it did
or not, I owed it to the Varangi ans.

| took the recharge magazine off ny belt and gave
that to Arno too, along with a thirty-second short



course in howto use the rifle. If | had to do any
shooting here, it would probably be at close range;
nmy pistol and stunner should be plenty.

He wal ked over to Gunnlag then, and they tal ked for a
m nute or two. When they were done, Arno left,
wal ki ng toward the stable. Gunnlag | ooked toward ne
and nodded, then strolled toward a bench beneath a
fruit tree of some kind. It occurred to ne that he
and | had things to talk about too. Because if he and
Arno weren't being paranoid-if Glbert did intend to
kill the ten Varangi ans-then he probably had plans to
kill the others too.

| got up to |l ook for Mdise. He'd have to interpret
for us.

TH RTY

We decided that we shouldn't |et ourselves be
separated, and that we'd keep our weapons with us at
all times. He agreed there mght not be any danger
but we'd play it safe. Then he called his nen
together. He didn't say anything about what we
suspected; we didn't want any of themto get agitated
and maybe do sonething foolish. Instead, he told them
t hey' d beconme careless, reninding themthat they were
anong strangers, and they were to stay together

unl ess ordered otherw se. He al so warned themnot to
get drunk at supper.

Al in all it spoiled the afternoon. The servants
cane out again with dates and fig cakes and sweet
drinks, and the weather was beautiful, but | couldn't
really relax or take a nap. | felt inpatient for
somet hing to happen, for Arno to come back and say it
had been a false alarm But it was unreasonable to
expect hi mback before the next day.

Last night's supper had been sonething hustled
toget her |l ate for unexpected guests. This one was a



production. Roland de Falaise, in his tinmber castle
i n Normandy, probably hadn't even imagi ned a neal
like the one we sat down to. This time the entire
Nor man household ate with us. The baron and his wife
sat at opposite ends of the short main table, while
hi s kni ghts sat ampbng the Varangi ans at both main
tables. His foot soldiers ate separately at two | ong
t abl es near by.

@unnl ag didn't | ook happy with the way we were

seat ed-t he kni ghts and Varangi ans ni xed |ike that-

but he let it pass. Al the knights, G bert

i ncl uded, wore their hauberks at the table, and so

did the foot soldiers. And of course the Varangi ans
di d too.

I remenbered how, in Normandy, |'d thought that the
Nor mans nust be real barbarians to wear hauberks at
the table. Now | began to understand why: The danger
of treachery and attack were always in the back of
their m nds.

But actually, everything seened fine. A guy in what
you might call civilian clothes played sone kind of
stringed instrunent and sang for us while we ate.
Pages waited on us. There was fow of some kind,
pickled fruits of several kinds, different kinds of
meat . . . And the baron told dirty stories in G eek
and Nor man.

The only fal se note was that he never said anything
or asked anythi ng about Arno not being there. He had
to be wondering about that, unless he'd already taken
care of Anp.

That is, it was the only false note until a spiced
hot drink was brought out that snelled marvel ous. |
had an instant suspicion of that drink. And when

Gl bert proposed a toast-it was in Geek, but
obviously a toast-1 took only a tiny sip of it.

Wthin half a mnute, Varangi an bodi es began to
slunp. Varangi an sank to the table, and Tarel's, and



Moi se's. But not Gunnlag's; he'd only pretended to
drink. H's fierce blue eyes burned on Gl bert. The
baron and his knights had obviously not drunk either
As for me, it had been a tiny sip too much. | felt a
sl owness, a creeping, grow ng nunbness.

@unnl ag barked sonmething in Norse, and a few

Var angi an heads rai sed weakly. Gl bert smled and
gave an order of his own in Norman French: "Kill only
t he Varangi ans!" I mredi ately, the knights were on
their feet, knives in their hands, grabbing handfuls
of Varangi an hair, pulling heads back, cutting
throats. Arterial blood sprayed scarlet. Gunnl ag
grabbed the kni ght besi de himand they crashed
together to the floor as | got slowy up. stunner in
ny hand.

But standing was too rmuch for ne. | began to fold, ny
knees giving way even as | started to swing the
stunner, ny finger on the stud. As | fell, | saw

kni ghts col | apsi ng, and heard a wonman

scream @l bert's wife, who hadn't even squeaked at
all the throat-cutting. Then |I hit the stone floor
and that's all | renmenbered for a while.

THI RTY- ONE

| opened ny eyes and tried to sit up. A pain stabbed
t hrough ny head-fromthe drug | suppose-so | |ay back
and settled for raising ny head a little. | was back
in the bedroomwe'd been put in the evening before.
The [ anp had been left lit, its yellow sh flane
flickering above the rimof the bow, making shadows
junp on the walls. My hands were shackl ed t oget her
and sonmeone had been good enough to dunp ne on one of
the mattresses. A sour-looking knight had been |eft
to guard ne; his hard eyes had caught ny novenent,
and his jaw was clanped with hostility.

He didn't say anything though, and neither did
then. Instead | lay ny aching head back down and



tried to put things together for nyself. The

Var angi ans who'd been in the hall had to be dead now,
except maybe, just possibly, Gunnlag. And it was hard
to i magi ne even himgetting out of it alive. G lbert
had said "Kill only the Varangi ans," not hi ng about
taking their chief alive.

On the other hand, it seenmed as if Tarel and Mise

m ght still be alive somewhere. If | was val uabl e-and
| supposed that was the reason for all this-then it
seened as if Glbert would want them alive too, at

| east for the tinme being.

| wondered how many Normans |'d zapped before I'd
passed out, and whet her any of them were dead.

And Arno? G lbert hadn't asked about him Maybe he'd
been followed and killed. O maybe G | bert had
decided that if he had ne, he could ignore Arno.

Whi ch was probably true. Arno had the rifle, a pistol
and stunner, and maybe ten heal thy Varangi ans, if he
was |ucky. Wth them he could probably get to Pal erno
all right. He'd have no reason to try rescuing us
here. That would be a | ot nore dangerous than
rescui ng the Varangi ans in the nmountains.

In fact, | couldn't see anyone rescuing us. Deneen
woul dn't be back for five days or nore, and she was
al one, with no one to put down. Except Bubba of
course. And for all Bubba's talents and brains, this
wasn't the sort of situation he could operate in.

It was up to me to get out on nmy own. My hands
explored ny belt; it was bare. | didn't have so nuch
as a knife, or a communicator if | had anyone to
communi cate with.

Just having ny hands free would be a big inprovenent,
a start. Carefully | raised nmy head enough to | ook at
my guard again, and didn't see a sign of any key
ring. Only his eyes. | suppose Glbert had the key to
nmy shackl es.

"Where is Glbert de Auletta?" | asked.



The Norman scowl ed. "Taking care of other business.

He'll get to you soon enough.”

That didn't sound very pronising. | got the notion of
Tarel or Mise being questioned, maybe with the help
of things lIike knives or hot coals. | hoped they'd

have the good sense to tell the baron whatever he
wanted to know.

"How many nen did | kill in the great hall?" | asked.
My guard didn't answer, but if |ooks could kill, I'd
have been dead right then. | was pretty sure | hadn't

swept nuch of the room before | passed out, but 1'd
had the stunner on nedium and at close range |ike
that, a mlitary nodel could kill people. Maybe 1'd
zapped a friend of his.

I wondered if Arno would still be interested in
getting the help of the Rebel Javelin, Maybe, when he
got to Palerno, he'd talk to Guiscard, and CGuiscard
woul d cone up here and wi pe G| bert out. That was ny
best chance, | deci ded.

But it irked me that | couldn't see any way of
getting out of the situation on ny owmn. | decided to
relax as well as | could and wait, so I closed ny
eyes. After a while | dozed, and woke up to Glbert's
voi ce. A hand sl apped me hard.

Glbert didn't |look too good, or sound too good
either, and | wondered if |I'd zapped him That didn't
seem possible. If it hadn't killed him it would have
I eft himunconscious for quite a ot of hours.

"Where is the nmonk call ed Mise?" he demanded.
"Brother Mise? The last | knew, he was in the hall
falling off the bench fromthe drugged drink. Perhaps
t he Angel Deneen has taken himinto the sky. Perhaps

she will come back and take you next."

He glared nore hatred at ne than ny guard had, and



for a nonment | thought he nmight draw his sword and
convert me into steaks or something. |Instead he
turned and left the roomwi thout saying anything nore.

By that tinme, ny headache was only a shadow of what

it had been. And interestingly, |I was actually
feeling pretty casual about the situation. 1'd either
be dead tonorrow or alive, and right then | wasn't

all that worried or afraid. Wich seened a bit
strange to me, but | wasn't going to argue with it.
Instead | closed ny eyes again, to rest and hopefully
sl eep sone nore

The next time | opened them mny guard was asl eep on
one of the other mattresses. The | anp had burned down
to a fluttering glow. Sonething had wakened me, and
sat up. Looking around, | couldn't see anything that
m ght have done it.

Then | felt a draft, and the [anp bl ew out. The draft
had been fromthe wong direction for the w ndow or
door, and it srnelled nusty. Someone or something was
behind me now, | was sure of it. | could sense

somet hing there, and for a few seconds ny hair felt
as if it were standing up like wires. It's got to be
Moise, | told nyself, and the spooky feeiing passed.

Why Mi se? And how could it be hinf
Then a knife tip touched the side of ny neck from
behi nd, and cal lused fingers touched ny face. My

heart al nost stopped. There was the whi spered word,
"Who?", in Provencal

| barely breathed ny nane.

The hand withdrew, and the knife. "lIs the other one
your guard?" he whi spered.

"Yes."
Dmy | saw my visitor slip past ne toward the Nornman

guard, and kneel. After a minute | heard a | ong
shuddering sigh. My visitor stood again and came over



to me, "Cone," he nmurnured. "Your guard is dead."
Now | recogni zed the voice: It was Mi se!

| rolled to my knees and got up. "My hands are
shackl ed," | whispered, "but the guard has no key."
"We can free themlater," he nurnured, then took ny
armand turned ne around. There was an opening low in
the wall, with a faint glow on the other side. Mise
led me to it and we went through on hands and knees.
The other side was a passage not nore than three feet
wide. A girl was standing back fromthe opening,
maybe twelve or fourteen years old, holding an oi
[anp. | couldn't tell what she | ooked |ike because,

i ke nost of the other wonmen and older girls I'd seen
here, she wore a cloth over her face fromthe cheeks
down.

Moi se, still on his knees, pushed the door closed. It
was nmortared slabs of rock, |ooking |like the stone

bl ocks of the wall but split thinner. It seened to
nmove on sone kind of bearing, naybe stone balls in
rounded hol es. The slight grating sound of its moving
was what had wakened ne.

If it hadn't been for Mise's voice, | wouldn't have
recogni zed him In the lanmplight, | saw that he was
wearing a hooded Saracen robe and slippers.

W got up then, and Mise said something to the girl,
in Arabic |I suppose. She answered him and I foll owed
t hem al ong t he passage, A few yards farther we cane
to stairs that |ed steeply down maybe fifty or sixty
steps. At the bottomthe passage continued level, its
ceiling | ow enough that | had to stoop a little. The
girl stopped after maybe a hundred feet and pointed
upward. Mi se pushed where she pointed, and a

t rapdoor opened overhead. W hel ped each other up

and | found nyself in a round roomwith a ceiling
that barely allowed ne to stand erect. The place
snel l ed kind of like grain snells on Evdash

A tall, powerful Varangian was sitting there against



the wal I, hauberk, sword, and all. H's |eggi ng was
cut away fromone leg, up to the knee, and his calf
was bandaged. "Ketil!" | whispered, and going to him
| shook his hand awkwardly with both of mine. It
seened to nme he might be the only Varangian | eft
alive here. | realized then that he hadn't been at
the banquet; in fact | hadn't seen himsince we'd
arrrived at the castle.

| turned to Moise. "How did you get here?" | asked
still softly. "How did he get here? And who's the
girl?

"Her nane is Layla. She is the daughter of the
Saracen who was steward of this castle. He was killed
fighting the Normans; so was his master. She and her
not her wor k here now.

"She was told to take care of Ketil, and then the
Nor mans apparently forgot about him So when she
heard that the Varangi ans had been nmassacred, she
brought Ketil here to hide. After the battle of
Msilneri, her father showed her the hidden
passageways and every hiding place. She even knows a
hi dden way out of the castle. Just above us is a

| arge grain storage vault. Sonmetinme in the past, a
false floor was put init to formthis secret
chanber . "

He stopped there as if that was all of it. "So how
did you get out of the hall?" | asked. "And run into
her ?"

"I't was you who made it possible. But first | nust
explain that | did not even taste the drink. Then
seei ng the Varangi ans falling drugged, | pretended to
be drugged too, and let ny head drop onto the table.

Before you fell, you killed several of the Normans
wi th your stunner. Unfortunately, G|l bert was only
touched by it-he was probably ducking beneath the
table as it reached him | heard some Normans sayi ng
that G lbert could neither nove nor speak, though his



eyes were open.

"His wife took charge then, scream ng orders to the
kni ghts who still lived, and the castle's foot
soldiers. Mdre orders than there were Normans to
carry themout, sone of theminpossible or
contradictory. |I felt hands drag me fromthe room and
leave me in a corridor. Wen | opened ny eyes a slit,
a mnute later, there were only nyself and two
Normans |lying there, and ny belt things had been
taken. So | got up and fled. | didn't know where to
go, so | went outside, intending to hide in the
shrubs and plan what | m ght do.

"But Layla, who was going home fromworking in the

ki tchen, saw ne | eave and foll owed ne. She brought ne
here and gave nme this." He took a sheathed knife from
i nside his robe. "And brought ne the robe as well, "
he added. "Then a few nminutes |ater, she brought
Ketil. | described you to her then, and told her |
wanted to rescue you. And Tarel."

"What about Tarel ?" | asked.

"He is somewhere with no hidden passage. Only three
roons open on a passage, and by luck, you were in the
third of them"

"Ask her if she can think of a way we can get to him
and get himout."

"I have. She tells nme there is no way short of
searchi ng, and taking himby force."

"Ckay," | said, then exanmined my wist irons. There
was no | ock. They'd sinply been bolted, the nuts
turned so tightly they' d been burred. | gestured.
"Can Layl a get a hanmmer and chi sel ? Now?"

Moi se turned and spoke to her in Arabic. She shook
her head as she answered. "Not tonight," he told ne.
"She woul d have to go to the smthy and steal a
chisel, and there will be nen about, searching for
me."



Then Ketil spoke, questioning, and Mise answered in
Greek. Next Mise said sonmething in Arabic to Layla,
who nodded, raised the trapdoor, and stood waiting,

| ooking at him

"What ?" | said.

"Ketil has an idea for freeing you. W will go and
bring sonething, Layia and |I." Then they left, the
trapdoor cl osing behind them

Ketil and | sat waiting for quite a while, neither of
us saying anything. Ketil |ooked as if | wasn't
there, as if he were alone with his thoughts. Gim

t houghts. Hs two-handed sword was in his fists now,
fists that | ooked enormous to nme. Finally the
trapdoor began to lift again, and Ketil raised his
sword in readi ness for whatever mght appear

The first head through was Layla's, and Keti
rel axed. A block of firewdod followed her, then
Moi se, who cl osed the trapdoor

"There," he said to nme. "Kneel down and put your
chain on the block."

| got the idea, and knelt. The chain was only about
three inches long. Wen | put it on the block, ny
wists were less than three inches apart. Ketil had
gotten up. | looked up at him and ny thought, in
Nor man, was Cod, let him be accurate.

Because the ceiling was | ow, he got down on his
knees. Then he raised the heavy sword as high as the
ceiling allowed and swung hard while ny eyes

squi nched shut. There was an inpact that jerked ny
wrists, and nmy eyes popped open. The chain had been
cut and the block half split, and al though each wi st
still had its iron cuff, my hands were free.

Ketil was examining his blade where it had chopped
t hrough the chain, while Lay |la stared at the bl ock



fromover the edge of her veil. | turned to Mise.
"Now | need a Norman hauberk,” | told him "And a
sword. Let's see if ny dead guard' s been di scovered
yet."

Tarel :

| woke up on ny side in a dark room wth the first
headache of ny life-a bad one. I was on a stone
floor, with ny hands tied behind me, and whatever ny
ankles were tied with was also attached to ny wi st
bonds, bending ny legs back. | was really
imobilized. If | tried to nove ny feet, it pulled on
ny arns.

Soneone was there with me. | couldn't see hi mbecause
he was behind nme, but | could hear him breathing. |
was pretty sure it wasn't a guard. A guard woul d have
had a lanp Iit, and besides, this sounded |ike
someone asl eep, and maybe sick or hurt.

| didn't need a guard anyway, the way | was trussed
up.

There were ot her sounds too, that came in through the
wi ndow. At first | could hear people talking.

Normans. Then after a few minutes | heard soneone
call froma little distance, and soneone el se called
back. Then it was quiet, with only a little talking a
couple of times, farther away in the courtyard. From
what | could hear, they were hunting for someone. |
wondered if sone of the Varangi ans had escaped, or
possi bly Larn. Deneen had said Larn | ed a charned
life; that he always found a way out of things.

My fingers found the cord-it felt like twi sted cloth-
that tied my ankles to ny wists. If | could get that

untied ... | pulled on it, which drew ny | egs back

farther, until | felt the knot with nmy fingers. That
was the first practical value |I'd had from hand-f oot
art-it nakes you flexible. But when | let go of the

cord with ny hands to explore the knot, ny |egs
woul dn't stay bent that far back, and the knot got



away from me

Now what ? | wondered. There was no one to answer, of
course. Wioever was in the roomw th ne was behi nd
me, probably also tied up

So | just lay there for a while, waiting for whatever
m ght happen. But that got boring, so | pulled on the
cord until my fingers found the knot again. Then |

pul led an inch or two farther, until |'d hooked a
couple of fingers of ny left hand under a nore

sl ender cord that was w apped several tines around ny
ankles. | held on with ny left hand then and began to
feel of the knot with the fingers of ny right.

It had been pulled up pretty tightly. I've al ways had
strong fingers though; in school there wasn't anyone
who could grip me down. Hardly any could even hold
their own agai nst me, not even Larn. So | dug and

pl ucked at it, not sure whether | was acconplishing
anything or not. After a while, the backs of ny

shoul ders felt like they were going to cranp. But |
wasn't willing to let go, because then I'd | ose

what ever gain |'d nade.

Finally, | could feel the cord give a little through
a loop of the knot, and a mnute later I'd pulled it
free. But the knot was still tied; it had been a
doubl e knot, | let go and gave ny shoul ders a rest,
rotating themas much as | could. Then | went through
the whol e thing again, but this tine I knew | could
do it, and pretty soon the rest of the knot was
untied. My ankles were still tied together, but they
weren't tied to ny wists anynore. Straightening ny

| egs was one of the biggest treats of ny life.

Then | just lay there for a minute, listening. |
could barely hear someone talking in the courtyard,
pretty far away. The guy behind nme was stil

br eat hi ng about the sane as before.

Now to get ny arms in front of me. | rolled over on
nmy stomach and bent my |egs back as far as | could,
grabbing ny left foot with ny | eft hand, and worked



until 1'd gotten my hands over my feet. Now the hard
part was over; mny hands were in front. Al | had to
do was untie ny ankles and 1'd be able to get up and
nmove around. Though | wasn't sure what good that
would do me; my wists would still be tied together
But at least it gave nme sonmething to do while | was
wai ting.

Then | becanme aware that the breathing behind me had
changed. | was pretty sure whoever it was was awake
now. | also realized that whoever it was nust have
heard me novi ng around on the floor, and probably
grunting, while | was getting | oose.

"Are you awake?" | whispered in Nornman.

The reply was in Norse; it was Gunnlag Snorrason!
groped for a nonent for the Greek I'd started

| earning on the Jav. |I'd had Mise recite all Kkinds
of Greek stuff, with Evdashian equivalents, into the
i nguistics programfor analysis while Deneen had had
us in FTL, getting the fuel decrystallized. Then

had run the

G eek- Evdashi an data base into the |earning program
and had had a session with it. But only one, and
hadn't had a chance to practice with it because we'd
gotten into other stuff.

"My hands, feet, not free," | said in Geek. "l try
make themfree,"

He nmurnured sonething back at ne in rapid G eek that
| didn't understand at all. "I no understand,” | told
him "Only very very slow. "

He nuttered sonething in Norse. | started to work on
getting my feet untied. That cord was pulled tighter
than the other had been, but after a couple of
mnutes, it started to give. It didn't take long
after that.

Then | turned around and, kneeling, explored
@unn-lag's bonds. He d been tied the sanme as | had,



but it was easier to work on the knots, now that |
had nmy hands in front of nme. When | got his ankles
free fromhis wists, he gave a big groan of relief
and said sonmething in Greek that | recogni zed as
"thank you," with some ot her words added.

H s |1 egs and body were so thick that | didn't think
he'd be able to get his hands around in front, even
with nmy help, so next | started on the knot that tied
his wists together. It was really tough. Wth my own
wists still tied, | wasn't getting anywhere. Maybe

i f my hands had been free .

| straightened my back and knelt there in the dark

t hi nki ng. We mi ght not have nuch nore tine. They were
certain to cone by and check on us sooner or |ater
and it could be any minute. Maybe there was sonething
inthe roomthat | could use, something with a sharp
edge, or a point

Qut si de the wi ndow, the night seemed | ess dark now |
deci ded the noon nust have cone up. It seenmed to cone
up later and thinner each night. The room was about
as dark as before though. | got up, went to the

wi ndow, and | ooked out. Fifteen or twenty feet bel ow
was a garden. Then | groped ny way around the room |
couldn't find any kind of tool, not even any
furniture, or anything sharp or rough fastened to the
wal I .

That left my teeth. Wth ny eyeteeth, | started to
dig at the knots that held nmy wists.

Ar no:

I rode ny nount hard. | wanted to catch up with
Glbert's troop before it caught up with the

Var angi ans. The Varangi ans could be useful to me. |
had enj oyed their conradeship, and we had fought well
t oget her, side by side.

It was a close thing. Glbert's men were in sight of
t he Varangi ans when | caught up, and the Varangi ans,



unsuspecting, had halted with their escort to wait
for them G lbert's marshal, Richard de Sele, led the
troop. Another Italian-born Norman. It was clear he
did not like ny joining them Nor did he hide his
sneer when | arrived on a hunter, carrying neither

| ance nor shield. | told himl'd talked with G lbert,
and had decided to join him

Less than half a furlong fromthe Varangi ans, Richard
ordered his troop to charge. Spurring their destriers
into a gallop, they raised their | ances above their
shoul ders and drove at the surprised Varangi ans, who
for a nonment did not know whether to try running, to
fight from horseback, or to disnount. | nade the
gquestion irrelevant. My hunter easily kept pace

i medi ately behind the troop, and | felled themwth
nmy stunner alnost as quickly as a breath. Al but

Ri chard. He gl anced back with a | ook of shock, then
swerved to flee. |I finished the others, then changed
weapons, and with the blast pistol, shot his horse
from under him sendi ng hi mcrashing.

He got to his feet, drawing his sword and |inping
badly, scarcely twenty yards fromthe Varangi ans.
had spared himdeliberately to their tender nercy.
Their three escorts, who'd drawn away fromthe
Varangi ans to be aside fromthe charge, had seen al
t hat had happened. They nmilled in confusion now It
went against their Norman fiber to flee, yet what
they had seen had overawed them | settled their
uncertainty by charging at them They turned and
fled, riding hard.

It did not suit nmy plans that they take word to
Glbert, so | spurred after them Seeing ne in
pursuit, one turned aside, spurring viciously.

i gnored him ny hunter gaining on the other two, and
| killed themboth with the pistol. Then | stopped
and fired two ained bolts fromthe blast rifle at the
man remai ni ng. The second bolt took the horse from
under him | trotted to where he lay, the dead horse
pinning his legs. He cursed me as | junped down, and
with a dagger thrust | released himfromhis pain and



hum |iation

Then | returned to the Varangi ans. Their mercy had
not sufficed for Richard's |life. He lay dead and
di smenbered by multiple sword bl ows.

The sun was a vivid orange-red ball half hidden by
the westward mountains as we started back toward
Glbert's castle, nyself the | eader now. It was
nearly night when we stopped to eat fromour ration
bags, and sl eep. The Varangi ans were nostly

i ndifferent horsemen. It would be unwise to | ead them
down into the ravine until the nmoon had risen. Wat
there was of it, for it would be scarce half ful

t oni ght .

Tarel :

It took nore patience than | knew | had, but finally
| worked out the knot and got ny hands free. | went
right to work on @unnl ag's ankle bindings, and 1'd
just gotten themuntied when | heard a netallic sound
at the door-someone putting a key in the Iock

| junmped to the wall, where |I'd be behind the door
when it opened. It swung inward, letting weak |ight
in fromthe corridor, and | heard a voi ce speaking
Nor man.

"Only the Varangi an chief is here. You must have put
the fal se nonk in another room"

"No, this is the room Soneone el se nust have fetched
him O noved him"

"Glbert isn't going to like this when we tell him"

"Tell himwhat? W'll ook in the other roons unti
we find the filthy heretic."

Then the door closed. | heard themtake the key out,
but | hadn't heard it turned first in the |ock. For
maybe half a mnute | stood there, getting up ny



nerve. Then | tried the door; it was unlocked. |
started easing it open for a peek along the corridor
but 1'd only opened it a few inches when | heard a
Nor man voi ce, excited but not | oud.

"I tell you, the chief heretic, the one who carried
the strangely shaped staff, was in there earlier.
Shackl ed. "

| felt excitement surge as | pulled the door al npst
closed. It sounded as if Larn might be |oose
somewhere. A door thudded shut: the two Normans were
in the hall now.

"I helped Charles drag himin there, so I know, " the
voi ce went on. "Then Charles stayed to guard him Now
they' re both gone."

"Al'l right," the other said reasonably. "Then soneone
sent and had hi m noved. "

"But only G| bert would have had hi m noved. And he
thinks the vile dog is still in there,"

"Maybe Gl bert forgot. The state he's in tonight, he
could forget his Pater Noster. Let's look in . "

They' d nmoved on down the hall, and | coul dn't mnake
out the rest of it. Then | couldn't hear them at al
anynore, By that time Gunnlag was on his feet beside
me. It seened to me that pretty soon the knights
woul d be back, probably with others, and they'd check
this roomagain, plus the one to our right that
they'd just come out of. | opened the door w de
enough to ook out; to the right alittle way was a
corner. They'd gone around it. To our left was a
stairhead that probably |ed down to the dining hall

| grabbed Gunnlag's thick arm slipped out into the
corridor, and started down it to our left. Then we
heard voices fromthe stairway, comng up. Instantly
| moved to the nearest door and turned the handle. It
opened and we ducked in; | closed it quietly behind
us.



But before it closed, the weak Sight fromthe
corridor had given us a glinpse of the room In it
wer e the hauberks and weapons stripped fromthe
Var angi an dead!

It took me about ten seconds to find a knife in the
dark and cut Gunnlag's wists free. The hauberks had
to have a lot of dry blood on them but each of us
put one on anyway and picked up a belt w th weapons.
I'd have given al nbst anything to have a stunner or
pistol in place of the Varangi an sword, but it was
somet hi ng, at | east.

Then | went to the wi ndow and | ooked out. Of to one
side alittle way was a bench with an ell-shaped
hedge as a screen. The wi ndow wasn't very w de, but

wi de enough, and it didn't have any glass init. I'm
not sure these people even had w ndow gl ass. | |eaned
way out-the walls were thick-and dropped ny gear
After | heard it hit, | waited to see if anyone cane
to investigate the noise. Wen they didn't, | got
into the win-ow, let nyself down to arns' |ength, and
dropped. Nothing broke when | hit, but it jarred ne
pretty hard. | got up, grabbed my gear, and noved
behi nd t he hedge, where | buckled on nmy sword belt.
Then | heard @unnlag's gear thud onto the dirt. Half
a mnute |later he dropped too. He nust have wei ghed
two hundred pounds, even if he was only about
five-feet eight, and 1'd guess he was at |east forty
years ol d, but he got right up

We crouched together behind the hedge then. | didn't
have any idea what to do next, and if Gunnlag did, he
didn't tell ne.

Larn:

W pulled nmy ex-guard's body into the passage and
took of f his hauberk, collet, gear, and

| eggi ngs-everything but his helmet; it wasn't there.
I'd have to do without it. As far as | could see by
Layla's oil lanp, the stuff wasn't even bl oody. Wen



we weren't so busy, | told nyself, |I'd ask M se how
he killed himwith a knife w thout getting bl ood al
over.

After | put themon, Layla led us back al ong the
passage, shielding her oil lanmp with one hand. W
stopped at the hiding place to pick up Ketil and
tal k. Ketil put on his helnet. Even |l ame, he

| ooked ready to fight.

My plan, | said, was to get outside the castle. Then
I'd go to the gate, pretend to be a Nornman knight,
and ask to be let in. They'd never suspect who | was.
Inside, I'd try to find out where our weapons were,
get hold of some, and see what good | could do with
them Maybe take G lbert hostage. | wasn't willing to
| eave without rescuing Tarel. He wasn't just ny
friend, he was ny brother-in-|aw.

Moi se repeated nost of this to Ketil in Greek, then
had a conversation with Layla. It seenmed a | ot nore
than was necessary to tell her | wanted to get out of
the castle. Wen they were done, she nodded, and

| owered hersel f back down through the trapdoor

"She is going to get sonme olive oil," Mise said. "To
see if we can get your wist irons off over your
hands. "

| almpbst shriveled with enbarrassnent! 1'd forgotten
them | could inmagine trying to pass nyself off as an
envoy from Robert CGuiscard wearing irons and broken
chains on nmy wists.

Layl a was back inside of five mnutes with a jar of
oil, and poured it on nmy hands and wists. It was
Ketil who held onto the slippery irons while |I nade
nmy hands as snmall as possible and pulled. At first |
thought it wasn't going to work. Then | decided 1'd
just have to stand the pain, and jerked hard. In
spite of the oil I lost sone skin, but the irons cane
of f.



Then we followed Layla a couple of hundred yards
farther to where the tunnel ended. There she reached
up and touched the overhead, saying sonething in
Arabic. Mise started to push where she touched, to
open anot her trapdoor.

"Just a minute," | said, and | ooked at Ketil, then at
Moi se. "I'mgoing alone. Tell Ketil if he was with
me, they'd know at once that sonething was wong with

my story."

He passed it on to Ketil. | wondered if the big

Var angi an woul d get nad, but he just nodded and said
somet hing in Greek. Then he took off his

Nor man-1 ooki ng hel met and set it on ny head. It even
fitted pretty well. Looking at it critically, he
nodded, then spoke again in G eek

"He wi shes you the blessing of the Virgin," Mise
told me.

That surprised ne so | couldn't say anything for a
few seconds. This was a guy |I'd thought of as a
savage. Then Moise canme up with sonething.

"Larn, you should take nme," he said. "I can help you."

"How?" | demanded. | wasn't in the nood for wasting
time in silly argunments. "You can cone out with ne,
but not to the castle gate. You'll have to hide
out si de somewhere."

"I can help you," he insisted. "I can be a Saracen
or a Levantine Jew. They dress |ike Saracens."

"How wi | | that help me?"

He didn't answer for several seconds. Then, "W'l
t hi nk of something," he said.

"Moise," | told him "that's not a reason."”

He surprised me. His voice was hard when he answered.



"Then here is a reason. | amgoing with you whet her
you like it or not."

| suppose ny eyebrows went up at that. "Huh!" | said.
"Do you realize we'll probably be dead by norning?"

He nodded soberly.
"Ckay," | told him "we'll go together."

| stuck out my hand and we shook on it. Then he
reached up agai n and pushed up the trapdoor.

Unli ke the other, this one nade himgrunt to raise
it. | shook hands with Ketil before we left, then
bowed to Layla. | didn't know the Norse or Saracen
rul es of courtesy, but | wanted to do something to
express mny thanks. Especially to Layla. She'd owed us
not hi ng and put herself at risk. And saved our I|ives
this far, anyway.

Then | pulled nyself up through the trapdoor and gave
a hand to Mi se.

He | owered the trapdoor back into place. W were in a
small room "Layla told me this is a holy place," he
whi sper ed.

W |left through a doorway with no door in it, that
led into a good-sized roomlit through |arge w ndows
by moonlight. 1'd wondered what a holy place m ght be
like. In this one, the only furniture was a lectern
in one corner, and in the opposite corner, a | ow
platformwith a railing and what seened to be a desk
| suppose they had sonme neaning, but | have no idea
what .

From the outside door we could see the castle sone
way of f.

"Larn," Moise murmured, "there are two things we nust
consi der before we go any farther. Wuld a kni ght be
out without a horse? And al so, you speak Norman with
an accent."



He had a point. Two points. The lack of a horse

could probably lie my way around. But while my Norman
French had become pretty fluent, and | coul d di sguise
nmy voice, |'d never pass as Nornan.

"If anyone asks," | answered, "I was a boy in
Provence who was adopted by a Nornman kni ght when ny
father was killed."

Even by noonlight | could see that M se wasn't
entirely satisfied with that. | wasn't either, as far
as that was concerned. But it was the best | could
think of on the spur of the noment. And that's what
it had to be-the spur of the nmonent.

"Let's go," | said, and we started for the castle.
TH RTY- TWO
This time the castle wall |ooked different to ne,

Bi gger. Forbidding. Wien 1'd ridden up to it before,
I'd been a guest, and the gate had been open for ne.
Now | was on foot, an eneny trying to trick ny way in.

It occurred to me that maybe no one was on gate duty
this tine of night.

I'd thought there might be a big knocker or a bel
rope, but | ended up pounding on the gate with ny
sword hilt. After several minutes and sone hard
pounding, | tried yelling. Finally, soneone spoke
angrily to us through a slot in what | suppose you
could call the gatehouse, a rounded section of wal
to the right of the gate.

"What do you want?!"
"I want in, that's what | want!" | disguised nmy voice

by making it higher pitched and nasal. | also nade it
angry and i nperious, because the identity |I'd decided



to pretend here was an envoy of Robert CGuiscard de
Hautevill e, Tancred's son, Duke of Apulia, Calabria,
and Sicily. Someone whom hopefully they woul dn't want
mad at them and woul dn't question too hard.

"I am Laurent de Caen," | continued, choosing Caen
because 1'd at |east been there, even though it had
been at night, in a storm and | hadn't ventured
inside the walls. I'd cone close to getting killed,
too. "I did not come all the way here fromthe duke,"
| continued, "and have my horse killed under me, to
be kept standing outside in the night."

There was no answer, and | wondered if 1'd bl own
it-irritated whoever it was so badly that he was
going to |l eave ne out here. O maybe said somet hi ng
that had given ne away as a fake. It was dangerous
pretending to be sonething you don't know rmuch about,
| told nyself, especially with people like these.

W waited about five mnutes, and | was just getting
ready to start poundi ng again when a snall door
opened to the left of the gate. A knight stepped out
and nmotioned us in. The wall was about twelve feet
thick, and the gate like a dark trap they could cl ose
at both ends while we were inside.

But we went in and nothing happened.

I recogni zed the knight who net us on the other side:
Stephen, G lbert's steward, seneschal is the Norman
word. He'd been in charge of the banquet that

eveni ng, and maybe in charge of drugging the drink
That rmuch gray hair neant a | ot of experience and
years of weapons practice; in a sword fight he'd take
Moi se and ne before we could yell "mercy.” And his
narrow eyes didn't | ook very trusting.

"Caen?" he said.
"Caen. On the River One."

"Your speech does not sound |ike Normandy."



I gave himny col dest look. "I did not cone here to
rel ate the circunstances of my childhood,"” | said
stiffly. "Were is your nmaster?"

He didn't answer for several seconds. "He is-not
wel | . Perhaps | can be of service to you."

That sounded fine to nme. Although actually, G bert
and | had hardly spoken to each other, he'd seen nore
of me than Stephen had, and there was a better chance
he'd recogni ze me. "Perhaps you can," | said. "The
duke has sent nme to seek the whereabouts of a
renegade vassal, Arno de Cournmeron, who has
trafficked with Vi kings preying on Norman shi ppi ng.

Hs profit fromit will be his head separated from
hi s body.
"Delivery of this Arno to the duke, alive, will be

rewarded by a special ducal fief: precedence above
all others in the showing and sale of destriers.”
was getting into it now, the story was fl ow ng.

"Al so, ownership of this Arno's well-known herd of
brood mares,” | went on, "which has been | anded at
Palermp and is currently in the duke's possession.”

| glanced around at the three arnmed nen who stood
near by, then back at Stephen. "Arno is known to have
been shi pwecked on Sicily, and is traveling with
several dangerous thaumaturgi sts said to be from
India, as well as with a band of Vikings. The duke
will also pay well for each of these other m screants
delivered live to him" | turned and gestured at
Moise. "This is |Isaac, a Levantine Jew enpl oyed by
the duke to counter their thaumaturgy."”

St ephen chewed a lip thoughtfully; he actually seened
to be buying all this. My hopes began to brighten

"Cone with ne," he said after a noment. "I will find
out if the baron is well enough to see visitors."

He turned and began to | ead us across the grounds to



the building that was G lbert's residence. W hadn't
gone nore than a few steps when soneone started
yelling near the tower. Stephen paused, staring in
that direction; then we heard swords clash. "Cone!"
he said, and started running toward the noise with
his nen. Mdise and | followed. W turned the corner
of a building, saw the fight, and ran toward it. Two
men were backed into an angle of the castle wall; one
stood in front of the other and was holding off three
knights with his sword. In the angle, only one of
themcould get at himat a tine.

It was @unnl ag, and the one behind hi mwas anot her
Varangi an! "Hold!" | shouted. "These are two of the
men | seek! The duke has first claimto them for a
long list of outrages!"

The Norman who' d been battling Gunnlag backed away.
The noi se was drawing a small crowd, knights and f oot
soldiers with blood in their eyes.

And the second "Varangi an"” in the corner wasn't
Varangian at all; it was Tarel in Varangian gear

"Cet a bear net," | said. In Normandy, |'d seen the
nets the nobles used to capture bears. "W shall take
themalive."

"W have no bear nets here," Stephen said. "There are
no bears on Sicily." He turned to the growi ng cluster
of men. "Fetch pikes, staffs, rocks. W will batter
theminto subm ssion.”

"Isaac," | said to Mdise in Norman, "speak to the
crimnals in Geek. Tell themthey can save

t hensel ves serious injury if they throw down their
swords. "

Moi se repeated it in Greek. Tarel, of course, had
under st ood ny Norman French, and tossed his sword out
readi | y enough. Gunnlag could hardly bring hinmself to
et go of his, but he did, dropping it at his feet.
That's when | decided to forget about getting sone



ener gy weapons back

I'd settle for horses, with Gunnlag and Tarel ny
prisoners. "Bring shackles,” | said. "I"Il. "

| stopped there, because everyone's attention was
shifting fromnme to someone else. It was G| bert
arriving, drawn like the rest by the noise. H's hair
was wild and his eyes wilder. He stared at Gunnl ag
and Tarel, then demanded to know what was goi ng

on-why they were still alive.
St ephen expl ained, and G lbert's eyes turned to ne,
"An envoy from Gui scard? Fromthe devil, 1'd say. It

is the same. Let me see your paper of authorization!”

| struck nmy forehead-the front of my helmet actually-
with the heel of ny hand. "In ny saddl ebag!" | said.
| didn't expect himto buy that, but | had to try.

He peered at me then in the pale noonlight. "Don't |
know you fromsone ..."

He never finished. A floodlight spread around us from
above, freezing the action. Then, as | |ooked up, the
action really froze. Because sonmeone up above-

Deneen, obviously-was playing a stunner over the
crowd. | fell, not unconscious, but unable to nove.

Over head, an emergency hooter began to sound,
probably to spook the Normans. | hadn't realized the

Rebel Javelin had a hooter; only a honker, 1'd
t hought. It kept on, sounding as if the scout was
settling to the ground. | couldn't see what was

happeni ng because |1'd fallen on ny side, and
someone's body lay alnmost in my face. Seconds |ater
heard running feet. Sonmeone grabbed nme under the armns
and raised me partly off the ground. Then

saw Bubba? Bubba | ooki ng at ne.

Soneone started dragging me. | wanted to yell

Deneen, don't risk the scout, don't . . . She was
handling me as if | were a little kid, dragging ne.

None of this felt right, felt real. The stunner nust
have affected my perceptions. | hadn't known they did



t hat .

Then she was pulling me up the ranp into the scout.
And soneone el se was there, by the ranmp, with a bl ast
rifle. That's Deneen, | thought. Deneen, slender in
junp suit. So it had to be soneone el se draggi ng ne.

| was laid out in the dark cabin, able to see only
upward, and ny rescuer ran back out. The cabin wasn't
right either. Everything was weird.

A minute |ater soneone el se was dragged into the
scout, and a voice said, "That's it! |'ve got Tare
too. O ose her up and take her up!"

It was dad!

"Vt

| don't know how | got it out, but |I said it. Slurred
and slowy | had pronounced the word. And agai n,
"Vt

"Hold it," he said. "Wat is it, Larn?"

"Frien's. Don" . . . leave . . . frien's ... Be ...
killed."

I wasn't sure if he could understand or not.

"Jenoor, blast a couple of bolts against a wall, to
keep anyone back who m ght be thinking of rushing
us." | heard a rifle thud out three bolts.

Jenoor! He'd said Jenoor!

"Help me, Aven," he said. "He's heavy and he feels
bonel ess. | need himup on ny back." Between the two
of them ny parents got ne onto his back with ny head
fl opped over a shoulder. He had to nove bent over so
I wouldn't fall off.

"Larn," he said as he carried me back down the ranp,



"We're goi ng over among the bodies. Tell me when
cone to the right one. Can you do that?"

"Two," | munbled. "Two . . . frien's."

"Two, " he said. "I got that." W went back ampng the
bodi es, pausing over one after another, seeming to
take forever. Mdst of a minute, | suppose. W'd

| ooked at eight or ten before we cane to Gunnl ag.

"Hm" | said.

"Ri ght."

The next was Mdiise. "Hm"
"I's that all?"

"Yes."

There was grow i ng, then an espwolf barked out
"Down!" We hit the ground, arrows hissed, and the
rifle thudded agai n, and again. Dad was back on his
feet, had grabbed ne under the arns, draggi ng ne
hurriedly, roughly, to the cutter and up the ranp. |
hadn't known he was so strong; |'mnot sure he had
either. He dunped ne and ran back out. | heard
shouting in Norman, clashing of swords-clashing of
swords?-nore thuds fromthe blaster, and in half a
m nut e anot her body was dragged in and dropped. The
confusi on of sounds continued outside, but for then
the blaster was silent, and dad was gone again. The
bl aster thudded twi ce nore, and a nonment |ater once.
Dad was back with another body, breathing hard.

"I'n, Jenoor! Aven, close her and lift!"
There were espwol ves aboard, too-nore than one.
Not Bubba, obviously. Lady and the pups-pups who'd

been hal f-grown when I'd seen them | ast, but were
near full-size now



The door shut out the moonlight, and gradually the
cabin illumnation came on

W'd be well above the ground now, | knew. The
cutter's windows couldn't be opaqued |like the scout's
could, but we'd be high out of sight in the night
sky. | didn't know what to think, what to feel, it
had all happened so fast.

Then Jenoor was on her knees beside ne, crying al

over me, and | didn't worry about it anynore-just |ay
there with my eyes spilling over. It seened

i npossi bl e that she was still alive, and for an enpty
monent | was sure |'d wake up to find I'd been

dr eam ng agai n.

After half an hour though, she was still there, and
was functioning well enough to talk better, even

t hough | couldn't nmove nuch. By that tine, Tarel and
Mbi se and Gunnl ag were tal king, too. Slowy of

course. Tarel had explained to Mise who these people
were, and Mise had been explaining to Gunnlag. | was
i npressed with how matter-of-fact Gunnlag seened
about the whol e thing.

| noticed, though, that Jenoor sat near with her
stunner on her lap, just in case.

"Dad," | said, "there's one nore guy we need to get
back there." The words still didn't flow at nornal
speed, but they were clear now

"One nore? How do we get hinP"

"I"'mnot sure. But 1'd like to try to bring himout,

too. | owe it to him He's a Varangi an, |ike Gunnl ag.
A barbarian warrior. A huge guy, tall, and strong as
a gorn."

He didn't answer right away.

I remenbered how Arno had recovered froma |ight
stunni ng, back in Provence. After he got so he could



talk decently, it hadn't been an hour before he could

get around pretty well. "Wen | can get around al
right," | added, "say in half an hour or so, we can
go back. I'Il think of a way."

"Tall, you say. Did he fight with a two-handed sword?"

| knew right then what he was going to tell ne. |
renenbered the sound of swords back there.

"Yes," | answer ed.

And he wouldn't even have had a helnmet. He'd given ne
hi s.
"Larn," dad said quietly, "it's too late for him
Sone men came running toward ne, fromthe other side
of the cutter, and before Jenoor had a chance to
fire, he came out of the shadows and cut themoff. He
was ki nd of hopping, as if something was wong with
one of his legs. He killed a couple of them before
they cut hi mdown, then Jenoor took care of the

ot hers."

| felt a surge of grief! Ketil. Big, mean, ugly
Ketil. | couldn't even guess how nmany nen he'd killed
in his life. But still, I hadn't felt this bad since

we' d rai sed from Evdash, |eaving Piet and Jenoor. It
was enbarrassing. It took a mnute or nore before
trusted nyself to talk again, and it was dad who
broke the silence.

"Where are Deneen and Bubba?" he asked. "W quartered
nost of the continent between the northern sea and

t he Mediterranean, |ooking for the radiation
signature of a scout, and had just about decided you
hadn't come to Fanglith. Then |I renmenbered you and
Arao tal king about 'Sicily,' and this island seened
to fit the description. But instead of getting an
instrument read on a ship's systenms, the wolves got
an esp locational on you and Tarel "

"Deneen's got the scout on an uninhabited island in
the western ocean," | told him "with all systens



of f. She's had serious problenms with fue
crystallization, apparently fromthe scout taking
mul tiple blaster charges on the shield."

"Can you gui de us there?"

"Sure. But she ought to be all right for now, and
there's something else 1'd like to check on first.
Arno's back near the castle somewhere. Not in the
castle; at least | don't think so. Back in the hills.
Hopeful ly, with about ten warriors. Varangians."

Varangi ans! It hit me then: Varangi ans had attacked
our ship, taken us captive, killed half a dozen

Nor mans, lost Arno's horse herd for him and pl anned
to sell us as slaves. And we'd ended up allied with
t hem agai nst- who? Some of Arno's fell ow Normans.

Fanglith's a crazy world! | told nyself. Well, nmaybe
not crazy, but the rules were awfully strange, so far
as there were any. It occurred to me that this was
not a world for a rebel base. Soneday, possibly, but
not now. Not for a long time. It was too
unpr edi ct abl e.

Testing ny legs and bal ance, | got to nmy feet slowy
but unassisted. It turned out that standing nade ne
feel better.

"So you want to find Arno," dad said.
"Right. It shouldn't take Ilong."
"Can you find himw th the night scanner?"

"Sure," | said, and with my arns half out for

bal ance, | wal ked carefully to the copilot's seat,
next to nom She smled w thout speaking. She | ooked
beautiful, even if her eyes were a little soggy, and
| grinned at her. Then | returned us to coordinates
five mles above Glbert's castle. At that height, we
didn't need to go hunting for Arno. On the screen |
could see a troop of ten nounted nmen waiting on the



road half a mle fromthe castle. That had to be
them | thought, then spotted a single rider
approaching the castle wall. That would be Arno.

| took us down, intending to call himwth the Ioud
hail er. But he stopped, so | decided to wait a mnute

and see what he was going to do. Killing the cabin
light, | dropped to 250 feet with the sound receptor
on hi gh.

Arno:

It had been good to get out of the dark and rocky
ravi ne, where even with noonlight a horse could
easily stunble and fall. In the open valley |I'd been
able to turn ny attention to the castle and what |

m ght find there.

It did not seemto ne that G lbert would have sent
ten Varangi ans out to be killed w thout having pl ans
to dispose of the others. The question was whet her
he'd been nore successful inside the castle than out.

| hoped that Larn might have foiled him or at |east
been spared, and it seenmed to ne he nmight well have.
For | doubt | have known anyone nore favored by fate
i n hazardous circunstances. But luck is treacherous,
and in enterprises like his, or mne, one can neet
death as readily as victory, and nore quickly.

The w sest course now, it had seenmed to ne, was to

| eave my Varangians a little distance fromthe

castl e-far enough not to be seen or heard by any

wat chman on the wall. | nyself would hall oo from
outsi de and see what | could learn. If the situation
seened beyond sal vage, we'd ride the rest of the

ni ght toward Pal ermo and perhaps sone friendlier
castle along the way. Al nost any would be friendlier

So | had left the Varangi ans on the dark and sil ent
road and gone on alone until the wall |ooned cl ose
before me. But not too close; | kept some fifty paces
between it and nyself, with my pistol in ny right



hand. Looki ng upward toward the parapet, | called
out: "Halloo, the castle! Wwo is in comrmand here?"

A wat chman answered fromatop the wall. "This is the
castle of Baron Glbert de Auletta," he called back
"The baron hinself is at hone and in command. Wo
asks?"

That told me part of what | wi shed to know Larn and
@unnl ag had not overthrown him It would have been
mracul ous if they had, of course, unless Larn's
sister had returned in their skyboat. There would
have been half a score knights left, and thirty or
nore foot soldiers, after Glbert had sent his troop
into the nmountains. In close quarters, even sky
weapons woul d avail little agai nst such nunbers,
especially in the presence of treachery, which

G lbert would surely attenpt.

| ignored the watchman's interest in nmy identity, and

continued ny ploy. "I have been told that you have in
the castle three holy nonks fromlndia, and their
Var angi an bodyguard. | have a nmessage for them from

t he Bi shop of Pal erno. "

I was less interested in what he said than how he
seened when he said it. For if ny friends had been
massacred, he would hardly tell nme so. Hs

consi derabl e delay in answering suggested that he

m ght have sent word of ne to Glbert. Thus |I backed
away a bit, shifting ny shield frommnmy saddl e pomel
tony left arm turning nmy horse that nmy protection
woul d be toward the wall. Bowren could well be on
their way to the parapet.

"Go to the gate,"” said the watchman at |ast, "and you
will be let in. Then you may speak with G| bert
hi nmsel f."

| was tenpted, but ny sky weapons woul d not protect

me from anbush, from being rushed in close quarters.
And for the first time, it occurred to nme that

Gl bert hinself would probably have sky weapons now.



"No," | said, "I will wait here."

VWhile | waited, | backed ny horse another twenty or
thirty paces away. If G lbert did have sky weapons,
he'd hardly be skilled in their use, but he m ght
wel | have learned how to fire them

Shortly | spied another head above the parapet, and a
different voice called to ne-Glbert's. "Wo are you
to disturb our rest here?"

Hi s words were slow, his voice weak. Even in the
qui et of night it was hard to hear him and it seened
to me that he m ght have been shot by a stunner. |
renmenbered the synmptons very well, fromnmy first
nmeeting with Larn and from scoundrels | nyself had
stunned while driving ny first herd to Marseille.

"I am Arno de Courneron,"” | said. "Your troop of
horses canme upon a m sadventure in the nmountains and
wi Il not be back. Any you may send after nme will
suffer the same fate

"I have cone for ny friends, to take themto Pal erno.
If they are within, send them out unacconpani ed and
we will |eave you in peace. Qtherw se, Guiscard wll
send for them and you will not |ike his messengers.”

| expected either words of compliance, or likelier
some angry retort, but for a nmonent nothing seenmed to
happen. Then |I felt a sudden tingling, and reined ny
horse to turn, for | recognized the weak touch of a
stunner. It reached farther than nmy old one had. The
beast wheel ed, rearing, and half stunbled. Affected
as | was, | was thrown fromthe saddle.

Larn:

I'd heard the exchange between Arno and the watchnman
nore clearly than they had. And seen nore clearly,
too; to our scanner, the moonlit night mght as well
have been day.



I'd al so seen G|l bert hel ped up the outside stairs to
the top of the wall, followed by four knights or
sergeants; their hauberks were | onger than foot

sol diers wore. Two had bows, while the others had
pistols in their hands, and G| bert gripped a stunner

They lined up along the parapet, all but G bert
keepi ng out of sight. | didn't waste any tine
settling downward to about a hundred feet fromthem
above and to the side. Then | slid the door open a
couple of feet, while Arno and Gl bert had their
friendly conversation. | did these about as fast as
if I hadn't been stunned; all it took was |ight
notions of the control rod in front of ne, and a
touch on the door control

"Jenoor," | said quietly, "set your stunner on high
medi um wi de beam and take out the guys on top of the
wal . "

"Right, Larn."

As she knelt by the door, | saw Arno go down.
"Quick!" I told her, and the nen on the wall fel

wi t hout anot her nove. Wthout hesitating, | noved to
just above the parapet. "Dad," | said, "the guys on

the wall have got pistols and stunners. WII you pick
themup? I'd rather not |leave things like that with
that crew "

"Right," he said, and noving to the w deni ng door
junped the forty inches or so down to the wall-top

He was back in maybe a mnute, a pistol in each hand.
An extra stunner was clipped to his belt and anot her
pi stol was shoved under it. "That's it," he said, and
I lifted.

A minute later we were on the ground, and dad was
out side hel ping Arno to his feet. Together they got
aboard and | cl osed the door behind them for
security, swiveling ny seat to face them

"Are you all right?" | asked Arno.



He | ooked around, saw Gunnlag and the rest of us.
"Well enough," he said. "At that distance, Glbert's
stunner only nunbed ne a bit. And the horse,
apparently."

"Good. | have an offer for you. Can you catch the
hor se agai n?"

"Probably. 1f your skyboat has not frightened himtoo
badly." He | ooked around. "Were is your sister?"

"Wth our other skyboat," | said, and got him back to
the subject. "Here is nmy proposal. Take the

Var angi ans to Pal erno, where they can get jobs as
nmercenaries if they want, and we'll take you with us
to one of our worlds. They need warriors there who

| earn quickly and can lead."

Dad had been standi ng behind Arno, relaxed but with
hi s hand on his stunner; he renenbered what Arno had
tried the last tinme he'd been aboard our cutter
nearly three years before. Now, as | made ny offer to
Arno, dad's eyebrows went hal fway up his forehead.

H s Norman French was rusty, but he'd understood.

Meanwhi | e, Mdise and Gunnl ag were carrying on a

mur mur ed conversation in Geek. | hoped we weren't
going to have any trouble fromthem It didn't seem
likely.

"Qtherwise," | went on, still talking to Arno, "you
have your rifle, your pistol, and your stunner. W'|
| eave sone recharges with you, and our best wi shes."

| could al nost see himthinking. Hs wealth-his horse
herd- had been | ost. And while he could al ways start

over ... "l will take the Varangians to Palerno," he
said, "and go with you. But | have already promn sed
the Varangians that | will go back with them and pick

up their wounded where we left them And there are
peopl e here who would gladly see us dead. Did you
kill Glbert?"



"He's alive, but he'll be out of action for hours.
W' ve got all his blasters and one of his stunners.™

Arno nodded. "If | go to Palerno, howwll you pick
me up?"

"W can find you. Qur wol ves know how. "

| turned to Gunnl ag and Mi se then. "Mise, tell
@Qunnlag to go with Arno. He will take the Varangi ans
to Pal erno, where there are jobs as nercenaries if

t hey want them™"

It was me Moise spoke to instead of to Gunnlag. "I
already told himyour offer to Arno. He said he wants
the sane offer. He will go to Palermbo with them but
then he wants to go with you to your |and. He thinks
it must be very different fromany | and where he has
been before. He would Iike to see it, and fight
there. He will swear hinself to you if you'd like."

| could see dad | ooking doubtful at that, and | could
understand why. But | knew these nmen, and | felt sone
loyalty to themafter all we'd gone through together.

"Tell Gunnlag I'Il be glad to receive his oath. And
after he and Arno have gotten their wounded and gone
to Palermo, | will take himwith us."

Moi se turned to Gunnlag and talked to himin G eek.
@unnl ag grinned through his beard, then sobered as he
turned and spoke Greek at ne.

"He wants to know how you swear a pledge in your
 and, " Mbi se sai d.

"Tell himto repeat after ne," | said, "and we'll
shake hands on it afterward."

Agai n Moi se spoke to Gunnlag in Greek. The Varangi an
nodded, and | ooked at ne expectantly.
I, GQunnlag Snorrason ..." | began in Norman.



Moise said it in Geek, and Gunnlag repeated after
hi m
" bei ng under no duress ... do pledge by ny God
and the bl essed Jesu ..."

@unnl ag | ooked especi ally sober when he repeated the
[ ast of that.
" to serve Larn kel Deroop faithfully until ny
death ... or until we agree to cancel this pledge.
And in the event of the death of Larn kel Deroop
to serve such nenber of his famly as is
present with us then ... on the same basis."

Wien we'd said it all, we shook hands. In the
background, dad bl ew quietly through pursed lips. 1'd
taken on a big responsibility. Gunnlag knew not hi ng
about the kind of place we were going, or howto live
or get along there. But fromthe little I knew of

him he'd changed | ands and careers several tinmes
before, and things new and different were |ike food
and drink to him

Moi se broke my thoughts. "Sire," he said to ne, and
turned to him "I, too, would like to go with you."

"Mdise, you mght not like the world we're going to."

"I believe | would, sire. Tarel has told nme sonething
of the worlds anong the stars, and of your quest to
free them Here ny famly is dead, and | have no
place, | would like to help you."

Sonehow it was a |lot harder for ne to agree to take
Moi se than Gunnl ag, the seasoned Norse nercenary and
occasional pirate. Mise was really a different case,
and besides, he nade it seemso idealistic. And
guess it is idealistic, but we knew what we were
getting into, nmore or |ess.

But who was | to decide what he should do with his
life? Besides, |I'd conme here to recruit, among other



t hi ngs.

"Tarel ," | said, "you're the one who talked to him
about it. If he's willing to pledge hinself to you
and you're willing to accept it, he can conme along."

Tarel |ooked flustered. Behind Gunnlag and Mise, |
could see dad start to grin. He saw ne wat chi ng,
grinned wider, and wi nked at ne.

Tarel nodded and talked it over with Mise. They
shook hands on it; the pl edge had been made.

Ten minutes later, with the destrier finally having

| et himself be caught, Arno was in the saddle, with
@unnl ag up behind him and they started down the road
to the Varangi ans.

PART SEVEN
DEPARTURE

THI RTY- THREE

| piloted to Deneen's island with dad sitting beside
me. The others nostly napped. W tal ked off and on
and dad never questioned ny decision to take Arno and
@unnl ag, or Mise, with us when we left Fanglith. It
was as though he'd go along with it, if | thought it
was the thing to do.

| wasn't surprised, but it made nme feel good anyway.

The island was quite a bit west of Sicily-about a
twel fth of a planetary circunference-so there was
still a lot of night left there when we arrived. W
could have landed right then, but if we'd wakened
Deneen, there'd have been at |east an hour nore of
talk. And we all needed sleep-it had been a | ong day,
and a long, intense night. So we bunked down on the
cutter. Only Bubba, Lady, and the pups had any
conversation fromone craft to the other-silent, of



cour se.

Then we overslept sunrise by nore than an hour. By
the tine we | anded, Deneen was wal ki ng back to the
Jav fromtending her fish traps. Bubba hadn't said
anything to her-let her be surprised, he'd decided.
And when she first saw us, at a distance, she was
scared. That's when Bubba told her who we were. C ose
up, of course, she recognized our famly cutter
easily. There were lots of hugs and sone tears when
we all got together.

Then nmom and Deneen fixed breakfast on an open fire.
The hi gh point was Deneen's fish. Mom contri buted
powdered m |k, two kinds of algae bars, and

whol e-grain crackers. On the cutter they'd been
living nostly on condensed rations.

Even with the not-so-great cuisine, it was a party.

After breakfast, nom had Deneen power up the Jav and
checked its computer for the nedical manual and

i nventory. Then she went into the dispensary and cane
out a while later with powder that presunably woul d
kill fleas, and sonme greasy stuff for lice. At |east
they killed known equival ents on other worlds. The
wol ves had been scratching; they'd already gotten
fleas fromus. After a swimand a scrub, dad used
clippers on Tarel, Mdise, and me, down to the skin.
Then we sneared each other. | can see how the grease
m ght kill bugs: It not only stung and burned, it
reeked. After half an hour we scrubbed again, and
like the wolves, got powdered. Then we put on clean
junmp suits.

Meanwhi | e, Deneen had thrown our clothes, and the
pall ets we'd used the night before, into the Jav's
sterilization chanber. Wen the sterilization cycle
was finished, she checked crystallization and turned
of f the power again. An hour with the power on hadn't
set things back too badly.

Then we all strolled over to the ancient hut we'd



found on our first trip, and sat around on the
tunbl ed stone walls, dad and nmom on one side, the
rest of us on another. The espwolves lay in the grass
bet ween us.

The first thing | wanted to hear was what had
happened to Jenoor. Wen she'd finished telling us
about her rescue, nom and dad wanted our story of the
past few nonths. That took a while, and when we'd
finished, dad grinned at us.

"l guess you're probably tired of sitting now. Your
nother and | can tell our stories |ater,”
"Dad, " Deneen said, "that's not funny. G ve! Now"

He | aughed. "All right. Wen the Federation went

| mperial, the underground on Evdash nade sone
contingency plans: what to do when the Enpire grabbed
Evdash. Your nmother and |, having a cutter, accepted
the responsibility of getting Dr. Boshner off the

pl anet. So when we |l eft home, we headed for an estate
in the mountains west of the capital, to pick himup."

Dr. G K Boshner was a tall, white-haired man who was
Evdash's nost fanmous refugee. He'd been head of the
opposition party in the Federation senate when the

G ondis Party threw out the constitution, and part of
the Aondis justification for it involved nmaking a

| ot of accusations against Dr. Boshner. He'd been
lucky to get off Morn Gebleu alive, thirty years ago.

"I'n planning," dad went on, "we assuned that the

I mperials would bl ock off-planet escape attenpts as
soon as they arrived. It would be relatively easy for
them So our plan called for moving Dr. Boshner to a
renote hiding place where he could be kept unti

of f-planet patrols were relatively relaxed. By that
time, hopefully, something mght even be 'arranged'

wi th naval personnel."

Dad gl anced around at us, smiling wyly. "But there
was one thing we hadn't been prepared for: how
qui ckly the Inperials would take over the nationa



police. | nean, the first day! Even when we heard it
on the radio, we hadn't realized how wi dely @ ondisan
synmpat hi zers had infiltrated the force. W assuned it
woul d take a few days for the occupation

admini stration to take extensive control

"W were wong. W were about sixty miles west of New
Caltroff when a patrol floater spotted us, and hit us
with a rocket."

He shook his head ruefully. "At that. W were | ucky:
The rocket was a solid round, not explosive. It hol ed
us, which of course made us totally unspaceworthy,
wrecked the life-support system and caused ot her
damage, sone of it to me. | had about a dozen wounds,
fairly superficial, from pieces of netal

"But we could still fly. And a good deal faster than
a police floater. Your nother lost themand hid in
the anvil top of a thunderhead."

"A thunder head?" | said. "The turbul ence must have
bounced you around sonething terrible, at the very
| east!"

"I suppose that's why they didn't |look for us there.
But in the anvil top, we were above nmjor turbul ence,
and at the sane tine, effectively invisible to radar
W parked there and drifted southeast with it, to
within twenty mles of a place we knew "

They' d been lucky, all right. Then nmom had fl own them
by night to the place, a backwoods hill farmforty
mles north of Jarfoss. Dad had lost quite a | ot of

bl ood. The people who hid them put the cutter in a
hay barn, surrounded it with walls of hay bales, then
roofed it over with bales on top of planks. It took
nmonths to get repair parts. Conmercial sources had
been shut down by the Enpire, and when they finally
got parts, it was fromthe naval supply depot at
Jarfoss-parts never intended for a small civilian
cutter. But they made do.



They never knew the pipeline the parts came through

Dad had thought seriously then about staying on
Evdash, and working with the underground, but the

G ondis Party had ol d grudges against him and there
was a price on his head. He'd be a danger to anyone
he m ght work with, a magnet to the political police.

A turncoat police unit, it turned out, had already
arrested Dr. Boshner. He was hanged w thout trial
during the first public executions. He'd been tried
in absentia, back on Morn Gebleu, nearly thirty years
ago.

The dondis spy network really kept things hairy for
a while. The resistance novenent | ost probably a
third of its people the first week, and there was a
continual trickle of |osses after that. Momand the
peopl e they were with doctored dad thensel ves, rather
than risk getting a doctor. Mom sutured his wounds;
his only anaesthetic was honermade whi skey.

Meanwhi | e a new underground was formng, and bit by
bit, contacts were occurring with the old. It was
hard to evaluate its size or nuch about it, because
for safety, no one knew the names of nore than a few
others. But as far as he and nom coul d see, the

nucl eus seened to be the mlitary. And apparently the
| oyal police, when they'd adjusted to the new
situation, started closing their eyes to underground
activities as much as they dared.

By that tinme in dad's story, our behinds were tired
of sitting on rocks, but we ignored the disconfort.
W wanted to hear the rest. "How did you get together
with Jenoor?" | asked.

"Jenoor," dad said, "why don't you tell hin®"

"Well," she began, "it was quite a chain of

coi nci dence. The sergeant transferred ne to a
delivery service van, where the driver gave nme a shot
to kill the pain. Then he delivered me ..." She



paused and | ooked around. .at Jom and Dansee
Jonber' s! Dansee was hone when | arrived, and it hit
her pretty hard to | earn what had happened. Piet had
been a close friend of theirs. And |I'm sure she
assuned that the rest of you had been destroyed by
patrol ships, though of course she didn't say that to
ne.

"They kept me in their basenent for three days. The
first thing Densee did was cl ean and bandage ny foot.
| was sort of on a cloud fromthe painkiller then,
and watched her. It was pretty gross."

Looking at ne, she snmiled. | was cringing. "The first
night, a man canme there who was apparently a doctor
He gave ne another shot-the first one was wearing
off-and repaired ny foot. That | didn't watch."

She turned to dad then. "Klentis," she said-not Uncle
Kl ent anynore-"why don't you and Aven tell themthe
rest? It's nore your story than mne."

Dad stood up before he spoke, and rubbed his
backside. "You'll just have to wait a mnute. My
bones aren't as young as yours."

| becane aware then of just how sore my own backside
was fromsilting on rocks. "Let's go sit in the Rebe
Javelin," | suggested. Everyone seened to think that
was a good idea, so we went in and sat on soft,
contoured seats. And at nonis suggestion, Mise went
into one of the cabins and napped. So nuch of what
he'd been hearing nmeant nothing at all to himthat
he'd gotten groggy, and was having a terrible tine
stayi ng awake

Dad. it turned out, had gotten a pipeline to a
warrant officer in naval operations at Jarfoss. The
cutter had be paired by then, and the idea was for
the WD to get information to dad, to hel p himdecide
when to try to get off Evdash. At the sanme time, Jom
Jomber was | ooking for somewhere to send Jenoor. And
the warrant officer, one of the few people who knew



Jenoor was there, made a deal with dad. He'd provide
himwi th information, if dad would take this young
girl away.

So nom in a borrowed utility floater, had gone the
next night to pick up this young girl in a parking
ot in Jarfoss. Each had al nbst conme apart when they
saw who the other was.

On the farm dad asked Jenoor where we'd been headed.
Naturally she told him Ginder. He knew it woul dn't
be in the astrogation cube by that nanme, and when he
guesti oned her about it, she didn't know the planet's
of ficial name. Wen he told her-Tagrith Four- she
said she'd never heard it before.

And if she hadn't, it seened probable that the rest
of us hadn't either.

They'd talked it over then, trying to figure what we
m ght have done, in the unlikely event that we had
gotten out-systemalive. And decided the Iikeliest
place to l ook for us was on Fanglith. If they didn't
find us here, they'd head for Tagrith Four and hope
we were alive sonewhere.

Dad told us frankly that he hadn't had nuch hope. But
any at all was enough to foll ow up on.

Their own escape, a couple of weeks later, was a |ot

I ess hairy than ours. It involved a major solar flare
and undoubtedly sone deliberate "failures to notice"
by patrol scouts. Failures that could be bl aned on

i nstrument and radi o probl ens caused by the flare.
The I nperial cruiser had left the systemby then

And Bubba told us then why he'd been so quiet and
moody after we |left Evdash. It was nore than the
food, and being separated from Lady and the pups.

Most espwol ves, by their enotional disposition, can
handl e that land of thing pretty well. H s bigger
probl em was that he had a secret fromus-a very heavy
secret, fromne especially.

"I knew Jenoor alive out there on ground," he said,



"Alive, wounded. | also knew it suicide to try get
her. So | said nothing." He | ooked at ne, hol ding ny
eyes with his. "After that, | not tell. |I know you
You go nmad if you know we |left her there like that.
You tear your hair out. After you shoot ne."

"No, Bubba,"” | said. "No way would | ever shoot you
No way! Tear ny hair out, yes. And | mght have said
some terrible things to you, until | got ny senses
back. "

H s eyes never faltered. "Anyway," he went on, "I not
tell. But it hard to have such a secret. | never felt
like that before. Like guilt. Wrse than grief."

Jenoor went to himand, kneeling, hugged him
"Bubba," she said, "you seemw ser and wi ser to ne
all the tinme. You did the right thing, the only right
thing." Her eyes were brimm ng when she stood up
"And | ook how it turned out."

Bubba grinned at her. "Espwolf |ive around peopl e,
get nore and nore |ike them Even sentinmental.”

Whi ch made nme wonder, not for the first tinme, what it
woul d be Iike to be an espwol f.

After Bubba's confession, we tal ked about what we'd
do next. Mom and dad both considered that Fanglith
was no place to try devel oping an anti-Inperial base.
We'd keep it in mind as a | ast refuge, but that was
all.

They got no argunment from anyone, ne |east of all

Now we would go to Ginder, just the way Piet had

i ntended. It had at |east one smuggl er base, dad
said, dug into a nountain. We could get the Jav's
power transfer nodule rebuilt there.

Ginder had a false but carefully nurtured reputation
as an abandoned world, in a systemwhere the sun was
supposed to be heating up. A planet with a worsening
climate, where hardly anyone, if anyone at all, stil



lived. It was at the blurry edge of explored space,

wi t hout commercial resources and far from any trade
route. And with far too few people left to maintain

t echnol ogy, any human remmants woul d have degener at ed
to primtive survivalism

So the story went. But Piet had been there, and knew
what the real situation was. There actually weren't a
| ot of people on Ginder, but enough. They'd retained
t he technol ogy that counted, and they taught it. They
all belonged to a single culture that placed a high
val ue on independence, they were resourceful, and

t hey regarded thensel ves as one peopl e.

And what they knew of the @ ondisans, they didn't
like at all.

What they were short on was organi zational and
mlitary expertise. Dad was experienced at

organi zation, and had made a study of military
history. "You," he told ne, "are the one with sone
experience."

| didn't consider ny mlitary experience to amount to
much, and it didn't seemlike the kind a rebe
nmoverrent woul d find useful, but dad di sagreed.

"Larn," he said, "I'mnot trying to tell you that
what you' ve gotten here on Fanglith amounts to a
mlitary education. It doesn't. But you've learned to
adapt, innovate, and survive. And you've al so proven
yoursel f resourceful, able to face death, and a

survi vor.

"Aformal nilitary education probably only touches on
the tactics we'll need, anyway-tactics well devel op
on our own. Mstly, any actual insurgency will have
to be guerrilla warfare for years-probably |ots of
years- both on colony worlds and the urbanized
central worlds. Chances are we'll never wage formal
war f are agai nst the Enpire.”

He grinned then. "You realize what you' ve done, don't



you? You've recruited a couple of specialists in
mlitary thinking: Arno and Gunnl ag nmust have an

i ngrained, alnobst instinctive feel for tactics. What
they need is to be educated in technol ogi cal weapons
and equi prrent. And about the eneny.

"Meanwhil e, with your education and having grown up
in a technological culture, plus your experience now
with warlike primtive cultures, you' re the obvious
person to work with them To help translate Nornman
and Varangian wi sdominto tactics and mlitary
organi zation that can work for us.

"So we'll call your a training operation and
recruiting mission," he added, then stood. "And
frankly, | can't think of a better place you could

have gone for that than Fanglith." He turned to nom
"Aven, let's you and | take a hike on the beach
W' ve been penned up all too long."

That afternoon, Jenoor and | took a |long hike into
the hills and didn't return till nearly dark, getting
to know one anot her again. W stayed six days on the
island, giving Arno tine to get the Varangi ans to

Pal erno and hired out as nercenaries-those who were
interested. It also gave the Jaw s fuel cell tine to
fully decrystallize.

Then, power on, Deneen checked to nake sure the
scout's astrogation programincluded Tagrith Four.
The plan now was that when we |eft Fanglith, Jenoor
Deneen, and | would fly the Rebel Javelin, taking
@unnl ag, Mise, and the two pups. The Jav had quite a
bit nmore roomthan our fanmly cutter

Arno would go with dad and nom and Tarel. Bubba and
Lady woul d keep them conpany. | was willing to take
Arno, but 1'd to!d them about his romantic interest

i n Deneen, and we agreed it mght be awkward if she
was cooped up with himfor sixty-eight days flying to
Ginder. And while neither Deneen nor | brought it

up, of course, it seenmed to me it might be easier on
Tarel if Deneen was with us on the scout, instead of



with himon the cutter.

W would transfer Arno's fealty to dad; Arno would
agree to that if he really wanted to | eave with us.
The way Anp's mind worked, you swore fealty to
someone and then you were pretty ruch | oyal unless
you cane up with sone incentive to double-cross them
and sonme technicality to make it all right. Wich
didn't expect from hi munder the circunstances. And

t he espwol ves woul d know i f he got treacherous ideas.

Meanwhile |I'd have Gunnlag to educate. | | ooked
forward to it. Conpile a data base of Norse and
Standard, run it through the |inguistics program and
have himlearn Standard; we'd use it now i nstead of
Evdashi an. Evdashi an was an of f shoot di al ect of

St andard used only on Evdash, and chances were we'd
never see Evdash agai n.

On the evening of the sixth day, the scout and the
cutter lifted for Palermbo. Wth the wol ves scanni ng,
we | ocated Arno and @Qunnl ag, and put Mise down wth
a communi cator to arrange the pickup. By

conmuni cator, | told Arno to arrange for a couple
mul e- |1 oads of food and take it to the pickup point,
outside Palernpo. |1'd have preferred three or nore

| oads, but we didn't have storage.

Larger spacecraft would have been nice, for the
bi ovats if nothing else. As it was, we'd have to
ration pretty strictly on the long trip to Ginder

It took Mdise and Arno two days to get the food we
needed and get it to the edge of an orange grove a
couple of nmiles outside the city. Actually, Arno was
nearly broke, way too poor now to buy that nuch food.
But Gunnl ag had received a bounty from Gui scard for
bringing his Varangians to the recruiter, and that
had been enough. (CGuiscard and Roger never had enough
Nor man foot soldiers, and were always | ooking for

hi gh-quality nercenaries.) Arno had borrowed the two
mul es, and one of the Varangi ans had gone along to
take them back to town.



Bubba okayed the pickup scene, so dad | anded the
cutter to get the food and the two warriors. Then we
all got together on a hill a few mles southeast, got
everything distributed, and said goodbye to one

anot her.

The goodbyes were hard, believe me. W wouldn't see
each other again for sixty-eight days. But there was
no way around it, and at |east Jenoor and | were

t oget her.

Si xty-eight days in FTL gave us a lot of tine to

t al k- about what mi ght be, how we'd |like to have
things turn out (and why), what problenms we mght run
i nto, and even occasionally about what m ght have
been. To give @unnlag practice in Standard, we had
himtell us about his people and others, the places
he'd been, things he'd seen and done

Moi se too. Al though he was a | ot younger, and had
less to tell, there was nore than you m ght think
and it was nore interesting than he realized.
Fanglith and its people in general were marvel ously
interesting-1'd only seen a small sanple nyself.

Their stories strengthened our conclusion that it
wasn't the place for us. To coin a phrase: It's an
interesting place to visit, but | wouldn't want to
live there.

W worked on Gunnl ag's and Moise's education. If you
want to devel op a better understandi ng, nore
insights, into your own culture, try educating
someone in it who's froma totally different culture.
That can be worth a whole series of university
courses to you. @nnlag, |ike Mise, was marvel ously
adapt abl e and had a quick mnd. And of course, they
each had some unusual and surprising ways of | ooking
at the things we told them about.

But the nost meaningful talks, for nme, were sone
bet ween Jenoor and ne in the privacy of her tiny



cubbyhol d cabin or mne. (There were no cabins for
two on the scout.) Tal ks about the future. And once
again, |-we-knewtoo little, had too little
information to plan with, beyond the next step or
two, or in broad, vague ternms. That kind of planning
we coul d do.

At first, we considered the possibility of settling
down as sort of "backup revolutionaries." Not get

i nvol ved too deeply. That way we could live a

sem -normal life, enjoy sone stability, raise a
famly

But it seenmed as if that wouldn't work. Now that the
d ondi s government had gone Inperial, it was the road
to slavery and regret. Fifteen years earlier, when ny
parents had fled Morn Gebl eu, things had been
different. And they had children. Now the G ondis
Party had consolidated its power on the central

pl anets and was noving to control all the human

worl ds. We faced a spreading Enpire, not a Federation.

So what kind of future could we have together?

W' d had each other, very briefly, and we'd | ost each
other. It was the wildest luck that we were together

again. Wen |I'd thought Jenoor was dead, |ife had
gone on for nme. And while she'd had a ot nore reason
to think I was dead than alive, |ife had gone on for
her, too.

It really had; life had gone on

So we rmade a pl edge-a pl edge subject to change if
experience showed us it should change. The revol ution
woul d cone first with us. We'd be together, work

t oget her, enjoy together, as much as we could. For as
long as we could. Wthout clinging to it, wthout
sacrificing the revolution to it. W'd be willing to
| ose each other, and hope it didn't happen

Meanwhi l e we woul dn't worry about it any nore than we
had to. Life was for living, and hopefully for



acconpl i shing sonething valuable with. And eventually
for dying. For non-revolutionaries, as well as for

us. W'd live it while we had it, as ethically as we
knew how.

That's the way it sorted out for us-at first only
intellectually, but nore and nore at the gut |evel
the enotional |evel, as we got used to our decision

And that's how it was that, when the Jav canme out of

FTL nmode, Jenoor and | could stand hol di ng hands and

feeling good about things as we gazed at the bright

bl ue-white bead of Ginder a couple of mllion mles

away. W had work to do and a life to live there. And
who knew where el se before it was done.



